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Chapter One

 


 


Kylie sat at her desk in her home office
going over her income reports. It wasn’t looking great. She was
scratching out a living, but there was no money for anything extra.
She couldn’t travel, never had enough money to go on a vacation,
and always had to think of her budget before buying anything
unnecessary. There had to be a way to increase her income and still
do what she loved.

She pushed her silky jet black hair behind
her ears as she considered her situation. Her deep indigo blue eyes
perused the reports that told the tale of the sad state of her
finances.

She’d been writing romance for nearly ten
years now. Every year she pumped out a full length novel and maybe
one or two short stories. Kylie wrote western and contemporary
romance stories and had a few historical romance books out
there.

In this digital age she was a self-published
author and her books were available on the internet at all the
various ebook sites. Her fans could even get them in print online
if they preferred to have a hard copy.

Kylie sold hundreds of books every month and
felt she’d had a fair amount of success. Her blog had thousands of
visitors every month and her fans praised her work and asked for
more books, more short stories.

While her head was full of ideas and she had
notebooks full of storylines waiting to be transformed into novels,
Kylie could write only so fast. She needed to have twice the number
of books for sale so her life would be a little easier.

 


Things hadn’t always been this rough. Before
Ben had died everything was great. He had a good income that
supported them very nicely. Everything Kylie made from her writing
was hers to keep or spend as she wanted.

They had married young; she’d been only
twenty-two and Ben was twenty-six. He was fresh out of law school
and was hired at a major law firm with a starting salary of nearly
a hundred thousand dollars per year.

There was no need for Kylie to get a job and
they were trying to have a family. She stayed home, took care of
the house, and wrote her novels.

Unfortunately, Kylie never did get pregnant
and the family never happened. They had talked about adopting, but
Ben was busy and they never got around to doing anything about
it.

Kylie wrote and every time she sent one of
her novels off to a publisher it was returned with a rejection
letter. Some of the letters were very nice and others were rather
nasty. She sometimes wondered if anyone had actually read her
manuscripts before rejecting them.

Then the digital self-publishing option came
along. Once Kylie discovered this possibility she learned
everything she could about it and started reworking all her
finished novels to get them ready for the various online publishing
sites.

She uploaded the first novel onto every site
she could find. Of course she had her first sales instantly. She
bought one; Ben bought one, then her mother, Ben’s mother, and all
her friends. In no time at all she had over forty book sales and
was very excited about her career as an author.

Kylie uploaded her novels one at a time.
Every time she got one book up, she would begin getting the next
one ready. This process took her nearly a year. It was time
consuming to prepare the books for uploading onto the various
self-publishing sites. Every site was a little different and
required its own format.

During that year of getting all her books
uploaded on the different sites, Kylie didn’t write anything new.
She didn’t worry about it. After all, with every old novel that she
uploaded, her sales increased.

Kylie set up a blog for her fans to
communicate with her and when her sales began to regularly bring in
an income of a couple of thousand dollars a month, she was
ecstatic.

Once all her books were available as ebooks
and also as paperbacks with a print on demand service, Kylie began
writing new books and developed a good routine of completing one
novel and a couple of short stories every year.

She loved her life; she loved her husband,
and she loved her career. For the first time she felt successful
with her writing.

Ben had a month long vacation every year and
they traveled all over. They went to Europe, South America, Hawaii,
and on the last vacation they toured the United States.

Life was perfect. The only thing missing was
the children they wanted. They agreed again to look into adopting
and began the research on how to go about it.

 


Then Ben died. He was driving home from
meeting a client one early evening. He was on a two lane highway
and a truck driver traveling in the oncoming lane fell asleep at
the wheel and as Ben went around a curve in the road, the truck
plowed right into his car, killing him instantly.

To say it was a shock was a gross
understatement. When isn’t a sudden and tragic death like that a
shock?

Kylie stumbled through the aftermath with her
parents’ help. They took over the funeral arrangements and Kylie’s
mother begged her to come home and stay with them for a while.

But Kylie wanted to be alone. After the
funeral, she sat in her house all alone every day. She sat on the
sofa in the living room and looked at all the furniture and knick
knacks that she and Ben had picked out together.

Sometimes she sat on her bed and thought
about all the wonderful moments they shared in that room. They had
loved each other very much and sex had been sweetly passionate
between them.

In the kitchen, she sat at the table and
remembered all the fun moments they had cooking together on
weekends and then eating what they had cooked. Sometimes the
results were excellent and other times the food ended up down the
garbage disposal and a pizza had to be ordered.

Kylie did nothing more than mope around the
house for over two months after Ben’s funeral. She didn’t write,
she didn’t clean the house, she didn’t call her friends. Whenever
her parents called she told them everything was fine and she was
all right. When Ben’s parents called she told them the same
thing.

She got up every morning, showered, and then
made a pot of coffee. She had yogurt and granola for breakfast and
then rinsed her dishes and put them in the dishwasher. She ran the
dishwasher every three or four days and did her laundry every
week.

Kylie went to the grocery store weekly and
picked up what she needed. She was eating mostly frozen meals that
she could just nuke in the microwave.

Her best friend, Cecelia, called her often
and invited her to go out to lunch or shopping, but Kylie always
declined. She wasn’t in the mood for shopping or socializing.

Then one day she woke up, headed for the
shower, and there was no water. Kylie sighed, went and tried the
faucet at the sink. Nothing. She put her robe on and went to the
kitchen. No water there either.

She called the water company and listened to
their lengthy message and finally was told to press zero to speak
to a representative. The young cheerful voice came on the line
asking how she could help.

“Hi,” Kylie began. “Is the water company
having some kind of problem? I’m not getting any water out of any
of my faucets.”

“I’m sorry to hear that,” the representative
replied. “There’s no problem on our end; can you give me your
account number and I’ll check and see if I can find out what the
problem is?”

“I’d have to find a bill; I don’t know my
account number.”

“Why don’t you just give me the name and
address on the account? I should be able to find it that way.”

Kylie gave her Ben’s name and the house
address. When the representative came back on the line, she
informed Kylie that the water had been cut off due to no payments
having been made for more than two months.

That was Kylie’s wake up call. She got the
checkbook and took care of the bill over the phone. The
representative told her the water would be turned on again by the
end of the day.

Next, Kylie went to the huge pile of mail and
began sorting through it. The electric company was threatening to
turn off service as well. So were cable, telephone, gas, and car
insurance.

Kylie made all the necessary calls and
brought everything current over the phone. Then she got online and
set up automatic payments from the checking account so this would
not happen again.

By mid-afternoon she was done and the water
was back on. She took her shower and then began to assess her
financial situation.

There had been no life insurance. They hadn’t
worried about it. They were young, healthy, and had fifty years or
more of living left to do. Who needed life insurance?

There had been a small insurance settlement
from the accident. The trucking company whose driver had fallen
asleep at the wheel had been small and was inadequately insured.
They were now out of business.

There was some savings and a small investment
account. Certainly not enough for Kylie to live on. She would have
to rely on her writing to make a living. It was all she knew. Kylie
was thirty-four years old with no training for any other kind of
job or profession.

It took about eighteen months to slowly drain
the savings account and the investment account. She needed to
withdraw money every month to cover expenses that her writing
income couldn’t pay for. Kylie tightened her budget. She wasn’t
willing to give up the house, especially in this post housing
crisis market. Besides, she liked her house and she had to live
somewhere.

 


Now, as she sat wondering how to increase her
income, she decided to go online and do some research on best
selling genres in ebooks.

Romance was already up there; at or near the
top of the best sellers. But when she looked at the subcategories
of romance she found that erotica was at the very top. Of course,
erotica had its own set of subcategories.

At the top of those subcategories were books
on spanking, domestic discipline, BDSM which seemed to mean any one
or combination of bondage/discipline, dominant/submission,
sado/masochism or slave/master. There were other subcategories as
well.

When Kylie looked at individual books and
their ranking in the best seller lists of ebooks, they appeared to
sell extremely well. Could she write books like that? She wasn’t
sure.

Her current books were gentle, soft romance.
They were all about love, caring, and couples who respected each
other. Yes, there was passion and some mild sex scenes, but she
used soft words and euphemisms for certain body parts. Once it was
clear that her characters were going to have sex, she ‘closed the
bedroom door,’ and let her readers’ imaginations take them
further.

Kylie had never even read an erotic book. She
knew they used more graphic descriptions and had some rough sex
scenes, but she wasn’t into that and had never been interested in
reading about it.

However, if she could increase her sales,
perhaps she could write an erotic romance. It would require further
research. She went through the available books online and bought
several of them. They were all downloaded instantly to her
e-reader.

She picked two books each featuring domestic
discipline, spanking, and BDSM. One of each type was a short story
and the other a full length novel.

The rest of the day was spent reading them
and making notes on whatever she came across that she didn’t
understand or wanted to do more research about.

 


The following day Kylie went online again and
searched through the internet for blogs on these different
lifestyles.

She found she was most interested in
dominance and submission; otherwise known as D/s. What made a
person want to submit to another; to give a Dom complete control
over your actions?

Kylie signed up with a website that had
personal ads listed. There were Doms looking for submissives,
Masters looking for slaves, Mistresses looking for slaves, and of
course, slaves looking for Mistresses or Masters, and subs looking
for Doms.

She answered ads from four different Doms
looking for submissives. She was honest in her replies, saying that
she was a writer and interested in research only, not in actually
becoming a submissive.

None of the ads answered and the next day,
she picked out five others to reply to. When she received no reply
on those, she thought that perhaps she shouldn’t be quite so
honest.

She picked out five new ads to respond to and
this time she wrote that she was newly interested in becoming a sub
and was looking for a Dom with enough patience to help her decide
if this was indeed what she wanted and to train her properly.

All five Doms replied and gave her their
personal email addresses so they could communicate directly.

Kylie quickly signed up for a new email
address to use for replying. She answered each one, attached a
picture of herself and asked for a picture of the Dom in
return.

She was surprised how quickly they all
answered. By the end of the day she had answers from all of them
and didn’t really think she wanted to meet any of them. Oh, they
were handsome enough, and one of them claimed he was the perfect
Dom for a new submissive. All of them expected her to come to their
private residence so they could show her their dungeon or playroom
and begin her training. She wasn’t willing to go to a stranger’s
house at this point; the first meeting had to be in a public
place.

Then she received a reply from one of the
very first Doms she had contacted. One with whom she had been
honest with about doing research on the lifestyle. His name was
Alex and he said he’d be happy to meet with her and tell her
anything she wanted to know about Dom/sub relationships. He
supplied his private email in his message to her.

Kylie was excited now. She much preferred
being honest and not having to pretend that she was interested in
becoming a sub. She quickly sent a personal email to him, thanking
him for his response and asking when and where they could meet.

Alex replied about an hour later. We can
meet tomorrow at my office. Be here at one o’clock. He gave the
office address and his phone number in case she got lost.

She thought it was odd that he didn’t ask if
that time was convenient for her. It was more or less an order; be
here at one.

Kylie shrugged and thought that must be how
Doms acted; as though they were in charge and had the authority to
just announce when something would happen.

She responded, agreeing to be at the address
he had provided. “That will work for me. See you at one.
Thanks.”

 





Chapter Two

 


 


 


Kylie dressed conservatively for her meeting
with Alex. She wore a dark blue pant suit with a modest white
blouse and two inch heels. She wore simple earrings and a gold
necklace. She still wore her wedding band and she took it off
now.

Alex was the vice president of a large
internet company and when Kylie got to the address he provided, she
parked and went inside. There was a reception desk in the lobby and
Kylie asked for Alex’s office.

“He’s up on the fifth floor. His secretary is
out to lunch right now so when you get up there just knock on his
door.”

“Thank you.” Kylie responded and walked to
the elevator.

On the fifth floor she stepped out into
another reception area and there was no one about. There was a desk
with a computer and several folders spread out. She assumed this
was the secretary’s desk. There was only one door to knock on. It
didn’t have Alex’s name on it but it did say ‘Vice President’ on
the nameplate. She knocked on the door.

“Come in.”

Kylie opened the door and stepped inside the
office. The man behind the desk was on the phone. He looked up at
her and raised his index finger as if to say, just a
minute.

She nodded. He gave her another look and held
the phone away from his ear long enough to say. “Close the
door.”

Kylie did and then she stood there and looked
at him while he continued his conversation. He was extremely
good-looking. She’d even say hot.

Alex had a strong jaw with a sexy cleft in
his chin. Black hair pulled back in a short pony tail, and deep
laugh lines around his eyes made her think he was in his late
thirties or early forties. He had dark, deep set eyes and a
commanding presence.

