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Chapter 1

Craig rolled his eyes and sighed. Muscles he didn’t know he had were screaming, while others, toned from his regular workouts at the gym, were just plain weary. A mountain of boxes was piled up in every room of his new apartment. Moving was right up there with death, taxes and pins in his eyeballs, in the scope of things

He turned as the door opened, revealing his best friend Mike loaded down with a couple more boxes.

“That’s the last of it buddy. You’re on your own now. I’ve got time for one beer and then I’ve got to leave to pick up Marcia from work.” Mike set the boxes down and placed a hand on his lower back, arching his body upward.

“Thanks Mike. I appreciate your help. When I get this mess straightened out I’ll have you and Marcia over for dinner.” Craig called over his shoulder as he walked to the fridge to get a couple of beers.

“No problem. You’ve helped me move a couple of times. Call it payback time.” Mike took the bottle from him and downed half in one swallow. Stifling a belch he asked. “You gonna be okay? Personally, I think you’re well to be away from Elaine. I mean, she was a nice enough person, I guess, but she was a little on the ‘Stepford Wife’ side. At least until she took up with that guy she works with.” He eased down to sit on the hardwood floor and leaned back against the tower of boxes.

“Yeah. To be honest, things hadn’t been good between us for about a year. We kind of drifted apart. So in a way, she saved me from having to end it. After going out since college, that would have been hard.” The night she told me she had found someone else, had been a surprise. Not so much that she had, but that he had felt only relief.

“Well you’re back to being a swinging bachelor. We might as well change your door to revolving right now; there’ll be so many women in and out.” Mike grinned and took another swig of beer. 

“I don’t think so. I’m actually looking forward to just being on my own for a while. Watch as much football and hockey as I want, come and go without checking in with anyone and leave the toilet seat up. Hell, I may even get a dog. I won’t miss Elaine’s Siamese cats from hell.” Craig wandered over to the living room window when the front door on the first floor banged shut.

A woman with shoulder length brown hair, in a white T shirt above spandex, knee-length leggings was on the sidewalk below doing stretches. She was in pretty good shape but her face was hidden by the peaked cap she wore. He watched as she sprinted across the street and eventually disappeared on one of the pathways of the park.

“Well this apartment’s really nice, with the high ceilings and original woodwork. It’s got some character. And you’re closer to work and the gym. There’s something to be said for moving downtown out of the burbs. Whatcha lookin’ at?” Mike got to his feet and joined him next to the window.

“Oh, it must have been one of my neighbors who just left. She’s a runner who took off into the park over there.”  He turned from the window and picked up his beer.

“Good body? Cute?” Mike’s eyebrows were wiggling up and down, doing his best lecherous impression.

“She looked pretty athletic but not sure about her face. Who cares? I just got out of the fire and you’re trying to throw me into the pan. Time for another beer?” 

“I wish, but I’d better pass.” Mike looked at his watch. “Holy hell. I’ve gotta go.  I’m gonna be late and Marcia will kill me.” He drained what was left in the bottle and flew out the door.

Craig went into the bedroom and began to tear the heavy plastic wrap from the new king sized mattress. The furniture that he and Elaine had bought together was contemporary, more suited to her taste than his. The four poster frame he’d picked up in an antique shop would be much more suited to an apartment like this. How long would it be before he’d christen it, having a woman share it for the night? Oh no, he was starting to sound like Mike.

There were a couple of women in the office who flirted outrageously and seemed open to No Strings Attached sex. Of the two, Darlene was the prettiest with the hottest body. But there was no way he’d ever get involved with someone he worked with—too many problems if something went wrong and then there was the office gossip. No, he’d take his time in the dating scene, ease back into it on his own terms, and that meant stepping outside the vanilla mainstream. Elaine had never been interested in trying anything different and he’d respected her wishes. Now he was free to explore some fantasies, which made dating someone from work DEFINITELY out of the question.

Now to decide where he should set the bed and armoire. If he didn’t get moving, he was going to have to sleep on the floor.

Two hours later, he sat, exhausted, demolishing a pizza he’d ordered, and washing it down with a cold beer. Thank God he had the weekend ahead of him to settle in. There were still many boxes left to unpack, but at least there was a bed and the coffee machine was set up. Thinking of coffee, he had forgotten to buy milk and if there was one thing he hated, it was black coffee. There was a small convenience store on the next block that would take him five minutes to get to.

He got to his feet and went out the door, turning to set the dead bolt.

“Hi. Are you the new neighbor?”

He startled and swiveled around at the source of the voice. It was the woman who he’d seen jogging away from the building. She was still in her jogging outfit. Her blue eyes sparkled and seemed to laugh in a face with high cheekbones and a wide, full lipped mouth.

“Yes. Just moved in. I’m Craig Morrison.” His hand shook slightly as he extended it towards her. She was in her mid thirties with a model’s face and a gymnast’s body, lean and muscled.

“I’m Sheila Latimer. I live across the hall from you. Welcome to the building.” Her grip was firm when she shook his hand. She smiled and turned to insert the key into her own wooden door.

“Thanks. Have you lived here long? I’m a pretty quiet guy so you won’t hear much noise from my apartment. I’m a good neighbor in that respect.” Craig lingered at his door, trying to prolong the conversation.

“I’m not.” She stepped inside about to close the door but popped her head out. “Quiet I mean.”

He could hear her lilting laugh as he headed down the hallway to the stairs. Did she mean she played her music loud or did she have a boyfriend and was a screaming wall banger?

***

By Saturday evening Craig had most of the boxes unpacked and was more or less organized. Most importantly, the big screen TV was set up, the Yankees were playing the Red Sox, there was beer in the fridge and the nachos in the oven were just about done. Not the ultimate swinging bachelor night but with the way he felt, tired with aching muscles, the next best thing.

The game was in the fifth inning when he heard it. He turned the sound on the TV down and cocked his ear. What the hell was that noise? There was a sharp crack, followed by a low moan and it was coming from the bedroom area. He stood up and went into the bedroom, stopping at the far wall that bordered his jogger neighbor. There was silence for a moment and he was about to leave when it happened again—louder this time. The snapping sound, immediately followed by a sharp cry. 

What the hell was going on in there? The cry hadn’t sounded like a woman’s voice; it was definitely masculine, so it wasn’t Sheila. She wasn’t being hurt, so maybe he should just mind his own business and go back to the game. But he couldn’t. The snap sound came again. She’d said that she wasn’t a quiet neighbor, but this was the first sound he had heard from her apartment. Maybe she and her boyfriend were into some kinky sex thing. 

His cock, straining at the rough jean fabric, caused his face to heat up. What kind of a Peeping Tom type perv was he becoming? He shook his head and walked back to the living room and flopped down on the sofa once more. He turned the volume way up to block out any sound coming from the apartment next door.

The Yankees had a five run lead and it was the bottom of the ninth, pretty obvious who was going to win this one.  What else was on TV? He skimmed through the channels but really, he knew what he was looking for. Yes, the porn network. He stopped at a channel where a woman was beating a muscular man who was draped over a bench, his arms and legs secured. She was using what looked like a riding crop, striking his back and ass repeatedly.

Mr. Happy was enjoying the show, hard and at attention. What the hell. He was alone and this was the fantasy he’d tried to talk Elaine into doing with him. And the thought that his neighbor, not fifty feet away was probably doing just this with her boyfriend was too much to bear. He undid his belt buckle and zipper to free his cock which had begun to drizzle at the tip.

