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Chapter 1: Good Girls Mess up Too

I had always been one of the good girls. In elementary school I sat up straight, sang the loudest, and was there every day without fail. My teachers loved me and I remember that one of my crowning achievements as a child had been all the gold stars next to my name by the end of the year. Maria Voss, the teacher's pet with more bling than most rappers, well, that was me. While other kids my age were making their mistakes, I was at home or at the library, planning my life away from the small town where I grew up. In college, I joined the only sorority on campus that didn't have parties. Instead of keg stands, I studied for hours. All of my friends called me a stick in the mud, a prude, but I didn't care. When I am in my fifties and retired on some tropical island with a harem of beautiful, oiled men, we would see who would be laughing then.

After taking some time off to travel, I took a job with Masterworks. I didn’t know what my niche in advertising was yet, but the job was going well, stellar even. Even though I was basically a glorified secretary, I always put my best foot forward. My supervisor liked me and had even recommended me for a promotion. But there had been a mishap in the parking lot last night. One that, if I was lucky, would only get me fired.

It had been late, I was tired, and I wasn’t paying nearly enough attention as I backed my old Subaru out of the spot. All I could hear was the sound of breaking glass and the slight screech of metal hitting metal. My head bounced forward, smacking against the steering wheel. I was in a panic, and I got out of my car to check if my stupidity had hurt anyone and my heart stopped. As soon as I saw that silvery black paint, I knew that I was screwed. I had backed right into the CEO's car, and instead of using my common sense and staying to leave a note, I ran. It was a Maserati. As soon as I saw it I knew I’d never be able to pay for the damage. I had busted one of the headlights and the body was dented. Fixing something like that would take my whole salary, and most of that was already going to my student loans. I spent the whole night
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trying to come up with an excuse, or a way to call in sick, but I’d used the last of my sick days for an emergency trip back home. Wrangling uncovered sick days out of HR was impossible. It would be easier to walk on the face of the sun. Whether I liked it or not, I would have to go back to the office tomorrow.

That morning, I snuck into the office like a criminal. As the elevator took me up to my floor, I went over all my options. The CEO was a smart man. He had founded the whole company in his early 20s and by his 30the birthday, the company had become a powerhouse in the industry. There would be no way he didn't know it was me. The elevator reached the top floor with a slight judder. I stepped forward, waiting for the door to open, and as those metal doors slid apart, I was met by Dorian Master's Personal Assistant. I knew that I was screwed then. He only sent Cynthia for people when there was hell to pay. She was dressed in a skirt suit, the lightest peek of a dark blue shirt showed beneath the lapels of her jacket. She was the type of women who got things done. Every firm needed a guard dog.

“Mr. Masters would like to see you in his office, Maria.” Her voice was professional and without a hint of emotion. A lump formed in my throat. Not trusting myself to talk without a croak, I nodded and followed her as she walked away. That walk through the cubicles with all those staring eyes made me nervous. My shoulders were hunched. Iis this what a morning walk of shame felt like? I contemplated running for it, but as Cynthia reached that dark door and opened it for me, I knew there was nowhere to run. I took a deep breath to brace myself and I stepped inside.

If there was a word to describe Dorian Masters' Office, it would be minimalistic, with a touch of decadence. For one thing, the whole thing was twice the size of my studio. Dominating the room was a desk. The desk was black, to match the black and white of the room. The only thing on the glossy surface was a neat stack files and a pen. It was exactly the type of desk that you would expect a man who fired people the way some people chose clothes to buy. He took a no-nonsense approach.. As any New Yorker will
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tell you, the more windows in a building, the more modern the structure. Here, the wall space barely existed. Floor-length windows covered 3 of the walls and black blinds were closed halfway, giving the room the warmth of the morning sun without the harshness. As I stared, I caught a view of New York City moving below us and I was struck with a slight sense of vertigo. In that huge space, I realized something. Though the office was perfect, and everything matched exactly, there was no personal touch. I frowned, wondering what sort of man Dorian Masters could be.

As I finished observing the room, I noticed a pair of chairs with a coffee table between them. I realized Dorian Masters had been sitting there the whole time, staring at me as I looked around the office. At best, he must think I’m an idiot. At worst, he must think I’m horribly rude. Those cold ice eyes regarded me, and I couldn’t tell what he was thinking. On the outside, he was classically handsome and that fact wasn't lost on me. I was embarrassed to admit it, but Dorian was a regular in my fantasies. That strong jaw with a slight hint of beard clashed with his uniform of designer suit and tie, and his slightly tousled black hair did as well. But those eyes are what made him so successful. A man with eyes so beautiful and so intimidating was a force to be reckoned with and standing before him, I was scared.

I felt that first hot flush of embarrassment spread across my cheeks. How had I not noticed him sitting there? If he hadn’t been ready to fire me before, he sure was ready now. This man's presence filled a room and demanded that he be noticed. He reclined in the plush black leather of his seat and I scrambled to recover.

“You wanted to see me, sir?” My voice was a squeak of terror. There goes showing any modicum of decorum. Dorian didn't answer me immediately. Instead, he scanned me, assessed every aspect of me as I stood before him. It was irrational, but I felt naked as I stood there. I wanted to cover myself and hide, but just
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“You hit my car, Ms. Voss.” his deep voice shook me and I bowed my head.
“I apologize, Mr. Masters if there's any way I ca-” he held up a hand. My mouth shut so fast that my teeth clicked together.
“I pay your salary,” he tilted his head, and looked at me with pity, “I know there's no way you can afford those repairs.” 

Dorian stood and strode over to his desk. He sat down, and with no chairs nearby, I was forced to stay standing. I shifted from foot to foot, hoping that this awful trial would be over soon. I had no idea what to expect, Masters was many things but kind was not one of them. Dorian opened one of the folders on his desk and pushed it across to me. I moved closer to look and my heart stopped. It was a notice of termination, all it needed was his signature and my life would be over.

“You know, I could ruin you, If I wanted,” Dorian, rested his head on his chin, “I could blacklist you at every advertising company from start-up to mega conglomerate.”

Could? That word sparked a small bit of hope in my heart. If he hadn’t done it yet, then there might still be a chance. If I lost this job, there was no way I could get by. Moving out of state was no guarantee that I could find a job, either. When Dorian said jump, advertising brands the world over asked how high. If there was a way to convince him to let me keep my job, I had to figure out his price.

“Sir, I can’t lose this job. I’ll do whatever you want, I’ll even…” I tried to say the words, that I would sleep with him, but the embarrassment was too much. I felt that blush come back and spread across my cheeks and to the tips of my ears. I was offering myself to this gorgeous man with a face as red as a lobster. How
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Dorian stared at me, and then he did the unthinkable. He smiled. It was just a slight twitch of his lips, but the fact that he could do it amazed me.

“Do you know how many women throw themselves at me? I don’t have to coerce you into sex.” The implication that I would come willingly hung in the air, and my heart beat faster while Dorian’s slight smile turned into a smirk. He removed another file from the stack and sat it next to the termination agreement. Curiously I picked it up and began to read. The stipulation for my continued employment was something referred to as a ‘Probationary Relocation’. After a month’s time, if I met the standards agreed upon, I could return to work and would even receive a promotion. It was simply too good to be true.

“What would I be doing, and to where would I be relocating?” I asked, eyebrows raised. Dorian leaned back in his chair, long fingers steepled as he looked at me. He was in charge, and I was the weakling, the pawn.

“For a month, you will live with me in my vacation home. During that month, I will have several tests prepared for you, and if you pass them all, you can return to work.”