She didn’t want him to think she was staring
at him so she began looking around the room. The furnishings were
very modern, mostly steel and wood. There were several abstract art
pieces on the walls. Kylie didn’t know enough about art to tell if
they were originals or copies.

Again Alex held the phone away from his ear,
looked at her, and said, “Be still.”

Kylie frowned. What did he mean? She hadn’t
said anything.

“Stop fidgeting.” He commanded.

She had not realized that she was fidgeting,
but now that he had ordered her to stop, she remembered her habit
of shifting from one foot to another. Kylie wasn’t one to stand
still for very long.

Finally he finished his call and hung up the
phone. He rose from his chair, held out his hand for her to shake,
and said, “I needed to take that call. Please come in and have a
seat.”

No apology for keeping her waiting or
speaking so sharply to her when he ordered her to be still and stop
fidgeting.

“Thank you,” Kylie said as she sat down in
one of the chairs in front of the desk. “I appreciate you taking
the time to see me and help me with my project.”

“I’m happy to help,” Alex replied. “There is
so much bad information out there on this lifestyle that I look
forward to having an honest and truthful depiction of it in your
novel. Why don’t we start with whatever questions you’ve
prepared?”

“I haven’t prepared any questions, Alex. I’m
afraid I have absolutely no knowledge of this lifestyle. I thought
you could just start out talking, telling me about it, maybe
explaining how and why a person gets involved with this kind of
life. Then I’m sure I’ll have some questions.”

He looked at her with his dark eyes and said,
“You will address me as ‘Sir’ when you speak to me.”

It clearly was a command and not a request.
Kylie didn’t really feel she needed to address him as ‘Sir’ but
since she needed his help, she would humor him. She figured it must
be some Dom thing so she’d go along with it for now.

“Very well, Sir.” Kylie said. She
couldn’t keep from raising her eyebrows in an expression that
clearly said, Uh okay, in an exaggerated way.

“Do you have a problem with my request?” He
demanded to know.

“Uh...no, sir. I don’t. I guess I just wasn’t
expecting it. I don’t normally address anyone in that manner.” She
tried to appease him; the last thing she wanted was for him to ask
her to leave before she got the information she wanted.

“Then I would suggest you keep your
disrespectful facial expressions under control.”

“Yes, sir. Sorry, sir.” Kylie replied.

Alex began to talk about why someone becomes
involved in a Dom/sub relationship.

“I believe that it is not a decision one
makes, but rather a ‘need’ a person has. A Dom has a need to
dominate. He or she generally does not do well taking orders and
being submissive. A sub has a need to serve, to take direction, to
make his or her Dom happy.”

They spent the next three hours in Alex’s
office talking. He discussed aspects of personalities for Doms and
for subs. He explained that contracts were often used, but not
always, to clarify the roles of each party and to agree on what
punishments would be administered. Kylie took notes and had plenty
of questions that she asked as Alex continued to talk.

Finally, Alex said he had another appointment
coming and would have to end their visit.

“I would be open to meeting with you again,
Kylie.”

Kylie replied, “I would like to organize my
notes and write out what I’ve learned today. I’m sure I will have
many more questions from the information you’ve given me
today.”

“Why don’t we make an appointment for next
week? Perhaps it would help you in your research if you came to my
home and I could show you my...um...room.”

“Are you referring to your dungeon?” She
asked.

“Yes, though some call it a playroom.”

Kylie thought for a moment. She supposed this
was her one chance to see a room like this and she should take
advantage of the opportunity. She did feel comfortable with Alex
and felt it would be safe to go to his home.

“All right, I’d like to see your room. For
research purposes only, of course.”

“Of course.” Alex smiled slightly.

“Thank you very much for your time,” Kylie
said after they agreed on a date and time for their next
appointment.

Alex raised his eyebrow and looked at her.
When she looked back at him inquiringly, he said, “Thank you very
much...what?”

At first she didn’t get it and then she
clicked her tongue, rolled her eyes, and said, “Thank you very
much, Sir.”

“Careful young lady, you are coming very
close to disrespect with your attitude.”

Kylie almost clicked her tongue again but
caught herself and said, “I apologize, Sir. Until next week.”

She left his office and drove home to
contemplate over her visit with the Dom. There was so much she had
to think about; it was almost overwhelming. She was very attracted
to Alex. In fact, he was the first man she had felt any attraction
for since her husband died. If she didn’t know he was a Dom, she
might want to get to know him better.

Kylie got on her computer and began
transcribing her notes and organizing them into subheadings. She
labeled them Traits of a Dom, Traits of a Sub, Contract terms, and
Punishments.

After her next appointment she would add
headings for equipment, dungeon furnishings, and clothing. She was
looking forward to seeing his dungeon and his equipment; she would
ask him what the purpose was of every unfamiliar item.

 


The week dragged by for Kylie. She started
writing another novel just to keep busy. It was of the same type as
her previous novels had been. What she now knew was referred to as
‘vanilla romance.’ She supposed she could spice it up as she
learned more about the Dom/sub culture and BDSM.

Finally the big day arrived. In her mind,
she’d been calling this ‘The Dungeon Day.’ She dressed
conservatively again so as not to give the wrong impression. She
wore a skirt that came down to a few inches below her knees, white
blouse, and a sweater.

Alex’s neighborhood was upper middle class.
Or, Kylie thought, lower upper class. It was definitely out of her
price range. It was a gated community with an attendant at the gate
who phoned Alex to announce her before he allowed her to pass
through the gate.

His home was at the far end of the
subdivision, the last home on his block, and situated on a larger
than average lot. Kylie wondered if the location had been purposely
chosen.

She pulled into his driveway and when she
walked to the gate of his courtyard, he was there waiting for
her.

“Welcome,” he greeted her. “Please come
in.”

“Thank you, Sir.” She responded.

Alex shut the gate and locked the padlock on
the latch before turning around to take her into the house. He saw
the flash of concern in her eyes when she realized that he had just
barred her from exiting the courtyard on her own.

“I always keep this gate locked,” he
explained. “Being in a gated community keeps the riff-raff out, but
every now and then we have residents who feel they must door knock
for political or other community organizations. I prefer to keep
them out. I give you my word that no harm will come to you within
my home.”

He sounded sincere and Kylie felt comfortable
with him, so she let it go. She figured if she was completely wrong
in her judgment, she was in good enough shape to scale the gate and
get the hell out of there.

Alex led her to the kitchen where he offered
her a glass of wine. She was nervous and accepted it, hoping it
would calm her down for the dungeon tour.

“Did you come up with any other questions for
me?” He asked her.

“Yes, Sir.” She responded. “I have several
and expect to have even more after you show me your room.”

“Why don’t we get the questions you already
have out of the way and then we’ll deal with the rest of them
later? It’ll be easier for you to make notes out here. My room is
not very well lighted for note taking.”

Kylie spent nearly an hour going over her
questions and jotting down his answers.

It was time for the dungeon. She followed him
down a hall to a room with double doors. Alex took a key from his
pocket, unlocked the door, and held it open for her to enter.

Kylie looked around when she stepped into the
room. It appeared to be a modified master bedroom. Three of the
walls were painted black and the fourth one was red. A huge king
size bed was up against the middle of the red wall. It was a four
poster bed with loops around each post resting on the mattress.

For tying his sub to the bed, Kylie surmised.
She felt a shiver run through her as she imagined a naked, sexy
woman tied to the bed.

She tore her eyes away from the restraining
loops and continued looking around. To the left of the bed was a
rack with various implements hanging from it. She saw several canes
of various thickness, wooden paddles - some with holes drilled in
them, leather paddles of different lengths, whips, floggers, riding
crops, leather belts, a folded leather strap, an eye mask, and some
metal clips that Kylie was sure from her internet research were
nipple clamps.

Kylie felt her buttocks clench at the thought
of being struck with any of those implements. Her thighs squeezed
together and she wondered if that was dampness she felt on her
panties. Was her pussy wet? Not possible, she told herself. No way
could these instruments of torture excite her.

She turned her back on the rack of implements
and looked across the room. There was a wooden contraption that she
could only describe as a cross mounted on a sturdy base. The
horizontal bar had restraints on it. The tall upright had diagonal
posts attached to the upright and the base. These diagonals had
restraints on them as well. Kylie could imagined it was to spread
the legs of the sub and tie them in place. She wondered what kind
of punishment was done to the sub once she was in this position.
And was the sub restrained facing the wall or facing out towards
the room? Or both? Maybe it depended on what the cross was being
used for. Again, the shiver ran through her body.

The third wall had another contraption that
looked somewhat like a saw horse, though it was padded on top.
There was an upholstered bench next to it. Without thinking she
pointed at the saw horse and asked, “What’s that for?”

Alex cleared his throat and raised his
eyebrow.

Kylie said, “What’s that for,
Sir?”

“It’s a spanking pony. The sub is placed on
it and restrained. It puts the buttocks in perfect spanking
position and the sub will not be able to move. It is very useful
when a long punishment spanking is called for.”

She took a deep breath, pointed to the cross
and said, “I thought that’s what that thing was for...uh...
Sir.”

“It is to some degree. The cross is a little
more versatile and with it the Dom can administer punishment that
may use several different implements.”

Kylie pointed to a table that was about waist
high on the wall near the bathroom door. It was padded and about
the width of a single bed. “And that table? What is done on that
table...Sir?”

“That table is of a proper height so the Dom
can fuck his sub while standing. He can bend his sub over the table
and she will be of the right height for him to take her in the ass.
Or she can sit on the table and be fucked in her pussy. Or the Dom
can perform oral sex on her if he so desires.”

Kylie swallowed hard as images of these acts
raced through her mind. Her pussy was getting wetter.

She walked into to the bathroom and switched
on the light. The lighting was much brighter in here, though it
could be controlled with the rheostat switch. The long granite
countertop had two sinks and there were several bottles and tubes
of various lotions and potions. The commode was in its own small
room. The shower was big enough for six people to have an orgy in
there and had several showerheads. The bathtub was a giant Roman
tub with jets.

Thick, plush towels were hanging next to the
tub and shower. Matching plush bathrobes were waiting to be
used.

She walked back into the dungeon/playroom and
perused everything again. Unbelievable, she thought. That
anyone would willingly come in here and submit their bodies to
another person. One who enjoyed causing pain.

She noticed a pad on the floor at the foot of
the bed. It was two feet by two feet square. She asked what its
purpose was.

“When I send my sub in here, I expect her to
kneel there and wait for me. She is to be naked and looking down at
the floor until I enter the room and tell her she can lift her
head.”

Kylie couldn’t think of a response for that.
There was nothing further she wanted to know or see. She was ready
to go. At this point she didn’t even know if she could write about
this sort of thing. She looked over at Alex.

“I’ve seen enough. I want to thank you for
speaking with me and for showing me your room. I’d like to leave
now.”

Alex raised his highbrows in that way that
she had learned meant she’d forgotten to say ‘Sir.’

Kylie didn’t care. “I’d like to leave now,
please. Will you please unlock your courtyard gate and let me
out?”

Alex sighed, “Aren’t you forgetting
something?”

Kylie was not going to address him as ‘Sir’
again.

“No, I don’t believe I am forgetting
anything. I’d like to leave now.”

“You will address me as ‘Sir’ when you speak
to me.”

She sighed and said, “No, I will not. I am
not your sub, you are not my Dom. I appreciate that you’ve helped
me out with my research, and I’ll pay you for your time if you so
desire. But I will not call you ‘Sir’ again.”

Alex walked over to the upholstered bench
that was next to the spanking pony and sat down.

“Come here, Kylie.”

She was sick of his commands and orders. But
she wanted to get out of this place and if obeying him this one
time would get him to unlock the gate latch, she would do it.

“You don’t like this room, do you?” He asked
her.

“No, I don’t. I’d like to leave.”

“You seem to have a hard time displaying any
respect for things that are out of the ordinary.”

“It’s not that, Alex. This room makes me
uncomfortable and I’d really like to leave now.”

“Is the reason for this uncomfortable feeling
because you don’t understand why your pussy is wet?”

Oh god, how could he possibly know how her
pussy reacted to the things in this room?

“It’s not that, Alex. It’s just that...”

“Now you are lying to me, Kylie. I will not
have it and you will be punished.”

“Wha...”

Before she could finish, she found herself
over his knee and he was spanking her! Spanking her hard!

He paused long enough to pull her skirt up
and tear down her panties and then continued on her bare
bottom!

Kylie cried out with every blow to her ass.
She begged, “Stop! Stop it right now! You can’t do this to me!”