The scene on the TV now showed the tall, leather clad woman undoing the straps that secured the man to the bench. Craig’s hand moved slowly and rhythmically up and down his cock as the man knelt on the floor in front of the woman. The man on the screen also had a raging hard on but the woman walked slowly around the guy. She cracked the riding crop against his back when she saw the guy’s hand slide to stroke himself. Craig’s hand left his own cock.

“Yes, Mistress.” Craig whispered, glancing at the purple head of his cock and back to the screen. The woman raised her hand and delivered three more sharp cracks on the guy’s back. Craig closed his eyes… Yes, Mistress, punish me. On the screen, when he again opened his eyes, the guy was bent forward, cradling the woman’s booted foot, licking the toe. Ohmygod, this was almost too much.

The program ended with the woman leaving the room, fading to black as the camera focused on the kneeling man, head bowed. Craig turned the TV off and wandered into the kitchen turning off lights and preparing for bed. His cock was hard and bobbing it’s presence as he wandered into his bedroom. 

As he lifted his T shirt above his head, the front door of the building banged shut. He bent down, peering through the window to see if it was Sheila leaving the building. Instead a man wearing a hat and overcoat was highlighted in the light of the front door before he walked away quickly disappearing down the street. Sheila’s apartment was quiet now. Maybe that was the moaner he’d heard earlier—probably not her boyfriend from the way he’d almost scurried away.

He slipped his pants and underwear off chastising himself for being so nosy. He was becoming a regular Big Brother spying through the window. Besides, his cock reminded him he had unfinished business. 

He slipped between the cool cotton sheets and closed his eyes, recalling the porno scene on the TV. Instead of the dark haired woman, he pictured Sheila lashing him with the riding crop, forbidding him to touch himself. In his fantasy, She wore a short black vinyl skirt, bra and thigh high boots, raising her strong arms to beat him repeatedly. With each imagined blow, he got closer and closer. He held off as long as he could. That’s what Sheila was telling him… finally he couldn’t hold back, and came. His ass muscles clenched as he blew all over his hand and belly. With an evil smile, imaginary Sheila bent over him and… 

His breathing evened and sleep overcame him.


Chapter 2

Sheila removed the make-up on her face and loosened her hair from the high pony tail. It had been a successful session dominating Rob, the first time she’d allow him to masturbate to orgasm. He’d been so pleased that he’d given her a fifty dollar tip on top of the three hundred dollar fee.

She undid the hooks and eyes on the front of the black corset and slid it off her shoulders. The sudsy bath was almost full when she stepped into it and eased down, finishing by laying the warm, wet facecloth over her eyes. She pictured Rob’s face and his hard cock as he stroked himself, stretching upward to lick the toe of her boot. Maybe in the next session, she’d allow him to eat her out.

Her fingers drifted in the warm water to her hard clit, teasing it softly as a lover’s tongue. In her mind it was a submissive’s tongue she had ordered to lick her, slapping his face when he stopped to swallow or take a breath. Her fantasy sub wanted to fuck her but she wouldn’t allow this. He had to prove his worthiness in how well he adored her cunt with his mouth. Her fingers stroked quickly now as she writhed in the tub, spilling water over the side before she became lost in her orgasm.

Her breathing and body relaxed into the warmth of the tub. Had the new neighbor been able to hear Rob’s moans and the crack of the whip? She’d been able to hear the occasional rumble from his TV set. He seemed like a nice guy but he had to be at least seven years younger that she was. It didn’t matter that he was a hunk with the dark blue eyes and body that could make a nun wet. Besides, he was probably vanilla with a harem of sweet cheerleader types.

The water was starting to cool off when she rose from the tub. She dried off and went into her bedroom, her hand stopping in mid air, about to pull the comforter back. Did she just hear someone murmur her name? She cocked her head to the side, straining to listen. No, it must have been her imagination.

She sat down on the bed and picked up the book she was reading by Anais Nin. There were always a few things to learn to make her hobby more enjoyable for the client as well as herself.

If the lawyers in the office knew what their pretty little paralegal did for fun they’d either have a coronary or be rushing to the bathroom to jerk off. But that was something they’d never find out although they did seem curious that she was able to take a two week vacation in Costa Rica every winter on her salary.

Thank God tomorrow was Sunday. She’s be able to sleep in, go for a long run and indulge her second passion—creating a culinary delight to end the week. It was a good thing she exercised so much or else she’d be the size of a house.

***

The autumn day was glorious for a run. Sheila stretched first one leg, then the other on the sidewalk outside the apartment building. There was still warmth in the sun and the smell of the foliage that had fallen filled the air.

As she was about to sprint across the street to the park the door to the building opened and the new neighbor, wearing jogging shorts and a T shirt, stepped out. The large muscles in his arms and legs were firm and shining in the sunlight. His smile in his handsome face was open and friendly, a bit hard to resist.

“Hi Sheila. Mind if I run with you? What a day, eh? Beautiful.” He came bouncing down the front steps to jog in place beside her, waiting for her answer.

“Hi Carl. I usually run by myself, with music blasting through my ear buds. I’m not really good company.” She couldn’t help returning his smile, even though her words were meant to discourage him.

“It’s Craig and that’s okay. I get winded so I’m not much for conversation either when I run.”

“It’s a free country; you can run wherever you want. Just don’t expect me to wait for you when you get tired.” She called over her shoulder, already ten steps ahead of him.

She normally eased into her pace to warm her muscles up but today she ran at a fast jog from the outset. That would discourage him from wanting to run with her again. The heady beat of Adele’s Rolling in the Deep pounded in her ears, matching the jabbing punch of her footsteps on the pathway. 

What? She watched Craig come abreast of her and grin before he poured on the steam, sprinting past her. Oh yeah? Her legs screamed in pain when she raced to catch up and then pass him. Take that little boy. Another mile and she’d be done. Could she keep up this pace for that long? She risked a glance behind her and saw that he had stopped, bent over panting for air. Her arms rose in the classic Rocky gesture at her victory and she grinned.

When she completed her circuit, crossing the street to her apartment building, Craig was sitting on the stone steps, legs stretched out and crossed.

“Hey slow poke. What took you so long?” The skin around his eyes was wrinkled in his wide smile.

“Cheater. You never completed the run and besides it wasn’t a race.” She placed her foot on the step next to him, stretching her hamstring, watching as his eyes went from her foot, up her leg to her damp crotch. Subtlety must not be his strong suit. If she had him in her living room on his knees, she’d teach him a thing or two about respect.

“You’re a good runner from the looks of your legs. How often do you go out?” He was now looking into her eyes.

That was better. “About five times a week for a two mile run. It’s the only exercise I get and helps clear my head from work.” She started up the stairs. He was a nice guy but it wouldn’t be wise to get too chummy. The next thing you know, he’d be knocking on her door to borrow sugar or something, have coffee. No, her privacy was too important to invite this kind of trouble.

“Hey, want to get together for coffee and dessert later tonight?  How about that little restaurant down the street that specializes in pastries? My treat.” His head had turned following her progress up the stairs, probably checking out her ass.

“Sorry. I’ve got plans. See you around.” She opened the door and went into the building. He didn’t need to know that her plans involved pleasing herself, cooking. Maybe he’d take the hint as she hadn’t asked for a rain check. She knew the first names of the other tenants in the building and that was as much as she cared to know about any of them.


Chapter 3

For the next few days the apartment next door was quiet—no odd noises or moaning. Craig would have known because he checked it a few times a night during commercial breaks on TV. Thursday night he was rewarded for his vigilance. This time, he didn’t bother with any pretense of respecting his neighbor’s privacy. He had moved his bed so that it was close to the adjoining wall of the two apartments and made himself comfortable straining only his ears.