This offer stank of seediness. What sort of tests would he require, and what would I have to do for him to pass? I had just offered myself to him, and if I had to sleep with him, it wouldn’t be the end of the world. Sure, I would be setting back feminism by about 50 years, but I wasn’t immune to him. Dorian gave off this air of competence and control, and beneath his suits, I could see the slight swell of muscle. On a slow afternoon, it hadn’t been out of the ordinary for me to fantasize about being called into his office for another reason entirely. I bit my lip as I read the paperwork over and over. There was no sign in the legal jargon that I’d be doing anything out of the ordinary. Maybe the man got
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“Do I have some time to think about it?” Dorian shook his head and rapped lightly on the desk with his knuckles. A silver band on his middle finger made the knock louder, more striking. If I had been a criminal, Dorian was the judge banging the gavel.

“This is the only offer you’ll get. Patience isn’t one of my virtues.” 

So this is what it came down to. I could reject this offer, and effectively throw my bachelor’s degree in Marketing and Master’s Degree in Advertising and International Marketing into the trash on the way out of the door. The alternative would be to accept this hard man’s offer and submit to whatever he had planned for me. In this situation, Dorian was in control, and I didn’t have much choice in the matter if I wanted to continue working in an industry that I love. He had said it was at a vacation house. Maybe the CEO was nicer than he looked and he would let me have the occasional day off from whatever he had planned.

“Got a pen?” Wordlessly, he gave the one from his desk. As the weight of the smooth metal settled into my hand, I looked over the agreement one more time. I bent over the paper and signed away a month of my life and as I looked up, Dorian’s smile was bigger. It softened his face and I was surprised. He looked less like a scary CEO and more like a normal guy.

“We’ll be leaving next week for Florida, Maria.” 

“Florida? Seriously? Not some island in the Bahamas?” I was incredulous. Florida? Dorian was rich, he could anywhere in the world that he wanted, and yet he had a vacation house in Florida? It was a little hard to believe.
“I find Miami to be a very charming city, Ms. Voss. “Dorian
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walked around the edge of his desk and walked towards me. Not sure of what he was planning, I froze, but he only put a hand in the small of my back to lead me towards the door. I sighed in relief.

“Oh by the way,” Dorian opened the door and I stepped outside, “Take the rest of the week off and don’t pack anything. I’ll be providing you everything you’ll need.”

Before I could protest, the door was shut and I was back in the real world; a world where bosses didn’t coerce you into keeping your job by following their rules. I made my way to the elevator and I could feel everyone’s eyes on me as I passed by. I walked out of their like a queen. Back straight, shoulders back and I made eye contact with no one. They must be wondering if I was fired, if I was going to clean out my cubicle. But as I walked passed it and continued into the elevator, I’m sure they didn’t know sure what to think. All I cared about, and all I would care about for the next week, is what Dorian was going to make her do once I was trapped in his home in Florida, far away from family and friends.

I’ll find out soon enough. I thought. But the anticipation is killing me. 




Chapter 2: Trapped With Handsome

As I sat in the member only lounge of New York’s airport, I felt out of place. I had worn a dark blue sundress and high heel wedge sandals. It, along with a few personal things fitted into a tote bag, and were the only things Dorian had approved as being okay for me to bring. In the lounge, the dress code was drastically different from the rest of the airport. Men in suits worth about 5 months of my rent chatted and laughed as they drank expensive scotch and whiskeys. Dorian had ordered me to sit next to him as he talked to the head of Sony’s marketing department. I had taken some Japanese in college and had tried my best to not get rusty, so I was able to introduce myself and explain my position at the company. Dorian’s smile deepened. I felt a small bit of warmth as he patted my hand to show his approval. I may have been arm candy that day, but I was smart arm candy.

We sat and chatted with the president until the number of our flight was piped into the room by an invisible speaker. Bidding the Japanese man goodbye, Dorian took my arm and we walked.

“You did very good back there, Maria, I didn’t know we had any associates who spoke Japanese.” 

I felt a flush of pleasure at his words. I knew it was foolish, but this man was still my boss. More importantly, he was a handsome man paying me a compliment, so I couldn’t help but be a little flustered.

“I put it on my application, but no one seemed to care at the time.” I explained. 

Dorian snorted, his eyebrows raised in disbelief. A frown tugged at the corner of his lips and his eyes seemed to swirl with hidden patches of gray, creating storm clouds.
“That HR department is run by animals. I’ve asked several
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I felt hopeful, but at the same time I felt sorry for the HR department. Everyone knew that look on his face meant trouble for whoever had fucked up that day. But, it wasn’t my problem. The sun was shining, I had a handsome man on my arm, and I was on my way to the Florida. Dorian was a lot nicer than I thought. I was beginning to see this month long service as less of a prison and more of an opportunity to get to know this mysterious man better. And if he wanted was I thought he did, then it was becoming less and less of a problem for me to surrender to him.

As we exited the airport, Dorian stood on the curb with all the aplomb of a movie star. He had put on his wrap around shades to shield his eyes from the harsh light of midday and for once, he had taken off his suit jacket and I watched in fascination has he rolled up his shirt sleeves. As he casually placed the jacket over his shoulder, his biceps flexed and I couldn’t help but stare. He wasn’t all muscle, but he had definite tone. I had to fight the urge to touch his arm, to feel the muscles flex beneath my fingers.

This is a job, Maria I thought, shaking myself. He isn’t your boyfriend, he’s your boss. 

Just as I was about to ask him what we were waiting for, I got my answer. A silvery black Maserati, an exact twin to the one I had hit, pulled up to the curb, and the valet handed him the keys. Without looking to see if I’d catch it, Dorian threw his jacket my way and I had to scramble to grab it before it hit the sidewalk. He held open the door for me and I got inside.

As soon as my ass hit those leather seats, I was in heaven. My eyes closed in ecstasy and I groaned as I stretched to loosen the kinks in my neck and back from the long plane ride. As I opened my eyes again, I realized that Dorian had been watching me from
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“Ready to go?” I nodded, too embarrassed to say anything, which made that man’s smirk unbearably smug. I sunk into my seat as we pulled away from the curb. Dorian drove fast, speeding around and behind cars as he pushed the Maserati to its’ limit. As he hit a particular sharp turn and slowed down just enough to get around it, I bit back a scream. Before I knew it, were surrounded by water on either side. I gasped in shock at the freeway and craned my neck to see the Miami skyline. He had been right, Miami was already a lot more charming then I thought. When Dorian pulled onto an island, and into the driveway of a lavish house, my jaw dropped.

“No way is this yours,” I had never seen a house this rich in real life before. The stone walls were covered completely covered in ivy and a polished walkway connected seamlessly with the driveway where we stood. Palm trees lined the property and the biggest privacy hedges I had ever seen provided shade to the whole lot. Dorian laughed as he held up his keys and jingled them.

“Unless, that is, I stole the keys.” With a confident stride, Dorian walked up to the door and after a moment's jingling, he stepped inside. The inside of the house was in that same modern style as his office. Abstract art adorned the walls, and there was a smooth black sofa. Awkwardly, I sat down, laying Dorian’s jacket next to me. I spotted a stainless steel fridge in a spotless kitchen, and a pair of sliding doors. With a privacy hedge that high, and a house this lush, there had to be a pool. Dorian made his way to the stairs. As he looked over his shoulder at me, I jumped up to follow him. I'd only been under contract for a week and I was already at his command.
“You'll be eating dinners here at the house with me. While I’m
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“So I’m replacing Cynthia?” Dorian smirked.
“No one can replace Cynthia, but you'll do in a pinch.” 

We reached the landing and there were only three bedrooms. Up here, the walls were plain. No pictures, no signs of a life. I realized that this lack of personality was in a way, how she displayed himself, who he was. Dorian stopped at the first door on the right and gestured me to step forward.

“My room?” she asked, curious. 

“Correct.” I stepped inside, and was met with color for the first time since my arrival in the entire house. The walls were as blue as the ocean outside. I stepped over to the closet. Since I had to leave my entire wardrobe behind, I had to see what I’d be wearing for a month. The door slid open and I lost my breath. Designer suits, designer dresses - he had provided a season's worth of clothes in every color I could imagine. I moved to the other closet, and inside were more shoes than I’d seen in a shoe store.

were more shoes than I’d seen in a shoe store.

