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      As a Lifestyle Dominant, Erotica Author, Intimacy Coach, and Dominant Trainer, Ms. Elle X approaches Her content from the vantage point that “vanilla” doesn’t exist. Enter the third installment of “Red Room Diaries,” Vanilla Spice Edition.

      

      Despite the common misconception, the dynamic of Dominance and submission (often referred to as D/s), is not BDSM-exclusive and actually contributes to every human interaction, especially in romantic and sexual relationships.

      

      Even in BDSM play, the D/s roles and limits must be clearly defined before any kinky activities ensue. Thus, “vanilla” is just one of many flavors to choose from in the kinky buffet.

      

      And as you’ll soon see in these pages, even vanilla can have a bit of spice to it…

      

      Connect with Ms. Elle everyday on YouTube, Instagram, Pinterest, and Patreon, or visit msellex.com.
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        Ms. Elle knows how to set a scene and work her readers up until a glorious climax. I loved it. I was actually in anticipation with every story. I didn’t want it to end.

        Sakhia, United States

      

        

      

      
        
        
        E.L. James should read these, and Ms. Elle’s previous volume, bow her head in subservience to Ms. Elle, then read them again to learn how to write PROPER D/s storylines and action. Exquisite.

        Graeme, United Kingdom

      

        

      

      
        
        
        Hydrate well before touching this book, yes, it really is that hot! Ms. Elle will take you to places in your mind you didn't even know existed before. Never have I felt such a desire to want to serve and obey.

        SubCub, United States
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            Quarantine

          

        

      

    

    
      "ANOTHER MONTH?!" Her hands smack against the couch, "We could be stuck inside for another month?!" She falls back in exaggerated despair.

      "It's gonna be okay, baby."

      "Easy for YOU to say, Mr. Introvert."

      I chuckle softly as her rant begins, "I had to cancel all my clients--all the clients I've worked for YEARS to build. I can't even bring any here! After we spent all that money turning the guest room into a salon! I can't go out. I can't go shopping. I can't go get my nails or my hair done. I can't see my friends. I can't do anything! And what if they won't even open the pool this summer?! This ass is NOT going to be white all summer!"

      "You don't wear a thong to the neighborhood pool anyway..."

      She jumps to her feet, "Ugh! That's not what I...you just don't get it!" She begins to stomp away.

      "Come here."

      She turns around to reveal crossed arms, a sharpened gaze, and defiantly immobile feet.

      "Come here," I repeat with slightly more force.

      She slowly sulks toward me, her expression softening with each step.

      I pat my thigh, "Sit."

      When she has settled, I slide her hair off of her shoulder, "What do I not understand?"

      "How hard this is! You're all calm and relaxed all the time! And none of your close friends are local anyway, and...like...just...nothing is bothering you about all this!"

      "So you would feel better if I freaked out and lost control of my emotions?"

      She begins to speak, but sighs instead before changing her trajectory, "No..."

      "Okay, so what's the problem?"

      "So...wait...you're scared about all this too?"

      "I have feelings of fear sometimes, but I am in control of my emotions. Fear will lower my immunity and cloud my judgment, and now of all times is when I need to remain physically and mentally strong."

      "Well," she huffs, "It's just not that easy for me, okay?!"

      My tone remains calm and steady as I stroke her cheek, "I know you're scared, but you're going to stop projecting your fear onto me and watch your attitude. Got it?"

      "What do you mean?"

      "I never said you had to handle it like me. I never said you were doing anything wrong. I never even corrected you. Yet you're defensive and flirting with disrespect. And that will end right now."

      She gulps, "Yes, Sir."

      I wrap my right arm around her, and pull her into my chest, "Tell me your fears."

      "I already did!"

      I ignore her inflamed reaction and proceed, "No, you told me your complaints. What are your fears?"

      I run the tips of my fingers up and down her arm as she thinks.

      "What if I lose all my clients?"

      "Everyone is going to need their hair cut after this; if anything you will probably gain clients when this is over."

      "But what if they all go somewhere else?"

      "They won't; they all adore you."

      "But what if they do?!"

      "Then we rebuild your clientele."

      Her head pops off of my shoulder, "But I don't want that to happen!" Her contained emotion breaks out and begins to flow down her cheeks, "I've been working my ass off for so long! I'm gonna go crazy! I can't do this; I'm not like you! I don't know what to do!"

      I hold her cheeks as she cries, "Listen to me."

      "What?!" she bellows.

      "You no longer have authority over your time."

      Her tears pause as she sniffles, her eyes volleying a myriad of silent questions to me.

      "I would like to take 24/7 ownership of you during this time."

      "Like, as long as this whole isolation thing is going on?"

      "Yes."

      "But don't you kind of already...like, I call you Sir all the time..."

      I lower my hands from her face and scoot us back into the couch, "You call me 'Sir' because that's something you enjoy. But you generally like to do whatever you want unless you're horny."

      Her mouth opens in shock, "That's not true!"

      "It isn't?"

      Her arms bind across her chest, "No!"

      "Then prove it."

      Her head remains locked in front of her, but her defiant gaze peers over to me out of the left corners of her eyes. Her body relaxes as she shifts her angle to face me more directly, "What would you expect of me?"

      "I'll go draft a schedule and protocols now."

      "Okay...but, what do you think this will help with?"

      "Everything." I gently push the back of her head toward me so I can kiss her forehead, "Now, turn off the news and go do something productive."
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        * * *

      

      As the printer issues the final lines of her drafted protocols and daily schedule, I hear loud clanging from the kitchen. When I approach, I find her loading the dishwasher and washing dishes, but with unnecessary aggression.

      "Excuse me," I greet as I lean against the threshold.

      A surprised gaze snaps around to meet me, "Yes?"

      "It's time for you to take a break."

      She resumes cleaning, "But this is what you told me to do--something productive. Here I am crying over my business and the fact that I feel like I'm on the verge of a mental breakdown, but no...YOU want me to go wash the damn dishes!" She throws the scrub brush in the sink with such force it shatters one of the delicate wine glasses she had set aside.

      "Water off. Now."

      I watch the rapid rise and fall of her chest as she freezes in place before obeying. Thankful for this small victory, I circle to the counter and take a seat on a barstool, "Dry your hands and come here."

      "Working on it," she replies with a huff.

      "Excuse me?"

      "Yes, Sir," she corrects halfheartedly.

      "I didn't tell you to do the dishes," I clarify as she dries her hands.

      "You said go do something productive!" She escalates as she tosses the paper towel in the trash.

      "Yes, for your bad attitude. Like write some gratitudes or work out. Not passive-aggressively clean to the point of destroying our property."

      By the time she takes a seat next to me, her temper has noticeably calmed, along with her voice, "I'm sorry, Sir."

      I slide her the first sheet, "Better. Here are your new protocols."

      

      •	Submissive will be collared at all times. (A day-collar will be chosen for public wear.)

      

      •	Submissive will be nude during all blocks of time designated for "leisure activity," unless otherwise stated by Sir.

      

      •	Submissive is NOT permitted to consume more than 30-minutes of Covid content per day.

      

      •	Submissive is NOT permitted to watch the Covid global death counter at any point.

      

      •	Submissive will calmly communicate her feelings to Sir when she feels emotionally triggered, anxious, overwhelmed, or stressed.

      

      •	From Monday through Friday, submissive is NOT permitted to be on social media, except between the hours of 3:45 pm and 6:30 pm, for purposes of increased focus and decreased anxiety.

      

      •	From Monday through Friday, submissive will allow Sir to take possession of her phone between 8:30 pm and 9:30 am, for purposes of peace and mindfulness.

      

      •	On Saturdays, submissive will follow her weekly schedule through 11:30 am, at which point she may have leisure time of her choice, only as her weekly consistency (or lack thereof) has earned her, and as determined by Sir.

      

      •	On Sundays, submissive will follow her weekly schedule through 1:00 pm, using the block of time between 11:30 am and 1:00 pm for weekly meal prep.

      

      Although I am not drowsy, I get up and brew a cup of coffee to take the pressure off of her while she reads. When the perfect amount of milk swirls within the caffeinated darkness, I head back to the bar, "Any questions?"

      "What did you put for my schedule?"

      I slide over the second sheet of paper as I relish my first sip of coffee.

      

      (08:00AM - 08:30AM)

      •	Wake up

      •	Morning hygiene and skincare

      •	Change into athletic gear

      (08:30AM - 09:15AM)

      •	Yoga or workout of choice

      (09:15AM - 09:30AM)

      •	Gratitudes and meditation

      (09:30AM - 10:00AM)

      •	Make healthy breakfast for self and Sir

      (10:00 AM - 10:30 AM)

      •	Breakfast with Sir

      (10:30 AM - 11:30 AM)

      •	Change and get ready for the day

      (11:30 AM - 01:00 PM)

      •	Cleaning, household chores, or laundry

      (01:00 PM - 01:30 PM)

      •	Go for a walk in nature

      (01:30 PM - 03:00 PM)

      •	Work on your business, research a topic of interest, read a new book, develop a new skill, or work on a creative project

      (03:00 PM - 03:15 PM)

      •	Make healthy lunch for self and Sir

      (03:15 PM - 3:45 PM)

      •	Lunch with Sir

      (03:45 PM - 06:30 PM)

      •	Social connection and/or leisure time

      (06:30 PM - 07:30 PM)

      •	Cook a healthy dinner for self and Sir

      (07:30 PM - 08:00 PM)

      •	Dinner with Sir

      (08:00 PM - 08:30 PM)

      •	Shower and evening hygiene

      (08:30 PM - 12:00 AM)

      •	Leisure time 

      (12:00 AM - 08:00 AM)

      •	Restful sleep

      

      "You literally planned out my whole day..."

      "Do you have any questions?"

      "Um," her breath is heavy, "Give me a sec..."

      I allow her a few silent moments of review before probing once more, "Do you find anything to be inappropriate?"

      "No...it's just...so...regimented."

      "That's the idea."

      "And you think this will help me?"

      "I'm confident it will. Do you trust me enough to try?"