Alex continued spanking her ass while he
lectured her. “You are an ill-mannered young woman. You came to me
for help and I freely gave it you and still you speak to me with
disdain. You are lucky that I don’t take my belt to your ass!”

She was sobbing now, “Please! Stop! It
hurts!”

“Yes, it hurts. And it will hurt more before
I’m finished with you! Perhaps this will teach you to behave when
people go out of their way to help you!”

She couldn’t take it anymore. Her ass felt
like it was on fire and she knew her pussy was dripping wet.

“Please Sir! Stop! I...I...apologize for my
behavior! Please Sir, stop!”

Miraculously, once she addressed him as ‘Sir’
he stopped spanking her. He pulled up her panties and lowered her
skirt.

Her face was wet with her tears as he led her
out of his home to the locked courtyard gate. Neither had spoken
since Alex stopped the spanking. Kylie hic-cupped a couple of times
as she tried to get herself under control.

When the gate was finally open, she walked
out without saying anything.

Alex called out to her, “Kylie.”

She turned toward him but said nothing.

“Be here tomorrow evening at eight o’clock. I
have a few more things to show you.”

Her jaw dropped open and her eyes widened.
She chose not to answer him. She would never see him again. Kylie
got into her car and drove home in a daze of disbelief, wondering
what exactly had just happened.

 





Chapter Three

 


 


Kylie had a mostly sleepless night. Thoughts
of that torture room and the spanking she had endured kept her from
being able to fall asleep.

Her traitorous pussy had completely shocked
her when she was in the dungeon. That she had almost come while she
was being spanked and humiliated was beyond anything she could
understand.

She spent the next day doing very little;
her mind occupied by the events of the previous night. Kylie was so
confused. She had not enjoyed the spanking. Not one iota. It was
painful and humiliating. Yet, she had been extremely aroused. Her
panties were soaked through when she got home. In fact, they were
so wet that she suspected she’d had an orgasm while she was begging
him to cease his abuse. But that couldn’t be right, who would not
know for certain that they’d had an orgasm?

It had to be simply that she was sex
starved. Kylie had not so much as flirted with a man since Ben had
died. That was the reason she had been aroused by such a barbaric
act. Not because she had enjoyed it.

By the middle of the afternoon she was
talking herself into going back to Alex’s home for that eight
o’clock meeting. She was curious to know what else he had to show
her. But he had humiliated her with the spanking and she didn’t
know if she could bring herself to face him again.

Surely she had enough information to come up
with some sort of storyline for a book. She didn’t really need to
see him again.

But what if he had something to show her
that would make her book shine above all other books of this genre?
Could she really risk missing out on that possibility?

At six o’clock she ate a light dinner and
then took a shower and dressed to go to Alex’s home. She wore pants
this time thinking just in case he found another reason to attempt
to spank her, it would be a lot more difficult to bare her ass.

But really, she didn’t have to worry about
that. She would make sure she addressed him as ‘Sir’ and that she
didn’t let her disapproval of any aspects of his lifestyle show. He
would have no reason to take her over his knee again.

 


He was waiting at his gate. As she walked
past him, into the courtyard, she said, “Good evening, Sir.”

“Good evening, Kylie. Welcome again to my
home.”

Alex took her to the living room where he
had a bottle of wine chilling in an ice bucket. He poured two
glasses and handed one to Kylie.

“Thank you, Sir.”

“Sit down,” he ordered. “I have something to
discuss with you that I think will be helpful in your writing.”

Kylie sat on a chair across from Alex and
waited for him to tell her what it was he wanted to discuss.

“I have been thinking about what you want to
write and I’ve come to the conclusion that whatever you write about
this lifestyle will be all wrong.”

“But why, Sir, when you’ve been so willing
to help me with this project? I have no intention of distorting
anything you tell me.”

“I don’t believe one can write about
something they have absolutely no experience about.”

“I understand what you’re saying, Sir,
however I believe that after last night, you can no longer say that
I have no experience.” She could still feel the sting of the
spanking when she sat down.

Alex gave a short laugh and said, “My dear,
that is not experience. A simple over the knee spanking is barely a
step up from your basic vanilla lifestyle.”

“I’m afraid I’ll have to disagree with you,
Sir. My bottom is still pink and as I sit here, I can still feel
the effects of what you did to me.”

Alex took a sip of his wine and said, “I am
hesitant to make this suggestion as I’m sure you will instantly
decline.”

Kylie couldn’t help but wonder what
suggestion he wanted to make. He had piqued her curiosity and she
wanted to know.

“We won’t know unless you make the
suggestion, Sir.”

He drank more of his wine and then set the
glass down on the end table at his side.

“I can take you back into my room and walk
you through it one more time. I can describe the various ways to
use all the implements and toys. I can tell you how a sub would be
spread out on the bed and restrained, or how she would be put on
the pony or the cross. But unless you actually experience what it
feels like to be in one of those positions, I don’t think you can
write about it.”

“So you’re suggesting I let you tie me up?
Restrain me?” She asked incredulously.

Alex smiled. “In part, yes. But again, being
restrained will not give you the experience to write about what
happens next.”

Kylie was pretty sure she knew what he was
getting at. “Sir, are you suggesting that I become your sub for the
night?”

Her ass ached at the thought of possibly
feeling one of his canes or paddles striking her and she was sure
she felt her pussy quiver even though her legs were crossed.

“I would suggest it for one weekend. From
Friday noon to Sunday midnight. Of course, you’d be welcome to stay
until Monday morning should you so desire.”

Kylie put her glass down on the table in
front of her chair. The only reason she didn’t blurt out a
resounding no and get up and leave was because that would confirm
his suspicion that she would immediately decline.

“Let me get this straight. You want me to
spend an entire weekend in your torture chamber and allow you to
use, abuse, and misuse my body?”

“Sir.” She added as an afterthought to make
sure he knew she was being respectful.

“Let me clarify,” Alex said. “Use? Yes, I
will use your body. For my pleasure and yours. Abuse? Misuse? No,
this will be consensual so there will be no abusing or
misusing.”

Kylie’s panties were wet. She wondered if
her pussy was so sex starved that it was saying yes while her mind
screamed no.

She took so long in answering that Alex
finally said, “It gives me hope that you seem to be considering it.
I was sure you’d be running for the door by now.”

“I’m thinking about it.....Sir.”

“Thinking about running or about the
weekend?” He teased.

“Both.”

Alex handed her two sheets of paper. “This
is a very basic Dom/sub contract. Anything can be changed, deleted,
or added. Why don’t you look it over?”

Kylie wasn’t really surprised by a contract.
She had run across mention of them when she’d done her internet
research. Most of what it covered she understood.

She read it through quickly. She was to
arrive here at Alex’s home at noon on Friday. Immediately upon
arrival she was to enter the dungeon, strip off her clothes, kneel
on the pad at the foot of the bed and wait for Alex. All activities
they engaged in would be determined by the Dom, however he would at
all times keep in mind the sub’s inexperience and choose activities
accordingly. The Dom would discuss the activity with the sub prior
to engaging in said activity and the sub would have the right to
refuse.

There would be two safe words. Yellow would
indicate the sub is approaching the point of not being able to
withstand the current activity any longer. Once the sub used the
Yellow safe word, the Dom would slow down whatever he was doing or
decrease the intensity.

The other safe word was Red. It meant stop
immediately. The sub was not to use this safe word just because she
was slightly uncomfortable with an activity she had agreed upon.
Red was to be used only when the sub had reached her limit or was
in some other pain or difficulty such as a cramp, chest pain, or
other possible serious medical problem.

The sub was to obey all instructions,
commands, and orders in any activity mutually agreed upon. Failure
to do so would result in immediate punishment to be determined by
the Dom, again with the sub’s inexperience in mind.

Adequate provisions for eating, sleeping,
resting, bathing and other personal care would be provided for
during the weekend.

“That’s it?” She asked him. “Are we going to
talk about what types of punishment you might determine are
necessary?”

“We certainly can if you like. Considering
your inexperience I thought it might be best to just play it by
ear. Perhaps there won’t be any need for punishments.”

“You punished me last night for virtually
nothing, Sir. I’m very doubtful you’ll make it through a weekend
without thinking of some reason to do it again.”

“You may have a point,” He responded.
“However, I’m simply suggesting you allow me some leeway in this. I
have trained new subs and I understand there is a learning process.
We will not go beyond what you are ready for and capable of
handling. I give you my word on that.”

Kylie thought about it. Could she do it?
He was correct when he said authors write better when they’ve
experienced what they’re writing about. Could she trust him? Above
all, why the hell was she not running out the door?”

She took another sip of her wine and then
said, “Very well, I will agree. But if I come to a point where I no
longer wish to continue, you must agree to let me leave. And when I
say stop you must stop.”

“Yes, of course to your first stipulation.
However, stop does not mean stop. Only red means stop and it will
be up to you to remember that and use it only if you have to.”

Kylie nodded, she understood. Now what?
Should she leave, go home, and wait for Friday?

While she was thinking about whether or not
to leave, Alex poured more wine for both of them. “If you’re
agreeable, we could have a small session tonight. Sort of a trial
run.”

She hadn’t expected that! She looked at Alex
and said, “Oh...uh...I don’t know. I’m not prepared for anything
like that.”

“Anything like what?” Alex asked with a
smile.

“Um...well...uh...you know. Uh...kinky
stuff.”

“We will do very little tonight.” He said.
Since she had not outright refused, he thought she just might be
ready for a little bit of play. “When you’re finished with your
wine, you will go to The Room and undress. You will kneel on the
mat at the foot of the bed and wait for me.

“Uh...you mean the dungeon?”

“You’ve been researching on the internet.
Some people call it a dungeon, some call it a playroom. I prefer to
refer to it simply as The Room. And please do not forget to address
me as Sir again.”

“Oh...yes Sir. Sorry Sir.”

What the hell was she doing? Was she really
going to go in that room and strip? The thought was scary and, if
her pussy was any kind of indicator, oh so exciting!

She took a sip of her wine and watched Alex.
Then she took another sip. It was almost gone. Then she’d have to
make up her mind. Leave or go to The Room.

“When you get in The Room, remember to keep
your gaze to the floor as you kneel on the mat. Do not look up
until I give you permission to do so. Do not speak other than to
reply to a question I have asked. Do you understand?”

“Yes, Sir. What if I need to say the safe
word?”

“You will have no need for the safe word
tonight.”

“Are you sure, Sir?”

“I give you my word, Kylie. In the future,
do not question me again. Do you understand?”

“Yes Sir. Sorry Sir.”

Kylie drank the last of her wine and set the
glass on the table. It was time. She got up and walked towards The
Room. As she passed the front door, she paused briefly, looked back
at Alex, and then continued to The Room.

She entered The Room and closed the door
behind her. The lights were on low and she set her purse down near
the mat at the foot of the bed. She hurried to the restroom to pee
before Alex came into the room. It was probably a safe bet that if
she wasn’t kneeling on the mat when he came in, she’d be in
trouble.

Kylie took her clothes off, folded them
neatly, and placed them on the floor next to her purse. Then she
knelt on the mat, got as comfortable as she could, and stared at
the floor.

And waited.

And waited some more.

She looked at her watch. She’d been waiting
for fifteen minutes. Her knees were getting tired, she shifted a
bit to make them more comfortable and suddenly the door opened.

Alex walked to her and stopped when his feet
where in her line of vision. “You are not to fidget when you are
kneeling and waiting for me. Do you understand?”

“Yes Sir. It’s just that....”

“I don’t want to hear your excuses. No
fidgeting while you wait for me.”

“Yes Sir.”

“I did not ask a question or give you
permission to speak.”

Kylie didn’t say anything. She was trembling
now. Afraid of what was to come.

“You are not to wear a watch in here. Remove
it and place it with your belongings. I realize I did not mention
this before.”

She gave a small sigh of relief as she
removed the watch and set it on top of her clothes. He must be
telling her that she had not violated any rule by leaving the watch
on since he had not given her any instructions concerning it. She
was not in trouble. So why couldn’t she stop the
trembling?

“Take my hand, you may stand up.”

Alex’s hand appeared just inside her view.
She took it and pushed up from the floor. What a relief for her
knees! She had taken a quick glimpse of the time when she removed
her watch and saw that she’d been on her knees for nearly a half
hour. Kylie hoped this wasn’t common.

“Look at me.” He commanded.

Kylie lifted her head and looked into his
eyes.

“You are shaking. Are you afraid?”

“Yes Sir, I am.” She whispered.

“There is no need to fear me. I will not
hurt you tonight.”