The muffled sound of her voice was followed by the slapping sound and then a cry or moan in a masculine timber. Yes, there was no doubt about it; she was dealing out pain to her boyfriend or some lucky guy. What was she wearing? Having viewed many on-line Dominatrix websites, he could picture her in a black vinyl cat suit, her hand holding a whip or riding crop.

She’d managed to avoid him even though he’d dressed in his jogging clothes after work and had kept a vigilance of the window whenever the front door of the building banged shut. If she’d run in the past couple of days, she hadn’t done so in the early evening.

Things were really heating up next door, the cracks of a whip and moans coming faster and louder. Did she let the guy fuck her or give him any sexual release afterwards? His cock became even harder at the thought of her and some guy she’d beaten, fucking—her still giving orders, a commanding presence. His cock throbbed but he would not touch it, imagining her telling him he wasn’t allowed. With eyes closed, he lay there, acutely aware that the sounds next door were different, more grunting and moaning. That did it. Like the guy next door, he was now free to find release. But in his mind, Sheila was watching him stroke himself, letting him know when he could come.

***

The next morning, Craig had an appointment with his investment guy at nine-thirty. What the hell, he hardly ever used work time for personal appointments. He’d sleep in and be at work for eleven. As he was leaving the building shortly after nine, his eyes lit up and a smile appeared on his face. Sheila was also leaving.

“Good morning. On your way to work?” He watched her face, noticing the whiteness of her teeth when she smiled.

“Good morning. Yeah, TGIF. You’re late today aren’t you?” She wore a knee length dress with a multi-colored wrap thrown elegantly over her shoulders. Not quite the cat-suit of his imagination last night.

“Yeah, I’ve got an appointment before work, so I’m dogging it today. Would you like to get a cup of coffee?” So what if he was late for his appointment, his broker made plenty of money off Craig’s investment plan.

“Thanks but I don’t have time.” She stood on the sidewalk and turned to look up the street.

“Are you catching a ride? We could share a cab if you’re going downtown.” He could walk the seven blocks and had in fact planned to do that until she appeared. There had to be some way to spend more time with her and maybe ask her out.

“No, that’s okay. There’s my taxi now.” She opened the back door of the cab and got in, vanishing down the street.

What was with her? He wasn’t that hard to look at was he? That was never the impression he got from women at work or when he had gone to bars.

A half hour later he was sitting in the waiting area at his broker’s office. To kill time he thumbed through the newspaper that had been left there for clients. Normally, he read the news on line in the morning. He stopped at the Personals section when a large ad caught his eye. 

‘Have you been a naughty boy? Large selection of Dominatrix to give you the spanking you deserve.’

He fished his cell phone out of his pocket and added the telephone number to his contact list. He was on his own now, so why not give them a call and check out their rates. If not now, when would he ever get to try his fantasy?

He spent about forty minutes going through his portfolio with his broker, checking on the returns he’s received over the past quarter. There wasn’t a fortune there but he’d listened to his banker father when he had advised him to save ten per cent of his earnings. His broker was conservative and steered him onto blue chip stocks with decent dividends. Because of that he’d been able to escape the recent meltdown without too much loss.

The afternoon at work was a typical Friday afternoon with people already halfway to the happy weekend mindset. He closed the door to his office and dialed the number he’d seen in the newspaper.

“Deirdre’s. May I help you?” The voice was officious. Had he been expecting a sexy, soft voice? This was a dominatrix establishment after all.

“Yes, I saw your ad and would like more information. Maybe book a session.” Even to his own ears, it sounded lame. Wouldn’t they need some sort of screening information even though it was legal?

“For a first time client, we suggest that you visit first to answer your questions and also for us to vet you. There is an opening for an orientation session at five-thirty today if you’re free. There’s no cost and you could see the facilities, to check out whether this is for you.”

Again, so business-like. And they may not accept him as a client? He didn’t know what he had expected but certainly not that he could be refused. His heart was beating hard in his chest and his mouth had gone dry. It was now or never time.

“Yes, that would be fine. Your ad didn’t list the address.” He croaked.

“It’s 2169 Wilshire. See you then.” As abruptly as that, she hung up. 

It was only an orientation session, so why should he be nervous? He could say no if he didn’t like the looks of the place. No harm, no foul. He looked at his watch. Another hour to go. He pulled a file from the holder on his desk and began to read the numbers on the spreadsheet of one of his company’s clients.

It was no use. He read and re-read and still the information wasn’t registering. Maybe he’d leave work on time for once and arrive at this Deirdre place early. Give him a chance to scout out the neighborhood and see what sort of person entered.

He packed up a few files to work on over the weekend and left the office, taking a taxi to the location. When the cab pulled to the corner in a section of the city he rarely visited, there was a tasteful sign with gold lettering outside a Victorian mansion. There were a few boutique type businesses nearby, mixed in with residential homes. Since he was half an hour early, he scanned the streets for a coffee shop where he could kill time. Sure coffee would be just what he needed with nerves already pulled tight and quivering. He spotted a small shop and went in, taking a window seat.

He ordered a decaf and muffin, and turned to watch the building across the street. An older man wearing an overcoat and hat walked up the four stairs to Deirdre’s and disappeared through the door.  Well he had looked okay, not some seedy pervert. Next a blond woman in a dress went in. Was that one of the Dominatrix? He hadn’t seen her face but her body looked okay.

He drank his decaf and left the restaurant. He’d been too keyed up to eat the muffin, even the coffee was churning in his gut. When he opened the door, a red haired, middle aged woman looked up from her desk and smiled. There were high ceilings, chandelier, dark wall coverings and original, gleaming woodwork—a nice looking place.

“You are here for the five-thirty appointment, ja? Her accent was either German or Scandinavian. She could have been a receptionist at his doctor or dentist’s office—very conservatively dressed and pleasant.

He extended his hand to her. “Yes, I’m Craig. I’ve never been in a place like this, can you tell?” A trickle of sweat inched down the centre of his back.

“Well, we hope to change that for you. Before you begin the orientation tour, we need some information from you—at this point mainly financial, your credit and background. An hour session costs two hundred dollars, so it’s not within everyone’s budget.” She handed him two sheets of paper and a pen. “I will show you into our client waiting room where you may complete the questions.

She rose from her desk and smiled before leading the way to a small door to the left. When he entered he looked around. For such an elegant building, they sure hadn’t wasted space on this room. A small table and chair were the only things in a tiny room that was really just an oversized closet.

The first page of the questionnaire contained the normal contact information plus his authorization for a credit and police background check. That made sense considering the nature of the business. The questions on the second page were a surprise, specifically relating to submission activities, experience and preferences.

The whipping, canning and bondage areas were a no brainer; bring it on. This was a Disneyland of sexual pleasure. There was a knock on the door and the receptionist reappeared. Thank God he hadn’t had to stand and walk to her desk to return the papers, with the state he was in.

“I will send one of our Dommes in to speak with you and give you a tour. I’m afraid you won’t be able to book a session until after the checks have been conducted.” 

She smiled taking the papers from him, probably noticing his shaking hand and the arousal in his eyes. What the hell, she was probably used to it. Over her shoulder, the face of a pretty brunette appeared. The receptionist startled and excused herself, stepping back to allow the tall woman inside.

She wore a black leather skirt above fishnet stockings and impossibly high stiletto heels. Instead of the low cut top he would have expected she wore a tailored white blouse with only the top button open. Still, the shadow of a black bra and full breasts pressing the silk fabric of the blouse was more than a hint.

