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The Dinner Party Centerpiece

Exhibition, Humiliation, and
Submission






"You'll be wonderful," Jonathon had said
softly to me the night before. He had put an encouraging hand on my
naked thigh. His strong fingers always felt so good on my skin.
"You don't know how to be anything other than wonderful. Every time
I look at you it makes me happy, and I can't see how anyone else
would be different."

"Yes, sir," I had said, the fear obvious in
my voice.

"That's a good girl. I know you want to make
me happy, and this will make me very happy."

"Yes, sir," I agreed, trying to be a little
more enthusiastic. If it made him happy then of course I would do
it. I just - I wished it wasn't this.

"I'll give you something to distract you and
make it fun. We'll have fun. Alright? We'll make it a little
game."

At first, those words had comforted me. He
could say anything in that tender, baritone voice of his and I
would find it comforting. I could look into his eyes, at his
strong-boned face, and know that everything would be alright.

But then I found out what he had meant.

I was going to be serving the food at a
dinner party he wanted to throw for some of his old friends from
law school. Even under normal circumstances, the prospect of
socializing with his peers among the social elite petrified me. I
felt so gangly and awkward in the presence of such grace and
gravitas. When I heard what he thought would make it fun, I had
buried my face in his chest and begged him not to make me do
it.

"Erica," he said. "I know you, don't I?"

"Yes, sir."

"And when I want to give you pleasure, it's
pleasurable isn't it? And when I want to punish you, isn't it
painful?"

"Yes, sir," I agreed.

"And isn't the idea just a little bit
arousing?"

I struggled with the question. "Yes, sir," I
finally admitted.

"Of course it is," he said encouragingly.

That afternoon he brought me my uniform. It
wasn't exactly a French maid's outfit, but it certainly hinted in
that direction. It was a little skimpy, but that was really only
the beginning of my qualms. The outfit included a leather harness
worn under my dress, and no panties. Embedded in the harness was a
small vibrator that would rest against my clit. The vibrator had no
apparent buttons or switches.

"It's remote controlled," he said simply.
"This is our game. If you can make it through the meal without
spilling any of the food, I will give you a treat when the guests
leave. Does that sound fair?"

"And if I do spill some, sir?" I asked,
hoping for a spanking later that night.

"If you spill any of the food? I'll make you
serve desert naked."

"What!? But -" I stared up into his face,
desperate to find some hint that he wasn't serious. The prospect
terrified me beyond anything he had threatened me with before.

"It'll give you something to think about," he
said, amused by my reaction. "You don't have to drop the food if
you don't want to. Now come here. I want to see how you'll look in
it."

He undressed me unceremoniously, piling my
clothes on a chair. I crossed my arms over my stomach and shivered
against the slight chill of the room. He held the dress up beside
me and examined it and me, pursing his lips.

"I just worry it won't show off your best
features," he tutted absently, "but it is what it is. Put your arms
up."

I lifted my arms and he gave a playful little
tickle to my breast and I laughed in spite or maybe because of my
nervousness. He pulled the dress down over me and stepped back.

Its black fabric was tight and flimsy, doing
little to obscure the shape of my body beneath it. I smoothed the
front of it and noticed with a confusing twinge of mortification
and arousal the way my nipples were standing up through the
cloth.

"I was wrong," he said. "This is better than
I could have hoped."

He stepped sideways so that I could look in
the mirror, and I gazed on my reflection in apprehension.
Everything about me seemed ... inappropriate for high company. I
suppose that was what he had in mind. I felt very plain-faced as I
stared at my reflection, and I was trembling visibly. This outfit
seemed purposefully designed to ensure that when I was in the room,
everyone would be staring.

"And now this," he said, coming up behind me
with the harness dangling from a finger. I leaned back into him and
tried to take comfort from his contact. He smelled good, and more
than anything I wanted these dinner party guests to cancel and let
us be together, him and me, alone tonight.

But he brought me back to the task at hand as
he bent and began sliding the harness up my legs. It was less
substantial than I had expected: just a series of loops with no
covering of any kind. The straps were pleasantly cool and the rich
texture felt luxurious as it slid up my skin. I blushed a little as
he pulled it into position. Simply the way it sat on me - the
places where its snugness applied pressure - made me intensely
aware of that part of my body. I felt myself becoming a little wet
just standing there.

"How does that feel?" he asked, smoothing my
dress back down.

I caught his eye in the mirror and blushed
deeply.

"Good," he said, smiling. "It fits well,
then."

A babble of voices came from down the hall,
and he left me to greet his guests. "Just bring the food out as the
caterers have it ready," he said in parting encouragement. "And
have some fun. I'm very much looking forward to this."

I took a shallow breath and tried to nod. I
couldn't ignore the hope that something might come up to stop this
all from happening.

His face softened as he saw the misery on my
face, and he came back, putting his arms around me and his face in
my hair.

"You know, Erica, before I met you I could
never be satisfied by a single woman. They lined up for me and I
passed from one to the next. I never found what I was looking for,
for a very long time. Did you know that?"

"No, sir," I said, close to tears.

"But I haven't been that way with you. You
never bore me. You are all I ever find myself wanting. Do you know
why?"

"No, sir," I repeated.

He took my face in his hands and made me look
at him. "It's because you are very brave and because you trust me
very much. It is because you know that I would never do anything to
hurt you, and I would never ask you to do something that I did not
think was good for you, in the long run. You do know that, don't
you?"

I swallowed, beyond words, and nodded.

"I'm glad you do," he said. "I think we are
going to enjoy ourselves tonight, once you learn to let go."

He kissed me on the forehead and left.

I turned back to the mirror to compose
myself. I smoothed the dress, hiked up the harness higher on my
thighs, and did my best to adapt a calm smile. If I could just keep
a grip on things, the guests might leave none the wiser.

With that smile in place, I moved out into
the expansive kitchen where the caterers were beginning to arrange
the hors d'oeuvres aesthetically on several broad trays. The babble
of voices from the foyer was louder here, and the terror that he
had temporarily banished began to return. If it were any other man
asking me to do this ...

One of the cooks gestured towards me and
pointed at a tray of crab cakes.

"Oh," I said. "Already?"

But he had already turned back to the next
course.

I took a deep breath and hefted the tray in
one hand. You're just serving food, I told myself. There's no
reason to think you'll be conspicuous.

I had just taken a step towards the door when
I felt a sudden vibration in a very sensitive spot. I almost lost
the tray in surprise and stumbled back a step in my heels before
getting a grip on myself. It stopped after a moment. My God, that
had affected me much more strongly than I had expected. I was more
aroused than I thought. This was going to be very, very difficult.
If it went off when I was in there, I wasn't sure I could hide
it.

I steeled myself again and moved towards the
kitchen door. It was now or never.

With a fixed smile in place, I wheeled into
the foyer and was greeted by the sight of a dozen or so very
well-dressed men and women arranged in clumps. Several of them
turned and glanced at me as I approached, but I kept the tray in
front of me as best I could and seemed to be eluding major
attention.

"Aha!" I heard Jonathon's voice exclaim, loud
enough that the rest of the room turned towards him. "Here she is.
Friends, if I can call your attention to a very special friend of
mine, Miss Erica Liddell."

A dozen pairs of eyes turned and fixed me on
the spot. I froze, taken by surprise that he would address me, and
did my best to smile graciously.

"As I was just mentioning," Jonathon went on,
"she will be seeing to our needs this evening, and I have arranged
a very special way for any or all of you to express your
gratitude."

A murmur of recognition passed through the
gathering, and I felt on the outside of an inside joke. What was
going on?

"Erica, would you come here please?"

I bobbed slightly in acknowledgement and made
my way across the room to stand by his side.

"This is one of several buttons that have
been placed throughout this room and the dining room for your
convenient access," he went on, holding up a black box with a
prominent metal switch atop it.

I gaped at him, my heart fluttering and my
face beginning to redden as I realized with horror what he was
saying.

"These buttons serve as remote controls to a
device attached to Erica's person that will make her feel very,
very good. If at any point you find her service to be satisfactory,
I encourage you to reward her."

A slight murmur passed through the group, and
I was uncomfortably aware of their eyes shifting their focus back
onto me.

"It is a simple mechanism. Just push this
button like so."

I gasped loudly and my free hand clutched
involuntarily at my groin as the harness came alive again within my
dress. Waves of radiant stimulation flooded into my abdomen and I
swayed on my feet, my eyes closed and my breathing heavy.

Then it stopped. I opened my eyes
reluctantly, looking back out at the faces turned on me in intense
fascination.

"Did that feel good, Erica?" I heard him ask
from beside me.

I turned to him, my eyes pleading and
chagrined, but he met my appeal with nothing but an encouraging
smile.

"I - yes, sir," I stammered at last.

"And what do you say when someone makes you
feel good, Erica?"

"Ah - thank you, sir."

"There you have it then," he said, turning
back to the crowd. "Far be it from me to host a boring soiree."

Titters of laughter met this, and I couldn't
shake the unwelcome thought that they were more for me than for his
joke.

"Back to business, then, Erica," he said.
"There's no sense in letting the food go stale."

I bobbed, straightening myself, and turned my
flushed face back on the crowd.

Small pockets of conversation sprang up, but
for the most part the guests seemed more interested in watching me
as I circulated through their midst, offering hors d'oeuvres. They
all seemed curious to see who would be the first one bold enough to
take part in Jonathon's little experiment. To them I'm sure it
seemed an amusing little joke or curiosity, but in my shoes it felt
deadly serious, deeply humiliating, and - if I dared admit it -
more than a little bit hot.

The first one to vibrate me did so
unannounced. He was a handsome man, maybe in his mid-40s with a
sort of mischievous twinkle in his eyes as he watched me approach
that told me to watch out for him. He took a crab-cake from my tray
and I turned meekly away from him, afraid what would happen if I
maintained eye contact.

I had only gone three or four steps when I
felt myself come alive. Again, caught unawares, I doubled over and
gasped loudly just as I was passing through a clump of three women
in tasteful evening wear. Again I managed to save the tray from
spilling, but it rocked dangerously before I regained control.

I turned back to see what had happened, and
caught Jonathon's eye from across the room. He raised his eyebrows
at me, as if to say, 'Well?'

"Th-thank you, sir," I managed to get out at
the man who had pressed the buzzer, a bit breathless and hesitant
to meet his eye. I finally glanced up shyly and he winked at me
before turning back to resume conversation with a man to his
right.

I stumbled a little as I turned back around.
The tray was mercifully depleted by that point, and I offered away
the final two pieces and made a dignified dash for the kitchen.

Once through the door and I dropped the empty
tray on a counter and pressed myself against a wall, breathing hard
and clutching at myself. Jesus Christ, this was hard. What a cruel
joke this all was.

I had thought the vibrator was just a way for
him to mess with me as I tried to act dignified and polite in
company in which he knew I was uncomfortable. Instead, my own
sexuality had become the central entertainment of the evening. They
were all brought in on it. To my surprise and embarrassment, that
only seemed to make it that much more potent.

My eye caught the empty tray, glinting in the
soft light of the kitchen's chandelier. I reflected with fresh
anxiety on how close I had come to dropping it. The punishment for
spilling food seemed a very real danger now. One little misstep and
that would be it.

I writhed against the wall, imagining having
to pass back out through those doors naked, feeling a dozen pairs
of eyes roving over my nude body. I was wet and terrified at the
same time. I couldn't let that happen. I simply couldn't bear to
let that happen.

"Soup's ready," one of the cooks called over
to me.