1, then a dress. I prefer heels, but I’ll let you choose your shoes, Over there,” Dorian pointed at a dresser, “the top drawer is jewelry. I expect you to wear at least one item whenever in my presence. The drawer below that is makeup. I'll leave that to your discretion, but I expect you to wear it.”

The glamor had made me forget for a moment. For all of the fancy trappings, I was still little more than a slave to this man's desires. No matter how many Louboutins he gave me, in the end we all belonged to him. Dorian stared at me, and those same cold eyes I was used to had returned. I was just another acquisition in a
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“Am I understood?” his deep voice was steel. All I could do was nod in response, and then the smile was back.
“Good. I'll call for lunch.”
As he let himself out, I remembered to breath.
Get it together, Maria, I thought. Just make it through the month. 




Chapter 3: The Ritual

During the first week, it didn't feel like I'd left the office. Every morning, I would wake up, get dressed, and head downstairs. Dorian would always have breakfast ready, and then we would eat together. For the next few hours, I would make calls, send emails, and then Dorian would order lunch. We would eat that together, and then he would disappear upstairs. I once followed him, because of course I was curious to see what he was doing for hours on end, but I found the door locked. As the days went on in that strange schedule, and I went from office wear to dresses and back, I couldn't stop thinking about it. What was in there? What did he not want me to see?

At night, I would sneak into the hall, past the half-open door of Dorian's bedroom and I would stand there in front of that room, staring at the black paint until I finally put my hand out and test the knob. Each time, I would be met with resistance. When that happened, I would go back to my room and lay there in the dark, wondering what dark secrets could possibly be behind that door. Maybe it was something innocent, maybe Dorian collected something inane and was embarrassed about it. Or maybe, just maybe, there was something sinister behind that door. It definitely wasn't normal to make a woman your indentured servant for a month. He had said he wasn't going to force me to have sex with him, but maybe that wasn't what his goal was. Maybe he had something evil in mind.

I tossed and turned, my mind whirling with a hundred possibilities and a hundred thoughts before I finally fell deep into a dreamless slumber. When I woke up the next day, I was in for a surprise. I had put on a dove gray suit and heels and gone downstairs only to find no sign of the man.

“A day off, huh?” I muttered to myself, surprised at the luxury. It wasn't like this strange arrangement was hard, but I was always in contact with my boss. We ate together, and I wasn't allowed to leave, so he was the only company I had. Being alone was different, it actually felt amazing. In a moment of daring, I took off my jacket and threw it across the couch. Dorian was so particular, so
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I unbuttoned the blue shirt I was wearing and I swayed from side to side, hips moving as if I was putting on a show for someone. I stood in that million dollar living room wearing a black lace bra, and it felt sexy, far sexier than anything I'd experienced before. I kicked off each of my heels one by one and stood on the plush carpet in my stockinged feet. Next came off the skirt. The metallic noise of the zipper was the only sound in the room as gray fabric puddled around my feet. I stood there in my lace panties and my stockings, and I felt free. With that freeness, came boldness, and I did something I didn't think I was capable of. I walked up those stairs and straight to the door of that room and I turned the knob.

This time, it turned smoothly under my hand, and the door swung inwards. It was dark, darker than my room or the other rooms. I realized, as I searched for a light switch, that there must be black out curtains on the windows. As my hand found the light switch and the room came alive, I understood why. Whips, chains, and paddles were laid out in rows along the back wall, and everywhere I looked, there was some sort of restraint or some sort of object that a person could be tied to, fucked on, or tortured with. I had known Dorian was an alpha male, but I had never expected this.

I could have turned away. I could have turned back, gone downstairs and pretended that I had seen nothing, but this room drew me in, beckoned me with a crooked finger to come further into it, to taste the forbidden fruit that it was offering. I touched a paddle, and the leather was cool against my fingers. I tried to imagine something like this being used on me, and I was at a loss. My sex was so mild, that I had never even been slapped across the ass before. The thought of someone using this on me was replaced by a crystal clear image of Dorian, dark-eyed, dominant, Dorian, bending me over a table as he spanked me. I imagined the sound my flesh would make, and how each smack would force a cry of pleasure out past my lips and my body responded. I could feel my pussy throb and warm, and my whole body flushed. The fact that I wanted him to do that to me was embarrassing, but the fact that it
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As I picked up a flogger and shyly looked at it,, I saw a cabinet out of the corner of my eye. It was black, and stood taller than even the cross. I stepped closer to it, and I bit my lip. Did I really want to know what was inside of this? The flogger, and the image of that dark-haired man using each of this tools ran through my mind, and I could feel myself getting wetter. Even though I had never seen anything like this before, it hit upon a part of me that had never had a chance to shine. That dark part of my heart wanted to be beaten to fill someone else's desires and in that way, fulfill my own. That part of me reveled in the thought of Dorian taking his pleasure how he pleased and would do whatever he asked. The longer I stayed in this room, the bigger that part of me would get. I would still be Maria, the good girl who loved to succeed, but I would also be this new creature, this strange woman who would do whatever was asked. It was that Maria who stepped forward and opened the cabinet.

I gasped in delight. Tthere were toys, and not the kind for children. Each shelf held dildos, vibrators, and things that I didn't know a name for. I help up a pair of clamps with a chain between them and ran them between my fingers, mystified. I put them back, and I reached out to touch a sleek black toy. It was big, far bigger than anything I had used before, but that was what drew me to it. A new start required a new experience. Buttons sat on the base of it and I picked it up. The silicone was smooth. I ran my fingers along it, and then I ran it along my breasts, and along my stomach. My breath came in ragged gasps, as I grew more aroused, I could feel my nipples harden and strain against the lace of my bra and I freed them, letting the pink points spear the air. I gently probed the toy along my crotch, teasing my tender pussy through my panties. I had to find a place to sit or to lie so I could use this monster. But each surface in the room was angled or beyond me, so I simply dropped to the floor, on my hands and knees.

I spread my legs and rubbed the toy along my pussy, after a moment I figured out the buttons and it came to life in my hand; a deep thrumming buzz that shook me each time it moved, and I began to pant desperately. I ground myself against it, and as I pulled it away, I could see my juices smeared along the length of it.
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Even through fabric, I was soaked. With a slow reverence I removed my panties and set them aside before I went back to teasing myself. This time, the vibration sent a jolt through me and I began to shake and buck, moans pushing past my lips as I made the vibrations, stronger, higher. My hips grinded eagerly along the vibrator, I couldn't get enough. This black behemoth had to be inside of me.

I pushed it past my lips and deeper insideuntil the length of it easily pressed against my cervix. I cried out and I had never been so full before. But it didn't hurt, it was the opposite. The largeness of that vibrator sent me into a frenzy and I began to fuck myself hard and fast, taking it all the way out before slamming it back in again, faster and faster until I no longer cared about being quiet, all I cared about was my pleasure, and how deep and how hard I could fuck my dirty little cunt. I flipped over, and looked down at my pussy. I watched, mesmerized as I pushed that vibrator in and out. The sight was more than I could stand. I began to play with my clit, rough little circles, and unforgiving taps that sent wave after wave of burning sensation through me and shook me and all while being filled to the brim with that vibrator. My moans had turned into pathetic mewls, but I kept going. I could feel an orgasm coming, and it rolled over me with all the power of a thunderstorm. I cried out, screamed my orgasm to that empty dungeon of a room and I fell back, my skin raw, each nerve sensitive, but I didn't want to stop, I needed more of this, and I needed to make myself come until my muscles were sore, and my lips were dry.

My whole body shook as I removed that vibrator. My pussy felt tender and open, and it throbbed and sent jolts of pleasure through me each time I moved. I tried to stand, but settled for a crawl. I crawled towards that case in only my stockings and I found what I needed on the bottom shelf, a long, stainless steel butt plug and a bottle of lube. I crawled back to my place on the floor, and I readied the plug. I covered it in lube, and it got all over me in my haste, spreading across my stomach and breasts.