Her presence filled the tiny room when she took a seat across from him, her spicy perfume and body heat permeating his every pore. He swallowed, feeling his cock pressing against his trousers. His eyes met her vivid blue eyes in a face that was an unreadable mask.

“Tell me about yourself Craig.” Her words were curt and clipped.

“I’m twenty-eight years old and work as an accountant in an office—“

“Not that. I want to hear about YOU, what you like, dislike, your experience in the lifestyle. I don’t care about your age or where you work. Do you understand, Craig?” Her eyes seemed to glitter an icy blue when she interrupted him.

“Well…I don’t have any experience, just fantasies. I’d like to experience being beaten by a dominating woman, have her control me.” Just saying the words to this beautiful, strong woman was a turn-on. He’d never vocalized his fantasies before and to think that this woman may be the one who would dominate him made his pulse race.

“Any woman could whip your ass till you’re black and blue. Picking up a hooker to do that would be far less expensive than a visit here. You mentioned controlling you. That’s good. It shows you have a rudimentary understanding of the dynamic between a submissive and a Domme—“

“Yes, that’s it. I’m getting hot—“ He leaned forward, his eyes open wide.

Her hand flashed up and slapped his cheek, hard. Now his eyes were wider, pulling back before a small smile appeared on his lips. Ohmygod, this was perfect.

“I did not give you leave to speak. You will not interrupt me when I am talking. Do you understand, Craig?” Her hand was raised, poised and ready to strike him once more.

It was tempting to say no, just to feel her hand strike him once more. “Yes.”

“I am Mistress Carla. You may address me as Mistress. I will now take you to our scene rooms. Follow me.” She stood up, towering and powerful above him—an exquisite vision.

He followed her, taking note of the plush dark carpeting, burgundy patterned wallpaper and wall sconces trying not to look at her shapely legs and pert ass. A wooden door was halfway open and she stepped inside turning on a light switch. There was a padded bench, about waist high with restraining cuffs placed on a lower level that ran down both sides. Off to the side was a mirrored wall, while at the other end of the room was an X shaped cross.

“Get on.” She stood next to the bench running her hand over its dark vinyl surface and looking directly into his eyes, lips set in a line.

He stepped forward and swung his leg over the top so that he was sitting on the padded surface.

“Lay forward.” She stepped back and placed her hands on her hips, feet apart.

He slid his ass back and leaned forward to rest his chest on the surface, his arms hanging down, while his feet found the lower platform.

“I am going to secure the leg and arm restraints to give you a feel of this piece of equipment.” Her hands were already working on the leather strap on his wrist. She ran her finger inside the cuff when it was secure. “Not too tight to restrict blood flow but tight enough that you will not be able to move your arm.” Her voice was a murmur as she worked.

When she was finished, he tested the restraints. God, there was no way he could move. He rested his head on another attachment on the front of the bench and closed his eyes.

“Now imagine that you are naked, your ass and back vulnerable to your Domme. You have been a naughty boy and she’s going to punish you.” He voice was a whisper in his ear.

He could feel his penis respond to the hotness of her breath and the picture in his head. As if reading his mind, her hand delivered a hard slap to his ass. Ohmygod, yes.

“Enough Craig. I would like you to try the St. Andrew’s cross next.” Her hands worked quickly to undo the restraints as he lay barely able to control his ragged breathing.

“Yes, Mistress.” It was the first time he had ever uttered these words. It was thrilling, yet at the same time seemed so natural.

The St. Andrew’s cross was quite imposing, with the heavy wooden arms and leather straps. He stepped up to it and turned, feeling the cool hard surface against his back. There was a small enigmatic smile on Mistress Carla’s face as she stepped forward to fasten the restraints.

His eyes widened when she went to a table nearby and selected a red silk tie and walked back to him. 

“You need just a taste of the thrill of being blindfolded while on the cross. Lower your head.”

His head dropped so that his chin rested on his chest, smelling her perfume as she leaned forward to place the scarf over his eyes and tie it at the back. He pulled on the arm restraints. There was give of only half an inch or so and the same with his feet when he tested those restraints.

Where was she and what was she doing now that he was entirely helpless and unable to see? He could only sense her presence. Knowing she was nearby and he was so helpless stirred his penis to life. He started at the light brush of her hand... or was it a whip, across the crotch of his pants. Oh God. Pre cum was oozing out the tip of his penis.

“I think that’s enough of the cross for now Craig.” Her hands brushed across his ankle as she began to loosen the restraints. “We also have lockers and showers for clients to use. I would show you the room where the suspension equipment is, as well as the hot tub and sauna areas but I’m afraid those rooms are being used right now.”

After she removed the blindfold he watched her undo the hand restraints.

“Well? Tell me how you felt when you were blindfolded and restrained.” She stepped back, hands on her hips once more, her eyes commanding an answer.

“It was…pretty stimulating. If I’m accepted, may I request a session with you, Mistress” His eyes dropped to her chest where she had unbuttoned the blouse to reveal cleavage between her succulent breasts. How he’d like to hold them in his hands and suck the nipples.

“Certainly. You may even request two Dommes if you desire, but the fee is higher. Do you have any other questions Craig? If not, you may go back to reception.” She was already walking to the door.

“No. Wait, maybe just one…Do I get to orgasm in the session? Does the Domme?” He stood next to the open door watching her face break out into a wide smile.

“It depends on what the Domme wants, wouldn’t you think? That’s what you’re paying for. If your main objective is to orgasm, then you would save yourself money by going to a  prostitute. If you want a powerful experience, directed by a professional Dominatrix, then you will accept that your sexual satisfaction is in the Domme’s hands.” Her tone was direct and business-like.

“Thanks, Mistress for showing me this room and letting me experience the equipment. I hope I’ll be able to see you again very soon.” Craig walked away, leaving Carla at the door, trying to think of anything but her to get his cock to soften before he reached reception.

When the door leading to the receptionist opened, he raised his eyes to glimpse briefly at the person walking by him. He stopped dead in his tracks and spun around. Sheila? 

The woman opened a door farther down the hall and it was only the briefest of glances he was allowed before she disappeared behind it. It could have been Sheila—the same blonde hair, build and long athletic legs. 

He hurried out to reception. “Excuse me, but the woman who just entered…the blonde, does she work here?” The words poured forth in a rush.

The Receptionist looked puzzled. “Yes. That’s Sheena. Why?”

“If you accept me as a client, I’d like to book a session with her.” His heart was pounding hard in his chest and his breath was fast.

“Sheena only works once a week and she’s booked for a month. Are you sure you wouldn’t rather have Carla? She’s a favorite of many clients and is available next Tuesday evening. But of course it IS your choice, provided you check out.” She smiled sweetly once more.

“When will I know if I’m accepted?” It didn’t matter if he had to wait a month for ‘Sheena’, he had to have her next booking. In the meantime, maybe he’d learn a few things from Carla. He’d been waiting a long time to indulge this fantasy and why not splurge?

“I will call you on Monday.”

“Thanks. Until then, bye.” He raced out of the building hardly able to contain his excitement. Not only was he going to experience this on Tuesday with a hot woman he’d met but he’d get to do it with Sheila. Maybe then he could enjoy being with her in her apartment, like other men. She probably used this place as a way to get clients so she could make more money without Deirdre’s taking their cut.

He flagged a cab and was home thirty minutes later, bounding up the stairs to his apartment. When he was inside he went to his bedroom and slipped out of his work clothes. Instead of throwing on his normal jeans and T shirt, he lay down on his bed and closed his eyes. Once more he was at Deirdre’s, secured to the St. Andrew’s cross, but this time it was Sheila with him. His hand stroked his hard cock thinking of her long legs in the black stockings and short skirt. She was ordering him to his knees while she circled him, a riding crop in her hand.