I looked up and saw the bowls lined up on the
table, filled with some kind of mushroom soup. I took two very deep
breaths. As I released the second one, tears threatened to come
into my eyes, but I kept them away, pulled at my dress, and went
over to take up the first load of bowls. No matter how I arranged
them on a tray, it felt unbalanced, and I had an awful image of me
pitching forward, soup flying through the air to coat tables and
guests alike, and then ... well, I knew what would be next. Don't
think about that, I pleaded with myself.

Doing the best I could with the tray of soup,
I pushed out of the door that opened into the dining room.

The guests were seating themselves around the
long table. Jonathon had taken his seat at the head, and in ones
and twos the other guests were finding their places.

Trying not to seem like I was hurrying, I
began setting bowls at the place settings, beginning at the far end
and working my way towards Jonathon. It took me three trips back
and forth from the kitchen, and by the time I was setting the last
bowl in front of Jonathon, all were seated and I was left the only
one standing in the room. In such a position, it seemed impossible
to be inconspicuous.

Jonathon beamed at me and then looked
expectantly down the table.

"Would someone like to thank your server?" he
asked.

I turned, caught in the act of departing, my
legs growing tense in expectation and my nipples hardening
perceptibly, as if my body had already learned what came next and
was preemptively prepared.

A silence ensued, stretching on awkwardly as
I stood above them all, unsure what was expected of me.

"Oh, give me that," said one woman with a
sort of indulgent air. She was maybe a year or two older than
Jonathon, and the eyes she turned on me were alight with amusement
that did not seem entirely sympathetic.

The switch was in her hands and her gaze made
contact with mine and held me, standing awkwardly on the spot,
staring at her, waiting for her to press the button. I was caught
between the social pressure to look eager, as they all expected me
to be, and the deeper, more personal humiliation at my situation
and the way I was being treated. I looked into her eyes, waiting,
and then the vibrator jumped to life against me, sending pulsing
waves into me.

Expecting it and knowing how intense it would
be, I was prepared. My thighs clamped together slightly, but
otherwise I managed to keep my reaction from being unseemly. I
smiled, perhaps a bit uncomfortably, at the room of people watching
me receive sexual gratification. They watched me expectantly. There
was no denying that it felt very, very good.

The woman released the button, looking a bit
disappointed.

"Thank you, ma'am," I said, bobbing a little,
desperate to retreat back to the kitchen.

I had already moved two steps in that
direction when Jonathon called me back. I froze, desperate to leave
but unable to ignore him.

"Erica," he said, a chiding note in his
voice.

I turned slowly. "Yes, sir?" I asked in a
voice that sounded very high-pitched, even to me.

"You are not being very accommodating. Sandra
has just been good enough to give you a reward. Wasn't that nice of
her?"

"Yes, sir," I agreed in slight confusion,
trying to smile again at the woman.

"And you deliberately tried to disguise the
value of what she was giving you. Don't you think the true reward
for generosity comes in seeing the pleasure that you give to
another person?"

"I - Yes, sir, I suppose."

"Well, I - and I'm sure many of our guests
here tonight - consider it the height of ingratitude to
deliberately disguise one's pleasure derived from a gift."

"I'm sorry, sir," I said.

"Don't apologize to me, Erica," he said.
"It's not me you've offended."

I swallowed and nodded. I turned back to the
woman. "I'm sorry, ma'am."

"Promise her it won't happen again."

"It won't happen again," I repeated. I could
tell my face must be scarlet. The eyes of the room were burning me
like so many stage lights.

"You can press it again, Sandra," Jonathon
said down the table. "Make sure she has enough time to really show
how much it means to her."

I looked at him pleadingly, but he did not
have eyes for me.

The man to the woman's right whispered
something and she giggled, turning back to me. She put the
controller on the table and, very deliberately, pressed down the
button.

Again I caught fire. The rolling pulses
traveled up into me, through me, traversing me from limb to limb.
At first I fought to walk a fine line between restraint and my
natural reaction, but as the pleasure grew it became too much for
me and I abandoned all self-control.

A moan escaped my lips and my free hand
grasped at my breast through the dress. I was bent partly over, my
legs spread slightly, living within that moment of building
pleasure. The room seemed to swim out of mental focus, and I let
out a choking laugh of physical delight.

Suddenly, crushingly, the sensation ended. My
eyes opened, staring down at the floor.

"Oh, she seems so disappointed now," I heard
a voice muse. "Would you like just a little bit more, dear?"

"Yes," I gasped, without thinking.

I heard distant titters of laughter, but they
didn't really seem to matter. All that mattered was that - yes, the
harness was moving again.

As if I had not missed a moment, I was again
descending into that crimson void. The gravity holding my feet to
the floor seemed to lessen and then intensify and I felt myself
swaying on my feet. I was moaning again, louder now.

My pulse was rising. I could feel myself
approaching climax. Thank you, I was saying aloud. Thank you.

"I think that will need to be enough for
right now," I heard Jonathon say from a very great distance.

The sensation stopped. I gripped myself,
willing it to return, but it did not.

Again I opened my eyes, and slowly raised my
face. My palms were sweaty and my breath was coming in gasps.

"Our meal is far from over," Jonathon was
saying. "I don't think it would be prudent to distract Erica to the
point that she cannot perform her duties. Say thank you, Erica, and
you may go."

I took a long, steadying breath and
rebalanced the tray. "Thank you," I managed to say in a quiet,
breathy voice. I backed away, stumbling slightly, and then turned
and retreated to the kitchen.

Beyond the kitchen door I discarded the tray
on a counter and hurried past the caterers into the adjoining
bathroom, closing the door behind me. Immediately I pulled up my
dress and began trying at myself.

After thirty seconds, I wanted to scream in
frustration. The harness was skin-tight and completely monopolized
my clit. Was that by design? I tried worming a finger underneath
and tried rubbing over the leather, but neither was enough. After
another minute, I moved lower and was able to get a finger into my
soaking hole, though my motion was still restricted by the
harness.

I fingered myself with increasing urgency
until, with a stifled moan, I orgasmed. It was not all that had
been promised in that blood pounding moment out on the dining room
floor, but it was sweet release and I savored it with fists
clenched and toes curled. I pressed my back against the wall,
gasping heavily.

"My God," I breathed aloud into the empty
bathroom.

After taking a moment to collect myself, I
stood up and considered the sight of myself in the mirror. My hair
was mussed. My face was flushed a deep scarlet and was slick with
perspiration. Everything about the face looking back at me said,
"This girl has just been fucked."

I bent to the sink and plunged my face into a
cupped hand of cold water. The liquid streamed over my skin and
when I opened my eyes the colors of the room had lost the rosy,
slightly vaporous tint.

I stared at myself again. This was a hell of
a lot more intense than I had been prepared for. Even as terrified
as I had been, this was beyond my wildest expectations.

I bent and tried to examine the vibrator, but
it was hidden within a hood of leather. Maybe it was just the
environment. Maybe I really ... liked getting pleasured in front of
people.

But I also didn't like it. Maybe that was
half the problem. This whole exercise was so confusing. Only one
truth remained unassailable, in the midst of all this
second-guessing and doubt: I could not spill the food. I simply
could not face the prospect of going out there naked. The notion
was too terrible to consider. I simply couldn't do it. I couldn't.
I had to avoid it, whatever the cost. I -

I found my thumb straying up my dress and
under the waistband of the harness, tugging at it experimentally. I
had watched him put it on me. It was a simple buckle.

The thought of disobeying Jonathon was
foreign to me. It made me tight in my chest, just to imagine it. It
had been months since the thought of being anything other than
obedient, open, and honest with him had so as crossed my mind. And
yet ... was it in me to go through with this dinner party
otherwise?

The next time someone pressed that button
when I had food in my hands, I was going to drop the tray. It would
have happened already if there had been anything on the soup tray.
If I could just take Jonathon aside and explain to him that this
was too much for me.

But no, the image of his disappointed face
was so distressing that I blocked it from my mind. If I was going
to avoid his little challenge, I was going to do it without him
ever knowing. It made me intensely guilty to acknowledge that fact,
but it was unavoidable. I was going to disobey him.

I looked my reflection in the eye one last
time, pulled the buckle loose, and began working the tight harness
downwards. The strap that had run between my legs smeared my juice
down the inside of my thigh.

Once it was off I felt oddly naked, as though
in that short span of time wearing it I had already melded myself
to it. I shook the notion from my head, hid the harness in the back
of the cabinet beneath the sink, and returned to the kitchen.

The cooks were already in the process of
arranging the main course on large plates. It was time to go
retrieve those bowls. I steadied myself, trying not to imagine
myself as last they saw me, red-faced and almost mewing from
arousal and desire.

I pushed out into the dining room. Eyes
flicked to me, some disinterested, some amused. Some expected
another show. I smiled a bit shyly and began stacking bowls to take
back into the kitchen.

After two trips into the kitchen, and with
the final load of bowls in my hand, I cast an expectant glance
towards the head of the table. Jonathon seemed amused to catch my
eye with such an expression on my face. I flushed. I hadn't been
asking for anything. I just - I just expected it. I mean, I didn't
even have the harness on, though of course he didn't know that. Why
would I be requesting it?

It was a new man towards the far end of the
table who pressed the button this time. I watched him closely to
get the timing of my reaction right. When I saw his finger go down,
I clutched at myself as I had before, biting my lip and breathing
fast through my nostrils but being sure to keep the bowls
well-balanced.

I saw him release the button, and pretended
to take a moment to recover. "Thank you, sir," I said.

I cast an involuntary glance back at Jonathon
as I left. He was watching me intently and, perhaps it was just my
imagination, but there seemed something suspicious in his
expression. I chalked it up to my own guilty conscience and tried
not to think anything more about it.

The sequence repeated again when I brought
out the entrees. I did everything I could think of to make my
acting believable, short of completely humiliating myself, but
again I caught that same look from Jonathon. It wasn't openly
accusatory or anything. It just seemed like he knew I was up to
something. I chose to act oblivious and gave him a pleading look,
trying to make my discomfort and humiliation as real as possible,
but he just raised an eyebrow.

He knows me too well, I thought
apprehensively. He always knows when I've been bad. In spite of
myself, I squirmed a little in delicious anticipation of the
punishment I was going to get for this. As much as I hated to
disappoint him, he was always so irresistible when he disciplined
me that sometimes I almost forgot to feel bad.

Thoughts of an impending punishment, both
welcome and frightening, occupied me as the guests consumed the
main course. I nibbled at a bit of the leftovers and occasionally
peaked out the cracked kitchen door.

When I saw that they had finished eating, I
set aside my own food and ventured out into the dining hall. I
blushed as I noticed Jonathon watching me, though I didn't know
why.

Again I worked up the table towards him,
plate by plate. From the way he was looking at me, I began to worry
that he would say something to me as I cleared his place. He was
going to ask me a question and simply by my answer he would be able
to tell, as he always could, that something was amiss.

I held my breath as I approached him. Even in
the most relaxed settings I still got an electric tingle when I was
near him. He just had that effect on me. Now, in these
circumstances, he seemed to fill my horizon.

I drew up and began to gather his plate and
silverware. He leaned back, letting his hand rest familiarly on my
ass as I bent forward to clear his place. His touch affected me as
it always did, and my breath caught in my throat.

"You have been very good, Erica," he said low
enough that only I could hear. "Have you been enjoying
yourself?"

"I -" I began, and then gasped. As he had
been speaking, his hand had moved down, under my dress from behind,
and pressed between my thighs. He felt at me, his fingers moving
against me, feeling at my naked pussy where the strap of the
harness should have been.