Some part of me realized that I was making a mess, and that I had no idea when Dorian was coming back, or how he would react to me on the floor of his sex room, legs spread and both holes filled, but my mind was too far gone to care. I lifted my hips, and
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positioned the cold tip against my hole and pushed. Once it was in place I picked up my new best friend and slid it back into my pussy. The sensation of fullness in my ass had been nice, but as soon as the vibrator was in my cunt and moving, my pleasure hit new levels. The silicone rubbed against the hard steel toy and I writhed and bucked desperately. If I had had a free hand, I would have fucked myself with both toys, but to compensate, I turned up the power of the black vibrator and moved it faster. Desperately as I twisted and fucked myself, my free hand went to my breast and plucked, prodded and punished my nipples as I moved faster and faster again. All that I could feel was that vibrator pushing deep against me and bumping against the back of my vagina again and again, and the rubbing of that plug.

I came again, my back arching as it shook me and rocked me, touching that place inside me where that other Maria lived, and she and I combined in that moment. I became a slave to my needs. I could still be the person I was before, but I would no longer deny myself anything. As I lay there, not even bothering to shut off the vibrator, the noise of my breath was joined by a creak on the floorboards.




Chapter 4: Caught Red-handed

“Oh dear,” I looked up, and Dorian stood there, his eyes scanning my body, taking in the mess I had left on the floor, and toys peeking from my pussy and ass. His face was unreadable, and for the first time since I had started, I felt truly embarrassed by what I had done. But that mortification didn't make me move. Instead I laid there, spread out before him and I waited to see what he would do.

“Someone used their day off effectively.” Dorian's lips quirked. d I sat up slowly as the change in position forced another quiet noise of me, and that moved Dorian to action. He took off his coat and threw it aside. I knew then without knowing how that Dorian was now in his role as my dominant, and anything he did now was purely for his benefit. Since it was for him, it was inevitable that my pleasure would come from that. I tensed as he stepped forward. Everything from the set of his shoulders to the curve of his jaw screamed predator to me, and that daring, submissive Maria from earlier was quickly receding back to where she came from. I wasn't sure what to do, or how to respond now that I wasn't alone with the toys to do as I pleased.

“Stand up.” His voice was cold and expectant. Shakily, I got to my feet and pulled the vibrator out. I stared at the sleek black surface and felt my cheeks heat with shame. From the base to the head, the thing was soaked with my pussy juices. I watched a few drops fall to the floor and I ducked my head. All the while, the toy buzzed. Dorian waited for a moment, letting my mortification build. I had to say something, I had to break this awkward situation up somehow, maybe apologize for discovering his secret?

“Sir, I'm sorry for coming in here.” I started, but he reached for the buttons of his shirt and this shocked me into silence. I watched each button come undone and reveal more and more of his skin. I couldn't understand what was happening, and my mind went blank. Dorian Masters had walked in on me as I masturbated with a passion, and was now taking off his clothes. I wasn't sure if I was
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hallucinating everything from the contract onwards. Was this an extended fantasy? Was I going to wake up any second? As I stared at Dorian's bare chest, I hoped that if this was a dream, then it would go on forever.

He moved towards me in one smooth stride and took the toy from my hand. He looked it over, taking in the come-soaked silicone, and then he looked at me. His eyes were cold, but they held a hint of something in them that I hadn't seen before. I looked up at him, and I tried my best not to flinch.

“You have a lot to apologize for, but words won't fix this,” Dorian gestured towards a black thing in the center of the room, “You are going to kneel on that and you will take whatever punishment I see fit.”

His voice was so commanding, so absolute in his expectations that I all I could do was comply. I walked over to the bench and stared at it, uncertain of how to proceed. It had pads for my knees, and a higher part rose from it that had a pad as well. The part where I guessed my arms would go had open circles of metal whose function I couldn't guess at. Not wanting to make him angry, I did my best to kneel. The higher bar held my hips and raised my ass higher. As I laid down, my arms fit snugly into the circles. I stared at them, brows knitted. It wasn't until Dorian came over and closed them around me that I realized what it was. They were cuffs to keep me in place while he used me. I was both elated and terrified as I felt him circle me, assessing each curve of my body and the way the plug poked out of my ass. It was humbling, and scary, and it made me wetter than I thought possible, even wetter than I had been before. His hand connected with my cunt, he cupped it and played along my labia. I gasped quietly, my mouth open in a quiet “o”, but just as soon as it started, it was over.

“I knew you were going to be a slut from the first day I saw you.” Dorian ran a hand along my ass, and then to the plug, which he rolled and pushed inside me. I moaned, and moved back, trying to get closer, to get as much of him as he was willing to give. Dorian laughed at how desperate I was for his attention and his
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hand connected with a solid smack to my left cheek. I jumped and a sharp shudder of pain blasted through me, but he didn't give me time to recover.

He spanked my right cheek this time, and then switched back to the left. Back and forth, each smack made me scream. Instead of trying to get closer, I began to try and move away from his blows, but the cuffs held me in place. Tears stung the corner of my eyes and then fell freely, showing the shame I felt on the inside on the outside. After an eternity of pain, he stopped. And his hand rubbed at the tenderness he had created. I mewled pathetically, it was too strong a sensation, and the gentle touch after the hard one made me shake. But I realized with a start that I wouldn't mind him continuing to hurt me, if only he would also soothe the pain.

“You're so eager for me it's embarrassing.” Dorian jibed. I hung my head, and the truth of his words splashed across my cheeks. It was true. I had always wanted to fuck him. I had dreamed about how it would be, but in all of those fantasies, I had never imagined it would be like this. He grabbed my chin and lifted my face to his, so that all I could see was his face, and the slight sneer it held for me.

“Do you want to be my dirty little fuck toy, Maria?” he asked. The directness of it shocked me, and my mouth hung open in surprise. Dorian released my chin, and his fingers tangled in my hair. He tugged on it, hard. I yelped at the pain of it, but I couldn't deny that I liked how it felt. I liked it far more than any normal person should have.

“Answer me,” he growled,, “Do you want to be my whore?” I groaned and my whole body shook. “Yes I want to be your whore.” 

Dorian smiled, and he held that vibrator up to my lips. Without being told, I opened my mouth and he pushed it inside. I tasted the sour tang of my cunt as he forced the thing deeper, and deeper still until I choked and gagged around it, my eyes now steaming tears for an entirely different reason. But Dorian wouldn't remove the toy. Instead he began to move back and forth, taking it out before

MARGUERITE DE LYON 

forcing it deep down my throat again. I did my best not to vomit, and the force of his attention woke new feelings in me. I had never thought I would love choking on something like this and when he took it out and rubbed my spit across my face, I groaned. My tongue stuck out of my mouth as far as it would go as he slapped me with it. I looked up into his eyes. His gray eyes swirled and the lust there filled me with a strange sort of pride. I had done a good job and I had made him horny by doing as I was told. His erection strained against the front of his trousers. I tried to put my need to choke on his cock into my eyes and he laughed.

“Do you want my cock, fuck toy?” he asked. And I nodded hard, my whole body shaking with the motion. Slowly, Dorian undid his belt, but he didn't unzip himself, he didn't let me have what I wanted most. I let out a desperate cry, but Dorian's smile grew and it was wicked.

“Be a good girl and beg me for it.” I had never wanted to be more of a good girl in my life. My eyes locked onto his erection and I bit my lip.

“Please let me suck your cock, Sir.” I gasped. Dorian frowned and the vibrator slapped against my face.
“Not good enough. Beg harder.” He ordered 

“Please give me your cock,” I whined, I pleaded with every ounce of feeling in me, “I want it so bad. I want to suck you, please give it to me.”

