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Bird In a Cage 

Chapter One 
Michael 

 
“Are you sure you want to do this? Because this could be the last time you will have 

a choice—about anything,” I said. I meant it too. For as long as we stayed together, I 
wanted her to understand what she was getting into. We had talked about it plenty, but 
that was in the abstract. Now it was going to be real. 

Lara knelt before me, dressed in a simple white blouse and skirt. I could see her 
nipples poking into the thin material. I could guess that her pussy was wet underneath 
her dark blue skirt. I knew how much this turned her on. 

“Yes, sir.” 
“No, I don’t want you to simply say, ‘yes, sir’. That’s too easy. I want to hear from 

your heart. What you really think. Explain yourself.” 
She looked up, her short brown hair framing her pretty face. “I’ve always wanted to 

live this way. My husband doesn’t understand. He thinks I’m sick, perverted.” 
Looking away from me she continued. “It was something inside me I had tried to 

keep in. I thought it was wrong somehow. Only later, when I began reading about 
others online, did I realize I wasn’t alone. That I wasn’t a sick pervert.” She looked 
down, blinking back tears, and I knew the idea that she would finally be allowed to live 
out her fantasy meant a lot to her. 

Lara brought her face up again and I could see tears shining in her eyes. “I know it’s 
not going to be easy all the time. I know you’re going to demand things of me or punish 
me, and I’ll be scared and maybe sometimes I’ll think I’m being pushed too far. But this 
is what I want to do. It frightens and excites me at the same time.” 

“You agree to put yourself completely in my hands? No matter what I ask?” 
“Yes. I trust you completely.” 
I nodded. “I know. Of course, there will be a safeword. I realize you probably won’t 

ever need it. But I think it’s important to have one. There may be times when you feel 
overwhelmed and need a break. The safeword will also be a hand gesture, in case you 
can’t speak at the time.” I smiled at the thought of that, and Lara closed her eyes briefly, 
her imagination working around that as well. 

“The safeword will be Charlie.” I smiled as she grimaced. Charlie was Lara’s 
husband, technically speaking. They’d separated and had agreed they could each “see 
other people”, though I don’t think Charlie was aware of my existence, which suited me 
fine. I’d heard enough about him to make me think never was soon enough for us to 
meet. 
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The ostensive point of their separation was to try and decide if they should make 
the separation final or give the relationship another go. After six months though, Lara 
was the one who had filed for divorce, over Charlie’s protest. Charlie was more 
interested in making it work than Lara was, but not because he loved her. She hadn’t 
come out and said it in such a stark way, but I am a keen observer of others and have an 
intuitive understanding of other men’s behavior. I believed he wanted her around 
because she was convenient, doing all the cooking, keeping the house, paying the bills 
and generally keeping their lives afloat while also holding down a job as a freelance 
journalist. Also, I think he was scared—scared to be alone and scared to give up what 
he was used to, even if he did think she was a “sicko perv”. 

Back to the present, I added, “That way, if you ever use it, I’ll know you’re serious. 
And I also know it will quickly kill the mood and get us back to our senses.” 

She grinned and nodded, her eyes wide. 
“And the hand gesture will be this,” I said, opening and closing my right hand, 

spreading fingers wide, then making a fist. “Either hand. Whichever one you might 
have free at the time.” 

Lara blushed. “Yes, sir.” 
“All right. We’re not going to have a formal contract or any of that bullshit. This is 

just between you and me. The rules will be simple. When you’re working on a story 
you’re ‘off duty’. But as soon as you walk in that door, you’re my submissive slut, my 
little slave. Understand?” 

She nodded eagerly. “Yes, sir.” 
“You may call me sir or master. Of course, you can always just call me Michael. I 

will call you whatever I want. It might be ‘Lara’ or it might be ‘cunt’ or ‘slut’ or ‘whore’. 
As we’ve discussed on many occasions, these aren’t derogatory terms in our secret 
language, but terms that remind you of what you are and who you belong to.” 

“Yes, Michael.” Lara understood that those words, normally used as insults, were 
designed not only to remind her of her place, but to exalt her as a sexual submissive. 

“You know I’ve lived a rather vanilla life before now. Yes, I’ve played in the BDSM, 
but I’ve never taken being a Dom to a higher level. Unlike some of my pals, for me it 
was really more of a game. Maybe I never found the right person. I’ve dated a lot of 
women in my thirty-four years, but no one ever seemed right for me. When I met you, I 
realized what I had been looking for.” I paused, careful to put this next part in the right 
words. “As I’ve shared with you online, I’ve dabbled at the game of bondage and 
discipline with randy little slut girls at play parties. But that’s all it ever was really—a 
game. I’m not a professional at this. But I think I’m finally ready at this point in my life 
and with you, Lara, to explore my dominant impulses, and help you explore your 
submissive ones. I don’t claim to have all the answers, I just know what I want. 

“This means—and this is important—that I will be experimenting as I go. 
Sometimes I might make mistakes. Sometimes I might go too far. Sometimes I might not 
be in the mood. I want you to understand I’m not going to meet all of your expectations 
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all of the time. Sometimes you might think I’m going too easy on you, or too hard on 
you. The way I see it, that’s too bad. If you want to do this, understand it won’t be about 
you anymore. Your desires no longer matter. If you are going to be my submissive, you 
have to realize that by giving up control today, you also give up your right to be 
satisfied or to have all your needs met.” 

I stepped close and raised her chin until she was looking deep into my eyes. “Of 
course, the lovely irony is, as a sub this will, in fact, meet your needs. Do you 
understand?” 

“Yes, sir. I do.” 
“All right.” I stepped back. “Do you agree, then?” 
She took a deep breath. I could see her nipples were hard points under the thin 

blouse. “Yes, sir. I agree. I want to experience life as your submissive.” 
I nodded. “Okay. I’ll be giving you rules as we go along. Rule number one— You 

will be naked as often as possible.” 
Lara stood at once and shucked off her clothes. It didn’t take long, since she wasn’t 

wearing any underwear. She stood naked before me, her breasts up proudly, her 
shoulders back, chin up. I came forward and tapped her legs apart more. She adjusted 
her position. 

“Good.” I tugged on her little furry triangle. “As I’ve mentioned, this has got to go. 
It will be kept neat and smooth at all times.” 

She nodded then hesitated. “Now, sir?” 
I tipped my head. “In a minute.” I walked around her. She looked perfect. Pretty 

face with a wide mouth perfect for sucking a cock. Pert breasts—not too big, not too 
small. Smooth, rounded ass, just begging to be touched—or whipped. She had gained a 
little weight over the years of her marriage, but that didn’t bother me. Besides, it would 
be worked off in no time. At thirty-two, she was at her sexual peak and I knew I was 
lucky to have found her. 

I playfully slapped her bottom and she jumped. “Get used to it,” I growled, and 
grinned. I rubbed the light pink outline of my fingers on her ass and felt her tremble. 
Either she was scared or delighted—maybe a little of both. 

This was the beginning of a dream come true for both of us. It was a miracle we had 
found each other. We had met online, through a Dom/sub chat room a year ago. She 
was “Married but Looking” and I was simply bored and curious. I had feelings I was a 
natural dominant, but I wasn’t sure I qualified. I had gone to the site to find out. 

We had been part of a group at first, but I liked her comments and we soon began a 
private correspondence. It had taken us a month to exchange photos. By then, we had 
revealed quite a bit about ourselves. When she sent the photo, I had been pleasantly 
surprised by what I had seen. She made it clear she appreciated the photo I had sent as 
well. Our correspondence—and our relationship—deepened. 
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In me, Lara could explore what her husband thought to be crazy—her desire to be 
completely under someone’s sensual control, to be forced to perform sexually or to be 
punished. It was a desire she’d held since she’d been a teenager. 

Though I’d always enjoyed taking control sexually in a relationship, it wasn’t until I 
had begun exploring this world online that I came to realize my dominant impulses 
might actually be realized with a loving partner. 

Lara seemed to fit my groove. She was smart, sassy and independent, but she 
craved a strong man in her life who understood her need to be sexually controlled. 
Someone who understood the erotic potential of submission. Not only submission, but 
masochistic erotic pain played into the mix. The idea of being tied up and spanked 
aroused her. Erotic humiliation was also a turn-on. The idea of being viewed by, used 
by, even fucked by strangers, if that’s what her man wanted her to do, was a powerful 
one. 

I had been cautious when she had first confessed her secret desires to me. As I told 
her, fantasy is often a far cry from reality. What might excite one as a secret dream 
might frighten and horrify in “real life”. Eventually though, our extensive conversations 
and discussions convinced me of her sincerity and I became deeply intrigued at the idea 
of exploring her submissive dreams with her. I had dabbled over the years in BDSM, 
but never had considered it seriously as a lifestyle choice. 

Lara had tapped into some basic impulses we both shared, she having more 
courage than I at first to express them honestly. That was the beginning of our online 
courtship. It had been a flirtation at first, simply a game between us. But it grew into a 
life of its own. It was inevitable that our flirtation would act as the final straw to Lara’s 
already rocky marriage. 

When Lara and Charlie separated, the game had ratcheted up between us into 
something more serious—something with the potential to become real. She said the 
split between them had been a long time coming. Fortunately they had no children so 
there were few complications. 

I had been a little worried when she announced she was moving out, not six 
months after we first met online. Were we being foolish? Were we going too far, too 
fast? 

It had taken six additional months for us to get to this point of moving in together. 
We had started with phone calls then occasional visits, then visits nearly every 
weekend. Finally, after long discussions, she moved in with me. 

The divorce was now in its slow-as-taffy motion, but we weren’t free and clear yet. 
Still, Lara assured me it was only a matter of another month before the divorce was 
final. Charlie hadn’t contested the divorce, at least not legally, though he called her 
almost daily when she’d first moved out, begging her to reconsider and reducing her to 
guilty tears not a few times. 
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By moving from Pennsylvania to upstate New York, I think she finally sent him the 
very clear message that things were over. When she moved in with me, at first we were 
simply live-in lovers. We made love, we laughed, we talked, we shared expenses. 

Most of all, we talked about what we wanted. What we needed. And did we have a 
right to it? Were we compatible in all ways? 

Finally we came to a decision. A mutual, consensual decision. It wasn’t the cruel 
Dom forcing his will on the weak-minded sub. It was clear we were both excited by the 
idea of exploring a Master/slave relationship, and seeing how it would play out. We 
had decided we would let the adventure take us where it might go. 

“Rule number two— Failure to obey an order or any hesitation will result in 
punishment.” Lara shivered slightly, but said nothing. 

I walked back around to face her. I put a hand on her breast, feeling the nipple poke 
into my palm. She closed her eyes. “Of course, some orders will be fun, such as suck my 
cock.” 

I waited and she opened her eyes suddenly then dropped to her knees, a little smile 
crossing her lips. She unzipped my pants and eased my hard cock out. Her mouth 
opened and she took me in. Aaaah. She was so good at this. I allowed her to give me 
pleasure for a few minutes then pushed her shoulders back until my cock popped 
audibly out of her sweet mouth. 

“Rule number three— You are not to come without permission.” 
She nodded. She had expected that one. We already had played that game several 

times during our lovemaking. I delighted in making her hold on, quivering on the edge, 
until I said it was all right, pressing my fingers against her clit or driving my cock hard 
into her pussy at the same time. She always had powerful orgasms. 

But now that I was to be in complete charge of her body, I had more devilish plans 
for her. I wanted to keep her from orgasms for a few days, just to see her squirm. I 
wanted her to think about my pleasure, not hers. Her training would begin 
immediately. 

“Rule number four— You are not to masturbate unless I give permission and then 
only in my presence.” I leaned down to her face. “And if I ever catch you doing it 
otherwise, I’ll beat your cute little ass until it’s cherry red.” 

Lara nodded, her face serious. She knew I meant it. 
I grabbed her shoulders and helped her to her feet. “Now, I have to go out and get 

some supplies. You can shower and shave while I’m gone. Don’t put on any clothes. I 
want you kneeling in the living room in front of the front door when I return.” 

She nodded and scampered off to the bathroom. I grabbed my keys and left. 
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Chapter Two 
Lara 

 
I couldn’t seem to catch my breath, though I had known we were heading toward 

this. We’d certainly talked about it enough. But now that it came down to it, I found 
myself uncertain. 

Well, that wasn’t entirely true. I was certain I wanted what he offered—the total 
giving of myself to him all in essential ways, but I was scared. Would I be up to the 
challenge? It seemed the fantasy of a lifetime was finally offering itself to me as reality. 
Charlie would say I was chasing another pipedream. A fantasy that would only get me 
in trouble. 

Charlie, the man I had invested nine years with, eight of them as his wife, without 
ever feeling safe enough to reveal myself completely. Charlie and I had met when I was 
a working as a reporter for a local Allentown newspaper. It was my first job after 
college, and at the time, I was assigned to covering the local business scene. 

Charlie was a banking officer back then for a small bank that had been involved in 
some kind of scandal with a mortgage scheme gone awry. A friend of mine knew him 
and suggested I give him a call to get any possible leads for the article I was writing. 

I’d liked his voice on the phone, low and kind of growly, but in a nice way, like a 
big cuddly bear. He’d agreed to meet me after work at a little café near his bank. I had 
just broken up with my latest in a series of disappointing young men. It seemed like I 
was always looking for something but I didn’t quite know what it was. In retrospect, no 
man could then measure up, because I wasn’t clear, even with myself, on what it was 
they were to measure up to! 

Though I was secretly seeking a sexually dominant man, one who could bring out 
my own fledgling submissive feelings, I was years away from the courage and 
understanding to realize those dreams. 

Instead, I found Charlie. While he wasn’t sexually dominant, not in the romantic 
sense I’ve come to understand it, he was a take-charge kind of guy who decided what 
he wanted and went after it with a vengeance. And evidently what he wanted was me. 

After our first meeting—all business—with him discussing what aspects he could of 
the bank scandal, and me dutifully taking down notes in my little pad, he asked shyly if 
he might have my phone number. 

“In case I think of anything else pertinent to your article,” he had said, but his wide 
grin and the way he had put his large hand over mine said otherwise. I genuinely liked 
Charlie back in those days. He hadn’t yet discovered the balm of alcohol. He was funny 
and really quite bright. But more than that, he was always in my corner, buoying me up 
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constantly with comments about how beautiful and sexy I was, and how happy I made 
him feel. 

There had never been the gut-wrenching spark of wild desire I was later to 
experience with Michael, but then, I’d never had that with anyone. I frankly didn’t 
know it existed. Charlie was steady, always there, always calling, always interested in 
how my day had gone, always ready to give me a massage or make love to me. It had 
been a natural progression when, after a year, he had proposed marriage. 

I was twenty-four, and as my mother often reminded me, not getting any younger. 
Thinking back, my first instinct had been to refuse his proposal. That secret part of me 
still held down by my own confusion and misunderstanding about sexual submission 
had managed to make itself heard, at least for a moment. Alas, I’d quickly quashed it 
down, still ashamed of feelings not yet explored. 

The few halfhearted efforts I’d made to get Charlie to behave in a more sexual 
dominant fashion toward me had all failed miserably. I remember saying such things 
as, “I like a strong man”, when what I really wanted was someone who understood my 
need to be taken, to be used, to be controlled. Instead of reading my mind, he would 
flex his muscles and grunt. 

Toward the end of our marriage, when I had finally dared confide the great abiding 
and secret sexual theme of my life—that I was submissive—you would have thought I’d 
said I wanted to cook human flesh and masturbate with it. 

Not that the admission of my sexual predilections in itself caused the marriage to 
end, but it did fan the flames of disaster, no question about it. It gave us a focus, I 
suppose—for him that I was a sexual pervert who should be committed, for me that he 
wasn’t to be trusted with anything I held dear, most especially myself. 

I didn’t understand his later anguished persistence in getting me to move “back 
home” as he called the place where I had felt so alienated and lonely toward the end of 
our relationship. Michael helped me to understand it wasn’t really about love, but 
about losing and about Charlie’s fear of being alone—very common feelings when a 
long-term relationship ended. 

“Focus, Lara”, Michael would have told me if he’d been privy to my thoughts. I had 
a job to do. I needed to shave my pussy before he came back from the store. I needed to 
be waiting, naked and kneeling for my lover, for my—master. 

So why was my heart pounding so? It was what I claimed I wanted, what he 
wanted. We’d already shown each other we were compatible. The first time I’d seen 
him my heart just lurched forward, clicking on like I’d been waiting for just that 
moment to start living. 

Unlike Charlie, a big, burly man with a dark unruly hair and a barrel chest and 
great beefy arms, Michael was long and lean, with broad shoulders, his biceps bulging 
just enough to make me take notice. He had dark blond hair with lovely green eyes 
under straight dark blond brows. 
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I’d seen his pictures before, but they didn’t do him justice. In the digital photos he’d 
sent me online he was staring ahead pensively, almost frowning, or only offering the 
barest hint of a smile. Seeing him for the first time in the flesh, I remember it was his 
smile that took me by surprise. It lit up his whole face and transformed him from just a 
good-looking guy to something magical. That big, open grin when he saw me was like a 
patch of sunlight bursting from storm clouds. I hadn’t realized I was holding my breath 
until those eyes met mine and with a whoosh I began to breathe again. 

We’d met, by earlier agreement, at a bookstore—somewhere neutral. He’d come up 
behind me but I knew him from the moment I heard his voice. A voice I’d only heard 
until then on the telephone. 

We exchanged some harmless banter at first, but I’d known from that first minute I 
would belong to him. Really I was his before we’d even physically met, but as he’d 
warned me over and over—online and on the phone—until you meet someone, you just 
don’t know. The chemistry of a physical meeting, or lack thereof, cannot be simulated. 
You have to touch, to see, to smell, to taste. 

Our connection was immediate and without the usual hesitations of a new 
relationship. We were, after all, first and foremost friends. When we’d first begun to 
chat online I was still married, and not yet convinced in my own mind that the marriage 
was dying, terminally ill. I’d soon come to realize it was ending, however, and in a few 
months we’d separated. Yet Michael and I always took our time with one another, 
something which I think laid a strong foundation for the D/s relationship we began to 
explore together. 

Michael had never pressed me, never pushed to meet, or pushed to have me do a 
thing I wasn’t ready to do. That had made me feel safe. I had trusted him each step of 
the way. He was easy to be around, easy to talk to. It had seemed natural to share my 
secret sexual feelings and fantasies. 

Unlike Charlie, who had recoiled with horror when I had finally dared to whisper 
of my fantasies of being taken, being used like a whore, being whipped, Michael had 
been open and nonjudgmental. It was like being allowed to unfold, after having held 
oneself taut and twisted for a lifetime. 

Now I was in Michael’s large white and gold tiled bathroom. The air was steamy 
from the shower. Little tufts of soft pubic hair lay in the trash can, a symbol of my 
willingness to change my body for Michael. Being shaved bare seemed strange to me—
why did he want me to look like a little girl? Yet I appreciated this wasn’t for me to 
question. The fact he wanted it was enough. That morning when I had said the words, 
“Yes, sir,” when he had asked if I was sure, I had meant it. 

I wanted to give myself body and soul to this man. He had promised it would no 
longer be about me—that I would exist to serve his needs. The delicious irony of that 
statement was in doing so, together we would be serving me, and we both understood 
this. It was the lovely dichotomy of submission. 
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I stepped into the shower and soaped from head to toe with the special French soap 
Michael had bought for me. I squirted baby oil along my labia, already distending and 
engorging as I imagined Michael looking at me, naked and shaved, bared for his 
inspection. 

I drew the razor blade carefully over my mons, over and over until it felt smooth 
and soft. Satisfied at last, I washed my pussy again to remove any errant hairs, trying 
not to linger too long with naughty fingers. 

I finished my shower and grooming, shaving legs and underarms, using the silky 
oil wash that would keep my skin supple and soft. I toweled dry my spiky short hair 
and wrapped a large, thick towel around my body as I moved from the bathroom to the 
bedroom to inspect myself in the full-length mirror Michael had on the wall across from 
the foot of his bed. 

I dropped the towel and looked to see the new “little girl” body I had created. I was 
surprised but pleased with what I saw. I didn’t look like a little girl at all. I looked very 
much like a woman, with my still firm, high breasts, the nipples jutting hard in the cool 
air. My eye was drawn down my body—the waist still curved inward but my belly was 
too rounded, my hips and thighs too generous. I frowned at myself and turned my 
focus to my denuded sex. 

Instead of the little-girl flatness I suppose I had expected, I saw the rounded labia, 
the pooching inner lips just peeking provocatively between my legs. I spread my thighs 
for a better look and revealed the petals of my swelling sex. 

Touching a finger to the soft, smooth curve of my pussy, I pressed it between the 
folds, drawing the moisture over the lips, considering a quick orgasm at my own hand 
before Michael returned. 

His words echoed in my head—You are not to masturbate unless I give permission and 
then only in my presence. Just knowing I wasn’t permitted to take my own pleasure any 
longer gave me a perverse, almost fierce desire to do just that. 

My fingers rubbed for a moment, making the ember of desire that had been heating 
throughout that morning burst into flame. Stop. The word was only in my head, but the 
voice was Michael’s. Would I betray him in the first hour of my submission? 

No. Purposefully I took my hand from my naked, slick sex. From his pussy. I’d 
given it freely to him. Just that knowledge sent a deep shiver of pleasure and just a 
flicker of fear through my gut. 

What was I getting myself into? 
The lovemaking we’d done until then had been wonderful. Not vanilla—we’d 

enjoyed some sexy bondage games, my hands bound to the bedposts while he teased 
and adored me, or his hands grasping my wrists over my head when he pressed his 
perfect penis into my willing pussy, a forceful urgency when he flipped me over and 
commanded me to get on my hands and knees so he could fuck me from behind, 
playful swats to my ass and wrestling matches he always won… 
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But no formal admission of our status. No spoken promise to submit, to obey, to 
give myself completely to him. No whips, chains, gags, clamps, rope, blindfolds or any 
of the accoutrements of a BDSM relationship. Though we’d discussed it endlessly, that 
day, finally, it was to begin. 

From habit, I reached for a pair of underwear from the bureau but I stayed my own 
hand as I remembered his rule number one, to be naked as often as possible. Again I 
examined myself in the mirror, finding fault, turning away. Michael assured me I was 
lovely, beautiful, feminine. I wondered if I’d come to believe him more fully as he took 
what was his due, claiming everything of me, even my modesty. 

I heard his car in the driveway and hurried to the living room to follow his 
instructions. I knelt on the cold, blond hardwood in his front hall, feeling the goose 
bumps rise on naked flesh, perversely pleased to suffer for him in this small way. I knelt 
with my arms extended in front of me on the floor, so that my nipples touched the cold 
wood, erect and hard as little pebbles. 

The only thing warm about me at that moment was my cunt, wet and hot. I took a 
deep breath as the doorknob turned and my lover entered. The first thing he would see 
would be his slave girl, naked and bare as he had commanded, awaiting his bidding, 
her head to the floor, her ass raised for his caress or his whip as he chose. 
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Chapter Three 
Michael 

 
I came in and there she was, naked and bent double, head to the floor. I put my 

packages down and walked around her silently. I had to think carefully about what was 
to happen next. To push too far might scare her and to go too easy on her might make 
her think I didn’t mean what I had said. 

Because I had no manual to go by, I decided to just go with my heart. And my heart 
said, this ass is just begging for a whipping! I smiled at my reaction to seeing her like this. 
I’m not a cruel man, but I felt she needed a statement of what was to come. Of course, 
she might make mistakes that would earn punishment. But she also needed to learn that 
sometimes I’d want to whip her just because I felt like it. 

I went to one of the bags and found the brand-new riding crop I had purchased at 
the equestrian store. It was about twenty inches long, thick as my finger and had a flap 
of leather at the end. It would sting, but not cut. Even the redness would fade quickly. I 
swished it in the air a few times watching Lara. Her back quivered but, otherwise, she 
didn’t move. 

“Let me see your cunt,” I said. 
Lara startled, then rose fluidly to stand before me. Her eyes flicked from my face to 

the crop. I stepped close, examining her pussy. I fingered all around her cleft, checking 
to see how smooth she was. I wasn’t too gentle and made a point to pull on her labia. 
She took it without a whimper. 

“Good. Now turn around.” 
She did, another ripple of excitement going through her. I put the crop in my mouth 

as I foraged through my bags until I found the handcuffs. Bringing her wrists together, I 
locked the cuffs around them. I didn’t like the way her hands interfered with her ass, 
which I intended to whip shortly, so I dug out the slave collar and fastened it around 
her neck. It was black with four D-rings on it, otherwise, it looked like a dog collar. I 
wanted her to think of herself as my pet. 

I had purchased some chains of varying lengths with clips attached, so I clipped a 
short one to the handcuff chain and pulled her arms up to just below her shoulder 
blades, then clipped the end to her collar. 

I took the crop out of my mouth. “Are you comfortable?” 
“Um, yes, sir,” she said, although she didn’t look too comfortable. 
“Good. Lay yourself over the arm of the couch.” 
She went to the overstuffed arm and flopped down on it, her ass up invitingly. I 

began to stroke it with one hand as I spoke. “Now, there will be times when you will be 
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punished for disobeying an order or for talking back to me,” I said, my hand never 
stopping its movement. “These punishments will vary in severity, depending on the 
transgression or the number of times you’ve been reminded.” I paused dramatically. 
“But sometimes, I will spank you for no reason at all.” 

With that, I brought the riding crop down hard on her ass. She squealed and looked 
up at me, her eyes questioning. “Why, you ask? Simply because I want to.” 

I began to smack her, moving the crop up and down across her cheeks and upper 
thighs. Her pale ass turned pink then bright red. Lara squealed and shook and tried to 
get out of the way. Once she even tried to get up. A sharp whack across her thigh 
stopped that. 

When I felt she’d had enough, I laid down the crop and began rubbing her sore ass 
again. She whimpered. “That hurt.” 

“It’s supposed to. I do it to remind you of your new position. You are my property 
now—I own you. I can do with you what I want to.” I pinched her labia. “If I want to 
put a ring here, I will. Or maybe a tattoo on your ass—‘Mac’s Property’.” I’d gotten the 
nickname Mac at college and my older friends still called me that. Lara preferred 
Michael, which was fine with me. I went on. “Whatever I want to do, I will. Your duty 
is to say, ‘yes, sir’.” 

“Yes, sir,” she said. Then a question burst from her. “Would you really do all that?” 
I tipped my head so I could see her upside-down face. “Yes and more. For example, 

starting today, you may not pee without permission. And you will no longer be allowed 
to pee in a toilet.” 

She thought about that for a minute. Shyly she said, “What about…?” 
I knew what she meant, and that held no interest for me. “Only peeing. It’s 

symbolic, you see. Symbolic of you giving your body, even involuntary functions, over 
to me.” 

She nodded. Then her face clouded. “Where would I pee, sir?” 
“Wherever I tell you to.” 
She nodded again, though her face still registered uncertainty. 
“You may get up now.” She struggled to rise, which wasn’t easy with her hands 

tied up behind her. I didn’t help her. When she stood, I could see her face was flushed. 
“Turn around.” 

Lara turned and I observed that the red marks were already fading. Too bad. “Hang 
on, I want to give you a few more.” 

I took the crop and filled in the red spots, then stepped back. She endured it 
without complaint. It was better now. I had an idea. “Go get the digital camera.” 

“How…?” 
I smacked her ass some more, harder this time as she cried out. “Don’t question 

me!” When I reached down, her pussy was soaking. I smiled as she turned her face 
from me. 
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She scurried off and went into our bedroom. I remembered I had left it on my 
nightstand. She came back in a few seconds, holding the camera by the strap in her 
teeth. I took it from her. “See? That wasn’t so hard, was it?” 

She shook her head. 
I made her turn around again and took a close-up of her bright-red ass before the 

marks could fade further. I looked at the screen—it came out pretty good. I showed it to 
her. “This is what your ass will look like if you disobey me.” 

She nodded. 
I took another close-up of her shaved pussy, just for fun. I planned to print them 

out later. I had uses for them down the road. 
“Sir, may I be untied?” 
I pushed her down on the couch suddenly and began to whip her already sore ass 

some more. She whimpered and yelped, squirming to get away. I held her firmly, 
ignoring her protests. When I stopped, I took another photo. I liked this one even better. 

“Don’t ever ask if you can be untied! That’s my decision. Your duty will be to 
accept your position! You are the slave, slut—this is your chosen lot.” 

“Yes, sir! Sorry, sir!” 
“Good. I had planned to release you, but now I won’t. You can stay like that until I 

decide otherwise.” 
I started to leave the room then glanced back to see her sprawled on the couch, her 

legs apart, face against the cushions. It gave me ideas. I unzipped my pants and 
approached her. My hard cock sprang out. Grabbing her by the hips, I pulled her up 
enough so I could slide my cock into her pussy. It was hot and wet and it welcomed me 
in, even as she sucked in her breath from the pain of friction against tender flesh. 

I fucked her hard and fast, erupting inside her. Thank god for birth control pills! I 
could tell by her gasps she had come too. Naughty girl. Patting her ass, I stood and 
walked out, not looking back. I went to my computer and downloaded the shots I had 
taken. I printed out a couple of three by fives of her red ass and bare pussy. I took my 
time. When I returned, carrying the photos, Lara was still lying on the sofa, my seed 
dripping out of her pussy. It was a glorious sight. 

I laid the photos next to her on the couch. “Here. I want you to carry these photos in 
your purse at all times. Put them in a side pocket so they don’t get wrinkled. I may ask 
to see them at any time, so be sure you have them.” 

I unfastened her chain and handcuffs and helped her to her feet. She was unsteady, 
but she didn’t complain. She took the photos, went to her purse and slipped them in. 
Then she turned and came back to me and stood, waiting. Her cheeks were flushed and 
her eyes were shining. 

I smiled. “Good girl. You’re learning. But I’d prefer that you kneel.” 
She got down on her knees. I helped adjust her position, moving her legs apart and 

making her raise her chin. Her breasts stood out and I had a sudden, silly urge. I took a 
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felt-tip pen out of my shirt pocket and wrote “Mac’s Slut” on her breasts, using a tit for 
each word. It was admittedly a crude gesture, but I suppose I felt a little giddy with the 
power I had. 

She looked down at her breasts then up at me. A sly smile cracked the edges of her 
mouth. 

I laughed. “It’s okay—I never said we couldn’t laugh.” 
Her smile broadened. “That’s hot, Michael. I like to be marked by you.” 
“Your attitude might change when it’s permanent.” 
Her smile faltered. “That will be up to you, sir.” 
I liked that answer. I checked my watch. “I’m hungry. Let’s cook something 

together, hmm? I think I’d like to see you naked in the kitchen, that red ass on display.” 
She blushed and nodded. “Yes, sir.” She rose, her marked-up breasts swaying 

gently. I leaned in and kissed a nipple. She shivered. 
Lara reached out a hand and touched my cheek. “I can’t believe we’re actually 

doing this.” 
I nodded. “Believe it. You’re going to get everything you’ve always wanted—and 

then some.” I put my finger to the tip of her nose. “Be careful what you wish for.” 
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Chapter Four 
Lara 

 
As a freelance journalist I sold my work to various national magazines. I had made 

something of a name for myself, writing in-depth articles and interviews about a variety 
of public-interest topics, most especially the rights of women in the workplace and in 
society at large. 

How to reconcile my public persona of feminist and activist with my sexually 
submissive nature? That was part of what kept me quiet, I think, for so long. I 
remembered back in college, signing up for women’s studies courses and having my 
consciousness “raised” about the pervasive and sometimes devastating subjugation of 
women in our society. 

I kept a diary back then and I would question myself, not coming up with answers 
that worked for me. How could I stand for equal rights and believe I was as good as or 
better than any man, and yet want to give myself sexually and sensually to another 
person? How could fantasies of being bound and sexually tortured turn me on? 

It was actually Gloria Steinem who gave me an answer in some of her writing. She 
said, and I paraphrase, that true sexual freedom is giving yourself permission to express 
your true nature and desires without fear of condemnation or suppression. 

Acknowledging my own submissive feelings was easy—I’d known since I was 
sexually aware that my fantasies and yearnings turned toward sensual slavery and 
masochistic dreams. Reconciling it with my developing sense as a mature and 
empowered woman took longer, a lot longer. 

Michael actually helped me through this, in our long talks online and on the phone. 
He himself was conflicted in a similar way—he admired and loved strong women who 
knew what they wanted and took it, but at the same time harbored secret dreams of his 
own. Dreams of claiming a submissive woman who would freely give herself to him, 
trusting that he would cherish and adore her, even as he tied her down and whipped 
her if that was his whim. 

Unlike me, who had married a man I thought was the appropriate choice, even 
while knowing I was shutting off a primal and essential part of myself, Michael had 
waited, seeking, searching, not even sure there was a woman out there for him. 

Was I to be that woman? I’d given up my apartment in Allentown, put my few 
pieces of furniture and my many books—was this all that was left of an eight-year 
marriage?—in public storage and moved in with a man who promised to accept my 
offer of complete submission with love and honesty. 

We’d just begun a sometimes frightening and completely exhilarating D/s journey 
together. Would I have enough grace and courage to submit to my demanding, sexy 
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lover? Would he truly find me to be the woman of his dreams, or would reality pale 
compared to fantasy? 

All lofty speculations aside, my ass hurt! It was hard to describe the intensity of the 
experience I’d just been through. Being chained with my arms cuffed awkwardly 
behind my back, being cropped with that stinging leather until I was begging for him to 
stop—I didn’t think my humiliation could be more complete, but I was wrong. 

When I felt his cock, hard and lovely, pressing against my hot, sore ass, the 
combination of erotic humiliation and arousal was potent. I came almost as soon as he 
entered me, unable to stop my thrusting, gyrating body as I arched back into him, 
loving what was happening, even as my face burned with shame for my sluttish 
behavior. Belatedly I realized I’d violated his edict not to orgasm without permission. 
He didn’t comment, however. 

Instead, he left me like that, splayed and naked on the couch, my face pressed down 
in the cushions, my ass up, hot and bare as he snapped digital photos to capture forever 
my first sensual debasement. 

As I lay there chained and uncomfortable, so many feelings raged through me. I 
was truly at this man’s mercy. I had given up my apartment and possessions to move to 
a secluded area where no one really knew where I was. I had told my parents and the 
few girlfriends I cared about that I was moving in for a while with a wealthy friend in 
upstate New York to finally “write that novel”. 

They were very supportive, not pressing past my vague assurances that this was 
what I really wanted to do. I allowed the impression that the friend was female to linger 
with my parents, though my mother would probably have been happier to think it was 
a man—she was of the old school that a woman needed a husband to be complete. She 
had been devastated by the news I had left Charlie, even though she’d never really 
liked him. 

At any rate, as I lay there naked, chained, my sex and ass throbbing from Michael’s 
crop and his cock, I actually thrilled to that realization—that there was no one out there 
to save me from this man. I didn’t want saving. I wanted what he offered. 

When he drew “Mac’s Slut” across my breasts, my first impulse was to drop to the 
floor and kiss his feet. I adored what he was doing to me. I understood intrinsically that 
this debasement was also an exaltation. I wanted it all, and more. He said to be careful 
what I wished for, but I was tired of being careful. After a life of controlling and 
denying my impulses, I was finally taking risks and it was exhilarating. 

When he had grinned at me, lightening the mood, even that was just right. 
Sometimes I think I took things a little too seriously, and Michael helped me to lighten 
up. His eyes crinkled merrily as he flashed that impish grin at me and I couldn’t help 
but grin back. He reminded me that in a loving relationship it’s okay to be silly along 
with the intensity of being his sexual slave. 

After a rather late lunch we went for a drive. I started to pull on jeans but Michael 
said, “No, don’t wear those. I want you to wear this.” He brought out a red silk skirt 
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and matching blouse from his large walk-in closet. The outfit was very pretty, very 
feminine. 

