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I am an advocate of spending time reading books that you enjoy. Here are a few things you should know about The Goddess before reading. 

Many of the characters in this book are polyamorous. Within the context of this book, this means they have multiple sexual partners and multiple romantic relationships. The protagonists are not exclusive and never will be. This is a nontraditional romance that includes sex and sexual play between the main characters, but they do not have “traditional” penetrative sex with each other. There is a happy ending. 

Although I strive for accurate representation of BDSM, this is not a bible or a blueprint on how to have a good dynamic (in fact, I think it clearly illustrates how not to have a dynamic). Please read some nonfiction to go with your fiction, and find a good mentorship group before reenacting any of these scenes. Otherwise, Reuben and Becca will be very disappointed in you.

Trigger warnings: Recollection of sexual assault and child abuse. Brief mention of off-page female genital mutilation. Mention of attempted suicide from a secondary character. Recollection of war experiences. 

Content warnings: Sadomasochism and impact play, edging, denial, forced orgasm, anal play, pegging, CBT (cock and ball torture), extended chastity, brainwashing and mindfuck. 
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For my cocky little pup... you’re annoying as fuck, 

but I love you so much. Never change.

––––––––
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The Birth of a Goddess
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Four years ago

It was a routine Wednesday night. After a long day at work, the men wanted to play with their toys... and the toys were more than willing. 

With their backs to us, the Dominants discussed their plans for the evening. Reuben nodded at Jeff’s quiet whispers, and Jez stood by with a huge grin on her face and a twinkle in her eye. 

Beside me, Sanaii shivered in expectation. She wore only panties and a t-shirt, while they’d asked me to remain clothed. Her nipples were hard pebbles under her shirt, and she scanned the room with wide eyes She was excited, probably wet... a phenomenon I only rarely experienced, when the brightest and strongest pain overwhelmed my body. 

I wonder if I will get wet tonight.

Nervous and on edge, I awaited my instructions. Having finalized their plans, Reuben and Jez went straight for Sanaii, taking her by the arms and dragging her to the middle of the room. Stripping her down, they cuffed her wrists to a spreader bar and hung her from a rope on the ceiling, pulling it taunt so she was standing on her tiptoes. She squirmed, anticipating the delicious cruelty about to come her way. 

Now that she was bound, I knew it was my turn to submit to whatever they had planned. I turned to Reuben, my Sir, my first true Dominant, and my longtime best friend. He had a look in his eye that I knew well. He was about to ask me to do something that would push my limits, but that he knew I could do. 

Did he want me to have sex with her? 

I would do it happily. Lick her, finger her, fuck her. I preferred sex with women over men, since they didn’t scare me. They were beautiful, and sweet, and soft, and fun to please. They became more beautiful the more aroused they were, and they made the sweetest sounds. 

Men were rough. Violent. They grunted like animals. Despite the safety I felt under the protection of my Dom and my Master, most men still terrified me. I tolerated them simply because I was safe in the presence of my two closest friends. Jeff, my Master, and Reuben my Dom... my protectors who guarded me from those who would take advantage of me. In owning me, they gave me safety. 

Reuben approached, his slow, heavy footfalls sending ominous echoes through the room. He held a riding crop in his hand. Resisting the urge to lift my chin in the way my former owner referred to as “haughty,” I kept my gaze firmly fixed on him. I waited for him to lift the crop and strike me or use it to guide me. Instead, he turned the tool in his hand and presented the handle to me, as if it were a gift. 

Instinctively, I leaned forward and kissed the handle, a deep respect for the tool and for the delicious pain it could bring. 

He stroked my hair, and then cupped my chin, lifting me to an upright position. He held the crop closer to me, and my confusion grew. What did he want me to do with it? 

“She’s yours tonight, Becca.” 

“What?” My voice sounded foreign. 

“Tonight, she is your toy.”

“But I don’t... I’m not...”

He lifted an eyebrow as if to ask, aren’t you? “Take it.”

I can refuse. 

I had known, from the first day I had done a scene with Reuben Weston, that I had the power to stop it. I relished the safety of that knowledge. But never in my life had I felt this. As I reached my hand out and took the crop, an overwhelming rush of warmth, confidence, and control burned through my body, settling in the pit of my stomach. 

I didn’t just have power to stop him. I had power... over all of it. 

Everything. 

Her. 

I looked up and watched Sanaii’s eyes fill with warmth and eagerness. She had that thing Dominants seemed to love:  unapologetic masochism, honest expressions, and wild, beautiful reactions. 