I turned to look at him, my face chagrined.
He looked stern but unsurprised, as if he had suspected this very
transgression from the moment that I had committed it.

"Poor Erica," he said softly. "So very
transparent. And now, of course, you pay the price. It's all very
heart-rending, really. If only your master was not such a
hard-ass."

To my profound unease, the volume of his
voice had begun to rise. Several of the guests sitting close to the
head of the table had fallen silent and turned to look at us.

"Is something wrong?" One of them asked.

"Something wrong?" Jonathon repeated. "You
tell me."

And without warning and faster than I could
react, he took my dress in both his hands and lifted it to my
stomach, exposing me to the entire table. My hands flew down and
began to wrestle against him to cover myself. Mutely I struggled,
and all the while the strangers stared at my naked lower half.
Conversation stopped as one by one the guests noticed what was
happening in silence at one end of the table.

After an eternity that stretched for several
seconds, he released his grip and I quickly covered myself,
whimpering and humiliated. I wanted desperately to flee the room,
but I knew he would call me back until he had done what he intended
to do, whatever that was.

"Tell me," he said with sadistic
deliberateness, turning to the guest to his right. "Did she appear
to be wearing anything under that dress?"

The man shook his head, taken aback.

"No, I didn't see anything either," Jonathon
agreed, "which I find very puzzling."

He turned to me.

"Erica, what did I put on you just two hours
ago?"

"A harness, sir," I said, very quietly.

"I'm sorry, I didn't quite catch that. Could
you speak up please?"

"A harness," I repeated, a quaver coming into
my voice as I struggled to raise my voice to a speaking volume.

"With a vibrator in it, controlled by these
remotes," he finished for me. "Isn't that what I personally put on
you? And wasn't it the subject of several earlier conversations in
this very room and with these very people, our guests?"

I nodded.

"Did you take it off?"

I felt every eye in the room boring into me,
and yet all I really cared about was that accusatory note in his
voice.

After a struggle, I nodded again.

"Why?"

"I - didn't want to spill anything, sir," I
said.

"Did you think I wanted you to take it
off?"

"No, sir."

"Even if it meant that you were clumsy with
the food and dishes? Even then, you knew I did not want you to take
it off?"

"I understood that, too, sir," I said. My
voice was lapsing back into that near whisper, but the room had
grown so quiet that it did not matter now.

"That harness was to give our guests a way of
showing their appreciation for your efforts."

"Yes, sir."

"Taking it off was a sign of supreme
ingratitude, wasn't it?"

"Yes, sir. I see that now, sir."

"They simply wanted to give you pleasure, and
you responded with deceit and disobedience. Are you trying to
embarrass me in front of our guests?"

I shook my head.

"That harness was a way for us to interact.
It was a source of interest for the evening. I promised my friends
a show, when I invited them over tonight. Did you know that?"

"I didn't, sir."

"And when you undermine that offer, you make
a liar out of me. You don't want to make a liar out of me, do
you?"

"No, sir. I don't."

"And yet that was the effect of your actions,
selfish and cowardly as they were. You didn't want that, did
you?"

"No, sir."

"Then I suppose you would like the
opportunity to make it right?"

A shiver ran through my body at his words,
but I ignored it, eager to perform any act that would bring
forgiveness on my head.

"Yes, sir. I'm sorry, sir."

"Don't apologize to me, Erica. It's not me
you've deprived. I can see you orgasm whenever I want, can't
I?"

"Yes, sir."

"You've never turned down an orgasm when I
have offered you one, have you?"

"No, sir."

"Then apologize to them, Erica. Not to
me."

Slowly, timidly, I raised my eyes from the
floor and turned to the guests seated at the table. "I - I'm
sorry," I managed to say, stuttering slightly. I felt my already
crimson cheeks darkening further.

"Ask them if they will let you pay for your
disobedience," Jonathon instructed.

"May I make up for my disobedience?" I
repeated, so quietly that they probably would not have understood
me if they had not already heard what I was supposed to ask.

"Please," Jonathon said, turning to the
guests himself. "She will not be able to live with herself if you
do not let her make it up to you. I know you aren't seeing her in
the best light right now, but she has a conscience to match her
disobedient streak."

Through the thick, deadening burden of
humiliation, his passing compliment ticked warmth into me that
spread and gave me the fortitude to continue. I could still make
him proud of me.

The group nodded in general assent, and my
eyes fell back to the floor as I awaited Jonathon's next
instruction.

"Good," he said. "Good."

The silence became expectant, but I did not
know why I was supposed to do.

"Very well, Erica," he said with a touch of
impatience. "Present yourself for punishment."

I gasped audibly and looked at him, chagrin
obvious on my reddened face. When he used that phrase when we were
alone, it meant that I was to undress.

He met my gaze, an unsympathetic expression
of expectation on his face. "Well?" he asked. "Where did you think
this was going?"

My eyes fell again, and I stared hard at the
foot of the table leg in front of me. My hands were trembling, and
the room was silent. I could feel my heart beating, but as though
it were very far away.

Slowly, I took the fabric of my dress hem
between my fingers.

"That's right," Jonathon said, his tone both
coaxing and excited.

In trembling hands, I began to raise the
dress. I hiked it up my thighs and then, taking it at the bust, I
began to lift it over my head.

The cool air of the room played over my
exposed stomach, slightly wet with perspiration.

The neck caught as I lifted it over my head,
and I swayed dangerously, struggling with it, the garment covering
no part of my body now save my own eyes. Through the fabric I heard
faint titters of amusement at my predicament.

And then it was off. A lock of hair dislodged
and fell into my face. I shut my eyes and struggled to bring a
breath of air into my lungs. It was as though I could physically
sense each set of eyes as they wandered over my skin. I could feel
my nipples stiffening, partly from the cold and partly from the
attention.

Jonathon held out his hand and I surrendered
the dress to him reluctantly.

"Hands at your sides, Erica," he said. "Thank
you. Now I would like you to go around the table and apologize to
the people who you felt were not worthy of seeing you as I get to
see you. And then I would like you to ask them to punish you for
your misbehavior. Do you understand?"

I nodded tensely, staring fixedly downwards,
my pulse rising at the prospect.

Silence followed.

With difficulty, I raised my head. The man
closest to me was watching me expectantly, as was the rest of the
table. I moved one unsteady foot and then the other, crossing to
stand in front of him. My hands were fixed at my sides even as
every part of me screamed to use them to cover myself.

He had a strong, handsome face, and his eyes
were dark and intent.

"I'm sorry, sir," I said, very slowly and in
a voice that had no body to it. "I didn't mean to deprive you or be
ungrateful. Will you punish me, please?"

The man looked questioningly at Jonathon.

"You are welcome to spank her," he said. " I
would advise you to lay a napkin in your lap. Her pussy is
extremely wet. Isn't that so, Erica?"

In spite of myself I cast a glance downwards
and my cheeks burned anew.

"Yes, these situations tend to excite her.
But do not be fooled. She's learning her lesson, even if it seems
as though she is enjoying herself. And don't hold back. If I do not
see that she gets suitable punishment now, it will only be worse
for her when you leave."

I knew it was true, and when I turned my eyes
back on the man with the intent eyes there was a certain plea in my
expression.

The man pushed himself back from the table
and spread a silver cloth napkin across his lap.

I began to lower myself onto his legs, but
Jonathon stopped me with a word.

"Go around and lie in the other direct,
Erica. We want the rest of our guests to see what is happening,
after all."

I stood up and moved around as Jonathon had
instructed, laying myself across the man's lap so that my
prominently raised behind and slightly parted legs faced the rest
of the guests.

The man grasped me by the thighs and helped
to position me more securely. I inhaled sharply as his finger made
incidental contact between my legs.

I lay still, prone and vulnerable, waiting
for the coming punishment. I closed my eyes and, without really
meaning to, began to indulge in the part of myself that found this
intensely arousing. I squirmed my hips slightly, enjoying the
sensation of the soft cloth of the napkin moving against my skin
and feeling the heat of the man's lap.

Without further warning, he began to spank
me. He started tentatively, but I had been taught to stay silent
and when he did not hear sounds of distress, he increased
intensity. I bit my lip as again and again his hand struck the soft
flesh of my buttock, rocking my naked body across his lap with the
force of the blows.

I pushed out at the floor, trying to remain
balanced, and he stopped long enough to help me reposition
myself.

"Look at how red she gets," I heard a voice
say.

After another series of spanks, the man
stopped. "I think that's enough," he said, his hands returning to
my hips to help me lift myself up off his lap. My nipples brushed
over the cloth as I slid onto my feet and they hardened
further.

I turned hesitantly, my eyes watering and my
ass on fire, to look down the table.

"You see how well she takes her punishment,"
Jonathon said, a note of pride in his voice. "Never a squeak from
her. Isn't that right, Erica?"

"Yes, sir," I said, embarrassed. "Thank you,
sir."

From there, I proceeded down the table,
passing from one stranger's lap to the next. Some of them only gave
me a few, and some did not let me up until I was writhing in
discomfort before their eyes.

As I reached the far end of the table and
started progressing back up its other side, I became aware of a
growing warmth between my legs. The feeling felt very good,
seductive and beckoning, but made me deeply nervous as well. I bit
my lip harder during punishment, trying to keep the sensation
contained.

Blow by blow, however, the feeling continued
to grow. My breathing was hard and labored even as I moved from one
lap to the next, and my face flamed as my arousal left its wet mark
on each napkin in turn.

I lay down on the final guest's lap, my body
burning in any number of different ways, gasping and telling myself
through the haze that this was the last one, and if I could simply
make it through.

This final guest, however, was one of the
harder spankers. Even as numb as I had become, I felt each blow he
gave me in all its acute intensity. I rocked across his lap, my
nipples sliding on the cloth and my toes curled against the
ground.

I could feel the orgasm coming. My hands were
in fists and my eyes were shut tight as I tried to fight it, tried
to keep it at bay long enough for me to escape the room.

But it was no use. After several more spanks
there was nothing I could do. I could hear moans coming from my
lips. My vision was an ocean of crimson. The pain and humiliation
of the situation fed and fed it as a wave of physical ecstasy built
and then exploded within me.

I gasped audibly, and in an instant I was
coming more powerfully than I had ever come in my life. I wrapped
myself around the man's legs, clinging to him as my body unfolded
itself in orgasm. My toes dug into the oriental carpet and my hands
squeezed at the legs of the chair.

My only memories of the following moments
were physical. I collapsed limply upon the man's lap, and I could
not respond as he tried to help me up.

"I'll take her," I heard Jonathon say. "She
gets tired. Thank you for indulging her."

Strong, familiar hands came down and lifted
me. I could smell his scent as I pressed my face into his chest. He
carried me and laid me down in cool, crisp sheets. I felt myself
being wiped with a towel very briefly, and then he was gone.

I felt asleep very briefly, but woke when he
returned to me a few minutes later. Very tenderly, he kissed me on
the lips and I put my arms around his neck and kissed him, my
embrace becoming fiercer and more urgent as I returned to
consciousness.

He moved onto the bed and lay on top of me,
his hands in my hair.

"You know, I was hoping you would take it
off," he said quietly into my ear.

I wriggled pleasurably beneath him. "You
aren't disappointed in me then, sir?"

He smiled and kissed me again. "I could never
be disappointed in you, my little Erica," he said. "You couldn't
disappoint me, even if you wanted to."

I wrapped my legs around him and held him
very close to me. "I'd never want that, sir," I murmured. It felt
very good to be close to him, the two of us alone and intimate.