      "When would we start?"

      "Tomorrow."

      "What if I can't do this?"

      "What if you can?"

      Her deep sigh hovers in her chest before she finally exhales, "Okay. Tomorrow. I'll try."

      "Good," I smile, "Thank you for trusting me."
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        * * *

      

      As I head into the kitchen around 8:30 for my second cup of coffee, she crosses my path in her yoga gear and carrying a mat and a notebook, "Good morning, Sir," she greets with rare docility in her tone.

      "Good morning."

      "I'm about to do yoga, Sir."

      "Good girl," I smile, "But you forgot something." Her visage is pure confusion as I walk over to her and wrap my hand around her neck, gently squeezing as I speak, "Where's your collar?"

      Her eyes widen and she gasps upon realization, "I forgot! I'll go get it right now!"

      I maintain a hold on her, "What if I don't want you to go get it?"

      "But..."

      "Your time is no longer yours, remember. You're supposed to be doing yoga right now as I scheduled for you." When her body relaxes, I release my grip.

      "Okay..."

      "Go get your video started and I'll be back in a moment."

      "Yes, Sir."

      

      She is in her first down-dog position in today's chosen routine when I meet her in the living room, quite pleased with the current view before me. As she pedals her feet and stretches in position, I close the gap between us and begin stroking her thighs.

      "Sir!" She exclaims with a giggle.

      "Carry on..." I encourage while my hand slides between her legs and against her mound. Her breath catches as I stroke across her clit, pushing against the tight fabric of her yoga pants.

      "Oh, Sir..."

      Noticing the virtual instructor is transitioning into the next move, I slide my hand away, "Come into my office when you're done."

      "Yes, Sir," she confirms as she steps back into a sun salutation.
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        * * *

      

      Two light knocks interrupt my focus and I swivel my chair around to the door to find her standing on the threshold, "I'm done, Sir..."

      "Come here."

      A coy smile rises to her cheeks as she approaches my desk.

      "How was your workout?"

      "Good. My body feels really good!"

      "Excellent," I begin as I take her hand in mine and bring her soft skin to my lips, "Now kneel."

      The fire of arousal ignites her eyes at my command, and she sinks to her knees without hesitation.

      "When you wear this in a scene, what does it mean?"

      "I obey you immediately and without reservation."

      "Yes, and now," I continue as I secure the thick metal ring around her neck, "You will do so at all times."

      She tilts her head up to me, "But what if I mess up?"

      "You will."

      "But..."

      I press my index finger against her lips as a cue to quiet, "I don't want perfection; I want obedience and growth."

      Her head bows, "Yes, Sir."

      I lift her chin and merge my lips slowly into her's as a reward for her yielding, "Good girl. Now, what's next on your schedule?"

      "Umm, gratitudes and meditation I think...then breakfast?"

      I reach my hand out to help her stand, "Excellent. I won't keep you any longer then." I kiss her hand once more as unspoken dismissal and turn my chair back to the array of screens on my desk without addressing her further.
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        * * *

      

      After the day’s obedience, she enters the room in nothing but her collar, effortlessly drawing my attention away from the current movie. I reach my hand out to her, and she eagerly trots over to me. I kiss the back of her hand as a greeting, and she begins to plop herself next to me on the couch.

      "No. At my feet."

      I watch her expression carefully but she seems just as pleased, if not more so, by my amendment as she settles onto the floor. She instantly rests her head against my thigh and I stroke her hair as the final twenty-something minutes of the movie plays.

      "Sir?"

      "Yes?"

      "Did I do good today?"

      "I believe so."

      She scurries to turn her body around to face me, sitting up on her knees on high alert, "You're not sure?"

      "I think you did very well at following your schedule."

      "But..."

      "But that's not the only judge of effectiveness here."

      "It's not?"

      "No; I'm not having you stick to a schedule just to keep you busy."

      "Then why?"

      "Growth. Focus. Peace. Clarity. Joy."

      "So how do you judge that?"

      "Close your eyes. Now sit and listen and tell me what you hear."

      I watch her slow and steady breaths as she considers my words. Suddenly her eyes pop open, "It's quiet! I don't feel that..." she moves her hands against her chest, "...tension. And I got so much done today! And I started on that book I've been wanting to read, and I checked in with some clients today, and we had some yummy meals, and it was so nice to just take time to walk around in the sunshine..."

      "So, would you like to try this again tomorrow?" I smile.

      "Yes! It seemed so rigid at first but I didn't feel rushed or stressed, and I thought I was going to miss checking my phone all the time but everything felt...quieter...without it..."

      "Good," I chuckle, "And speaking of...where is your phone?"

      "I left it upstairs on your night-side table, Sir."

      I have been ravenous for her since this morning's yoga session, but her respect and obedience sends me over the edge, "Come up here."

      Her eyes light up as she hops to her feet and jumps on the couch.

      I laugh at her enthusiasm as I free my erection from its very uncomfortable position. "Sit on my lap," I instruct as my hand moves in slow strokes. She sits close enough that her pussy pushes against the side of my cock with an eager grin. I take her face in my hands and kiss her with an intensity so deep, she is panting for breath by the time I release her lips and tongue. I tilt her head up and aside to expose her neck, biting into it with the day's pent-up aggression behind me. Her moans and whines evolve into gasps of pleasure and delight as the unoccupied fingers of my right hand find her pussy.

      "I'm so wet for you, Sir," she whines as I circle her clit.

      "Who owns this pussy?" I rasp in her ear as I accelerate the pace of my strokes.

      "Oh," she cries, "You, Sir! You own me all the time--all day, every day. I'm yours, Sir."

      "That's right," I breathe against her neck as I maneuver myself into her. I lift her ass and yank her down onto me when we are comfortably repositioned. She cries out as I take her, gripping the flesh of her hips and ass with my left hand, and teasing her clit with my right.

      "Oh Sir," she pants, "I'm getting so close."

      "Then cum whenever you can, baby. You've earned your pleasure today."
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            Personal Assistant

          

        

      

    

    
      I tip-toe against the wood as quietly as I can to sneak a peek at him through the glass doors.

      "Where do you think you’re going?” I hear from over my shoulder as I head toward the door.

      I turn on my heel and lean against the threshold, “Letting you work...I’d hate to distract you from such vital tasks...” I hope the playful smirk will offset my dry humor.

      “Come here,” he says, leaning back in his leather desk chair.

      I remain planted in both my posture and demeanor, “Demanding!”

      His eyebrows raise, “Excuse me?”

      An odd derisive-giggle emerges, “You heard me.” I cross my arms as reinforcement of my stance.

      He leans forward in his chair like a feral hunter stalking its prey, “Come. Here.”

      As my submission increases in tandem with his intensity, my stilettos click against the wood as I stroll toward him. When I get within arm's reach, he unexpectedly grabs both of my hands and in one swift movement, turns me around and pulls me into his lap. His left-hand finds my throat as he whispers against the back of my neck, “Are you being a brat?”

      He releases his grip to allow my response, “If you can’t tell then I must not be...”

      His hand clamps hard around my neck, “You just need this sassy little attitude fucked out of you, don’t you?” His question is stated, not asked, as he yanks my skirt up to expose my panties. “Let’s see how wet this pussy is...” His right-hand delves into the delicate fabric, “Oh, you do need to be fucked, don’t you?”

      I attempt to play coy, despite the physical evidence against me, “Maybe you need to be fucked...” my voice trails off.

      His teeth sink hard into my neck, evoking a surprised, albeit pleasurable gasp. Successfully silencing me, his lips and teeth voraciously cover my neck and shoulders with his marks, sending a thin line of electricity crackling down my spine. As he directs more of the delicious crackling currents to my clit, the brattiness begins to numb under his powerful charge. When he suddenly pulls his hand away, however, the protest skips my brain and goes directly to my lips, “Fuck! No! What the fuck?!”

      While his left-hand wraps around my throat, his right-hand grabs my cheeks and strains my head to look at him. Both his visage and tone are electric with raw, aggressive energy, “You want to use that mouth?”

      In what seems to be a perfectly succinct movement, he releases my neck from his grip and moves his right hand to the crown of my head, grasping a fistful of my hair and slightly twisting to direct me to face him as I sink to the floor.

      “Panties off,” he commands as he stands and unzips his slacks. I awkwardly slide off the string of wet, black lace and set it aside. When I look up at him, his erection is fully exposed, and he is holding out an open palm, “Give them to me.”

      I ignore the small jolt of curiosity and quickly place them in his hand, “Mmm. Soaked. Just how I like them.”

      He places my panties in his chair behind him and returns his attention to me. He takes another fistful of my hair and guides my mouth to his cock. My lips instinctively part as I approach him, desiring nothing more at this moment than to worship him. When my mouth wraps around him, he relocates his hand to the back of my head and begins moving my eager lips across the length of his shaft, guiding me exactly how he desires. “This is how you use that feisty mouth,” he seethes, accelerating the pace, “To give me pleasure.”

      I moan in the affirmative, but he pulls my head away from him, “What was that?”

      “Yes Sir,” I pant, “I want to give you all the pleasure you desire.” I peek up at him to see his pleased smile.

      “You look so fucking good on your knees. Almost as good as you look gagging on my cock...” He pushes himself back between my panting lips, deeper this time, stimulating my gag reflex and watering eyes, “That’s my girl. Let me hear you worship my cock...yes...good girl...” His words evoke a rabid reaction from me, and I let loose on him, circling my tongue around his head, increasing my suction, and moaning like a starving woman at her first taste of food with each push of my head into him. Suddenly he pulls me away, “Trying to make me lose control so you can take over, huh?”

      The humor in his tone makes me giggle, “Never!”

      “Mmmhmm...” his voice fades into a playful smirk as he encourages me to stand. When I am back on my feet, he takes his thumb and wipes my lips, “For some reason, I’m happier with this sassy little mouth than I was a few minutes ago...” He leans down and bestows a long, slow kiss on my now numb lips, which somehow both steadies and weakens me simultaneously.

      I don’t hesitate when he pulls away, “So, I can be even sassier now?!”