“Wow,” I admired. “Where’d you get that?” 
“I bought it, just for you. I thought this would look nice with your fair skin and blue 

eyes. Try it on. No bra. No panties.” 
I did, slipping the soft, silky garments on—they fit perfectly, the full skirt coming to 

mid-calf, the blouse molding to my breasts as I buttoned it up. “Stop there. Leave the 
top three buttons open.” 

I obeyed, aware that at least half of my breasts were revealed in the red silk. I 
wondered if he’d allow me a jacket but I didn’t ask. He would take care of me. I was 
still wearing the thick, black leather collar he’d placed on my throat before my first 
whipping. 

I ran my fingers through my short hair, aware I looked a little slutty. He completed 
the outfit by bringing out a pair of soft, red leather shoes with very high heels. He really 
has quite an eye for style and these too fit perfectly. I’m not used to walking in such 
high heels and when I mentioned this he said, “Well, get used to it.” 

He led me out the front door to his Lexus, holding the passenger door open for me. 
Though summer was beginning, it was a little cool now that the sun had set. As I 
started to smooth my skirt down beneath my legs Michael said, “Lift the skirt. Ass on 
the leather.” 

As I hesitated a fraction of a second I saw the dangerous gleam in his eye and I 
quickly obeyed. The leather felt cool against my flesh, still tender from the crop. I 
shifted a little, keenly aware of my shaven sex. He made me more aware as he drove 
down his long driveway, casually dropping his hand between my legs and cupping my 
naked pussy, pressing two hard fingers up into my cunt. 

I couldn’t suppress the little groan of pleasure. I was wet, of course, instantly 
aroused at his touch. I licked my lips, staring out the window at the darkening night as 
he finger-fucked me with me with one hand, his other hand on the steering wheel. 

“We’re going to the store.” 
I startled. I had thought we were just going out for a nice drive in the country. The 

store? Dressed like this? I didn’t speak but I suppose the question was on my face 
because he added, “You don’t have any objection to going out like this, do you, darling? 
That is, if it’s what I want?” 

“No, sir,” I whispered, though I felt a nervous clench in my gut. What would 
people think of me at the store, with my nipples clearly outlined in silk, my blouse half-
open, my bare legs ending in red leather heels? 

“It’s a pet store. A huge discount store in town that I think will have just what we’re 
looking for.” 

“A pet store!” I blurted out. “What are we looking for?” 
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“You’ll see, my pet. You’ll see. Patience is a virtue I can see we’ll need to cultivate in 
you.” Laughing softly, he twisted his fingers still buried inside my sex. I squirmed and 
moaned, my head falling back. 

He drew his fingers from the hot folds and rubbed on my clit, making me cry out, 
so close to orgasm I could feel the heat rising in my veins like a fire. “Don’t come, babe. 
Patience, remember. You’ll come if and when I tell you. Not before.” 

I took a deep, shuddering breath, trying to control the orgasm he was purposefully 
wresting from me. As his fingers probed and teased, I tried to control the pleasure, 
surreptitiously shifting my body away. His hand followed and I could see his profile, 
the smile cruel, his eyes hooded. 

“Please,” I gasped. 
“Please what?” 
“Please, sir, I don’t know. I’m going to—” I started to shiver, my body losing the 

fight against his perfect fingers. 
“Don’t you dare,” he ordered, still moving his hand across my sopping, spread 

cunt. 
“Oh, God,” I moaned. I couldn’t help it. I was trying to think of something else, to 

shift away, but it was no use. I wanted to obey the command but it felt so good, so 
dead-on perfect. Giving in, I let my body go, writhing and jerking in my seat, crying out 
his name, knowing even as I orgasmed I would pay for it later. 

Michael kept driving, watching from the corner of his eye as I lost control, shivering 
and moaning and finally stilling, pressing my thighs together when he withdrew his 
damp, sex-soaked fingers. 

He didn’t say a word. Again he didn’t remind me I had expressly disobeyed his 
command not to come. He didn’t mention any punishment that would be exacted as a 
result. He just continued to drive, a little enigmatic smile playing on his lips. 

I started to return to some semblance of normalcy, sitting up and checking my hair 
and face in the lighted mirror on the visor. I looked like a woman who had just been 
fucked, my face flushed, my eyes bright. I flipped the mirror shut and dared a glance at 
Michael. 

We were in town now and he pulled into a large parking lot filled with cars. “Here 
we are,” he said, still not addressing the stolen orgasm he’d pulled from me. 

We were indeed at a pet store, its huge windows displaying a variety of pet 
supplies and sale signs. We entered, he opening the door for me and following just 
behind me, his hand protectively on my shoulder. 

Heads turned as we walked toward the back of the store. I was certainly the only 
one dressed in red silk and stiletto heels. Most of the folks were in T-shirts and jeans, 
some with dogs on leashes. One large dog, a Great Dane, pulled toward me and his 
owner allowed it. 
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The big, beefy man, his face ruddy, let the dog come right up to me, sniffing boldly 
at my crotch. I pulled back, leaning into Michael who grinned at the man and said, 
“Your dog has good taste.” 

“Jesus, man,” the man answered, grinning back conspiratorially. “He sure does!” 
I blushed, humiliated as Michael put his arm around my shoulder and led me away 

from the man and his dog. He took me to a row of large animal cages, some easily large 
enough to accommodate a human being. 

I said as much as Michael smiled at me. “Exactly.” 
I digested this a moment, his meaning dawning. “No way.” 
“Excuse me?” he said, his voice very polite, his eyes glinting with that same 

dangerous look I’d seen earlier. 
I swallowed, realizing the boldness of my refusal. Hadn’t I promised just hours 

before to bend to his will in all things? Was I balking at the first thing that didn’t fit just 
exactly into my own well-worn fantasies? 

“Nothing. I’m sorry. I wasn’t thinking.” 
“No, you weren’t. Now let’s focus here.” He strolled down the aisle, looking at 

various cages, stopping when he got to the largest dog cages. They were quite 
expensive, some of them over three hundred dollars, but Michael didn’t seem interested 
in price. 

He kept looking at the cages then looking at me. I stood there, knowing he was 
buying a cage for me! Was this to be a punishment cage? Would he put me in it that 
night when we got home for coming when he said I mustn’t? 

I shivered, hugging myself, biting my lower lip and trying to practice that virtue he 
called patience. Finally he looked over at me and said, “This is the one. It’s big enough 
for you to lie down comfortably curled up and turn around, but you won’t be able to 
stand. I like how it has two doors—the big front one for you to climb through, and this 
little back flap, see?” He demonstrated, released a catch on the back side of the cage, 
adding, “I can slip things in here for you, like food or whatever else I choose to put in. 
Nice, huh?” 

He was speaking in a normal tone of voice, discussing placing me in a cage as if this 
were something men did every day to their women. I looked around nervously and saw 
to my chagrin that the large man and his dog had followed us to the aisle. 

They were hovering nearby, the man not even pretending to look at merchandise. I 
was fairly sure he had overheard us. “Michael,” I whispered, moving closer to him. 
“That man. With the dog.” I gestured with my head toward them. 

“Yeah, I know. Don’t worry about him. He’s just gawking. Wishing he could do 
this.” Deliberately Michael turned toward the man and dropped his hand over my 
shoulder slipping his hand into my blouse so his fingers were at my breast. Taking my 
nipple between finger and thumb he pulled and twisted, drawing it completely erect 
under the man’s gaze. 
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The man licked his lips, his eyes glazing as he held his straining dog at his side. I 
felt the heat licking up my cheeks and knew I was blushing furiously at this casual 
display of ownership. Yet here’s the truly perverse thing—if Michael had so much as 
touched my pussy at that moment, I would have come. I was so turned on I could 
barely balance on those stiletto heels. 

I leaned into my lover, moaning softly as he continued to fondle my breast for the 
stranger’s pleasure. Finally he stopped, saying, “Show’s over, buddy.” The man leered 
at me as we passed him but otherwise made no move toward us. 

Michael bought the cage he’d been looking at. It would need to be assembled when 
we got home. He allowed a rather eager stock boy to bring the large, flat box out to the 
car. After the boy, perhaps nineteen or twenty, slid the box into the trunk, Michael said, 
“Could you open the door for my wife, please?” 

I was surprised by this request, but if the young man was, he didn’t let on. I 
followed him to my side of the car as Michael got in the driver’s side. Dutifully he 
opened the door for me and I stepped in, hugging myself protectively. 

Michael leaned over me as the boy started to close the door and said, “Hang on a 
second. My wife would like to give you a tip.” 

The boy smiled and leaned down, eager for a five-dollar bill, perhaps. I was 
confused, not sure what Michael wanted as I had no purse or money with me. 

“Spread your legs for the nice young man, Lara. Show him your pretty, bare 
pussy.” 

God. 
I looked at Michael, my eyes beseeching him, but his expression was impassive. I 

didn’t dare refuse—I knew I was already in trouble for coming without permission and 
initially protesting the purchase of the dog cage. 

The boy was grinning uncertainly. I worried for a moment he might call the police 
on us or something, but Michael told me later I don’t know men, especially young men, 
too well if I thought that. He stood, waiting, his hand falling idly to his crotch as I 
slowly lifted my red skirt, hiking it up so the boy could see my shaven mons. 

“Spread your legs, Lara. Obey a simple order.” Michael’s voice was hard but his 
eyes were twinkling. My blush matched the boy’s, his face now beet-red but his eyes 
were glued to my crotch. 

His cock hardened visibly in his black pants. I shut my eyes, wondering how I 
could be further humiliated. Michael leaned over me, pulling the skirt down and 
pulling the door shut. Lowering the window he said, “Bet that was the best tip you got 
all month, eh, buddy?” 

Michael pulled out of the lot, leaving the bemused young man rubbing the front of 
his pants. We drove silently for a while until something hit me. 

“Your wife?” I said. 
Michael grinned. “Don’t get any ideas.” 
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Chapter Five 
Michael 

 
We got home and, though I could have handled the box myself, I wanted Lara be an 

active participant. Of course, I didn’t want her to break a heel or ruin her dress. 
Slut,” I said as I pulled up by the front walk, “I need some help, but I can see you’re 

not dressed right. My fault.” I grinned. “So please take off your clothes and shoes. The 
walkway’s smooth here, I’m sure your feet will be all right.” 

She stared at me for a moment. Her mouth came open a fraction, as if she might 
speak, then she firmly brought her lips together. She got out of the car and stood on the 
brick walk, looking this way and that. My house sits on five acres of wooded lot, except 
for a medium-sized lawn in the back. My nearest neighbor is about seventy-five yards 
away through the trees. This time of year, the fully leafed trees largely hide us from 
view. But if my neighbor happened to be standing in just the right place, he might be 
able to spot her outside my car. 

I got out and watched Lara struggle with her internal dilemma. She seemed to make 
a decision—far too late, by my calculations—and began unbuttoning her blouse. I 
walked around and waited while she shrugged it off her shoulders, her nipples erect in 
the cool late afternoon air. Lara unzipped her skirt and stepped out of it, handing the 
silky material over. Now she was naked except for her high heels. I would have loved 
to make her keep those on, but I didn’t want her to turn an ankle. She slipped them off 
and gave them to me with shaky hands. 

I went up the steps and unlocked the door as she hugged herself by the car, waiting. 
I tossed her clothes and shoes on the couch and returned to her, leaving the door wide, 
the screen hooked open. 

She followed me to the back of the car and I pulled one end out. She grabbed at the 
other as it came free. I backed around and up the stairs, Lara followed, concentrating on 
her task rather than her nudity. That pleased me. 

We dropped it next to the couch because I wanted room to set it up. We stood there 
a moment as I enjoyed the sight of her naked, framed by the open door, her nipples 
hard and her cunt red and swollen. She knew better than to ask if she could close the 
door or get dressed. Finally, I nodded and thrust my chin at the door and she closed it, 
breathing a sigh of relief. 

I ignored her as I began opening the box and dragging out sections of the cage. It 
was about four feet long and three feet wide and tall. The directions were simple and in 
a few minutes I had the cage assembled and the door attached. The cage was made with 
heavy-gauge wire on all sides. It came with a rubbery acrylic pad for the floor. I opened 
the door and eased it in diagonally, then slid it into place. 
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All the while I was making the cage, Lara just stood behind me, staring. I’m sure 
she was bursting with curiosity about what I had in mind for her. Knowing her, I was 
also sure the idea excited her on a visceral level. She had told me how she wanted to be 
completely controlled and this would certainly do the trick. 

“Help me with this,” I said. She sprang forward and picked up one end. I backed 
into our bedroom and placed the cage on the floor by her side of the bed next to the 
wall, the door toward the end of the bed. 

“Perfect.” I smiled at her. She smiled back, nervously. 
Lara shivered and I asked, “Cold, sweetie?” 
She nodded then spoke for the first time since we had arrived home. “Uh, 

Michael?” 
“Yes?” I expected her to ask me about the cage, instead, she said, “I, uh, have to go 

to the bathroom.” 
I pursed my lips. “Say what you mean.” 
“I, er, have to pee.” 
“Ahh. Then telling me you have to ‘go to the bathroom’ isn’t correct, is it? I told you 

that you wouldn’t be using the toilet anymore.” 
“Yes, sir.” 
“Well, you can hold it a while. I’m not ready for you to go yet.” 
Lara stared at me but said nothing. She was learning. 
I still hadn’t decided what I should do to her for having her orgasm without 

permission. Her ass, no doubt, was still sore and I didn’t want to bruise her. However, 
her breasts had remained untouched. I found the little bag of tricks I had purchased 
earlier that day and rummaged around. 

“Ah-ha!” I said, pulling an object from it. Just twelve inches long and tapering to a 
point, the object seemed innocent enough. To Lara, it probably looked like a conductor’s 
baton, only made of leather. It had been an impulse purchase at the adult store. It was a 
tit whip. I snapped it in the air a few times. 

“Present your tits to me,” I ordered. She blanched. Hesitantly she stepped forward, 
her breasts thrust up at me. 

“No, no, not like that. Cup them with your hands, from the bottom.” 
She obeyed, biting her lower lip in nervous anticipation as she presented her breasts 

to me for punishment. 
I felt my cock harden. “You know why this is necessary, don’t you?” 
She nodded. 
“Tell me.” 
“I-I came without permission.” 
“When?” 
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Her face grew pink. “When you fucked me on the couch. And again in the car.” Her 
voice had dropped to a whisper. 

I nodded and brought the whip down on her left breast. She gasped and jerked. A 
faint red line appeared across the milky-white surface. I smiled. I gave her a similar 
slash across her right breast. There was just something about welts on smooth skin that 
gave me an erection. That, and the way she offered herself so sweetly for punishment. 

I decided to go easy on her, this time. It was a first offense, after all. Of course, she 
had also hesitated before obeying her orders—both about the stock boy and removing 
her clothes. I mentally added a few more strokes for those offenses. 

I marked her four more times as she gasped and flinched, but managed to continue 
cupping her breasts like a good slave. “Now, we would be done, except that you 
hesitated to obey a couple of my orders tonight,” I told her. I saw her head nod 
imperceptibly. “I want to hit the undersides now, so lift your breasts by the nipples for 
me.” 

Lara obeyed me quickly, offering the sensitive undersides to my whip. I gave her 
four quick strokes, though more gently, before I allowed her to release her nipples. 

“Next time you come without permission or hesitate to obey, the punishments will 
be more severe.” 

“Yes, sir,” she whispered, shuddering a little. Moving close to her, I reached down 
and cupped her hot little sex. My darling slut may have been frightened by what I had 
done, and it certainly had hurt at least a little, but her wanton little cunt was hot and 
wet to the touch. She loved what I was doing to her and her body couldn’t lie. 

I checked my watch. It was only eight-thirty. I was eager to start bedtime fun, but 
this was too early. “I’d like a nightcap. Go pour me some brandy, please.” 

She dipped her head and left the room. She returned a few moments later with a 
brandy snifter about one-third full. I took it and savored the aroma. I knew she would 
like some too, but she hadn’t earned any. That reminded me about her bladder. 

“I’ll bet you’re thirsty too, hmm?” She nodded. “Go into the kitchen and pour 
yourself a big glass of water and bring it in here.” 

She left and came back with the glass. I made her drink it, knowing it would 
probably go right through her. She seemed uncomfortable already. Good. 

I sat on the bed and sipped my brandy, watching Lara stand in the middle of the 
room and twitch. She flexed her legs and stared into the middle distance, clearly trying 
not to think of her straining bladder. I picked up a book from my nightstand and began 
to read. I hadn’t read but four pages before she broke down. 

“Sir…” 
I looked up from my book. “Yes?” 
“I-I really have to go. I’m afraid I might wet myself.” 
I thought about that. “I could give you another whipping—would that help take 

your mind off of it?” 
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Her eyes flashed and she took a deep breath, clearly biting off a retort. Instead she 
said, “No, sir, really. I’m about to explode.” 

“Focus on something else. Think about the latest article you’re working on. Take 
your mind off your body. Show some self-control.” 

Her mouth came open to protest then snapped shut. She looked so miserable I very 
nearly relented, but I knew I owed it to her to be firm. She had to learn who was 
running the show. I returned to my reading. 

She lasted five more minutes this way. I heard her make an inarticulate cry and 
looked up in time to see a few drops of urine dribble from her pussy. She stopped and 
squeezed her legs together, her face red. I could see she was at her limit. 

I drank the last sip of my brandy and held out the glass. “Very well, I’ll let you 
pee,” I said, sounding exasperated. “But you’ll do it in this glass.” 

She stared at me like I had lost my mind before she lurched forward to take the 
glass. Lara started to go into the bathroom but I stopped her. 

“No, right here. And don’t spill any or you will be punished.” 
She was breathing heavily through her mouth as she brought the glass down 

between her legs. She held it up tight against her pussy and let go. Instantly, a hard 
stream of urine splashed into the glass. Lara watched it, trying to gauge how much the 
snifter could hold. As it neared the top, I almost said something then held off. I wanted 
to see how she might handle it. 

With great effort, she slowed her stream to a trickle then cut it off when the snifter 
was a quarter-inch from the brim. She held it up, her hand shaking, and waited for her 
orders. 

“Good. Put that on your dresser over there,” I said. She carefully placed the glass 
down, clearly puzzled by my request. 

“Now, let’s have some dinner, shall we?” 
She nodded and went into the kitchen. I decided not to be a total pig and helped her 

make us some soup and sandwiches. We were both too excited to spend a lot of time 
cooking. We ate at the kitchen table, me fully dressed, Lara still naked. I so enjoy the 
sight of her shapely breasts and hips, mine to have at any time. 

After dinner, I had another short brandy—in a new glass, of course. I shared it with 
Lara who sat by my side, stroking my leg and purring contentedly. I checked my watch. 
It was nine-thirty. A little early, but I couldn’t resist going to bed. I wanted to see her in 
the cage. 

“Go brush your teeth.” 
She disappeared into the bathroom. I told her to leave the door open so I could see 

her cute little ass and to prevent her from sneaking into the toilet stall to relieve herself 
of any remaining urine. 

Lara came back out and waited for orders. I put down my book and reached for my 
little bag of tricks—it was almost empty, but I had a few more surprises for her. 
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I pulled out some straps and laid them on the bed. Her eyes followed my every 
move. I grabbed the large flesh-colored dildo I had purchased and casually tossed it 
down, then the package containing the black butt plug. Finally, I retrieved the lubricant 
gel. There was one more item in the bag but it would wait a few minutes. 

“Come over here and climb up on the bed,” I said. She obeyed quickly, presenting 
her ass to me. I opened the tube and began working the cold gel into her asshole. She 
groaned, unused to anal play. I slapped her behind. She shut up. 

I began with one well-lubricated finger, working to widen her orifice gently, so she 
wouldn’t be harmed. It’s always so strange, the first time. We’d talked about it in 
theory—how anal intercourse could be such a submissive experience—the erotic 
degradation of the act heightening the pleasure. But I knew it would soon become 
another erogenous zone for her. I smeared some more gel on my fingers and began to 
plunge two into her. She groaned again, but it had taken on a different tone. Instead of 
pain, Lara was already experiencing some pleasure. After I had two slippery fingers 
pretty well worked in there, I pulled them out and opened the package. The butt plug 
wasn’t the largest they had by far. It wasn’t the smallest either. It just seemed to be the 
right size to me. I had no desire to stretch her asshole out—I just wanted to make her 
feel full. 

I put some extra lubrication on the plug and eased it into her. She resisted at first 
but I only pressed harder, making her realize it was going in easy or hard, her choice. 
She relaxed her sphincter and the plug slipped in, her muscle contracting around the 
flange. Only the black base protruded, marked by the metal ring that was set into it. I 
admired it for a moment before leaving her there while I washed my hands. 

“Your turn,” I told her when I returned. “Turn over on your back.” 
She did and I handed her the dildo. It was the size and girth of a typical cock—

about two-and-a-half inches around and seven inches long. It was short because it was 
designed to fit all the way inside, with only the slightly flared base showing. Like the 
butt plug, it too had a ring set into the base. 

“No lube for this. Use your mouth,” I told her. 
Lara stared at the dildo like it was a snake, but after a glance at me she obediently 

began slathering saliva all over it. It amused me to watch her prepare the toy for her 
cunt. When she was finished, I merely nodded at her pussy and she spread her legs 
wide as she began to ease the dildo inside. 

“How’s that feel?” 
“Full. Very full.” 
Nodding, I retrieved the last item from the bag. It was a chastity belt, but it also 

served another purpose. Unlike the typical leather ones, this one was made from nylon 
webbing. The belt had a strap that went from the back up between the legs and fastened 
with a small padlock in the front. The strap had a plastic insert with an oval hole in it 
that the woman could pee through, if necessary, but it was not big enough for a cock. 
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While that was useful, it wasn’t the reason I bought the device. It also came with 
another strap for between the legs, this one much narrower with no inserts. 

I removed the wider strap and slipped on the narrower one. Lara waited there, 
watching me, her legs apart. I fastened the belt around her, placing it snuggly above her 
hips, then threaded the narrower strap through the rings on the butt plug and the dildo, 
making sure it rubbed against her clit as I brought it up to lock onto the belt. 

She looked at it then she looked at me, then she looked at it again. 
“Time to get into your cage.” 
She rolled off the bed and stood, her legs shaking. “Sir,” she started, but I stopped 

her with a stern glance. Lara got down on all fours and started to crawl into the cage. 
“No,” I stopped her. “Back into it.” 
She turned around and backed into the cage. While she was doing that, I found a 

small blanket and tossed it in as she stared up at me on her hands and knees. I know 
she didn’t believe I would really cage her. I also knew that this is what she secretly 
wanted, back when we had first started our discussions about what it would be like to 
be completely submissive, totally enslaved. 

I closed the door and studied the latch. It was a simple small gate-latch. She could 
easily reach through and undo it. I went into the kitchen and rummaged through the 
junk drawer. I found a small padlock and two keys I had tossed in there last year. It 
would do nicely. I also retrieved the lengths of chain with the clips from the living 
room. 

I returned to the bedroom and locked her into the cage. Her eyes were wide when 
the padlock clicked. Climbing on the bed, I mentally measured the distance from the 
back of the cage to her pussy and selected the right chain. Opening the small door at the 
back side, I reached in and clipped one end to the ring on her dildo. She gasped when 
she felt me back there. I clipped the other end to the cage above the small door. There 
wasn’t much slack. This would keep her from moving around. 

This was not the best solution, I decided, but it would have to do for now. I reached 
up and pinched one side of her labia, thinking how it would be far better to have a ring 
right through this fold of flesh and made a mental note for later. She squirmed when I 
pinched her. 

I had one more surprise for her. I took the snifter of urine from her dresser and 
placed it carefully above her torso, balancing the base on sides of a square of mesh. 
Because the mesh was about two inches to a side, the base fit, but not by much. If she 
jostled the side of the cage… 

She watched me, her face twisted up, her expression horrified. 
“I wouldn’t thrash around too much, if I were you,” I said. She whimpered. I 

realized then I really should’ve bought some gags for her. I would have to take care of 
that tomorrow. Maybe a penis gag—the idea of all her orifices filled pleased me. 
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I went into the bathroom and got ready for bed. All in all, it had been a very 
productive day. Almost as soon as my head hit the pillow, I drifted off into sleep. 
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Chapter Six 
Lara 

 
I couldn’t believe he had fallen asleep! The bastard was actually sleeping, having 

forced me into this little cage—this prison, with my poor pussy and asshole stuffed and 
bound and my own urine perched precariously on the cage wire over my head. 

The man was positively diabolical! 
I could have protested. I considered it. I could have used the safeword. I don’t even 

like the idea of a safeword, though I understand Michael’s insistence that we have one. I 
wanted to be able to trust he’d take me as far as I could go, perhaps just a little farther, 
and the only safety I felt I needed was knowing I could trust him with my life. 

I was afraid to move—I was afraid of spilling that damn pee! Not that I could move 
much in this thing. At least my hands weren’t bound. I pulled the blanket carefully over 
my body. My tits stung slightly from their whipping and my ass and pussy were 
stuffed with dildos, slightly uncomfortable but at the same time extremely erotic. The 
nylon webbing of the chastity belt was pressed up against my clit and if I moved at all, 
the friction got my juices going. 

I was finally getting sort of comfortable, as much as possible in that confined space 
when Michael stirred and breathed a sleepy little sigh. If I turned my head, I could see 
him lying naked, the sheets only partially covering his strong, sexy body. 

The moon was high in the sky, filtering through the partially open blinds, silvering 
my lover with its glow. He had scooted over to my side of the bed, no doubt to give me 
a better angle of his sexy play. As I watched, his hand moved to his cock, lifting and 
pulling it erect while his other hand slid down to his balls, cupping them. 

I licked my lips as his cock elongated and hardened before my eyes. If only it could 
have been me there, my mouth teasing him to erection, my fingers gently holding that 
sweet sac below and massaging up the shaft in time with my tongue and lips. 

I shifted a little in the cage, feeling the twin phalluses buried inside me and wishing 
fervently it was he. He moaned aloud, his lips parted, his head toward me. I could see 
he was watching me watching him. He was performing for me—a sexy, erotic dance 
that fanned the masochistic flames already lit inside me as a result of being stuffed, 
bound and caged. 

“Oh,” I moaned aloud, an echo of his pleasure. 
“Are you hot, baby?” he murmured, arching up his hips, his delicious cock a blur as 

he pumped his shaft for my unrequited pleasure. 
“Yes,” I whispered back, not daring to ask that he let me join him, though I would 

have given anything at that point to feel his hot member press past my lips. I loved to 
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wrest an orgasm from him, feeling almost dominant when he came, for a moment 
helpless and in my control. It only lasted a moment, that feeling of power, but I savored 
it nonetheless. 

“I’m going to come for you,” Michael announced, and I felt chagrined—cheated. 
I wanted to scream, No! Don’t waste it! Give it to me! Fuck me! But I said nothing. I 

was determined to be a good sub and not protest anything he chose to do, or not do to 
me, no matter the cost. 

Sitting up suddenly, he leaned down, carefully removing the snifter of stale urine—
thank God—and set it carefully on the nightstand. “Take off the blanket. Let me see you 
naked, slut,” he commanded. I obeyed, my eyes on his cock. I could smell his musky, 
spicy scent. He continued to pump his cock until he groaned, his head falling back, the 
tendons in his neck distended. 

Little blobs of his jism spurted toward me, splashing through the wires of the cage 
and landing on my face, my breast, my hip. I didn’t move, not sure what he expected of 
his slave girl. I was deeply aroused by his sexy display and longed to take him in my 
arms, but I only lay still, his ejaculate sliding down my hip toward my sex. 

Michael sighed happily and grinned at me. “Jesus,” he said, “I have my very own 
beautiful slave, locked in a cage by my bed. Is this real?” 

It felt very real to me, in fact, one of my legs had fallen asleep. Slowly I nodded, 
silently willing him to move down and release me. The excitement of being caged was 
fast becoming outweighed by my desire to move, to stretch my limbs, to lie beside my 
lover on my side of the bed. To feel his warm arms wrap around me. 

As if reading my mind, and granting my wish, Michael leaned down and unlocked 
the padlock that kept me prisoner. Pulling open the little door, he quickly released the 
chains that tethered my chastity belt to the sides of the cage. He offered a hand, helping 
me uncurl and crawl out of the confining space. 

Holding out his arms, he enfolded me and leaned back on the bed, wrapping me in 
a warm embrace. “I love you,” he whispered. I snuggled happily against him. No 
matter how intense things got with our D/s games, those three words so sweetly 
uttered by my lover always reminded me I was safe and cherished. I responded in kind, 
waiting for him to undo the chastity belt and let me push out the invading dildos in my 
pussy and bottom. 

He held me close to him, smoothing my hair for a moment. I felt his arms go limp, 
his breathing deepen. The man had fallen asleep again! And yet, there I was, still on 
fire, my pussy and ass stuffed and bound, my libido raging. 

I shifted against him but it only stimulated my clit all the more. A confusion of 
fierce arousal and anger roiled through me as I realized Michael planned to leave me 
like this all night. He was already lost in his own dreams, his bodily needs sated. 

I didn’t think I would ever fall asleep, but I must have dozed because I came awake 
to Michael’s fingers, releasing the chastity belt webbing and gently withdrawing the 
phalluses from my pussy and ass. 

33 



J.W. McKenna & Claire Thompson 

I started to sit up but gently he pushed me back down, pressing my thighs apart as I 
felt his sweet breath against my sex. His tongue slid across my folds making me 
shudder and grab his head. The pleasure arced through me as he kissed and licked my 
labia, sliding up to the clit, which he teased and suckled, moving away just as I neared 
orgasm. 

Over and over he brought me just to the edge with his perfect mouth, whispering 
sweet words of love between hot kisses. My body began to arch and thrust of its own 
accord. I knew I was going to come and I knew if he denied me this time, I would have 
no choice but to again disobey. 

“Please,” I managed to beg, my voice rasping with urgency, “I’m going to come. 
Please, sir, can I come?” 

“Yes, slut, come. Now.” Waves of pleasure surged over me, drowning me in 
sensation. The intensity of our first day together as master and slave had culminated in 
an orgasm more intense than anything I had experienced to date. I believe I must have 
lost consciousness for a moment or two. I came to my senses to find myself enfolded in 
my lover’s arms. 

“You okay, baby?” he whispered. As I nodded against his chest he sighed happily 
and said, “I love you, Lara.” He may have said more, but sleep came with finality to 
claim me. 

When sunlight awoke me, the bed was empty and I heard Michael whistling 
somewhere in the house. In a moment he came in, dressed only in jeans, his sexy torso 
bare but for the blond curls on his broad chest. His hair was wet—he must have 
recently showered. I wondered how I had slept through it all. I am usually the first one 
awake. I guessed the prior day’s wild ride had taken more out of me than I had 
realized. 

I sat up, pulling the sheets over me as he sat next to me, setting down a tray heavy 
with plates of food. He had made French toast, his specialty, along with a bowl of fresh 
strawberries and a pot of hot coffee. 

I smiled, unused to this sort of attention. Perhaps sensing this he said, “Don’t ever 
let anyone tell you Doms don’t do things for their subs. That’s a bunch of crap you see 
online, but it’s ridiculous. If it makes me happy to serve you breakfast, that’s just what 
I’ll do.” 

I nodded, agreeing completely. I had seen many sites and chat rooms where people 
postured, stating that their slaves were never allowed on the furniture, were never 
allowed to come, were always forced to serve their masters on their knees. It was 
fantasy play and I was glad Michael and I agreed it had no place in our loving 
relationship. 

Inhaling the delicious scent of vanilla and cinnamon, mixed with the fresh aroma of 
hot coffee, I realized I was ravenous. But I also realized I badly had to pee. 

Reading my mind as usual, Michael said, “You need to pee?” 
“Yes, sir, please,” I admitted. 
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“Well, I don’t know,” his voice was teasing. Seeing my expression he laughed and 
said, “I’m just teasing, sweetheart. You may empty your bladder but, of course, you 
know you’ll have go outside. 

“Then, since you’ve just reminded me of your status as slave girl, instead of just my 
lover who I was going to serve in bed, you will not eat here in the bedroom in the lap of 
luxury. You will kneel on the kitchen floor and I’ll feed you myself, just like a little 
doggie. Agreed?” 

Michael was acting as if I had a choice. The only real choice was to refuse to submit 
and I didn’t want to do that, not if this was what he wanted. I was definitely nervous 
about the idea of peeing outside, but the pressure on my bladder was turning into an 
ache and I was also quite hungry for the delicious food piled on the tray beside me. 

“Yes, sir,” I said, biting my lower lip and hoping no one was up next door. 
Michael’s house is secluded from most of the houses by hedges and woods, but there is 
a clearing between his house and the neighbor on the right. If that neighbor happened 
to be outside when I went out, he might easily see me if he were turned in that 
direction. 

I stood, casting a wistful glance toward the uneaten French toast. At the same time, 
I knew I shouldn’t eat it—better some grapefruit and a piece of toast. Self-consciously I 
tried to hold in my stomach as I stood naked by the bed. Michael had stood up as well. 
He reached down and cupped my bare mons. 

“You’ll need to shave in the shower later. Every day. Smooth as a baby. I’ll be 
inspecting you, so make sure you take care.” 

He led me out of the bedroom and through the kitchen to the back door. As he 
opened it, I stood back, hugging myself nervously. The sun was high in the sky, lighting 
his backyard like a stage for anyone who happened to be looking. Michael had stepped 
out. The lawn was sloping and green, summer just coming into its own. The pool 
glistened at the end of the yard, as a gentle breeze made dappled ripples on the water. 

Michael turned toward me and said, “Coming, love?” 
Tentatively I followed him. As so often happened when I was in a submissive state, 

the very humiliation that embarrassed me also aroused me, and my pussy felt wet and 
swollen between my legs. 

He pointed to a corner and said, “Go ahead, slut. Piss right there. Squat down and 
lock your hands behind your head while you do it.” 

I hurried over to where he pointed, hunching a little as if that would hide my bare 
body. “Stand tall!” Michael commanded. “I’m proud of your body, you should be too.” 

I straightened a little, trying to feel the pride he claimed. I used to have a lovely 
body—with nice breasts and long shapely legs. I guess I still had those, but I’d 
thickened around the middle and gravity had taken its toll. During the last years of my 
marriage, I had definitely used food for comfort. Now with Michael I was less than my 
best, and I knew it. 
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He pointed again and I squatted, lacing my fingers behind my head, my knees 
spread, my pussy completely exposed. I felt the heat in my face as the stream of urine 
hissed between my legs, splashing up against my ankles. 

I stayed in that position until the stream trickled to a dribble. “Toilet paper?” I 
asked hopefully. 

“Sorry, don’t have any.” He grinned that devilish grin. “Here, I’ll hose you down.” 
To my dismay, Michael took the nearby hose, turned on the spigot and aimed the 
nozzle toward my sex. As the cold water hit me, I leapt up, moving away from the 
spray, but not before I saw a rustle in the bush between Michael’s and the neighbor’s 
house. 

“Michael!” I whispered urgently. “Someone’s there!” 
“Where?” Michael seemed more interested than worried. He peered in the direction 

of the neighbor’s house. “Oh, that’s only George. Good old George. Don’t worry, he’s 
cool. He won’t bother you.” 

An elderly man with a thick head of silver hair was straining toward us, his hand 
on a rake. I pushed my wet body against Michael and he leaned down, kissing the top 
of my head. “I’m so proud of you, sweetie. Your obedience is noted and you’ve earned 
yourself some breakfast. Let’s go inside.” 

Once we reentered the kitchen, Michael began to unzip his jeans. “You looked so 
hot and sexy out there peeing for me. I need you to suck my cock before breakfast.” 

I was happy to comply. 
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Chapter Seven 
Michael 

 
“Come, it’s time for our appointment.” 
“Appointment?” Her hands went to her hair, thinking perhaps I meant at the hair 

salon. 
“No, not that kind of appointment.” I didn’t explain further and she knew better 

than to ask. Her face remained a question mark as I had her get dressed in a blouse and 
floral-print skirt. It wasn’t what I would have preferred, but she didn’t have the type of 
outfits I liked. I knew I would have to remedy that—after our appointment. 