Chapter 4

Craig changed up his normal Saturday routine, going to the gym first thing in the morning in order to be at the apartment in the afternoon. He did his shopping and errands; the only other thing different from his normal shopping was the trip he made to the pharmacy to get the stethoscope. He was dressed in his jogging suit, at home by noon, rushing to the window every time he heard the front door of the building close.

If Sheila had worked the night before maybe she was sleeping in with plans to do her run in the afternoon. Finally, he saw her leave the building and raced down the stairs to catch her before she started running. 

It wasn’t just that she was hot and a fantasy come true for him. It was the fact that she seemed somewhat mysterious and independent. Most women that he’d been friendly with would at least meet him half way. But she was different, private and aloof. He chuckled to himself. He was running after her in more ways than one. And damned if he wasn’t going to catch her, or at least give it his best shot.

She was bent over stretching to touch her toes with her hands when he stepped beside her. Tempting as it was to say some wise remark about her round little butt, he refrained. He took a deep breath, looking up at the blue sky and crossing his fingers for luck.

“Hey, wanna race Sheila or are you too chicken?” He jogged in place waiting for her to straighten up.

“You don’t give up do you?” She stood up straight and looked at him her lips pulled to the side, smirking.

“Not when it comes to a woman like you. Face it, you know you like me. You might as well admit it and run with me. No talk, I got that the last time.” He was grinning like a hyena at her, even though his stomach was in a knot in case she told him where to go.

“Eat my dust.” She sprinted across the street.

It wasn’t her dust he wanted to eat…Stop horndog. Focus on catching up with her before she disappears around some bend.

In a couple of minutes he caught up and fell into her easy stride length. She was almost six inches shorter than him and it took a little adjusting.

“So, got any big plans for the weekend?” It was a normal enough question for a running companion to ask; she shouldn’t be miffed that he was prying.

“No.” She picked up her pace.

“Read any good books lately or see any decent movies?” Another innocuous question but maybe it was a start.

“No and no.” Her eyes flashed at him.

“Yeah right. No talking. How about music? What’s on your mp3? Don’t tell me classical or opera. I’ve got you figured for blues and rock ‘n roll.” That was the last question. After this, he’d be just annoying if he got another one word answer.

“Adele, The Stones and Mezzanine.” She glanced his way and back at the path.

“Mezzanine? Don’t know them.” He’d be sure to look them up when he got back to his apartment.

“I’m not surprised. Don’t you have a girlfriend or something? I never see anyone visiting you.” She slowed to a walk and poured water from her water bottle into her opened mouth.

“No girlfriend anymore. Taking a hiatus from dating and the club scene. It’s kind of superficial for me right now.” His words were halting as he bent over, hands on his knees, gulping air.

“Yeah, I get that. I’m not much for clubs either unless I’m in the mood to dance. Race you back.” She capped her bottle and took off like a gazelle.

He struggled to keep up with her this time, watching the soles of her shoes flying ahead of him. Well, that was something. At least she had volunteered a bit about herself. What would she think if he showed up at Deirdre’s with a Dominatrix booking with her? Would she be angry? Probably. Well, it was a free country and he was as entitled to his kink as the next person. She’d just have to deal with it or punish him all the harder.

At the apartment building she stopped only a few steps ahead of him.

“You win this time. As the loser, how about if I buy you lunch? Nothing extravagant, ust a sandwich or something. It wasn’t that great a defeat.”  His mouth fell open, panting as he looked down at her.

“Thanks but I’ve got some things I’ve got to get done. See ya.” She smiled and bounced up the stone steps and into the building.

When she smiled, his eyes opened wide. God, she was gorgeous when she smiled. He grinned at the progress he was making, even if it was slow going. Any other woman would have been in his bed by now. But he didn’t want just any other vanilla woman.


Chapter 5

Sheila spent the afternoon tidying up the apartment then lounging in a hot bubble bath for half an hour. She’d heat up some leftovers for dinner and have just enough time for a powernap before Sean, her client, showed up.

He had been a satisfactory submissive when she’d met him at Deirdre’s. He seemed to be new at this and took orders slowly, almost with some reluctance. He probably needed more training and experience. She hadn’t allowed him to come in their session, but if he was a good boy tonight, she would, as part of the training.

Dressed in high heels, a garter belt with dark fishnet stockings and black bra with a sheer black negligee she answered the intercom when her buzzer went off at nine p.m. Hearing that it was Sean at the door, she buzzed him in. Good, he was right on time. That showed respect.

At the small tap on her door, she peeped out and saw his rugged face. He was in his forties and a professional from the way he spoke and the words he used. He had a slight pot belly but other than that was in good shape.

She opened the door and stood back to let him enter. “Good evening Sean. You’re two minutes late. I expect you to be on time in the future. Is that clear?” It was good to establish the mood from the onset.

He glanced at his watch and looked at her. “But, it’s two minutes before nine. I’m not—“

Her hand flashed out and struck his cheek.

“Did I give you leave to speak? And furthermore, never contradict me. Do you understand?” Her eyes glittered in a face drawn tight.

“Yes, Ma’am.” He sighed and looked at the floor.

Smack! Another blow across his face. “I’m not Ma’am. This isn’t some Western you’re playing in. I am to be addressed as Mistress.” Her hand was raised to the side in a threatening manner.

“Yes, Mistress.” His voice was lower now, barely a whisper.

That was better. No more of that sighing bullshit. “I would like a glass of wine. You will find glasses in the cupboard above the sink and a bottle of wine in the refrigerator. Bring it to me in the bedroom.”  She flounced off down the hall, turning before entering the bedroom to see his eyes watching her.

She sat on the red satin coverlet on the king sized bed, with legs crossed hearing the fridge open and the tinkle of the bottle hitting the rim of the glass. He’d better pick up his game attitude-wise or there would be no reward for him tonight.

He entered the bedroom with his eyes downcast and handed her the glass of white wine. She took it from him, took a sip and extended her leg out straight. “You may worship my foot Sean before we get started.”

He dropped to his knees on the soft carpeting and grasped her high-heeled foot in both hands before lowering his lips to kiss the toe. She sipped her wine watching him caress her foot. She withdrew it after a few moments and pushed her foot against his shoulder sending him backwards to land on his ass.

“You aren’t worthy to touch my foot, worm. Get undressed so I can see your body.” Her eyes were cold looking at him over the rim of the glass. He slowly unbuttoned his shirt and pants and then bent over to remove his shoes and socks. Again, taking his time he slipped out of the clothes and stood naked before her.

That languid way he moved was not the way he should be responding. And the fact that he hadn’t dropped his eyes from hers was another sign of disrespect. She’d make him wait, standing naked for awhile before she ordered him to do anything else.

She continued looking into his eyes until he once more looked at the floor. She didn’t care how long it would take. Unless he started acting like a true submissive this scene was over and it was non-refundable.

“Bend over the chair. You deserve to be punished. You are a naughty boy. Tell me why you’re a naughty boy.” She stood up and set the wine on the bedside table. From her closet she withdrew the riding crop. She had intended to warm him up with the soft doeskin flogger but that was a luxury he didn’t deserve.

“I’m a naughty boy because I looked at you while I disrobed.” His ass, hairy over pale skin was the first thing she saw when she turned with the crop.

“That’s right. And what do you deserve for that insolence?” She whipped the crop through the air for him to hear the whishing sound.