Did that mean he was going to hurt her at
another time?

“Lie on the bed, on your back.”

Kylie walked to the side of the bed and
climbed up onto it. It was the highest bed she’d ever been on. She
positioned herself near the edge.

Alex ran his finger down her torso, from her
neck to her navel.

“You are beautiful, Kylie. Your breasts are
full and inviting. They beg to be kissed.” He bent down and kissed
her nipple, then gently sucked on it. Alex repeated the kiss and
sucked on her other nipple.

Kylie felt a shiver run right through her,
down to her pussy, and all the way down her legs. She knew she was
wet.

Very gently, Alex took her left leg and
fastened a fur lined cuff to her ankle. Then he took hold of the
loop on the bedpost and hooked it to the ankle cuff. He repeated
this on her left wrist.

She shivered in fear. He was tying her
up, for god’s sake! She’d have no option to run. A whimper
escaped from her lips.

“Shhh...don’t be afraid, I will not cause
you any pain. You will feel only pleasure tonight.”

Kylie tried to calm down, breathing slowly
as she watched him walk to the other side of the bed.

“Scoot over to the center of the bed.”

She did and he fastened her right leg and
arm to the bed posts on that side. Now she was spread eagled on the
bed, fully exposed to his eyes. She wanted to cover herself but had
no way to do so. She closed her eyes.

Alex gently caressed her body, running his
fingers down her arms, her legs, around her breasts, the inside of
her thighs, teasing her as his hands came so close to her clit and
her pussy. She squirmed as each shiver rocked through her body.

“Open your eyes and look at me.”

She did. He was standing there with a riding
crop in his hands. He must have taken it from the rack of
implements while her eyes were closed.

Now those eyes opened up as wide as saucers
and she gasped. What the hell happened to feeling only
pleasure?

“You will feel no pain, Kylie. Trust me. I
will very lightly flick this on you. On your nipples, on your
belly, on your pussy, and your clit. It will not hurt. Do you trust
me?”

“I...I don’t...I don’t know, Sir. I’m
afraid.”

“Relax and enjoy. It will be pure pleasure.
You can trust me.”

Alex lightly rolled her nipples with his
fingers, bringing them to taut little nubs. She closed her eyes
again feeling the sensations, trying desperately to relax and trust
him not to hurt her.

He flicked his forefinger lightly against
her nipple and said, “This is what the crop will feel like. It
doesn’t hurt, does it?”

“No...it doesn’t. It feels nice, good.”

Alex repeated flicking his finger against
her other nipple, then he did it on her belly, the inside of her
thighs, her pussy, and finally on her clit. He did it over and
over. Her eyes were closed and she didn’t know where he would flick
next. Each time she shivered and felt her cunt quivering in
anticipation of more and she knew she was very wet.

After several minutes of this exquisite
torture, Kylie realized the flicks were a little stronger. They
still didn’t hurt, but sometimes when she expected a flick on her
nipple, it was on her clit and the surprise of it seemed to make it
a bit more than pleasure. Perhaps on the very edge of going towards
pain.

She opened her eyes and was surprised to see
that Alex was no longer flicking with his finger but with the
crop.

He smiled at her and said, “You see, you
didn’t even realize when I had switched from my finger to the
riding crop.”

Alex hung the crop back on the rack and sat
down on the bed next to Kylie. His hand felt the smooth soft skin
of her inner thighs as it moved up to her wet pussy.

“You are very wet; did you enjoy our little
exercise?”

“Yes.” She whispered. “Yes Sir, I enjoyed it
very much.”

Alex parted her pussy lips and inserted a
finger deep within her. He bent over her and sucked on a nipple as
he slid his finger in and out of her wet center. Another finger
joined the first one.

Kylie moaned and arched her back. She tried
to move her legs, but the restraints held her in place.

“Do not come, Kylie. You are not to come
until I give you permission. Do you understand?”

“Yes Sir,” she gasped, “But I don’t know if
I can keep from coming.”

“You can, you must control yourself. Coming
without permission is not allowed and is a punishable offense. Do
not come yet, Kylie.”

She moaned and squirmed. It felt so damn
good, he had three fingers inside her pussy now and his thumb was
circling her clit. The pressure was building and she didn’t know
how much longer she could keep from coming. She was about to
explode!

Her moans were becoming more intense, her
hips were writhing in pleasure, and just as she was thinking she’d
gladly take the punishment and come right now, Alex ordered, “Now,
Kylie! Come for me now!”

He pushed his fingers in deeper and took her
clit in his mouth as her back arched and her hips bucked as wave
after wave of the most intense orgasm she’d ever experienced washed
over her.

While she lay there, breathing heavily and
trying to get her heart rate to slow down, Alex removed the cuffs
from her wrists and ankles. He stroked her legs, her arms, and her
body.

“How do you feel?” He asked.

She smiled, “Wonderful. I feel wonderful,
Sir.”

“Did you have any pain?”

“No, not at all, Sir. Just as you said, I
felt nothing but pleasure. Thank you, Sir.”

Alex smiled at her and pulled her up into a
sitting position. He hugged her close and kissed her. “You can
always trust me, Kylie. I will always do as I say. If I say there
will be no pain, there will be none. Understood?”

She burrowed her head into his chest and
said, “Yes Sir.”

“I will leave you now. You can rest for a
while if you like, or you can go home. Whatever suits you. In fact,
you’re welcome to stay the night. Feel free to use the shower or
tub.”

Kylie was overwhelmed right now. She thought
it would be best to go home. “Thank you Sir. I think I’ll take a
shower and then just go home. I have a lot on my mind to think
about.”

When she had showered and dressed, Alex was
waiting in the living room. He got up and walked her outside where
he unlocked the courtyard gate.

“Can I expect you on Friday at noon?” He
asked.

Kylie looked at him with shining eyes and
said, “Yes Sir. I will be here at noon.”




Chapter Four

 


 


Kylie had a hard time falling asleep that
night. All she could think about was being tied up in Alex’s big
king size bed while he teased her body with flicks of the riding
crop. She had no doubt that he could have made those flicks very
painful. But he had promised there would be no pain and he had kept
his word.

She had tomorrow to get through and then it
would be Friday. Kylie was surprised by how much she was looking
forward to spending the weekend with Alex.

There was still a good amount of fear in
her, but she now felt that if she made it clear beforehand what she
would and wouldn’t do, Alex would go along with it. Kylie was most
concerned about punishment. It seemed to be the thing that brought
about most of the pain.

On Thursday she made an appointment at the
salon for a bikini wax. She had a manicure and pedicure as
well.

Once she was back home she spent the rest of
the day writing about her first experience in The Room; describing
the sensations she felt throughout the session. Writing it down
almost made it seem as though she was reliving it and her pussy
became damp. She wished Alex was with her so he could do it all
again to her.

 


Friday morning arrived and Kylie took a long
soak in the tub and then rinsed off with the shower. She packed a
small bag with some comfortable clothing, silk pajamas, and a few
changes of underwear. Surely she wasn’t going to be naked the
entire weekend.

Soon it was time to leave for the drive to
Alex’s home and it was all she could do to keep calm and not worry
about what new and strange things he would introduce her to over
the next few days. Her biggest fear now was that she would not be
able to avoid pain entirely.

Get a grip, Kylie. It’s just one weekend.
You can take a little pain; you know Alex isn’t going to do
anything that will actually injure you. Just suck it up, girl!
Think of what this research is going to do for your bank account
after you get a few erotic books finished.

The attendant at the gate to Alex’s
community called for permission to let her through. When she pulled
into his driveway, the garage door opened and Alex motioned her to
drive her car in.

When she got out he said, “It might be
better if your car is in the garage rather than sitting in the
driveway until Sunday evening.”

“Good thought. Thank you, Sir.” Kylie
replied.

He led her into the house from the garage
entrance. This entry took her through the large laundry room and
into the kitchen where Alex had a light lunch ready on the
breakfast bar.

“I assumed you would not have eaten lunch
yet so I’ve prepared a small salad and there’s some grilled salmon
keeping warm in the oven.”

She smiled at him and said, “Sounds
delicious. I have not eaten lunch yet. Thank you, Sir. If you don’t
mind, I’d like to use the restroom to wash my hands before we
eat.”

“Certainly, you may use the half bath next
to the laundry room.” He pointed to where it was.

Kylie put her purse and bag on the floor
next to the kitchen table and went into the restroom. She washed
her hands and took several deep breaths in an attempt to calm her
nerves. The contract Alex had given her to look over the other day
had said she was to go to The Room immediately on arrival. She was
glad they would be eating lunch first; it would give her a chance
to calm down and relax.

Back in the kitchen she wondered if she
first needed permission to sit at the breakfast bar. Rather than
risk the possibility of doing something that would give him a
reason to punish her, she remained standing and asked if there was
anything she could do to help.

“Just have a seat. Everything is ready; I’m
just getting the salmon.”

He brought the salmon over, got some salad
dressing from the fridge and sat down next to her. They ate for
several minutes without either one of them speaking. For Kylie the
silence was beginning to cause her some tension, some apprehension.
What would they speak about when they were not occupied in The
Room?

Alex broke the silence. “Talk to me, Kylie.
Tell me how you’re feeling.”

She didn’t have to think very long to
respond. “I’m nervous and more than a little afraid.”

“Tell me what you’re afraid of.”

“Pain.”

He nodded his head and then asked, “Are you
under the impression that pain is a large part of this
lifestyle?”

“Well...yes. I mean, you have a whole rack
of instruments in your room that are designed to cause pain. You
have a contraption that you refer to as a pony, designed to tie
someone to and spank or whip them. There’s that...that cross thing
to secure someone to so you can beat them more easily. So yes, Sir.
I do think pain is a big part of the lifestyle.”

They were finished eating. Alex took the
plates to the sink, rinsed them and put them in the dishwasher.

“Come, we’ll sit in the living room where
it’s more comfortable and talk.”

“Okay. Um...you don’t want to...um...go
in...um...The Room?”

Alex smiled, raised an eyebrow and said, “We
certainly can if that’s what you’d like. I had thought we’d spend
the greater part of the afternoon with more talking, getting to
know one another, maybe answering some of your questions if you
have any. But if you’d like to jump right in, we can talk
later.”

“Uh, no...that’s all right. I’d like to talk
in the living room now.”

Kylie felt as though she’d been granted a
small reprieve by delaying going into The Room. Alex poured some
wine and they sat down across from each other.

He began talking about her belief that pain
was a major part of the lifestyle.

“For some subs, pain is what they want and
need. They feed on it and look for a Dom that is able and willing
to give it to them. But for most subs it is more of being on the
edge of pain; of a pleasure so intense that it is right on the line
of real pain. It’s very difficult to describe and impossible to
understand unless you’ve experienced it.”

“Then why are all those different kinds of
tools or whatever you call them in there? Can’t you do what you’re
describing without them?”

“Yes, one can do without them. But we find
them interesting and want to know how they will feel. Because they
all feel differently. Some have a slap to them, some a sharp sting,
some feel like a bite, and some, like a paddle, are more like a
thud.”

“Well, they’re what I’m afraid of. All of
them scare me. I don’t want to be beaten.”

“I have no intention of beating you,
Kylie.”

“Really? Then you’re not going to use them?”
She asked hopefully.

Alex quirked one side of his mouth up in a
half smile. “Not all of them. And they can be used without beating
you.”

So he was planning to use them. At least
some of them. She tried another question.

“You told me what happens in The Room is
consensual. Does that mean that if I don’t want you to use those
things, if I say no to them, then you will not use them?”

“That is correct. But if you don’t know what
a flogger feels like, or how the leather belt feels, or how any of
the other implements feel as they strike you, then how will you be
able to describe it in your writing?”

“I have a very vivid imagination. You know,
an author can’t experience everything she might write about.”

Alex made a suggestion. “Why don’t we do
this? As we progress through our weekend together, I will choose
various implements to use and we will begin very lightly and move
on to more intensity until you say the safe word. And remember, you
also have the yellow safe word. If you use yellow, I will step back
down to the previous level of intensity that you found
tolerable.”

It sounded reasonable, but she was still
afraid. She supposed the only way to get over the fear was to go
along with Alex’s suggestion. After all, he had proved he could be
trusted the other night. That was the night she had experienced the
most intense orgasm of her life.

“All right, I’ll agree,” she said.

 


 At
about four o’clock the bottle of wine was empty, their glasses were
empty. Alex looked at Kylie and said, “It’s time. You will to take
your things into The Room now. You will find a small chest of
drawers in the dressing room where you can put your clothes. You
know what to do after that. I’ll be in shortly.”