      He furrows his brows at my comment and in one motion, takes a seat, grabs my hips, and pulls me down into his lap. My knees extend to the outside of his thighs, and he guides me down onto his cock, making me moan as he fills me, “You still need this unruly attitude fucked out of you, I see...” He takes the panties from behind him and wads them up, “Open your mouth.” He doesn’t hesitate to shove them between my lips, and I can taste my arousal as it mixes with the lace and cotton, “Better.” He takes both of my hands and holds them together behind my back, “Stay.” I clasp my palms together and obey his instruction. Only then does he grab me by my waist and start fucking every ounce of sass out of me.

      My head begins to roll back as I lose myself in his voracious maneuvering. “Look at me,” he commands with ragged breath, “I want to watch every ounce of defiance leave you.”

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
            3

          

          

      

    

    







            Hydrotherapy

          

        

      

    

    
      The first thing my eyes lock onto is the red rose petals adorning the sleek four-poster bed at the far left and the fully mirrored wall of the large, modern suite. He sets down our bags by the door as I continue to scan the room, past the sleek chaise at the end of the bed, to the roaring fire already warming the luxurious space. He walks over to the bar to retrieve a bottle of Dom Pérignon from the ice bucket, and I giggle at his subtle, yet purposeful, reference.

      I playfully saunter to him and take the glass of champagne he offers, “Thank you! This room—everything—is amazing. I love it.”

      His smile is sweet as he lifts his glass to mine for a toast, “Happy Valentine’s Day, darling. I love you being mine.”

      His words ignite a thousand sparks of submission within me, “I love being yours.” The sweet bubbles dance across my tongue and down my throat, making me thirsty for his taste, and as though moving to the same, unspoken cue, we meet in the space between us, and his arm coils around my waist. I sink into him as though every muscle in his body, being, and intention, is drawing me in like metal to a magnet.

      His lips are slow as they stroke and cradle mine, and when he does slowly pull away, I find myself falling after him to perpetuate the kiss. I feel his mouth twist into a smile before his hands land softly on my shoulders, angling me against the bar, “Sit and have a drink. I’ll be back in a moment.” His instruction is enough to slightly clear my hazy mind as I watch him disappear into the bathroom with the mystery bag he brought along. As I savor my champagne and accompanied chocolate-covered strawberries, I notice the faint sound of water running, and my interest instantly piques. After my second strawberry and a refill of champagne, he returns to the main part of the suite in nothing but a plush, white robe, and carrying another over his shoulder, “How are they?”

      The half-masticated candied fruit currently rolling around my mouth renders my giggly reply of “Yummy,” incomprehensible but, he thankfully understands the gist and chuckles as he reaches the bar and takes one for himself. After a swig of champagne to wash it down, he hands me the second robe, “Why don’t you go put this on and check the water.”

      “Okay!” I give him another kiss before I saunter into the bathroom with my robe and champagne in hand.

      

      As I make my way closer to the door, the divine scents of lavender and vanilla are the first to greet me. When I enter, an array of simple, white candles bathe the room in a warm glow and direct my attention to the massive jetted tub, sprinkled with rose petals just like the bed.

      I quickly change, neatly fold my clothes as is habit and protocol, and make my way to the rumbling tub. As I slide my hand in to check the water, I hear two knocks on the door as he enters, “Warm enough?”

      I turn my head over my right shoulder to look at him, “Yes, it's perfect.”

      “Good.” He sets his champagne glass on the counter and stands next to the side of the tub, reaching his hand out to me. When my palm is in his, he pulls me up, and I stand so close to him that I must angle my head up to look at him. His eyes pierce mine as his gentle touch traces the delicate curves of my lips, cheeks, brow, and jaw, leaving me so fixated on him that I do not even notice as his hands move down to the tie of my robe, slowly pulling apart the plush, cotton strips. His hands proceed to my shoulders to slide it over and down my back, leaving me bare before him.

      His warm hands begin at my waist and run across my skin without any force or rush, “God, you’re gorgeous.” The assurance of his words, coupled with his steady touch, guides my mind and slows my thoughts as I feel myself sinking deeper beneath the weight of his calm, measured Dominance. The slow press of his lips against mine cues my eyes open just as he pulls away and steps into the tub. He holds his hand out to me in an offering of assistance, and his eyes contain an ocean of words that all speak tenderness. I take his hand and sink with him into the water, and before I am even fully seated, his left arm wraps around me, pulling me close to him. His lips find mine again, but this time they are ravenous as they suck, bite, lick, and explore the sensation of our tongues twirling together in a whirlwind of passion.

      His hands hold my face steady as he takes my mouth and tilts my head aside when he desires to feel my heart throbbing beneath the veins of my neck. His right-hand moves to my hair for better control, rendering me capable of only mere moans of desire, ache, and need as he leaves his marks across my neck and shoulders. I am so taken by his energy that I once again fail to notice his unoccupied left hand sliding across the tinging skin of my thigh until it gently begins to stroke my clit. He leans into my ear, “I love that this pussy is mine.” His fingers slowly slide into me, and his voice melts onto my neck, “Oh you’re so slick for me already, baby.”

      “I told you I love being yours,” I pant.

      He pushes my face back so our eyes can meet, “And you’re going to be mine in every way tonight.”

      

      He removes his touch from me and redirects his attention to the shampoo, calling me to him when his palm is full, “Sit in front of me.”

      I eagerly slide into his chest, instinctively turning my back to him. I know my instincts are correct when he begins massaging my scalp with the eucalyptus and mint shampoo, making my head tingle as he works his way through my hair.

      “...I didn’t expect this when you said you were going to own me in every way.”

      “What did you expect?”

      My awkward chuckle reveals my nerves at his pointed question, “I don’t know…”

      “Yes, you do.”

      His matter-of-fact reply beckons my submission to the surface while he rinses his hands in the running water. He switches on the handheld sprayer, graciously allowing me a temporary distraction, “Tilt your head back.”

      I close my eyes and enjoy the gentle tickle on my spine as lines of water run down my back. He continues this process with the conditioner, and every stroke of his touch, every trickle of water that drips across my skin, washes my mind clean of any other influence but him.

      Thus, I do not mind stepping out of the warm basin at his command to retrieve our champagne glasses while he momentarily drains the tub to add fresh, hot water. I hand him his champagne and am about to step over the side with my glass in tow when his uncharacteristically sharp voice pierces the melodies of Miles Davis wafting around us, “Stop. Hand me your glass.”

      I obey without saying a word, and he turns back to me with an outstretched hand after setting my glass on the opposite edge, “You’re soapy, and the tub is already slick. Do not get in or out without my assistance.”

      “Yes, Sir.”

      He hands my glass to me when I am fully seated in the steaming, bubbling water, “So what did you expect?”

      My current subby state has rendered me far too easily triggered by his Dominance, and I blush as I answer the question, “A rough fuck, I guess…”

      His expression and tone are equally stoic, “Being rough doesn’t indicate ownership.”

      “Then, what does?”

      His eyes shift in their intensity as he reaches out and slides me into him, “Care. Are you willing to care for that which you own? If you love that which you possess, you preserve it—protect it—make sure it lasts.”

      I sink into his chest and close my eyes as I listen to the pace of his calm, steady heart. My lips twist into a gentle smile at the sensation of the loofah across my back, wordlessly continuing our conversation. He is thorough in his process, dipping the loofah into the water and across my hips and ass. His hand directly follows the coarse scrub of the sponge, teasing my most sensitive areas with a delicious contrast.

      “Sit up, baby,” he instructs, causing my eyes to jolt open and my head to lift from his chest. Upon doing so, he refills the loofah with soap and continues his same technique across the front of my body. The contrasting sensations travel across my neck, shoulders, and breasts before sinking into the water once again. He rubs the fibers over my waist, hips, and thighs and continues his teasing as he grazes my pussy. I lean my head back with pleasure as he rubs the combination of his hands, and the coarse sponge, across my clit, hoping he will continue at the encouragement of my moans. Despite my wishes, he pulls his hands away and rinses the suds from my skin, “I want you to face your back to me and go the other side of the tub.”

      With questioning eyes, I obey. I then hear his voice approach from behind with the next command, “On your knees.”

      His fingers now caress my back as he continues his instructions, “Turn the jet onto your clit.”

      A low moan escapes my lips when I find the correct angle, “It's there, Sir.”

      His hands reply for him as they reach around to my hips and steady me as his cock fills me, “Oh...feel how wet you are, baby.” His right-hand moves to my right shoulder while his left-hand remains on my left hip, steadily guiding my body in tandem to his deep, slow strokes, “See, I don’t have to be rough to own you, do I?”

      His words and movements are both saturated in confidence and control, and I am eager to respond, “No, Sir. I love being yours.”

      We sink into the same rhythm as our mutual pleasure builds, further solidifying the intimacy of this moment, “Oh, I’m close, baby…”

      “Me too…” I pant.

      My confirmation causes him to quicken his deep strokes, and in moments, our orgasms dance together as our sweet sounds accompany Mr. Davis.

      When he pulls out of me, he wraps his arms around my waist and lowers me onto his lap and back into the swirling water. He sweeps my hair from my neck and plants tender, teasing kisses to my nape and down my spine. I squeal and nestle back to lay my head on his shoulder and rest in his arms.

      His soft, warm voice regains my attention as I drift off into pure relaxation in his arms, “Why don’t you go rest on the bed while I quickly shower…”

      My eyes remain closed as I reply, “Because you’re here.”

      His chuckle is slight, “You can only be where I am?”

      “Always.”

      He kisses my temple, “Can you survive for five minutes without me?”

      “No.”

      He tickles my oblique, releasing a girlish squeal as I giggle, “Fine…if I must…”

      I walk back into the main room to find more cleverly planned sneakiness as I approach the bed. I discover that red rose petals are no longer the only things waiting for me, as two red, silken strips of fabric greet me from the top bedposts. All pillows are gone, and in their place at the head of the bed lies a single blackout blindfold with a simple note, “Wear me. And nothing else.”