I watched Dorian’s face desperately, watched him consider me and what I had said, and slowly the zipper descended. I let loose a happy cry as he pushed down his boxers and his nine inch cock bobbed before me. I moaned at the sight of it, and I opened my mouth wide, straining against the cuffs to move even one inch closer, to take the head of it in my mouth, but Dorian wouldn't let me. Instead he rubbed the length of it along my cheek, and across
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“I like how pathetic you sound. Beg some more.” Dorian's voice had gone rough around the edges. He was getting off on toying with me as much as I was getting off on being toyed with.

“Fuck my throat, I want to be your dirty fucking cum dumpster. Please let me suck your cock, choke me with you dick,” I gasped as he grabbed me by the chin again and lifted my head. He stared into my eyes as I pleaded, but I was too far gone for shame. “Please, please, please!”

“Since you asked so nicely...” Dorian forced my mouth open wide and leveled his cock with my mouth. Slowly, he pushed inside, pushing himself in until his pubic hair tickled my nose and his balls rested against my chin. My eyes rolled back in my head. I was in heaven as he held himself there, and I tried to gag. His fingers tangled in my hair and he pulled tight, the pain was amazing. I had never thought I would describe pain that way, but the pain he inflicted just drove me higher. I wanted more of it, I wanted to be used and degraded, and to feel that desperation to please him build in me until I would crawl across glass if he asked. My pussy dripped, and I could feel my wetness spread across my thighs. I should have felt embarrassed, I should have felt something other than this desperate need for more pain and more pleasure that was building in me, but it was nowhere to be found. My Dominant groaned as he began to fuck my throat. His hand tightening as he moved faster and faster.

“Your slutty throat was made for this.” he groaned as he thrust harder and harder. I looked up at him, taking in the pleasure across his features as he violated me. He had pushed past my gag reflex, and he was able to move faster than I thought Ii'd ever be able to take. Just as I was growing used to it, Dorian ripped himself from my mouth and positioned himself behind me. He rubbed himself along my dripping pussy and he spanked me again. This time it was harder, and on my sensitive behind, the sensation was
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maddening. Without any warning, he rammed himself in to my pussy and I arched and cried, helpless to say no or do anything other than simply take it.

Dorian began to thrust with an unforgiving pace. Each time he went in, he would thrust harder, and punctuate the motion with a slap to either cheek. I began to cry again, tears mixing with my spit and the juices that smeared my face. It wasn't the pain that made me cry, but the pain combined with the fullness in my pussy, the way he fucked me ruthlessly without regard to if I was okay, was arousing in a way that I couldn't explain. I liked it, I loved it and I cried out, screaming and moaning each time he touched me.

“Do you like the way I fuck you, cum slut?” Dorian gasped as he stopped thrusting and spanking and instead pushed himself into the hilt. Then he began to grind slowly. His cock hit a tender spot in my vagina and I cried out. My mind was going blank, the person who actually thought, who was Maria, was fading. Instead, I was becoming a mindless creature whose only goal was to fuck hard, and to fuck for as long as I possibly could.

“Yes sir, I love it.” Dorian rubbed the soft flesh of my ass in reply, and then trailed his finger along the redness he had created, sending jolts through me. His hand finally stopped on the plug and he tugged, pulling the steel thing partly out of me before pushing it back in again. The sensitive ring of nerves that held it in place protested in response, but soon the assault of sensation and movement stretched them, strained them. When Dorian began to slowly thrust again, moving slightly out of sync with the plug, fireworks went off inside me. Dorian picked up his pace, but he no longer slammed into me to the hilt. Instead, he rubbed against that spot he had found, noting how I shook and writhed each time the head of his dick scraped across it. He moved faster, and it wasn't long before I came again, but this time my cunt surprised me. I felt a spray of warmth shoot out of me, and shake me on exit, and then it came again, and again; a wave washing over me and away only to crash back into me again. At first, I thought it was pee, and I had just soaked this gorgeous man with it. But if it had been pee, he wouldn't have laughed with surprise.
“My little whore is a squirter! I’m so proud.” I had never heard
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the term before, but I could guess. I could feel myself come just the same way he did, but maybe that feeling had finally reached a head? I had a feeling the way Dorian had rubbed against that hopelessly tender spot inside of me had had something to do with it. Either way, I felt warm lips connect with my soaked cunt, and I knew that this was a reward. I had surprised and pleased my master, so he was seeing to my needs before he would see to his. I bucked and jammed forward in restraints as his warm tongue lapped my lips from the bottom all the way to my tender clit. His hands buried in the plumpness of my butt and spread me, keeping me open so he could explore each facet of my tender pussy. He took his time, sucking on labia, exploring my soft opening, before he reached my clit and explored that, too. His tongue made gentle swirls and taps that made me shake and gasp. Then, with that same sadistic streak, he took the tender bump into his mouth and began to suck. The feel of his lips and the suction they created made my whole body shake, and I bucked and tried to lift myself up and off the bar that kept my hips in place. However Dorian just grabbed me and held me there as he punished me as much as he rewarded me. His mouth released my clit and he began to lap up and down, faster and faster before he went back to sucking and swirling his tongue along my clit. He repeated this and forced me to beg for him to stop. Pathetic mewls shot out of me before he finally pulled another, ragged, bodyshaking orgasm out of me.

I had come so much that my legs had gone limp. If I had been able to move my arms, I felt that they would have been just as boneless. Dorian had used me, had fucked me raw, showing no signs of stopping. I felt the plug move, and then inch by slow inch, it was gone, and I could feel my asshole gaping wide and ready. I didn't expect it, but Dorian's tongue rimmed that sensitive bundle of nerves and pushed inside of me. I was too stunned to react for a moment, too amazed that this sophisticated man would even dream of putting his tongue in such a place, but there he was, rimming my asshole with a purpose. I shouldn't have liked something so dirty, as my asshole being licked, but I did. The fact that Dorian was making me enjoy the filth of the act was in its' own way an act of power. I closed my eyes and simply submitted to his whims. “You've been such a good little whore,” Dorian said, moving
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“Thank you sir,” In that moment, I was proud. I was so proud to be his best little sex toy and I could feel that pride swell up in my chest. That feeling of satisfaction used to only arise from career goals accomplished, from obstacles overcome. But apparently, the same feeling could be roused when a man decided to use you, too.

Dorian rubbed his cock along the tender softness of my ass and then he slapped each cheek. I was surprised by the sting of it. It was so different from a hand, it had a sharp precision to it that he directed up and down the flesh he had made tender as he pleased. He moved away, and I turned, doing my best to follow what he was doing. Dorian leaned down and picked up the bottle of lube I was using and came back. I knew it was coming, but the cold liquid still surprised me when it fell against my skin Dorian pressed one lubed finger into my ass, and then two. I bucked at the sensation, but I let him continue.

“This ass is mine, do you understand?” Two fingers became three and he pressed hard. I cried out and did my best to nod. “Yes I understand.” Dorian began to fuck me, his large fingers stretching me to the limit.
“Say it,” he demanded, “Say that this ass belongs to me.” 

I shook as he handled me, and he filled me to the point of it almost hurting, retreated, and then plunged back in. I pushed back against his fingers and groaned. I realized that it had taken too long for me to reply when he began to spank me again. Dorian wasn't gentle, and he delivered hard bruising smacks that resounded through the room. While he spanked me, he continued to fuck me with his fingers, the pace was punishing, and each smack made me scream.

“What did I say, Maria?” Dorian yelled. I rolled and rocked, trying to escape him, trying to hold off another smack for even just a moment longer, but they rained down. There was nowhere to go, MY HUMILIATION HOW I WENT DOWN 

so I stopped trying. I began to cry in earnest, but I still didn't reply. I let him hurt me, and fuck me in my dirtiest place for as long as I could stand it. When my butt cheeks throbbed and burned, I finally let myself speak.