“Don’t bother with underwear. You won’t need it.” 
My words caused her eyes to open wide. She licked her lips but said nothing, her 

expression apprehensive but obedient. She’d come a long way in just two days, I 
noticed. 

We went outside and I could see her erect nipples against the material. It made me 
smile. We got into the car and I waited, watching her until she remembered to lift up 
her skirt and sit bare-assed on the seat. I nodded and started the car. We drove 
downtown. She stared out the window, shrinking a little in her blouse, no doubt feeling 
exposed. 

When we pulled up in front of Tattoo U, Lara sat up straight. “You’re not…!” 
I turned to her. “You’re being very disobedient today! Perhaps you have forgotten 

already? You are mine. If I choose to mark you, that is my right.” 
She stared at me, her lower lip trembling. “Yes, sir.” 
“Just for that, I want you to unbutton the top three buttons.” 
Lara looked down and silently counted as her fingers fumbled with the buttons. 

Her breasts threatened to spill out. 
“That’s not enough. Make it four buttons.” 
Her hands shook, but she obeyed. Now her breasts were clearly visible from the 

right angle. We got out. Lara quickly smoothed down her skirt and, with shoulders 
slightly hunched, walked in ahead of me. 

The door chimed and a beefy, bearded man was at the counter, talking to a couple. 
He wore a Hawaiian shirt and tattoos covered his arms. He saw us and raised his chin 
in greeting. He held up one finger and I nodded back. 

We walked around looking at the display cases. Some contained tattoo designs, 
others jewelry. This wasn’t just a tattoo parlor, but a piercing studio as well. I pointed 
out some belly button rings and nipple rings to Lara. She just nodded nervously. I 
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wasn’t sure if she was more anxious about what would happen to her here or her 
partially open blouse. 

The clerk finished with the couple and they turned, catching sight of Lara’s breasts 
at the same time. The man, a yuppie of about thirty, smiled at once. The woman 
frowned and grabbed his arm, hustling him out the door. 

I watched them go then turned to the man. “I hope we didn’t cost you some 
business.” 

The big man smiled. His teeth were slightly yellow from cigarettes. “Nah. Couples 
like that come in once in a while and look but they never follow through. They just use 
it to get all excited. They’re just fetish tourists.” 

I laughed at the phrase. 
“You must be the fella who called earlier,” he said. “I’m Ben.” 
“Yes.” I eased Lara forward. “And this is Lara.” 
“Glad to meetcha,” he said, shaking her hand, his eyes never leaving her breasts. 
Lara blushed and hunched her shoulders together. I didn’t let her get away with 

it—I grabbed them and pulled back until one of her breasts actually popped free of her 
clothing. “Don’t be shy, dear, say hello.” 

“H-hello.” 
Without missing a beat, Ben reached out and pinched the exposed nipple. “I could 

give you a special rate on nipple rings, if you get them at the same time as the other.” 
Lara squealed and pulled back. 
I smiled and shook my head. I had talked to Ben earlier that morning and set 

everything up. I had encouraged him to take liberties with Lara—I wanted to see her 
reaction. This was just the beginning. 

“Don’t be rude, Lara. You’ll disappoint me.” I reached around and unbuttoned the 
last two buttons as I spoke. I pulled both halves of her blouse free and let them hang. 
Both her breasts were now on display and Ben cupped them in his hands, studying the 
nipples with a practiced air. 

“I’m telling you, they’d be perfect. I’ve got some little gold rings I could show 
you…” 

“Maybe next time. I like the idea though.” 
“Or how about a little tattoo, right here.” He touched the top of her left breast. 

“Like a butterfly? Those are very popular.” 
“If I do that, it would probably be something else, something like, ‘Mac’s Slut’.” 
Ben and I laughed. Lara seemed to shrink down into the floor. I know she had no 

idea what was going to be done to her. The anticipation was sweet for me. 
“All right.” He seemed reluctant to drop her breasts as he turned away. “Follow 

me. We’re all set up.” 

38 



Bird In a Cage 

We went into the back where he paused at an office to ask a tattooed and pierced 
thin young woman if she would watch the counter while he was busy. She nodded, her 
dark hair shiny in the fluorescent lights. “Sure, Ben.” 

Ben led us into a small, clean room, like a doctor’s examining room. In the center 
stood a narrow bench about four feet long, covered in black leather and with a strip of 
white butcher paper running down the center. Two-thirds of the bench was raised up at 
an angle. At the other end, stirrups awaited the next “patient”. 

Lara paled. 
“All right. Just relax,” Ben said. “I’ve done this hundreds of times. I’m fully licensed 

and professional. Just jump up on here.” He went to the sink to wash his hands. 
I chimed in. “Go ahead and take your clothes off first.” I looked over her head and 

winked at Ben. He smiled and nodded back. 
“W-why? What are you going to do to me?” 
I turned her chin around toward me and met her gaze. “Does it really matter?” 
She stared back, saying nothing. 
“Do you want to use your safeword?” 
She thought about that for just a second. “No, sir.” 
I released her chin and waited. Her blouse slipped off. She handed it to me and I 

put it on a nearby chair. The skirt puddled down around her feet. She bent down and 
picked it up and I took it from her. Finally, she kicked off her shoes. Steeling herself, she 
climbed up on the bench seat. The paper crinkled underneath her. I could see her 
shaved pussy and noted with satisfaction she was already wet. 

Ben had her lean back on the board while he fastened her feet in the stirrups. When 
they were secure, he unlocked a set screw and pulled her legs wide apart. She gasped 
and looked at me. It was clear to her now that whatever was going to happen would 
occur between her legs. Her most sensitive and private spot. 

“Michael,” she squeaked. 
“Do you trust me?” 
A slight pause and then, “Yes, sir.” 
Ben got on a stool between her legs and slid in close. He reached out with nicotine-

stained fingers and began fondling her labia. This too I had arranged beforehand. He 
had told me he was required to wear rubber gloves during the procedure, but I had 
wanted him to touch her privates with his bare hands first. I knew it would mortify and 
yet excite Lara. He pulled and tugged the lip on the left side, stretching it out and 
gauging its length. 

“What do you think? About here?” 
I peered over his shoulder, watching his fingers caress her tender flesh. “Yes. About 

one-third of the way back.” 
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“Good.” He went to a cabinet and got out some equipment. It was then he put on 
rubber gloves. Lara seemed to appreciate it. 

Ben came back with some alcohol and a cotton ball and swabbed the left labia. She 
watched as he rubbed both the outside and the inside, her mouth half-open. I knew this 
was making her hot, despite the circumstances. I peeked over his shoulder and noticed 
how engorged her clit was. 

Ben opened a sterile package and took out a swab that was pre-coated in 
something. He rubbed the swab on the lip. “This is a numbing agent. You’ll hardly feel 
a thing.” 

“What are you going to put in there?” 
Ben looked up at me and I shrugged. It was time she knew. “Your boyfriend has 

picked out a small gold ring,” he said. “It’s going to be beautiful.” 
“R-right there?” 
“Yes. Here, I’ll show you.” He took the ring we had selected and held it up for her 

to see. It was about as big around as my little finger, made of eighteen-carat gold. It had 
a cutout at the top and a tongue that slid into place to lock it. 

“It’s very pretty.” 
“You’re getting quite wet though,” Ben added. “I’m going to have to keep the area 

dry during the procedure.” She blushed red but he ignored it. He grabbed some tissues 
and pressed them into her opening. Lara looked away. 

Ben took a small tool and returned to his stool. He pinched her lip with his gloved 
hand and asked, “How’s that? Is it numb?” 

She nodded, closing her eyes. 
I leaned in and watched as he fit the jaws of the tool on both sides of the flesh. He 

looked up at me and I nodded. It was the right spot. 
“Okay,” he told her. “On the count of three… One, two—” he punched the tool “—

three.” 
She gasped and twitched, but otherwise made no protest. Ben removed the tool and 

re-swabbed the area, sopping up the small amount of blood. He took the ring and 
dabbed it with alcohol then slipped the tongue through the newly created hole. When 
he pulled back, Lara gazed at it. 

“It’s beautiful.” She smiled at me for the first time and I felt her fears evaporate. 
Ben rose and took a small soldering iron from the shelf. He plugged it in. 
“I’m not quite done. Your boyfriend asked me to make it permanent.” He placed a 

small pad over her labia. A slit allowed the ring to poke free. 
He sat down with the tool and pressed a button on the side. The tip began to heat 

up at once. In his other hand he held a roll of gold-colored solder. “This may get a little 
warm, but it only lasts a second.” He held the tip to the tiny slot on the ring and heated 
it. In seconds, the solder flowed into it, making it impossible to open the tongue and 
free the ring. 
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“There, you’re all done.” He stood and began cleaning up his equipment. 
Lara just sat there, staring at her new jewelry. Her hand reached out and tentatively 

touched it, moving it back and forth. Her eyes met mine. 
“Thank you, sir,” she whispered. 
I nodded. “You’re welcome.” 
Ben spoke up. “I told Mac here I offer discounts for multiple piercings, but he said 

no. All he wanted was the ring. Oh, and this.” He returned with a tiny bell, about the 
size of her littlest fingernail. He held it up and shook it and it made a tiny, melodious 
sound. 

Lara smiled again and glanced at me. I let Ben clip the bell to the bottom of the ring. 
He freed her feet and helped her down from the bench. As soon as she jumped down, 
the tiny bell rang, alerting everyone to its presence. 

I let Lara get dressed while I went out with Ben to pay the bill. When she came out a 
few minutes later, the little bell announced her arrival. It was muffled a little by her legs 
and her clothes, giving us just a hint of jingle. When she saw both of us looking at her, 
her face turned red. 

“Come on,” I said, “let’s go shopping.” 
“Shopping? Now?” 
“Sure.” 
She followed me out, the bell never stopping. I could see it would get tiresome after 

a while, but for now it was amusing. Fortunately, I could remove it whenever I wanted. 
Even the ring could be removed—cut off, but it was the symbolism of the act of 
soldering it closed, which I was certain was not lost on my lover. 

We drove to the mall and I took her into a fashionable teen clothing store. I selected 
a few simple sundresses with spaghetti straps, low bodices and high hemlines. As we 
took them to the dressing rooms, people would turn, hearing the bell, not sure where it 
came from. Lara appeared to have a sunburn, her face was so flushed. 

I had her try on each sundress and come out to model it for me. One of them was 
very revealing—yellow and sheer, cut so low her nipples almost showed. That was my 
favorite. A blue one that came to mid-thigh was also ideal. We selected some short 
skirts as well—or, I should say, I selected them. Lara thought they were all too short. 
Finally, I had her try on some tank tops in different colors. Her nipples almost drilled 
holes in them. I bought them all. 

We jingle-jangled our way out of the store and started back to the car. 
“Uh, sir?” 
“Yes, my melodious one?” 
“I have to…” 
“Say what you mean at all times,” I reminded her. 
“I have to pee.” 
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“Can’t you wait until we get home?” 
“Uh, I think so, sir. It’s just this ring—and the bell. For some reason, they make me 

have to go.” 
This amused me. It also gave me an idea. I said nothing until we were outside the 

car. I looked around. There was no one near. “Slut.” 
She had been waiting for me to open the door. She turned at my voice. “Yes, sir?” 
“I wouldn’t want you to hurt your bladder. So I’m going to let you pee—right 

now.” 
“What?” She looked around the parking lot. 
“Right there, by the door. Squat down and pee.” 
“But, Michael, I—” 
I cut her off. “I can see that from now on, I’ll have to bring the tit whip with me. I 

bet a few strokes would remind you to obey better.” 
Lara’s mouth came open. She took one last look around and slowly sank out of 

sight on the far side of the car. In a few seconds, I could hear the splashing sound on the 
asphalt. When she stood, I popped the locks and we got in. 

She hesitated before placing her bare ass on the seat. “Sir? I don’t want to ruin your 
seats…” 

“Don’t worry. It’s leather. It will clean up fine.” 
She made a small sound and sat down, moving her skirt up out of the way. She 

turned to me. “My God, I’m aroused!” 
“Good,” I said. 
“Thank you so much for the ring. I can’t say the same about the bell, but I love the 

ring. I can feel it down there, bouncing around.” 
“Yeah, the bell is good in small doses. We’ll take it off when we get home. I’m glad 

you like the ring.” 
“I was afraid you were going to give me a big tattoo or something! I could just see a 

dragon taking up my whole back!” She shivered. 
I shrugged. “Well, maybe later.” Her eyes went wide. 
I held her look before I grinned. “Just kidding.” 
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Chapter Eight 
Lara 

 
“No, I don’t want to.” It slipped out before I could stop myself. Michael wanted me 

to pose for his website, pictures that would show my body, he said, to advantage. Just 
what he planned to do with those pictures he hadn’t shared with me. He said he’d let 
me know when I needed to know. 

I didn’t know what possessed me to protest, considering the increasingly 
outrageous demands he’d placed upon me in the week we’d been subsumed in this D/s 
relationship, none of which I’d resisted. 

Michael understood my hesitation. With uncanny ability he homed right in on my 
greatest insecurity, though he wasn’t cruel about it. 

“Lara, come here.” Michael patted the bed next to his leg. I was standing, naked as 
usual, still not entirely used to that nakedness, still not completely at ease with my 
body. 

“When you promised your submission to me, did you understand that gift includes 
your modesty?” I nodded slowly, wondering where he was going with this. “I know 
you aren’t comfortable with your body. I know you have a somewhat distorted view of 
yourself—that you’re ‘fat’ and therefore unappealing.” 

He leaned over and kissed my nipple, which immediately hardened. Drawing a 
finger down my cheek he said softly, “I think you’re lovely. Perfect. But I’ve been 
thinking. Your discomfort with your body, your hesitance to obey my command 
because of that discomfort, it’s getting in the way of your complete submission. I don’t 
like that.” 

I started to apologize, to promise to do better, but he interrupted me with a finger to 
my lips. “You’re going to do better than that, slave. You’re going to change your body 
and thus your image of it.” He stood up and snapped his fingers. “Starting today, your 
exercise regime begins!” 

He grinned at me as I sat uncertainly. Finally I managed, “Excuse me?” 
“Simple. I’ve got a great exercise room in the basement. Let’s make use of it! I’ll be 

your personal trainer.” He grinned evilly and continued. “You’ve told me in the past 
you’d like to lose a few pounds, and while I already think you look terrific, you’ll feel 
better about yourself, and thus be a better sub for me. And it is about what I want, isn’t 
it, Lara?” 

I smiled at him, finally getting with the program. What a great idea! I bet women 
across the country would lose weight in droves if they had a sexy “trainer” like my 
Michael to spur them along. 
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I wasn’t disappointed. Michael wasted no time escorting me to the basement. He 
led me through a few stretching exercises and then pointed to the exercycle. “Climb 
aboard, my lady.” 

I climbed on, my naked pussy pressed against the leather. The little labia ring was 
mashed against the seat and I had to shift to accommodate it. I like to cycle and was 
secretly excited at the idea I was going to drop the excess pounds and tone up. 

After about twenty minutes I was getting pretty winded and I felt the beginning of 
a sweat under my arms and on the leather seat against my bare skin. Michael had been 
lifting a few weights while I cycled and I enjoyed watching his muscles strain against 
his T-shirt. But now I was getting tired. Did I dare ask to stop? 

Michael set his weights down and was leaning against the wall watching me. I felt a 
bead of sweat trickle between my breasts and suddenly I was very thirsty. 

“Sir?” I finally ventured. 
“What, slut?” 
“Um, I’m getting a little tired.” 
“Good. That’s when the fat begins to burn. Keep at it.” 
I bit back a sigh and kept peddling. Maybe this wasn’t going to be as fun as I had 

thought. Another ten minutes passed and my muscles felt like rubber. I started to slow, 
unable to keep up the pace. 

“I didn’t tell you to slow down.” 
“I’m sorry. I can’t do this,” I puffed. “I’m too tired.” 
“Hmm,” he said, pretending to ponder, tapping his chin with an exaggerated 

gesture and squinting up at the ceiling. “I can see you aren’t in very good shape. I guess 
I’ll have to make you a deal. You’re going to have to accept punishment for every 
minute I think you’re slacking off. Deal?” 

I nodded, seriously thirsty now and desperate to get off the bike. Michael said, “I 
was hoping for a good forty-five minutes your first time out. So you’re,” he glanced at 
his watch, “fifteen minutes shy.” 

As I climbed shakily off the bike, I wiped the sweat off my brow with the back of 
my hand. “I’m thirsty, sir,” I whispered. 

“Well, I wouldn’t want you thirsty, certainly not. You can take a drink. Wait here 
and I’ll get it for you.” I stood waiting, my heart slowing to normal but my legs still 
burning from the unfamiliar usage. 

He came back quickly with a bottle of water and a thick terrycloth hand towel. I 
wiped my face gratefully as he handed me the water. “Take a long drink, darlin’. I’m 
not done with you.” He smiled, the curve of his lip at once cruel and sensual. I tipped 
the bottle back, drinking over half of it in one cold, delicious gulp. 

I poured a bit of the water between my breasts, letting it mingle with the sweat 
there as I finished off the bottle. Absorbed in my refreshment, I hadn’t noticed Michael 
moving around behind me. 
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Suddenly, smack! I stumbled forward, the sharp sting of a crop against my bare ass 
startling me. “Payback time, babe. Grab your ankles and stay still. Take what’s coming 
to you.” 

Over and over he smacked my ass, the heat in my skin matched by the rising lust in 
my sex. As that perfect, hot square of leather made contact repeatedly with now tender 
flesh, I forgot my fatigue, panting with each blow as I struggled to keep my balance 
while bent with hands slippery with sweat grasping my ankles. 

Finally fifteen minutes must have passed, and the punishment was over. Michael 
dropped the crop and moved his body against mine from behind, reaching down to cup 
my breasts as he leaned into me. Gently he pushed me to the ground, rolling me onto 
my back on the nappy carpet. The sweat was drying on my body, cooling and finally 
almost chilling me. 

After quickly stripping off his T-shirt and shorts, Michael lay next to me naked. 
Lifting himself, he slid his body over mine. He kissed my mouth and I kissed him back, 
eager for him as always. Slowly he moved his head down, stopping at my nipples. I 
moaned with pleasure as he licked and suckled then drew in my breath as he lightly bit 
the tender, erect nubbins. 

He bit harder and my pussy responded, warming and growing even wetter. I was 
breathing hard, my chest rising. Again he slid lower, spreading my thighs. When his 
tongue touched my clit a thrill of pleasure coursed through me, my nerve endings on 
fire. 

With his teeth he gently pulled the little golden ring, tugging at my labia. I shifted a 
little to ease the pressure—the piercing wasn’t completely healed and was still a little 
sore. 

“Don’t move,” he murmured, his teeth still lightly pulling at the ring. 
“I’m sorry, sir. I’m tender there.” He released the ring at once and I felt his tongue, 

velvet sweet, sliding along my folds, teasing in circles that moved closer and closer to 
my swollen clit. 

Unable to control myself, I lifted my hips, shifting to try and catch his tongue 
against my most sensitive spot. I moaned with need. “Please,” I begged, “please…” My 
own pleading was interrupted by my sighs and gasps of pleasure as his tongue moved 
squarely over my clit, licking me in long, smooth lines of electrically charged perfection. 

It didn’t take long before I was riding a fierce wave of pleasure, crashing headlong 
into a serious orgasm. “Please,” again I begged, “I’m going to, can I, please, oh, oh, 
oh…” 

“Yes,” he whispered against my sex. “Yes, my darling, beautiful, perfect girl, come 
for me!” 

I did, his name rolling from my tongue in a litany of passion, the world obliterated 
in that one perfect moment. 
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Chapter Nine 
Michael 

 
Some men are born Dom, I guess. They spring fully grown with an innate 

understanding of what it takes to completely control and own their sub. Others, like me, 
have to stumble forward, not always perfect, not always making the right or best 
decision. 

Sometimes I found myself second-guessing. Had I crossed the line by not getting 
her permission before deciding to have her labia pierced? She hadn’t protested and now 
did seem genuinely delighted with the little gold ring at her sex, but had I done the 
right thing as a Dom? 

Was it too harsh to make her pee in the parking lot? Was I debasing her to the 
degree that I was treating her as less than human? Did she want that? Did I? 

I liked the idea of making her a vessel, a sex object, open to my desires. And she 
claimed to want to be that for me—as long as it conformed in a general way to that 
inner voice she’d been hearing all her life. I wanted to take her farther than we’d been 
so far but I found myself tentative, second-guessing my own instincts. I realized as I 
pondered my own confusion that I didn’t want to disappoint her or make her think this 
was all just a game we were playing. 

If I made her submission oppressive or dangerous, she would lose the fledgling 
trust she now had in me. How could she open herself when she might be worried I’d go 
too far? She had to feel safe, even when she was being punished or made to do things 
that embarrassed or frightened her. Along with the thrill of control goes the 
responsibility of maintaining boundaries. 

Was I ready to be her Dom? 
I had discussed these ideas at some length with other people into the lifestyle 

online. One man said to me he didn’t care what his sub thought, as long as she obeyed. 
If she didn’t, he would punish her. Period. He did not allow her to share her feelings or 
express her fears. 

This, to me, was counterintuitive. He was training his sub to fear, not to trust. I 
decided the guy was more of a bully than a loving Dom and I stopped talking to him, 
hoping the nonsense he was spouting was his own fantasy and no real woman existed 
who was subject to his abuse. 

With Lara it was about submission, but more importantly it was about love. I 
wanted her to know—deep down—that her body and heart were in tune with mine. 
That when she felt herself moving beyond a safe place, I would be there, listening to her 
body, connected to her, keeping her grounded. I knew this would do more to draw her 
to me than any display of power. 
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After her first exercise and our bout of lovemaking on the floor, I left my spent 
darling to nap a little, covering her with a light throw blanket so she wouldn’t get 
chilled. 

When she awoke some twenty minutes later, she looked a little dazed, as if she 
didn’t remember how she’d come to be lying naked on the floor of the exercise room. 
When she saw me, she smiled and shook her head a little to clear the sleep from it. 

“Hi there,” I said. “Have a nice nap?” 
“Oh, wow. I didn’t even know I fell asleep. Must be all that exercise.” 
“That or that huge orgasm you had,” I laughed. “You passed out cold at the end of 

it!” 
Lara giggled, a slight blush rising in her cheeks. She ducked her head, looking up at 

me through long lashes. Then she said, “Um. I have to pee.” 
“No problem. Let’s go out back. I have a little area all staked off for you. Weather’s 

fine.” 
She stood uncertainly, a pleading look in her eyes. “What?” I said, feigning 

incomprehension. “Still got a problem with peeing outside? Come, come, little girl. 
You’re trained better than that at this point.” 

“Yes, sir,” she whispered, following me to the kitchen. As we approached the back 
door, she wrapped her arms protectively around her breasts. Suddenly she blurted out, 
“Michael, I can’t do this. I saw your neighbor out there earlier. I don’t want anyone 
seeing my body! I mean, I know you say you love it and all, but you know, maybe if we 
could wait a while, say ‘til after a month of rigorous exercise. I think I’m already getting 
in better shape but—” 

Her words had been coming faster and faster as we neared the back door. “Slave,” I 
said. “Stop. Now.” She was bit her lower lip but quieted. More gently, I said, 
“Sweetheart, I see you’re still nervous about showing off your body. And I realize it will 
take time to get you into the shape you feel is required. But I want you to get over it, no 
matter how fat you think you look.” 

I stepped close, pinching a nipple to get her full attention. “If I say you look good, 
then you look good. Do you understand?” She nodded. “You can think what you like, 
but you’ll keep it to yourself. I think you’re perfectly lovely. Beyond hot.” Again, she 
nodded, but her eyes betrayed her. 

“Very well. I can see you need a little training in that area.” 
Lara glanced nervously out the window as I found some cotton rope in a drawer 

and returned to her. “Come with me.” I stepped out the door, not looking to see if she 
followed. This would be a test on more levels than one. 

I walked her to her own spot in the backyard, a patch of lawn marked by four 
stakes. I waited while she squatted and peed, her neck and upper chest flushed. She 
avoided looking over at George’s house, apparently fearful he might be watching. I said 
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nothing, merely tapping the coiled rope against my thigh while I waited for her to 
finish. 

When she was done, I sprayed her loins with the hose, but just briefly—I didn’t 
want to wash away her sexual heat. “Come on,” I said, and walked up onto the deck 
that covers most of the back of the house. I heard her follow along behind and I allowed 
myself a tiny sigh of relief. Whatever her fears, she trusted me enough to follow. We 
were moving closer to my neighbor George’s property. I paused at one post holding up 
the pergola and stopped, mentally measuring the sight lines. I moved to another one 
and saw it was better, for I could see his deck through the trees. I pulled Lara over by 
her arms and pressed her back against the post. 

“Michael!” 
“Shh. Where is my brave slave girl, willing to suffer anything if it pleases her 

master?” Her mouth snapped shut. I proceeded to tie her wrists behind the post. I let 
the end of the rope fall to the ground and squatted down. I pulled each leg to the side of 
the post, exposing her pussy, and tied her ankles, making sure she had enough slack to 
shift position a little. She looked so hot, her nipples erect, her face and neck flushed 
with embarrassment. I slid a finger along the exposed cleft of her pussy, smiling as I 
lifted a finger wet with her juices. Whatever her shame at being tied naked to a post, her 
nipples and wet cunt told a different tale. 

“Beautiful girl. There you are, bound like some true slave girl, awaiting her fate. It 
pleases me to expose you like this. That should be enough for you.” I kissed her 
forehead and walked away, leaving her there. She made a noise in her throat, like she 
was thinking of calling me back, of begging me not to leave her like that but I ignored 
her and she didn’t let a word slip from her lips. I went back inside. 

Humming a little tune, I moved to the bedroom, where two windows, east and 
north, would allow me to see both George’s house and Lara at the same time. The sun 
was high in the sky, making the inside of the house dark so she couldn’t see me. 

It didn’t take George long. He came out on the deck to water his plants and 
suddenly his head whipped around and he stared. I turned to look out the other 
window and I could see Lara squirming there, trying to cover herself up with her 
shoulders and knees. It was amusing to watch. A red blush now spread from her tits up 
to her cheeks. 

I looked back and saw George still staring, his hand now on top of his head. His 
water pitcher slumped in his left hand, spilling its contents on the deck and his shoes. 
He paid it no attention. 

His head swiveled around and I could picture him trying to find me. Perhaps he 
worried we had been attacked by burglars so I decided I had better intervene before he 
called the cops. I raised the window and waved at him. He just stared back, not 
comprehending the situation. I held up one finger to delay him then closed the window 
and made my way to the front door. 
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It took me a couple of minutes to reach him. I stood below him on his side lawn and 
smiled up in a neighborly sort of way. 

“What the hell is going on?” he sputtered before I could speak. 
“Oh, my girlfriend Lara and I are playing a little game. She was telling me how she 

thinks she’s gotten fat lately, even though I always assure her of how good she looks. 
Finally I got tired of her attitude, so I tied her up out there so you could help us decide.” 
His eyes had fairly popped out of his head at my explanation. I finished it by saying, 
“So what do you think, George? Is she too fat?” 

George’s mouth worked. His eyes were shiny behind his black-framed glasses. “Oh, 
my, no!” he finally managed. “She’s, uh, very pretty! Very pretty!” His eyes were now 
firmly locked on the naked girl on my deck. He looked relieved. “My goodness! I’m 
glad it’s just that! I was afraid something was wrong over there!” He had finally noticed 
the empty watering can and the puddle by his feet. Sheepishly he put the can down. 

“No, no. It’s nothing like that,” I assured him. “Sometimes, a man just has to put his 
foot down, you know? A guy gets tired of hearing his woman run herself down.” 

George’s head went up and down. “Yes, I can see that. Boy, I wish I could’ve done 
that with Edna a time or two and gotten away with it! She would’ve knocked my block 
off, rest her soul!” 

“Yes, Lara and I have a rather unique relationship. She does what I tell her to, for 
the most part. But sometimes I have to take drastic measures to make her see the light.” 

“I’ll bet she sees it now!” He paused and looked puzzled. “But wait. She doesn’t 
know I think she looks great! She’s probably feeling bad about herself, thinking we’re 
talking about how ‘fat’ she is or something.” 

Sneaky bastard. I grinned and nodded, feeling devilish. “You know, you’re right. 
Why don’t you come over and explain to her yourself how you think she looks?” 

He looked at once eager and uncertain. Self-consciously his hand tugged at his belt, 
trying to adjust the erection beneath his baggy pants. “You, uh, think I should do that?” 

“Sure. It would really help her body image. You’d be doing her a favor, really.” 
He flashed a big grin. “Well, okay then!” He came down off the deck and we 

walked back through the trees toward my backyard. I could see Lara squirming more 
the closer we approached. It was as if she were willing her hands and feet to be freed. 

We climbed up onto the deck. Lara turned her head away in shame. “Michael, how 
could you!” she whined. 

“I was just telling George here how you think you look a little too fat and how I’ve 
been trying to convince you how good you look to me. He’s agreed to give us a third 
opinion.” 

“Honey, I think you look wonderful,” he said. “Truly. Why, Edna never looked as 
good as you on our wedding day and I thought she was the prettiest gal in the county!” 

Lara wouldn’t look at him. 
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“Lara, you’re being rude to our guest.” My voice had some steel in it. She 
immediately looked up at him and blushed anew. 

George’s eyes raked her body like a physical assault as he licked his thick, rubbery 
lips. “I mean it,” he said, his mouth open, breathing shallowly. “You look great.” 

I went to Lara and began stroking her hips. “She’s worried about her hips. Come 
here and feel—do you think they’re too wide?” 

The older man tore his gaze from her and locked eyes with me. “You…you want 
me to touch her?” 

“Yes. I think it would help you decide.” 
He stepped forward, his hand reaching out. He stopped before he reached her 

smooth skin. “Is—is that all right with you, little lady?” 
“Of course it’s all right,” I interjected, before Lara could speak. Slowly she nodded, 

her face on mine, not his. 
George’s fingers lightly stroked her left hip. Lara shivered under his touch. “She’s 

all smooth…” he said softly. I knew he meant more than her skin. 
“Oh, you mean this?” I ran my fingers over Lara’s bare mound. “Yes. She likes to 

keep it neat. It pleases me to have her so completely exposed.” 
George looked up sharply, and then shook his head slowly in evident wonderment. 

“Boy, times sure have changed.” 
“You mean Edna never shaved for you?” 
By his expression, I could see I had gone too far. Perhaps the memory of his 

deceased wife was too much to bear. 
“Uh. No,” he said shortly. Still he was reluctant to leave Lara, his eyes moving up 

and down her perfect body, spittle now gleaming in one corner of his mouth. 
I let the issue drop. “Lara also thinks her breasts are too small. What do you think?” 
“Oh, they’re perfect.” His hand went up and stopped, just inches away. 
“Go ahead. You don’t mind, do you, Lara?” 
It took her a second to answer. “N-no. Go ahead, G-George.” 
His fingers brushed the breast that had been solely mine to control since she had 

left Charlie. It gave me a perverse pleasure to give Lara’s body to another man, even in 
this small way. Glancing down, I now clearly saw the bulge in George’s pants. Good for 
him, over seventy and he was still able to get it up. I could see from her eyes Lara had 
seen it too. I’m sure she wondered if I was going to allow him to fuck her. 

Suddenly George got skittish. He stepped back, his hands again protectively in 
front of his crotch. “Well, I’d better get back to my watering.” He nodded at Lara. “You 
really look nice. Really.” He almost scurried down the steps and across the lawn into 
the trees. 

I couldn’t help but grin widely. Lara just stared at me, her body visibly shaking. I 
reached in and ran my fingers along her slit. She was sopping wet. 
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“If I didn’t know better,” I teased, “I’d say this turned you on.” 
“Jesus, Michael! I’ve never been so embarrassed in my life! How could you?” 
I slapped a breast sharply and she gasped. Softly I said, “You keep forgetting, don’t 

you? This body belongs to me. I can do with it what I will. If I want you to pose naked 
along the road, you’ll do it. If I want you to fuck that old man, you’ll do it. If I want you 
to go out and pick up a girl for me to fuck, you’ll do it.” 

Her eyes were wide. For the first time, I think she truly understood what it would 
be like to be my submissive. It was delicious, watching the wheels go around in her 
head. She seemed to be wrestling with two sides of her personality. Then a calmness 
seemed to come over her features and I knew she had opened up a little more, learned 
to give me a bit more control. 

“Yes, sir,” she whispered, and then, “thank you, sir.” 
Lesson clearly learned, I untied Lara and took her into the house. She came along 

easily, almost floating. She no longer looked around to see if anyone was staring at her. 
She was grace personified. 
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Chapter Ten 
Lara 

 
I was having a drink with Amy Dalton, an old friend at the magazine where I’d just 

sold the idea for a follow-up on a series of articles I’d written five years before. Amy 
was one of those high-power women, the kind who buy three thousand dollar designer 
suits and seven hundred dollar shoes. She’d been the subject of one of my articles and 
now I was going to do follow-up interview on “where she was now”. 

I’d been pleased when she’d invited me for the drink—she usually didn’t have the 
time to socialize, always on the go, her eye on the bottom line, the next deal and her 
own brilliant rise to success. Amy was in her early thirties, with expertly highlighted 
blonde hair and the kind of makeup that makes it seem like you aren’t wearing any but 
takes an hour to apply. 

We’d both had two margaritas, which is one more than I should have had and still 
remain in complete control of my faculties. I was feeling pretty good and perhaps a 
little too relaxed. 

My life with Michael had taken me places I had never dreamed possible. I felt alive 
and confident—as if I had a special secret that gave me special powers. Which I did, of 
course. As we moved farther and farther into this submissive exploration, I found I 
adored being “owned” by a man who was not afraid to use me as he saw fit. When I 
wasn’t with him, he was constantly in my mind as I relived scene after scene of his 
perfect tortures and erotic humiliations, coupled with his delicious attentions and 
sweetness. 

I had just slipped into a lovely daydream when I noticed Amy staring at me. 
Laughing she said, “Man, your margarita must have something in it mine doesn’t! I 
want one of those!” 

I felt the warmth in my cheeks as I laughed and said lamely, “I guess I’m just in 
love.” 

She nodded knowingly and then sighed. I had confided in Amy about my failed 
marriage and about the new love in my life, though I’d left out some rather large details 
like the precise nature of our D/s relationship. 

She said, “I don’t think I know what love is, to tell you the truth.” I was surprised. 
Though Amy loved to hear all about my personal life, she was very guarded when it 
came to her own, rarely saying anything that might show her in a vulnerable light. 

I took a sip of my drink and Amy gestured toward the waitress, holding up two 
fingers and pointing at our glasses. “Oh, I don’t really think I should—” I began, but 
she shushed me. 
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“Oh, relax. It’s Friday. You don’t have anywhere you have to hurry to, do you?” I 
looked at my watch. It was a little after six o’clock. Michael had driven me to the 
magazine offices in the city and had left me while he took care of some of his own 
business. He had been planning to pick me up at about five o’clock, but Amy’s 
invitation had changed that. 

Amy was by then a vice president at the magazine, someone I wouldn’t normally 
have had much to do with, as she was on the business side of the operation. We’d met 
five years before, however, when I did a series of articles about the glass ceiling that still 
exists in the business world and the theory that women still have a hard time getting 
past it to the elite stratosphere of top management. 

My editor had first suggested Amy would be a good candidate for my series, as 
she’d risen quickly through the ranks, armed with an MBA from Wharton. She’d been 
eager to talk to me back then, no doubt planning to use the interview for her own 
political benefit within the firm. 

We’d hit it off for some reason. I admired her high-powered prestige image and 
maybe she admired my ability to make it on my own as a journalist, without the safety 
net of a mega-millions corporation under me. Beyond that, we just clicked somehow. 
She had a very wry sense of humor and didn’t take herself too seriously. We’d 
maintained a friendly and sometimes intimate email relationship over the years, 
occasionally meeting for lunch or drinks when I was in town. 