He kissed me again, and I could feel the
smile on his lips.
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"I've told you why this is important, Annie,"
he said. "It's unbecoming the way you keep saying why, why,
why."

I squirmed in the passenger's seat, watching
Anderson drive. "I just – I'm new to this," I said. "I only feel
comfortable with it because it's with you. I know when I'm with you
that I'm safe and that everything is going to be alright."

"And you're going to be with me tonight. I'm
not going to let anything bad happen." He glanced away from the
road for a moment and his eyes clouded with sympathy as he read the
genuine anxiety on my face. "He's not some stranger. He was a very
important friend to me when I was a lot younger, when I was growing
into myself. I owe a lot of my own happiness, a lot of the
happiness I share with you, to things he taught me. And when I left
he told me, if you ever find a good one, I'd love to meet her."

He reached out a hand and squeezed my knee.
His fingers were comforting and strong, and I needed to feel him
with me very much right now.

"And that's you," he went on. "You're the
good one. You're the one who makes me happier than anyone I've ever
been with. You're the one who I want people to meet – the one I
want to show off. It's because I'm proud of you. You know that,
don't you?"

I leaned over and hugged at his arm, my hands
knitting around his thick bicep and my cheek resting on his
shoulder. "It's – you're the only one I've ever been with this way.
You're the only one I've ever submitted to. Isn't that enough?
Can't we keep it that way, just you and me? I'll do anything, if we
can just keep it that way."

He glanced out the rear window and pulled the
car over against the curb. He took me by the arms and pushed me off
his shoulder, turning me so that we were facing each other across
the shift stick.

"Look at me, Annie," he said, his voice
becoming serious, even strict.

My eyes widened at the change of his tone and
I immediately raised them to meet his own, richly brown with
flashes of auburn. Their sympathy was gone.

"You forget yourself, Annie," he said. "I
have made it clear – demonstrated it in every possible way – that I
care about you. I have shown that I would never want you hurt, or
allow you to be. I have shown that the decisions I make are
ultimately about what is best for you. Isn't that true?"

I lowered my face and studied the carpet,
knowing that he had indeed been too good to me. He did not deserve
the way I had been complaining.

His hand came out, took me by the chin, and
raised my face to look back into his. I flushed, struggling to hold
his eye contact.

"Yes," I said quietly.

"Do you know what it tells me when you
question me and tell me you are afraid of the decisions I make? It
tells me that all the energy I spend caring about you, looking out
for you, is wasted. I might as well not have bothered, for all the
gratitude I receive. Was that your intention? Is that what you want
me to think?"

"No," I protested. "Of course it wasn't. I
don't want –"

"Trust," he said quietly, "is the only thing
I have ever asked from you. It is a very simple thing. If you make
it too complicated, you are trying to pretend it is there when it
is not."

"I'm sorry," I said after a moment. "I want
to do this for you. I just can't help being a little
frightened."

"Then when you are frightened, tell me about
your fears. When you just argue with me, it only makes it that much
more difficult for me to help."

I nodded, pressing myself back into the seat.
"Alright," I said. "I'm ready. I'm sorry I made a fuss."

"If you are still afraid, now is a better
time to talk about it than when we get there."

I closed my eyes and held out a hand,
entreating contact. He took it in both of his and held it.

"I'm ready," I said. "When you tell me I
should do something, I want to do it. I'm sorry I complained the
way I did. You know I'm normally better."

He leaned over and kissed me. "I know you
are," he said. "And I don't like being so firm with you."

He turned and nosed the car back out onto the
road. I watched the trees pass along the roadside, trying to
pretend that the fear wasn't still there just a little bit.

It was another twenty minutes into Cambridge.
Anderson's friend owned a converted townhouse beyond Kendall. It
had that distinguished, slightly soot-stained appearance of old
brick buildings, and its upper floor reached high enough to
overlook the mouth of the Charles from three blocks inland.

Anderson parked in an underground garage and
ushered me in front of him as we wound up a flight of concrete
steps. At a non-descript red door after the second flight, we
stopped. Anderson rang the bell and stepped back, looking about
himself with nostalgia but not regret.

"I think I may have come through this door a
few too many times," he mused. "It's good to be closing this
chapter of my life."

I wanted to ask him why he had brought me
here, if that was the case, but I stopped myself.

Nevertheless, he seemed to perceive the
question on my mind. "This is something I wanted you to experience
before I turned my back on it," he explained. "You'll be better and
stronger for it, and you can't be coddled forever."

I swallowed and stared at the ground, torn
between my very natural reticence and my trust in Anderson. If he
were not here with me, I would never have been able to face
this.

My heartbeat began to pound as I heard
footsteps beyond the door. A lock clicked and the door swung
inward.

"Ah, Anderson." Light from beyond the door
spilled into the dim hallway and silhouetted the profile of a man.
He was on the taller side, maybe around Anderson's height, and his
shoes made no sound on the hardwood beyond the threshold as he
stepped back to open the door further.

Anderson put a hand in the small of my back
and guided me in ahead of him. The smell of incense and leather
stung my nostrils in surprisingly pleasurable intensity.

"And you must be the one he told me about,"
the man said.

I turned to face him, struggling to get my
bearings. In the light of the entranceway I could now see him. He
was a handsome man, somewhat narrow-faced, but with a severity in
his appearance. His hair was cut very short and I got the sense
that he had his clothes starched.

"Yes, this is Annie," Anderson said. He kept
his hand pressed lightly against my back. I wouldn't have known how
to express it, but I was profoundly grateful to him for that.

The man studied me with unabashed interest.
"She does have a good body for it," he mused, either to himself or
to Anderson. Addressing me, he said, "I imagine you two have a
great deal of fun together."

Flustered, I had no response.

He turned his eyes on Anderson. "Quiet one,
is she?"

"She's just a little nervous," Anderson
said.

"Yes," the man agreed. "The good ones usually
are." He turned his eyes back on me, and I found myself blushing
slightly under his intense gaze. "Of course, they must come out of
their shell eventually."

He turned, smiling, and led us through a
narrow hallway. It opened up into a foyer that made the building
feel much larger than it had looked from the outside. Without
sparing a glance at its rich furnishings he continued on and we
followed him into a dim kitchen.

"Can I get you two something to drink?" he
asked, gesturing at a bar along one wall. "A red wine, I think.
Something blood-colored."

I tried to discern if he was joking, but his
face revealed nothing. Again without waiting for a response, he
opened a bottle and poured three glasses. The liquid glittered a
deep red as he proffered them to the two of us.

As I reached out and took the wine, a door
opened behind me. The man looked up and when he saw who had opened
it, his face clouded. "Meredith?" the man asked. "What is it?"

I turned and saw an uncommonly beautiful
woman edging meekly around the doorframe. She had brilliant red
hair and was dressed only the skimpiest lace lingerie.

"Oh. I'm very sorry to disturb you, sir," she
said apologetically, dipping her head in supplicant emphasis.
"Sarah asked me to return this to the kitchen." She held out a
large steak fork.

The man's face darkened further. "Bring it
here," he said, holding out a hand.

The woman did as instructed, though it was
clear she was uncomfortable in front of strangers and would not
have brought it had she knew we were here.

He examined the steak fork, holding it up to
the light and turning it back and forth so that its prongs
glimmered metallically. After a moment, he lowered it and turned
his eyes back on Meredith.

"Come here," he said, his tone very
dangerous.

The woman flinched at the tenor of his voice,
but edged closer to him. "I'm sorry, sir. I didn't know you had
company, sir. I –"

But her apologies were cut off with a gasp.
The man reached out and pushed aside the cup of her bra, baring her
breast to the room and seizing her tightly by the nipple all in a
single fluid motion. The woman flinched and sagged, biting her lip
at the pain.

"Meredith, do you know what Sarah does with
this?" the man asked, holding the fork before the woman's grimacing
face and maintaining his grip on her nipple.

She whimpered and shook her head.

"Sarah stabs herself with it in the back of
the calf. Over and over again she does this, when she thinks it has
been too long since I last spanked her." He turned back towards
Anderson. "The woman is an extreme masochist. She seems determined
to give herself an infection."

The woman in his grip let out a whimper of
pain, and the man turned back to her.

"I have told Sarah not to do this," he said
to her. "It is not good for her. She knows that it makes me very
unhappy."

He twisted his hand and the woman's whimpers
increased in volume and pitch and her breath began coming in
gasps.

"You say she asked you to bring it out to the
kitchen?"

The woman nodded urgently.

"And why did you agree?"

The woman swallowed and answered with
difficulty. "She just asked for a favor, sir."

The man laughed. "Meredith, for all your good
qualities, you are very easily taken advantage of, did you know
that? Sarah is using you. She knows that she will get in trouble if
she is seen with it, and so she sends you to run the risk
instead."

"Yes, sir," the woman whined. "I'm sorry,
sir."

"So this is what is going to happen," he
said. "I am going to let you go and pretend that this did not
happen, and the next time you see Sarah with this fork or anything
like it, you are going to come to me, instead. Do you
understand?"

"Yes, sir," the woman agreed in a strained
voice.

The man twisted further and I saw the woman's
hands ball into white-knuckled fists as she fought not to cry
out.

"Then repeat back to me what I have just
asked you."

"You said that the next time I see Sarah with
something like the fork I should come and tell you about it,
sir."

"And that's what you're going to do?"

"Yes, sir."

"Good." The man pulled the woman closer to
him and kissed her once on the forehead, gave a final squeeze, and
released her.

She stumbled back, trying to keep herself
from clutching at her reddened and slightly puffy nipple. Without
bothering to cover herself, she fled from the room.

The man watched her go, an unreadable
expression on his face. "She has a good heart, that one," he said.
"Never intentionally disobedient, but I'm afraid she does not
always exercise good judgment."

I looked through the doorway the woman had
disappeared through and shivered. The prospect of this man treating
me the same way he had just treated Meredith was more than a little
frightening, but an undeniable part of me had found that entire
exchange very, very hot. I took a long drink of the wine and turned
back to see the man watching me.

"We'll start slower with you, Annie," he
said. "I wouldn't want you to be too overwhelmed."

Again I had no response, and was not sure
whether he expected one.

"We'll get started then, shall we?" he asked
Anderson.

Anderson nodded, looking as I had in the
direction of the woman's disappearance. "How many are you keeping
these days?" he asked.

"Just the two," the man replied. "There was a
third until rather recently, but it's all a far cry from what this
place was in its heyday, I'll admit. I suppose we all grow up at
some point, after all. It can't always be fun and games."

He finished his wine. Seeing that Anderson
and I had done the same, he gestured in the direction of the
woman's retreat. "After you," he said.

I set my own glass on the counter and walked
ahead of the two men. The clicking of my shoes on the floorboards
seemed uncomfortably magnified.

The kitchen led into another long hallway,
lined with a series of doors that were all closed. Behind one of
them I thought I discerned voices. At the end of the corridor, one
door stood slightly ajar. I hesitated, glancing over my shoulder
questioningly. The smell of leather and incense was strongest here,
issuing from the space beyond. A series of cloth and leather strips
hung from hooks along the doorframe.

The man stepped forward, removed a strip of
cloth, and held it out to me. "For your eyes," he said. "Sight is
one of several things you will surrender when you enter this
room."

I took the cloth and stared at it, taken
aback. I glanced involuntarily over at Anderson.

"Do as he says, Annie," he instructed.