“I deserve to be beaten Mistress.”

Whack! The black crop descended on his ass, causing him to flinch. THAT got his attention.

Now on the other cheek, she laid into him, harder. Then his thighs, with enough force to cause him to moan.

“What will you do from now on Sean?” Another hard hit to the same spot on his right cheek.

“Oww… I’ll be good. I will never look at you unless you request it.”

“That’s.” Whack. “Good.” Whack. Now for some humiliation and teasing.

“You may stand up Sean and face me.” She watched as he slowly raised his upper body straight, wincing at the sting in his ass. When he turned she saw that he was erect.

“Look at the state you’re in, naughty boy. You call that cocktail weenie a cock! Ha! I’ve seen guinea pigs with bigger dicks. Is that what you are? A little boy with a tiny dick?” She sat down on the bed and spread her legs revealing her naked pussy.

“Do you think that I’d ever let anything that small into my pretty pussy? Even my pinkie finger is bigger than that.” She slipped a finger inside her glistening cunt, enjoying the look on Sean’s face. He was very aroused right now. It not only showed in his cock but in his half closed eyes and gaping lips.

She withdrew her finger and slipped it into her mouth to the knuckle, making quite a show of savoring it. 

“You may step closer Sean and get on your knees.” Her hand slipped from her mouth to her breast. As he fell to his knees before her, his face mere inches from her pussy, she slipped the cup of the bra down exposing her dark, hard nipple.

“You’d like to suck my tit, wouldn’t you Sean?” She saw him nod and his hand slide to grasp his hard penis.

“Stop that! You aren’t allowed to touch yourself until I give you permission, is that clear?” She smiled when he nodded and withdrew his hand. He looked like he’d lost his best friend.

She spread her legs further, pulling her pussy lips apart in her movement. She saw his eyes drop and him inching his mouth closer to her exposed clit. “No! You may only watch.”

Her finger rolled over her clit and then deeper with all four fingers disappearing inside her, pumping as she rolled her hips. When she withdrew her wet fingers, she extended her hand holding them under his nose and then smearing his cheek with her juices.

Again, she played with her clit, pushing her hips forward so that his face was almost touching her full pussy lips. She moaned and brushed her fingers across his lips before finger fucking herself once more. The look on his face along with her fingers playing with her cunt became too great. Her other hand snaked down to rub her clit while she fucked herself, moaning and writhing.

“Oh. Yes. My cunt is so hot and you’d like to fuck it, wouldn’t you Sean? Stick your meat inside my tight hole and shoot cum into me. Say it Sean!” She was on the brink, wanting nothing more than to mash her clit against his tongue. This was sweet torture for both of them.

“Please let me fuck you or lick you.” His eyes skimmed hers before returning to gaze with longing at her cunt, his tongue running slowly over his lips.

“AHHHHH…” Her body jerked upward, pussy grazing his lips as she became lost in her pleasure, moaning with her eyes closed.

His body rubbed the inside of her thighs when he rose and her eyes flew open. His hand was on his cock guiding it to her opening. 

“What are you doing? Stop. I didn’t say that you could stand or touch yourself. KNEEL!” She shifted her ass back on the bed, jerking away from the tip of his oozing cock. “Get down on your knees before me worm!”

“I can’t. I’ve got to fuck you Mistress. You’ve tortured me too much. You’re asking for it.” He kept edging forward.

Her knees rose, feet pushing against the satin cover to get away from him. “No Sean. You are not allowed to do this. Get back!” Her voice had risen in volume, almost a shout.

He grabbed her legs with both hands and pulled her back, knocking the wind out of her with the force of his hands.

“No! Stop it!” She squirmed her hips as far away from him as she could.

This time it was Sean’s hand that lashed out, striking her face then grabbing a fistful of hair. “You fucking little cunt, teasing me. I’m paying you bitch, so I get to fuck you.” Spittle from his hissing voice hit her neck.

She twisted and managed to scramble, pulling herself with fist dug into the coverlet to the other side of the bed. “Get out!”

As her feet were just about on the floor, he lunged across the bed and grabbed a handful of her hair, jerking her back towards him. He leaned over and pinned her face down onto the bed with his forearm. 

He held his cock between her ass cheeks and pressed forward.“No!” she shrieked into the coverlet.

A loud crash in the next room caused him to stop, his head swiveled to the sound. “What the fuc—“

Pounding footsteps were followed by the face of her new neighbor. His hands were on Sean’s shoulders pushing him off her, to land him like a beached whale on the floor.

“Who the fuck are you? The little whore’s pimp? Get the fuck out of here. I’m not finished.” Sean started to get to his feet again, reaching for her foot.

She kicked out at him, aiming her foot at his balls but managing only to hit his thigh.

Kick me, huh bitch?” Sean swung a clubbed fist. Sheila ducked back, but felt the whoosh of his blow flutter her eyelashes.

Craig body rushed Sean, crashing him into the wall, his head tucked down.

“Think you’re tough, punk?” Sean growled as his knee came up square into Craig’s crotch. The pain exploded and his knees gave way. Dropping down, Sean connected this time, bashing the side of Craig’s face hard enough to knock his head against the wall. 

Shiela scrambled to the other side of the bed. Dammit, her phone was next to Sean! She started to scream again, the cords of her neck standing out when Sean lunged across the bed. With both hands he grasped her by the head, cutting off her shouts.

“I think I like this kind of scene even more!” he said. With one hand over her mouth, he yanked Sheila by the hair pulling her into the bed.

He flipped Sheila over again face down, this time pushing her face into the pillow. She couldn’t breathe, and again felt his knob probing the crack of her ass. She pushed up, but the weight of his body had her pinned. 

Then he was off her. She lifted her head to hear another crash. Looking over her shoulder she saw Sean on his hands and knees against the far wall of the bedroom, his face bloody. Craig standing above him.

With a primal roar Sean leapt up at Craig like an NFL linebacker at the snap, his hands out like claws.

Craig stepped to the side and grabbed one hand by the meat at the base of the thumb. With a single fluid motion, he bent his knees and spun, yanking Sean’s hand up and over his back, with the rest of Sean following. 

Sean again jumped up and rushed Craig again. She couldn’t see his hands move, but heard each ‘thwok’ sound in three rapid successions. Sean’s eyes turned up inside his head and he went down. He clambered up again, but didn’t get past his hands and knees when Craig popped him three more times.

“Stay down asshole. Or I’ll fucking kill you.” Sean began to scramble out of the room.

“Where’s his clothes?” said Craig. Sheila pointed.

Craig scooped them up and followed Sean out of the bedroom across the apartment and out the shattered door. With each step he planted his opposite foot in Sean’s ass.

He kicked Sean, naked out the door, down the stairs and out the front of the building into the street. He threw the clothing after him. 

Sean gathered his clothes and ran down the street, struggling to put one leg into his pants, failing and flailing to the ground.

“I see your fucking face again and I’ll kill you!” Craig shouted after him. “I’ll fucking kill you!” He returned to Sheila’s apartment when Sean rounded the corner.

Entering, the apartment, then the bedroom, he found Sheila sitting in the center of the bed, still stunned.  “Do you want to press charges?”

“No..” She pulled her peignoir to cover herself from Craig’s eyes. Ohmygod. What a disaster. She’d almost been raped but who would ever believe that with what had happened before. There was no way she’d charge him. And what about Craig?  He must have overheard the shouting, thank God. So much for maintaining her privacy now. He’d seen the whole shooting match. A tear escaped her eye as the horror of what nearly happened sunk in.