She was always insanely busy and that evening I’d planned to meet with her during 
business hours. I hadn’t expected the impromptu invitation for a drink after work. Still, 
a journalist needs to be flexible, so I’d said sure, hoping this sudden change in plans 
wouldn’t inconvenience Michael. 

When I’d called him on my cell phone he’d been very accommodating. “Give me a 
call when you’re ready, sweetheart. I’ll just stay at the offices until I hear from you.” 
Michael did consulting for an investment bank and pretty much set his own hours. 

As the waitress set two fresh, frozen lime margaritas before us Amy leaned 
forward, a perfectly manicured finger lightly touching the top of my hand. “I’m glad we 
got the chance to meet in person today, Lara. We hardly ever see each other anymore, 
you know?” She looked into my eyes in a way that made me shift and look away a little. 
What was going on? There was something different about Amy tonight, though I 
couldn’t yet put my finger on it. Something seemed to sizzle in the air between us. 

If I hadn’t known better, I would have thought she was flirting with me! I decided I 
must have been imagining it—the alcohol was affecting my reasoning. 

Ignoring the sexual vibes I figured I must be imagining, I said, “Thanks for your 
input for this follow-up article I’m doing. Obviously no glass ceilings have held you 
back!” I laughed a little too loudly and realized I was drunker than I thought, the 
tequila now zipping through my bloodstream. Trying to sound more sober than I was, I 
added, “I’m trying to get interviews arranged at a number of the Fortune 100 companies 
here in the city. I really appreciate your taking the time, Amy.” 
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“Oh sure, you kidding? I got great publicity from the last one! Was probably good 
for at least two promotions.” She laughed and continued. “Oh, and I loved that last 
thing you wrote for Newsweek. Very insightful.” The nature of my work is such that I 
offer it out there but never really know if it’s reaching anyone—if I’m making a 
difference. The positive feedback felt good and I smiled broadly, thanking her. 

“It’s funny,” she went on, again touching my hand with those long, smooth fingers. 
“Thinking back to when we first met, back then when I heard what your topic was, I 
had this image of you—I don’t know. Iron-gray hair, no makeup, a little dumpy, you 
know, a feminist.” She said the word as if it were an epithet. 

I laughed. She continued. “Of course I was surprised when we did meet and I 
found you were young and lovely.” My cheeks felt warm at this comment but maybe it 
was only the tequila. She sat back and looked at me appraisingly. She narrowed her 
eyes and pursed her lips as if sizing me up. 

“Something’s different now, Lara. Something about you is, I don’t know, changed. 
It’s almost like—” she touched my hand again, this time exerting a little pressure with 
her fingers “—you’ve come alive somehow. You seem more intense and yet at the same 
time more serene.” 

She could see all that just from having a drink with me? Did I radiate some kind of 
submissive signals she was picking up on? Did I dare tell her the true nature of my 
budding relationship with Michael? Her fingers traced a line over my hand and I pulled 
it away, confused at the rising warmth of desire I felt from her touch. 

She drew her hand back and sat up, crossing her slim legs so her narrow skirt slid 
high up on her thigh. I saw the top of a stocking and the black satin garter that held it in 
place. I myself was wearing stockings and garters as this pleased Michael. No panties 
covered my smooth, shaven sex, which was suddenly feeling a little moist, despite my 
confusion. 

“So you’re in love, huh. Tell me more about your wonderful boy. Not the stuff 
you’ve already shared in emails about how sensitive and terrific he is. The real stuff. 
What makes you crazy in love.” Her tone was light but she raked me with those brown 
eyes and her little pink tongue slid over her full lower lip. 

“Well, you know his name is Michael.” I couldn’t help but smile as I said his name. 
“As you know from our emails, we were friends first, but we only recently moved into 
together. He’s my—” I almost said master, and realized I must be drunker than I 
thought. I became flustered, suddenly aware I wanted to share that secret with her, with 
someone. 

I found I wanted to let someone know that I lived to serve the man of my dreams. 
That my pussy was pierced with a permanent gold ring as a mark of ownership, that it 
was always kept shaved bare because that pleased him. Would she understand if I 
confided my willingness, even my desire, to sleep in a cage, bound and gagged at his 
feet, if he wanted me there? 
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My cell phone rang and I reached in my bag to find it, my fingers brushing the 
pictures Michael had me keep of my whipped ass as a reminder of my place when apart 
from him. I had a sudden impulse to pull them out and show Amy but, of course, I did 
no such thing. 

“Lara? Hi, baby. I’m done quicker than I thought. I was wondering, would you like 
me to join you or shall I wait for you to call when you’re ready?” Just his voice made me 
sigh with pleasure. Amy was watching me with an amused look on her face. 

“Hold on, I’ll check, sir.” I bit my lip, blushing as I realized how I’d just addressed 
my lover in front of Amy. Hoping she wouldn’t notice, I covered the receiver and said, 
“It’s my boyfriend. He’s done with his work and wanted to know if he could join us? 
Would you like to meet him or should we do a little work and I’ll call him later?” 

Amy smiled. “No, tell him to come. This third drink definitely rules out work! God 
knows what I’d end up telling you about the magazine. Probably put us out of 
business!” She laughed lightly and added, “Anyway, I want to meet this man you call 
‘sir’ who makes you go all dreamy-faced in the middle of a conversation.” 

I blushed hotly but said into the phone, “Come along and meet us, Michael. We’re 
in the lobby of the Fairport, at the bar. There’s valet parking.” 

“Amy,” I began, my head muddled with alcohol but feeling I owed her an 
explanation. “About the ‘sir’ thing, it’s just a joke between us. We—” 

“Stop,” she actually reached out and touched my lips with her finger. “Hush, little 
girl. I think I understand without lots of explanation. When you said ‘sir’ it all clicked 
into place at last. You’ve got that look about you. I know what you are. I know you 
belong to him. He owns you, in a lovely and romantic but very real sense. I can tell, so 
don’t bother denying it.” 

That’s just what I had started to do, reflexively, but she stopped me again with a 
shake of her head. “Hush. Stop it. Listen, if this makes you more comfortable, Lara, I’ll 
tell you how I know—I’m a Domme. I can smell a sub. I have a skill that way. You’d be 
amazed at how many submissive men work in magazine publishing! Between us,” she 
leaned forward, “I’ve been able to capitalize on that knowledge no end. I didn’t get 
where I am just by the sweat of my brow!” 

She winked and I couldn’t help but laugh. I did feel more relaxed now, as she’d 
calmly and easily admitted a secret about herself that was potentially dangerous, given 
she was talking to a reporter. If she could trust me like that… 

She went on, “I’ll tell you what I think, little girl. I think you’re a sub and he’s a 
Dom and he owns you.” She paused, looking pleased with herself, her carefully 
plucked eyebrow cocked. “Am I right?” 

“Jesus!” I said louder than I’d meant. I gulped and looked around sheepishly but no 
one in the crowded, noisy bar was paying attention. “How could you possibly 
know…?” I clamped my mouth shut, aware I had just confirmed her suspicions. 

She laughed delightedly. “I knew it!” Then leaning over she whispered, “It’s okay, 
baby. Your secret is safe with me. You’re in excellent company.” 
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I didn’t know what to say. I reached for a chip and stuck it in the bowl of salsa, 
trying to process what had just happened. Amy leaned back and added, “I like girls, 
you know. But you’ve known that for a while, haven’t you?” 

As she said it, I realized of course I did. Her signals and cues the whole time we’d 
been together had been loud and clear, if one was in tune to them. I didn’t consider 
myself bisexual—at least, I’d never been with another woman. But I did recognize and 
appreciate feminine beauty, and the fact she’d just informed me she was dominant was 
very arousing to me, pushing my sub button, I suppose. 

“Do you like girls?” she asked softly, leaning so close I could smell her expensive 
perfume. 

“I, uh, I don’t really know,” I said, feeling much younger than this confident thirty-
something dominatrix, though in fact we were close in age. 

She seemed to accept my response without pushing me, which I appreciated. We 
sipped our drinks and people-watched for a few minutes. “Call Michael,” she said 
suddenly. 

“Excuse me?” 
“Call Michael back and tell him you’ve admitted you’re a sub to me, and that I’m 

very curious to know more. Let him know what he’s walking into. He’d want that, 
don’t you think? And address him properly.” There was a steely certainty to her tone 
that brooked no disagreement. I could see how she’d risen so high so fast at the 
magazine. 

All that aside, I agreed Michael probably would want to know Amy had guessed 
my nature. He could certainly hold his own, no matter what direction a conversation 
went, but he probably would appreciate knowing the strange circumstance he was 
walking into. 

I flipped open my phone and turned aside, speaking quietly when we connected. I 
wasn’t sure what to say, stumbling a little on my words. “Um, Michael?” I glanced 
sidelong at Amy who was smiling triumphantly. “Um, I wanted to let you know I’ve 
had a bit to drink, and, um, well, I kind of let it slip to Amy that I’m your sub. I mean, 
she kind of guessed and well, um, she wanted me to let you know.” 

“What?” As I started to repeat myself he interrupted. “No, I heard you the first 
time. I must say I’m surprised, Lara. I would have thought you’d have more 
discretion.” 

I tried to explain, rushing over my words. “I didn’t say anything, really. She kind 
of, well, she guessed. She says—” I lowered my voice, turning completely away from 
Amy “—she says I have this ‘look’ about me now. She says she could tell I was sub. She 
told me she’s a Domme! She wanted you to know so you wouldn’t be surprised when 
you got here. Also, she’s, um, she likes girls.” I was whispering now, feeling about five 
years old, and at the same time extremely aroused. 
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Michael was quiet a moment. Then he said, “Well, I’m here. I’m at the hotel. I’ll see 
you in a moment.” He broke the connection with a click and I sat feeling a little sick. I 
hadn’t gotten a good read on his reaction. 

As he walked toward us, I couldn’t help but smile. I loved the way he moved, like a 
panther with an easy sway to his hips. He was dressed in his “investment banker” 
clothes, a fine, tailored suit and hand-sewn silk tie. His normally unruly dark blond hair 
was brushed back, his eyes almost emerald green in the half-light of the bar. 

Amy seemed to approve as well, murmuring, “Ah, Mr. G.Q. has arrived. Or should 
I say Master G.Q.?” 

I laughed and demurred, “Oh, he doesn’t usually dress like that. He’s more of a 
jeans and T-shirt kind of guy. But you know these big-city power brokers. They like 
someone to look the part, to play it up.” I stopped, suddenly aware she was the flip 
image of his male power-broker persona, in her expensive suit and impossible shoes. 

She only laughed and agreed. “Don’t I know it. I rather favor jeans myself, though I 
must say I love the feel of leather.” She caressed the last word, letting her hand touch 
her own breast so I suddenly imagined her clad in soft black leather, her cleavage 
showing to advantage. 

Michael approached us and I stood, letting him take me in his arms. He kissed me 
on the lips, just long enough to make me want more. Turning toward Amy, he extended 
a hand. “I’m Michael McMillan. A pleasure.” 

Amy shook his hand, not rising from her chair, but tilting her face up in a wide 
smile, tossing that perfect blonde hair from her face like a model. “You’re as gorgeous 
as she said you were,” she said smoothly. 

Michael glanced at me and back at her, perhaps assessing how to play this game. 
“She was behaving herself, I take it,” he said with a grin, putting his arm around my 
shoulder as we sat down. 

“Oh, I don’t know. I think she was rather a bad girl,” Amy bantered, her eyes 
flashing toward me. “She was leading me on. Making the moves, as it were. I think she 
definitely needs to be punished.” 

“Amy!” I sputtered. “I never—” 
“Shh, it’s okay, Lara. I know she’s kidding around. I know you’d never do that.” 

Michael kissed the top of my head. He signaled as a waiter walked by and asked for a 
gin and tonic with extra lime. 

The two of them exchanged small talk for a few minutes, establishing their 
professional turf, just like any business people in Manhattan, hoping to impress one 
another. Just below the banter there was a definite sexual subtext that fell over the three 
of us like a net. It was understood somehow that I was to remain silent. This was 
between them now and I had no say. This suited my submissive mood perfectly as I 
watched the two of them parry. 

Finally Michael said, “So you’re apparently quite a bit more than meets the eye, am 
I right? Just what are your intentions, young lady, regarding my little slave girl here?” 

57 



J.W. McKenna & Claire Thompson 

Amy leaned forward confidentially, her long blonde hair falling forward in a 
curtain of gold. “I’ll tell you, Michael. This girl is hot. She strikes me as someone just 
waiting to be used. So ripe she’s going to burst.” I bristled, offended, though I wasn’t 
even entirely sure what she was saying. Michael squeezed my shoulder as she 
continued. “Wouldn’t it be fun, Michael, to explore just how submissive your lover 
really is? I’d be delighted to help in the exploration. I have a townhouse not six blocks 
from here. Open invitation, if you’re up for it.” 

I felt like an object—a sex object—being discussed by these two people. I felt like I 
was two years old! At the same time I felt like I would come if Michael so much as 
touched my nipple—I was that aroused. This gorgeous woman and my dominant lover 
were discussing me like some high-class call girl, deciding if and when I should be 
used. I waited as Michael considered, not sure until he said it what I myself wanted. 

“Waiter,” Michael said, “the check please.” 
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Chapter Eleven 
Michael 

 
Amy’s townhouse was about as I expected—lavish, perfectly decorated and with a 

great view. It was an older brownstone, but had recently been remodeled. She led us to 
the living room where Lara and I stood admiring the night lights and the dark corner 
that was Central Park. Amy may not have had a Fifth Avenue address, but you could 
see one from there. 

As I stared out, I wondered just how far I would allow this evening to go. I could 
tell Amy had big designs on my girl and I wasn’t sure how I felt about that. Two Doms 
can be a volatile mix. I would have to establish the pecking order here. Lara was my sub 
and I didn’t want her training to be sidetracked because of Amy’s agenda. 

Rather than try and set the ground rules up front, I decided I would exert my 
authority whenever I disagreed with a command Amy had given or a punishment 
administered. If she backed down, everything would be fine. If she didn’t, I’d simply 
collect Lara and leave. Of course, a darker alternative flitted through my head. Just how 
“domme” was this Domme? Would she have a secret submissive side? 

“Please, make yourselves at home. The bar’s over there. Make me a martini, will 
you? I’m going to change into something more comfortable.” She exaggerated the last 
phrase like a movie star from the Forties. We laughed and it helped ease the tension of 
the moment. I went to the bar and fixed drinks. I found myself making Amy’s drink like 
a servant and wondered if she was exerting her influence on me already. Or maybe I 
was being an oversensitive jerk and should just make the damn drink and not read 
anything into it. 

Lara turned to me. “Are you okay with this, sir?” 
“Sure,” I said easily, trying to hide my own nervousness. “Are you ready for this?” 
“I think so. It’s all so new.” 
We sat side by side on the sofa and waited, the small talk dying. It was as if the 

lights had dimmed in the house and now we were both waiting for the curtain to rise. 
We heard the bedroom door open and Amy came out, wearing a silk robe over a 
matching camisole and tap shorts. She seemed soft and approachable as well as 
stunning. I whistled, low and slow. 

“Nice.” I glanced over at Lara who looked positively jealous. I seized on that. 
“What’s wrong, baby?” 

“Uh, nothing.” She shook her head. “I’m fine, sir.” 
I wasn’t going to let her off that easy. “Oh, no. I can tell that look. You’re jealous!” 
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Her eyes widened. “No, I’m okay. Really. It was just a twinge.” She smiled a little 
and then looked away. 

“A twinge? What’s wrong? You think Amy will steal me away from you?” 
She shook her head in tight little movements. 
Amy came forward, grinning like a wolf. “What’s wrong? Don’t you think I’m 

pretty enough to steal him away?” 
Lara was caught between two powerful people. “No, that’s not what I meant.” 
Amy stepped forward and pinched Lara’s nipple, hard, through her blouse. “Ow!” 

Lara hunched her shoulders but made no move to pull away. 
“Then what did you mean?” 
She looked to me for help but I only raised my eyebrows a little. She glanced up at 

Amy. Her voice was soft. “I just meant that, er, you look so beautiful, I don’t feel as 
pretty by comparison.” 

“Aww, now that’s nice. Aren’t you sweet?” Amy grinned at me over her head. I 
smiled back. 

“But, Lara, don’t you see? It’s not your place to be jealous or to worry about such 
things. You belong to me, completely. To me, there is no one more lovely. Your jealousy 
tells me you aren’t all the way there yet. You haven’t given yourself over to me to the 
point where you don’t question who we are with, except what you can do to please 
me.” 

“Oh, but I do want to please you, sir! You know that!” Lara burst out, her face 
flushing. 

Amy laughed, a cruel, low little laugh and said, “Perhaps the lady doth protest too 
much? Let’s let her put her body where her mouth is. Prove you want to please him. 
Show us your obedience.” 

She spoke to Lara but I knew the words were aimed at me. She was challenging me 
to show just how submissive my little slave girl was. I felt challenged and I guess I rose 
to the bait. “Just what did you have in mind, Ms. Dalton?” 

“Well, for starters, let’s get this girl naked, shall we?” 
Lara turned toward me, her blue eyes wide. I only nodded. She began to unbutton 

her blouse slowly and carefully. I knew it was one of her favorite blouses. Suddenly 
Amy reached over and yanked the sides apart, popping buttons and tearing the fabric. 
Lara gasped. Amy didn’t stop, she kept ripping at the blouse until it was in shreds 
around her waist. “A little faster, please,” she said, winking at me over Lara’s head. 

I nodded imperceptibly. I knew what Amy was doing. By tearing up her blouse, she 
was attempting to make Lara feel more vulnerable. I’m sure she was wondering how 
she was going to get home. Would Amy loan her a blouse? It seemed doubtful. 

“The bra too. No wait, I’ll do it.” Amy grabbed a sharp pair of scissors from the 
drawer of a side table. Lara took a deep breath as Amy moved toward her with the 
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blades opened but, to her credit, she didn’t flinch. Carefully Amy slid one of the blades 
under the bra just between Lara’s breasts. 

Lara sat very still as Amy snipped the fabric and the bra popped free, revealing her 
pretty breasts with their dark pink tips already erect. Lara resisted covering herself, 
though I could tell she wanted to. 

“Go on,” Amy said placidly, as if ripping other women’s blouses and cutting their 
brassieres was something she did every day. Who knows, maybe it was. “You’re not 
done yet. We want you naked, girl. Hurry up.” 

Lara stood, trying to catch my eye. I smiled at her and nodded a little, allowing 
Amy to play her game. I hoped Lara understood that by obeying Amy, she was obeying 
me. Lara began unfastening her skirt. It slid to the ground. Her stockings soon followed. 
She stood naked before us, no doubt feeling overexposed. Her thighs shifted to provide 
a little cover for her bare pussy. 

Amy caught the movement immediately. “What’s this, now? Are you ashamed of 
your body? Are you insulting your master by trying to cover his property?” She 
approached and Lara visibly quailed. 

I was impressed. Amy seemed to be a natural Domme. She had Lara off-guard and 
ready to obey her every command. I found myself not feeling envious or worried, but 
more attentive, like I could learn something from her. I was curious as to how this 
evening would shape Lara’s growth as a sub. 

Lara straightened up. “And get those legs apart!” Amy barked. Lara obeyed 
immediately, a rosy blush rising from her upper chest to her cheeks. 

Amy stood over Lara, eyeing her, her head tipped to one side. She examined her 
body like a rancher might study horseflesh. I knew Lara felt she wasn’t measuring up. 
Amy leaned in and Lara stiffened. Her eyes remained on the floor. 

“What do we have here?” I could see Lara’s blush deepen as Amy reached between 
her legs to fondle her new gold ring. “Cute. Is this new?” 

Lara nodded. Amy slapped her on her bare ass. “What was that?” 
Her voice was barely audible. “Y-yes. It’s new.” 
Amy’s voice was pitched low. “I think you’re in need of some punishment, young 

lady. For showing your jealousy and for being so slow to strip.” Lara only nodded, 
mute. “How severe your punishment will be is up to you. If you do everything we tell 
you to do without questioning it, without second-guessing us or worrying how it might 
appear, we may go easier on you. Understood?” 

Lara glanced toward me. Was I going to permit this? I was. I felt Amy’s dominance 
like a chain linking the three of us together. I was prepared to let the evening unfold as 
she saw fit, intervening only if Lara seemed in danger or Amy overstepped. 

“What was that? I couldn’t hear you.” 
“Yes, ma’am,” Lara said softly. 

61 



J.W. McKenna & Claire Thompson 

“Good. Let’s see just how well you obey.” Amy stepped back and Lara waited, her 
eyes downcast. Amy let the silence grow. I almost stepped in after nearly a minute, but 
held my tongue. 

Finally, when I could tell that Lara was quivering with anticipation, Amy said, 
“Pick up your clothes, go over to that window there and toss them outside.” 

Lara gasped and looked up, not believing her ears. Amy’s reaction was swift. She 
slapped Lara’s left breast, hard. Lara bent over, scooped up her discarded and tattered 
clothing and went to the window. She struggled to open it, giving neighbors across the 
street a clear view of her silhouetted naked form. When she finally got it up a few 
inches, she thrust the clothes out and watched as they fluttered to the street. 

She closed the window and turned, her eyes wide and focused on Amy now. Still 
she didn’t speak. 

“What’s the matter, slut? Don’t like to show your slutty body to the world?” 
Lara just shook her head. 
“That’s not exactly true, is it?” I spoke for the first time in several minutes. “You 

certainly showed your body to old man George, didn’t you?” 
She nodded. 
“Oh, really? Tell me about this,” Amy said. 
Haltingly, Lara began to describe her exhibition before our next-door neighbor. 

Amy seemed delighted. “That’s great! It helps to break down your barriers, don’t you 
think?” 

“I guess so.” 
“You ‘guess so’? What kind of answer is that?” 
Lara said nothing. 
“Turn around and face the window again. Go on.” Lara reluctantly obeyed. Amy 

winked at me and tipped her head toward the kitchen. I nodded. “Get closer! Press 
your tits right up against the window! We’ll be right back. You’d better not move!” 

As my poor lovely slave girl obeyed, Amy and I went into the kitchen and she 
closed the swinging door. We spoke in low tones, keeping an eye on Lara over the 
counter. 

“I’m having a lot of fun. I hope you know that I’ll replace her clothes.” 
I nodded. “I like the way it made her more obedient, without trying to question 

everything all the time. We think alike in that regard.” 
“Good. I didn’t want to overstep my bounds here. After all, she’s your sub.” 
“I appreciate that. But you’re doing fine. Don’t worry, I’ll let you know if you step 

on my toes.” 
Amy smiled and nodded. We returned to the living room. Lara was still up against 

the window, her body shaking with embarrassment. Looking across the street, I could 
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see a few people standing at their own windows, staring back. One man had a pair of 
binoculars to his face. 

“Okay, you can step back,” I said. She obeyed immediately, happy to finally turn 
her back to the city. “You did well, my love. You still have some punishment coming, 
but it won’t be as severe.” 

“Sir?” 
“Yes, my slut?” 
She glanced over her shoulder. “What about…” 
“Your clothes? And here I thought you were doing so well! Why should you 

concern yourself about your clothes?” 
“Well, I just thought—” 
“Ah. That’s your problem, you see. You want to be a sub, live the lifestyle, yet you 

spend too much time questioning whatever I want you to do! When it comes to 
obedience, to submission, you leave the thinking to me—and for now, Amy.” 

Amy jumped in. “Maybe we want you to walk out of here naked. That’s not for you 
to worry about. You just do it, like Mike says.” 

“Go bend yourself over the couch and prepare for your punishment,” I said. Lara 
immediately went to the couch farthest from the window and spread herself over it, her 
heart-shaped ass up. 

Amy caught my eye and said, “Mind if I make a suggestion?” 
“Go ahead.” 
She tipped her head toward the window. “It’s a shame, after such a show, not to let 

the neighbors witness her punishment.” 
I felt a sly grin break across my face. “I think I see where you’re going with this.” I 

crossed to the dining room and removed a chair. It was a modern chair with a low back 
that came to about Lara’s waist. I moved it over by the window. “Is this what you were 
thinking?” 

She nodded, smiling wickedly. 
“Lara,” I said. “We’ve changed our minds. We want you over here now.” 
She pushed herself up and turned. As soon as she saw the chair not far from the 

window, she blanched. “O-over there?” 
Amy turned to me. “She really is disobedient, isn’t she?” 
“She claims to want this lifestyle, but I’m beginning to despair,” I responded in 

mock sadness. 
Lara scooted over quickly and bent herself across the chair, her ass exposed to the 

window. I turned to Amy. “Do you have a whip or crop or shall we improvise?” 
“I have just the thing!” She disappeared into the bedroom, returning a moment later 

with a heavy flogger containing several strands of soft leather that would sting but not 
mark. Perfect. 
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She handed it to me but I demurred, bowing slightly toward her. “Please.” 
She gripped the handle tightly and said to Lara, “Are you ready?” 
“Y-yes, ma’am.” 
Whack! Lara stiffened and a sound exploded from her throat. I could see her pale 

ass was already turning pink where the leather had struck her. I turned and looked out 
the window and saw a few more people had gathered for the show. 

“Looks like you’ve got quite an audience,” I told Lara, knowing it would only 
increase her embarrassment and, perversely, her arousal. I wanted her to move beyond 
this vanilla modesty and begin to embrace her new life. Her ass wiggled as if she 
wanted to bolt for the bedroom. 

Whack! The leather caused another breath to be expelled from her lungs. “Ohhh…” 
she moaned. I could see her pussy was getting wet, despite her protestations. 

Whack! Whack! The blows rained down on her. After ten or so strokes, I signaled 
Amy to stop. She nodded and stepped back at once. Lara’s ass was flaming red now 
and she couldn’t stop moving it around, as if to cool it off. I rubbed it gently, soothing 
her. 

“Slow your breathing, sweetheart.” I caressed her ass with one hand, the other 
smoothing her back. “You have to learn to obey. You’re holding on to too much in your 
head. You need to let it go.” 

“Yes, sir,” she whispered. 
The sweet scent of her sex was strong in the room. I ran my fingers up along her 

slit, and pulled them away dripping wet with her juices. I held them up for Amy to see. 
“I think our little girl liked her punishment.” 

“Oh, that’s just how I like my sluts, ready to be used. Perhaps we can retire to the 
bedroom now? Unless you think she needs additional punishment?” 

I thought about that. Lara waited impatiently, her body quivering. I knew she was 
balancing between pleasure and pain, not sure which she craved more at that moment. I 
had trouble deciding. I wasn’t sure I was ready to leap into bed with this woman I’d 
only just met, or to have Lara do so while I watched. Sex with another woman was 
something we had discussed in theory, but I well knew fact and fantasy were 
sometimes miles apart. Lara needed to have a say in this, sub or not. 

As I stood uncertainly, the doorbell rang, startling me. I looked questioningly to 
Amy. She shrugged her shoulders. Lara started to get up, but I held her gently in place 
with a hand on the small of her back. Amy headed toward the door. From where I was 
standing, I could see about a third of the door down a short hallway. 

Amy opened it and said, “Well hello, officers.” 
I craned my head and saw her talking to two policemen. There was some muted 

conversation and then Amy stepped back. Lara bolted upright and jumped up from the 
chair. There was no time to move her to the bedroom before the cops pressed past Amy 
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and entered the room. I sat down and took her into my lap, wrapping my arms 
protectively around her. 

They came in, all officious in blue cloth and creaking leather, eyes hard. One was 
young, probably twenty-five, no doubt flush with idealism, the other a fading beat cop, 
fat and world-weary. When they saw Lara, their eyes widened and their eyebrows rose 
in unison. 

“What the hell is this?” the older cop demanded. 
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Chapter Twelve 
Lara 

 
Sexual humiliation is one thing, being arrested is another! For whatever perverse 

reason, I got off on being sexually humiliated by Amy with Michael as my witness, even 
though that humiliation was very real. The blush, the painful awareness of my own 
exposure to possible derision, the conflicting emotions of dread and wanton sexual 
desire—all blended into something powerfully erotic that literally swept me off my feet. 

That’s what I was experiencing for the first half of that wild night at Amy’s 
apartment. To be exposed to strangers peering at me from the anonymity of their 
apartments, to be whipped by a gorgeous dominant woman, dressed in her sumptuous 
silky things with nothing underneath but a very hot bod while Michael watched 
appraisingly, waiting to see if I would obey or come undone… 

I felt myself slipping into that marvelous zone where I can take anything, the whip, 
the degradation, the withholding of sexual release for hours at a time. I was wet and 
hot, my ass stinging from the whip, my pussy on fire with lust when that doorbell 
shook me right out of my submissive trance. 

In that instant I jerked my head up, ice shooting through my veins, the adrenaline 
in my belly making me almost nauseated with anticipation. 

I heard Amy saunter over to the door while Michael held me down. I came close, 
very close, to really fighting him, to forcing him to let me up so I could run into the 
bedroom and hide. What was he thinking, keeping me naked and exposed while 
someone was at the door! Wasn’t he supposed to be my protector? To keep me out of 
harm’s way? 

Something kept me obedient, at least partially obedient. Of course, if I were 
properly trained, I wouldn’t have struggled at all. I would have followed his edict that 
it wasn’t my place to think when it came to matters of submission. It was my place to 
obey. Something in me was warring in this regard. Natural preservation won out, 
however, as Amy said the word “officers”. Thankfully this time Michael didn’t try to 
stop me when I moved out of position. 

I wanted to disappear into the floor when they came around the corner, demanding 
to know what was going on, I think I would have fainted if I hadn’t already felt 
Michael’s strong arms wrapped protectively around me. 

“Jesus,” the younger fellow said as he stared at me. His tone was almost reverent, 
as if he’d never seen a naked woman before. 

“Stand up, ma’am,” a different, much gruffer voice commanded. 
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Michael let go of me and slowly I stood, my face so hot I could feel my ears 
burning, my arms wrapped around as much of myself as possible. I couldn’t look them 
in the eye, instead focusing on two pairs of big black shoes that stuck out of police-issue 
blue pants. 

There was a pause and a dead silence. I could feel the world start to swim around 
me. I willed myself not to faint. So I was naked in front of two policemen. There were 
worse things. Weren’t there? I tried, but couldn’t think of any. 

Finally the second voice, a deep bass voice that belonged to the bigger pair of shoes 
said, “Uh, excuse me, ma’am, but we’re going need to ask you a few questions.” 

Michael came behind me then, slipping a robe over my shoulders. It must have 
been one of Amy’s, still scented with her spicy perfume. I wrapped it gratefully around 
my body and finally got the courage to look up. 

Michael said, “Can we be of some help, officer? Is there a problem? After all, we’re 
in a private setting and we’re not bothering anyone.” 

Amy nodded, adding, “I’ve lived here for seven years, officer. Never had any 
complaints before. Just what is this about?” As if she didn’t know! Their forced 
exhibition was going to get us all arrested! I swallowed and tried to stay calm. Michael 
seemed okay with this, so I just needed to relax and play along. Inside my head I was 
questioning him, his decisions, his poor judgment and my own willingness to go along 
because I had been excited by the whole thing, and perhaps still a little drunk. 

I felt completely sober now, however, and not a little afraid. Daring to look directly 
at the officers, I saw a young man of about twenty-five, skin the color of milk chocolate, 
his curly dark hair cut short, his jaw firm and square, his handcuffs and gun displayed 
prominently on a wide, shiny belt. 

He looked shocked—no other word for it—and how could I blame him? I felt my 
blush deepen as he eyed me. The other fellow was a good deal older, perhaps in his 
mid-fifties, with several chins and a badly cut uniform that looked uncomfortably 
stretched over his ample girth. 

He didn’t look shocked, merely mildly curious and mostly tired. Holding a pad and 
pen, the older fellow answered Michael. “I’ll get to you, buddy. Zip it. Right now I’m 
talking to the little lady here.” 

In a gentler voice he asked, “Are you okay, ma’am? Are you here of your own 
volition?” Suddenly I realized they thought I might be there against my will! 

“Oh yes! I mean, I’m fine, I’m fine, really. This is my fiancé—” I threw that in, 
wanting to sound more legitimate to them, I suppose “—and our good friend. We were, 
uh, just having some fun. I apologize if we let things get out of control.” 

He eyed me, staring me up and down in a way that made me feel more naked than 
I had without the robe to cover me. Slowly he nodded and said, “Uh-huh. So you do 
this for fun, huh? Strip and get your ass whipped in front of a window so all the 
neighbors can get a good view?” 
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I waited for the ground to open up and swallow me, but alas, it wasn’t cooperating. 
Michael intervened, putting his arm around me. “She said we didn’t mean for it to get 
out of hand, officer. Is there some kind of charge?” 

“There could be. Seems there’s been a disturbance. Indecent exposure,” he paused, 
staring pointedly at me until I wanted to slap his smug face. “Lady across the way was 
horrified at what she was forced to witness. Thought someone was being murdered 
over here!” 

“Forced to witness, huh?” Amy spoke, her voice smooth and confident with a hint 
of irony. “Someone held her face to the window, huh? Made her stand there and peer 
into my personal private dwelling, eh?” 

The younger officer smirked a little but the older one wasn’t to be deflected. 
“There’s a statute about indecent exposure, and apartments without curtains fit the bill. 
I can always take you down to the station and tell you all about it, ma’am, if that’s what 
you want.” 

His voice was stern but Amy didn’t seem impressed. Calmly she answered, “Please 
forgive us, officer, it won’t happen again. Here,” she walked over to her tall picture 
windows and pulled on the cord, releasing pale gray louvers that slid protectively over 
the glass. “Is that better, sir?” 

“Yeah,” the older officer grunted, glancing at his watch. “Okay then. I’m going to 
need some information from the occupant.” He held his pen at his pad and added, 
“And I’m going to take a quick look around, with your permission, ma’am.” They had 
no warrant, but Amy nodded and said, “Please. By all means. I’ll show you the rest of 
my humble abode and tell you whatever you need to know.” 

As Amy led him away, the younger officer stood nervously in front of us. Looking 
around quickly he said, “So are you guys, like, into BDSM and whips and chains and all 
that stuff?” Far from sounding horrified, he sounded excited, even awestruck. 

Michael grinned at him and said, “Why yes, officer. We sure are. This is my slave 
girl Lara. She obeys my every command. Don’t you, darling?” 

I nodded, thoroughly embarrassed, but also excited, now that the danger of arrest 
seemed to have receded. “Show him, Lara. Show him how obedient you are. Open your 
robe for him so he can touch your tits.” 

Swallowing I obeyed. The cop’s eyes almost popped out of his head, like some 
cartoon character. Looking around again, knowing he shouldn’t, the young man 
couldn’t seem to help himself. Quickly he darted out his hand, touching my nipple and 
then gripping it between thumb and finger, twisting it hard so I gasped, not ready for 
the sharp little zing of pain he caused. 

Michael only smiled and said, “Lovely, isn’t she?” 
“Oh yeah,” the young man answered, his Adam’s apple bobbing. Swallowing, he 

pulled a card from his breast pocket and said hurriedly, “Listen. If you guys need 
anything, anything at all. That’s my card.” He scrawled something on the back of it. 
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Amy and the old, fat guy were coming out of her bedroom now, he looking a little 
flustered, a telltale lipstick mark on his cheek. Quickly the young man handed the card 
to Michael, who pocketed it discreetly, an enigmatic smile on his face. 

* * * * * 
Later as Michael held me in his arms, snuggled safe in our own bed he said, “You 

were fantastic tonight. I’m so proud of you. Did you see those two guys’ faces when 
they saw you naked? Even the old guy, he was staring so hard at your tits I thought his 
eyeballs would fall out. And you standing there, so submissive, blushing like a little 
summer flower, so sweet.” Michael grinned and ducked as I playfully tried to smack 
him. 