I looked back at the cloth, rubbing it
between my fingers. Don't over think this, I told myself, and then
obeyed. The world disappeared, replaced by silken darkness. I could
hear the sounds of the house, smell and feel the air circulating
gently around me, but could see nothing.

I heard the door in front of me creak open
wider. A hand came out and took me by the elbow. I could tell by
the familiarity of the touch and the scent of the body near me that
it was Anderson, and I submitted gratefully to his leading contact.
He guided me forward, supporting me as I stumbled slightly on the
threshold of the room. The smells around me intensified, and I felt
the floor below my feet transition from wood to something harder,
slate tiling maybe.

After a few steps, he stopped me. The room's
acoustics seemed to throw even the smallest sounds back at me.

"This will do," I heard the man say from
several feet away, and I turned to face him.

Anderson released me and I swayed slightly on
the spot.

"I apologize, Annie, for the distraction in
the kitchen," the man said. "It distracted me from our proper
introduction. My name is Christian Fortier. Have you heard of
me?"

I shook my head.

"Good. I'm afraid I have become somewhat of a
celebrity in certain circles, and I hate it when people come in
with preconceptions. It's good that we'll be able to start
fresh."

Once again I experienced that nervous
silence, unsure if he wanted a response.

"Perhaps you could tell me why you are here,"
he said after a moment.

"Because Anderson wants me to be."

"When you role-play, that is what you call
him?"

"I – umm," I started, unsure, "I call him
sir."

"Good. That will be fine, and while we are
here in this room, I would ask the same respect."

"Yes, sir," I said.

"And your Sir wanted you to come see me with
him?"

"Yes, sir," I confirmed.

 

"And do you know why he wanted that?"

"He – he wanted you to meet me, sir."

"Yes," he agreed. "And I'm very glad to do
so. When he told me about you, I was very interested indeed. Was
that the only reason?"

"Well, he said that it would be good for me
if I met you, as well, sir."

"He did? Well, perhaps that is true. We will
see. I imagine he didn't tell you much about me."

"Only a little, sir."

"And so you didn't really know what to make
of that statement, that it might be good for you, I imagine."

"Yes, sir."

"But you came anyways, nervous though you
clearly are. That speaks well of you."

I blushed, remembering the argument in the
car, and did not answer.

"Or perhaps it was not so simple. Is that how
I might interpret your silence? You were a little bad,
perhaps?"

I shifted uncomfortably. "Yes, sir."

He chuckled. "Well at least you recognize
when a compliment is undeserved. He has taught you that much."

"Yes, sir."

"A guilty conscience can be a very useful
thing, sometimes. A very interesting thing. And he has taught you
more than that, I'm sure. He is your first dominant, is that
correct?"

"Yes, sir."

"And is he good to you?"

"Yes, sir."

"Better than you deserve?"

"Yes, sir."

Another silence stretched out, and I could
sense him considering me. "I noticed you were very interested in
how I treated Meredith just now," he said after the pause.

I blushed, fiddling at the fabric of my
skirt.

"Yes, you seemed very interested indeed. Has
your Sir ever treated you that way?"

"Not quite like that, sir."

"What do you think it would be like if
someone did treat you that way? Do you think you would enjoy
it?"

I wasn't sure how to answer. I did not really
know.

"Yes, it can all be very confusing," he said,
as though agreeing with my unspoken thoughts. "So we will start
with something simpler. It is a little game I like to play with
people that I do not know. It's a way of getting to know you. Does
that sound like it might be fun?"

"Yes, sir."

"Good, I'm glad. The game is very
straightforward. I am going to make a guess about you. Perhaps I
will say your favorite color is red. If I am wrong, you may do
nothing and I will put a park on this chalkboard here." I heard him
tap something. "But if I am right, you take off an item of
clothing. That's easy enough, isn't it?"

The hair on the back of my neck stood up and
I realized I was holding my breath. "What do the marks on the
chalkboard mean, sir?"

"Those," he said, "are the score. If I guess
wrong three times, the game is over and I have lost. Are you
ready?"

"Yes, sir." I stood up a little
straighter.

"I like to cheat on my first guess," he
admitted. "You seem uncomfortable in your heels and I like to get
into a rhythm. My first guess is that are not a natural
brunette."

I touched my hair self-consciously. I had
colored it only three days ago.

"Am I wrong?"

I bent down and removed a shoe.

"Good. Thank you. My second guess is that you
have masturbated since you woke up this morning."

I blushed and, after a moment, removed
another shoe.

"Yes, to be expected I suppose. It is a good
way to cut down on nerves, even if it makes orgasm deprival a
little less exciting." I heard several footsteps and the sound of
something being moved on a shelf.

"My third guess is when I like to get a
little ambitious," he said. "For my third guess I will say that you
have been with exactly four men in your life."

I started slightly and shook my head in
confusion. Had Anderson told him these things about me?

Once again, as though reading my thoughts, he
said, "It would be profoundly unsporting to pretend to guess
anything I had been previously told about you. I would not do
that."

Reluctantly, I began to unbutton the front of
my blouse. I did not know what made me feel more naked, the
prospect of removing my clothes or the way he seemed to guess
whatever he wanted to know about me. Once the buttons of my top
were undone, I slipped it off my shoulders and let it fall to the
floor beside me. The air of the room was cool against my stomach
and the tops of my breasts, and I felt my nipples stiffen slightly
within my bra.

"Good. That leaves three men before Anderson
here. And of those three, I will guess that the second one was the
best lover."

After the initial shock at the forwardness of
the question, I considered it briefly. Ultimately, however, I could
conclude with confidence that he was wrong. I remained still and
took some comfort at the thought that he could not guess quite
everything about me. A triumphant smile even threatened to touch my
lips, though the victory probably had little to do with me.

"No?" he said, reading my silence. "Very
well. I take a strike." I heard him mark it on the chalkboard. "If
that is the case, it was certainly the first man, then." He said it
without a hint of doubt in his voice and his certainty robbed me of
all the comfort his incorrect guess had given me. Shaking my head
slightly, I unbuttoned my skirt and slid it down my legs. Had I
done something that had given it away?

"Thank you, Annie. Now let me think. I don't
like taking strikes. I will say that the age when you had your
first orgasm was very late. You were nineteen."

My blush deepened as I bent and removed a
stocking.

"Forgive me for cheating again, but I will
say something obvious for that second stalking. This first orgasm
was not premeditated. It was caused by a fantasy, and only when you
already felt yourself nearly in the throes of it did you find a
private place to reach it."

I let out a breath in disbelief and
embarrassment, but bent and removed my other stocking.

"It's the fantasy that I am interested in,"
he said, not bothering to remark that he had been correct. "What
might that fantasy have been? It involved, I think, a man
inflicting pain upon you."

I stood motionless for a moment, paralyzed by
his insight and my own horror at admitting what he had already
surmised. I could feel him watching me. He did not bother to prompt
me further. The silence stretched from one second into the
next.

The humiliation of the moment was compounded
by how I was meant to respond. With a flaming face, I reached an
unsteady hand up and unclasped my bra. My breasts slouched
downwards and I held the bra in place as I slipped out of the
straps, finally letting it fall away from my body with
reluctance.

I hugged my arms to my chest in
self-consciousness as I sensed Christian, strange, terrifying, and
compelling, studying my body becoming naked in front of him.

When he spoke again, his voice was much
nearer and much softer. "I can get even more specific than that,
Annie. Even a bit more specific than to guess it was a man causing
you pain." I felt something stiff and leather-textured trace across
the bare skin of my stomach, up between my breasts, along my
throat, and under my chin. I caught the scent of oiled leather.
"This man in your fantasy," he said, his tone playful and somehow
musical, "he was using something on you." I felt his finger toying
speculatively with the waistband of my panties, dipping in at the
hip and brushing along my now trembling skin. "It was a whip.
Wasn't it, Annie? A whip, rather like this one?"

I was holding my breath again, paralyzed by
his nearness. He seemed already to possess my body. I could not
move, and so I simply nodded.

Slowly and deliberately, the fingers began to
pull at the waistband of my panties, guiding them down my stiffened
legs.

The leather object, the whip, touched lightly
at the insides of my knees and moved up my thighs. Very slowly, he
drew it across the lips of my pussy, and I felt that it had become
extremely, embarrassingly wet.

"You would like me to use this on you,
wouldn't you, Annie?" he said very quietly.

"Yes, sir," I stammered, becoming aware of
the desire only as he asked me to acknowledge it.

"Yes, I can see that," he agreed. "But
Annie, you are not here to get what you want." He moved sharply and
I heard the whip skittering away across the floor. "You are here to
do what I want."

"Yes, sir," I said, a hot surge of
disappointment flowing through my body.

"And what I want from you right now is some
indication that you are capable of submitting yourself to another
person, of surrendering to their will and abandoning your own."

"Yes, sir. I want to show you, sir."

"Good. Kiss my foot, then."

I sank to my knees and felt outwards along
the ground in front of me.

"I did not say you could touch me with your
hands," he said above me.

I pulled my hands back and crawled forward,
moving my face back and forth, searching for the leather of his
shoe with my lips. After a moment I bumped into it, slightly
bruising myself, and then pressed my lips against it. After a
moment of contact, I drew back and sat on my heels.

"Now rub your pussy against it," he
instructed.

Trying not to appear confused, I turned
around and backed towards him on my hands and knees, feeling for
his shoe with my ass and feet. After a moment I found it, and
lowered myself onto his toe.

I let out an involuntary moan as I felt the
shoe's texture and laces sliding along my soaked and swollen pussy.
I slid back and forth across it several times, rubbing my juices
onto his foot. After my third pass, he nudged me away and I moved
off of him obediently.

"That was messier than I expected," he said,
evidently examining his foot. "You are very wet, aren't you?"

"Yes, sir."

"Then don't you think you should clean my
shoe for me?"

"Yes, sir," I said, beginning to turn
around.

"With your tongue, Annie."

"Yes, sir."

Again I felt for his shoe with my lips. When
I made contact, I found myself inhaling the thick scent of my own
sexual juices overlaying the rich leather musk of his shoe.

I touched my tongue tentatively to the shoe,
and then began to lick at it. I could taste myself on the shoe
intermingled with the leather and residue of polish. Again and
again I caressed the supple material with my tongue, running from
toe to lace or along the side of the sole. The taste of my juices
gradually faded, until I could taste only the shoe itself. At last,
I sat back, the task accomplished.

"Good. Thank you, Annie. It does look much
cleaner now."

I heard his footsteps going away from me, and
I sat on my heels, waiting expectantly. There was a clinking sound,
something scraping across the stones, and then the footsteps were
returning. There was a slight jingling sound as he walked. His
footsteps stopped in front of me.

"Open your mouth," he instructed.

I obeyed.

Something thin and metallic was inserted
between my lips. It seemed to form the shape of a hook with a
dulled end.

"Suck on it," he ordered.

I began to suck and lick at the metal object.
After a moment, the object was taken away.

"Bend forward," he said. "On your hands and
knees."

I did as told, my palms sweaty against the
cold stone floor. I jerked slightly as I felt him bend over me and
place his hand on my ass, steadying me in place. The shiver became
a gasp as I felt the metal object, now wet with my saliva, being
inserted into my pussy and then pulled taught so that it applied a
constant pressure rearward towards my anus.

I felt cold links of a chain coming to rest
along my back, and then his hand was on my chin, bending me upwards
slightly as though in a yoga pose.