      I gently bite my lip as I slip off my fluffy white robe and slide under the plush covers and onto my back. I pick up the eye mask and put it on as I lay in corpse pose, focusing my thoughts and energy on the anticipation he has aptly created.

      The slight movement next to me is the first indication of his presence, “How’s the mask?”

      “Dark.”

      “Good. And are you warm?”

      “Yes.”

      “Excellent.”

      The covers begin to slide down my body before he takes hold of my right hand, kissing it before attaching my wrist to the first silken strap. His warm hand caresses down my arm, chest, waist, and leg as he moves down my body with a feather-light touch. He remains silent as he lifts my left hand into place under the smooth, red material, rendering my arms outstretched for his unencumbered view.

      “What a lovely Valentine’s Day present you are...” he says with a slight growl in his undertone as he climbs onto the bed, and I can feel his heat move up my body. We are raw, skin against skin, as his body further pins me down against the bed and at his mercy. He slides his hot, hard cock across my slit in preparation for his entrance, "I need to have you again, baby." He guides himself into me once more, and I welcome him with a pleased and breathless moan. His right-hand slides under my head to hold me in place while his lips and tongue greet mine after their short time apart. While our mouths dance to our silent beat, his left-hand scoops around my waist, wrapping me up in him.

      His lips suck, his tongue teases, his hands grip tightly, and his hot, pulsating energy radiates into me with every thrust. I become consumed by him as the flames of our passion swirl around us like a halo.

      "Wow," is the only thing I can utter as he distances his lips from mine, "Your energy is so powerful."

      His lips press back into mine in response as he tightens his grip on my flesh. Our slow, grinding pace begins to steadily accelerate and intensify as our energy shifts around us, beckoning us into the light of ecstasy.
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            Blind Faith

          

        

      

    

    
      The sight of her resting nude in child's pose as I instructed fills me with both pride and arousal as I enter my dark domain. I shut the playroom door behind me and approach my oversized leather seat, carefully stepping over her outstretched arms as I sit.

      "Up."

      Her arms slither toward her as she rolls up to a seated kneel, flipping her wrists up as her hands settle on her thighs.

      "How are you this evening?"

      Her voice is soft as her head remains bowed, "Eager to serve you, Sir."

      I drink in a deep inhale of pleasure at her words as I settle back into my chair, "Legs apart."

      She widens them to form a "V," guiding my eye-line straight to her sex.

      "Good girl. Have you eaten?"

      "Yes, Sir."

      "And your body is ready for my use?"

      "Yes, Sir."

      "Then stand."

      Her eyes remain down as she gracefully rises.

      "Go sit on the time-out chair."

      My cock grows with excitement as she approaches my homemade design; a simple wooden dining chair with a small hole carved in the seat to securely fit a vibrator wand. Without any additional instruction, she widens her legs and maneuvers her pussy tightly against it, "Like this, Sir?" 

      "Yes." I rise from the supple leather and make my way toward her. "There's a quote that says, 'Faith is taking the first step when you don’t see the entire staircase.'" I circle behind the chair as I continue, "Faith is trust. You must have faith in me to care for you. You must trust that I mean you no harm. Do you have that faith in me?"

      "Yes, Sir."

      I place her right wrist in the first cuff attached to the thin armrest, "Are you sure?"

      Her voice carries a hint of hesitation, "Yes, Sir...did I do something wrong?"

      I secure her left wrist to the other slender piece of wood, "No; I'm encouraged by the pace of your training after just a month."

      She bows her head once more, "Thank you, Sir."

      I crouch in front of her, "However, I do see a hesitation...a block..."

      Her sweet voice softens further, "I don't know what you mean, Sir..."

      My smile is warm as I lift her chin, "I know, but you'll understand soon."

      Her eyes fill with questions, but she remains silent.

      I stroke her cheek and allow her head to fall into my hand, "Trust." I kiss her forehead as I straighten her head. 

      Her eyes shut as a tender smile fills her lips.

      "That will be the focus of tonight’s play.” I pull out the blindfold from my pocket and wrap it around her eyes.

      "Can you see?"

      "No, Sir."

      "Not at all?"

      "Everything's black, Sir."

      "Good."

      I reach down and plug in the vibrator, evoking an adorable gasp when I flip it on the lowest setting.

      "Do not cum. Understand?"

      "Yes, Sir," she replies in heavy breaths.

      I watch my private show for a moment as she bites her lip and softly grinds her body against the vibrator. I listen with pleasure to her delicate winces as I roll up my sleeves and proceed toward the first piece of furniture. 

      

      When I have effectively rearranged the room in an order in which she is unfamiliar, I turn my full attention back to her. She is now consistently whining and wriggling from the stimulation, and I wickedly smile as I approach her, "How are you feeling, my girl?"

      "Oh, Sir! Please make it stop!"

      "But you're so cute when you're needy..."

      She bites her bottom lip and whimpers.

      "Make that noise again," I instruct as I stroke my cock through my slacks.

      Her prim whine makes me ache to hear her scream with abandon.

      "Louder." I unzip my slacks and pull out my aching cock.

      "Mmm," she whimpers, "Please, Sir!"

      "Please, what?" I seethe as my hand further hardens my shaft.

      "Please turn it off or let me cum!"

      I chuckle as I flip off the vibrator, "You think you've earned your pleasure already?" I free her hands from the cuffs as she whines and whimpers, "Yes, Sir, I'm sorry. I'm here to serve you."

      I kiss the top of her head, "Good girl."

      "What was all that noise, Sir?"

      I help her to stand, "You shouldn't have been focusing on what I was doing."

      "Why not?"

      "What are your roles as my submissive?"

      "To respect and respond, Sir."

      "That's right; to respect and respond. Is trying to predict what I'm doing part of respecting my wishes and responding to my whims?"

      Her head drops, "No, Sir. I'm sorry. It won't happen again."

      "Good girl." I turn her around and guide her palms to the seat of the chair. "Legs wider. Good girl. Now let's see how you're doing..." I slide my right index and middle finger across her sex to find her dripping, "Oh, that is a very good girl..."

      Her giggle is slight, "Thank you, Sir."

      I take hold of her hips, adjust my cock against her, and push myself into her, "Fuck, baby..." Human language eludes me as I lose myself in the pleasure of her body, willingly offered to me exclusively. I close my eyes and savor her delicate whimpers and whines with each thrust of my hard cock. Her decorum begins to wane as I dig my fingers harder into her flesh and pull her body tighter against mine as I navigate toward my release. "That's it, baby," I smolder, "Scream for me."

      Her whines evolve into loud moans before her last grasp on propriety falls away, and she cries out in pleasure. As she does so, her pussy throbs around me, effortlessly beckoning me to orgasm. I fall into a heavy heap on her back where I rest for a handful of deep breaths, "Oh...what...a...good...girl..."

      Her lovely tone is soft and satiated, "Thank you, Sir."

      I pull myself out of her delicious warmth and delicately tuck myself back into the cotton confines beneath my slacks, "Stand up, sweet girl."

      When she does so, I notice small drops of my cum slowly gliding down her thighs, "Mmm I love you dripping for me..."

      I bring her hands behind her back and secure them together with a pair of cuffs hanging from my pocket. I turn her around and give her a tender kiss on the forehead, "Stay." I head to the farthest corner of the room to settle into my chair and savor the delightful game about to ensue.

      "Can you hear my voice clearly?" I project across the room.

      "Yes, Sir..."

      "Good. Now all I want you to do is listen to my voice and do as I say. Can you do that?"

      She smiles sweetly, "Yes, Sir."

      "Good girl. Take two steps to your right."

      She shuffles slowly.

      "Good. Now walk forward until I say stop."

      "But, Sir..."

      "Walk forward until I say stop."

      Her steps land just softly and slowly.

      "Stop."

      She freezes.

      "Stand up straight."

      She adjusts her posture.

      "Chin up. Now walk confidently until I say stop."

      The first couple of steps begin as instructed, until she hits a mental wall and freezes, "Sir!"

      "Yes?"

      "You need to tell me to stop!"

      "Why?"

      "Because I'm going to run into the armoire!"

      "You think I want to see you smack your face against the armoire?"

      She shrugs, her shoulders round, and a marked shift flips her voice, "I don't know..."

      A Dominant wave of protection washes over me, "Walk forward until I tell you to stop."

      "But it's right there!"

      "Walk. Now."

      I hear quiet sniffles as she takes two trepidatious steps forward.

      "Keep going."

      The tears begin to fall when her knees hit the floor, “But it's right there!"

      Although I want to rush over to her and offer comfort, I maintain my composure and slowly approach her. I crouch next to her and lift her into my arms, "Hey...sweet girl, sweet girl...I’m not here to harm you. I want to guide you and care for you.”

       “I know, Sir,” she sniffles.

       I pick up her soppy chin, “No, you don’t. But you'll learn tonight." I wipe dry the exposed skin of her cheeks and plant a slow, tender kiss on her forehead. When I pull away, she has calmed, and the flow of tears has ceased. 

      "I need you to stand up." 

      I help her stand, place her in the necessary direction, and quietly return to my chair.

      "Now walk confidently forward until I say stop."

      Even from across the room, I can see the rapid rise and fall of her chest as she proceeds. When she is within a thin buffer of the relocated armoire, I tell her to stop.

      She freezes.

      "Good girl."

      Her nerves have concocted a whimper-giggle combination in response.

      "Now turn to your left. Good girl. Walk until I say stop."

      After about four steps, her pace slows, and she shrieks.

      "Keep going."

      "The bench is there!"

      "Keep going."

      "But I'm gonna trip over it!" She begins to stretch one leg out as though to feel for it with her foot.

      "STOP."

      She plants both feet on the floor.

      "You will walk, or you will call your safeword. Those are your options." I stand and make my way to the armoire to retrieve a proper incentive as I sharpen my voice, "Keep. Going."

      She whimpers as she steps forward but begins to calm as she walks through her mental projection.

      "Stop. That's strike two."

      "Strike two?"

      "Yes. First, you were scared about the armoire, and now you think I'd make you trip over the bench?"