Amy had lent me a miniskirt and a tight tank top that clung to my breasts like a 
second skin. Michael had kept his hand lightly on my lower back as we took the very 
long elevator ride down to the parking garage. 

A man and woman joined us on the ride down. The woman frowned and gave me a 
look of pure hatred. Slut, her whole demeanor shouted. The man didn’t seem to have a 
problem with my outfit—on the contrary, the erection in his jeans was visible to anyone 
who cared to look. 

I felt really strange—sexually charged. All evening I had been ogled and admired, 
and even the woman’s anger stemmed from the flaunting of my overt sexuality. I was 
becoming a sexualized being as Michael said a good submissive should be, but it was 
more than that. 

For the first time in my life, I think I was beginning to embody a sense of self as 
beautiful and erotic. Not just a sort of pretty girl with a nice ass. But someone deeply 
sensual and comfortable with it. 

What Michael had been saying to me over and over was starting to sink in—I was 
beautiful not because of how near to some cultural standard of perfection I might be, 
but because I was myself—Lara. 

How different from my life with Charlie, where I never managed to feel good about 
myself, and subtly he had encouraged that negative self-image, perhaps because he 
himself was insecure and it was a way to feel less so. If he could keep me down, he 
would feel slightly higher. I couldn’t blame it all on him, though. I had allowed it, I had 
bought into it. 

“What’re you thinking about so pensively, my little slave girl?” Michael asked 
teasingly, gently tugging one of my nipples. 

“Of how much I love you,” I answered, which was essentially true. 
“What did you think of tonight? Before the cops got there, I mean.” 
I let out a big breath and took in another deep one before answering. What did I 

feel? Not trying to censor my thoughts or arrange them prettily for Michael’s 
consumption, I just started to talk. 
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“I felt humiliated. Embarrassed. Exalted. Terrified. Electrified. I was on fire. My 
cunt felt like some great swollen thing between my legs. My ass stung from her flogger 
but I never wanted it to end, even when I was about to scream for her to stop. I felt 
aroused by another woman, something I’ve never felt before. I found myself thinking 
about what it might be like, the three of us. I wonder if I’ll behave with grace when 
another woman is in your arms—” 

Michael interjected. “That won’t happen. At least not for a while. Not until you’re 
better trained and more confident in my love for you. And until we know Amy way 
better than we do now.” 

I was silent, wondering if I dared ask, and then deciding, what the hell. “What 
about you? Did you have fun? Do you have fantasies about fucking Amy?” Ah, the crux 
of my insecurities. And yet, even as I realized that, I also realized I was finally coming 
to feel secure enough in myself that if Michael did choose to fuck Amy, I knew I could 
handle it. 

Even be aroused by it, truth to tell. By the idea Michael could take a lover if he 
wished. I was his possession, not the other way around. He kissed my mouth with 
closed, soft lips. I started to part my own, instantly ready for his tongue but he pulled 
away. 

“Sweet girl. All my fantasies include you.” Echoing the thoughts I hadn’t voiced he 
added, “But surely you know, if I want to fuck Amy, I will. That’s how our relationship 
works. You exist to serve and please me. If you are pleased or excited or aroused, or by 
the same token frightened or turned off or left indifferent, it doesn’t matter. It isn’t 
about you. That’s your lot, as my sub, as my cunt, as my whore. You do understand 
that, don’t you?” 

Slowly I nodded. “Yes, sir,” I whispered, thrilling to words that someone without 
my particular bent would probably not understand. 

Something shifted subtly between us as he reminded me of my place. “I liked 
watching you, bent and naked, bared for strangers’ eyes. I liked how helpless you were, 
how at our mercy. I liked watching Amy, so turned on by your gorgeous ass as she 
whipped you with those long, stinging strokes. I loved the way you whimpered and 
jerked, even while your cunt was glistening.” 

His voice suddenly hard, he ordered, “Stand up. I want to see if you’re marked.” 
Not wanting to climb out of the warm bed but not daring to refuse, I scrambled up 

and stood next to the bed, turning slowly to give my master a view of my ass. His hand 
was warm as his fingers lightly stroked the flesh. 

“Nice,” he said. “But it’s already fading. I want to mark you. Now. Bring me the 
cane.” 

The cane! I love the thuddy, heavy whip he uses, warming my body with its heated 
strokes until I’m on fire. The cane is another thing—and while I love its fiery kiss, it 
frightens me. Perhaps it’s the whistle as the thin bamboo slices through the air that 
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fraction of a second before it meets with tender flesh. Perhaps it’s the line of fire it 
creates, more concentrated in its impact than the soft kisses of raining leather. 

Dutifully I fetched the cane, feeling the adrenaline surge as I handed it to him, the 
suede handle pointed toward him. As Michael stood behind me, I shivered and bent 
forward, grasping my ankles with my hands, trying not to tremble. 

Michael stroked my ass with his hand and I jumped a little, not expecting the 
contact. “Calm down. You’re nervous as a cat. This will only hurt a little. You need it. 
You know that.” 

Oh those words. Just those little words—you need it—were enough to send me right 
into submissive space. I did need it. I craved it. Still smoothing my skin with his hand 
Michael added, “I wonder what Jason would have to say about this little scene?” 

“Jason?” 
“The cop. He gave us his card, remember. He’s hot for you, babe. Dying to be 

invited to partake of the, uh, goodies, as it were. He wrote his email address on the 
back. Maybe I’ll drop him a note. What do you think?” 

The cane sliced through the air just as I started to respond. It met its mark, painting 
a fiery welt across my ass that made me yelp. When I could catch my breath I answered, 
“It’s not for me to say, sir.” 

“Good girl,” Michael responded, soothing the area he’d just struck, “You’re so 
right.” He gave me several more strokes, evenly spaced in burning lines across my ass. 
Finally turning me toward him, he kissed me, claiming me as he always did with his 
perfect embrace. 

Much later, my lover in sated sleep by my side, I lay awake, wondering where my 
life was going. Was this a lifestyle I could really live? Or was I just playing a game, 
taking a break from real life? Sometimes, though I had never mentioned it to Michael 
and barely admitted it to myself, I found myself missing Charlie. His easy familiarity. 
His lack of any sort of demands on me, other than that I keep the house clean, put food 
on his table and spread my legs from time to time. 

Now I felt so alive! So fulfilled, but also frightened. Could a relationship of such 
intensity really last? Or would this die out, an infatuation sputtering to an end as we 
played out all our fantasies? And Michael, how long would his interest hold? How long 
could I continue to please him? 

Finally I fell asleep, the thrilling and strange evening tainted by the demons 
fighting in my head. 
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Chapter Thirteen 
Michael 

 
When I awoke the next morning, Lara lay sleeping next to me, her breath purring in 

her throat. I eased the covers off her body to see if her ass still showed the marks of my 
cane. There remained only pale pink lines on the soft skin. 

I thought about the night before. Lara had gone farther than I expected. I hadn’t 
really known how far I would allow things to go—I was working off instinct. When I 
told Lara it wasn’t about her, she knew it was a lie. Or not a lie precisely, but only a part 
of the equation. In fact, it was all about her, about the submissive, about reading and 
gauging her reactions and her desires. 

For Lara, I felt part of her continued training must push her more to overcome her 
shyness over her naked body. She was coming along nicely in other areas, but still held 
on to those ingrained beliefs that her body was meant to be hidden away or only shown 
to me. So far, she had shown herself to the next-door neighbor, the artist who had 
pierced her labia, to Amy and to some strangers across from Amy’s apartment. In all 
cases, she had clearly been embarrassed and uncomfortable. I realized she probably felt 
inadequate. I wished she could feel as proud of her body as I did. 

“Come,” I told Lara, slapping her ass gently, awakening her. “Get up. We have 
work to do.” 

She blinked her eyes and smiled at me. “What? What time is it?” 
“It’s almost nine. You’re sleeping the day away.” 
She groaned as she struggled to get up. 
“You go jump in the shower and I’ll make coffee. How about that?” 
“Sounds good.” She crawled out of bed and I watched her wiggle her way toward 

the bathroom. God she had a wonderful ass! She disappeared into the small toilet closet 
and I called out, “Lara.” 

Her head poked around the edge of the door. “Yes?” 
“Aren’t you forgetting something?” 
Her face registered confusion for a moment then she suddenly said, “Oh!” and 

came out. “Sorry. I’m a bit sleepy still.” 
“That’s okay.” I tipped my head toward the backyard. “Go ahead. I’ll watch from 

the window.” 
She nodded, and I watched her pad down the hallway. In a few minutes, she 

reappeared outside and I smiled as she made her way tentatively to the staked-out 
portion of the yard, within sight of George’s house. She nervously looked around before 
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squatting to pee. She shook herself in an attempt to dislodge the last few drops then ran 
back into the house. In moments, she was back in the bedroom, hugging herself. 

“God, that’s so embarrassing!” 
“You just have to learn I like you to show yourself.” 
She nodded. “May I take a shower now, sir?” 
“Yes, of course.” 
Lara went into the bathroom and I got up, put on my robe and headed into the 

kitchen to make coffee. By the time the last of the water had bubbled through the 
appliance, Lara had finished and came out in her robe, her hair still damp. 

“Naked,” I reminded her. 
“Oh yes, sir.” She tossed the robe over a chair and approached. I handed her a cup 

and poured us both some steaming hot coffee. We stood there a moment, sipping 
carefully, eyeing each other. 

“We’ll have another go at exercise today. You made a good start but we have to 
build up your stamina. I think today we’ll do some work outside. It’s a lovely 
morning.” 

Her eyes widened. “Yes, sir.” She took a big sip of her coffee. I could tell she 
wondered about only one issue—would she be allowed clothes? 

Of course not. 
“Come, we’ll get started right away.” I headed toward the back door. She hesitated. 

I turned back to her. “That’s worth some punishment.” 
She moved forward at once, biting her lower lip in that cute, nervous way she had. I 

led her outside to the lawn. I had her stand, facing the house, while I went and fetched a 
chair from the patio. I placed it in front of her and sat down. 

“Now, let’s start with some jumping jacks, just to get the blood pumping.” 
Lara began to exercise, her breasts bouncing nicely on her chest. “Call out the reps,” 

I told her. 
“Three,” she shouted. “Four.” 
She continued, all the while I could see her eyes sliding off to the side, checking out 

George’s house. Our neighbor’s porch wasn’t really in the right line of sight unless he 
moved to the far end. I expected he might discover that fact eventually. 

She began to sweat, ruining the effects of her shower. That was all right. I made her 
stop and do some knee bends, her arms out in front of her. Then some full squat thrusts, 
dropping down to her hands, kicking her legs back, before coming up again. I kept her 
out there about a half-hour. It was marvelous, watching the sweat glisten on her body, 
her hair matted against her forehead, her breathing labored. 

Finally I called a halt to it. She stood, gasping, her eyes thankful it was over. Of 
course, it wasn’t quite over. “Okay, now take three laps around the yard and then we’ll 
call it quits.” 
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Her eyes widened. I glanced over and saw George had found that sliver of his deck 
where he could see her. He would soon get a better view. Lara hesitated again and I 
said, “More punishment. I wonder if George would like to watch?” 

Lara took off jogging, making a slow circuit around the lawn. I stood and came 
down to where George could see me better and waved. He waved back tentatively, his 
eyes glued to Lara’s form as she made her way around the yard. 

I turned and went back into the house, confident Lara would complete her task. She 
came in, still breathing hard, just as I got out of the shower. “Your turn,” I said, and she 
nodded. 

She got in under the steaming spray, washing the sweat from her body. I knew that 
it wouldn’t take long for her to get into much better shape and she’d feel a lot more 
confident about her looks. To me, she was beautiful no matter what, but I knew she had 
some self-doubt there. I wanted her to see herself through my eyes. 

She stepped out of the shower and dried off, then ran the towel roughly over her 
hair. I watched her from the bed, still naked, my hard cock a spear in the morning sun. 
She caught sight of me and smiled, no doubt thinking we were going to make love. 

She came to me, smelling of soap and shampoo and reached out to hug me. I 
grabbed her arms and pulled her down on my lap, her ass up invitingly. I grabbed the 
riding crop I had hidden in the folds of the bed and began to slap her ass, hard. 

“Ah! Ah! Ah!” She vocalized each blow. 
“That’s for thinking you could pee in the toilet this morning!” I said as I whipped 

her. 
“I’m sorry, sir! I’m sorry!” 
After twenty strikes, her ass had warmed up nicely. Now came the real 

punishment. I pushed her off my knees onto the floor. She lay there, quivering with 
heat and need. 

“I still haven’t punished you for hesitating to go outside naked,” I said. 
Lara looked up, her eyes wide and expectant as she waited to hear her fate. 
“But I don’t see the benefit in just whipping you again. I want you to learn from 

your mistakes.” 
“Yes, sir?” Her expression was clouded with confusion. 
“So I’ve invited two of my friends over tonight.” I watched as her mouth fell open. 
“Friends? Who? What’s going to happen?” 
I smiled. “Let’s let it be a surprise, hmm?” 

* * * * * 
I went to the office. Lara stayed at home and cleaned up, preparing the house for 

our guests. I was sure the thoughts of her punishment this evening—witnessed by my 
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friends—played heavily on her mind. But it was necessary. She had far too many 
conventions ingrained in her that needed to be shaken loose. 

I had chosen Steve and Ryan to witness Lara’s punishment. Both were active in the 
BDSM lifestyle and enjoyed the little games that go along with it. We had debated on 
the phone whether they should bring their submissive girlfriends along but, ultimately, 
I decided against it. 

Joan—who was usually just called “slut” by Ryan—had been with him for six years 
and they were far more heavily into the lifestyle than I could ever see Lara and me 
going. Joan was rarely permitted clothing, except when in public, and even then she 
was kept scantily clad, just this side of decent. She kept her bleached blonde hair short 
and had piercings and tattoos all over her body. A tattoo of a dragon started up by her 
left shoulder and ended with the dragon’s tongue licking her nipple. Farther down, a 
snake was coiled on her bare mons, the head resting on her upper thigh. On one ass 
cheek she sported the tattooed words “Spank Me” and “Fuck Me” was on the other. 

Joan wore a nose ring, nipple rings and a ring through her clit hood. I’d seen Ryan 
clip a leash to one ring or another to lead her around. She absolutely adored Ryan and 
the lifestyle in which he kept her. I knew when Ryan came over, he’d leave Joan 
chained in her dog cage. Though they loved each other, that kind of harsh lifestyle 
would have upset Lara, I was fairly certain. And it wasn’t for me, although I admitted I 
was intrigued. 

Steve was a bit more like me—a devotee of D/s, but not as public as Ryan and 
certainly not as harsh. His girlfriend Mia worked fulltime, so she carried no obvious 
signs of her submission. Her brown hair was neatly made up and she appeared 
outwardly professional and conservative. She did sport a small tattoo on her left breast 
as a subtle indication of Steve’s ownership. 

Mia and Steve had a loving relationship, which is the basis upon which all D/s 
should be built, in my opinion. I had seen them just once in action at a BDSM club, and 
they went into their respective roles quite easily. She became a submissive little slut, 
flirting with the other men and Steve playfully punished her with a cane on her tight 
little bottom in full view of the others. When they returned to our table, I could see the 
glow of desire and submission on Mia’s face and the flush of power on Steve’s. Yet they 
expressed nothing but genuine affection to each other. It was as if they had acted out a 
play for their benefit as well as ours. 

I arrived home shortly after five and found Lara, still naked, cleaning up the 
kitchen. The rest of the house sparkled. She had really done a job on the place. I 
suppose she had channeled her nervous energy into her work. 

“The house looks wonderful,” I told her, giving her a big hug and a kiss, my hand 
possessively gripping her ass. 

“Thank you, sir,” she said, a smudge of dirt on one cheek. 
“You can relax now. I’ll prepare for our guests. Why don’t you go get cleaned up?” 
“Y-yes, sir.” She headed toward the bedroom then turned and hesitated. “Uh, sir?” 
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“Yes, sweetheart?” 
“Um, what should I wear after my shower?” 
“Hmm. Good point.” I pretended to think about it, even though I knew what I had 

wanted her to wear from the beginning. “What you have on is good.” 
Her eyes widened and I could see some of the color drain from her face. “N-naked? 

You want me to appear naked?” 
“Of course. Are you questioning me?” I raised an eyebrow in what I hoped seemed 

like a threatening manner, though a little smile played on my lips. 
“No, no, sir.” She disappeared down the hallway. 
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Chapter Fourteen 
Lara 

 
As I took the cold beer bottles for the guys from the refrigerator and put them on a 

tray, I took a big gulp from my own glass of wine. Courage in a bottle, as my dad 
would have said. I could feel the alcohol doing its work, heating my blood and making 
me a little dizzy, as I’d barely had anything to eat that day. I’d been too nervous about 
the evening to come to focus on food. 

I knew Michael wanted me to learn to love my body more, and I was working on 
it—or it was working on me. The more we lived this lifestyle of Dominance and 
submission, the more I became desensitized to my own nudity and the insecurities 
surrounding it. 

Still I knew I didn’t have a model’s body and I never would. Michael had told me 
that sort of airbrushed, anorexic shape held no allure for real men—they wanted 
something to hold and love, and intellectually I believed him, but emotionally I’d 
bought the magazine images and it was hard to let go. If only he had been willing to 
wait a few weeks into our new exercise regime before inviting two strange men over to 
see me naked and witness whatever humiliation he had in mind for me! 

That’s the point, he’d tell me, with that little lopsided enigmatic smile of his, if I 
were to question or beg him to reconsider. He called it a punishment, but I knew he 
really meant it was another step in my training. It was an opportunity to show my grace 
by allowing his friends to witness my naked less-than-perfect body submit to whatever 
tortures my lover had devised. 

Actually I wasn’t completely naked. When I’d asked without much expectation of a 
positive answer if I could put something on, Michael had grinned and said, “Why, yes, I 
know just the thing.” So now I was sporting the little bell that attached to my pussy 
ring. It jingled with each step and made me more self-conscious than ever. Leave it to a 
sadist to choose your “outfit”! 

I took another long drink of the Cabernet and poured myself a fresh glass. They 
were already out there, the three of them, as I procrastinated in the kitchen, at once 
anticipating and dreading the moment I had to come out and show myself. 

When the doorbell had rung Michael had said, “You go and get a couple of beers 
for me and the guys and that snack tray I made. Oh, and whatever you’d like to drink, 
of course.” 

I’d hurried into the kitchen, relieved at the reprieve, however brief. Now I heard 
him, “Lara, our guests want to meet you. Come on out, sweetheart.” 

Taking the tray, glad for the moment I had at least something to partially obscure 
my naked form, I walked out of the kitchen, hoping the tremble in my hands wouldn’t 

77 



J.W. McKenna & Claire Thompson 

be obvious as I handed the gentlemen their drinks. The little bell tinkled, signaling my 
arrival. 

I walked in, my eyes on the tray as I moved toward the low coffee table around 
which the men sat—the two strangers on the couch, Michael in his favorite leather 
recliner adjacent to them. 

As I set down the tray Michael said, “Gentlemen, allow me to present my slave girl 
Lara.” And to me, “Kneel up as I’ve taught you.” Already feeling the heat of my own 
blush in my cheeks, mixed with the slight buzz from the wine, I did as Michael had bid 
me, still not looking at either man. 

I knelt next to Michael on the carpet, keeping my eyes downcast, glad for the 
moment that this was what was expected of me. “Kneel up,” Michael reminded me, his 
tone a little sharp. I straightened my back and spread my knees, my hands resting palm 
up on either thigh. If possible I blushed even more, my ears burning hot, my chest 
flushing along with my face. 

“Shy little thing, isn’t she?” one of the men commented. 
“She’s working on it, Steve,” Michael answered. “You should have seen her when I 

first got her. We’ve come a long way. She needs a lot more training though.” 
I felt like a horse or show dog they were discussing, but then, I did claim to want to 

be his object, so why protest, even in my mind, if he treated me like one? 
“She’s a slut, look at those nipples. Erect and hard as little marbles. I bet her cunt’s 

drenched. Shy little flower act can’t hide her sluttish nature, eh?” This voice was lower, 
a deep bass, and his tone was snide. I bristled but tried to keep still. 

“Oh, she’s a slut, all right,” Michael agreed easily. “And she’s disobedient on top of 
it. She still hesitates when I give her direct commands. She still thinks she has 
something to say about it. Tonight she’ll take her punishment like a good little slave. 
Right, Lara?” 

I didn’t respond, trying to stifle my anger at Ryan’s nasty remarks and Michael’s 
casual acceptance that I be spoken about like that. A sharp slap to my cheek made me 
gasp and pull back, moving out of position as my hand flew to my face. 

“I spoke directly to you, Lara. Please have the grace to respond.” Michael spoke 
quietly, but the steel was evident beneath his words. I realized he was feeling judged by 
the others, and my failure to behave as a proper slave, answering when spoken to, had 
embarrassed him. 

“I-I’m sorry, sir,” I stammered. 
“I’ll repeat myself,” he said slowly, though his tone was gentler. “You’re going to 

take your punishment in front of these gentlemen as a sign of submission to me, are you 
not?” 

“Yes, sir,” I whispered. 
Beer tops were twisted off. I kept my eyes down, again in position, my face still 

burning. “What do you have in mind, Mac? A whipping? A caning? I’ve got a little 
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stinger with me that’ll take the skin off her back if you’d like to try it.” I recognized 
Steve’s voice. I still hadn’t looked at either man. 

“No, no. Not a whipping. She gets off on that. No, for Lara, true punishment lies 
elsewhere.” 

“I’d make the whipping a punishment,” Ryan asserted, and I believed him, trying 
not to shiver. “Sure they like it at first. Your mistake, it sounds to me, Mac, is you only 
whip her ‘til she’s hot. Then you probably stop and fuck her, am I right? I’d whip her 
‘til she bled. ‘Til she passed out. ‘Til she begged me to stop, ‘til she promised me 
anything if only I’d stop. Then I’d whip her some more. That’s a punishment. What you 
do is game playing.” 

Michael responded, his voice cold, “Well, Ryan, we each have our own ways of 
doing things, don’t we? I don’t choose to beat Lara like that. It wouldn’t please me. She 
isn’t just my slave, she’s my lover.” 

I tried to hold back the little triumphant smile that threatened to break out on my 
face. My champion to the rescue! I definitely did not like this Ryan guy. What a flaming 
asshole! Michael had told me Ryan and his slave were heavily into the scene, and that 
she lived her role 24/7, always marked, always chained, never permitted to speak 
unless spoken to or make any decision of her own. 

Ryan laughed, a bursting guffaw. “Your lover. Jesus, gag me. There’s no place for 
lovers in the scene. She’s your cunt. Now quit the romantic bullshit and show us what 
we came to see.” 

I glanced at Michael. He pursed his lips, his brow furrowing. Maybe he was 
debating whether to start a fight—but I guess his position as polite host won out. He 
said, “Lara, tell the men what you did to deserve punishment. Stand up and look at my 
guests while you speak as a sign of respect.” 

Slowly I stood, trying to suck in my belly and not be obvious about it, resisting the 
impulse to cover my breasts and shaved pussy as I looked up. The little bell showed at 
my bare cleft. 

I looked toward Steve who appeared to be in his early thirties, with short reddish-
blond hair and a wispy mustache. He was a slight man, wiry and lean, with a kind, 
nondescript face. 

Ryan was big and burly. I could tell he was well over six feet, and he was older, 
probably mid-forties, with dark hair graying at the temples and dark hooded eyes 
under bushy brows. He was glaring at me as I looked up and I felt a tremor of fear, as if 
he could see into my thoughts and know I didn’t like him, didn’t trust him. 

I glanced at Michael who gave me an encouraging smile. Taking a breath I said, “I 
was disobedient. I forgot some ground rules and I, uh, didn’t obey some directives right 
away.” 

“Be more specific, slave,” Michael said. 
Trying not to stammer I amended. “I, uh, forgot that I’m supposed to pee outside.” 

Damn my blood rushing again to my face as I continued. “And I, um, I didn’t want to 
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go outside naked. I didn’t want anyone to see me.” I trailed off almost to a whisper as I 
stood naked now in front of two strangers, the irony of my position not lost on me. 

“That’s right. This beautiful woman doesn’t know yet, doesn’t truly know, that her 
body belongs to me. That no matter how insecure she might feel about her tits being too 
small or her ass too big, this isn’t about her. Tonight she’s going to prove it by allowing 
you fine gentleman to examine each part of her lovely body. She will present herself for 
your inspection and comment. She’ll submit with grace or suffer the consequences.” 

“What consequences?” Ryan interjected. 
“I’ll decide that when the time comes,” Michael said softly, “if the time comes.” 
I felt dizzy, almost sick with apprehension. For a moment I actually considered 

bolting from the room. So far Michael had exposed me to a number of people and, 
while it had been difficult, there was always the sweet, sensual overlay of sex, or the 
promise of it. 

This didn’t feel sexy. It felt scary. Mainly because I didn’t trust Ryan. Yet Michael 
had always promised me he would keep me safe. That I could trust my life to him. I 
knew he was better friends with Steve than with Ryan, but he had known Ryan a 
number of years in the scene. Maybe Ryan’s bark was worse than his bite. 

But maybe it wasn’t. 
As I stood rooted to the spot, these thoughts swirling through my head, I felt 

Michael’s hand on my neck, his fingers gently stroking me. He bent down and kissed 
my cheek. I felt a surge of love for him, but beyond that, there was a connection 
between us, something primal and urgent that defied logic or examination. 

I made my decision at that moment. I would submit “with grace”, whatever that 
was. I would try my best to comply with these two strange men’s inspection of me. I 
would regard them as extensions of Michael, as he had told me I should. 

“Steve?” Michael nodded toward the younger man. 
Steve licked his lips and rubbed his hands together in an exaggerated way. It was a 

comical gesture and I think he was trying to help me relax. I guess it worked a little 
because I found myself smiling. 

“Okay, gorgeous lady,” he said, “come sit on my lap for starters.” Glancing at 
Michael who nodded slightly, I obeyed. 

Carefully I let myself down onto Steve’s lap, wondering if I weighed more than he 
did. Pulling me back against him, he grabbed my breasts, his fingers finding my 
nipples. He rolled them between thumb and finger until they fattened and distended. 

“Nice tits. Do you use clamps on them?” This to Michael, who admitted we hadn’t 
done that—yet. 

“No time like the present, buddy,” Steve said, as he reached into his back pocket 
and pulled out something. Dangling it in front of me he grinned. “I never leave home 
without ‘em.” 
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Pulling me back against him, he grabbed one of my breasts and pulled hard at the 
tip. With his other hand he released the little alligator clip and snapped it shut against 
my nipple. I gasped at the pain, but he had already moved to the second nipple, 
performing the same operation in a matter of seconds. 

As I was adjusting to the clamps, he spread my thighs, his fingers dropping to my 
pussy. Michael was back in his chair, his beer bottle in hand, watching us. “Nice touch, 
this little bell,” Steve said as he pulled gently at the little golden ring. “I should get one 
for Mia.” 

Mia. I recalled Michael had told me they were lovers, much as we were, though 
farther along in their D/s relationship. Ryan and his girl were into a hardcore 
relationship, he’d told me. Master and slave, and no room in between for anything else. 
It suited them both, he assured me, and was entirely consensual. “To each his own, I 
suppose,” he’d said when I’d questioned how anyone could live that way 24/7. 

Now I was on Steve’s lap and his girlfriend was at home, I assumed. Did she know 
a naked woman was on sitting on her lover’s knees, feeling his erection against her back 
through the denim of his jeans? Steve’s hands were distracting me, his fingers sliding 
along my sex, one finding and entering my passage. 

I couldn’t suppress a small shudder of pleasure as his fingers glided against my clit, 
pulling up the moisture on my swelling labia. My head fell back against his shoulder as 
he rubbed my pussy, edging me rather quickly toward an orgasm. 

I felt confused! Here I was getting seriously turned on at being naked in a stranger’s 
lap, his hands buried in my cunt, those clips compressing my nipples, while my lover 
sat nearby, his eyes burning a hole into us as he watched. 

“She’s hot, Mac. She’s on fire,” Steve commented casually, and I closed my eyes, 
acutely embarrassed but unable to deny his words. 

“Stand up, slave,” Michael said abruptly. Steve released me, though he left the clips 
on my now numb nipples. Was Michael jealous? Did I want him to be? 

I stood, the little bell tinkling as Michael turned to Ryan. “How about you? Care to 
examine the goods?” 

“Get over here, cunt,” Ryan ordered, his voice hard. 
I swallowed and turned reflexively toward Michael, looking for protection that 

wasn’t forthcoming. “Do what you’re told,” he said. 
Slowly I moved toward Ryan, all traces of an orgasm receding fast. I wished I could 

take another drink of my wine but I didn’t dare. Reaching up toward me from his 
position on the couch, Ryan grabbed the chain dangling between my breasts and used it 
to pull me toward him. 

I gasped at the added tension on my nipples. When I was standing directly in front 
of him, he reached up and released the little clips, dropping the chain to the floor. 

My hands flew to my now throbbing nipples as the blood flow made all the 
tortured nerve endings come alive. “Hands at your sides,” he barked, and I dropped 
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my arms. My breath was coming fast and shallow and I bit my lip, trying to calm 
myself, hearing Michael’s voice in my head saying, calm down, slow your breathing. It’s 
only me. 

But it wasn’t him! Yet he was there behind me. That’s the only reason I stayed in 
position, my hands at my sides, in front of this big, burly bully. Michael wanted me 
there. 

Ryan eyed me slowly, his expression insolent and unforgiving. “Your tits aren’t 
your best feature. They’d look better after a caning I’d wager.” He reached out a large, 
calloused hand and roughly stroked my left breast, pulling at the nipple and then 
sliding his hand down to my belly. 

“Spread ‘em,” he said gruffly, his hand now resting on my bare mons. I shifted into 
an “at ease” position, my face a hundred shades of red. What was wrong with my tits? 
How dare he comment! 

“Tilt your pelvis, let me see that twat.” Oh, Michael, are you really going to allow this? I 
wondered. I didn’t dare to turn around and beseech him to tell this bastard to leave me 
alone. 

Here’s the really bizarre thing… 
Even while I was burning with humiliation, even while a part of me wanted to 

reach out and slap that smug, insolent face, I was also so aroused I think I would have 
come with just a kiss from my lover. Just a breath on my sex. The humiliation was real, 
but so was the heat. I was on fire. 

Ryan stared at my pussy for several moments while I held the awkward position, 
trying to thrust my pelvis up to give him a better view. 

“Get on the table. Let’s see your discipline.” I didn’t understand at first what he 
meant. When I didn’t move immediately, Ryan barked, “Cunt! Get on the table. You’re 
going to be our display. Get on your hands and knees, your forehead touching the table, 
your hands behind your neck. Got it? Now move!” 

Now I did look at Michael whose expression was difficult to read. He didn’t say a 
word, but nodded slightly. He wanted this. For Michael then, not for that asshole Ryan, 
I climbed on to the long glass table, trying to get into position without making a total 
fool of myself. 

It wasn’t easy, but I did finally manage to balance on my head and knees, my 
fingers locked behind my head, my ass up in the air, my forehead touching the glass. 

“How about another beer,” I heard Ryan now say casually to Michael. 
“Sure,” Michael said back easily. I could hear them moving about the room, 

perhaps walking to the kitchen. After a few moments they were all sitting again, 
completely ignoring me as they opened their fresh bottles and began a little discussion 
about their favorite baseball teams. 
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How bizarre, how surreal it was to perch there, my body on crude display as the 
men around me pretended indifference. Was I truly just an object on the table they 
noticed no more than a vase of flowers? 

After a few minutes my knees began to ache. My forehead was sweating where it 
pressed against the glass. I wanted to sit up. I didn’t like knowing my asshole was on 
view for whoever cared to glance at it! My breasts were hanging down, the nipples 
grazing the glass and I was uncomfortable trying to breathe in that position. I found I 
had to breathe through my mouth and I felt like I was going to sneeze. 

They droned on and on about their stupid sports teams and I tried to let my mind 
drift. What would Charlie think if he could see me now? Maybe he was right? Maybe I 
was a “seriously sick ticket”. Maybe I didn’t belong here. What kind of game was I 
playing? And Michael—had he just been using me so he could whore me out to other 
men? Show his prowess as a dominant lover by handing over his woman as a piece of 
ass? 

Suddenly I became aware the voices were farther away. The men had moved from 
the room, the sound of their conversation now behind me, muted. 

And then they were gone, with the click of the front door. I heard the bolt slide 
home. Did I dare move? In a moment I felt Michael’s hands on my ass, smoothing the 
flesh, his fingers grazing my asshole and moving down to my pussy. 

Pressing a finger into me he whispered, “You were beyond graceful. I adore you. 
Punishment over.” He’d sent them home! Truly then, he’d used them merely as a tool to 
train me. Instead of offering me to them, he’d only let them handle me briefly, as a way 
to remind me, to teach me more about my submission. 

As he helped me from the table, I wrapped my arms around his neck. He leaned 
down, taking me into his arms and lowering me with him to the couch. 

“Lara, don’t ever leave me. Please. Let’s make love, right here on the couch.” 
We did. 
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Chapter Fifteen 
Michael 

 
I was busy most of the next day, working with a longtime client on his portfolio. By 

the time I got home, I was looking forward to simply having a quiet dinner with Lara 
and curling up with a book in bed. 

As soon as I walked in the door however, I could see something was wrong. For 
one thing, Lara was wearing a sundress that covered up her charms while still allowing 
the sunlight to shine through. She seemed listless and troubled. I had been about to ask 
her to make me a drink but I held off. 

“Hey, why the sad face?” 
Lara shrugged. “It’s Charlie. He called and asked me to meet him for lunch and you 

weren’t here so I went.” She could have called me, but I didn’t remind her of that. 
Where Charlie was concerned, I was still very careful. If Lara were to come to me, it had 
to be completely of her own volition. I would never exert my “power” over her in that 
regard. 

Now I felt a little chill in the air. I wondered what her soon-to-be ex-husband could 
have said that bothered her so. I went over to the bar and fixed a martini. I waved the 
bottle of gin at her and she nodded. I made her a strong drink and handed it to her. She 
took a grateful sip. 

I wanted to shout at her. To question how she could have gone to lunch with that 
asshole, especially without telling me first. I took a sip of my drink and instead said in 
what I hoped was a neutral voice, “How is Charlie doing?” 

“Not so good. He says he really misses me.” 
“That’s to be expected, isn’t it? Now that you’re away, he sees what a wonderful 

woman you are.” 
Her eyes lit up and she smiled at me. That beautiful open smile always made my 

stomach tingle. “Well, thanks for that. But you know he and I have a lot of history 
between us.” 

“Oh?” I didn’t know what else to say. It sounded ominous. 
“Today we had our first good talk in months. About what kind of husband he had 

been and what kind of wife I had been.” 
I took another sip and moved to the couch. This seemed like it might take a while. 

She followed me and sat at the other end, facing me, her knees drawn up under her 
sundress. 

“He admitted he made some mistakes. A lot of mistakes.” 
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I nodded. Of course I didn’t believe in Charlie’s sincerity for a minute, but Lara 
clearly did. 

“We even talked some about my, um, lifestyle.” She seemed embarrassed. 
“Your lifestyle?” I repeated. “It’s a lifestyle now? That’s certainly an improvement 

from the last name he gave it—what was it? Perverted? Sick? Twisted and filthy?” 
She seemed stung by the reminder and I cautioned myself to go slow. I had never 

liked Charlie. Though I’d never actually met the guy, from what Lara had shared over 
the months, I had found him to be immature and narrow-minded. But it wouldn’t do 
me any good to be churlish at this point. 

Lara went on. “He admitted he was wrong to react that way. He said he’s been 
doing a lot of research on it.” 

“I see.” 
“Yeah. He says he can see the attraction now. He said he was sorry he had been 

such a jerk about it. He can see how it might be fun.” 
“Fun. Huh.” Charlie sounded like he was full of shit. 
“I know what you’re thinking—that he’s just saying that to try to win me back.” She 

took a quick sip and I watched a little shudder go through her. “The thing is, sometimes 
this BDSM stuff scares me. I mean, a little.” 