“Are you okay? Did he hurt you?” He walked slowly to the bed and sat beside her.

“I’ll be okay in a little while and no he didn’t hurt me, thanks to you.” She looked into his eyes, seeing the worry and concern. “Things just kind of got out of hand. He was an asshole. Thanks for taking care of him.” Her hands rose to cover her face. “This is so embarrassing.”

“Hey Sheila, it’s okay. There’s nothing to be embarrassed about. You said it. He was an asshole.” His hand stroked her arm and pulled to uncover her face. “Is there anything I can do for you? Get you some tea or hold you? Please say yes to the hold you because I’ve wanted to do that since I met you.”

Her hands left her face and she smiled weakly at him. He was a good guy, trying to make her laugh to cheer her up. The offer to hold her sounded heavenly but wasn’t something she would do.

“Tea won’t cut it. There’s a bottle of brandy in the cupboard next to the fridge. Pour yourself one and make mine a double. I’m going to take a shower.”


Chapter 6

Craig found the brandy and rummaged in the cupboards to find glasses. Sheila wasn’t the only one who needed a drink. His hands were still shaking from the adrenaline rush when he threw the guy out.  He took down two water glasses and filled them to the rim—to hell with brandy snifters. This was medicinal. 

He had heard everything that had gone on in Sheila’s apartment when she was with that jerk. It was lucky for her that he had. He took a large swallow of the brandy, choking as it burned its way down his throat. He looked around her kitchen. It was a little larger than his own, with a spice rack, gleaming pots hanging from a rack above a centre island counter and table. Everything was tidy and orderly.

The sound of the shower stopped and he took another large drink, his throat now immune to its warmth. Considering the times that she had brushed him off, she probably would ask him to leave after he finished his drink. But there was no way he was leaving until he knew that she was alright.

The door to the bathroom opened and Sheila emerged from a cloud of steam wearing a white terry robe, hair wet and hanging over her shoulders. She walked up to him her hand out to accept the drink he held for her.

Her blue eyes looked into his for a moment before she squeezed them tight taking a few large gulps of the burning liquid. “That’s better.” She shuddered and took another sip.

She looked shiny and bright, almost virginal in the bathrobe. It was hard to reconcile with what he had heard through the walls earlier. And if she knew that he had heard everything, she would be more uncomfortable than she already looked. He put his hand on her shoulder. It felt tiny under the plush robe.

“Are you sure you’re okay? Just so you know, I’m not leaving you alone tonight. Your door is broken and you’ve been through a rough time.” There was relief or acceptance in her eyes when he said this.

“Thanks. I owe you one.” The corner of her mouth pulled up at the side and she flopped down into the stool at the island counter.

He sat down next to her, conscious of the floral scent of her damp hair. “That guy…was he a boyfriend or just a bad date?” His eyebrows were raised high as he looked into her eyes. How would she explain what was perhaps just one step removed from a bad trick?

She took another large swallow of the brandy and looked away, silent for a few moments before she answered. “Just a guy who wouldn’t take no for an answer. We were playing around and him having sex with me wasn’t part of the plan. I guess I’m not your typical girl next door.” Her face was set in a small smirk when she looked back at him.

“I’m glad I heard your voices and came over.” He looked at her quickly then back to his hand holding the glass.

“How much can you hear from your apartment?” She stared at him without blinking, her chin raised.

“Actually, I can hear a lot, although I try not to. Sometimes I hear slapping sounds and then low moans. This was the first that it sounded like you were in trouble.” Whether it was the large glass of brandy or the adrenaline still wearing off, there was no way he was going to dance around this anymore.

“I see.” She rose to her feet and took the brandy bottle from the cupboard. Looking into his eyes, she poured herself another full glass and without asking poured another for him. “Let’s get something straight. I’m not a whore, okay? I get together with men and play a role but I rarely have sex with them. They give me money since their kink is a little out there and isn’t something they’d get at home. It just so happens that it’s my kink as well.” Her eyes dared him to say something or perhaps for him to just get up and leave. 

Okay, so now it was out there. He took a large swallow of liquid courage before he made any comment. “Mistress, I understand.”

Her eyes opened wide and she leaned into him. “Mistress?” She sat back and shook her head.

“I heard you hitting him. You can’t imagine how much I wanted to be that guy. You kept blowing me off every time I’d try to ask you out and I’d given up. I even went to Deirdre’s to book a session with a Dominatrix, I’ve been so hot for this. As I was leaving, I think I saw you there. I booked a session with Sheena. That’s you, right?”

Her mouth dropped open and she blinked a few times, staring at him. Was she angry? Would she throw him out on his ear knowing he’d been spying on her?

“Craig, you’ve been a naughty boy. Do you know what happens to naughty boys?” Her face broke out into a broad smile.

“They get spanked, Mistress?” His heart was about to pound its way right out of his chest as he lowered his gaze to the counter top.

“That and so much more. Craig, I am ready to go to bed now, but I’d like a massage before I fall asleep. If you give me a good massage, you may sleep on the floor next to my bed and guard me, like a good dog. Turn my bed down Craig and wait for me.” With a flick of her fingers, she waved him off to the bedroom. 

Ohmygod, was this really happening? This was a fantasy come true. He walked into her bedroom and picked up the riding crop and vibrator which were lying next to the bed. He set then on a chair and pulled the satin coverlet and sheets back on the bed. His cock was straining in his jeans at the thought that she would soon come in and he’d be allowed to touch her lush body—his Mistress’s body.

He stood at the foot of her bed as still as a statue trying to keep his eyes on the floor when she walked by him. The white terry robe landed in a heap next to his feet and there was a swish of her body settling onto the bed.

“Massage my back and shoulders Craig.” Her voice was soft but commanding.

He stifled a gasp when his head rose to see her laying face down, legs spread, naked before him. There wasn’t an inch of excess flesh on her taut body. Her golden hair spread on the pillow beside her face which rested on her cheek, eyes closed. 

He swung his leg over her hips, resting on his knees, bending forward to touch her shoulders with his hands. Her skin was like velvet over muscles that were tight in her neck and shoulders. He’d been the recipient of many massages but this was his first time giving one. He forced the ends of his fingers into the rope of muscle, rolling them to loosen the firm fiber. When she moaned he continued lower on her back, smiling that he was doing a decent job imitating the masseuse he had experienced. 

His hands were now on her lower back rubbing and prodding. He wouldn’t dare touch the firm round globes of her ass as she hadn’t given him instructions for any area other than her back. His fingers started their return journey up her back now.

“My arms now, Craig.” She murmured into the pillow.

It was sweet torture touching the scented skin of her back and arms, not being allowed to touch the skin of her ass that was the true object of his desire. Her neck, so delicate with fine hair at the nape was enticing to his lips but he wouldn’t run his tongue over that place. His Mistress hadn’t allowed it.

He finished massaging her arms, ending at the tips of her delicate fingers.

“Enough Craig. You may get down on the floor now. If you get chilled cover yourself with my robe.”

He lifted himself off the bed and knelt down on the floor, risking one last look at his Mistress who was drifting off into sleep. God, she was beautiful. And the fact that she hadn’t allowed him to touch her most intimate places, or even hold her made her more desirable. He eased down on the floor and pulled his knees to his chest, resting on his side, the bathrobe spread over his shoulder and half covering his face. He inhaled deeply, smelling the perfume of her soap mixed with her scent. He would have sweet dreams tonight, even though his balls were turning blue.