      "I'm sorry, Sir..."

      I set my chosen cane on the small table to my left, "I don't want your sorry, I want your trust."

      She begins to sniffle, "I do trust you!"

      "Clearly you don't."

      "I'm sorry, Sir. Please. It won't happen again."

      "Are you giving me your word?"

      "Yes, Sir...I'll accept your punishment if I fail."

      Her words excite my subdued sadist, making me ever the more eager to continue this exercise, "Very well. Turn right. Shoulders back. Chin up. Good. Proceed."

      She moves at a snail's pace.

      "Faster."

      She bounces quickly on her tip-toes but moves forward at the same agonizingly slow speed.

      "Faster..."

      She begins to approach a slow-walk.

      I reach for the cane and smack it against my palm, "I can find ways to make you move quicker..."

      "No! Please! There's a wall!"

      "Would I tell you to run into a wall? Faster!"

      "There's a wall!" She cries and falls to the floor, releasing a steady flow of tears.

      

      I stand and grab the slender cane in one movement, making a beeline for her. I yank her up by the arm, "No, that wall only exists in your mind."

      I move behind her and hurl the cane at her ass. Although the sobs escalate, she still doesn't proceed. I strike her flesh a second time, "And your mind should be empty of everything but what I place in it."

      "Then please just let me look!" she shrieks, "Please! If I can just see..."

      I hit her ass again, "If you need to see to obey, you don't trust me as you claimed."

      "But I do!" She cries.

      "Then move," I command, making her shriek at the final blow from the cane.

      Her pace is acceptable this time as she proceeds forward.

      "Now that's better. And...stop."

      I instruct her to remain still and obtain the collar and leash from the armoire. I wrap the fur-lined leather around her throat, "We need to work on your pace." I attach the leash to her collar and start walking her around my obstacle course, but her feet still drag behind. I wrap the excess length of the leash around my hand to shorten the distance between us and accelerate her pace, but her anxiety returns when we approach the normal location of the St. Andrew's Cross. 

      I try to pull her forward, but she drops her ass in an attempt to stop me, “No, the cross is right there!"

      I tug on her collar, "Come."

      She whines, "But it's right there! It's right there!" and falls to the floor.

      “Stand up. I will not drag you.”

      She remains hunched over on the floor in a ball of emotion.

      I close the distance between us and crouch down in front of her, “Why do you think I would be so cruel to you?”

      Her tears escalate again into sobs.

      I lift her chin, "Answer me."

      "I don't know, Sir...I'm...I'm so sorry..."

      I sit next to her and pull her face into my chest. "You will complete this before the night is through.”

      “But what if I can’t, Sir?”

      “Then we will not meet again like this until you can.”

      Her head pops off my chest, “What?!”

      “If you cannot trust me enough to follow my voice, I should never have even touched you.”

      “But I want you to touch me! And I want to follow you!”

      “No, you don’t. You want your fear.”

      “No, I don’t! It just overwhelms me!”

      I reach behind her and unlatch her collar, “Then leave.”

      “What???”

      I continue as I free her hands from the cuffs, “If you really have more faith in my cruelty over my compassion; if you trust your past pain more than your present care, then I would be a monster to allow this to continue.”

      She holds both hands over her blindfold, “No! No! I don’t! That’s not true!”

      "Hands. Down."

      "No, please! Please don't take it off!"

      "Hands. Down."

      Her head drops with her hands.

      “You’ve proven your lack of trust in me with every step you've taken tonight. If that's true, do you know how sick that makes me to have even brought you in here?"

      "But it's not true!" she cries. "I'm sorry, Sir. Please. Please let me prove my trust in you. You’ve done nothing but earn my trust. I’m so sorry I dishonored you tonight." She readjusts to kneeling with her forehead to the ground as she tearfully seeks my mercy, "Please let me prove it to you. Please, Sir. You deserve my trust. You’ve more than earned it. Please. I'm so sorry. Please.”

      "Up."

      She quickly pops up and tries to sniffle away her tears.

      "One. Last. Chance."

      She fumbles for my hands and covers them with tearful kisses, "Thank you, Sir. Thank you. Thank you."

      "You will confidently walk as instructed until I'm satisfied.

      "Yes, Sir."

      "Sit up and be quiet."

      "Yes, Sir." Her posture is perfect as she kneels on high alert.

      "If you flinch. Wince. Whimper. Or show me anything but peace and trust, tonight's session is over, and you will have to wait a month to try again."

      She gulps and bows her head, "Yes, Sir. I understand."

      "Then bring your hands behind your back." I secure her wrists together, gather the collar and leash, and instruct her to stand while I approach my leather seat, "Turn to your right. Now walk."

      Both her posture and her steps are markedly different this time, but I do not yet offer encouragement, "Stop. Turn right. Walk."

      Her pace begins to slow ever-so-slightly.

      "Faster."

      Without hesitation, she increases her speed.

      "Stop. Turn left. Walk."

      I find myself leaning forward as I eagerly watch her obedience.

      "Stop. Turn left. Walk."

      As she approaches me, I watch her slightly parted lips breathe steadily with each calm step.

      "Stop."

      She smiles as she hears the proximity of my voice.

      "Kneel."

      When her knees rest on the plush rug in front of my chair, I gently peel the blindfold from her eyes to find them smokey and damp from teary mascara. She blinks and squints as her eyes readjust to the dim light. I tuck her chin, and lift her gaze, "Hello, my good girl."

      Without any further provocation, the dam of her withheld tears fully breaks, and her head falls into my lap.

      I stroke her hair as I soothe, "You did very well."

      "I do trust you! I do! I do!"

      I lean down and kiss her head, "I know, sweet girl, I know."

      She pulls her head back and greets me with wide eyes, "So I don't have to wait a month?"

      I chuckle as I coax her head back onto my lap, "No, that won't be necessary. I've got quite the plans for you tonight..."
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            Sixth Sense

          

        

      

    

    
      Her third empty wine glass smacks onto the coffee table, “So...I think I wanna see…”

      My eyebrows pique with amusement, “See what?”

      “Your room…” she giggles.

      “My playroom?”

      “Mm-hm.”

      I lean back into the couch and rest my arm on the leather backrest, “For what purpose?”

      “For what purpose?! You’ve never brought me in there!”

      I loop my arm around her waist and slide her close to me, “Because you’re such a delicate little flower…”

      She squeals as I tickle her waist and nibble her neck, “I’m serious!”

      I pull away and angle my body toward her as we both calm from laughing, “There’s no pressure, you know.”

      “I know. I want to see it. Did you catch that? I WANT to see it. WANT to.”

      She has no idea the fire she is stoking in me with this combination of innocent curiosity and sass, and I take a long, slow breath to quell my excitement.

      “Are you mad?”

      I'm taken aback by the genuine concern in her voice, and I place my hand on her thigh, “Quite the opposite." I lean in and plant a gentle kiss on her forehead. "Would you like to go see it now?”

      When I lean slightly away, she bites her lip and bounces her head up and down.

      I chuckle as I bring her hand to my lips for a soft kiss, pulling her up as I stand, “C’mon.”

      She goes for her wine glass, and my voice sharpens,

      “I won’t take you in there if you have another glass.”

      She freezes, "Oh...why?"

      "I want you completely coherent. I'm not going to be at the mercy of your numb nerves."

      She sets down the glass, “Okay. I'm sorry.”

      “You didn’t know. C’mon.”

      As I lead her through my bedroom to the one door whose threshold she has never crossed, I feel the heat radiating from her now moist palm.

      “Ready?”

      The same excited nod returns, cueing my trip to the small box on top of my dresser to retrieve the one thing I want most out of life at this moment: immediate access to my playroom.
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        * * *

      

      I push the door open, inviting her in behind me as I turn the dimmer up to a warm but well-lit brightness.

      The combination of sandalwood incense and lavender oil greets us as I push open the door.

      “Is that lavender?”

      “Yes. Lavender oil does very well at soothing pain…” I close and lock the door behind us, “Do you mind the door locked?”

      She stops in the middle of the room, her voice now drifting off in thought as she answers, “Oh, yeah…that’s fine…”

      I walk to her and take her hand, leading her to the end of the bed, “C’mon, let’s sit.”

      I interrupt her curious eyes as she continues to scan the room, “Is it what you expected?”

      “Kinda,” she begins, slowly redirecting her attention to me, “I like this better than the one in Fifty Shades.”

      I sigh and shake my head, moving on quickly, “Do you have any questions?”

      Her adorably anxious lip-bite precedes the sweetly soft tone that her voice has already adopted, “What would you…do to me…in here…?  Like…what would you use?”

      “Well, what intrigues you the most?”

      She giggles as her cheeks flush, “I don’t know…”

      I tuck her hair behind her ear as I lean in, “Something intrigues you, or you wouldn’t have asked to come in here.”

      The nervous giggle returns, still without an answer.

      I keep my lips tight to her ear, “You’ll enjoy what happens if you answer me, I promise.”

      She lifts her hand to her lips to hide a coy smile before she points directly in front of her to the rear wall.

      “That big X?”

      She nods.

      “Why that one?”

      “Is…that not a good choice?”

      “No no, the St. Andrew’s Cross is one of my favorites. I just didn’t expect you to choose it.”

      “Why not?”

      “I just thought you'd choose something more...familiar.”

      “I told you I WANTED to come in here, didn't I?!" She sticks her tongue out playfully as she sasses.

      I tilt her chin up to meet my gaze, “Watch that tongue before I find better uses for it.”

      Her eyes widen at my vague threat, and my cock begins to excite as I notice her timid response to my energy.

      “So...you’re always talking about how much BDSM helps you, how it's such a good outlet, gets you out of your head…is that something you could...do for me?"

      The innocent power of her request penetrates my heart, and I stroke her cheek, “I believe I can arrange that.”

      My mind is now a flurry of deliciously debased ideas as I hold her face in my hands and melt my lips into hers for a deep kiss. At first, she is stiff from her nerves, but as my lips coax her back into the moment, I feel her body relax beneath my touch. When I pull away, her eyes remain shut and mouth open, as though frozen in bliss.