I took a step forward, my feet moving on their own accord, my heels making a lovely sound against the polished floor of the dungeon.

Click. My thighs brushed against each other, and the fabric of my skirt swished. The cool air move across my skin like a kiss. 

Click. Another step, and I took a breath. My body felt feverish. Tingly. The closer I got to her, the more she squirmed, squeezing her thighs together to relieve the tension between her legs. Her eyes were glued to me. 

Click. I felt another hot ripple course through my body, shocking me. I wasn't sure what was happening to me, but my belly flipped, warmth gushed between my legs and flooded my panties, and I wanted to squeeze my own legs together... 

Arousal and eroticism had always eluded me. I submitted because it was who I was. It was part of me. I couldn’t remember what it was like to not submit. I was incapable of living on my own, of making my own decisions, of any level of independence. In the past, I had always fought my masters on the principle of the matter, because I believed I deserved freedom... but I couldn’t stand the idea of actually being free. 

But this... this freedom was beautiful. This freedom was safe. Delicious. The way Sanaii’s eyes widened and her lips parted, how she wriggled in her bondage, anticipating whatever I decided to do... it made me want to do everything. 

But I didn’t have the faintest idea what to do. 

Could I strike her? Could I hurt her? Did I want to cause her pain?

Was it really pain if the desire for it was making her pussy drip down her legs and squelch every time she squirmed? 

My Master sensed my struggle. He sat in a chair a few paces away, comfortable, his single leg propped up on the ottoman, his hands draped over the arm rests, watching whatever was to unfurl. When I looked at him, silently asking for guidance, he smiled, winked, and gave me the smallest nod. 

I looked at Reuben. He crossed his arms and he held his chin in his hands, studying me with interest, waiting to see what I did. 

Jez was grinning in the corner, vibrating with excitement. She seemed to have complete and total confidence in me. 

They waited for me, refusing to give me a single instruction, waiting to see what I did. 

And Sanaii... she wanted to be touched. 

I walked closer to her, my breath coming faster, my eyes scanning her body. Her dark skin seemed to glow in the low light. Plump curves and goosebumps, and raw need. 

The crop shook in my hand as I lifted it. Setting it on the back of her neck, I dragged it down, down, so slowly, watching the goosebumps erupt over her skin, hearing a soft sigh escape her lips. The sight and the sound made my breath catch. 

I lifted the crop and struck her hard on the fleshy part of her ass. She let out the prettiest sound I’d ever heard. 

Oh. 

My eyes flew to Reuben’s, either for reassurance or for confirmation. His face didn’t change, but his pupils dilated, hunger radiating off his body. He was completely engrossed in the scene, relishing the tension.

I looked at her skin again, a blank canvas of black velvet, waiting to be dressed. The world was in my hands when I held that crop. I stroked her skin where I’d hit her, watching her move against me and revel in my touch. A huge grin broke out on my face, and I couldn’t stop it. 

I get it now. 

This power. This control. This absolute freedom to be felt, to be enjoyed. The feeling of being known. 

Receiving was a holy sacrifice. But giving? 

Giving was to be God. 
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“Your shift started fifteen minutes ago, Benny.”

I rolled my sleeves up to my elbows and soaped up my hands and wrists. My shirt was untucked, my belt was nowhere to be found, and my hair was a mess. I made it to work by the skin of my teeth today. 

“I apologize, Boss,” I said, shooting her a well-practiced regretful smile that I didn’t mean. “Got stuck in traffic.”

“Do you get stuck in traffic before every shift? Because this is becoming a problem.” Erin put her hands on her hips. 

“Nope... sometimes I miss my alarm from all my late nights of partying,” I winked. I didn’t tell her it wasn’t my party, or that I didn’t get home until almost four in the morning. But the tips meant I could buy groceries this week. 

She rolled her eyes. “Be here on time, please. You’re one of my best, Benny, but if I don’t start writing you up for being late, other people are going to get lazy and start copying your behavior.”

“Yes Ma’am.” I tied my apron around my hips and headed out to check in with Maxine. 

Maxine, our shift lead for the day, shook her head at me in mock disapproval. “Loverboy running late again today?” 

“Late nights, Maxine. Gotta keep all my girls satisfied.” I wiggled my eyebrows. 

Rolling her eyes, she said, “You should worry about keeping your boss satisfied. You’re on tables one through six today.” She handed me a stack of menus and a spray bottle. “In the meantime, put those talented fingers to work.” She slapped me on the ass with the clipboard as I walked away. 