“My ass belongs to you.” I said through the tears. Dorian's fingers left me, and I cried out. I didn't want to be empty anymore. I couldn't stand the empty gaping need that radiated out from both of my holes and I cried harder, my hips shook, and I lost myself completely. I needed to please my Dominant, but I was selfish. I couldn't stand to not be fucked any longer. I could feel Dorian looming over me, and if I could have spread myself for him, I would have.

“Tell me what you want.” He ran a hand along the burning skin of my ass and I whimpered, flinching away as I expected another slap, but it never came. He rubbed in slow circles and the sting began to fade. My tears dried and I sniffled.

“I want you to fuck me again, Dorian,” I said, my voice hoarse from my screams, “I want you to use my holes however you want and come however you want.”

Dorian's hard cock rubbed along my ass again and I moaned happily. I lifted myself to him, ground myself along the length of him and he chuckled.

“Do you want my cum Maria? Do you want to be my good little cum slut?” he pushed against my asshole and slowly, just the tip popped past the tight ring of muscle and inside me.

“I want to be your good little cum slut, “I said breathlessly. Satisfied, he began to move, he pushed in all the way and back out again to just before the head would pop out, and then back in. He was so big I didn't know if I could stand the thickness for long, but I would simply have to take it. I wasn't the one who was in charge, and if he wanted to break me, then I would simply have to put myself back together when he was done. Dorian groaned as skin met skin and the slap of each thrust filled the room. He began to move faster and braced himself against the bench, his body dominating me as he fucked me faster and faster.
“You're so tight for a whore, Maria,” he groaned it into my ear,
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his pace not slowing. His buried his fingers in my hair again and tugged me back. The rough hand in my hair made my head shake with each thrust, forcing a small sharp pain through me that mixed with the pleasure of his cock in my ass. I could get used to this. I could learn to crave this painful, punishing parade of sensations that he forced on me with such enthusiasm. I thought I was spent, but as he ground himself harder and faster against, me I felt that same heat building again. My whole body shook and my hips began to move desperately, forcing him in and out of me with increasing urgency. Dorian sensed my need he stood back up, grabbed my hips, and began to pile drive me. – not sure what pile drive is?

I screamed in delight as he reamed me, and each thrust lifted my body from the bar and back down again. I was so lost in my pleasure that I didn't realize he was as lost as I was and that his moans were as desperate and hungry as mine. What pushed me over the edge was his hand in my hair again. He pulled back, harder than before, and in one final thrust, I could feel that first spasm of his orgasm, and I came as well, another ragged bodyshaking twitch that left me near breathless. His hips shook and his cock twitched and throbbed, and after a moment, he stilled. The only sound in the room was our labored breathing. I lay there listlessly, and didn't notice as Dorian undid the cuffs and lifted me from the bench. I curled against his chest and could feel his quiet chuckle against my cheek.

“Have I broken you?” he asked, and his voice was soft, far softer than the commanding presence it had been before. I looked up at him, and saw that the storm clouds in his eyes had left. He was Dorian the man again, not Dorian the master, Dorian the Dominant. I blushed and looked down.

“Nearly,” I replied. My response made him laugh in earnest. “Then I'll just have to try harder tomorrow, won't I?” 




Chapter 5: Life As We Knew It

If you had told me I would be spending the next few weeks of my life with a sore ass and at the mercy of some guy, I would have laughed in your face. Good girls didn't let men do things like that. Good girls take control of their lives and don't allow for slip-ups, always, no questions. I didn't give in to what other people wanted to the point where my choices were taken away and I was an object, a toy. But with Dorian, I wanted it to be that way. I had always been so in control of my life and each step had a plan, and a way to achieve that plan. However, finally being able to give that control to someone made me realize something, that I wasn't putting myself into shackles. I wasn't signing my life away. Instead, I was doing something that so few people dared to do. I was letting myself be free.

In my life, where there was no room for uncertainty, no chance to be a little bit more daring, Dorian added a layer of uncertainty to my life that I began to relish. Every day was different, and I had no choice but to submit and see if I could take what he had to give. I had never thought in a hundred years that I was a submissive, but when the truth is rammed into you via a man's cock, it is hard to ignore. By submitting, I was being true to myself.

Today, I sat on the edge of the bed as he rummaged in the closet. He had let me choose what I wore today, and I hadn't bothered with much since I knew the only thing I’d be doing was having sex after we finished work for the day. The delicate silk of the small nighty I wore clung to my curves and the material stretched across my breasts, straining slightly each time I moved. I toyed with the thin black strap as I watched him search. It was rare for him to wear shirts while he was home now, so I was treated to a free show. His muscles flexed as he lifted his arms above his head, and I watched his shoulder tense and bunch as he found what he was looking for and brought it down. It was a metal bar, but two cuffs stuck out from either end. Dorian turned to me and smiled. “Grab your cuffs, pet.” he ordered, and I jumped up to oblige.
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What had become my pair of leather cuffs were always kept next to the bed in my end table. In the past week, Dorian had opened my eyes to a whole world of possibilities for them. Cuffs were versatile, and you could use them almost any way you could imagine. But, I hadn't seen that bar before, and couldn't imagine what was in store for me. My heart beat a little faster and I felt that first tremor of excitement as I opened the drawer and drew the two heavy pieces of leather and metal from their home.

The cuffs were padded with a velvety blackness that I loved to run my fingers through, and metal rivets kept the cuffs together, and ready to withstand anything my Dominant could come up with. I turned and walked back to him, holding the cuffs up like an offering. That made him smile, and felt myself smile back. Three weeks, and in between these scenarios, spankings, and beatings I received, we had grown to honestly like each other. Even when I was tied and my mouth was gagged and unable to scream, I felt safe and infact, far safer than I had ever felt before.

“Do you know what this is, Maria?” I looked it over, staring at the cuffs on each end again, puzzling over the similarity between the ones we used on my wrists compared to these. They were bigger, and wider, so they had to be used for something else.

“Ankles?” My upward inflection betrayed my uncertainty and 

Dorian nodded.
“Shall we try it?” I knew he was only asking because if I said
no, He would have to force me into it. The only reason I ever said 
no was because I loved the act of being forced to do what he

wanted. In reply, I lifted the nighty up and away, revealing my naked flesh and my nipples began to harden. 

“What do you want me to do?” I moved towards the bed but I stayed standing, unsure of how to proceed. In reply, Dorian kneeled in front of me and positioned the spreader bar between my feet. With a practiced hand he clicked each ankle cuff into place and then stood back, planning what to do next.

In a moment of inspiration on his part, He lifted on of his ties and tied it across my eyes, pulling the knot tight as I descended into darkness. I knew that I was still there in that room, but the loss MY HUMILIATION HOW I WENT DOWN
of a sense made me unsteady, and I felt my balance waver for a moment before I caught myself.
“Hands out.” his voice was harder, he had entered what I liked to call 'Dom Mode'. 

Without fail, that authority in his voice made me docile, and it made me wet and ready to comply. I put my hands out, with palms facing each other and my cuffs went on next. I tested the cuffs, and the metal that held them together clinked quietly, but held as it always did. I only had a moment to adjust before Dorian lifted me with ease and sat me on my knees. I felt a hot blush of embarrassment across my cheeks as I realized what the bar was meant for. I was wide open and vulnerable to him with no way to hide. For a moment, I stayed there, panting quietly as he did nothing, but the bed creaked as his knee connected and he moved towards me. I gasped as his strong hand ran along my dripping pussy and I felt his lips on my neck, and then his breath against my ear.

“What a good little whore you are, so wet and I haven't even touched you.”
“Thank you Sir.” He took my earlobe in between his teeth and rolled it there for a moment, biting it and sucking it until I moaned for him. To compensate for the lack of sight, my other senses had gone into overdrive. The touch of his teeth and lips against my tender flesh was heightened, and it threw me into a blissful state. My whole body tingled as I waited for his next move.

Satisfied that I was ready and aroused, he lifted me by the middle and my cuffed hands ran down my stomach to the bar. 