      I use her slight hypnotic state as my opportunity to retrieve the metal tray next to my chair and roll it to the armoire for my desired tools. The clinical rattling of the metal as it slides bumpily against the weathered wood creates a visceral echo throughout this otherwise silent room, putting her on high alert. Unlike a trained submissive, however, she trots over to me and pokes her head around my arm, “What are you getting?!”

      I don’t even attempt to hide my laughter, “Oh my.”

      “What?”

      Although the humor has not left my voice or visage, the meaning of my words ignites my eagerness like a roaring fire, “What you just did would be a punishable offense with a trained submissive.”

      “Oh…” an intense flush of red rapidly stains her cheeks, “I’m sorry…do you want me to go sit back down…?”

      I take her chin and gently tilt her head down to kiss her forehead, “Good girl.” I watch out of the corner of my eye as her entire body language shifts with each step of her return to the bed, further boiling my veins with a desire to initiate my curious new sub.

      After gathering the final items, I roll the tray to the end of the bed and sit beside her.

      “Are you familiar with all of these items?”

      "Umm...everything but that thing..."

      I chuckle as I pick up the stem of her indicated tool, "A pinwheel."

      I lightly spin the top of it, "Hold out your hand."

      Her timidity further excites me, and I rotate her palm up and lightly press the pinwheel down, rolling it across her skin.

      She releases an adorable squeal and jerks her hand away, shaking it out as she giggles, "That tickles!"

      I chuckle as I set the pinwheel back onto the tray, "It can. It can also evoke many other sensations."

      "Like what?"

      "You'll find out. Do you consent to me using all of these with you this evening?”

      Her lips stick slightly as she opens her mouth to confirm.

      “Excellent. Now we’re about to begin, and you’re going to notice something shift between us. That shift is the beginning of that release you mentioned, so just allow yourself to feel whatever comes, okay?”

      “What do you mean ‘shift,’?”

      “You’ll know when you feel it, I promise.” I stroke her cheek as I continue, “Now I need you to remove your clothes for me.”

      "Okay," she nervously giggles as she begins to stand.

      I turn her head back to me with a single index finger, stopping her ascent, "You say, 'Yes Sir,' in here. Understood?"

      Her eyes mimic a deer in the headlights for a moment before a slow gulp pushes out a timid, "Yes, Sir," as she fully returns to seating.

      “Good girl. You may proceed.”

      

      I have seen her bare many times before, but it is in this sacred space, I feel like she is exposing herself to me for the first time. Her typically suave eyes become avoidant as she does everything she can to avoid eye-contact while her clothes fall from her, not with her usual sultry flair, but as though delayed by the battle between her desire and her nerves.

      "Give me your clothes." After setting them on the bed next to me, I stand and hold out my hand to her, "C'mon."
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        * * *

      

      My heart is racing, my palms are sweating, my mouth is dry, but I have never had more curious excitement in my life. I feel nothing but the leather padding behind me and the cuffs keeping my ankles and wrists secure. I see nothing but the darkness behind the blindfold. I hear nothing but the chosen music flooding my ears. I don't even know what he is doing. Is he just standing there amused, watching me writhe with curiosity? Is he touching himself just inches away from me? Is he about to touch me? Kiss me? Hurt me? How? Where? Is he going to use all of those toys? In what order? In what way? As I'm about to break the silence with these many questions, a paramount thought hits me, silencing all others:  none of these questions matter at this moment. I am in the position he wants me in, feeling what he wants me to feel, seeing what he wants me to see, hearing what he wants me to hear, and made fully receptive to his will by my choosing.

      I remain silent, focus on my breath, and to my surprise, lose track of time, or how long I've been splayed as a human cross. My heart rate spikes, and I jolt back to the present when the music in my ears begins to lower to an unexpected halt. Somehow knowing he is looking at me like this, focusing on me like this, is enough to trigger the tumultuous rumbling in my chest and pulsing of my veins that usually makes my panties wet. I am beckoned back to reality as he slowly removes the earbuds and lifts the blindfold.

      "Open your eyes," are the first words to softly break the silence, directing me to his deliberate gaze. His expression is a delicious combination of tender care and primal hunter, "How are you feeling?"

      The unexpected heaviness of my breath startles me, "I don't know...Sir..."

      Instead of uncertainty as I anticipated, he smiles, and his eyes light up, "Does this confusion make you feel uncomfortable or bad?"

      I shake my head no, but he strokes my cheek and offers a gentle reminder, "Yes or no?"

      "No," my voice won't rise beyond a whisper, "...not bad."

      "Just confusing?"

      "Yes, Sir."

      My eyes close as I sink into the slow, deep kiss he gives me in response. When he pulls away, I can still feel his breath on my lips as he speaks, "Stick out your right middle finger."

      My eyes pop open at this unexpected instruction to find him walking over to my right hand. I oblige his request and watch as the strap of a dog-training clicker slides over the knuckle of my middle finger.

      Before he even asks, I begin rapidly clicking it, "What's this for?"

      “Stop."

      The sudden sternness of his tone makes me immediately relent.

      "This clicker will serve as your safeword—clicking it is the equivalent of saying ‘red.’ Understood?”

      "Why...can't...I just say 'red'?"

      His wicked smile is the only response amid the silence as he retrieves a ball gag with holes in it, "Remember this?"

      I gulp and run my tongue over my dry lips, "Yes, Sir..."

      He holds up the gag in front of my mouth, "So is that a yes? You understand the purpose of the clicker?"

      "Yes...yes, Sir..." I nod, "It's my safeword."

      "Good girl. Now, open your mouth."

      When I do, he secures the gag and slides the blindfold over my eyes once more. I feel his lips slowly glide between my tongue and gag as he melts me beneath his kiss. His lips move from my cheek and jaw to my neck while his hand slides to my pussy. A delighted gasp greets him when his fingers slide between my legs, and his laughter is dark and satisfied upon his findings, "Oh, baby I don't think you've ever been this wet for me." I then feel his slippery fingers caress my gagged lips as he whispers in my ear, "You're gonna make such a mess for me."

      He then re-inserts my right earbud, and within moments, the familiar and soothing sounds beckon me deeper into the initiation of his secret desires. As I greet an array of erotic new sensations, I notice an expansion. I discover that although I cannot see, I can truly observe. Although I cannot hear, I can truly listen; although I cannot speak, I can truly respond.

      Strewn up willingly before him, I discover the truth to his words that have been echoing in my mind, that a loss of my senses provides a discovery of myself. And it is in this moment, willingly stripped of all my senses, that I discover a new one; a sixth sense--the visceral, overwhelming freedom of full release, obtained only through full trust.
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            Tick-Tock

          

        

      

    

    
      “I’m sorry…” I pant, “I know this is taking forever…”

      His touch continues in delicious circles around my clit, “What is?”

      “Me cuming...it feels so good I just can’t cum yet…”

      His words dance across my neck and into my ear, “Why are you apologizing that I get to enjoy your pussy longer?”

      His right-hand moves to my hip to steady me as he deepens his strokes.

      “Because it's been seventeen minutes…”

      He stills and moves his hand to my cheeks, twisting my head back to meet his gaze, “You’ve seriously been watching the clock?”

      I feel my cheeks ignite under his firm grip, “I didn’t want to take too long…”

      His eyes somehow both soften and intensify simultaneously, “I knew I should’ve taken you to the playroom…”

      My anxiety is now gaining momentum, “I just don’t want you to get tired or bored or something…”

      He releases me and removes himself from me, “Go get our contract.”

      

      As I make my way to the dresser to retrieve the leather-bound notebook, his voice hits me from behind, “And a pen.”

      When I cannot locate a pen, I navigate in the nude to the office. Upon my return, he is sitting up against the bed, stroking his substantial erection, with a devious glimmer in his eye, “Come here.”

      I reach the notebook and pen out to him when I arrive at the side of the bed, but he does not take them.

      “Good girl. Set them right here and kneel over Daddy’s lap.”

      His warm hands hold my waist and guide me down onto him, causing him to groan slightly as my pussy engulfs him. “Flip back to the “Amendments” page.

      As I go to his requested page, he begins to maneuver my hips up and down over him, but I reach the page despite his distraction, “Okay, Daddy…”

      “Add the following,” he begins, timing the rhythm of his thrusts to his words, “No clocks, phones, or other time-telling devices are allowed in the same room during any playtime, whether in or out of the playroom.”

      I set the notebook on his chest and write it out to the best of my ability, despite my repeated vertical movements and increasingly aching pussy. When I put a period at the end of the sentence, I flip the notebook around to show him my shaky scribbles.

      “Good girl. Now go to ‘Disciplines’.”

      His pace remains slow, steady, and deep as I find the page, “Okay, Daddy…”

      His head leans against the headboard, and his eyes remain closed as he continues, “Submissive is to make no mention of time, including the hour, duration of any task, or complaint about personal performance within a designated time.” He is slow to speak, giving me time to copy his very pointed words as he continues to handle my body according to his pleasure.

      His concluding thought is delivered in breathless moans, “Upon a violation of this discipline, submissive will receive ten swats, and endure complete orgasm denial and a daily edging session for seven consecutive days.”

      My head pops up, “Why seven days?”

      He replies with a heavy breath and shut lids, “Ten swats. Seven days. You know how I love playing with the numbers you give me.”

      He lifts one eye in tandem with the corner of his mouth, and my blood boils with tantalizing pleasure at his words, his overpowering Dominance, and the current location of his cock.

      “Now, any other questions before you let me enjoy your incredibly tight…mmm...wet pussy?”

      My giggle and lip-bite serve as his cue to dig his hands into my hips and rev up his pace, “Notebook down. It’s time to focus on Daddy.”

      

      I continue to ride him while he brings his hands to my cheeks, “Repeat after me, ‘I belong to Daddy.’”

      My pussy tightens as I repeat his statement.

      His voice begins to seethe with his next line, “My time belongs to Daddy.”

      His gaze refuses to leave mine, “My time belongs to Daddy.”

      “And my orgasms belong to Daddy.”