More of the chain fell against my skin, and
it split and ran over each shoulder. I jerked again as I felt a
hand cupping my left breast, caressing it and then looping one of
the chains around it. When he did the same with the other breast,
it pulled the system tight, and I found myself gasping slightly for
air in the contorted position. Finally, to secure the chains in
place, he attached a clamp to each nipple. They pinched me tightly,
and beneath the blindfold my eyes watered slightly from the
pain.

When he released me, the chains alone were
enough to hold me in that same uncomfortable position. My ass was
stuck out and my back was sharply arched to keep the chains from
pulling at my nipples too painfully. It was not easy to breath. The
metal hook pulled incessantly at me, partly painful and partly
pleasurable.

"Well look at you," I heard him say. "That is
a lovely posture. You like it, don't you?"

"Yes, sir," I said with difficulty.

"Good. You are being very good, Annie. I
might reward you before much longer. But it is not obedience to me
that is so important now, is it? We will probably never see each
other again. What I would really like to see a demonstration of is
your devotion to your Sir."

"Yes, sir."

"Do you know where he is?" he asked.

"No, sir."

"I'm here, Annie," Anderson said from a few
steps away to my right.

"Thank you, sir," I said in his
direction.

"Go to him and ask his forgiveness for how
reluctant you were to come here."

"Yes, sir."

Slowly and with great difficulty, I turned
and began to crawl in the direction Anderson's voice had come. With
each movement, the clamps and hooks pulled at the most sensitive,
personal parts of me, tugging them in impossible directions. It was
only with very small, shuffling movements that I could advance at
all. I slipped as my palm slid several inches on the floor and a
slight moan escaped my lips.

"Here," Anderson said, much nearer now.

I turned again towards his voice, feeling out
for him, and my hand touched his shoe. As I had with Christian, I
bent down and kissed the shoe. It seemed the right way to begin,
but it was much more difficult now, strapped and contorted as I
was.

"I'm sorry, sir." I began. "Will you please
forgive me? I'm sorry I didn't want to come. I'm sorry that I
voiced my reluctance the way I did. I'm sorry I made you unhappy
with me. I never want to let that happen again."

Several moments of silence followed, and I
felt my cheeks burning at the thought that he would not accept my
apology.

"Please, sir," I begged. "It was a moment of
weakness and I'm terribly ashamed Please, I won't do it again. I'm
sorry, sir."

"We all make mistakes, Annie," he said at
last. "I forgive you."

"Thank you, sir," I said gratefully, kissing
his shoe again.

"Now go back to Christian."

"Yes, sir."

I turned and began to make my way back in the
direction I had come. The pressure of the hook felt less and less
painful and more and more pleasurable with each movement. By the
time I felt my hand pass over my discarded blouse, my face was
flushed and each shuffle brought a pulse of ecstasy through me.

"That was very good," Christian said
soothingly to me when I had stopped. "You are being very good
indeed. You would still like that reward I promised you, wouldn't
you?"

"Yes, sir," I said, nodding with urgency as
the warmth lingered between my legs and in my abdomen.

"Pleasure yourself, then," he instructed.
"But don't reach orgasm. Stop, if you feel yourself coming close.
Do you understand? If you let yourself orgasm, we are done for the
day."

"Yes, sir."

I tried to slip a finger into my hole
alongside the metal hook, but could not quite manage it. Instead, I
moved my finger to my clit and began to rub at it. The pleasure
began to compound, and I released another low moan. My hips kept
wanting to move forward as I lost myself in the act of
masturbation, but each time the hook held me back.

It was only a few rising moments before I
felt myself on the edge of orgasm. I was panting, desperate, with
every fiber of my body screaming for me to finish. I tried to stop,
but could not, and drew still closer. I fought against myself and
every urge of my body, and finally moved my hand away and held it
to my side. I was breathing very hard, and the muscles of my jaw
were sore from gritting my teeth.

"Good. You are very strong, little Annie.
That is good. Will you touch yourself once, for me, and take your
hand away again?"

I let out an exasperated gasp and then began
to do as he said. I pressed a single trembling finger to the tip of
my clit. More than anything I wanted to do more. I was only an
instant away - one little movement. I could pretend I slipped. I
grunted once, animal-like, and finally managed to pull it away.

"My my. I am impressed. Whatever I do for you
now you have certainly earned. Would you like what I offered you?
Would you like the whip?"

"Yes, sir," I panted, yearning for that even
more than I yearned to bring myself to completion.

I felt his hand on my shoulder and then the
chains released me. He undid the clamps from my nipples and pulled
out the hook. Freed from the constriction, I sank to the ground,
exhausted but eager for what I knew was coming.

I did not hear him move away to pick the whip
or return. I only felt its tip lick me that first time. It was just
a hot little pinprick, as though a bead of melted wax had fallen
and landed on my shoulder blade. The sting penetrated my being and
I let out an explosive breath as the warm pain radiated through my
upper back.

I felt the whip come again and arched up to
meet it. It seemed wrong to think of what was happening as pain. It
seemed to meld into me, feeding the raging fire in my body, as
though it were nourishment. It was simply sensation, powerful and
necessary.

The whip came again, licking along my arm. I
drew the limb to my face and tasted blood running along my
elbow.

The whip fell softly against my calf and he
let it trail limply up the inside of my leg. It passed over the
back of my knee and slithered slowly up the inside of my thigh
before falling between my legs and drawing over my groin.

As it touched me in that impossibly sensitive
and needy spot, I orgasmed. The liquid of physical ecstasy ran
through me, from groin and abdomen through my chest and limbs,
driving my fingers to scrabble against the stone floor and my toes
to curl. My breaths were moans, and voicing my pleasure felt as
necessary as oxygen.

I could feel the whip coming again. It seemed
like my only ally in this world, the only thing that understood and
satisfied my strange, inexplicable need. It did not leave me.
Together we were swimming in the darkness of the blindfold, through
the air and across the stone. It licked and caressed me and entered
my flesh.

I heard words being spoken, but I did not pay
attention.

The whip comforted me and kept me away from
the distractions sounding around me.

The words grew louder and then louder, and
the whip went away.

I waited in the darkness for it to return,
holding my breath for seconds at a time, but it did not.

At last, I began to discern the words.

"I don't care what you've done before,"
Anderson was shouting. "This is going too far."

"Don't be so prudish. I'm trying to show her
how deep this rabbit hole goes."

"Take it slow you said. She's not ready for
this. She doesn't know how to handle it."

"If you stop it now, she'll resent you for
it."

"That's a risk I have to take, if it means
keeping her safe."

Hands came down and touched me. A cloth was
being padded against my back, and then the cloth was wet, and then
the cloth was gone. I was being helped up, and the blindfold was
pulled off. Anderson was with me, and his face was very
serious.

"Come on, Annie. We have to go."

"Go?" I asked, absently.

"Yes. Help me get your clothes on."

I supported my weight on my legs, swaying
slightly, and holding still as he pulled my clothes back on. Then
we were leaving. I did not see Christian.

When we were back at the car, Anderson let me
sprawl in the backseat and then climbed in beside me, his face
concerned.

"Are you alright?"

"I think so. Why wouldn't I be?"

"I got scared when I saw the way you were
losing blood."

I shook my head, trying to clear it. "It felt
intensely wonderful, though. I don't really understand it."

"It will sting tomorrow, I promise."

I put my arms around him and laid back,
pulling him next to me. It felt very good having him here. I kissed
him, and he pressed his lips against mine.

"You know," he breathed, separating slightly,
"if I'm being completely honest, I got a little jealous, too."

"Jealous?" I asked, enjoying the warmth of
his body and allowing my eyes to fall closed.

"I knew this would help you. Being with
someone who wasn't me would help you understand what you like and
what you want. I know when you are with me, most of what you do is
to make me happy, and not because you enjoy it. But this was – very
hard." He kissed my neck. "The whole time I just wanted you to
myself."

I smiled and put my hand in his hair and ran
it down his muscled back. "That's very sweet," I said. "And now you
have the best of both worlds."

"Oh yeah?"

"Yeah. Because now I know that I like those
things, and you never have to share me with anyone again."

"That's right," he agreed, understanding.
"Now I have you all to myself again."

His fingers were pushing up my skirt and I
pulled him against me. I could feel the blood flowing into his
cock, feel the pulses as it grew against my leg, and I pressed my
lips against his.

"We'll have to do something like that soon,"
I said softly into his ear. "But right now, maybe you could just
fuck me."

"I thought I was the one who's supposed to
give orders," he said, grinning.

"That's not an order, sir," I said, adopting
my most submissive tone of voice. "It's a plea. It's the plea of a
very, very horny girl who has just been messed around with for half
an evening."

I heard the zipper of his pants, and his hand
was on my thigh, spreading my legs. I scooted against the seat,
becoming aware that I would probably regret re-opening the whip
marks but not caring.

I let out a contented little breath and
closed my eyes as I felt him enter me. "I missed you," I said very
quietly.

"I'm here," he said.









Over My Boss's Knee

The Day He Found out My Spankings Turn
Me On






My breath was shallow in my chest as I pushed
open the door to Tom's back office and stepped into the dark room.
I felt for the light switch and the surroundings flickered into
their familiar pale yellow illumination.

He was really angry, this time. He had lost
his composure in front of a client, something I had never seen
before. His hand had almost been shaking as he pointed and ordered.
"My office, Emma," he had said, and his tone had been dangerous.
"Now. Get ready, and I'll be back to deal with you as soon as I've
sorted this mess out."

I rubbed a hand over my rear, trying to
cherish the final moments of a bruise-free ass that I would have
for a week or more. This one was going to hurt, I could tell.

It was probably not the most professional
relationship, all things considered, but it worked for us. I had
only been sixteen when I started working for him after school, and
he was twenty-five and it seemed very natural that he would treat
me like I was just a kid, sometimes.

When I graduated high school and came to work
for him full-time, we were spending eight hours a day together in
his high end tailor shop and clothing studio. It seemed very
natural that he took more interest in me than he did in his two
part time employees, neither of whom had been around as long as I
had. He tried to help me learn the business, explained things when
I did not understand them, and when I got out of line he made sure
that I knew that, too.

The spanking was just another aspect of
things, and even though it probably violated some labor laws, I
would never breathe a word of it to anybody. It made me feel close
to him, like he was looking out for me and making sure I was true
to myself and what he expected of me. Of course I concealed how
much I enjoyed those sessions. He would never do it again if he
knew how much it turned me on, I was sure.

All in all it was a system that worked for
us, and even if I could never have him for myself, or even admit
that I wanted him, at least I had this. These were moments to be
savored. I touched a hand to the rich oak of his desk and fanned my
face slightly. A wealth of memories and associations always got me
a little hot when I stood waiting for him in this cramped little
office.

I did not turn around immediately when I
heard the door open behind me. I knew what he was going to say, not
that I didn't deserve hearing it anyways. Boy had I screwed this
one up.

"Damnit, Emma," he said, closing the door
behind him. "We have a filing system for a reason. If Jack Vivaldi
comes in and pays four thousand dollars for a suit, he should have
a right to expect that the order form won't get lost."

I breathed out a long sigh and turned to face
him. His handsome face, usually so warm and earnest, was contorted
in anger.

"I – I know," I said. "I don't know what
happened."

He walked around to sit behind his desk and
pushed a stack of papers away from himself in annoyance. They
wobbled precariously, threatening to cascade off the desk, but I
reached out a hand and stopped them.

"Who am I, Emma?" he asked. "I'm just a guy
trying to make something of myself, you know? This little business
is all I have, and attracting the big fish like Vivaldi are the
only way I have of making a name for myself in this town. I work
day and night to be sure that what I stitch my name onto is as
well-tailored a piece of clothing as money can buy around here. I
bust my ass. And then to turn around and see you sabotaging me like
this…" He trailed off, looking at the wall.