“You think maybe you’re a little more vanilla than I am, and now you wonder just 
how far you want to go.” 

“Yes, exactly.” 
“And Charlie seems to offer a safer route—if you can believe him.” 
“Well, the thought did cross my mind. I mean, there was more wrong with our 

relationship than just my interest in being submissive and him not having a clue. But 
I’m thinking maybe if we had been on the same page with that aspect of it, perhaps we 
could’ve worked out the rest, you know?” 

“Sure,” I said, feeling a little guilty now. The thing with Ryan and Steve was 
probably the last straw. I should have waited, should have been more in tune with her 
signals. Clearly, I had pushed her too hard—right back into the arms of her husband. 
They were still married—the divorce not yet final. That was bound to have a powerful 
hold on her emotions. 

“So Charlie’s promised to experiment, is that it? And not make you feel bad about 
your desires?” 

“Yes. He said that. He, uh…” She trailed off and took another drink of her martini. 
I knew she had something she wanted to say but was too embarrassed. I thought 

maybe reverse psychology might work. “You don’t have to tell me anything you don’t 
want to.” 

“No, I don’t mind,” she said at once. “I want to share everything with you. No 
secrets.” She looked down at her knees. The words came out in a rush. “Charlie’s 
begging me to come back. He said he’d give me anything I wanted if I would just come 
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back to him.” She blushed a little but continued. “I know this sounds silly, but he’s 
really trying. He said he’d spank me just as hard as I wanted, that he’d do just what I 
wanted. No strings. No pressure. He said,” she whispered, her voice anguished, “he 
said he missed me so much his heart was breaking in two.” 

I sighed. I was certain Charlie had no idea what a Dom should be. His words 
showed just how clueless he was. A true Dom wouldn’t let the sub dictate how hard or 
low long a spanking should be. He would just know when she’d had enough. But, 
clearly, he knew what buttons to push with Lara, and he was using her guilt over 
leaving him as a tool to try and win her back. 

I tried not to react—to overreact—to let her know the jagged tear that was ripping 
across my heart as a result of her words. Trying to keep my voice steady, I simply said, 
“This is quite sudden, Lara. After all these months.” 

“I know, I know.” Her expression was imploring. “I haven’t made any kind of 
decision. I’m just all messed up inside right now. Torn.” 

“Of course you are. I’ve pushed you too hard, too fast. I was having so much fun, I 
thought you were too. But clearly I frightened you. I didn’t read you properly. My 
mistake. I’m sorry.” 

“No! You didn’t! Not really. I-I enjoyed it, at the time. It was only later, when I had 
time to think, that I began to wonder who I was, what I really wanted.” 

“And now you think you want Charlie?” It slipped out before I could stop myself. I 
wanted to bite my tongue. 

“God, Michael. I don’t know! I don’t know. Right now, when I’m here with you, I 
feel I belong. But sometimes I get scared.” She paused and looked up at the ceiling, as if 
the answer were written up there. Finally she said, “We were married a long time, 
Michael. He still loves me. I’m not sure what I feel at this point. Maybe Charlie 
represents a safer version of you.” 

Well, at least she was being honest. How could I explain that Charlie had no idea 
what he was talking about without sounding like a jealous man? Then the answer came 
to me in a flash. If I gave her enough rope, maybe she’d hang herself, metaphorically 
speaking. 

Trying to keep my voice neutral and calm I asked, “What do you want from me, 
Lara? Permission? Advice?” 

She nodded. “Please, Michael. Tell me what to do.” 
“Okay.” Please God, don’t let me lose her over this. “Here’s what I think you should do. 

Go to Charlie. Tell him you’d like to try it again, for a period of time. A few days, a 
week? It’s up to you. Just take enough clothes to last and whatever else you need. Of 
course, you can call me anytime if you’d like to. At the end of that time or sooner, if you 
come to a decision, we’ll meet and discuss everything.” 

Her face showed her confusion. “You mean, you’d do that? Just send me back to 
him? Just let me go?” 
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I put my drink down on the coffee table. Leaning forward, I took her hands in mine. 
“It isn’t a matter of ‘letting you go’. If this isn’t where you want to be, I would never 
want to keep you. I love you, Lara. And I guess a way to prove that to you is to give you 
the freedom to explore what’s right for you. It’s the only way to be sure. If you stayed 
with me, you’d always wonder what would’ve happened if you had given Charlie 
another chance. I don’t want you here under those circumstances. I want you to decide 
on your own. Only you can look into your heart and choose which man is right for you, 
what lifestyle is right for you. I could never dictate such a thing. I wouldn’t want to. I 
want you here out of love, not obligation or duty.” 

“I do love you, Michael. I hope you know that. But I loved Charlie for so many 
years, sometimes I don’t know if I’ll ever truly be over him. Is it possible for a woman to 
love two men? I don’t know. But I can’t just walk away without talking to him again. I 
owe him that much.” 

I didn’t speak. I couldn’t. The big brave Dom had tears in his eyes. I just nodded 
while my mind reeled. Could she still be in love with this guy? How is that possible, 
after she described what a narrow-minded jerk he was! To me, the decision was 
obvious. Pick me! 

It was a huge gamble, of course. But then, it wasn’t my decision. Part of me wanted 
to lock her up then and there—keep her in that cage and never let her go! But I had 
meant it—I didn’t want her there unless it was her free and honest decision. Charlie 
could keep all the strings and the guilt. I just wanted the woman and her love. 

I knew part of her was pulled by guilt, and still wrestling with her conservative 
upbringing—not listening to her soul. Still, I knew I had to let her go in order to keep 
her, if that were possible. 

“You wouldn’t be jealous?” 
“Of course I would. I don’t like the idea of him making love to you any more than 

he liked the idea of someone else loving you. But, sweetheart, it isn’t up to me. I don’t 
own you, not in that sense. This has to be your decision and, honestly, if you’re even 
thinking along these lines, you owe it to yourself, really to all three of us, as ironic as 
that sounds, to explore your feelings.” 

“But what if I decided to stay with him? What would you do?” 
I gave her a wry grin. “I’d be hurt, of course. Devastated. But in time, I’d get over it. 

Don’t worry about me. I’m a grown-up. I can take care of myself. Right now you need 
to take care of yourself, and if this is how you need to do it, just know I’ll be here, right 
here, waiting for you, baby.” 

“Oh, Michael. This isn’t something I’ve come to lightly! It’s just, he’s been through 
so much. These months alone he’s been destroyed. You should’ve seen him! He was a 
wreck!” She stopped suddenly, as if she’d said too much. 

But now I was curious. “What do you mean, a wreck? He’s not using drugs or 
anything, is he?” 
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“Oh no! Nothing like that. But he admitted he is drinking more, to try and drown 
out the pain of losing me. The thought that he could win me back seemed to give him 
hope. He really, really loves me. I just don’t know what to do!” 

Uh-oh, I thought. He’s desperate and he’s drinking too much. How many tales had 
she shared with me of Charlie, drunk and out of control, bordering on abuse? What was 
this woman thinking? This could end very badly. 

“Do you trust Charlie? I mean, really trust him to have your best interests at heart?” 
“I was married to him for eight years. Sure I trust him. He’s not a violent man. He 

was just so hurt, so confused.” 
I wasn’t so sure. He seemed a little off his pins to me. No telling what he might 

do—especially if she decided to leave him again. Which I fully expected her to do. I 
knew Lara was confused and emotionally caught up with this guy. She’d have to work 
it out on her own—I just didn’t want her getting hurt in the process. 

“Can I ask one favor of you before you go to stay with him?” 
“Of course, Michael.” 
“Keep your cell phone charged. Call me. I won’t call you, but anytime you’d like to 

talk or if you feel unsafe in any way, promise to call me, okay? Can you do that for 
me?” 

“Uh, yes, I guess so. I’m not sure how he’ll react, having me call my lover while I’m 
supposed to be with him.” 

“Please. As a friend. It’s just a backup. In case something goes wrong. You don’t 
have to call and chat if that’s awkward. But please call if you need help.” 

She nodded. “Sure. I can do that. But it’s not like that, really. I can handle Charlie. 
You worry too much.” 

God, I hoped she was right. 
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Chapter Sixteen 
Lara 

 
Of course, even as he was doing it, I knew what he was doing. Reverse psychology, 

no pressure. If you love something, set it free, etcetera. Michael was sending me back 
into the arms of my husband. No fuss, no fight, just like that. 

Charlie would have ranted and raved, slammed his fist through a wall and then 
sobbed like a baby. In fact, he’d done all those things the first time I’d left. The net effect 
then was to make me feel guilty and angry. I hadn’t liked feeling manipulated by his 
rage and his neediness. 

Yet I hadn’t like this either. Michael seemed to be almost indifferent to the outcome. 
He’d get over it, just like that. Find another sub girl, probably. Just go back online and 
start over. Plenty more where I came from… 

I knew even as I had these thoughts they were unfair. Michael loved me. I knew it 
in my bones. I should have been grateful for the freedom he was granting me. Not that 
he could stop me from leaving, but he hadn’t tried to put any guilt or bad feelings on 
me. He’d behaved like, well, like an adult. A novel experience for me, I suppose. 

There was a moment when his graceful, adult façade seemed to crack a bit. I think it 
was that moment more than any other that made me almost stay. Almost drop the bag I 
was packing and throw myself into his arms and cry, “I’m sorry! This is crazy! I’m 
making a mistake!” 

It was when I realized he was in the room, silently watching me pack my clothes 
into a little bag. I turned toward him suddenly and he turned away, but not before I 
saw the tears glinting in his eyes. 

Angrily he’d wiped his face with the back of his hand. When I’d asked, “Are you 
okay?” he’d answered brusquely that he was fine. I think if he’d broken down just then, 
put his arms around me, begged me to stay, I would have. 

But he didn’t. He turned on his heel and left the room, calling out, “I’ve got to pick 
some things up in town. I’ll be back in time to drive you to the train.” And he was gone. 

I almost ran after him but fate intervened, in the form of my cell phone. It was 
Charlie. The voice so familiar and yet unfamiliar somehow after all these months apart. 
“Lara, glad I got you. Just verifying you’ll be at the station at six o’clock.” And more 
softly, “And that you hadn’t changed your mind.” 

“I’ll be there.” Too late to back out now. And Michael was right. I had to do this. 
Had to decide once and for all what was right. I didn’t want to spend the rest of my life 
wondering what if. 
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The drive to the station had been strained and sad. Michael mostly just stared out 
the windshield, seeming very focused on his driving. I was relieved he’d agreed a train 
trip was best, rather than him driving me all the way to Allentown, a two-hour ride. 
That would have been awkward, having one man pass me to the next. 

As we pulled into the station, he put his hand over mine and his expression was 
eloquent with repressed emotion. “Take care, sweetheart,” he said somberly. “And 
remember, I’m a phone call away.” 

He’d pulled up to the curb so he wouldn’t have to park. He popped the trunk for 
me, but didn’t get out of the driver’s seat to help me with the bag. I was glad in a way 
because I was very close to tears, and if we’d stood together, I know I would have lost 
it. 

“Bye,” I said, pulling my hand from his. He leaned over, lightly brushing my lips 
with his. His eyes were bright with unshed tears and I felt like a monster. I turned 
away, getting quickly out of the car. 

“I love you,” I murmured as he pulled away from the curb, not looking back. 

* * * * * 
Big arms wrapped around me and I breathed his familiar smell—his piney cologne 

and the essence that was Charlie. My husband. The man I’d left to find myself, 
whatever that meant. 

Charlie was tall, taller than Michael, and still very muscular, though some of that 
muscle was now turning to fat. His expression was intense as he held me back at arm’s 
length, his dark brows hooded over his dark eyes. 

“Wow, Lara. You look great! You’ve lost weight, huh? And I don’t know, there’s 
something about you—something different. Man, you’re so sexy! My shy little Lara, 
now this sexy, hot woman!” He said it with wonder. Had I really been so different 
before? Was I really so different now? 

“I’m so glad you’ve come back to me, Lara. My darling. My girl.” 
I took a breath before responding. I hadn’t come back to him. Not precisely. This 

was a trial run and he knew it. The divorce was still inching along at its snail’s pace—
nothing was changed in that regard. Still, I didn’t want to start off with an argument so 
I just smiled and said, “Where’s the car?” 

Charlie took my bag and we headed toward the parking lot. On the drive to 
Charlie’s place he said, “I’ve been doing a lot of research, you know. About the, uh, 
scene. I’ve learned a lot. Things I wish I’d understood back when you were trying to 
explain them to me.” Back when you were roaring at me that I was a sick fuck, you mean? Of 
course I didn’t say it out loud. 

“I, uh, I got a few toys. Some things I think you’ll really like. I’m going to give this a 
go, Lara. For you. For us, I mean. I think I could be a really good dominant. Uh, Dom.” 
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I smiled. He really was trying, that much was evident. Could you become a “really 
good Dom” just by wanting to? Or was it etched into you—hardwired into your nature, 
your orientation? I guessed we would find out. 

It felt strange to come back to our old house. Everything was pretty much as I’d left 
it, although it seemed dustier, more drab somehow, than I’d remembered. Charlie took 
me in his arms again as we entered the front hall. He kissed me long and hard on the 
mouth, and I found myself wanting to pull away. Those weren’t Michael’s lips against 
mine, even though the kiss was familiar. What was I doing? Had I made a mistake? 

I’d asked myself that question during the whole train ride but, of course, it was too 
late to back out now. And not fair to Charlie. Or to myself for that matter. This was 
something I thought I owed the marriage. I owed it to Michael too, in a way. If I hadn’t 
followed my impulse to see this through, and had just stayed with him, would it have 
soured the relationship? That lingering, niggling doubt—what if… 

So here I was. I was going to find out “what if”. What if I gave my husband another 
chance? What if we really were meant to be together until death did us part as we’d 
vowed so long ago? 

“Wait’ll you see what I did,” Charlie said eagerly, pulling me along by the hand. I 
followed him to the exercise room where he used to lift weights and ride the stationary 
bicycle before things between us had begun to fall apart and he’d preferred getting 
drunk in front of the TV rather than working out. 

Now, instead of his free weights in the corner and the old dusty bike in the center of 
the room, I found myself entering a BDSM dungeon! He wasn’t kidding when he’d said 
he’d bought a few toys! 

Charlie waved his arm around the room, his expression proud. “I call it the 
playroom. Pretty hot, huh? Cost a bundle too!” Along one wall he’d installed utility 
hooks like one would find in a garage, but instead of tools there was a coil of rope, a 
dangling chain with handcuffs attached to it, a riding crop, a heavy flogger and various 
scarves and blindfolds. 

In the center of the room he’d rigged a kind of restraining apparatus that looked 
quite formidable, complete with a wooden frame with eyehooks embedded in the 
corners and heavy metal chains hanging from the hooks. Good ol’ Charlie—discretion 
had never been his strong suit. It was all or nothing with Charlie Turner. Yet, despite 
myself, I found my body reacting on a primal level to the paraphernalia of my 
predilection—getting hot because there were whips and chains nearby. 

“I’m going to teach you about submission,” he said, his voice suddenly deeper, like 
he was reading lines in a school play. “I built this stuff for your punishments. You’re 
going to learn what it is to suffer for me, girl. Oh, and you can’t speak unless spoken to. 
That’s how it’s done. Sign of respect, of obedience.” 

Oh, Charlie, I wanted to say. Stop. It seemed so stilted. The disloyal thought that I 
already knew it wasn’t going to work tried to push up through my brain but I stifled it. 
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I wanted to be back in New York with Michael at that moment. What had I done? 
Charlie was clearly playing a part. And it was my fault. 

“Get on your knees,” he intoned. 
“Charlie, I—” 
“I said, on your knees! Now!” He barked it like an order and he actually looked 

angry. Perhaps I was embarrassing him by not obeying immediately. I would go along, 
I decided. Who knew, maybe it would be all right. Maybe we really would click as Dom 
and sub. Slowly I sank to my knees, bowing my head. 

“That’s right. You’ll be on your knees a lot from now on, slave,” he said, his voice 
softer, mollified. “And you’ll be naked too. Subs should be naked, I’ve read all about it. 
So go ahead, get naked, slave. Strip.” 

I felt the heat in my face. I found I didn’t want to get naked in front of my own 
husband. In front of the man who’d seen me naked more than anyone else. Had we lost 
that comfort level in just a few months? 

Suddenly I felt my head being jerked back as he pulled my hair, hissing in my ear, 
“I said strip.” He pulled me up, still using my hair as a handle. I knew this was a game 
but it didn’t feel like one. Still, despite my confusion, I found myself turned-on. At least 
he was channeling his anger into something exciting—feeding into my deep-seated 
fantasy of being taken against my will. 

Even so, I knew fantasy and reality often don’t mix. Still, this was just Charlie. He 
wouldn’t hurt me—I was safe. He wanted me back, he was still in love with me, even 
after all the hurtful, terrible things he’d said toward the end of our living together and 
after I first left him. 

Again suppressing unpleasant thoughts, memories of his rages and his threats like 
little warning bells somewhere in the back of my mind, I began to unbutton my blouse. 
I wasn’t wearing a bra and his eyes widened a little when he saw that—the old Lara 
always wore a bra. 

Keeping my eyes on his, though I could feel the flush of heat in my face and on my 
chest, I unzipped my jeans and stepped out of them. I hesitated at removing my panties, 
suddenly aware he hadn’t seen what was beneath. 

“Everything,” he commanded, rubbing the front of his pants, an erection clearly 
visible beneath his fingers. 

I licked my lips and took a breath. He knew I was involved with someone, but not 
that I lived with him. He had no idea the extent of my relationship with Michael—that I 
was owned. 

Owned. What did it even mean, now? He’d sent me off into the arms of another 
man. Instead of feeling cherished and adored, I felt cast-off. Charlie stood glowering at 
me, his eyes hooded with lust. “Lara. Are we doing this or not?” 
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I pulled at the little satin ties that held each side of my sexy little panties closed. The 
fabric fell open and off my thighs. Charlie stared, as I knew he would. “What the 
fuck…” he trailed off, staring at my shaved pussy. 

“Jesus.” Stepping close to me he reached a large finger toward my sex. I resisted my 
impulse to step back. Either I was going to really give this a go or I should just leave. 

He grabbed the little ring, a little curve of gold that glinted at my cleft. I had 
forgotten about the ring! It had become such a part of me I barely thought about it now, 
except when I was showering, or when Michael tugged at it, attaching the little bell and 
laughing with pleasure as it tinkled when I moved. 

Michael’s ring! As binding as a wedding ring, more so in some respects. I no longer 
wore a wedding ring, but I’d allowed Michael to have this band of gold permanently 
soldered in my most intimate spot. 

“What is this? You’ve got jewelry! Pussy jewelry, weird. Does it come off?” He 
fingered it roughly. I was having a hard time gauging if he found it erotic or offensive. 
“Where’d you get it? Who did it?” 

“I had it done at a piercing place. By a woman,” I lied. I felt a little barb of pain in 
my gut at my deception. Not toward Charlie, but for Michael. Charlie inserted his little 
finger into the ring, tugging uncomfortably at it. His finger was too big and he couldn’t 
get a good hold on it. 

“Stop,” I said, stepping back as I tried to disengage his hand. “That hurts.” 
“Oh.” He dropped his hand but then added, “So what? You’re into pain, right? I bet 

you’re wet now. Let me see. Spread that bald little cunt and show me how wet you are.” 
“Charlie, I think—” 
“No, no,” he said quickly, putting his hand to my lips. “I’m sorry. I’m nervous, 

that’s all. I wasn’t expecting you to look different. You’ve lost weight too. You look 
really, really good, Lara. I think I could get to like that, um, shaved look. Vulnerable 
kind of. Easy access. Yeah.” He laughed nervously, a little mirthless bark. 

I tried to smile—of course, he was nervous, I was too. He heaved a sigh. “God, I’m 
sorry. Listen, sweetheart. You’ve agreed to come back and spend some time with me. 
We’re giving each other a second chance. I don’t want to blow it by being a jerk.” 

He tossed my panties at me. “I’m sorry, I’m rushing you. I’m being an ass. Get 
dressed and let’s go have something to eat. I’m hungry, aren’t you?” 

I nodded, relieved as I pulled on my clothing. We went into the kitchen, the 
remodeled kitchen that had meant so much to me at one time and now felt like someone 
else’s. The place was neat enough, though the ceramic tile floor was filthy—didn’t the 
man know how to use a mop? 

He made us sandwiches—big, overstuffed roast beef sandwiches—with too much 
mayonnaise slopping out of the sides. He put three bottles of beer on the table, one for 
me, two for him. 
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After taking a huge bite of his sandwich he twisted open his first beer and took a 
long, gulping drink, draining half the bottle. He took another bite and wiped his mouth 
with a napkin before finishing off the bottle. 

“Hey, you’re not eating. You a vegetarian now or something?” 
I took a bite of my sandwich and took a swig of beer. I didn’t like it when Charlie 

drank beer. He was okay after one, even two. But toward the end of our marriage he’d 
drink more than one or two. Then he’d switch to scotch and the fights would start. 

I don’t know what compelled me to finally confide in him about my secret 
submissive dreams. Well, that’s not entirely true. I had foolishly thought because I was 
learning so much online about D/s and the potential romance of it all, and coming to 
really understand that I wasn’t sick or twisted at all, but simply sexually wired in a 
certain way, Charlie would be open to learning too. I thought it would save our 
marriage, or at least give it a jumpstart. 

I miscalculated in a big way when I whispered to him that I had submissive 
fantasies—and that I wanted to be tied down and spanked. I said spanked, but I meant 
whipped. Whipped with a heavy-tressed flogger just like the one now hanging in his 
exercise room-cum-dungeon. I didn’t quite go that far, but I went too far for Charlie’s 
vanilla sensibilities. 

It became the focus of our arguments but, really, it wasn’t the crux of what had 
gone wrong between us. That had been happening for years, a steady moving away, 
developing along parallel lines that seemed to veer away rather than move toward one 
another. 

Yet Charlie grabbed onto it like a lifeline, touting my perversions as the reason we 
were growing apart. He broke into my email account, reading my secret letters of 
yearning and frustration. Crying, he had accused me of having online lovers, and he 
wasn’t entirely incorrect. Certainly I’d connected with people online, with men online, 
in a more intimate way than I’d ever connected with Charlie. 

When I met Michael online, things were already so bad between Charlie and me, it 
was really only a matter of time before we separated. The fact I had not yet physically 
betrayed my husband by meeting a Dom to explore my sexual desires didn’t change the 
fact Charlie and I no longer clicked sexually or otherwise. 

So why had I come back now? What possessed me to leave the one man who had 
ever connected with me on every possible level, to give it another chance with Charlie? 

Maybe it was the history. We’d spent most of our adult lives together as husband 
and wife. As he’d tearfully asked at our lunch, didn’t that count for something? 

“One more chance,” he’d pleaded. “I made such a mistake, Lara, when I let you go. 
I’ve learned so much about your, uh, sexual desires. I understand now—it’s a beautiful, 
romantic thing. Please. Give me a chance. Give us a chance.” 

He had taken my hand in his large ones—Charlie always made me feel small, 
feminine, and that hadn’t changed. He’d given me one of those soulful looks, that big 
dark-eyed, baleful stare that could melt the hardest heart. “Listen, Lara. I know we’re in 
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the middle of a divorce. I know you’re involved with another man. I’ve dated some too. 
It’s been a good break for us, really. For me, at any rate, to come to appreciate what we 
had together! 

“I’ve had a chance to really explore this whole S&M thing. I understand now it isn’t 
a perversion! I do! In fact, I think it’s really sexy and exciting. I’ve done a bit of 
experimenting on my own and I’m blown away by the intensity of it.” 

He had clasped my hand more insistently and tears welled in those dark eyes. “I’m 
not asking for you to move back in with me. Just for another chance. A day, two days, a 
week. Just one last try before we end a marriage and move on. If it doesn’t feel right, at 
any point, that’s it! I take you back to your train and we part as friends. What do you 
say, sweetheart? Aren’t we worth that much?” 

So here I was. 
Charlie finished his sandwich. “You want that?” He gestured toward my half-eaten 

one and I shook my head, pushing the plate toward him. After he’d polished off that 
one he stood up and said, “Lara. You’re so beautiful. Thank you for this chance. Thank 
you.” 

“Charlie, this feels strange,” I finally admitted aloud. 
“I know. God, I know. It feels weird for me too. But listen, I want this. I am going to 

teach you, Lara. I’m going to teach you to submit to me. It’s going to start now. But 
we’ll go slower. Stand up.” 

“Charlie, I—” 
“I said stand up. Now.” His voice was quiet, his mouth set hard, his eyes sparkling 

darkly. 
I stood. A little finger of fear dragged its way through me, coupled with a little thrill 

of excitement. This was what I had dreamed of two years before when I’d first 
whispered my secret dreams into his ear. And now it was happening. 

“That’s better. Now, here are some ground rules. For the next few hours, or until I 
tell you otherwise, you will not speak unless spoken to. You will obey every request, 
every demand, I make of you, without hesitation. You will behave as if you are my 
slave. My personal love slave. Now, I’m not stupid enough to think that’s reality. I’ve 
read enough and talked to enough folks to know you can’t demand submission—it has 
to be earned. 

“I hope to earn it. To show you our potential together as Master and slave. I hope to 
prove I was mistaken before, and I can do this. I can be your Dom, Lara. And you will 
be my sub.” 

Okay, so he could talk the talk. Could he walk the walk? 

95 



J.W. McKenna & Claire Thompson 

Chapter Seventeen 
Michael 

 
I drove home from the station, feeling sad and morose. What had I done? Was I 

crazy? The “brilliant” idea I had had to send her back so she would see what a jerk 
Charlie was suddenly seemed like the most idiotic thing I’d ever done. What if they 
rekindled the flame? What if he turned out not to be the big lummox I thought him to 
be? Christ, they had had eight married years together—that obviously counted for 
something. 

I found myself at home before I was aware of it—the miles had melted away while I 
had been deep in thought. I got out and stared at my now empty house. Taking a deep 
breath I sighed, trying hard not to feel sorry for myself. I spotted George on his deck 
and he waved. I waved back halfheartedly. Moving inside, I tossed the car keys into the 
bowl. I stood in the center of the room at a complete loss for what to do. I imagined 
Lara on the train, heading south for a reconciliation with Charlie and I immediately 
blocked the vision from my mind. Don’t go there. 

I forced myself to sit down and work for a couple of hours. Nothing like dull 
spreadsheets to keep the brain away from topics I did not wish to think about. It was a 
delaying tactic, at best. After a while, my mind began to wander. Finally, I gave in and 
went into the kitchen for a beer. 

I couldn’t help but imagine what Lara must be doing right now. Probably sitting 
with Charlie, talking about the good times and exploring her submissive desires 
together. Maybe he would go slow, allowing Lara to feel more comfortable with him. 
Maybe she would find his efforts endearing and they would move toward a common 
ground. 

“Mac, you are an idiot,” I said aloud, holding the cold beer to my forehead. 
Sitting at the kitchen table, I debated whether I should go out to a bar and maybe 

do a little harmless flirting with some women or just stay home and brood. Neither 
choice sounded good. It made me smile. I realized I must be in bad shape when the idea 
of feeling sorry for myself seemed like a better plan than talking to a pretty girl! I 
simply had no desire to meet anyone—not now, at least. 

I finished my beer and put the empty bottle carefully into the recycle bin, as if my 
efforts to be a good environmentalist might be rewarded by having Lara return to me. It 
was my own fault, of course. She was new to the lifestyle and I had treated her like she 
trusted me completely. Trust is earned, I reminded myself. If she left now, it was my 
fault. 

I sat on the couch, closing my eyes for a moment. I could see Lara, naked and 
beautiful, standing with her head bowed, waiting for whatever delicious torture or 
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pleasure I had devised for her. I felt restless and horny. I didn’t feel like eating so I went 
online for a bit, logging into one of my favorite BDSM sites. “Maybe I can pick up a few 
pointers,” I said to the empty room then grinned. 

Every site I perused only reminded me of Lara. How she had looked tied up 
outside, naked under George’s gaze. How she both feared and desired the whip. How 
her barriers were being broken down, one by one. She might have protested and she 
might have felt conflicted at times, but I could tell she had loved what was happening 
between us, what was happening to her. She had found herself at last. Or so I had 
thought. 

Enter Charlie, with his manipulative guilt. Making her doubt her choice, doubt her 
love for me. Bastard. Why couldn’t he have found himself a nice little vanilla girl to 
start a new life with? What is it about men who can’t seem to let go of something that 
isn’t working? 

That thought made me pause—was I doing the same thing? No, I decided, I did let 
her go. I had to. I only hoped she would come back to me. 

I came across a story about a submissive who had a need to be punished in order to 
magnify her orgasms. It was well-written so I spent some time on it. I liked the author’s 
description of the woman’s smell, how the Dom was intoxicated by the natural odors of 
her body, mixed with her perfume and that touch of fear. It reminded me of Lara, for 
her scents had the same effect on me. 

I remembered the day I first met Lara in person after our time chatting online. I had 
agreed to drive down and meet her at a bookstore near her neighborhood in Allentown. 
I had come up behind her and recognized her at once from the photos we had 
exchanged. She kept her reddish-brown hair short in a cute style I liked. I loved the way 
her ass looked in her short skirt. She had on a sleeveless, pale pink blouse that showed 
her slender arms, and I realized she was wearing the type of outfit I had told her I liked 
during one of our many email exchanges. 

If I hadn’t already known she was a submissive, I believe I could’ve guessed from 
the way she moved. There was a hesitation about her, a delicate sort of tentativeness, 
like a doe in the forest. 

She was standing in the self-help aisle, leafing through a book. I had come up 
behind her—not too close, but close enough to get my first whiff of her wonderful scent. 
Softly I had said, “It must be hard, looking for answers when you’re not even sure of all 
the questions.” 

She had turned around, startled. I could see the flash of recognition in her eyes. 
Then she pretended I was a stranger. “Pardon me?” 

I decided to play along. “I’m sorry. Didn’t mean to startle you.” I had nodded at the 
book in her hand. The title in bold red letters read Women’s Secret Desires. 

“I just had a feeling you’re looking for answers to something that you don’t fully 
understand.” 

“Oh? And how can you tell that?” 
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“Just a guess. I’ve seen it before.” 
“Oh, you have? Then you must be an expert.” Her voice had lightly mocked me. 
“Sorry. I probably come across as a know-it-all. I don’t mean to.” 
She had tipped her head. “Well, it did sound like a pick-up line.” 
I smiled. “Yes, I suppose it did. But it really was the truth.” I grew tired of the little 

game. “Hello, Lara.” 
She smiled. “Hello, Michael.” 
“Can I buy you a cup of coffee?” 
She had paused, just long enough to make me think for a second she might refuse. 

“Of course,” she had said. “They have a nice coffee shop right here in the bookstore.” 
I got us both a cup and we sat. She took a sip and watched me, her eyes wary. Even 

though she knew me online, I could tell she was naturally a bit apprehensive that the 
person in real life wouldn’t measure up. Perhaps she had been burned before in her 
search for the perfect Dom. 

“Don’t worry,” I had assured her. “I’m no different in person.” 
She had blushed. “Sorry. I’m just a little anxious. I should already know you…” She 

had trailed off. 
I had filled in the missing words. “…but sometimes the person online turns out to 

be different in the flesh.” 
She nodded. “Yes.” 
“Often for the worse,” I added. 
Lara fixed me with her gaze. “And how do you know so much? Have you met a lot 

of women from online?” 
I grinned. “No. But I know a lot about men and they can be bastards if they want to 

be.” 
“And you’re not a bastard?” 
“That’s for you to decide.” 
She laughed a little and I laughed with her. She had liked that answer, I suppose. It 

seemed to put her more at ease. We began to chat about our lives, our hopes and our 
expectations. As I had expected, Lara turned out to be a shy, cautious submissive, 
burned by her experience with her husband. He had not understood her submissive 
tendencies and had made her feel guilty and ashamed about them. Perhaps she was 
half-expecting me to show some disapproval as well, now that “real life” had come to 
bear. 

“You’re not alone, you know,” I told her, as I had written to her often online. 
“There are a lot of women searching for answers about submissive feelings they’ve 
hidden for years. Feelings that go counter to what they’ve been taught.” 

She had pursed her lips, making them pout so I wanted nothing more than to kiss 
them. “So what makes you such an expert on women?” 
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“I don’t claim to be an expert—only that I’ve learned to recognize certain attributes 
in women. Women like you.” 

“Tell me what you see in me.” 
I knew she was seeking reassurance. We had already discussed these issues online 

in endless variations. But it was different, face-to-face. She wanted to hear my voice, 
gaze into my eyes as we talked. “You’ve always had these unsettling desires that invade 
your dreams and your thoughts. They at once entice you and repel you, for you were 
not reared that way.” 

“And what way was I reared?” 
“To be an independent, strong-minded woman, equal to any man.” 
“Sounds like you’re saying I’m not equal to men.” 
“No, not at all. Only that your inner desires run along a different path. A path 

where equality no longer plays a role. It’s about power and the consensual exchange. 
About giving of yourself in an intensely personal way—a way that leaves you 
vulnerable, more vulnerable than in a vanilla relationship. But that same vulnerability 
opens you to an intensity of experience I know you long for. A longing I share. I’m 
ready to move past the theoretical, ready to experience on a more basic level what 
we’ve talked about for so long.” 

As I’d confided in Lara, I’d experimented in the scene in the past, but it had always 
been a game, a tease. While I got off on spanking girls and pretending to force myself 
on them, there was no question we were just playing, and love had never entered into 
the equation. On a gut level, I had sensed that love was the key, the central aspect of 
any relationship, including a D/s one. 

“And if we hadn’t talked so much online, could you have determined that? Does 
something in my eyes give me away?” 

I tipped my head. “Yes.” 
“For some reason, that makes me shiver. I like hearing you talk about my secret 

desires. Please, tell me more.” 
“You love the idea of a strong man—not a cruel man, but a strong one. Someone 

who would protect you and ravish you. Someone who is not afraid to give you what 
you crave.” 

She laughed out loud, a rich, wonderful, open laugh. She caught her breath and 
glanced around as if suddenly embarrassed. “Ravish me? And I’ll bet you’re just the 
man to do it.” 

“Yes,” I said simply. 
And that was how it had begun. It was as if we had known each other for years, not 

months. As we talked, I let my hands touch hers and she didn’t pull away. That’s the 
mistake so many Doms make—they assume a woman is ready for total control, just 
because they announce themselves as submissives. So they come in all blustery and 
bossy, expecting the woman to instantly obey them. Submissives want to give up 
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control, but they naturally have a strong sense of self-preservation. They would be 
foolish to allow some strange man—even someone they’ve chatted with online for 
months—to take over their life within minutes of meeting. And any man who tried 
would be foolish as well. So I moved slowly, at first. 

We had talked, learning more about each other than we had online. And I knew 
Lara was a special woman, a rarity among women. I felt very lucky to have met her. 

There were similar themes in the story I was reading. The woman had tried to deny 
her inner desires, but she had decided to pursue them when she had met the man of the 
story. He was a good Dom, strong and firm, yet understanding of a woman’s needs. I 
continued to read, imagining it was about Lara and me. Unconsciously my hand went 
to my pants where my cock had grown hard. Tugging at my slacks to give it more room 
didn’t help. Giving in, I unzipped my pants. My hard cock sprung out from the folds of 
my boxers. I could pretend Lara was still here somewhere. It was her hand on my cock, 
not my own. Gripping the shaft, I read the story and rubbed, picturing Lara kneeling 
between my legs. I liked the smell of her, the mixture of soap, shampoo and her natural 
scent. 

I closed my eyes, forgetting the story, thinking only and purely of Lara, my Lara, 
the woman who had slipped into my heart and was lodged there so completely that 
even if she never returned to me, she would always keep her place inside me. 