      “Yes Daddy,” I begin with teary-eyes, overwhelmed at his intensity, “My orgasms are yours. I’m sorry I tried to take control…”

      A pleased, raspy exhale is his response as his hands return to my hips, pulling me down onto him, “Whose?”

      “Yours, Daddy!”

      He commits to his release and creates a chasm of pleasure for us to fill as he rapidly maneuvers my body. His fingers dig into me as his satisfaction grows, and I place my hands on his shoulders to steady myself as the heat between us explodes and his seed pours into me. 

      

      His body stills and his head falls back against the headboard for a moment of silent reprieve. I playfully squeeze around his tired cock, causing his brows to furrow and sharp breath to slither between his teeth, “I’d play nice if I were you—just because I came doesn’t mean I’m done with you. Actually,” he continues as he pushes himself up to a proper sit, “Lay here for a moment.” His hands grip my waist and encourage me to rise off of him, gently rolling me onto my side before he stands and makes his way to our toy chest, “On your stomach.”

      I listen behind me to his movement as I situate my chest against the soft cotton sheets. In the span of two breaths, he returns to me, and my right ankle is the first to be secured to the cuff by the under-the-mattress bondage system he keeps in place at all times. After my legs splay to each bed corner, he follows suit with my wrists until I am locked in place as a large “X.” The next sensation I feel is the soft, familiar strokes of the small cane across my bare ass as his voice pierces the silence, “I’m going to give you a choice.” He continues as he slides the cane across the backs of my thighs, “Your punishment as we just listed.” The cool touch travels back to my ass, “Or seventeen swats with this.”

      “…but I’ve never been able to get past twelve with that…”

      The ominous strokes continue, “I'm aware of that."

      “…I’ll still get ten swats either way though…”

      “Ten swats with my palm, not this. You have ten seconds to decide. Ten…”

      As he counts down, my mind races through as many pro’s and con’s as I have time to evaluate in nine seconds, but I become paralyzed by the overwhelming data swirling about my mind.

      He gives me two light taps on the ass with the cane, “What’s your choice, baby?”

      My throat tightens as I answer, “The cane, Daddy.”

      He chuckles, “You’re horny enough to face the cane, huh?”

      I press my face down into the bed to hide my embarrassed cheeks, but this does not stop him from slithering his hand between my legs, “Oh, you are a needy little girl…”

      He exacerbates the deep throbbing of my clit as his finger runs across its length in gentle strokes, “I’ll take care of this later…” He abruptly removes his touch, and I feel his weight lift from the bed, “But, first your mind needs to submit."

      The familiar coolness of the cane returns to my ass as he continues, “Every strike, I want you to alternate between the following statements, ‘Daddy owns my time,’ and ‘Daddy owns my pleasure.’ Understood?”

      My mouth is now dry in nervous anticipation, rendering my reply uncharacteristically quiet, “Yes, Daddy.”

      “Good girl.”

      

      Without any warning, the first strike hits, instantly increasing my decibel level as I cry out, “Daddy owns my time!” The second hit is slightly lower but close enough to intensify the throbbing from the first blow, “Daddy owns my pleasure!” The third torturous kiss of the cane follows suit, hitting incrementally lower again, “Daddy owns my time!” The strikes continue traveling across my ass, causing my body to tense and writhe with each blow as I cry out my instructed statements with a pained brow and teary eyes.

      “Just four more, baby.”

      The tears continue through the remaining blows, and although my ass is throbbing and my eyes swollen with salty tears, my mind has stalled, leaving me in the peaceful silence of his Dominance.

      “Good job, babygirl,” he begins as he crawls onto the bed between my legs, “How are you feeling?”

      I try to focus my dazed attention on him, “Quiet.”

      “Very good.”

      Long drips of lavender oil fall onto my ass before his strong hands slowly slide the oil across my tender skin, making me whimper in response.

      “That tender?”

      “Yes, Daddy,” I whine as his light pressure continues, “I almost called my safeword.”

      “I’m very proud of how strong you were, baby. And this will help.”

      When my throbbing flesh has mildly soothed, I hear the glass jar settle onto the wood floor, before I feel his oily hands run up my thighs, until his thumbs meet in the middle at my pussy, “Oh baby…you’re fucking soaked…”

      “I told you I’m needy, Daddy…”

      He begins focusing his attention on my clit, “Good. But you’re not allowed to cum.”

      “What?! But, the cane…” my mind trails off to focus on the pleasure between my thighs.

      “And what did you say as I was painting your flesh with my stripes?”

      “You own my time and pleasure,” I whimper at his pointed stimulation.

      “That’s right. So just focus on listening to Daddy, okay?”

      “But you’ve already spent so much ti…”

      His hand flails against my ass, “What was that?”

      “Nothing, Daddy!" I shriek, "Thank you for taking such good care of me…”

      “Mmm-hmm…”

      I breathe a sigh of relief, knowing I just barely got away with my almost infraction, and focus on my breath as his touch continues. He begins a gentle massage up and down my labia, but careful not to directly touch my clit. I close my eyes and begin to pace my breath to his steady strokes until my breath catches as he slides to my clit.

      He responds to my moans, "How does it feel?"

      "I want you to go faster!"

      He chuckles, "That's a good sign...but no. This isn't for your orgasm; it's for your pleasure."

      "Aren't they the same thing?!" I cry out at his unrelenting, paced strokes and gentle squeezes of my clit.

      The same dark chuckle returns, "Well just a few minutes ago, your pleasure was usurped by your anxiety over your lack of orgasm...so, no, I don't believe they are the same."

      Two of his strong fingers slide into me, and his strokes are long and slow, making deliberate contact with my g-spot upon every entry while he maintains the delicious circles around my clit.

      As my pleasure begins to build, my mind goes into high gear, "Are you enjoying this?"

      His hands abruptly leave me, and I feel the weight of the bed sink behind me as his hands simultaneously lift my hips, "You tell me." His cock is slow to fill me, allowing me the full sensation of his girth, "Do I seem pleased to you?"

      "Yes Daddy," I moan as he keeps my hips pulled tight against his torso, "You're so hard and so big..."

      "I think I need to keep you like this until I'm done with your massage." And with that, his fingers find my drenched clit once again, "I want you to use my cock to pleasure yourself while I rub you, okay?"

      "Yes, Daddy..." I affirm with a pleased, albeit hidden, lip-bite as I begin to rock my ass into and away from him.

      "Yes," he seethes, "move with my pace, baby..."

      My eyes flash open and out of my trance when I feel a new, additional sensation on my ass.

      He chuckles, "I didn't mean to startle you, babygirl...can you relax it again for me?"

      I re-direct my attention to the continued stimulation on my aching clit at his request.

      "There we go," he praises as he circles my ass with his thumb, "Just move with it all, baby."

      I whimper at the overwhelming pleasure being generated from his apt handling of my body as I sink into the steady rhythm of his stimulation.

      "Oh your pussy is soaked, babygirl...how do you feel?"

      "I want more!" I exclaim, "Oh...gawd...everything aches...Daddy, please!"

      He neither accelerates his pace, nor intensifies his pressure, but steadily continues despite my protests, "Who owns your pleasure?"

      "You do, Daddy..." I whine.

      "So if I want this to be the extent of your pleasure, I'm at liberty to stop right now, am I not?"

      "Yes, Daddy..."

      "Good girl. Now if and when I want you to cum, I'll tell you to do so. In the meantime, just focus on what you feel, okay?"

      "Yes, Daddy..."

      In just a few quiet moments, I sink back into my previous trance, finding myself lost in an amalgam of noises and movements without any sense of surrounding, especially time. His voice pierces the overwhelming silence of my mind, "Cum for me, baby."

      Both the pressure and pace of his touch increases, and in two breaths, I fall into the depths of his controlled release.
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      “Ooh! Really?! What’s the special occasion?”

      “This is your favorite place, right?” He replies as the car slows to a stop in front of my favorite restaurant.

      “Yes!”

      “That is reason enough.”

      My humiliatingly girlish squeal that I try diligently to keep caged emerges as I lean across the console and into his lips. They welcome me but do not reciprocate my enthusiasm, and he gently pulls away after just a moment, “You ready?”

      Although taken aback by his uncharacteristic response, his smile is light, and his eyes glimmer with playfulness, so I shake off my mixed reading and move to stow my phone in the console as is date-night protocol.

      “No,” He interrupts, “Bring your phone. Silence it, and do not take it out of your purse unless instructed.”

      “...who are you, and what have you done with my husband?!”

      His smile is slight as he kisses the back of my hand in response. He then rises and closes the door behind him to come around and open mine.
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        * * *

      

      “So…?” I begin as we slide into our rounded high-backed booth, situated perfectly in a quiet corner behind the massive glass-front wine cooler.

      “So…what?” He returns as he slides off his jacket before joining me in our booth.

      “So, why are you all of a sudden okay with phones on date night?”

      “Everything has its place. Tonight, phones serve a purpose.”

      Unfortunately, our waitress disallows him time to elaborate, “Good evening Sir. Ma’am.” After the rote greetings, drink orders and waxing eloquent about the chef’s specials, she gestures to his coat, “I can check that for you, sir…”

      “No. Thank you,” He says brusquely, effectively dismissing Rachael.

      She nods politely, “I’ll be back in just a moment with your drinks."

      I smile kindly at her in response, as he takes his jacket and slides it across my lap, “You look beautiful tonight.”

      “I’m glad Sir finds me pleasing...”

      His playful smirk accompanies his words, “Indeed.” His slow, deep kiss consumes my sense of reality, leaving me weak when he pulls away. I slide close to him and press my thigh against him as I rest my head on his shoulder. Without warning, my relentless mind jumps back to our conversation, “So why did you allow phones this time?”

      He shakes his head dismissively, “Have you decided what you’re going to get?”

      “Why are you ignoring my question?!”

      Just as I think I’m about to make progress, Rachael efficiently delivers our Cabernet and Pellegrino, “Shall I give you a few more minutes to decide?”

      He does not look up from the menu, “You shall.”