“Grip that.” I did as I was told, and Dorian moved away. I turned this way and that, trying to pinpoint even the shuffle of bare feet against carpet, but all I could hear was my own breathing beating against my ears. With my hands gripping the bar, my hips were forced upwards, and my ass cheeks spread, showing him everything. Even though he had seen it all before, there was something about this bar that made it seem dirtier, more forbidden. Maybe it was the way it kept my legs apart, whether I wanted them to be or not. Or maybe it was the way the cuffs combined with the bar to make me little more than a toy for him to do with as he

MARGUERITE DE LYON 

pleased. I could feel his eyes on me, and I shivered. I waited to see what was next for me, and after a loaded silence, he finally moved forward and touched me.

I felt something large and silicone run along my lips and up to the tight hole of my ass, and the fact that I couldn't see what monster toy was being used on me added a layer of fear that I hadn't know was possible. Dorian pulled it away, and then I heard the whistle of it through the air a moment before it connected with my left cheek in a hard slap. I cried out, half in pain, and half in the pleasure I had learned to associate with the pain he gave. I loved the sting, and the toy would surely leave a bruise if he used it for long, but I strained backwards, hoping he would hit me again, and leave angry red welts across me, but it wasn't meant to be.

“My little slut, you're not supposed to like this.” He said it low and the words came out of his chest in a growl so low I could nearly feel it. “You filthy little cunt.”

I could feel that shame building as he began to degrade me. I was a slut, a filthy cunt, but he understood that and was letting me be that way. He took responsibility for my deviant desires and filled me with them, and gave me permission to revel in the fact that I was his dirty little fuck toy. I hung my head and held my ass higher, begging him without words to continue using me until there was nothing left. I felt something cold drip against my ass and then the large silicone toy was back. Dorian had coated it with the barest amount of lube and I cried out as he began to force it inside me, fighting with the tight ring of nerves that kept my hole closed. This toy was massive, and far bigger in girth than anything he had put in me before. I felt tears sting the corners of my eyes as he pushed it further, inch by inch until it was all the way in. I heard Dorian groan as he finished his task, and I imagined I must look a sight with this giant toy inside me.

“Fuck,” he breathed out, and went silent for a moment as I felt his cock rub along my sopping pussy. “You filthy little cum slut.” 

I gasped and pushed back against him as best I could, desperate to be full, to feel him rub against that giant toy already inside me. It was obvious I had hit a nerve by taking that huge toy, because Dorian wasted no time. I would normally be a sobbing mess before
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He plunged into my entrance all the way to the hilt and began to fuck me with sure hard strokes. As his large cock pressed upwards and moved against that wall that both holes shared, my pleasure grew and doubled on itself until I lost my sense of self. In that moment all I felt was the pain as my hands and ankles strained against the bonds, and the feel of skin of my dominant above, as he fucked me. I began to scream wordlessly and those screams began to mix with unintelligible words of gratitude and sighs of joy, with punctuated pleas for him to fuck me harder, to break me the next time he pushed inside.

Dorian didn't reply. Instead he focused on his orgasm, focused on speeding up or slowing down as he saw fit, and I took that with another garbled thank you. I was his to use as he pleased, and being used was as much a part of my pleasure as it was a part of his. As he grabbed my hips and began to pump harder, my back arched and I came. That warm sensation I had once thought was pee once again spread through me and I squirted as I came. I covered his legs and soaked the sheets below us, but that only drove him on. He began to grunt and moan desperately as he fucked me with a bruising force. I came again, this orgasm pushing out harder and faster than the last. It made me scream, and my eyes closed in ecstasy as it rolled over me and I squeezed Dorian's cock with my walls. In one last desperate push, he came inside me and I groaned happily as I felt that warmth pool in my pussy. I could feel him fall to the bed beside me and he panted as he tried to catch his breath. I turned my face to him and waited expectantly for the next part of our scene.

“Look at what you made me do, Maria. You had far more punishment to go through before you got to have my cock.” I could hear the admonishment in his voice, and I bowed my head.

“Sorry sir, please punish me for it, sir.” Dorian chuckled but he didn't move. He laid there until I could no longer hear him panting, and then he rose from the bed and left the room. I waited there for him to come back, and I could feel each slow tick of time go by. I
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guessed five minutes had passed, and then ten. I wiggled and my fingers ached. I wanted to release the bar, but without being able to see, Dorian could simply be standing in a corner of the room, waiting to see what I would do in response to this change. So I waited, like the good little sub I was, and tried my best to stay comfortable. Just when my body was beginning to ache past bearing, I heard his feet move across the floor.

“Having fun?” He didn't wait for a reply. Instead I felt something fall onto the bed next to me, and then he reached for the dildo in my ass. To tease me, and to start the punishment I was going to receive, Dorian pulled it out slowly, let my body shake and try to reclimitise to life without something inside of it. When it was all the way out, my hole didn't close after it, and I was left gaping. Dorian sighed in appreciation.

“Look at this filthy hole,” he ran his fingers along the tender stretched entrance, “Do you want me to fuck you in the ass, Maria?”

I nodded desperately as his teasing grew more insistent, more targeted. His fingers entered me and he used them inside me, stretching and prodding me as he pushed them in only to pull out and begin again. I panted and my eyes closed in ecstasy, but he stopped, and that pleasure soured.

“I don't think I will.” Dorian moved back and I cried out, not sure what I had done wrong. Not sure how I could fix it so I could feel him inside me again. That was when I felt the thing he had come back with. Strips of leather trailed across my back, and then across my ass. I tensed. He had brought a flogger from the sex room.

“Tell me how bad you want it.” The flogger swished as he ran it along my skin, from the delicate pads of my feet up to the curve of my shoulders. I was shaking, and a little scared of how it would feel, but I was ready to try if it was what he wanted.

“I want it bad enough to hurt for you, Dorian.” I gasped as I tensed, waiting for the blow to fall, but Dorian ran it along my body again, and then I could feel the tension in the air grown as he pulled back. The flogger was quiet, but lethal, and it connected with my leg in a sharp whack. I jumped at the sting of it, but was
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surprised by the sensation. It hurt, but it didn't pain me. I realized with a start that this was a warm up. Even someone who loved to hurt me the way that my Dominant did didn't deliver pain without making sure I could handle it first.

The next smack hit my other leg and then he began to alternate, not taking breaks in between each smack any longer. Each time the flogger connected, I jumped, and the solid thud of leather against skin became addicting, I focused on it, took in the pain, knowing that it was for me as much as it was for him, knowing that my pain always led to pleasure, and that it was better to find pleasure in being punished. I moaned, as those smacks hit tender flesh and he moved up to the tender cheeks of my ass and began to work each in turn. Just when I got used to the snap of pain, it stopped. I waited there, in the dark created by the blindfold, every nerve alight and waiting for the other shoes to drop. When it did, I wish it hadn't.

I had thought the smacks he gave me were the limit of what he could do, but it seemed like a flogger's pain level depended entirely on the person who wields it. This time, Dorian's arm moved so fast I could hear the whistle of it before it hit my leg. I gasped and jumped as it impacted, waves of sensation shot up and down me but he didn't stop to let me acclimate. I heard the whistle of that terrible thing again and it hit my other leg, doubling the layer of pain, adding to my discomfort.

“Release the bar,” Dorian said between thuds, “Up on your knees.” 

Shaking, and with my legs and butt burning, I did as I was told and cried out as leather skated across my back, leaving stinging welts. I gasped, my knees wavered and my legs began to shake. My world was now the pain, and waiting for the pain to come. As he smacked me again, my legs began to shake and the hot flush of tears fell down my cheeks.

“Dorian please,” I gasped, “I can't take much more.” “Just a few more for me, and then you can have a spanking.” Dorian voice soothed me, and I sighed in relief. I had never thought a day would come where I would find a spanking to be pleasant, or to be a reprieve from our more intense play, but that
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was how it had come to pass. I did my best to relax and take the few remaining lashes. 