My hand rubbed faster and in seconds, I climaxed, spraying my keyboard. In a few 
moments, whatever meager pleasure I’d achieved seemed to evaporate. I sat back in my 
chair feeling defeated and utterly alone. 
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Chapter Eighteen 
Lara 

 
“Let’s cuddle a little, baby, get reacquainted,” Charlie suggested after dinner. This 

sounded like a good plan to me, as I wasn’t yet ready to visit his playroom. I realized I 
was holding tension in my shoulders and jaw. I made a conscious effort to relax. We lay 
together in what used to be our bed. Would it be again? 

We lay on top of the quilt, not yet ready to sleep for the night. I felt comfortable in 
his arms and snuggled against him, inhaling his scent. I realized I was missing 
Michael’s scent. While Charlie was familiar, his smell didn’t draw that primal reaction 
of desire Michael’s did. Still, he didn’t repel me. Our bodies still seemed to fit together, 
even after all these months apart. He was wearing a cologne I had picked out for him. 

I settled in, ready for a snooze and, at first, Charlie just held me. I was just drifting 
into a light sleep when I felt his hands slipping into my blouse, his fingers searching for 
my nipples. 

I didn’t stop him, though I had wanted to sleep. Surely he had a right to make love 
to me, his wife, now lying in his bed, giving him—giving us—a second chance. And if I 
were honest, I found I was curious now, curious to see if he still had the power to move 
me sexually, to excite me as Michael did. 

He unbuttoned the blouse and cupped my breasts in his big hands. “Hmmm,” he 
murmured. “So soft, so sweet.” Soon he had moved down, suckling my breasts, his 
hands slipping down my belly. He pulled at my jeans, sliding the zipper down and 
slipping his hand into my panties. His fingers brushed the little gold ring and moved 
lower, a large finger pressing against my opening. 

Charlie and I had made love too many times to count over our years together, and 
he still knew how to make me moan. This time, however, he had added a few tricks to 
his sexual repertoire. Wrapping his arm around my throat, he held me still in a 
chokehold as his hand cupped my sex, forcing its way roughly between the folds to my 
clit. 

I gasped, my breathing constricted, my heart beginning to race. He was tapping 
into my fantasy of being taking by force and I had to give him credit—it felt real. I tried 
to move, to get away, to test him, but he held me fast. 

“Charlie,” I managed, “I can’t breathe!” He eased up slightly but didn’t take away 
his strong arm from my throat. 

Instead, he said, “Take it, babe. This is what you want. This is what you get. Now 
I’m going to take what’s mine! What I want. And you can’t do a thing about it. I’m going 
to claim you, and you’re going to submit because you’re my whore.” 
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He flipped me over onto my belly and pulled me roughly up onto my hands and 
knees. Though this had been a fantasy of mine, now I felt a rising bubble of panic. 
“Charlie, stop. What are you doing?” 

Intent on pulling off my pants, he didn’t answer, instead dragging down the jeans, 
pulling the little panties along with them. Though he was my husband, I couldn’t stop 
the pounding heart, the jagged breathing, the soupçon of real fear coursing through my 
veins. 

“Please!” I cried, as his fingers again found my pussy, one of them pressing into me. 
“Please what? You’re wet! Jesus, you’re wet! This really is what you want. To be 

taken like a whore!” His voice was at once awestruck and a little angry. “Well, here I 
am, baby. I’ll do it for you. Me. Charlie Turner, your new master.” 

I wished he would shut up. The fantasy was exciting but I realized I didn’t want to 
be reminded who was playing out that fantasy with me. It wasn’t supposed to be 
Charlie there, it was supposed to be someone else… 

I stopped thinking when I felt his cock, thick and hard, pressing against me. He’d 
managed to get his pants down and now he was penetrating me, shoving himself hard 
against me. I began to resist, truly not ready yet. 

He held me hard, holding me in place as he pressed inexorably into my pussy, 
grunting into my ear, his breath smelling of stale beer. The thrill of the fantasy receded 
somewhat but, as my pussy adjusted to the onslaught, my body began to move in 
rhythm to his, accommodating his cock and even taking pleasure in its thrusts. 

He came hard and fast, falling against me so that I collapsed beneath him, my own 
pleasure unfulfilled. We lay there, he, sweating against me, his pants still tangled about 
his legs, me pinned beneath his girth. After a while his breathing eased and slowed, a 
gentle snore issuing from his lips. 

Somehow I actually fell asleep as well, after pulling myself out from beneath him 
and curling into a corner of the bed. If I dreamed, I had no memory upon awakening. 

* * * * * 
“Hey, sleepyhead,” Charlie’s voice was murmuring in my ear, his rough stubble 

tickling my cheek. I came awake, glancing at the bedside clock, momentarily 
disoriented. We must have fallen asleep for a few hours. 

“Why don’t we get dressed for bed, sweetie,” he said, his voice soft as he began to 
knead my shoulders, just as he used to do back when we still lived as husband and 
wife, and I’d had a long day. 

I saw he’d laid out my things, including the nightgown I’d packed, actually one 
Charlie had bought me several years before. It was made of thick pink satin, with 
spaghetti straps, a neckline that fully covered my breasts and a hem that fell just below 
the knee. The effect was pretty but not too sexy. I’d chosen it with the same ambivalence 
with which I’d chosen to spend a weekend with this man I’d decided to divorce. 
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I took it with me into the bathroom, along with a fresh pair of panties. Charlie had 
already put on his favorite soft cotton pajamas while I had been sleeping. If I closed my 
eyes and suspended my thoughts, for a moment it seemed as if I had never left. 

When I came out of the bathroom Charlie eyed me with bright eyes as he licked his 
lips. “Baby, you look good enough to eat! You are so hot!” I could see his erection 
through his pajamas as he said, “Do you think we can try it again? I want to take you 
back to the playroom and get it right this time.” He looked at once so eager and so 
nervous I couldn’t help but laugh, my heart melting. 

I nodded, following him to the playroom. As we entered the room and he shut the 
door with a solid click something seemed to change in his demeanor. He looked more 
confident and in control. I found myself responding to this unspoken authority. He 
turned his dark gaze on me and said, “Now, let’s try this again. Strip and stand at 
attention for my inspection. Grip your elbows with each opposite hand.” He sounded as 
if he were following a script in his head. He always did like to prepare for things—
practicing his delivery for a loan he would be pitching at the bank where he was a 
lending officer, practicing a toast in advance for someone’s wedding. 

I decided I needed to stop analyzing his every move, his every word, and really 
give this a try. If he was sincere in his effort, I should be as well. I owed it to him, to 
myself, and to the man who wasn’t in the room, but was very much present in my 
mind, despite my efforts to ignore him. 

I peeled off my satin gown, hugging my bare breasts for a moment as if he hadn’t 
seen them a thousand times before. Sternly he said, “Go on. Panties too. And stand up 
tall like I ordered.” I could see his erection poking like a little pole against the fabric of 
his pajama pants. He took a step toward me and I stepped back, hurrying to obey. 

Naked, I stood as ordered, my arms behind my back, hands grasping my elbows, 
my eyes focused on the middle distance. “You stay there, just like that. I’ll be right 
back.” He left the room and I stood, wondering what was next. I was standing naked in 
my own home with the man who was still my husband and I felt like a stranger. My 
heart was pounding in my chest and I realized with a jolt I didn’t feel entirely safe. 
Surely that was silly. I was fine. This was Charlie. He still loved me. He would never 
hurt me. 

As he reentered, the smell of scotch hit me from across the room. Courage in a 
bottle? I didn’t like when Charlie drank scotch. Our worst fights happened when he 
was drinking scotch. He wasn’t a goofy, fun drunk—he was a mean drunk. Shit, I 
thought. What do I do now? 

Charlie came very close—I could smell the fumes of alcohol like fire breathing in 
my face—and leaned down, reaching his hand out to cup my pussy. 

“Have you ever been whipped, slave?” 
I licked my lips. How much did I tell him? He saved me the trouble. “Of course you 

have, yes, of course you have. I’m no fool. And guess what, I’m no stranger to a whip 
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myself, slave. I know what I’m doing. So bend over and grab your knees. I want access 
to that gorgeous ass. Go on. Move!” 

I bent forward and cupped my knees with my hands for balance. This wasn’t the 
Charlie I knew. He seemed different somehow—more in command. It was sexy, but it 
was confusing too. I wasn’t sure I liked it. 

He took the heavy flogger from the wall and came around in front of me. 
“Kiss it.” 
“What?” 
“You heard me. This whip will be the instrument of your pleasure and pain. You 

will kiss it to express your love for the lash, for what I’m going to do to you. Don’t act 
like you don’t know. This is what they do.” 

What they do. On whatever site he had lurked on, watching the virtual Masters and 
slaves play their games. Stop it, Lara. Give him a chance. I kissed the leather, feeling a little 
strange, but trying to go along. 

He walked behind me and all at once the leather slapped across my ass, hard. I 
jerked forward, unaccustomed to such a hard blow right off the bat. Michael always 
warmed me up, starting slowly until my skin was tingling and eager for more. 

“Hey! Don’t move out of position! That’s extra now. You’ll be punished for that!” 
He hit me again, just as hard. I was ready now and stayed in position, grunting a little 
from the force of the blow. 

“Yeah, you like it, don’t you, slave? You’re into pain.” He flicked his wrist again, 
letting the tresses sting against my back. I flinched and cried out, not expecting such a 
savage blow there. Michael never hit me as hard across the back, where there was no 
soft padding of rounded ass cheeks to cushion the strike. 

After whipping me for some minutes he stopped and said, “Stand up. Turn 
around.” I obeyed, breathing hard, my ass and back stinging, not sure if I was aroused 
or not. He leaned down and grabbed my face, pulling me up for a hard kiss. “That’s 
what you need, isn’t it? You need the pain. I can give it to you.” 

“Charlie, you don’t understand. It isn’t about pain. That’s just a small part of a 
whole concept. It’s more a—” He slapped my face sharply and I gasped. 

“Don’t you dare tell me what I understand! I said no talking! Did you already forget 
the rules? We’re in Master/slave mode now, and that means you only answer direct 
questions. I don’t want to hear your esoteric little speeches about submission and 
control and romance and all that crap. Today we’re doing it my way. I say you’re into 
pain, and I’m going to give you what you need.” 

He was scaring me now. There was a hard look in his eye. “Don’t give me the coy 
shit. I used you like the whore you are. And I whipped you. Just like you always 
wanted.” 

“Charlie, this is too weird. I don’t think—” Whatever had been sexy between us 
was fast evaporating. 
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“No, you don’t think. That’s your problem. You want me to dominate you, but you 
want it on your terms. You want to set the rules and dictate the action. That’s not the 
way it works. Surely you know that.” 

“Charlie, this isn’t comfortable. I—” 
“I said no speaking unless spoken to! Now come on!” He grabbed my wrist and 

dragged me out of the room, along the hall to our bedroom. His bedroom now. I didn’t 
live there anymore. 

Was it thrilling? Here I was, a captive slave girl, with a strong, dominant man, 
pulling me along naked and defenseless to again have his way with me. 

Perhaps on some level it was exciting. I could allow it to be exciting because after 
all, it was just Charlie. Yet it was feeling increasingly wrong. Forced and artificial. 
Charlie was no longer a known entity. Maybe whatever we’d had over all those years 
had been too damaged, too sullied by our fights at the end of the relationship, and just 
by the time that had passed apart. I had a different life now. 

This was a mistake. A huge mistake. 
I was finally admitting that in my head as he pulled me along and thrust me into 

the bedroom. This time he pulled back the covers. “New sheets. Just for you. Four 
hundred-fifty thread-count cotton. Just like you like. I remember. I remember a lot of 
things.” How strange it seemed for him to be telling me about the fine sheets he would 
now be debasing me on. 

He picked up the bottle of scotch he must have left here when he had his “courage” 
drink before rejoining me in the playroom. It was a third empty. Surely he hadn’t just 
opened it? He took a long pull from the bottle, a bad sign. He’d already dispensed with 
at least the appearance of sipping it from a glass like a civilized person. 

“Lie down and spread your legs, slave,” he ordered. 
“No. I don’t like this. I’m sorry. Charlie, we gave it a try, honey. I’m really sorry, 

but—” 
“I said lie down!” he shouted, and I jumped, wrapping my arms around myself in a 

protective gesture. He took another long drink and slammed the bottle down on the 
night table. 

In a tight, angry voice he said, “Do you know how bad you hurt me? If I have to 
whip you to keep you, I’ll do it! If I have to tie you down in order to make you hot so I 
can fuck you, I’ll do it! If you want to lick my boots and lick my ass to feel more like a 
woman, go for it! In fact, go for it now! Lick my ass, you bitch!” 

His voice caught and broke. I felt a wrench of pity for him, coupled with anger at 
his insensitive words, and fear that he was really drunk now. I tried to edge out of the 
room but he moved toward me, grabbing my arm. 

“You left me! You left me here alone with the mortgage and the cat and the car 
payment and my broken dreams. I loved you, Lara! I love you now.” 
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Tears were welling up in his eyes and his fingers were hurting me, digging into the 
flesh. How had this degenerated so fast and so far? Silly question, as he swayed a little 
from the scotch now coursing through his bloodstream like liquid fire. 

I pulled away from him and he let go, turning his head for a moment. Seizing my 
chance, I reached for the robe I knew would be hanging on its hook on his closet door. 
Sure enough, it was there and I grabbed it, starting to put it on, to cover myself. 

“No! I didn’t tell you you could do that! I want you naked! A slave is to be naked at 
all times!” 

I ignored him, pulling the terrycloth robe tight around me, its sleeves so long they 
completely covered my hands. “Stop it now, Charlie. You’ve had too much to drink. 
This was a mistake. Let’s both admit it and let it go. Okay? I’m not mad or anything. 
This is my fault as much as—” 

“Damn straight it’s your fault! This whole thing is your fault! You left me! You left 
me! But I loved you so much. I still love you that much that I’m willing to take you back! 
To forgive you! Shit, to Dom you and cater to all your perv—I mean your sexual 
desires. Your needs. I want that too. I long for it. I do.” 

Too late, buddy. Not that he hadn’t been making it rather clear without such a direct 
expression, but he still harbored the idea my submissive needs were a perversion. 

What in God’s name was I doing there? How could I have imagined for a moment 
we could glue back the shattered pieces of our broken marriage with a little BDSM? 

“Hey, look. I’ll get my things. I’ll call a cab. I don’t think you should drive right 
now.” 

“No. You won’t. You’re staying right here. I’m not done with you.” 
I glanced at the door. He was standing between me and escape. Could I get past 

him? He saw my glance and said, “No you don’t. You’re not getting out. Just accept it. 
Your dream is going to come true a second time, baby. I’m gonna fuck you good. And 
you’re going to like it.” 

He moved toward me menacingly and I screamed, “Charlie! Stop it! You’re really 
scaring me! This isn’t funny!” 

“It’s not supposed to be funny, you dumb cunt. It’s supposed to be hot! A hot, sexy 
rape scene, just like you wrote about to all your pervy little boyfriends online. Don’t 
think I’ve forgotten. Shit, I saved them! I have them. I’ve read them so often they’re 
committed to memory. Don’t think I don’t know what makes you tick, missy.” 

I felt horror pouring over me like paint from a bucket. How could I have deluded 
myself about this man! He pulled off his pajamas. His big belly hung down, but not 
enough to obscure his cock, rising now from its nest of pubic curls like a live snake, 
bobbing and waving at me as he approached. 

He lunged and I arched away from him, twisting away from his big hands reaching 
for me. He was drunk and that was my advantage. If I could just get out the bedroom 
door and to my things, I’d call a cab on my cell phone once I got the hell out of there. 
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But he wasn’t as drunk as I thought, or it didn’t impair him as much as I’d hoped. 
He leaped toward me as I tried to struggle by him and I felt his strong arms wrap 
around me from behind, lifting me as I kicked and cried out for him to let me go. 

He threw me on the bed and fell heavily onto me, pulling the robe open as he 
pressed my thighs apart with his knee. “I bet you’re hot now, huh, baby? This is what 
you want. This is what you need! To be taken by a big, strong man who knows what 
makes you wet.” He pressed a finger into my pussy and glared at me. 

“What’s wrong, slave? Your cunt’s dry! You were wet enough earlier, you slut! I 
thought you’d be sopping by now! I whipped you! I’m going take you rough like you 
want it! This is your personal heaven, bitch! What’s the matter, not rough enough for 
you!” He slapped my face and I cried out. 

“Charlie! Get off me! Please! I don’t want this! You’ve got it all wrong! This isn’t 
sexy! If you go through with this now it will be a rape! Get off me!” I pushed at his 
shoulders as hard as I could but he was strong, much stronger than me, and he didn’t 
budge. 

“Of course it will be a rape,” he said slowly, like he was speaking to a stupid child. 
“That’s the fucking point. If I had to ask your permission, it wouldn’t be a rape, now 
would it. So deal with it! This is what you wanted, cunt. Now take it!” I could feel his 
cock, hard, pressing against me, hurting me as he tried to penetrate. 

I was crying as I said, “Is this what you wanted, Charlie? To punish me for leaving 
you? Is this what you planned all along? To get me in your clutches so you could really 
hurt me? Show me what a cunt I was for breaking your heart?” Something finally 
penetrated his drunken anger and lust. 

“Oh, God,” Charlie whispered, suddenly dropping his bulk onto me, heavy and 
inert against me. I could feel his heart thudding against my own. I could feel his cock 
against my belly, its iron melting as hot tears fell on my shoulder where he nuzzled his 
head. 

He was crying. My heart seized with pity as my anger dissipated. “Jesus, no, Lara. 
This isn’t what I wanted. I can’t do the D/s thing. I can’t hurt you. I hate all this shit. I 
guess I still have such anger. I didn’t realize it, but I guess I wanted to hurt you. Not in 
a sexy way, but to make you pay. God, I’m sorry. I’m so, so sorry.” He started to sob, 
the tears fueled by alcohol, no doubt, but still real. 

Slowly I cradled him in my arms, relieved he had stopped before going through 
with what really would have been a rape—a nonconsensual and most decidedly un-
sexy violation of my body and spirit. 

“Shh,” I crooned, crying with him now, tears for him, for us, and of sheer relief that 
he’d backed down. And tears for Michael who I’d left alone, waiting patiently and 
lovingly for me to figure out what the hell I was doing with my life. 
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Chapter Nineteen 
Michael 

 
The story on the screen before me faded away. My hand remained around my 

softening cock but now I was recalling my first “date” with Lara, not some writer’s 
overactive imagination. 

After our talk at the bookstore, Lara took me home to her tiny apartment. We were 
both ready for the next step. At first, our games had been mild. I wanted to go slow and 
make her feel comfortable. We kissed like college kids on the couch for a while, then I 
told her want I wanted to do with her. 

“I want to tie you up on the bed and remove each piece of clothing slowly. You’ll be 
helpless to stop me. I’ll examine at your breasts, your pussy and make you squirm with 
embarrassment.” 

She shivered with excitement, though I could see a little fear in her eyes. 
I ignored it. She would soon learn to trust me. 
“Then, when you’re completely naked, I’ll spank you until your bottom is pink. 

Only then will I fuck you.” 
Her apprehension grew but I knew it would only add to the thrill. I didn’t even 

allow her to get up, instead carrying her to the bedroom. I could feel her tremble in my 
arms like a trapped bird. A bird in a cage. 

She hugged me fiercely until I dropped her onto the bed. She cowered there in 
delicious anticipation. 

“Don’t move,” I told her. “You don’t have to worry about making noise. I want to 
hear you cry out. It excites me.” Her eyes grew wide. 

I climbed up over her and began unbuttoning her blouse. Her eyes followed my 
every move. I could see her hands flutter as if she wanted to cover herself up, but 
didn’t. I exposed her bra and tsked. “You don’t need to wear this. I want your breasts to 
be accessible to me.” 

She nodded slowly and licked her lips in apprehension. 
I flicked the halves of the blouse apart and took in her heaving chest, mottled with 

pink around her lacy bra. She was embarrassed! Good, I thought. It would only 
heighten her sensations. 

I reached around behind her and unhooked the bra, then pulled it free. She raised 
her arms up for me. I could see her nipples stiffen in the air. Her shoulders hunched 
when she saw me stare at her small breasts. “Relax,” I told her. “Just let yourself go. It’s 
me, your Michael. I find your body beautiful.” 
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She nodded and gave me a shy smile, but she was still keyed up. I touched her 
breasts and felt the nipples poke my palms. She was already aroused and we had only 
just begun. I moved my fingers over her, teasing her and pinching her nipples just hard 
enough to make her eyes flicker. 

I moved down her body and unbuttoned her skirt. It was a wraparound, so it was 
easy to slide it away from underneath her body and discard it on the floor. She had on a 
pair of pale blue, bikini-style panties. She would learn to always be naked underneath 
her skirt, always accessible to me, but that would come later. 

I made her raise her hips and eased the panties down her legs. “Don’t wear panties 
anymore,” I had told her. “I want you naked underneath.” 

She had nodded and glanced down at her now exposed body. Though wanton and 
submissive, there was a sweet shyness to her that I found enchanting. Yet she would 
have to learn to get past that if she were to submit properly and with grace to my 
demands. 

I moved close to her pussy. Her pubic hair was light brown and thin, but it still 
covered too much. 

“We’ll be shaving that smooth someday soon,” I told her, pointing. 
“Okay,” she said softly. She knew my preference as we had discussed it. I was 

surprised she hadn’t anticipated me. She needed to be punished for that. 
I slid my belt from my pants and doubled it over. “I know you knew I liked my 

women shaved. Why didn’t you do it already?” 
Her eyes never left the belt. “I-I didn’t want to presume.” 
“That’s true, I suppose,” I said. “But in matters of your sexuality, you should learn 

to anticipate. Don’t cover yourself.” 
I brought the belt down across her mons with a crack, but not hard. Just hard 

enough to get her attention. She jumped and squealed. Once was enough. I laid the belt 
down. 

“I’m sorry, Michael.” Her arousal was clear. 
My erection pressed against my pants and I had to free it. I unzipped my pants and 

she watched as my hard-on sprung free of my boxer shorts. Her eyes grew wide. 
“Let’s get started, shall we?” I rose and removed the rest of my clothes. I was sure 

she expected me to jump on her and fuck her, but I wanted to fulfill my promise to her. 
There’s something very intimate about a spanking—the slap of flesh on flesh. It doesn’t 
really hurt as much as it arouses. Later, there would be time for the whips and the 
canes. That first day, I wanted to feel her soft, round bottom against my palm. 

I made her roll over onto her stomach and began rubbing my hand over her smooth 
cheeks. It felt like a perfect fit. I slapped her once, sharply, but not too hard. She sucked 
in her breath. I struck her again then again, increasing the blow each time. Lara began to 
wiggle her ass around. I stopped and rubbed it again, soothing her, calming her. 
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I continued just like that—slapping her a few times then rubbing the pain away, 
allowing the heat to spread through her loins. After a few minutes, I couldn’t resist 
running my fingers down her slit. She was very wet and hot. She gasped with surprise 
and embarrassment when I touched her. 

“You are such a slut. Look at you, dripping wet and ready for me.” She looked over 
her shoulder at me and her eyes told me she was ready, eager for my cock. 

“You will do exactly what I say, do you understand?” 
I didn’t make any threats, didn’t say, “or else”. She knew she was being tested. She 

nodded. 
“Turn over,” I said, and she instantly obeyed. I was pleased. Moving around to the 

side of the bed I whispered, “You want to come, baby?” 
She nodded, her body unfolding as she waited for me to make love to her. I had 

other ideas. “Okay. I’m going to allow you to come.” I paused. “By your own hand.” 
She gasped. I knew her shyness would make this difficult. It was one thing to 

masturbate alone, it was quite another to do it while a man she’d only just physically 
met that day watched. I waited to see if she would obey. 

She regarded me with those large blue eyes, the pupils dilated. This was truly an act 
of submission for her and I knew it. Still keeping her eyes locked on mine, her face now 
almost defiant, she spread out on the bed. 

Slowly she began to rub herself. She was self-conscious and couldn’t get a rhythm 
going. I allowed her to rub herself without luck for a few minutes. Then I decided to 
help her out. I climbed up on the bed between her legs. Her hand stopped moving. I 
shook my head and indicated she should continue. I fisted my hard cock and she 
understood. She moved the pillows under her head so she could see better. Her right 
hand began to stroke her clit again. 

As I sat at my computer, remembering, my hand still on my cock, I could visualize 
everything about that day. I felt as if I were there again and knew that was a memory I 
would have forever. 

My hand had moved in unison with hers. Her eyes remained fixed on my cock. She 
wanted it, but she couldn’t have it. This would have to do. Her hand moved faster, as 
did mine. I moved closer, until my cock was poised over her strumming fingers. Lara’s 
mouth came open, her eyes grew glazed. Our hands moved together, sharing our 
mutual pleasure. 

She made a few panting noises in her throat and came, hard. Watching her drove 
me to climax a few seconds later. My seed shot out and landed across her stomach and 
heaving breasts. 

“God!” she exclaimed, rocking with the power of it. I felt lightheaded myself. I 
collapsed next to her on the bed and held her. I remember even then, so early on, 
thinking to myself, This is the one! I’ve found her! 
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Lara was with Charlie now, perhaps never to return to me. It was dark outside, 
somehow hours had slipped by as I’d daydreamed at my computer. She might be gone 
a day, a weekend, or a lifetime. I’d let her go, perhaps even thrust her away from me, 
afraid if I hadn’t I would have lost her in spirit, something I couldn’t have lived with. 

I kept glancing at the phone. Why hadn’t she called? Was she unable to? Or had she 
rekindled the flame with Charlie? I paced around my living room, wondering what had 
become of her. I didn’t think Charlie was dangerous, but you never know how people 
might react. 

I wished I had followed her to Allentown—stalked her, to be truthful. I could’ve 
peered in the windows, just to make sure she was safe. But that was just my worry 
talking. I could never have done that. But I knew, even as I thought it, I’d never forgive 
myself if something had happened to her. 

Get a grip, Mac! I turned back to the spreadsheet I had been working on and forced 
myself to sit down again. The numbers blurred in front of me, as sorrow and a rising 
rage battled inside me. 

That’s what it was, I realized—part of me was angry. Angry at Charlie, of course. 
But I was also angry that Lara could just give up on us and allow her ex back into her 
life. What did that make me? I had thought we had something special developing. Was 
she so afraid of what we might be doing that she had to run home to the familiar, even 
if that familiar was totally wrong for her? 

Part of me wanted to hug her and part of me wanted to spank her round little 
bottom until she promised never to leave me again. Of course, such thoughts tend to be 
counterproductive. 

I gave up trying to work, sitting at the desk with my head in my hands. 
Oh, Lara, please. Come back to me… 
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Chapter Twenty 
Lara 

 
“Another chance, please. That’s all I’m asking. It was the booze, I swear. Don’t go 

yet, please, baby. Not yet. Stay another couple of days. Don’t throw away eight years 
because of one bottle of scotch.” 

I looked at Charlie, taking in his pleading eyes, his puppy-dog eagerness as he 
silently willed me to say yes. As much as I knew he wasn’t the man of my dreams, 
somehow he could still get to me. Would it always be that way? Would I always be 
bound to Charlie in some way? 

“Charlie, I don’t think—” 
He cut me off, his expression eloquent with longing. “No, don’t say anything. We 

don’t have to decide right now, do we? Have some breakfast. Look, I made your 
favorite, blueberry pancakes, and the blueberries are fresh. And look, honey, I have 
cream, real cream like you like, for your coffee.” He took his coffee black and used to 
chide me I’d get fat if I used cream in my coffee. 

I had stayed the night, but not in his bed. Our shared tears had dried on our cheeks 
as our bodies stilled and we lay like broken dolls, not quite touching. Predictably after a 
while he began to snore, the low, comfortable rumble I’d heard all our married life and 
had learned to tune out as I tried to fall asleep each night. 

He hadn’t awoken from alcohol-sodden dreams as I finally slipped out of the 
rumpled sheets and moved to the guest bedroom. I lay awake on the single bed, my 
mind curiously blank, as if I could put off making a decision if I just kept my gaze fixed 
on the waning moon glowing feebly between the curtains. Sleep wasn’t coming to me, 
but I was almost in a trance, barely blinking as I gazed at the little quarter of silver that 
seemed to waver in the dark sky. 

Somehow, I did fall asleep, because I awoke to sounds of Charlie moving about in 
the kitchen. It was a familiar sound, one I had heard many times before, as Charlie 
tended to rise earlier than I on weekends, and breakfast was the one meal he liked to 
make. 

Now I sat at the table, combing my fingers through my short hair and trying to 
smile at the man who had treated me so roughly and unkindly the night before. How 
many other mornings had we reenacted this scene? With him contrite, usually over a 
fight fueled by alcohol, and me trying to forgive him, to understand, to get over it and 
move on. 

Charlie set the plate in front of me with a flourish, a thick pat of butter already 
melting in the center of golden pancakes stained with purple from the fresh blueberries 
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in the batter. I smiled a real smile this time, saying lightly, “The way to a woman’s heart 
is through her stomach, eh?” 

He grinned sheepishly and nodded. “I hope so, Lara. I hope so.” Sitting across from 
me he took the little pitcher of maple syrup and poured it over my pancakes. He sat 
back waiting for me to take a bite. I obliged and he grinned broadly as I murmured my 
appreciation through a mouth full of pancake. 

“Oh, Lara! I love you! I swear to God, I love making breakfast for you. This is one of 
the things I missed most, believe it or not. Our lazy time together on a weekend 
morning, eating pancakes, reading the paper, watching an old movie. We’re so right 
together, Lara, you and me. I know you know it too. I just know it!” 

Good ol’ Charlie. He’d spent his life clinging to the closely held belief that if only he 
wanted something bad enough, he’d get it. And surprisingly, he often did. But I wasn’t 
a thing to be gotten, not anymore. A nice breakfast wasn’t enough to bring me back to 
him, even if he thought he wanted me back. 

I ate a while in silence, wondering whether to start arguing again or just to let it go. 
I already knew this wasn’t “it” for me. Michael was waiting, curled quietly in a corner 
of my heart, for me to call to him. Yet, somehow, I still felt I owed something to this 
man. After all these years, as he would say. 

Charlie took my silence for compliance, saying in an eager voice, “We’ll just have a 
lazy day. Get to know each other again. No BDSM stuff, okay? Not during the day 
anyway. We can save that for the night.” He wiggled his eyebrows suggestively, 
holding an invisible cigar between his thumb and forefinger a la Groucho Marx. 

“Charlie, I don’t think—” 
He started to cut me off, raising his hand in a gesture of silence and I realized 

suddenly I’d spent most of my adult life biting my tongue, stifling my own words and 
deferring to Charlie. Doggedly I went on. “No, let me speak. I don’t think it’s going to 
work, Charlie. You and me. Last night—” 

“Oh come on!” Charlie expostulated. “You going to harp about that forever? It was 
the booze, I tell ya! I swear, I’m not going to drink anymore! I know it fucks everything 
up! It fucked our marriage up and it fucked last night up! While you were still sleeping 
this morning,” he stood up as he spoke, his voice earnest, speaking fast, “I dumped it 
all! Look! See?” 

He had moved over to the recycle bin and triumphantly held aloft two empty 
scotch bottles. “You’ve gotta give us another chance, baby. Whatever I did last night, it 
was through a fog of booze. It wasn’t really me! The new me. The sexy, hot, Dom me! 
You’ll see! I swear, honey, you’ll see!” 

I pushed aside the pancakes and wrapped my hands around the warm coffee mug. 
Slowly I shook my head. Charlie was a man on a mission, and the mission was to make 
sure I would give him “one more chance”. In fairness, we hadn’t even spent twenty-
four hours together yet, and he had been drunk. I knew how liquor affected Charlie, 
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almost changing him into a different person, and not one I liked much. If he was serious 
about quitting… 

I looked into those big, hopeful eyes and smiled a little. “I’ll spend the day with 
you, Charlie. No promises past that, deal?” 

“Absolutely!” he grinned, his expression triumphant as he turned away. 
The day passed pleasantly enough. Several times I considered slipping out to call 

Michael, just to say “hi”, to see how he was doing. I didn’t though. I felt it would be 
cruel to call from my husband’s house, rubbing it in, as it were, reminding him with 
painful clarity I was no longer by his side, or kneeling at his feet, his slave girl awaiting 
his bidding… 

We watched two old movies and ate buttery popcorn in bed. We talked about safe 
things—memories from our disastrous wedding—neither set of parents had been keen 
on the union and had made it painfully clear—our one and only dog Sasha whom we 
couldn’t bear to replace when she’d died four years before, the first apartment we’d 
shared with numerous cockroaches and rats, courtesy of our filthy neighbors. 

It was almost fun, but the underlying tension was there. My guilt had now shifted 
from Charlie to Michael, and I found I was making myself angry. Was I always going to 
feel guilty about someone, for God’s sake! And Charlie was clearly trying too hard, 
insisting on giving me a neck massage, and holding me in his arms during the movies 
as if I would slip away if he didn’t keep hold. 

We decided to go out for dinner at what had been our favorite sushi place. The food 
was fresh and delicious as always. Charlie ordered a large bottle of hot sake, which he 
knew I loved, repeatedly filling my little ceramic cup, though refusing any for himself. 
“No, no, a promise is a promise! This hot tea is plenty good enough for me!” 

I was decidedly sloshed by the time we left the restaurant and I knew dimly 
through the rice wine haze this was probably not a good idea. As we drove the short 
way home Charlie let his hand drop to my thigh. As his warm fingers slid over my leg I 
felt a nice heat in my sex. I knew it was the wine working on me, but still it felt good. 

As we pulled into the drive Charlie said in a soft voice, “Slave girl. It’s time. Time 
for me to teach you what you need to know.” 

“Oh, Charlie, come on now,” I started to protest. 
Lightly he put a finger over my lips. “No, no. Hush now. You don’t need to say a 

word. This isn’t the blustery asshole from yesterday. I told you, that was alcohol 
talking. Tonight I will be your loving Dom. I’ll teach you. Master means teacher, did 
you know that? I’ll teach you to submit. You’ll see. Now just relax and get out of the 
car. Now.” 

His voice was still soft, but I sensed his determination. I felt a little tingle of fear 
mixing with arousal. He was pushing my buttons with his sexy words, even though I 
knew he had probably memorized them from some site. If I hadn’t been muddled by 
wine, I probably would have made a wiser decision. After all, not all of his behaviors 
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the day before could be blamed on alcohol. But I wasn’t thinking clearly. I felt sexy and 
hot, and curious to see this new “loving Dom” he spoke of. 

Solicitously he helped me from the car. I leaned heavily into him, realizing I was 
even drunker than I had thought. I really should just go to bed, I told myself, but 
Charlie had other ideas. 

He led me back into the playroom. “Stay right there, sugar. Just for a second. I’ll be 
right back!” I stood as he’d asked, looking around at all the BDSM toys he’d collected, 
wondering if they’d ever be used. Just the sight of whips and chains and instruments of 
restraint turned me on—I couldn’t deny it. 

He came back in, in a moment, his dark eyes glittering as he moved toward me. I 
stood still as he pulled the zipper down on the side of my skirt, letting it fall from my 
body. I didn’t stop him. As he raised my arms and gently lifted the bottom of my top, 
pulling it over my head, I didn’t stop him. As he stepped behind me and carefully 
undid the little metal clasps at the back of my bra, I allowed him to push it away from 
my bare breasts. 

Reaching around my body he bent forward, cupping my breasts, rolling the nipples 
lightly between his fingers. It felt good. They weren’t Michael’s hands, but they were 
familiar and large. I leaned back into Charlie, sighing a little, feeling dizzy from the 
wine. 

He kissed my neck, biting it lightly as his hands slid down my torso, moving out to 
grasp my hips. He pulled me against his body so I could feel his erection in the small of 
my back. I felt him pushing me forward and my body complied, until I was kneeling on 
the carpet, my head touching the floor, my ass, still clad in silky panties, presented like 
an offering. 