      With another silent nod, Rachael departs, leaving room for me to chime in, “Why are you being mean to our waitress?”

      He turns his full attention to me, “I’m not being mean, I’m being terse.”

      “Why are you being ‘terse’?” I sass.

      “To send a message; to convey a boundary.”

      “What boundary? What message?”

      “I’ll tell you when we get home. Now, do you know what you want?” He nods toward my menu.

      His subdued Dominance begins to light the wild, warm flame of my submission as I shake my head no.

      “I suggest you figure it out before I order for you…”

      Ignoring the growing heat in my chest to heed his recommendation, I decide on my choice of sustenance and rest in his arms as I allow myself to wade in the shallows of subspace, surrounded by a sea of unsuspecting eyes.

      After Rachael has taken our orders and finally leaves us in solitude, he abruptly pulls his jacket from my lap and leans into my ear, “Go to the bathroom and check your phone.” His voice is deep and low and drips an intense heat down my spine as though his words flow from his tongue in the form of molten lava. My eyes snap over to him as a nervously curious smile graces my lips, “Okay…”

      His hand grips my thigh to halt my proceeding, “What was that?”

      “Yes, Sir…”

      His hand releases me and makes its way to my rose-hued cheek, “Good girl."

      Finding my mouth suddenly dry, I redirect my attention to my Cabernet and take an unnecessarily long moment to consume a large gulp in hopes of grounding my mind and legs from the unknown task ahead of me. His eyes stay unwaveringly upon me as he allows me this obvious distraction, “You’re cute when you’re nervous.”

      I play it cool to try to redeem some of my dignity and gently set my glass down, “I’ll be back in a moment.” My eyes avoid him as I slide out of the booth with my clutch in tow.

      There is already a message waiting for me as I proceed toward an empty stall, “Take off your panties and put them in your purse.”

      “Yes Sir,” I text back before quickly obeying his request.

      My phone buzzes as I readjust my dress, “Show me.”

      I snap a photo of the panties obediently in my purse.

      My phone vibrates in response, “I don’t give a shit about your purse. Show me your pussy.”

      The molten lava he injected into my spine has now made its way between my thighs, which is even more noticeable as I lift my dress and take his requested photo.

      “Now that is much better. Very good girl.”

      “Thank you, Sir. May I return to the table now?”

      “No. First, send me a video of you edging yourself.”

      “Here???”

      “Unless you’d rather I do it here at the table…”

      My stomach drops, “No, Sir. Here is fine.”

      “That’s what I thought. Now, if orgasm is a ten, I want you to stop when you get to a level nine, understood?”

      “Yes Sir.”

      “And I want equal footage of your pussy and your face, understood?”

      My heart is pounding, and I want nothing more than to get his task over with before someone walks in, “Yes Sir, I will show you everything you wish to see.”

      “THAT is a very good girl. Our appetizers just arrived; I’ll be enjoying them as I await your provided entertainment.”

      My lips are tight with a suppressed smile as I steady myself against the door of the bathroom stall, breathing deeply as I open my camera. I lift my dress past my hips and widen my legs as I close my eyes and slowly slide my right hand across my thigh and between my legs. When my fingers reach my pussy, I find the molten lava that has been stirring inside of me is now ready to drip down my legs. With one final steadying breath, I bring the camera to my face and begin recording as my fingers delve into my soaked pussy.

      “I’m so wet for you, Sir,” I whisper to the camera before lowering the view between my legs. I open myself directly over the camera as I rub my juices over my clit, evoking an intense and needy ache. After teasing myself with my wetness, I redirect the camera back to my increasingly desperate countenance, “It’s not going to take long, Sir. I’m so needy…I ache so much…”

      I move the camera to my throbbing clit once again, circling it rapidly and bringing myself to the edge all too quickly. With quick flashes of footage of my panting tongue and furrowed brows, I keep the focus on my pussy until I begin to feel the impending waves of pleasure ready to roll over me. I jerk my hand away and bring the attention back to my visage, “I stopped Sir…” I pant to the camera, “Oh…god…it aches so much…” I catch my breath as I finish my video, “I hope you enjoyed that, Sir. I love you.”

      After adjusting my dress and sending both the video and a follow-up text asking permission to return to the table, I gather my things and make my way to the vanity. As I dry my hands, my phone buzzes, “Yes, you may."

      Although I was hoping for more of a response, I am pleased with his approval and return to the sea of unsuspecting eyes, still blushing with our little secret. I look across the restaurant to see his knowing eyes already on me as I begin the short journey back to him. He says nothing but watches me closely as I slide into the booth, almost immediately placing his jacket onto my lap while I settle in. As I grab my wine glass with my right hand, he takes my left hand for a gentle kiss before lowering it below the table and onto his thigh. He wraps his right arm around me and pulls me close to him, evoking a slight giggle from my wine-kissed lips.

      My playful mood shifts, however, when he proceeds to slide my hand to his erection and leans into my ear, “This is how good you did, baby.

      I thought I was going to explode right here in this fucking seat while I watched it.”

      “You watched it here???” I whisper.

      He guides my hand slowly across the length of his shaft, with a wicked grin, “I was discreet.”

      My body tightens as a series of “Ohmygod ohmygod ohmygod,” plays on a loop in my mind. He guides my hand to slow and still, returns it to his thigh in response, and angles his chest to me, “I know your limits. Have I ever violated them?”

      I shake my head “no,” as my anxiety fades into a trusting smile.

      He strokes my cheek before straightening out and nodding toward the plate of our hors d'oeuvres, “Eat. Please.”

      I heed his encouragement, but as I begin to savor the synthesis of the brilliant wine pairing, he slides closer to me and slithers his hand beneath his jacket with an immediate trajectory to one specific location.

      My eyes widen, and I slowly turn my head to him mid-bite.

      He chuckles, “Enjoying the food?”

      I nod my head and try to play it cool, “Very delicious.”

      He picks up the pace of his hidden torture, “This is very delicious. And I plan to eat it later.”

      I hide behind my wine glass for a long sip in futile attempts to control the growing ache between my legs. When I finally set it down, I casually turn my attention to him as I try to remember that we are, in fact, still in a public place and required to maintain appropriate facial expressions and decibel levels.

      "Are you going to do this the whole time?"

      His devilish smirk appears, “Just until the food arrives.”

      I try to think of how human beings should act in a public place when they’re not being edged under a table, and mimic that, as most of my mental functions are being otherwise occupied. I do maintain enough of my faculties to thank any deity who will listen that Rachael approaches as a promised end to my torture. However, his fingers do not still as she approaches. Instead, they slow and press harder against me, allowing me to act somewhat normal in a slight reprieve from the intensity.

      “How was everything so far?” Rachael broaches as she sets our plates on the cloth-covered table.

      His laconic communication returns, “Fine. More wine please.”

      Looking for a friendlier face, she turns her attention to me, “And you, ma’am?”

      “Yes. Fine. Thank you.”

      I intensely examine her countenance upon hearing my reply, hoping she departs the table with the same ambiguity in which she arrived. I do not believe myself successful in this endeavor as she awkwardly redirects her attention to Mr. Taciturn as his fingers continue to play with me, “Is there anything else you need?”

      “Leave the bottle.”

      “Yes Sir.” She still avoids looking at me directly, “Enjoy your meal.”
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        * * *

      

      “Well, that was one of the best dinners I’ve ever had,” his voice rings with pleasure as the car warms up.

      I blush slightly at his reference, “Yes, that was…interesting.”

      He chuckles as he pulls the car out of our parking spot, “Interesting?”

      I remain silent in anticipation, believing myself to have just accidentally poked at his Dominance.

      "You know what I think would be interesting?”

      ‘Oh you’ve done it now,’ echoes in my mind as he continues, “You edging yourself the entire way home.”

      “Are you serious?”

      “Quite.”

      “But you’ve been edging me the whole time!”

      His head briefly snaps over to me, “What was that?”

      “I’m sorry…I just…I’m just aching so bad I don’t know if I can handle anymore, Sir…”

      “Let’s find out, shall we? Slide your hand up your dress.”

      When I do, I’m shocked I haven’t been dripping down my legs.

      “How do you feel?”

      “I’m drenched, Sir…”

      “Good girl. Now don’t just tease—edge. I want you to stay as close to the line as possible until we get home.”

      “Yes…Sir…” I pant as I lean my head back and close my eyes to absorb the sensation of my fingers reluctantly running across my throbbing clit.

      My eyes instinctively open when I feel the car slow to a stop at a traffic light. I glance out the passenger side window, make direct eye contact with the car full of onlookers, and my hand jolts to a stop.

      “Did I tell you to stop?”

      “But…” I nod my head to the car to our right.

      “I don’t care. They can’t see what you’re doing. Continue.”

      “But…my face though…”

      His lips slowly slide up into a wicked smile, “I know. Continue. Or I’ll pull your shy little mouth on my cock right now, and there will be no doubt what you’re doing.”

      Knowing his threat is one hundred percent valid, I obediently resume my edging assignment and keep myself right on the line through traffic until he pulls the car into the garage.

      He turns off the ignition and lowers the garage door before addressing me, “Stop now.”

      I moan out my pained relief as he slides his seat back and pulls his large erection from his slacks, “Get over here, baby.”

      I practically jump onto his lap and eagerly slide on top of him.

      “Holy shit, baby,” he moans as his eyes close and his head falls against the headrest. I ride him with all the pent up energy I have, desperate for release, “May I rub my clit, Sir?”

      His eyes open as he smiles and grabs my head in his hands, “You rub it and ride me until you squirt it all out, baby.”

      

      His lips consume mine and propel me quicker into the depths of pleasure, and I find myself unable to resist him, “Oh…god…I’m gonna cum, Sir…”

      “Good,” his voice is ragged as he moves his hands to my hips and guides me harder and deeper over him, “So am I…”

      Our release is mutual as we fall into each other in a heap of ragged breaths, “Oh, thank you, Sir…I needed that so much.”

      He grips my hair and gently pulls my head from his shoulder, “Good. Now, why don’t we go inside so I can have my dessert…”
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