He eased off, and the flogger connected with that same warming sting that he had used to ready me for my beating. I liked the gentle sting, I could get used to it, even come to enjoy it with the right encouragement, but that time wasn't today. Dorian struck once, twice, and a third time. And my legs finally gave out on me. I fell forward and tensed as I waited for him to reprimand me, but it never came. I lay there, panting and drooling, as my world readjusted and the concept of pain stopped consuming my world. The bed shifted somewhere to my right and the cuffs that held my released with a clink of metal and chain. He lifted each ankle, handling me as if I were a doll as he freed me and the bar slid away and to the floor. The spreader bar was gone and I was surprised by the disappointment that bloomed in my chest. I had liked beingcontrolled, and being immobilized, with him being able to move and fuck as he pleased. The way it had spread me was addictive. Being wide-open and vulnerable was more of a turn on than I had thought it would be.

“My little slut is such a trooper,” Dorian murmured as he pulled me forward and onto his lap. Fabric slid up from my eyes and I blinked at the sudden influx of light. I was free again. I wrapped my arms around his neck and lifted my head, lips parted as I waited and hoped for him to close the distance between us. I got what I asked for, and Dorian pulled me into a kiss. He bit my full bottom lip, and nibbled along it before he kissed me in earnest. Our lips pressed together as our tongues met and parted, and met again. I my cuffed hands sat in my lap, unable to touch or grasp my him the way I wanted to, so I showed me eagerness with every line of my body, and every sigh as he touched me. Dorian pressed me against him and his kisses filled with a need, a hunger. His hand wrapped around the nape of my neck and he held me there for until we both needed to come up for air.

Dorian turned me over and laid me across his lap. I could feel his hardness poking into me, and I rubbed along it, smearing the wetness we had created across my stomach and I was rewarded with a quiet grunt. I wiggled and shifted into place, letting my arms
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lay out at full extension before me. I felt fingers trace along the welts and tender spots he had created and each caress made me wince, but I didn't cry out, which I was proud of myself for. The pain could be used, could be channeled into my pleasure. Dorian touched a particularly tender spot and I arched my back like cat, but a strong hand in the center of my back pushed me back down onto his knee, he was ready to start in earnest.

My dominant rubbed each cheek again, soothing the tenderness from the flogger before he leaned back and gave me a hard smack. I gasped, but didn't flinch away this time. Dorian moved onto the next cheek and smacked it with the same intensity.

“You're not loud enough for me,” Each word was punctuated with a smack and I finally lost my cool, “Louder.” 

I cried out as he hit me so hard I could feel the aftershock spread across my flesh. I cried out, unable to hold the pain from my voice and he chuckled darkly and sadistically,, that dark vibration of sound that showed how much he enjoyed making me cry and inflicting pain wherever he was able. In moments like this, I wondered why I agreed to it at all, wondered what part of my brain had to be broken for me to get off on this as much as he did, but then I let him keep doing it. I let him continue and break me into small pieces only to rebuild me again. Each time he smashed me to fragments and put me back together, I was being made into something in his image, shaped by his hands that suited his every need. I imagined that at the end of this, I would still be Maria, but I would also be his creature; made to suit whatever sick desire he could imagine. The worst part, or the best part, was that I would love every moment of it.

“Louder.” He smacked me again. Tears stung the corners of my eye and I cried so loud I nearly screamed for him. He picked up the pace and the pain until my ass was raw and tender with pain. He kept going, he didn't stop when I cried, he didn't stop when I began to mewl and cry for release, by the time I noticed the blows had stopped falling, I was a mess of tears.
Dorian gathered me into his arms and I felt the cuffs fall away,
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but I was too deep in that place inside of me to notice. Dorian tutteded under his breath and moved back onto the bed. Dorian held me until I stopped shaking, until I came back into myself and then he kissed me gently, raining kisses on every inch of flesh he could find. I sighed happily. Maybe this was why I put up with the pain. I had become addicted to the reward that came after, the gentle way he would hold me and kiss after he was done with his toying for the day. I buried my fingers in the curled black waves of his hair as he trailed down my breasts, and then my stomach until he finally reached my cunt and the mess he had made there. Dorian spread me and stared for a moment. I expected him to say something, to vilify me, to call me his little cum dumpster or something, but instead he buried his face in my pussy and tasted the mixture of his cum and mine that had melded into a fluid that was in a class of itsown. I froze, not sure how to react. Repulsion and arousal warred in me, but his warm lips distracted me until arousal finally won.

Dorian's head bobbed as he worked me over, cleaning me with sure strokes and wet laps of his tongue. I bit my lip and lost myself in his administrations as my hips rolled and waves of heat built, but Dorian wasn't focused on making me come yet. He was exploring me, and in his own way, apologizing for the pain he put me through, that submissive he needed so desperately to achieve an orgasm that true to his nature. Dorian rose from his place between my legs, his face smeared with our juices. We looked at each other, taking in the sweat, taking in the pain before Dorian stroked his half-flaccid cock to attention. He entered me again, but this time we were face to face. He braced himself on his hands above me and began to thrust slowly, feeling out my needs, feeling out the pace I wanted before he began to speed. I felt his skin, took in the scent of him that had spread across everything. It pervaded every sense. I could taste him on my tongue, and I wanted more. I lifted up and kissed along his shoulder and he sighed quietly, wrapped an arm around my back to keep me up and close to him.

“You're month is up tomorrow, Ms. Voss.” I could feel him tense as he said it, but he didn't stop fucking me. Even so, there was something in his voice I hadn't heard before. I realized with a MY HUMILIATION HOW I WENT DOWN 

start that Dorian was unsure. He had pushed me to my limits in our time together, and he wasn't sure if I was willing to stay, knowing what I knew about what he needed in his sex life.

I wrapped my legs around him and pulled him closer, feeling his hips as they moved and I thought about it. I thought about all of the pain, and I thought about how many tears I had shed, and the degrading things he had put me through. It wasn't like I hadn't enjoyed them, ended up begging for them, but would I ever get sick of it all? Would I ever wake up one morning beside this handsome man and realize that having a bruised ass and tender wrists wasn't what I wanted in my love life? I didn't know. I couldn't predict the future, but here in the now, with this man who could be so hard and unyielding yet show me such a soft vulnerable side to him all at the same time, I knew my answer. I didn't want to stop, not by a long shot.

“Has it really been that long?” I mused, and Dorian winced, but he stopped moving. I pouted and ground against him, and he finally took the hint and began to move again. He clutched me to his chest and began to fuck me with a desperate intensity. He buried his face in my neck and inhaled my scent as if this were the last time he would get a chance to. I smiled, but I didn't admit that I had made my choice. I let him fuck with the desperation of a dying man. Dorian drove into me to the hilt and stayed there, feeling me before he pulled out and repeated. I felt the muscles of his back and kissed along the strong line of his neck. He groaned quietly, and I could feel it in the tension of his back that he was close to coming again, but he was holding back, savoring each second, each moment he had left with me. Dorian's cock drove into me hard and fast. His resolve broke and he raced towards the finish line. Each thrust into me forced a moan from my lips, and a grunt out of his. I kissed his cheek and trailed my tongue along the tender lobe of his ear.

“Yes,” I whispered. Dorian moaned out loud and fucked me faster. “Yes I'll stay.”
“Good.” This was all he could muster as he reached his orgasm
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and forced me over with him. We lay in a pool of sweat and Dorian stared down at me, smiling slightly. 

“You do realize you'll have to sign another contract.” He leaned forward and warm lips met my forehead, and then my cheek. I laughed and moved closer. When this month had started, I had signed the contract with no choice. But at the end, the contract hadn't been a jail sentence, it had become my salvation. With an aching ass, and a throbbing pussy, I looked up at my master and smiled.

“I would expect nothing less, Dorian.” 
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