"I'm sorry," I repeated, driven close to
tears by his words. "I never – I just don't know what happened. I
don't mean to mess up the way I do. I'm trying as hard as I
can."

He glanced at me and I saw his brilliant blue
eyes soften slightly. "Yeah," he said. "I know you try. Maybe I'm
to blame. Maybe I just haven't been riding you hard enough." He
stretched out long-fingered hand on the desk and studied it. "I
just wish I knew how to motivate you that extra mile."

"You do motivate me," I insisted. "I'd never
work for anyone else as hard as I do for you. I'm just – I'm just
forgetful sometimes. I just get out of line and need to be pulled
back."

"Right," he agreed, as though he were only
partially listening to me. His eyes were still focused on the desk,
lost in thought. Then he shook himself, returned to the moment, and
looked at me. "You know I could never stand to fire you," he said,
"so I guess I have to make do with the threats available to
me."

I nodded, a lump coming into my throat that
the word 'fire' had even crossed his mind.

He pushed his chair back from his desk and
patted his knee. "Well, you knew what was coming," he said. "I
don't know if you've ever deserved it more than you do today."

"I know," I said meekly.

He spread his knees far enough to give a
platform for me to lie across, and I circled the desk to join him
on the far side. His hands ran over my skirt, smoothing it, before
he guided me down across his knees.

I lay still, my body pressed against his
thighs at groin and breast, waiting patiently for punishment. He
ran his hand over the back of my skirt, probing at my flesh.

"You know I don't like to hurt you," he said,
his hand resting on my ass.

"I know," I said quietly to the floor.

"If I had another way, I would use it."

"I understand, sir," I said. "I deserve
it."

"Sir?" he echoed, amusement in his voice.
"You always act so strangely when we do this. It's almost like you
act like some kind of discipline fetishist."

His hand was kneading at me, and my blood had
begun pounding in my ears so loudly at his touch that I almost
didn't think to laugh. I probably laughed too loudly to cover the
momentary lapse. "That's a funny idea," I said, still giggling. "I
wish I did enjoy it. I seem to get in trouble enough."

"Yes," he agreed, taking my hips and
positioning me a little more securely. "You certainly do. Are you
ready?"

I hung my head and infused my voice with
chagrin, even as my nostrils thrilled with his familiar scent. "I'm
ready," I said. "I know better than to ask you to be gentle."

He began with two quick spanks, a little
rebuke. It wasn't the real punishment yet. "Why would I be gentle,
after what I saw out there today?" he asked.

"You wouldn't, sir," I said, letting the word
slip out again before I could stop it.

For emphasis, he gave me another two. These
were much harder, and I couldn't help but yelp slightly as his hand
made contact with my tensed rear. They were enough to leave a
lingering smart that was not entirely gone by the next time his
hand came down.

"If you want me to be gentle with you,
there's an obvious solution," he said, punctuating his words with
several more spanks.

"Be good?" I asked, my voice warbling
slightly as my body bounced from the punishment.

He continued to spank me as he talked. "I
know it must sound like a foreign concept, but some people manage
it. People not named Emma, of course."

I closed my eyes and raised my ass slightly
as he hit it. I could feel the warmth of his legs through the thin
pieces of cloth that were all that separated my body from his.

"I try, sir," I said, blushing now at the way
I kept calling him that. I was giving myself away, even if he
thought the idea too preposterous to consider.

"Trying," he said, his voice punctuated by
exertion, "is not always good enough."

I bit my lip at the growing discomfort in my
posterior. My eyes were watering slightly, and my breathing was
slightly labored. Each blow rocked me forward over his legs, and my
nipples were hardening as with each movement they brushed over his
thick-muscled thigh.

"I know," I said, my voice slightly
high-pitched as I fought not to cry out at the pain. "I want to do
better, sir. I want to do better so badly."

The blows stopped, and I felt his hand
running over my ass again. His fingers pressed into my smarting
flesh, moving over it and gauging its tenderness.

"I know you do," he said. "And I want to help
you."

I let out a sharp little gasp as I felt his
fingers against my skin. They had moved down and now they were
lifting my skirt by the hem up my legs, over my rear, and folding
it up against my abdomen and back. My panties felt very skimpy,
just then, the way they clung to me and only covered a small part
of my ass.

I squirmed on his lap. He had only hit me
under the skirt once before, and that had been years ago. His
fingers explored my reddened flesh. The smarting from the first
round of punishment was beginning to lessen, but I knew it would
only get worse again.

When his hand met my bare skin, the slap was
loud and sharp in my ears. I gasped explosively as the stinging
became almost too intense to stand.

"It is too bad," he said, "that this is the
only way to reach you, sometimes."

His fingers played at the stitching of my
panties, tugging at them and sliding the fabric. His hand dipped
slightly between my legs, gathering the undergarment in his fist.
His fingers brushed the lips of my swollen pussy and I closed my
eyes and stifled a moan. This was getting too intense. It was all I
could do to lie there, experiencing it all as it happened.

Taking my panties in his fist, he drew them
up and back, pulling them between my legs and crack to expose my
ass fully to view. I whimpered, partially at the lingering pain and
partly at the delicious humiliation of being almost naked before
his sight, squirming slightly in his lap and feeling the heat of
his legs against my body. I imagined there was probably a visible
wetness in my panties by now, but if he noticed it, he did not say
anything.

His hand came down on my bare ass cheeks. It
seemed that I could feel every smallest part of each of his
fingers.

"I'm sorry, sir," I wailed, "punish me so
that I'll never do it again. Hit me hard enough that I learn my
lesson. I hate it when you're mad at me."

"I hate it, too," he said. He took me by the
hair, holding me down, and obliged me.

My stiff clit was pressed directly against
his thigh. Each blow bounced me slightly, and I began to move
without really meaning to, thrusting my hips against his leg as his
right hand stung my backside and his left hand held me tight, my
head pulled back slightly. I wrapped my arms around his left leg
and squirmed wildly as he delivered my punishment.

I was audibly moaning now, and I was too lost
in what was happening to care. Several of the spanks were hard
enough to force a little air out of my lungs, and I gulped to get
enough oxygen.

My face and ass felt like they were
approaching similar shades of crimson. I was so caught up that, as
I felt the orgasm approach, I did not greet the sensation with the
appropriate sense of horror. It almost seemed welcome, in a way. I
could not remember why I should be so afraid of the feeling.

It came nearer and I moved my hips in only
greater frenzy. Every once in a while his hand would land on my ass
in such a way that a finger would curl inadvertently around my ass
and brush against my pussy.

The finger brushed against me again, and I
felt myself tense up, balancing on the edge. I clung to him,
knowing what was about to happen and needing it to happen more than
I was afraid of it. And then the finger landed there again, and I
came.

"Oh God, I'm sorry, sir," I was calling out,
my head too muddied to remember what I was apologizing for, whether
the misdeed itself or the fact that I was taking so much pleasure
from his punishment. My grateful body curled and tensed itself
around the rising wave of ecstasy, and I was lost in a tremendous
orgasm for what felt like a very long time. The stinging from where
he hit me intensified all thought, sensation, and pleasure. My
fingers and toes were curled so tightly that when the orgasm began
to subside, I could feel them aching deliciously from the
strain.

After that long, delightful moment had
passed, I opened my eyes. He had stopped hitting me. The room was
quiet. I could feel a dribble of liquid running down the inside of
my thigh and seeping into the fabric of his pants.

"Stand up, Emma," he said quietly.

Shakily, and with his help, I lifted myself
off his legs and started to stand. I wobbled for a moment, and then
found my balance, and he took his steadying hands away.

I kept my eyes locked on the ground. I
couldn't bear to look at him.

"That's never happened before," he said, his
tone deceptively mild.

My cheeks burned hotter but I could not think
of anything to say.

"Would you care to explain it?"

My eyes locked on the floor and my face
growing redder still, I shook my head.

"I thought I was joking when I said you
enjoyed being disciplined," he said. "But it's true, isn't it?"

I bit my lip, trying to tell myself this was
all a bad dream and what had just happened had not actually
happened.

"All this time I thought I was punishing you
when you got out of line, but you've been enjoying it. Answer
me."

I drew in a shuddering breath and managed to
look at his feet. "Yes, sir," I said. I physically recoiled as the
word 'sir' emerged from my mouth again. "I'm sorry," I blurted,
close to tears. "I never – I mean, it's just – I didn't mean to.
I'm sorry. I don't try to make you angry with me or anything. It's
just the way it affects me. The way being around you – " I clamped
a hand over my mouth, horrified that I had said too much.

Even without glancing up, I could feel the
way he was looking at me. I stared at the floor and noticed that my
skirt was still pulled up and my panties still bunched. Another hot
wave of humiliation rose in me at the sight of myself and I
hurriedly straightened my underwear and pulled my skirt down.

"Perhaps this explains a few things," he
said. "Maybe I should not be so surprised. Maybe it's my fault that
I did not see it before."

I dared a shy glance up at him to see how mad
he looked. To my relief, his expression was thoughtful, rather than
the anger or betrayal I had dreaded seeing there.

"Well clearly, Emma, the arrangement we have
been operating under cannot continue, can it? You've given me a lot
to think about."

Nervously, I straightened my skirt again. If
only he would say something definite, something to indicate how he
felt about this. I could not deny that a small part of me wanted
him to be glad or maybe even a little intrigued. But that was just
a childish fantasy, too much to hope for.

"I think it would be best if you took the
afternoon off," he said after a moment. "But it's clear we need to
talk about this - when there isn't work to be done. Come by my
apartment, would you, after I've locked up for the night."

I bobbed and nodded. "Yes, s-" I shook my
head, as though to clear it, and began to move towards the
door.

"And Emma?" he said.

"Yes?"

"You haven't lost any more orders you might
want to tell me about, have you?"

I shook my head, even my ears burning at this
final jab, and left the room.











On a good day it was only a twenty minute
walk from the shop to my apartment, but on that particular
afternoon I found myself repeatedly turning away from the streets
that would lead me home. The air was crisp and pleasantly chilly
after a long and very hot summer. I did not hear the cars as they
passed me. Over and over in my head I played out what would happen
that night, each iteration a little different. What if he realized
I had feelings for him? What if that made him uncomfortable and
fired me? Even the best case scenario meant that he would probably
never take me over his knee again. This morning was the last time
I'd feel his firm hand holding me against his thigh or feel the
sweet pain that, after I had suffered it, made all my
transgressions forgiven.

I walked, lost in thought, for so long that
when I looked up in surprise the sky was beginning to darken above
me. My watch made it almost 6 o'clock. With a dry mouth and
butterflies in my stomach, I turned east and began making my way
towards the street where he lived.

I had been to his place several times over
the years, usually helping him to move stock for the store. He
owned the top floor of an old three-story colonial on Rutherford
and Plaza Road. It was all whitewashed and caught the fading red
light of the sky, making it appear softly pink.

My heart was beating much too quickly, and I
tried taking several deep breaths to slow it down as I stood
outside his door. My hand felt very unsteady as I raised it to
knock against the paneling.

"Emma, that's you?" I heard him call through
an open window. "Let yourself in. I'll only be a minute."

I pushed open the unlocked door and walked
inside. The familiar smells of rich wood and fresh laundry and of
him met my nostrils.

I sat on the loveseat by the entranceway,
feeling so light with nerves that it was a wonder I didn't float up
to the ceiling. I could hear him moving around one room over.