She felt a tightening in her abdomen but
rose from her chair and went to the kitchen where she had left her
things.

“Kylie, when I give you an order, I expect a
response.”

Oh shit!

“Yes Sir. I apologize, Sir.” She quickly
responded before he might decide she needed to be punished.

Kylie went to The Room and put her things
away in the chest of drawers. She put her toiletries bag on the
bathroom counter near one of the sinks and laid out her comb and
hairbrush. Then she stripped, hung her blouse and slacks in the
closet, and put her underclothes in her bag. She remembered to
remove her watch and looked at the time. It was almost half past
four.

She took a minute to take a few deep breaths
and then went to kneel on the mat, making sure her gaze remained on
the floor.

Alex entered the room less than five minutes
later. She was grateful for that; her knees had become quite tired
the other night.

Her gratefulness was short lived. Alex stood
in front of her for at least ten minutes without saying a word. She
wanted to shift a little to relieve the pressure on her knees but
was afraid.

Finally he spoke. “Stand up.”

She stood and kept her head looking downward
until he told her to look at him.

“We’re going to begin as we did last time,
but now you will wear an eye mask. You will not be able to see
me.”

Her eyes widened with just a hint of fear in
them. Alex ignored the fear and said, “Lie down in the center of
the bed.”

Alex reached into the night table next to
the bed and pulled out a black mask. He fastened it around her
head, making sure her eyes were completely covered.

Kylie told herself to be calm. This was
really no different than the first time. She had kept her eyes
closed throughout most of that session. Besides, there was always
the safe word.

She thought Alex was not quite as gentle
with fastening her ankles and wrists to the bed posts. While he was
in no way rough, she seemed to remember there had been more
gentleness.

Just as before, he began with trailing his
fingers over her spread eagled body. He circled her nipples,
tweaked them lightly, then moved on to her navel, her hips, thighs,
and down to the cuff around her ankle. Then he went back up and
slid his finger to the other leg and repeated the journey down to
the cuff.

He leaned over to take a nipple in his
mouth. She moaned and her back arched slightly. He took the other
nipple in his mouth, his fingers still trailing about and teasing
her as they came close to her pussy and then wandered away
again.

Now he was doing the flicking thing again
and Kylie couldn’t tell if he was doing it with his fingers or with
the riding crop. The flicks were randomly timed and she never knew
when or where the next one would be.

After several minutes of that she felt
something soft being brushed against her skin. It felt like strands
of velvet and it was swirling around her breasts, over her belly,
and then between her legs and up over her pussy and clit.

Alex lifted it off her body and then brought
it back down in what she thought was a strike, but the material was
so soft there was no pain. Just what felt like a sudden touch.

“This is a flogger with suede strips. Are
you feeling any pain?”

“No Sir, no pain.”

“Do you feel pleasure?”

“Yes Sir, I do.”

The next thing she felt was similar but with
thinner strips and not so soft. Alex followed the same path with
this implement; around her breasts, over the belly, and between her
legs. He struck her lightly with it and she felt a very slight
stinging sensation. It made her pussy contract.

Alex struck her again, a little less lightly
this time. Kylie gasped.

“Was that painful?” He asked.

“No, Sir. Just unexpected; may I ask what it
is?”

“Another flogger, this time with thinner
strips of leather. This one can cause pain, but you will not feel
real pain with it during this session.”

Thank god!

He switched implements again and she knew
right away this one was a leather strap or belt. She could feel it
was much wider and heavier. Would he strike her with it?

He did. Lightly at first, on her thighs;
then a bit harder, and then harder still. Her belly tightened, her
heels dug into the bed, but she could not say it was painful.

Kylie had been concentrating so much on the
implements he was using that she hadn’t paid much attention to what
was happening with her pussy. She realized now that it was wet. She
was becoming aroused and told herself to relax. Alex was not
hurting her.

She stopped thinking about what was coming
next and let herself just feel the sensations. She had to admit
they felt good. Now she felt something very soft, maybe a feathery
boa? Alex swirled it around her body, skimming over her breasts,
down her legs, along the inside of her thighs, and then brushing
over her pussy. Another shiver raced through her body.

Alex put the implements away and caressed
her with just his hands. He traced his fingers along her inner
thighs and brushed her pussy lips. She moaned and squirmed, moved
her hips as though searching for more of his caresses.

“Be still. Do not move.” He ordered.

Kylie’s pussy quivered as he ran his finger
up her slit, bringing the moistness up to her clit as he circled it
and pinched it lightly. She moaned again and her hips rose to press
against his fingers.

“Do not move again, Kylie.” There was almost
a threat in his voice.

She didn’t think she could just passively
lay there while he was making her feel so good, so hot. His fingers
entered her and began thrusting in and out. There was no way she
could not move.

She moaned louder, hoping he would hear the
desperation. She had to move, she was going to come any second now
and Kylie wondered if he would punish her for coming without
permission. Oh god, she didn’t care.

Her hips bucked, her heels dug hard into the
bed, her arms pulled on the restraints as her head bent back and
her pussy tightened with her orgasm, gripping his fingers inside
her. She cried out with her release and then slowly her body
relaxed again.

Alex kissed her belly near her navel,
causing another tremor to run through her. Then he took one nipple
in his mouth and lightly bit it while pinching the other one with
his fingers. She pulled on the restraints again.

“You disobeyed.” He said. “I told you not to
move and you did. You were told in our last session that to come
without permission is not allowed, it is a punishable offense.”

She pressed her lips together and wished
that she could see his face. What would her punishment be? Would he
spank her again? Would he tie her to that spanking pony and whip
her ass?

“What do you think your punishment should
be?” He asked her.

“I don’t know, Sir.” She whispered. Was he
giving her a choice? A say in her punishment?

He released her restraints and told her to
roll over onto her stomach. Then he cuffed her ankles to the
bedposts again, and then her wrists.

Kylie was trembling in fear, afraid that he
put her in this position so he could whip her ass.

Alex selected an implement from the rack and
said, “I’m going to spank you with a leather paddle. Ten strikes
and you will count them out. Do you understand?”

“Please, Sir. Don’t. I couldn’t help it.”
She begged.

“Ten strikes, Kylie. You will count them
out.”

The first one came down and smacked her ass.
It wasn’t nearly as bad as she had expected.

“One!” She called out.

The second one was slightly harder.
“Two!”

The third, fourth, and fifth strike were
about the same as the second one, but her ass was beginning to
sting. She called out the numbers. Five more to go.

The last five came in quick succession and
were harder, causing her to yell out each number louder than the
previous one.

Alex put the paddle on its hook and sat down
on the bed. He rubbed her warm red bottom, easing the pain
somewhat. Then he released her from the restraints and took off the
mask.

Kylie didn’t want to look at him and thought
it probably was not allowed anyway.

“How do you feel?” Alex asked.

“My ass hurts...Sir.” She replied in a
somewhat surly manner which earned her a warning.

“You will keep that tone out of your voice.
Unless you’d like another punishment. Do you understand?”

“Yes Sir.” She replied quickly.

“Go take a shower and get dressed. We will
go out for dinner tonight.”

She looked up at him in surprise. She hadn’t
expected to be taken out to dinner.

“Did you think I would keep you locked up
here for the entire weekend?” He asked with a smile.

“I guess I didn’t think about it at all,
Sir. I’ll go shower.”

“Good, I’ll be waiting in the living
room.”

She got up and headed for the bathroom on
slightly unsteady legs. She turned around in front of the mirror to
see what her bottom looked like. It was pink, but not excessively
so. Kylie knew he had not smacked her as hard as he could have with
that leather paddle. It had not truly hurt, just stung a little and
her ass had felt warm. Well, maybe a little more than warm.

She showered, washed her hair and toweled
off using one of the large, thick bath sheets. As she was drying
her hair, it struck her that in both sessions with Alex, she had
been the only one brought to orgasm. What about him? Didn’t he want
to? Was it her fault? Was he waiting for her to make the first
move? Was there some way she should indicate that she was willing
to participate so they could both climax?

She wasn’t sure what to make of this. He
couldn’t be waiting for her to make the first move. He was all
about taking charge, ordering her around. Besides, what could she
do when she was restrained?

 


At the restaurant, Alex ordered for both of
them. While they waited for their dinner salads, Alex asked, “What
did you think of our session today?”

Kylie looked up at him and asked, “Can I be
honest?

“Of course, I want you to be completely
honest with me at all times.”

“All right then. I think the spanking was
uncalled for and unfair.”

“Why? You disobeyed twice. I couldn’t let
that go.”

“Yes, but it was your fault I disobeyed. I
couldn’t keep from moving with what you were doing to me. And I
can’t control when my body reacts to those things. It was
completely your fault.”

Alex shook his head. “You need to learn to
control yourself.

“I think you’re expecting too much under
those conditions.”

“It’s the way of this lifestyle. Subs and
slaves are generally not allowed to come without permission.”

They stopped talking when their food
arrived. Once the server was out of hearing range, Kylie asked why
subs and slaves needed permission to come.

“It’s all about control. The Dom controls
the entire session and the sub must follow direction and orders.
The sub must obey or punishment will be given.”

“I still say it’s not fair when the orders
given are damn near impossible to carry out.”

He smiled at her and said, “Punishment can
be very exciting as well, you know. You will be better able to
control yourself tonight in our next session.”

Her eyes widened, “We’re doing it
again?”

“Yes, we are. With a few changes.” Alex was
sure he saw excitement in her eyes this time. Not fear.

“What kind of changes?” She asked.

“I haven’t decided yet. But we’ll try a few
new things.”

They shared a dessert of a chocolate brownie
covered with vanilla ice cream, chocolate fudge, and whipped
cream.

 


On the drive back to the house, Kylie
wondered what new things they would try. She hoped he did not want
her to try out the spanking pony. Aside from the spanking itself,
she thought it would be an extremely humiliating position to be in.
Then she wondered if the spanking pony was used only for
punishment. If it was, she wouldn’t have to worry about it. She
wasn’t going to be punished again tonight. Not if she could help
it.

Alex pulled into his garage, walked around
to her door and opened it for her. At least he knows how to act
like a gentleman, she thought.

“Go to The Room and get into position. I’ll
be there in ten minutes or less.”

“Yes Sir.” She answered.

She quickly undressed, used the restroom,
freshened up a bit, and then knelt on the cushion with her bottom
resting on her calves to wait for Alex.

He entered the room less than a minute after
she was on her knees.

“I want you upright on your knees.” He
demanded.

“Yes Sir,” she said as she straightened her
upper body and found that she was at eye level with his crotch.

“Touch me,” he commanded.

She touched his leg. He was wearing a
lightweight pair of lounge pants. It was always what he wore when
they were in The Room. He had no shirt on, his upper body was bare
and she admired his well muscled abdomen.

“Not my leg, Kylie. Touch me.”

She moved her hand to touch the bulge at the
front of his pants. She could feel the hard shaft through the
fabric. It was large; larger than her late husband’s which up to
now was the only other penis she had ever touched.

Alex untied the strings holding his pants up
and let them fall to the floor. He stepped out of them and kicked
them aside.

Kylie swallowed hard when she saw the size
of him. Not only was he long but quite thick as well. Could she
take that huge thing inside her?

“Take me into your mouth, Kylie.” He
ordered.

She was going to like this part. Ben had
always said she gave the best head. She knew exactly what to do to
satisfy Alex this way.

With one hand she cupped his balls and then
bent her head to the side to lick the base of his cock. She ran her
tongue the full length of it and then around the rim of the head
before she took it into her mouth.

First she took only the head and swirled her
tongue around while gently sucking. She wrapped her hand around the
shaft and moved it up and down. Slowly she took more of it in her
mouth, sucking and stroking as her head moved forward and then back
again.

Alex put his hands on her head and lightly
caressed her hair. He let out a deep growl as she removed her mouth
from his shaft and bent lower to take one of his balls and gently
sucked it into her mouth while still stroking his cock. His growl
became more of a groan. She took his other ball and sucked on it,
and then returned her attention to his cock. She took it fully into
her mouth, relaxing her throat muscles to control her gagging
reflex. He was so thick she couldn’t take it for long and had to
pull out a bit. Then she took it all in again and sucked hard.

“Kylie, stop. I don’t want to come yet.”

She instantly released him, giving the head
of his cock one more swirl of her tongue as it left her mouth.

“You’re very good at that.” He told her.
“Get on the bed, I want to fuck you.”