“Yes,” Charlie breathed. “I’ve always loved that ass. A spankable ass, wouldn’t you 
say, slave girl?” He ran his fingers lightly over my bottom then used his palms, rubbing 
against the fabric, pulling it down as he moved his hands purposefully toward my 
thighs. 

Even drunk, even turned on by his slow seduction, I felt suddenly shy. This wasn’t 
right. This wasn’t my master, this wasn’t Michael. I knew I’d better stop it before it 
went too far. It wasn’t fair to either of us. Reaching back, I tried to stop Charlie from 
pulling my panties down. He slapped my hands away, laughing a little. 

“Stop that! What a disobedient little slave! How dare you try to stop me!” Leaning 
over me he said, “This is what I want. I’m the Master here, you’re the cunt. Don’t forget 
that.” His voice was light but his hands were strong as he gripped my wrists, forcing 
them up high on my back so that I grunted from the sudden pain. 

“Charlie! Stop it! You’re hurting me! Let me up!” 
He laughed again, the sound cruel and mirthless. “Spare me, Lara. I’ve had enough 

of this shit. You were docile enough a second ago. You let me strip you like the passive 
little whore you are. Don’t pretend now to protest.” 
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He let go of my arms suddenly, standing up. I scrambled up too, rubbing my wrists 
where he’d gripped them too tightly. “Oh!” he said, as if suddenly catching on, “now I 
get it! This is part of the game! You resist, I take control, you fight back, I hold you 
down, all part of a sexy little D/s game! Cool! I can do that! I can do that, Lara. I can be 
just what you want me to be. I think I’m even gonna like it!” His voice took on an edge. 
“No more ‘not tonight, dear, I have a headache’! Shit no! You’ll never have another 
fucking headache, not while you’re my sex slave!” 

“No, Charlie, you’ve got it wrong again. That isn’t how—” 
“Shut the fuck up!” Charlie shouted, his face reddening. “I’m sick and tired of you 

telling me I got it wrong again! I’m the Master, ergo dipso facto fucko, I’m right!” 
He would have been comical if he wasn’t so threatening. Idiot, idiot idiot! blared 

through my brain as I cursed myself for allowing this to get so far. I didn’t feel drunk 
anymore, though I still weaved a little as I moved toward the door, trying to grab my 
things along the way. My heart was pounding and clanging in my chest and I felt like I 
was going to be sick. I had to get out of there, I had to get out! 

He was on me in a flash, pinning my arms behind me as he hustled me toward the 
contraption he’d built, the wooden frame with heavy chains secured by eyehooks, with 
a dangling leather restraint at each corner. I knew if he got me into that thing, I’d truly 
be helpless. I pretended to go along for a moment, making my body limp and 
compliant, as if the fight had gone out of me. 

In turn, he loosened his grip as he propelled me. “That’s right,” he murmured. “I 
have your number, baby. I know what you need.” 

Just as he raised one of my arms, intent on locking my wrist into a leather strap, I 
twisted violently away, freeing myself and running from the room, intent on getting to 
my purse in the living room. 

He had been taken by surprise, giving me the advantage. “Wha…?” he actually 
sounded incredulous. He still didn’t get it—this wasn’t what I wanted and he wasn’t 
who I wanted. What a fool I’d been to “give him one more chance” at a game I knew 
we’d already lost. 

I got to my purse and pulled at the little outer pocket where I kept my cell phone. 
Flipping it open I pressed down the 1 key, engaging the speed dial for the place I now 
knew to be my real home. 

“Please answer, please answer, please answer,” I whispered frantically as Charlie 
came lumbering down the hall toward me. 

“Hello? Lara?” Michael! Charlie was on me before I could answer. Whipping the 
phone from my hands he snapped it shut and hurled it against the wall behind the 
couch. I watched in horror as it broke apart, the battery pack slipping from its sheath. 

“Who the fuck you calling, Lara? Your boyfriend? He ain’t gonna help you now, 
babe. It’s just you and me.” 

“Charlie, you’re doing it!” My voice was high with hysteria and fear. “Just like last 
night! What’s your excuse now, huh? You’re not drunk—you chucked the booze, right? 
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This isn’t consensual! You need to stop it. I know this isn’t what you want! Please, 
Charlie, stop now before you regret it!” 

“Before I regret it! Isn’t it a little late for regrets? You broke my heart, babe, not the 
other way around. Yeah, I know I promised not to drink, but what’s the point? I know 
now you’re going to leave me anyway. I might as well get what’s mine while it’s still 
mine to take!” 

He made a lunge for me, and as he did I smelled scotch on his breath. That must 
have been where he’d gone when he’d left me alone in the playroom for a minute. He 
had more than two bottles of liquor around, of course he did! The bastard hadn’t even 
made it one day without drinking! 

I twisted away and ducked behind the couch. “Well, let’s just see what the slut 
carries in her bag these days,” I heard him say. I noticed my phone then on the ground 
in two pieces. I grabbed them, trying to fit the battery back into the broken phone, but it 
was beyond repair. 

Charlie had moved to my purse and I peeked over the couch to see him upending 
the contents onto the cushions. Roughly he spread out the items—the lipstick, the 
packet of tissues, the wallet, the checkbook—before turning back to the purse, his large 
fingers pressing into the little zippered compartments to unearth what secrets he 
could… 

The photos. I realized it just as he was finding the little side compartment where 
Michael had told me to keep the pictures as a reminder of what I was and who I 
belonged to. 

“Charlie, those are private,” I said hurriedly, moving again toward him, desperate 
that he not see them, knowing his reaction. It was too late—they were clutched in his 
big hands, his face lowered to stare at the images. 

“Oh, my fucking God,” Charlie said slowly. “I know that ass. Jesus, Lara. You are 
such a sick fuck!” He stared at me as if I were something half-dead the cat had dragged 
in. Slowly he smiled, a cruel glint in his eyes. “Well, I got you now, yes indeed. These 
are the key, aren’t they?” He waved the photos toward me. “I can blackmail you now—
keep you here forever with these pictures. One false move and they go out to your 
editors, to your mother, to whoever I want.” He laughed, the sound a rasp in his throat. 
“Look at this filth!” 

He grabbed me, pulling me over to sofa next to him, thrusting the pictures up into 
my face. I took them, feeling curiously calm for a moment, though my heart was still 
pounding a hundred miles a minute. 

Slowly I looked at the pictures, poised to feel the shame his derogatory remarks 
were designed to invoke. Instead, an odd thing happened. I didn’t see filth and I didn’t 
feel ashamed. 

I stared at the reddened bottom, faint welt lines crisscrossing its flesh. I looked at 
the next picture of the bare pussy lewdly spread for the camera, its sensual folds 
glistening like the petals of an orchid after a spring rain. The pictures were like art, a 

117 



J.W. McKenna & Claire Thompson 

lovely submissive offering. I realized I must be seeing the pictures suddenly through 
Michael’s eyes, instead of my own self-critical ones. 

I saw the beauty in the images, the offering they represented, the power they held. I 
understood, truly understood for the first time, the lessons Michael had been trying to 
teach me about accepting the beauty of my own body, with all its imperfections. The 
beauty lay in our love for each other, and in my willingness to offer myself completely 
to him as an expression of that love. 

Charlie couldn’t take that from me. I would never allow him to blackmail me. I 
would get away from this man and file a restraining order if necessary. He might have 
me for one night, but spirit is something no one can destroy. 

I slipped the photos back into my purse and, for some reason, he didn’t stop me. I 
suppose he knew where they were, and believed me to be unable to defend myself 
against him. Feeling calmer instead of more distraught, as he’d no doubt intended by 
forcing me to look at the pictures, I said, “Charlie. It’s over. Let me get my things. Let 
me make a call and I’ll be gone. Please.” I looked into his face, trying to will him to 
come to his senses. 

He said, “It ain’t over ‘til I say it’s over.” Hauling me again to my feet, he pulled me 
along behind him to the kitchen. “Come on, I need a drink.” 

My brain was whirring. If I could get to the kitchen phone and dial 911… As he 
dragged me toward the kitchen I begged, “Please let me go, Charlie! Please! Just let me 
go! Let me leave—let’s admit this was a mistake. This isn’t what you want, I know it 
isn’t, Charlie.” 

“The hell it isn’t!” Charlie shouted. “Don’t you tell me what I want and what I don’t 
want. I want you! If the only way I can have you is by being a fucking bully Dom, that’s 
what you’ll get! I’m even kind of into it! You’re going to get the punishment you 
deserve for destroying my life!” 

Pulling me along with him as I tried ineffectually to beat at his arms and body, he 
stopped at a cabinet, still holding me tight by one forearm, his fingers digging deep into 
the flesh. Removing a half empty bottle of scotch, he managed to unscrew the cap with 
one hand. He tipped back the bottle, chugging the strong liquor as if it were water. 
Then he slammed the now near empty bottle on the counter and wiped his mouth with 
his free hand. 

Still dragging me, he went back into the hall and toward the playroom. I was 
struggling and crying, begging him to see reason. Ignoring me, he finally picked me up, 
locking my arms at my sides as he thrust me into the room. He let me go so I fell to the 
floor, instinctively putting out my hands to break my fall. 

I lifted my head as he advanced toward me, clearly drunk now, his eyes red like a 
wolf’s in the night. Pulling me to my feet, he yanked my panties down. I was stumbling 
and cursing as he again pulled me toward the wooden frame. “I built this thing, let’s 
use it!” Yanking my arms up, he managed to secure my wrists into the leather 
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restraints. He kicked at my ankles, forcing my legs apart so he could attach each ankle 
to its own corner. 

“Charlie.” I was crying now, stuttering and begging but he ignored me. Moving to a 
side table he came back with something in his hand. As he began to hold it over my 
mouth I realized it was a ball gag. He forced the hard rubber ball back into my mouth, 
muffling my protests as he secured the buckle behind my head. 

“There, that should shut you up!” 
Now I was truly helpless, my body trembling and heaving as I stood bound spread-

eagle in front of a drunk and angry man. Slowly he began to massage his cock through 
his jeans. After a moment he unzipped his pants and pulled his erect penis from the 
opening. 

“You look really hot like that, Lara. I should have done this years ago. Then maybe 
you wouldn’t have gone whoring around online and with your pervy boyfriends.” He 
continued to stand in front of me, his eyes searing my naked flesh. I closed my eyes, 
trying to slow my breathing. I couldn’t seem to fill my lungs with air. I didn’t think he’d 
actually kill me, or even harm me, not in any permanent way, but I was pretty sure he 
was going to hurt me—to get back for all the perceived harm I’d done him in 
“destroying” our marriage. 

A tiny whisper of hope niggled my brain. Michael knows where I am. He even knew 
the exact address, as he’d insisted I leave it in case of an emergency, though at the time I 
had thought it would be his emergency, not my own. What had he made of that phone 
call? Would he sense I was in trouble? Would he come rushing to my aid? Or would he 
respect my space, leaving me to work things out with my husband, giving me the rope 
with which I was now, most decidedly, hanging myself? 

The unmistakable sound of a supple cane whistled through the air the instant 
before it made contact with my breast. My eyes flew open in shock and pain as I saw 
Charlie standing before me, holding a long, thin rattan cane. I felt a line of fire as a red 
welt arose on tender flesh. 

I was jerking against the chains, trying to scream but the ball pressed my tongue 
back so all I could do was moan against it, drool sliding from the corner of my mouth. 

Charlie began to dance around me, his erect cock bobbing lewdly through his open 
fly as he moved, the cane slicing through the air to cut me like a knife over and over 
again. The whistle, the searing burn, the rising welt, on my other breast, my belly, my 
mons, my ass, my back, each thigh, each calf. Steadily he caned me, much too hard, 
using far more force than a trained Dom would ever use. 

I felt my head fall back so my face was to the ceiling. Even before my eyes closed 
again, the room seemed to fill with inky mist. The constant rain of fire against my flesh 
began to recede as a curious cold stillness seemed to enfold me. I realized as a ringing 
began in my ears and sweat broke out over my body that I was fainting. I silently 
offered a prayer of thanks that I was to be released, at least for a moment, from this pain 
and degradation… 
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* * * * * 
I came to slowly, pain waking me as lines of fire snaked across my body where his 

cruel cane had cut me. I was still bound, the horrible gag still pressed into my mouth, 
but I was alone in the room. I wasn’t sure how long I’d been unconscious—probably 
only a minute or two, I thought. It was still dark out, still night. 

I felt something sticky on my inner thigh. Straining to see I realized it was drying 
semen. Charlie must have jerked off on me after I passed out. The parts of my body I 
could see were crisscrossed with dark red welts, some still oozing blood. 

My limbs seemed to heat and I understood fully for the first time the expression, 
“made my blood boil”. Rage pulsed through my veins as I strained against my bonds, 
imagining for a moment I could rip them from the wooden frame. My struggle was in 
vain however—I couldn’t free myself. 

Sagging in the wrist cuffs, I realized my arms were asleep. I couldn’t even call out 
to my captor to release me—the asshole had left the ball gag in my mouth! Drool 
puddled at my feet, having slid down my chest as my head lolled over, my mouth 
forced open by the rubber ball. My jaw ached and even more than getting free of the 
restraints, I wanted that thing out of my mouth! 

Would the bastard come back to let me down? I was torn between wanting him to 
release me, and not wanting to have to see him again and possibly face more torture at 
his hands. With the amount of alcohol he’d consumed, I realized he might be passed out 
somewhere. I looked toward the door, which he’d left ajar. Was that a sound? 

My heart started hammering as I heard it—the sound of the doorbell being rung 
repeatedly! Someone was there! Oh, God, don’t go away! Knock, do something, come in! Just 
don’t go away! I was screaming in vain against the horrid rubber filling my mouth. 
Nothing more than a whimper escaped my lips. 

Charlie didn’t seem to be responding. Either he was passed out cold or he was 
gone. The doorbell ceased, to be replaced by a loud banging. Dimly I heard, “Open the 
door! Open the goddamn door before I break it down!” 

Michael! Michael had come for me! Tears started to pour uncontrollably down my 
cheeks as I sagged in my bonds, relief overwhelming me. My lover, my hero, had come 
to save me at last! 
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Chapter Twenty-One 
Michael 

 
The phone rang and my heart leapt. I picked it up and noted her cell phone number 

on the caller ID. “Hello? Lara?” I glanced at my watch—ten o’clock. 
The line went dead. Damn cell phones! I speed-dialed her number and held it to my 

ear. Busy. Of course! She’s trying to call me back! I hung up and waited. And waited. 
After several minutes, I tried again. 

“The number you have reached is not in service at this time…” the recorded voice 
said. 

My brow furrowed. Then my blood ran cold. “Jesus!” What an idiot I am! She’s in 
trouble! 

I ran to the desk and grabbed the address she had left for me. I almost sprinted for 
the car before I paused and thought for a second. “Be careful,” I told myself. I didn’t 
want to go off half-cocked. 

I sat down at my laptop and called up MapQuest, punching in Charlie’s address. I 
printed out the map and looked around for some kind of weapon to take. I didn’t own a 
gun—never liked them. But I felt I should bring something, just in case. In the garage I 
found the sawed-off handle of an old hoe that I used to reach up to prop open the 
fireplace flue after the lever broke. It was a bit sooty, but it would have to do. I wiped it 
off and tossed it into the back of my car. 

Taking a deep breath, I pulled the rearview mirror down until I could see myself. I 
looked like a madman, eyes wild and face pale. “She’d better be all right,” I said aloud. I 
started the car and headed south. 

The trip to Allentown took just a little over an hour and a half. I’d wasted fifteen 
minutes getting directions and the hoe, and used a heavy foot to make up for the lost 
time. Normally the trip took two hours. I felt like I was outside my body and some 
expert driver was in charge. I changed lanes, accelerated into turns and generally acted 
like a jerk as I sped south. Fortunately, I saw no cops, and they didn’t see me. 

When I reached Charlie’s street, it was close to midnight and no one was out on the 
street. Still, caution told me to park a few doors down and walk up. I held the hoe 
handle down by my leg, tapping it nervously as I walked. I didn’t feel like the mild-
mannered investment counselor right now—there was barely controlled rage 
simmering beneath my skin. 

The last time I had felt like this was in high school, facing down Eddie Rampert, the 
school bully. He broke my nose that day, but I had lost my temper and broken his arm 
and gave him a black eye. We both got suspended, but he never bothered me again. I 
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realized I may need that anger again. On the other hand, her phone might simply be out 
of order and I was about to make a huge fool of myself. 

The house was quiet. I stepped up fearing the worst and rang the doorbell. 
Nothing. Had they left? I rang it again. And again. Either someone was going to come 
out or I was going in, even if I had to break in. I pounded on it. “Open the door! Open 
the goddamn door before I break it down!” 

Finally, I heard the shuffle of feet behind the door. I moved the hoe handle back, 
out of the way behind my leg. Chains rattled and the door opened a crack. A big bleary-
eyed man peered out. 

“Go away.” 
Even through the crack, I could recognize the face of Lara’s ex. But he looked 

terrible, like a man on the last day of a drinking binge. “I’ve come to see Lara.” 
The man’s eyes narrowed. “Who?” 
I sighed. “Your ex-wife, Charlie.” 
“Oh.” The door opened a little wider. “Hey, you’re not…?” 
“Yes, I am.” 
He nodded, his eyes rolling. “So you’re the guy who plays to her perversions.” 
I refused to rise to the bait. “I need to see Lara. Now,” I insisted. 
“She’s not here anymore. She left yesterday. She’s probably at your place by now.” 
I gave him a long, level look. “Then you won’t mind if I come in and look around.” 
He drew himself up to his full height. “Yeah, I do mind. You callin’ me a liar? I told 

you she wasn’t here. Now bug off.” The door closed in my face. 
I stared at door. My gaze had no effect on it—it wasn’t going to suddenly open 

again. The next move was mine. My right leg twitched and I just ached to break down 
the door. I could see the security peephole in the door and it gave me an idea. I guessed 
he was watching me. 

With my left hand, I pulled out my phone. I dialed three numbers with my thumb 
and held it to my ear. 

The door opened immediately. Charlie’s eyes narrowed. “What the fuck you 
doin’?” 

“Hello, 911?” Of course, I didn’t actually have the police on the line, since I had 
dialed 811. But the ruse worked. Charlie came out onto the porch, reaching for the 
phone. 

“Gimme that!” 
I held it aloft and took a step back. “If you have nothing to hide, then I’m sure you 

won’t mind if the police check out your house.” 
For the first time, he caught sight of the hoe handle down by my leg. He paused, 

perhaps finally realizing I wasn’t going to be dissuaded. “Okay,” he said grudgingly. 
“You don’t have to involve the police. I’ll let you look around.” 
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I snapped the phone shut. “Good.” 
“But the place is kinda messy. Give me a second to straighten up.” 
“No,” I said. I didn’t believe him, of course. If he had Lara coming to visit, he would 

have cleaned already. So, he wanted an excuse to go in ahead of me. To hide evidence? 
To find a weapon? 

“Okay, okay. Come in.” He stepped back through the door and held it wide. I went 
in beside him, keeping an eye on him while trying not to make it obvious. He made no 
move toward me and I turned to check out the living room. Almost immediately, I 
spotted Lara’s purse on the couch. Her cell phone was in pieces next to it. I started to 
turn back to Charlie and suddenly, the left side of my face exploded. 

The asshole had sucker punched me! Half-blinded, I whipped the hoe handle 
around and struck something soft. I heard a curse and I stepped back, shaking my head 
to clear out the stars. Instinct caused me to duck and I sensed rather than saw his fist 
swirl overhead. I rapped his left knee hard with the hoe handle and he howled as his 
leg collapsed. Before he could get up, I gave him a hard tap on the crown of his head. 
“Don’t.” He stayed down, his eyes peering up at me with hatred. 

My left eye burned and I couldn’t see out of it. “Where is she?” 
“Okay, okay, so she’s here. What’s the big deal? She’s just down the hall. We were 

just having some fun.” 
“She’d better not be hurt.” 
He straightened up, favoring his left knee. I let him because he seemed defeated. 

Just like most bullies—challenge them and they’ll back down. He shuffled to the couch 
and sat down. “Hey, she loves that shit, remember. You of all people should know 
that.” 

“Somehow, I don’t think you have a clue.” I stepped back. “Come on, show me.” 
He moved his chin. “I can’t. My leg. Over there, first door to your left.” 
“Nuh-uh. You lead. I’m not leaving you here alone.” 
For a second I thought he wasn’t going to go. I held the club up. “I can hit you a few 

more times, if you’d like. Then we could call the police, let them sort it out.” 
“You’d go to jail too. You’re the one in my fucking house!” 
“Maybe. But it’d be worth it.” 
I think he knew he was holding a losing hand. He got up and limped toward me. I 

gave him a wide berth as he went by. I followed him down the hall. He moved along 
the hallway, leaning against the wall for support. I came after him, tapping the club 
against my leg for emphasis. If Lara was hurt, I was going to beat this man to a bloody 
pulp. 

As we stepped into the room I saw her, naked, her head against her chest, 
suspended from some sort of wooden frame. She looked terrible—there were marks all 
over her body and she clearly had been left there for far too long. 
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“See, she’s fine,” Charlie was saying, somewhat nervously. “She and I really got 
into it. I can see why she likes it. Maybe you’d like to—” 

“Charlie,” I said, trying to hear myself over the blood roaring in my ears. 
He turned and I dropped the hoe handle and punched him square in the nose. He 

howled and fell to the ground, holding his face. “By dose! By dose! You basdard!” 
I walked past him and began untying Lara. She was awake and had lifted her head, 

her eyes shining. Thank God she seemed to be okay. First, I removed the ball gag. She 
gasped. “Michael, you came for me.” 

I nodded as I unbuckled her bonds. “Jesus, Lara. What did that son of a bitch do to 
you!” I tried to hold back my tears as I hurried to let her down. The last thing Lara 
needed now was me blubbering all over her. Instead, I said, “I came as soon as I could. 
What in God’s name happened here?” 

“I knew you’d come. He hurt me, Michael. This was all a horrible mistake.” Lara 
started to cry softly. 

As I took her into my arms, I turned and saw her ex still on his knees, holding his 
bloody nose. My rage toward him was overridden by my desire to take care of Lara. I 
helped her from the frame. She could barely stand so I scooped her into my arms. We 
walked toward Charlie. 

He looked up, a dangerous gleam in his eyes. He had spotted the club on the 
ground and picked it up. I cursed myself for leaving it there—I had been too focused on 
getting Lara free. He stood, blood still dripping from his nose and took a step toward 
me. Holding Lara in my arms, I felt completely defenseless. I’d have to put her down 
first and he’d be all over me. 

“Charlie, up to this point, I’m satisfied not to involve the police. But if you try to hit 
me with that, I swear that you’ll be brought up on kidnapping and assault charges.” 

That gave him pause. He looked from me to Lara. “I didn’t kidnap you—you came 
here voluntarily.” 

“Yes, but I didn’t agree to what happened here tonight. I never want to see you 
again as long as I live. But I agree with Michael— You stop now and we’ll just leave. If 
you don’t…” she let the threat hang. 

“He broke my nose!” 
“Think what the other convicts will do to you once they find out why you’re in 

prison,” I told him. “They’ll probably make you their little slave boy.” I had no idea if 
this was true, but it sounded good. 

The fight seemed to leak from Charlie like the air from a balloon. “I never wanted to 
hurt you, Lara.” His voice broke. I wanted to smash his face in again. 

Lara wasn’t moved. “But you did. And I’m sorry Michael hurt you, though God 
knows you deserved it. You didn’t listen to me, Charlie. You only listened to your own 
anger and your booze. You betrayed us both.” 

His shoulders sagged. “Shit. I was only trying to do what you wanted.” 
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“I know,” she told him, her voice surprisingly gentle. “But you don’t know how—it 
isn’t in you. Instead, you behaved like a bully. You took advantage of me in a way I can 
never forgive. You and I are finished, Charlie. I think we can both finally agree on that.” 

The club slid from his hand and clattered to the floor. “Yeah, I guess.” He stepped 
aside as I took Lara to the bedroom. We found her clothes and packed up her suitcase. 
Charlie went into the kitchen to wash off his face. I worried a little about that, knowing 
there were a lot of knives there, but he seemed to have given up. 

We packed up and I moved the suitcase by the door. Lara had found her feet by 
now and was able to move around, albeit gingerly. Charlie came out of the kitchen, a 
bloodstained paper towel to his face. 

“Goodbye, Lara. I won’t try to contact you again.” 
She went to him and I hoped she would slap him silly, one last time. Instead, she 

put a hand on his shoulder. “Goodbye, Charlie. I hope you find someone who is a better 
fit than I was.” 

“You were fine. I had no complaints.” 
Lara said nothing, not wanting to call his lie. I knew she had many complaints 

herself. The drinking, most of all. I felt Charlie was doomed to a miserable life unless he 
could get that under control. I sensed she wanted to say something else, but refrained. 
She just turned toward me and I could see the tears in her eyes. I knew they were tears 
not of a lost love, but of a lost life. She couldn’t save him—he would have to save 
himself. 

I picked up the suitcase as Lara retrieved her purse, dropping the broken pieces of 
the phone in it before snapping it shut. We walked to the car as Charlie stayed on the 
porch, watching us. No more words were said—none were necessary. Lara got into the 
car and I turned to look at her. She gazed back at me and volumes were spoken in that 
one long look. I started the car and we drove away, back to our home. 
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Chapter Twenty-Two 
Lara 

 
Sunlight dappled the pool water with silver and gold as I floated gently on its 

surface on a large raft. Several weeks had passed since my nightmare experience with 
Charlie. The welts were healed and any new marks I sported now were lovingly 
administered by my Dom, with my full consent and desire. I was naked, save for the 
golden ring at my sex, its little bell still for the moment. Michael would be home soon. I 
felt beautiful and at peace lying there nude under a gentle sun, one hand trailing in the 
cool water. Our neighbor George was possibly peering eagerly through his bushes, but I 
found I didn’t mind a bit. 

Amazing that Charlie could have gotten it so wrong. Though I suppose to those 
without our particular bent, without the understanding of the romance and passion that 
accompanies a loving D/s relationship, what Charlie had done might have passed as 
“what I wanted” as he had claimed. We hadn’t heard a word from him, thank 
goodness, since the divorce had come through. 

The reunion between Michael and me hadn’t been instant. For several days, 
perhaps longer, we were wary around one another. Neither of us wanted that, but there 
it was. I suppose you can’t just leave someone the way I’d left Michael and expect to 
return instantly to normal once it was over. 

The way he’d found me, naked, beaten and helpless in another man’s house—it had 
been almost unendurably humiliating for me. Lovingly, his voice a soothing whisper, 
Michael had promised me over and over he understood, that the fault was Charlie’s, 
that he held no anger or mistrust toward me. 

Over the days I came to believe him—I needed to believe him. I was finally able to 
shut that door, the door to my old life that I’d kept cracked somewhere in my head as a 
possible way out if things with Michael didn’t work. In shutting that door at last I had 
finally freed myself to truly love Michael, with no other man waiting like a ghost in the 
wings. Perhaps that love would be enough to erase the hurt and forge an even stronger 
bond between us. 

As I drifted on the water I thought about what we’d been through in the few 
months we’d been physically together. That visit to the pet store, the thrill and shame of 
exposing myself for that boy. The cage he’d brought home and forced me into—it still 
sat on the floor at the end of our bed, a reminder of my position as his slave, a slave 
who could be punished at any time. How horrified Charlie would have been by that 
cage, failing to understand the deeply erotic symbol it was to me—the literal 
representation of Michael’s total power over me, power freely given and lovingly taken. 
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I thought about the day he took me to the tattoo parlor for the piercing, and my 
erotic humiliation at being handled by that man at the shop, coupled with the thrill of 
utter submission. 

I remembered the little adventure with Amy Dalton, whom Michael had assured 
me we would visit again, though this time with the louvers closed! Though the police 
coming had definitely put a damper on the evening, even that held potential, as the 
young officer Jason had expressed his earnest interest in getting to know us better! 

Even the physical exposure to his neighbor and his friends had been thrilling, 
despite being difficult for me. I was definitely coming to be more at home in my own 
skin, thanks to Michael’s constant attention, training and, most of all, love. I realized as I 
touched my now-flat belly that I no longer used food for comfort. My hunger lay in a 
different realm now. I was hungry for what Michael offered me, and for the man 
himself. I didn’t need food for succor any longer. In fact, I would soon need a new 
wardrobe, as mine was beginning to hang too loosely for a slave girl who wanted to be 
sexy for her master! 

I smiled as I slipped into the water, feeling sleek as an otter as I swam to the bottom. 
What Michael and I had couldn’t be wiped away by one stupid weekend. I’d made a 
mistake, but we can learn from our mistakes, and grow from them. 

As I broke the surface, shaking the water from my hair I heard Michael’s voice from 
inside the house. “Hi, sweetie! I’m home.” 

“Out here!” I called, my heart filling with joy. What a change a year makes! When I 
had been with Charlie, in our latter years, I can recall my heart sinking whenever he 
returned home, as if my heart knew what my brain did not want to admit. 

Michael came out on the deck and smiled at me. I rolled over and floated on my 
back, happy to show off my slender new body. “You like?” 

He nodded. “I like.” A wry smile tugged at the edges of his face. “But what about 
our neighbor? Poor George must be out of his mind.” 

“Oh? Now suddenly you’re modest about my nudity? That wasn’t what you said a 
few weeks ago.” I smiled wickedly. “Besides, George couldn’t be a nicer gentlemen. 
Why, he made a special trip over a little while ago to drop off some apples from his 
tree.” I pointed to the bucket tucked under a chaise lounge. 

“I’ll bet you gave him a nice show.” 
“Of course, my sweet. You wouldn’t have it any other way, would you?” 
“No, I wouldn’t.” He came and took off his shoes and socks and sat by the edge, 

dangling his feet in the cool water. “Feels good. Maybe I’ll take a swim myself.” 
“I don’t know how you could swim with that thing in your pants,” I said, pointing 

to his raging erection that he made no effort to conceal. “I’ll bet you’d sink right to the 
bottom.” 

“You might be right,” he said, leaning down to kiss my lips, sending a shiver 
through me. “Maybe you’ll have to give me mouth-to-mouth.” 
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“I’ll give you anything you want…Master,” I responded in my best I Dream of 
Jeannie voice. 

“In that case, I think I need some help with my clothes.” He tugged at my hand and 
I came up out of the water and climbed up next to him. The sun was warm on my back. 
I love to take Michael’s clothes off him and he knows it, so I worked quickly, my fingers 
deft as I stripped him down. I paused, just before pulling down his boxer shorts, 
admiring how his cock made a tent there. My mouth watered. 

I eased it down, freeing his hard tool. I licked my lips and looked up at him. “May 
I?” I inquired. Michael nodded. 

My lips parted and I took him into my mouth. I loved the taste of him, the smell, 
the feel of his soft skin. My pussy twitched and I resisted the urge to touch myself. I 
took more of him into my throat, using my tongue to please him. He stood there like a 
Viking, legs apart, a hand on my head while I suckled and teased him. Sensing that he 
was close to coming, I sped up my efforts. He grabbed my head with both hands and 
squirted his lovely seed into my throat. 

“Aaaah!” He sank down to sit beside me on the deck. “Wow. Thanks for that 
wonderful welcome home.” 

“Anytime.” I licked my lips, enjoying the slightly salty taste. 
Michael’s face grew serious. “Hey,” he said. I looked up. “You know I love you, 

right?” 
“Of course I do.” 
“I’ve been thinking. The whole thing with Charlie really put a damper on what we 

had been developing together. I’m trying to get it back, to regain that wonderful feeling 
we shared, but it’s hard. I want that again with you, Lara.” 

“I know. I’ve felt it too. And I long for it as well.” 
“I just wanted you to know, we’ve got time. There’s no rush. Having you here, safe, 

is enough. Down the road, we can explore our feelings and let things happen.” 
“Aw, you don’t have to tiptoe around me, Michael. I loved what we shared—

Charlie only showed me how mismatched we really were. When I met you, I met my 
soul mate. We share a love that goes beyond our enjoyment of the lifestyle. Yes, I was 
embarrassed when that man pierced me or when George first saw me naked, but it was 
a delicious embarrassment. I was proud to have you show me off. Does that make 
sense?” 

He smiled. “Of course it does. And I’m very glad to hear you say that. I was 
worried that maybe I’d be seen…” He trailed off. 

“Seen as what?” 
“I don’t know—maybe a nicer version of Charlie, I guess. I was afraid you’d think 

of him when I asked you to submit in a way that might test your boundaries. I’ve been 
afraid of frightening you, and of ruining the mood.” 
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I placed a hand on his cheek and shook my head. “Thank you for that, Michael. For 
your sensitivity. But I can honestly say you don’t remind me in the slightest of my ex-
husband!” I laughed, leaning over to kiss his nose. “I love what we share together, and 
what I know we will share together as we regain our stride. And I promise you, the 
more we do things together, the farther away the memory of Charlie recedes.” 

He took a deep breath. “Good. Then I don’t have to worry.” 
“No, you don’t. Use me, spank me, share me, love me—I’m yours.” 
He took me into his arms and at last I felt whole again, surrounded by his love, 

protecting me and enveloping me in joy. I never wanted to lose this feeling again. I 
smiled at him, feeling a tenderness well up inside me. 

I knew then we’d go on together, growing, exploring and sharing. Our D/s lifestyle 
was thrilling and satisfying, and I knew now with certainty Michael was a true Dom 
and I was a true submissive. But beyond that, we were friends and lovers who 
delighted in each other. We were a perfect fit. 

As Michael’s hand lightly trailed over my belly, his eyes full of love, I felt a deep 
sense of peace rising inside me. “Lara, you belong to me.” As I nodded he added softly, 
“And I belong to you, forever.” 

 

129 



 

About the Authors 
 
J.W. McKenna is a former journalist who took up penning erotic romance stories 

after years of trying to ignore an overly dramatic—and often overheated—imagination. 
McKenna is married and lives in the Midwest, where polite people would be shocked if 
they knew what kind of writing was being done in their town.  

 
J.W. McKenna welcomes mail from readers. You can write to J.W. c/o Ellora’s Cave 

Publishing at 1056 Home Avenue, Akron, OH  44310-3502. 
 
 
 
 
Claire Thompson has written numerous novels and short stories, all exploring 

aspects of Dominance & submission. Ms. Thompson’s gentler novels seek not only to 
tell a story, but to come to grips with, and ultimately exalt in the true beauty and 
spirituality of a loving exchange of power. Her darker works press the envelope of what 
is erotic and what can be a sometimes dangerous slide into the world of 
sadomasochism. She writes about the timeless themes of sexuality and romance, with 
twists and curves to examine the ‘darker’ side of the human psyche. Ultimately Claire’s 
work deals with the human condition, and our constant search for love and intensity of 
experience. 

 
Claire welcomes mail from readers. You can write to her c/o Ellora’s Cave 

Publishing at 1056 Home Avenue, Akron OH  44310-3502. 
 

 



 

Also by J.W. McKenna 
 
Darkest Hour 
Lord of Avalon 
My Pet 
Naughty Girl 
Slave Planet 
The Cameo 
The Hunted 
Wanted: Kept Woman 
 
 
 
 

Also by Claire Thompson 
 
Closely Held Secrets 
Club de Sade 
Face of Submission 
Jewel Thief 
Outcast 
Pleasure Planet anthology 
Sacred Circle 
Secret Diaries 
The Seduction of Colette 
Slave Castle 
Slave Gamble 
Turning Tricks 

 



 

 
 
Discover for yourself why readers can’t get enough of the multiple award-winning 

publisher Ellora’s Cave. Whether you prefer e-books or paperbacks, be sure to visit EC 
on the web at www.ellorascave.com for an erotic reading experience that will leave you 
breathless. 

 
www.ellorascave.com 

 