After a couple minutes, he emerged. Pieces
of fabric were draped over one arm and a mass of pins sticking out
of a bracelet on his left wrist.

"Help yourself to a drink, if you'd like
one," he said, gesturing over at a line of bottles.

I went over to them self-consciously, aware
that I had never had a drink around him. Seeing the makings of my
favorite cocktail, I mixed one and took it back to my seat. All the
while he was messing with the stacks of expensive fabric along the
wall.

When he had distributed the contents of his
arms to their appropriate locations and returned the pins to a
large box by the stairs, he turned back and his eyes fell on
me.

"Sometimes I think I work too hard, did you
know that?" he said, pulling open the collar of his shirt and
running a tired hand through his chestnut hair.

"I didn't know that phrase was in your
vocabulary," I said.

He flashed me a smile and made his way over
to pour himself a tumbler of bourbon. "What's your drink?" he asked
as he came, pointing to the glass in my hand.

"Oh. A Manhattan," I said, looking down and
swirling it a little self-consciously.

"Really? All this time I had a girl working
for me who knows how to drink, and I never knew it."

I blushed at the compliment and looked at my
shoes. His manner was encouraging. He didn't seem angry.

He took a seat against the arm of the
loveseat, pushing a box out from underfoot. I turned a little to
face him, a glimmer of some unspoken hope coming into my head.

"About this morning," he said.

I looked up, my back straightening.

"You know I care about you, Emma, don't
you?"

I mumbled something.

"I like having you around, is what I mean.
And about what happened. I suppose when I stopped and thought about
it, I had to admit that I've known for a while that you feel that
way, and that I just wasn't sure it was right to acknowledge it. It
can all be a little confusing, can't it?"

"Yes," I agreed gratefully, nodding.

"But at the end of the day, I suppose it's
not such a bad thing that two people feel a connection, don't you
think? It can't be such a bad thing that they enjoy each other's
company and take pleasure in being around each other."

I could feel my heart beating like crazy.
The dawning exhilaration of what he seemed to be saying was matched
by an almost equal terror that I would say something that would
mess everything up.

His fingers were playing with the edge of my
skirt where it lay folded on the cushion. "And really," he said,
brushing the skin of my thigh so very lightly, setting my body
tingling, "when I think about it in those terms, when I say it's
okay to feel those things, I have to admit."

"Admit what?" I asked, my eyes rising to
meet his, my eagerness finally overcoming my shyness.

"Well, I have to admit," he repeated, his
hand on my thigh now and my whole body humming like a guitar
string, "that it drives me pretty wild, too."

My eyes widened and I gasped audibly,
immediately embarrassing myself.

"When I look down and see you with that red
ass and red face, squirming like mad on my lap and your hair all
mussed like I've just fucked you. It puts some really interesting
ideas into my head that, for a long time, I thought shouldn't be
there."

I stared at him, color rising in my face and
my mouth left open slightly.

"Yes, that color," he said, putting a finger
under my chin and closing my mouth. "I've been wanting to claim
that little body of yours as mine since I first laid hands on
it."

I stared at him, under his spell.
"It is yours," I breathed.
"It's always been yours."

"Is it?" he asked quietly, smoothing the
collar of my blouse. "No, I don't think it is, yet."

I watched his hand, speechless. This had
been a fantasy of mine for so long, I couldn't help but find it
surreal.

"I hold my own to a higher standard," he
went on. "Don't you think that's reasonable?"

"Yes," I agreed immediately, though I was
not sure what he meant.

"And you," he began, "have not been meeting
that standard, have you? You've been rather bad, all things
considered."

"I –" I stopped, unsure what to say.

"For one thing," he said, standing up, "the
clothes that you've been wearing to work recently."

Tugging softly on my collar, he entreated me
up to stand in front of him.

"Yes?" I asked.

"You do not take care of them," he said. His
hand began to undo the buttons of the blouse. "That's hardly
appropriate for working in a tailor's studio, is it?"

I watched his hand moving down my front.
"I'm sorry, sir." The word slipped out again.

He sighed softly, his hand reaching the last
button and allowing the garment to breathe open. "You are always
sorry, aren't you Emma? But a whispered sorry is not always
enough." He pulled the blouse off my shoulders and over my arms,
tutting softly as he indicated a frayed thread running along the
in-seam.

"I'm not the reason the seat of my skirt is
so worn," I pointed out.

"No?" he asked, reaching around and feeling
at the material in question and the body underneath it with both
hands.

With a tingle of satisfaction I could feel
the early soreness of his morning punishment as his palms cupped my
buttocks.

"Perhaps you're right," he agreed. "Perhaps
I should always get you naked before I punish you. That would be
the responsible thing to do."

"Are you going to punish me now, sir?" I
asked.

His hands circled my hips, coming to rest
against my abdomen, hooked inside the waistband of my skirt.

"You were a very bad girl today, Emma," he
said chidingly. "I don't think I had punished you nearly enough
when your session ended." He toyed at my skirt's zipper. "It would
be silly to let one little orgasm distract us from just how bad
you've really been, don't you think?" His voice was soft and his
mouth very close to my ear.

"Yes, sir," I agreed.

With a soft ruffling sound, my skirt fell to
the floor.

"You do want to be good, after all, don't
you?"

"Yes, sir."

"And when you're bad, you want to pay the
price. It's the only way you'll learn."

"Yes. I'm grateful that you punish me when
I'm wrong, sir."

His finger ran under the shoulder strap of
my bra and my body tensed. His other hand came around and with a
soft click my bra came loose and he pulled it away, letting it fall
to the floor. My nipples stiffened as I felt his eyes on my body,
now almost totally naked.

"Stand up against the wall there," he
instructed, pointing.

I turned and put my hands out, bending over
and giving him access to my already bruised ass.

His left hand cupped my breast and fondled
it gently as he prepared to spank me. "You know, it's very
disappointing to discover that you've been enjoying these
punishments all along. They were supposed to be for your own good,
you know."

"I'm sorry, sir."

"I suppose I just never realized what a
dirty girl you are, did I?"

"No, sir."

"I'll have to make it harder, then, if the
message is going to stick. Won't I?"

"Yes, sir."

I bent over further, my lower lip in my
teeth and my eyes already closed in anticipation. He rolled my
nipple in his fingers and a little breath of pleasure escaped from
me.

He took the waistband of my panties and
rolled them down until my ass was exposed, vulnerable, and the
cloth stretched between my thighs.

"If you weren't such a dirty, horny little
girl I wouldn't have to do this, you know."

"I know, sir," I said without opening my
eyes.

Even though I expected it, the intensity of
the first contact caught me by surprise. The slap of palm on bare
skin rang out and I let out a little, embarrassing yelp. He did not
like it when I made noises during punishment.

In payment, the next blow was even harder. I
bit my lip to maintain silence and felt my eyes begin to water.

"Whose fault is this?" he asked between
blows. "Why is this happening?"

"It's my fault, sir," I gasped. "I was bad
and made this happen. I'm sorry I make you punish me."

The next one was hard enough that my knees
almost buckled. As my body shook from the punishment my panties
slowly migrated down my legs until they rested on the floor. My
palms were sweaty against the wall.

"Are you learning your lesson, Emma?" he
asked, emphasizing a blow that was even harder still.

"Yes, sir," I wailed, the tears now starting
to flow down my hot cheeks.

"Are you going to keep taking pleasure in
the punishments I administer to you?"

"Yes, sir," I admitted out of honesty, not
defiance.

He struck me harder. "Still?"

"Yes, sir."

He struck me harder yet. "Still?"

"Yes, sir."

He struck me with a final series of blows
that left me gasping and unable to speak. "Still?" he asked.

I collapsed into the wall, pressing my wet
cheek against its cool surface, feeling its texture on my bare
stomach. "Yes, sir," I said when I had regained control of
myself.

His hand squeezed my burning ass. "Well," he
said softly, "at the end of the day I suppose you can't help it if
you are a horny little girl."

"No, sir," I agreed.

"And that's what you are?"

"Yes," I said. "I'm a terribly dirty little
slut."

"I see," he said, moving up against me. His
hands moved from my ass around to my front, and one of his fingers
began to toy a little bit at my clit. "I suppose you want my cock,
then, do you? That's what dirty little sluts want, isn't it?"

"Yes, sir," I agreed, rubbing back against
him. I could feel it hot in his pants, swollen by the sight of me.
How many times had I writhed on his lap, only inches from it, but
never allowed to feel it?

"Do you think you've been punished enough?"
he asked. "Do you think you deserve my cock?"

"Yes, sir," I breathed, his finger on my
clit beginning to affect me.

"You deserve to have my cock inside of
you?"

"Yes, sir."

I felt his hand moving over his fly and
heard the sound of his zipper. "And your little pussy is ready for
it?"

"Yes, sir," I said, bending over slightly
and presenting him with the place in question.

I felt his cock, stiff and hot, come to rest
against my ass. His hands moved around and held my breasts as he
leaned forward and kissed me on the neck. The thick muscles of his
torso pressed against my back.

"I suppose even bad girls can be good every
now and then," he breathed into my ear. His hand traveled down my
body and then he was guiding himself between my legs and into
me.

I let out a high-pitched giggle of physical
delight as I felt him slide into me and fill me. It would probably
have hurt if I wasn't already so wet from the spanking. I reached
back and pushed my hand against his ass, feeling its firmness as I
pushed at it to drive him further into me.

He gathered a fistful of my hair and bent me
further forwards, giving himself complete access and pushing in
still deeper. I let out a moan, my cheek pressed against the
wall.

He began to thrust into me. With his grip on
my hair, he controlled my torso from both ends. I felt almost
hog-tied in his strong grasp.

I closed my eyes and savored every sensation
that told me I was getting fucked by the man I had wanted more than
any other since I was practically a girl. His strong hands kept me
where I needed to be, and there was nothing left but to surrender
to his capable control and let him ride me into oblivion.

Moans began escaping my lips as the ecstasy
of his penetration continued to build. My toes curled against the
floor and my fingers scraped at the wall. He began to thrust faster
and harder, until it felt as though my already sore and tired body
would not be able to take it, and yet the only thing my sore and
tired body wanted was more. More he gave me, pushing so deep inside
me that it felt as though I would have no room left for air. The
intensity built, and grew, and deepened.

I let out a yell as I felt myself falling
into orgasm. Pleasure radiated out from my most sensitive region
and swept me away in an infinitely soft world of delight.

I felt him stiffen behind me, his muscles
tensed against my own body rendered soft and limp by pleasure. I
felt him come into me, filling me with his viscous liquid.

Gasping, he leaned forward, pinning me up
and against the wall with his bodyweight. With difficulty, I turned
beneath him so that we were face to face. Perspiration made our
skin slick, and our chests were heaving against each other.

Seeing my face draw close to his, he smiled
and kissed me. Then he pulled back, allowing me to slide to the
floor, where I sat with my legs at odd angles, looking up at him. I
groaned as I felt the deep soreness in my ass, and rolled over onto
my front.

He turned and went into the kitchen. A
moment later he returned carrying a bag of ice.

"Here," he said, gesturing with the ice.
"You're going to want this. I really went to town on you."

I smiled ruefully. "Yes," I agreed, "you
did."

He lowered himself to the ground beside me
and held the ice against my ass.

"Thank you," I said.

"I think it's the least I can do."

I nestled back against him. "Maybe next time
we can space out the punishment and pleasure spankings to two
different days."

He laughed softly into my hair. "You'll have
to be the one to enforce that rule. I don't know if I have the
willpower."
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