Kylie scrambled on the bed on her hands and
knees and Alex climbed up behind her and without any warning, drove
his cock into her pussy from the rear. He reached around with one
hand and found her clit with his fingers. He teased it, pinched it,
and plucked at it, driving her crazy. She met every one of his deep
thrusts with one of her own.

“Do not come, Kylie. Do not come until I
tell you to.”

She fought the building tension within her.
But he wasn’t helping with all the attention his fingers were
giving her clit. She didn’t know how much longer she could hold
off.

Finally, Alex plowed into her three more
times and shouted, “Now, Kylie! Come now!”

She let go of all her control, gripping the
bed sheets, and drove her ass backwards into him, feeling his cock
throbbing deep within her, as her pussy spasms gripped him
tightly.

Kylie collapsed on the bed, unable to remain
on her knees for another second. Alex rolled to his side with his
arm around her, pulling her close to him. It was several minutes
before either of them could speak.

Alex said, “How would you like a nice hot
bath in the Roman tub? The jets can be very relaxing.”

“Mmmm...that does sound wonderful right
now.”

Alex rose from the bed and went to turn on
the water and start filling the huge tub. When he came back to the
bed she was almost asleep. He picked her up and carried her into
the bathroom. They stepped in and sat on the floor of the tub until
the water reached the level where they could sit on the built-in
seats.

Kylie basked in the relaxing hot water. Then
Alex flipped the jets on and she was in heaven. He sat on the seat
with his back to one side and his legs stretched across the seat.
Then he pulled Kylie over to sit in front of him, between his
legs.

She rested her head on his chest while he
massaged her breasts with one hand and tweaked her clit with the
other hand. She moaned and wondered if it was acceptable for her to
speak while they were in the tub. Was it still technically being in
The Room?

While she was pondering this question, Alex
asked her how she was feeling, giving her the opportunity to
speak.

“I feel fabulous, Sir. But if you keep doing
that, I’m going to come. And I have no energy left to even try to
control it.”

“Would you like me to give you permission to
come?”

“Oh yes, that would be lovely. It would take
all the worry of it out of my mind.”

He slipped his fingers into her pussy and
whispered in her ear, “Then come, Kylie. Come for me.”

And she did. Not as intensely as the
previous time, but it was very nice. When Alex didn’t stop his
ministrations, she found herself coming again.

The water was cooling off and Alex suggested
they get out. He dried her off with a thick towel and then wrapped
her in one of the soft robes.

“Go lie down on the bed for a few minutes.
I’m going to drain the tub, dry off, and then I’ll be there.”

“Yes Sir,” she said as she turned to do as
he told her.

She lay down on the bed and in less than a
minute she was curled up and asleep.

When Alex came to the bed and found her like
that, he picked her up and carried her to his own bedroom where
they slept through the night.




Chapter Five

 


 


Kylie woke up Saturday morning alone in a
room she was not familiar with. It was a very masculine room. The
walls were beige, the furniture was dark walnut, and the walls had
framed photographs of nature scenes.

She sat up and looked around. It was not
quite as large as The Room, but she saw that it was a second master
bedroom. It had its own bath, not quite as large as the one in The
Room, but more than adequate, and a large walk-in closet with
mirrored sliding doors.

Her silk pajamas were folded on a chair near
the window. Wondering where Alex was, she got up and used the
restroom. She was happy to see her toiletries bag on the counter so
she could brush her teeth and comb her hair. Then she put on her
pajamas and went to find Alex.

She found him in the kitchen making
breakfast and sat down on one of the stools at the breakfast
bar.

“Good Morning Sir.”

“Good Morning, Kylie. I trust you slept
well?”

“Like a baby, Sir. But I don’t remember
going to your bedroom...at least I assume that was your bedroom I
woke up in.”

“Yes, it is my bedroom. You don’t remember
going to it because I carried you there while you were sound
asleep. I thought if you woke up in the night all alone in the
other room, you might be frightened.”

“Thank you for that, Sir. I think I may have
been frightened. It is a dark room.”

Alex took two plates from a cabinet and
placed an omelet on each, then hash brown potatoes, and finally
sausage. He put one in front of Kylie and the other at his
place.

“There’s a sidewalk art show this afternoon
I’d like to go to if you’re interested.” Alex said.

“That would be lovely, Sir. I think I’d like
it very much.”

“It’s really more of an arts and crafts type
of thing. I enjoy looking at the work of local artists and
occasionally I purchase something.”

Kylie wondered what they would be doing this
morning until it was time to leave for the art show. Alex cleared
that up as soon as she drank the last of the coffee in her cup.

“Go to The Room now and wait there for
me.”

She said, “Yes Sir.” Then she got up from
her stool and went into The Room. She took off her pajamas, folded
them, put them in a drawer of the small chest that her other things
were in, then went and knelt on the pad to wait.

Alex was there in just a few minutes. He
walked to the wide, padded table that was waist high. This was the
table he told her could be used for taking the sub in the ass, or
fucking her while he stood.

Kylie could see from the corner of her eye
where he was and she wondered what he was planning.

“Get up and come here.” He ordered.

“Yes Sir,” Kylie said as she rose and then
walked over to the table.

He had placed a large, somewhat flat pillow
on the table. He pointed to it and said, “The pillow is there for
your comfort. Bend over the table.”

She looked at him with a question in her
eyes and what he thought might be a hint of fear. He did not want
his sub fearful of everything he might do.

“Do you have a question, Kylie?”

She sighed with relief, “Yes Sir. May I ask
what we are going to be doing?”

“A proper sub does not question her Dom. She
accepts her Dom’s decisions and strives to please him. I will
answer your question this one time and in the future you must trust
me. Do you understand?”

“Yes Sir. Thank you, Sir.”

“I would like to introduce you to various
activities that a Dom and his sub may engage in. One of these
activities is the use of plugs and we will be making use of one.
There is no need for fear; we will be using a small, slim variety
for your first time. Now bend over the table.”

Kylie told herself that she was here to
experience these different activities and she would not be a good
researcher if she protested every little thing. She could do this.
In fact, somewhere inside her, it gave her a strange, perverse
thrill to know he was going to put a butt plug in her asshole.

She leaned over the table on the cushion and
even went so far as to spread her legs wide to give him easier
access to his target.

Alex smiled to himself when he saw how she
spread her legs without him having to prompt her. Could it be she
was looking forward to this? Perhaps she already had some
experience with butt plugs.

He began with caresses on her back, over her
ass, down her legs, and back up between her thighs and over her
slit. Good, she was already damp. He pulled that wetness out
of her pussy with his fingers and brought it to her clit. He
massaged the sensitive bud, circling it with ever increasing
pressure.

Alex spent quite a long time preparing her
in this manner. Her pussy became wetter and soon it was easy for
him to insert three fingers into her and finger fuck her.

Kylie was enjoying every minute of this. It
was so pleasant having someone take such time and effort to make
her feel so good. Her only concern was that she was beginning to
feel that build-up of tension that meant an orgasm was on the
way.

She clutched the edges of the pillow in her
fists, trying to keep that build-up under control until he gave her
permission to come.

Alex leaned over her head and whispered,
“You can come, Kylie. You don’t have to control it this time.”

She sighed and let herself relax, knowing
she could just let it happen. But as soon as she relaxed, he
withdrew his fingers. Then she felt her butt cheeks being spread
apart and felt the slippery lubricant being applied to her
asshole.

His fingers found their way back into her
pussy and she then felt him insert one finger of his other hand
into her ass. She felt her sphincter muscle contract in
protest.

He pulled the finger out and massaged the
area, bringing a host of nerves to life. She moaned and actually
stuck her butt out as if asking for more. He inserted his finger
again. This time it slid in much more easily.

Oh my! It feels so full! Kylie was at
the very edge of coming. Alex moved all his fingers together; in
and out, in and out. Each time he pushed back in, the finger in her
ass went in a little further. And then, with barely any warning,
she came. She came hard, her pussy squeezing his three fingers
tightly, and her ass clamping down even more tightly on the one
finger.

He withdrew from her pussy and picked up the
butt plug. Then he took his finger from her asshole, applied a
little more lubricant and slid in the butt plug. He was gentle,
allowing her body to adjust and expand to the tapered toy. Kylie
moaned and wiggled her butt. She involuntarily tightened her
muscles which resulted in pulling the plug in the rest of the way
until her sphincter muscle clamped down on the indentation of the
plug, locking it in place.

“How do you feel?” He asked her.

“I feel good, Sir. I feel full and I want
more. I want your cock inside me too. Please, Sir.”

“All in good time, Kylie. Now stand up and
then I’m going to pick you up and lay you on the table on your
back.”

She stood and he turned her around. Then he
lifted her onto the table and placed the pillow under her hips. He
got on the table and positioned himself over her. Alex was on his
knees with his cock near her mouth and his mouth over her
pussy.

“Suck me until I’m very hard, Kylie. Then I
will fuck your pussy while the butt plug is in your ass. I will
make you come for me.”

While her stomach muscles clenched at the
thought of it, her pussy quivered, and her asshole tightened on the
plug. She took his already hard cock into her mouth and sucked
greedily on the head while she gently rolled his balls in her
hands.

His cock grew harder and she took the full
length into her mouth, feeling it far back in her throat.

Alex was busy lapping at her wet cunt,
nibbling on her clit, fucking her with his fingers.

“Stop!” He commanded. “I’m going to fuck
your pussy now.”

Quickly, he got off the table, went to the
end, and pulled her down so her ass was just beyond the edge. He
guided his throbbing shaft into her hot, wet pussy.

He went slowly, knowing she was going to
feel very full with both his thick cock and the butt plug inside
her. When he was completely in, he began to move with long slow
thrusts.

Kylie wrapped her legs around him, pulling
him in tighter, closer. She couldn’t believe how much the plug
intensified everything. It made her feel as though Alex’s cock was
even thicker. She was on the verge of coming again and briefly
wondered if the earlier permission to come was still valid. She
didn’t care; she was going to just let it happen.

But she really did want to come with him. It
was building inside her and she could tell that it was building
inside him as well. She met each of his thrusts. When she opened
her eyes to look at him, she found him watching her and she
smiled.

“Now, Kylie! Now!”

And together they came. The orgasm burst
inside her, and she screamed out loud. She could feel the butt plug
move a bit as her ass clamped down on it. She felt her pussy
convulse on his big cock. She felt the throbbing of his cock deep
inside her.

Alex roared with his release and he could
feel the grip of her pussy and the plug pushing against his cock
from the other side of the thin membrane separating the two.

He collapsed onto her belly and she wrapped
her hands around his head, letting her fingers run through his wavy
long hair.

After a long while, he slowly withdrew his
cock from her pussy. Then he pushed her body further back on the
table.

“Raise your knees up so I can remove the
plug.”

She complied and he grasped the flange that
kept the plug from going completely inside her and gently pulled.
There was some resistance and he didn’t want to hurt her.

“Relax and try to give a little push to help
it come out.” He told her.

She had to try a few times, but finally her
muscle relaxed and Alex was able to remove the plug.

 


They showered together and while dressing,
Alex approached her with two small things connected by a chain in
his hand.

“These are nipple clamps,” he said.

Kylie immediately began shaking her head
back and forth in a definite negative response.

“Calm down,” Alex said. “These are
adjustable. I can screw them on so you’ll barely feel them or
tighten them to quite a painful level. I want you to go braless,
with these attached lightly to your nipples this afternoon. You can
do the tightening yourself to your comfort level.”

She sighed. This was not something she had
expected. But as long as she controlled how hard the clamping was,
she supposed it might be all right.

“Okay, I’ll try them. As long as I control
how tight they are. Show me how they work.”

He attached the first one and then told her
to turn the tiny thumbscrew that adjusted the tightness. Then the
second one was attached.

Kylie adjusted them just enough so she could
feel them. When she put her blouse on she noticed that every
movement of the fabric against the clamps gave a slight tug. It
didn’t hurt at all, but she knew they were there. She thought she’d
be thoroughly aroused by the end of the afternoon.

Alex told her to tighten the thumbscrews a
little bit every hour or so. “You’re in charge, Kylie. But I want
you to keep tightening them so you’ll know what it feels like.”

“All right, Sir. I will do that.”

“We have about an hour before we have to
leave. Is there anything you’d like to do?”

“If you don’t mind, Sir, I’d like to grab my
laptop and write a few notes of things I want to make sure I don’t
forget. I can do it at the kitchen table if that’s all right.”

“Certainly,” he said with a smile. “We don’t
want you to forget any of the wonderful things you’re experiencing.
I’ll read in the living room while you do that.”

 





Chapter Six

 


 


The arts and craft fair was held outdoors
over an area of several blocks. Parking was available in a city lot
a few blocks away.