Chapter 7

The sun flooding through the lace curtain in her bedroom woke him up early the next morning. God he had to take a pee so bad it hurt. He lifted his head and looked into her sleeping face. Did he dare get up and risk waking her? And if he did, would that be so bad? Maybe she’d be angry enough to spank him. Sounded like a win/win situation.

He stood up and stretched. He was sore from sleeping on a floor. He smirked to himself- the first pain he got from serving Mistress. After a quick peek at Sheila, he tiptoed out of the room and crossed the hallway to the bathroom. He lifted the seat and pulled his thick cock from the zipper of his jeans. As he relieved himself he thought of the previous evening. He’d have to fix the lock on her door today. As awful as the experience had been for her, it was a stroke of good luck for him. If he hadn’t rushed in to save her, would she ever have opened up to him or even have contemplated having a submissive scene with him? It was selfish but he could justify that by swearing he would watch over her to make sure a scene like the one he’d busted up never happened to her again.

Her hand on his shoulder made him jump. He turned and there she was in all of her naked glory. At the sight he couldn’t pee anymore as his cock was becoming engorged. The side of her breast brushed his arm, the nipple dark and hard.

“Are you having naughty thoughts about me Craig?” She looked up at him, her eyes smiling above full lips upturned at the corners.

“I’m sorry Mistress. It’s just that you’re so beautiful and…naked.” He shook himself dry and tried to put his hard cock back inside his pants.

“I will deal with you about your naughtiness later, Craig. This morning, we have practical problems ahead of us. Work now, play later. Can you fix my door or should I call the Super? He’ll probably charge me to have it fixed.”

“My uncle was a carpenter and I picked up a few tricks from him. I can fix it for you. I’ll need to go to a hardware store for a new lock.” He turned to face her, his cock reminding him how arousing she was even with a bit of bed head.

“Tell you what, I’ll make breakfast for us while you go get the lock. I’m quite a good cook. If you’re a good boy and fix my door, we can play this afternoon. How does that sound?” she walked into the kitchen and began to make coffee.

All his eyes could focus on was her pert ass walking away from him. He’d give anything to be able to kiss it. And if in ‘playing’ he’d be able to then he’d change her lock in record speed. “Sounds great Mistress Sheila. I’ll be back in half an hour.”

Grinning, he raced past her and out the door.


Chapter 8

Craig stepped out of her shower and wrapped the large dark towel she had left for him around his body. She had ordered him to shower and appear in her bedroom naked—he was to be punished for his earlier arousal. He dried himself off and noticed the glistening at the tip of his hard cock. The arousal this morning was nothing to what he was experiencing now.

He walked into her bedroom, his cock slapping against his tummy with each step. She was sitting on the bed, wearing a black corset, her legs crossed demurely in the thigh high vinyl boots. His gaze fell to the floor but not before he saw her stand up, her full breasts pushing upward from the cups of the corset.

“Craig, I see you are still having naughty thoughts. Bend over this chair and get ready to be punished.” Her chin was lifted and her hands rested on her hips, legs straight and apart slightly. 

He walked to the upholstered chair and lowered himself so that his stomach rested on the wide arm and his arms reached out in front of him. A door opened and there was a rustle before he sensed her standing behind him.

He flinched at the sound of something whooshing through the air followed by a crack. His legs were quivering in excitement.

There was a loud snap as his ass was hit with some sort of whip. Whatever it was, it didn’t hurt that much. It landed on his back and then his thighs. Again, the snap of it was a bit anti-climatic in how soft the blow was. His skin tingled but that was all.

Again there was a pause and a rustle. Crack! That one had hurt when it landed on the cheek of his ass. Again and again it was like the sting of a nest of hornets flying around his ass and landing. The blows switched to his back and thighs giving temporary relief to his ass, which was on fire. Now this was more like it.

“Are you a naughty boy Craig?” Followed by a hard crack to his already tender ass.

“Ye..yes Mistress.” He flinched at the next blow.

“Tell me what naughty thoughts you are having Craig.” The whip now hit his calf.

“I want to hold your tits in my hands and suck your nipples. Ow!” The whip landed on the tender flesh on the inside of his thigh.

“What else?” She paused and her cool hand was now gliding over his inflamed ass.

“I want to bury my face between your legs and lick your cunt, fuck you with my tongue.” Her hand slid down between the cheeks of his ass and lower to cup his tight balls.

“And what about you? What did you want me to do about your cock?” Her hand felt so good holding his balls.

“I want you to take my cock in your mouth and suck it before I drive it into your cunt.” Oh God, saying these things to her was causing his cock to ooze more pre-cum.

“Since you’ve been a good boy taking your beating so well, I’m going to grant you a favor. You may masturbate me. Get up.”

His ass was on fire as he rose to his feet. When he turned around Sheila was sitting on the bed her legs spread apart. Oh God, her pussy lips were full and pulled apart, exposing her pink, glistening clit. At the buzzing noise his eyes rose to see her hand filled with a thick rabbit type vibrator. She lifted her hand and opened her mouth, licking the end of the vibrator before pushing it deep into her mouth. She was driving him wild with lust.

“Kneel down and fuck me with this.” She handed him the vibrator and he dropped to his knees, his face close to her gorgeous cunt. His hand drifted across his thigh to stroke his cock.

Her hand lashed out and struck his cheek, causing a sting where one of his teeth nicked the inside of his lip. This was so much better than his fantasies.

He touched her clit with the rotating tip of the vibrator and heard her intake of breath. “Yes, keep it there for another minute before you fuck me with it.” Her hips rolled forward pressing her clit harder against the vibrator and her breathing became faster.

Her cunt was so close to his face that he longed to kiss it, shove his fingers deep inside her. She was hot and horny but he couldn’t do that unless she gave permission. He slid the vibrator between her full lips and pushed it inside of her, taking care that the whirring rabbit ears were against her clit.

“Fuck me hard!” Her voice was guttural like a rutting animal. He pumped it in and out of her cunt, pressing upward to drive her clit wild as well. There was a gossamer web of pre-cum from his thigh to the tip of his cock as he fucked her, wishing it was his cock instead of the hard vibrator.

“Enough. Stand up.” His eyes opened wider and he stood. What was she doing? She hadn’t orgasmed yet.

She leaned forward and grasped his hard cock in both of her hands, running the drizzle over the length of it. He looked down into her eyes his breath coming fast between parted lips. Her hands were exquisite as she stroked him. If she kept this up he’d be blowing a load soon. She leaned forward and took his hard cock between her lips, her eyes still watching his face. The pink tip of her tongue flicked across the tip and then rolled over the large head. She pulled him into her mouth deeper and deeper until her lips pressed his groin. Oh God, this was heaven.

With a smile she released him and lay back on the bed, her legs straddling his. “Fuck me Craig. And you better not come until I give you permission.”

He guided his cock to her inviting hole and pushed forward against her tight slick walls. Her muscles tightened on him and pulled at him as he withdrew to drive it into her again. His finger snaked between them and touched her clit, rubbing it in slow circles. Her eyes closed and she moaned. “Harder. Fuck me harder with that big juicy cock.” 

Her hips rose up meeting each hard thrust with her own. He was so close to blowing a load into her hot cunt.

“Come inside me! Now. I want your hot cum in my hole. Fill it!” Her voice was loud almost a scream in his pounding ears as he drove deep inside her, lost as his cock exploded in her depths. Again and again they clutched at one another riding the wave of ecstasy.

Her body jerked upward and her hands pushed his chest away. “Well done my pet. I think I’ll keep you around to play with. There’s something to be said for younger men. Would you like that? Her eyes were half closed smiling up at him.

“Yes, please my Mistress.”

THE END
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