When Alex had parked the car he turned to
Kylie and said, “This would be a good time to tighten your clamps
as we have a bit of privacy here.”

“Yes, Sir.” Kylie replied as she reached up
under her blouse and adjusted the thumbscrews ever so slightly.

She had already adjusted them once right
before they left the house and that was only about a half hour ago.
She was hoping since this was an outdoor affair, there would be
little opportunity for enough privacy to tighten them much
more.

Alex and Kylie meandered through the various
booths looking at the work of hundreds of artists. They stopped at
one of the food booths and got a quick bite to eat.

There were so many beautiful things for sale
that it was almost overwhelming. Kylie wanted to hold off buying
anything until later in the day. She didn’t want to blow her budget
on an item only to find something else she liked more.

They were just over half way through the
booths when Kylie spotted a beautiful small stained glass hanging
that would look perfect in her kitchen window. It depicted bright
red bougainvillea flowers with tiny hummingbirds over them. It was
a very intricate piece and Kylie wanted it.

“Oh Alex, Sir! Look at this gorgeous stained
glass. I have to have it. I’m going to buy it.”

Alex smiled at her and said, “Yes, it is
lovely. But since we’re only halfway through all the displays, I
think you should wait and pick it up on our way back if you don’t
see anything else you’d rather have. That was your original plan,
wasn’t it?”

“It was,” she replied. “But there’s only one
like this and what if it’s gone by the time we return?”

He shrugged and said, “There are still lots
of other booths to see and you could take the risk. I think even if
this one is gone, this artist has plenty of other very nice
pieces.”

“Well, I don’t care what you think. I’m
spending my money so it’s my decision. I’m buying it.”

Alex’s eyes had turned dark and he looked at
her with a raised eyebrow that told her she was walking on thin
ice. But she didn’t know why.

“What? What’s your problem?” She asked.

Alex stepped away from the booth to the
building behind it and motioned her to him.

Kylie asked the man at the booth to please
hold the item for her, she’d be right back.

“What’s the problem, Sir?” She asked
impatiently when she got to Alex’s side.

“What’s the problem?” He mimicked her. “You
spoke to me with complete disrespect and I won’t tolerate it.”

“What are you talking about? All I said was
that I liked the piece and since I’m spending my money it’s my
decision. How is that disrespectful?”

“Your tone was very disrespectful, as it is
now. And you made a point of saying you don’t care what I think.
For the weekend you are my sub and it is not acceptable for you to
demand or ask me what my problem is.”

She rolled her eyes and said, “I apologize,
Sir. It’s just that I was excited over the stained glass. Please
forgive me.”

“Rolling your eyes at me is also
disrespectful. I accept your apology, and you’ll be forgiven once
you’ve been punished. Now go purchase your stained glass, we’re
going home.”

“But we haven’t seen everything yet.” She
protested. “And why the hell am I being punished if you’ve accepted
my apology?”

“We’re going home because you’ve been
disrespectful to me in public. Punishment is a consequence of your
behavior regardless of your apology and my acceptance of it.”

“I believe you’re being overly harsh,
Sir.”

“I didn’t ask for your opinion. You are the
sub. I am the Dom. Now go get your stained glass or we will leave
without it.”

“Yes Sir.” She said as she realized she
wasn’t getting anywhere with her arguments. In fact, he was only
becoming more firm in his conviction and she was probably getting
herself in even more trouble.

She paid for her stained glass and wondered
what her punishment would be this time. Would he put her on the
cross? Or would it be the dreaded spanking pony? Which was
worse?

And why, why was her pussy having little
contractions in anticipation of the prospect of punishment? Could
it be that she really wanted to experience being punished on one of
those contraptions? Oh dear.

Kylie returned to Alex after purchasing the
stained glass piece and he gripped her upper arm and almost
forcefully guided her back to the car. Once they were seated in the
vehicle he gave another one of his orders.

“Tighten your clamps again, this time at
least a half turn of the screws.”

“That’s too much, Sir!” She exclaimed. “It
will hurt too much!”

“If I have to do it myself, I will turn the
screws a full turn. Now which will it be?” His voice was sharp and
hard.

“I’ll do it ...Sir.” She answered. She knew
she was in serious trouble now. She reached under her blouse and
turned the screw the required amount.

A small gasp escaped her lips. Whereas
before she could feel the clamps without any pain, now there was a
definite pinch to them. Not real pain, but they were uncomfortable.
When she put her seat belt on, the edge of it was against her right
nipple and it was very irritating. She tried to adjust her breast
but it didn’t seem to help. In the end she simply pulled the seat
belt slightly away with her hand and held it like that.

On the ride to Alex’s house Kylie couldn’t
think of anything but the coming punishment. What would it be? She
finally decided to ask.

“Sir, may I ask what my punishment will
be?”

“I haven’t decided yet.”

“Will you being using the cross thing? Or
the...the...pony thing?”

Did he hear a slight bit of excitement in
her voice? Could it be she was not dreading this punishment but
actually anticipating it?

“Both of those would be good choices, but as
I said, I have not decided yet.”

“Sir, do you at least know which imp...”

He cut her off. “Stop asking questions and
instead think of your behavior and how you can avoid it in the
future.”

“Yes Sir,” she meekly replied.

 


He pulled into the garage, opened her door,
and unlocked the house.

“Go immediately to The Room and wait for
me.”

“Yes, Sir”

“You may remove the nipple clamps now.”

“Thank you, Sir.”

Relieved to finally be rid of the clamps she
hurried to The Room. She ripped off her blouse as fast as she
could, and unscrewed the horrible things. As the blood flowed back
into her nipples she felt a slight burning sensation. She gently
rubbed them, but they were so sensitive now she decided it was
better to just leave them alone.

She finished stripping the rest of her
clothes off, used the restroom and freshened up. Then she hurried
to kneel on the pad, fearful that Alex would come in before she was
in position and think it was cause for additional punishment.

After waiting for about a half hour he still
had not entered the room and Kylie’s knees were becoming very
uncomfortable. She was trying to shift her weight from one knee to
the other when he finally entered.

Instead of coming to stand in front of her
as he usually did, he walked past her and she heard him opening a
drawer. She couldn’t see him even out of the corner of her eye and
didn’t want to risk looking up and being caught.

He stood before her and all she could see
was his bare feet. He didn’t say anything for several minutes. Then
he grabbed her hair and pulled her head back so she was looking up
at him.

“Do you understand why you’re being
punished?” He asked.

“Yes, Sir,” she whimpered.

“Tell me why.” He demanded.

“Because I was disrespectful towards you,
Sir.”

“That is correct. Now tell me in what manner
you were disrespectful.”

She swallowed hard. “Um...I rolled my eyes
at you, and, um...I spoke in a disrespectful tone of voice, and
I...um questioned you by asking what was wrong. Uh...Sir.”

“Correct. Stand up now.” He released her
hair but didn’t help her rise. She felt her knees cry out in relief
at last.

“Go to the cross and stand facing it.”

Her belly did a flip-flop as she stood
facing the black cross, waiting for his next direction. Was that
a flip-flop in dread? Or one in anticipation? She had no
idea.

He did not give her any further direction.
Alex picked up her left wrist and brought it up to the horizontal
bar of the cross and tied it there with a leather strap that was
not nearly as comfortable as the fur lined cuffs he had used to tie
her to the bed. He repeated the action with her right wrist. At the
top of the horizontal bar there were vertical grips at each end for
her hands to hold on to.

Next he pulled her left leg out and strapped
it to the diagonal support. Then the right leg was strapped to the
other diagonal. She was now spread on the cross, with her arms out
to the sides holding on to the vertical grips, and her legs spread
wide apart.

She was completely vulnerable, her backside
exposed, and she was unable to move anything other than her head.
She heard him pick something up. He was getting ready to start.

“I am going to spank you for your
punishment. It will be a long punishment and it will be painful. I
will strike you only on your buttocks and the very top of your
thighs. I will not strike your back, arms, or below the top of your
thighs. I will use several different implements. Afterwards, it
will be some time before you are disrespectful again.”

She whimpered. He sounded very angry. She
wasn’t sure it was a good idea for this to happen now if he was
angry with her. He did not ask if she understood so she felt it
would be in her best interest if she remained still and just
accepted the punishment. He spoke so sternly that she knew he
really meant business. She reminded herself that she could always
use the safe word if things got to be more than she could
handle.

The first smack landed on her ass and she
could tell it was a wooden paddle. Yes, it hurt, but not terribly.
The next one landed, and then three more. She yelped with each
strike.

“You will not roll your eyes at me.”

Smack! Smack! Smack!

“You will not speak to me in a disrespectful
tone of voice.”

Smack! Smack! Smack!

“You will not be disrespectful to me in
public.”

Four more smacks brought the total to
fifteen.

Kylie held on to the grips at the top of the
bar and was breathing hard. Her ass burned, but she thought the
spanking so far wasn’t any worse than what she’d had with his
hand.

There was a lull. What was he doing now?
Selecting the next instrument of torture? Why did her pussy like
this so much? It was wet!

She heard him walk a few steps away and then
he came back.

Whack!

“Ow!” That was definitely a belt and holy
shit! It stung like hell!

Whack! Whack! Whack!

“Ow!”

He repeated, “You will not roll your eyes at
me.”

Whack! Whack! Whack!

“Ow!” She thought about yelling out the safe
word.

“You will not speak to me in a disrespectful
tone of voice.”

Whack! Whack! Whack!

“Ow! Damn it! That fucking hurts!!” Oh
god, was she going to have to yell red?”

“You will not curse or swear when you speak
to me.”

Whack!

Ten strikes with the belt, making a total of
twenty-five. No, she corrected herself. Make that twenty-six after
that extra one about cursing and swearing. Weren’t they the
same?

Her ass was on fire. It was stinging and
burning. Hopefully he was done. If not, she was very close to
screaming out the safe word. She was on the verge of crying but so
far had been able to control her tears.

Several minutes passed. Kylie had heard him
walk away again but she had not heard him come back. Was he done
and he was just going to leave her there for a while? Oh, she hoped
so. She felt her body slightly trembling. Screaming out the safe
word was very appealing right now.

Alex came back and stood behind her. “Tell
me again why you are being punished.”

Oh god, does that mean that it’s not
over?

“Um...because...I spoke in a disrespectful
tone of voice, and I...um...sniff...I rolled my eyes at you,
and, uh, questioned you by...uh...sniff...asking what was
wrong with you...Sir.”

Kylie started to cry. She was afraid it was
not over and she dreaded what he might use to hit her with next.
The slight trembling in her body and turned into shaking and she
couldn’t stop crying. Soon she was sobbing.

Alex had been preparing to give her six
quick strikes with the bamboo cane. But when she broke down and
started crying and then shaking, he changed his mind. She wasn’t a
true sub; she was just an author trying to find a way to write
about something she didn’t know anything about. What was he doing
treating her like this? He was disgusted with himself.

“We’re done here.” He announced as he began
to loosen the straps on her ankles and then her wrists.

When she was completely free and tried to
walk, she collapsed. Alex caught her before she fell to the floor.
He picked her up and carried her to the bed.

She couldn’t stop shaking so Alex got in the
bed with her and pulled her close, holding her and murmuring
soothing words to her.

It didn’t seem to help. She was cold and
there were no blankets in this room. Alex picked her up again and
took her to his bedroom. He tucked her in, covering her with
blankets and then climbed in next to her to help try and get the
shaking to stop.

He blamed himself for her condition. He had
gone too far, testing this inexperienced woman, showing her what
the ‘real’ BDSM world was like. He was an ass. He hoped she was not
in some kind of shock.

Gradually the trembling subsided and Kylie
fell asleep. Alex got up and left the room. She needed to sleep
undisturbed.

While Kylie slept, Alex went into The Room
and gathered all her clothing and toiletries and brought them to
his bedroom. There would be no more sessions in that room. She’d
have to make do with what she’d already learned.

He went to his den and kept busy on his
computer checking his email, looking over his investments, and
killing time. In a few hours he peeked into his room and saw that
she was still sleeping.

He heated some canned soup, filled two
bowls, prepared a plate with crackers, and put it all on a bed
tray. Then he carried it into his room and set it down on the
dresser.

“Kylie,” he called her name softly. “Wake
up, now. It’s time to have a little something to eat.”

She stirred and her eyelids fluttered open.
She recognized that she was in his bedroom, but didn’t remember how
she got there. She couldn’t remember anything after being untied
from the cross.

“What happened?” She asked. “Why are we in
here?”

“I carried you in here,” he replied. “I
think it may have been a little too much for you. I apologize for
that.”

She smiled at him and reached out to touch
his hand. “You didn’t do anything I didn’t want you to do. You gave
me a weekend of finding out what a real BDSM relationship is like.
It was what I wanted for my book. I was about to call out the safe
word anyway.”

Alex sighed and shook his head. “I believe I
might have gone too far with you considering your total lack of
experience with this. I was worried that you might have gone into
shock.”

He got her to sit up in the bed and then
brought the bed tray over and put it over her lap. He picked up one
of the bowls, broke a few crackers into it and then went to sit
down in the chair by the window.

“Eat now.” He ordered as he began to eat his
bowl of soup.

She laughed and said, “You do like to order
people around, don’t you?”

“Yes,” he agreed. “I suppose I do.”

 


They spent the evening in his bedroom
talking of general things. He asked about the white band on her
ring finger where it was obvious a wedding ring had recently
been.

“My husband died a little over eighteen
months ago. I’ve never taken off the ring. But once I embarked on
this research, I felt it wasn’t right to keep wearing it.”

“My condolences,” Alex said. “I was in a
long term relationship as well once and lost her to cancer. So I
have an idea of what you’ve been through.”

“But you weren’t married?”

“No, we were engaged. Once she was diagnosed
she wouldn’t agree to marry me. She said it was pointless since she
was going to die soon.”

“I’m so sorry, Alex.” Kylie felt bad for
him. She knew how hard it was to move on after such a loss. She
wondered if his fiancé had been his submissive but didn’t think she
should ask.

He was watching her and knew what she wanted
to ask. Her good manners were all that was keeping her from
asking.

“She was not a sub. She only wanted vanilla
sex. With an occasional erotic spanking thrown in. Sometimes we
would play with light BDSM; I think she did it more for me than for
herself.”

“You must have loved each other very much.”
Kylie said.

“We did. Once she was gone, I went back to
the dark side of the lifestyle. After losing her, it was easier to
do that than to be alone or try to find someone else. It’s
difficult for a Dom to find the perfect sub, and for a sub to find
the perfect Dom. Everyone’s needs are so different that it’s rare
to find a long term BDSM couple. Although it does happen now and
then.”

“May I ask a question, Sir?” Kylie
asked.

“Of course. And you can drop the Sir.” He
replied.

“I’m a little embarrassed to ask this...but
here goes. When you spanked me the first time, I found it arousing.
In fact every time you’ve punished me I was aroused. Today, after
you used the paddle, I couldn’t believe my pussy was wet again. I
mean, there was nothing enjoyable about it, yet my pussy reacted.
But then, after you used the belt, it was like my pussy had enough.
There was nothing but pain and no desire for anything. Why? Why is
it sometimes so arousing and other times far from it?”

He chuckled. “My sweet, innocent Kylie. You
just happen to be one of the millions of people who find a little
erotic pleasure in a spanking or paddling. I think more people
would if they allowed themselves to. But true pain and/or
punishment simply aren’t for you.”

“So I’m not strange? Not perverted or
kinky?”

“No more than anyone else. I say we should
take pleasure where we find it. So long as someone else is not
suffering unwanted pain in our pleasure, there is no harm.”

Alex got up to take the dishes into the
kitchen and get them rinsed. When he came back, Kylie was still
sitting up and she had turned the television on. He went into the
bathroom and returned with a tube of lotion.

“Lay down on your stomach.” He told her.

Without any hesitation, she did. She was not
afraid and she trusted him completely.

Alex pulled the covers down to her knees and
began massaging the lotion into her butt cheeks.

“Mmmm...that feels good; very soothing.” She
said.

He poured more lotion into his hands and
massaged her back and shoulders. She slowly relaxed until her body
was completely limp and she fell asleep again.

Alex covered her up again, turned off the
television, and got in bed next to her. They slept through the
night until daylight began to pour through the windows that Alex
had forgotten to shut the drapes on.




Chapter Seven

 


 


They woke up simultaneously to find
themselves in each other arms. Kylie blushed at the thought that
she had wiggled herself into his arms during the night.

Alex smiled at her and kissed her. The kiss
became more than just a good morning kiss. It was deep and Alex
thrust his tongue into her mouth.

She moaned and her legs parted when his hand
dipped down between her thighs. She reached for his cock and found
it hard with his morning erection.

Alex slipped his fingers into her slit and
found her pussy wet and ready. He plunged his fingers deep into her
and brought the wetness out and up to her clit where he circled his
finger round and round bringing her very close to coming.

He rolled on top of her, positioning himself
between her thighs and drove his cock in to the hilt without
breaking the kiss.

Kylie was ready to come but didn’t know if
she needed his permission. She held back and waited for some
instruction from Alex.

Alex was about to come and he sensed that
Kylie was holding back. “Come, sweetheart,” he whispered as he
reached between them to stroke her clit. “Don’t hold back, just let
it come. Come for me.”

With that, Kylie let herself go and they
both reached their peak together; his cock throbbing inside her as
it emptied his seed deep within her convulsing pussy.

 


They showered together, bringing each other
to orgasm again as she took him into her mouth and he made her come
with his fingers. When the water turned cold, they rinsed quickly
and dried off.

In the kitchen Alex made breakfast while
Kylie sat at the kitchen table making notes in her laptop. When he
brought the plates to the table, Kylie closed her laptop and moved
it to the chair next to her.

“Afraid I’ll see what you’re writing?” He
teased.

“No, not really,” she answered. “In fact, I
would like to ask if you would be willing to go over it when I
finish the first draft.”

“I would be honored. I don’t know much about
writing, but I’ll be happy to help in any way I can.”

“Thank you, Sir.” She replied.

“No more Sir, remember?”

“It’ll take me a while to remember, that’s
pretty much turned into a habit.”

They ate their breakfast; omelets, hash
browns, and sausage again. Alex told her it was the only breakfast
other than oatmeal that he knew how to make.

Kylie had seen all her things had been moved
to Alex’s bedroom and she wondered why.

“Alex, what do you have planned for today? I
noticed all my things have been moved from The Room and are now in
your bedroom.”

“We won’t be spending any time in The Room
today. We’re through with that; you won’t be gaining any more
experience in the world of BDSM. At least not from me.”

“But our original agreement was that I stay
with you until midnight tonight.”

“And I’d love to spend the day with you,
Kylie. You’re more than welcome to stay here until midnight. You
can stay until tomorrow morning if you wish. But we won’t be going
into The Room.”

She was confused. While he had told her to
forego addressing him as Sir, he hadn’t really been clear about the
BDSM sessions ceasing.

“But how will we spend the day if we don’t
make use of The Room?”

“I think I would enjoy making vanilla love
to you all day long in my bedroom. Maybe with a light erotic
spanking thrown in a little later. Would you like that?” He asked
as he leaned over the corner of the table and kissed her.

“Mmmm...hmmm. I would like that very much.
Though I’m not sure my ass can handle even a light erotic spanking
right now.”

“Then we’ll just have to go straight
vanilla,” he murmured as he took her mouth in another kiss.




 


 


 


 


The End

 


 


 


More Books

by

Holla Dean

 


 


SPANK HER NOW

 


SPANK HER AGAIN

 


SANTA SPANKS!

 


 


You can email Holla at
holladean@gmail.com

 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 




cover.jpg
Interview






js/kobo.js
var gPosition = 0;
var gProgress = 0;
var gCurrentPage = 0;
var gPageCount = 0;
var gClientHeight = null;

const kMaxFont = 0;

function getPosition()
{
	return gPosition;
}

function getProgress()
{
	return gProgress;
}

function getPageCount()
{
	return gPageCount;
}

function getCurrentPage()
{
	return gCurrentPage;
}

/**
 * Setup the columns and calculate the total page count;
 */

function setupBookColumns()
{
	var body = document.getElementsByTagName('body')[0].style;
	body.marginLeft = 0;
	body.marginRight = 0;
	body.marginTop = 0;
	body.marginBottom = 0;
	
    var bc = document.getElementById('book-columns').style;
    bc.width = (window.innerWidth * 2) + 'px !important';
	bc.height = (window.innerHeight-kMaxFont) + 'px !important';
    bc.marginTop = '0px !important';
    bc.webkitColumnWidth = window.innerWidth + 'px !important';
    bc.webkitColumnGap = '0px';
	bc.overflow = 'visible';

	gCurrentPage = 1;
	gProgress = gPosition = 0;
	
	var bi = document.getElementById('book-inner').style;
	bi.marginLeft = '0px';
	bi.marginRight = '0px';
	bi.padding = '0';

	gPageCount = document.body.scrollWidth / window.innerWidth;

	// Adjust the page count to 1 in case the initial bool-columns.clientHeight is less than the height of the screen. We only do this once.2

	if (gClientHeight < (window.innerHeight-kMaxFont)) {
		gPageCount = 1;
	}
}

/**
 * Columnize the document and move to the first page. The position and progress are reset/initialized
 * to 0. This should be the initial pagination request when the document is initially shown.
 */

function paginate()
{	
	// Get the height of the page. We do this only once. In setupBookColumns we compare this
	// value to the height of the window and then decide wether to force the page count to one.
	
	if (gClientHeight == undefined) {
		gClientHeight = document.getElementById('book-columns').clientHeight;
	}
	
	setupBookColumns();
}

/**
 * Paginate the document again and maintain the current progress. This needs to be used when
 * the content view changes size. For example because of orientation changes. The page count
 * and current page are recalculated based on the current progress.
 */

function paginateAndMaintainProgress()
{
	var savedProgress = gProgress;
	setupBookColumns();
	goProgress(savedProgress);
}

/**
 * Update the progress based on the current page and page count. The progress is calculated
 * based on the top left position of the page. So the first page is 0% and the last page is
 * always below 1.0.
 */

function updateProgress()
{
	gProgress = (gCurrentPage - 1.0) / gPageCount;
}

/**
 * Move a page back if possible. The position, progress and page count are updated accordingly.
 */

function goBack()
{
	if (gCurrentPage > 1)
	{
		gCurrentPage--;
		gPosition -= window.innerWidth;
		window.scrollTo(gPosition, 0);
		updateProgress();
	}
}

/**
 * Move a page forward if possible. The position, progress and page count are updated accordingly.
 */

function goForward()
{
	if (gCurrentPage < gPageCount)
	{
		gCurrentPage++;
		gPosition += window.innerWidth;
		window.scrollTo(gPosition, 0);
		updateProgress();
	}
}

/**
 * Move directly to a page. Remember that there are no real page numbers in a reflowed
 * EPUB document. Use this only in the context of the current document.
 */

function goPage(pageNumber)
{
	if (pageNumber > 0 && pageNumber <= gPageCount)
	{
		gCurrentPage = pageNumber;
		gPosition = (gCurrentPage - 1) * window.innerWidth;
		window.scrollTo(gPosition, 0);
		updateProgress();
	}
}

/**
 * Go the the page with respect to progress. Assume everything has been setup.
 */

function goProgress(progress)
{
	progress += 0.0001;
	
	var progressPerPage = 1.0 / gPageCount;
	var newPage = 0;
	
	for (var page = 0; page < gPageCount; page++) {
		var low = page * progressPerPage;
		var high = low + progressPerPage;
		if (progress >= low && progress < high) {
			newPage = page;
			break;
		}
	}
		
	gCurrentPage = newPage + 1;
	gPosition = (gCurrentPage - 1) * window.innerWidth;
	window.scrollTo(gPosition, 0);
	updateProgress();		
}

//Set font family
function setFontFamily(newFont) {
	document.body.style.fontFamily = newFont + " !important";
	paginateAndMaintainProgress();
}

//Sets font size to a relative size
function setFontSize(toSize) {
	document.getElementById('book-inner').style.fontSize = toSize + "em !important";
	//To prevent 1 page chapters from not reflowing to additional pages when increasing the font size:
	if (toSize > 1) {
		gClientHeight = document.getElementById('book-columns').clientHeight;
	}
	paginateAndMaintainProgress();
}

//Sets line height relative to font size
function setLineHeight(toHeight) {
	document.getElementById('book-inner').style.lineHeight = toHeight + "em !important";
	paginateAndMaintainProgress();
}

//Enables night reading mode
function enableNightReading() {
	document.body.style.backgroundColor = "#000000";
	var theDiv = document.getElementById('book-inner');
	theDiv.style.color = "#ffffff";
	
	var anchorTags;
	anchorTags = theDiv.getElementsByTagName('a');
	
	for (var i = 0; i < anchorTags.length; i++) {
		anchorTags[i].style.color = "#ffffff";
	}
}