I let Maxine think I was a playboy and a man slut. I was always tired, always horny, and always hungry, and I guess my character fit her assumption. It was a running joke that I hooked up with a new girl every night. I didn’t correct her. I’d rather have the disdain of being a fuckboy than the pity I’d get if I told her the truth. 

Thursdays were always slow, but today was oddly stressful. Erin was nervous because apparently someone from corporate was coming by today, but she didn’t know who or when. A group of single moms in the corner had ordered peanut butter and jelly sandwiches for their kids, and most of the jelly was now on the wall. A group of college girls sat in the corner, enjoying the free bread and butter but only ordering sodas and laughing obnoxiously. And Maxine and I had a bet going on about how many times the older lady in the corner would complain about her food, and I was pretty sure I was going to win, since she was up to four. 

“Benny, I swear, if she sends this back one more time,” Erin whispered to me. “What did she say this time?”

“She said the breading on the shrimp was too spicy.”

“But last time she said it was too bland.” 

“Well,” I shrugged. “Guess she wants something in between.” I set the plate down. 

Erin glared at it, picking up one of the untouched breaded shrimps. She bit into it and rolled her eyes. “It’s perfect.”

“Obviously. Sebastian made it.” 

Erin put in another order for the shrimp and went to supervise the creation. I grabbed a spray bottle and a rag to clean the jelly off the walls near table three. 

Shrimp Lady finally left, and Maxine and I couldn’t help but laugh about the situation while I cleared the table. “What’s her problem, anyway?” Maxine asked. 

“She only gets five shrimp. If she complains multiple times, she gets seven or eight. People do it all the time, especially if they’re hungry but don’t want to pay for a side.”

“You think that’s it?”

“I dunno. Probably. She looked obnoxious. I can’t stand stuck-up people like that. Just eat your food and if you don’t like it, don’t order it. C’mon. At least she left a good tip,” I said, tucking the bills into my pocket. 

“I know you gave her the wrong dipping sauces on purpose.”

“There was nothing I could give that woman to satisfy her. The least I could do was give her the spicy ketchup instead of the sriracha aioli.” 

“Excuse me?” A voice I didn’t recognize cut in over our discussion. Maxine and I both turned to see the new guest standing at the front of the restaurant.

It only took three seconds for her to turn my world upside down.

The first second was a visual overload as I took her in. She was a few inches shorter than me, perhaps five foot seven or eight. She wore a black blouse with a few buttons undone, and I could see a hint of cleavage that made my mouth water. An expensive necklace of red, orange, and white gemstones rested on her breastbone, like something a queen would wear. Full round breasts and a thin waist melted into curvy hips. She wore a form-fitting skirt made of black shiny leather that stopped right above her knee, a slit up the back dangerously close to exposing her. A piece of black lace was sewn into the slit, as if to imply modesty even though it didn’t truly do anything. Almost like she was saying, I could be decent, but I don’t want to be. Her bare legs were smooth and looked like satin, and she wore a pair of elegant black strappy heels. She had full, shiny, raven-black hair, curled and styled to frame her stunning Grecian facial features. Ivory skin, high cheekbones, a straight nose, dark red lips. But her most stunning feature was her shocking, enchanting eyes. 

They were golden. A light brown, like honey, or topaz. An earthy amber that made her look like a supernatural entity or a creature from the underworld. 

In the next second, I experienced a strange emotional compulsion that led me to believe that this woman was important. Not just a businesswoman from the corporate office, or a rich senator’s wife, or someone of a high rank. No, it was something almost spiritual. I felt like it was a privilege or a once-in-a-lifetime honor to gaze upon her, let alone serve her a meal. Whatever her name or title, it should be capitalized, and she deserved respect just for existing. I knew this instinctively, as if she knew it too, and in knowing it herself, she communicated it to me simply by the way she stood. 

The third moment was filled with condescension and guilt as she lifted a perfectly arched eyebrow and met my gaze, as if she were saying, are you going to stand around all day and stare at me, or do you have the decency to seat me and serve me a meal? But it was also filled with a strange pride and honor, because out of everyone in the room she could have made direct eye contact with, she chose me. 

What a weird thought. She’s just a woman, Benny. Come on.

I elbowed Maxine, who jumped before she greeted her. Maxine gestured to an empty table on the other side of the room, but the woman pointed to the dirty table I was cleaning. “I’d like to sit there. I’ll wait for him to finish cleaning it for me.” 

Maxine didn’t know what else to say, so she nodded and wrung her hands, fidgeting as I finished cleaning the table.

I worked too quickly and carelessly, knocking over a water glass in the process. My blood pressure rose and my nerves went haywire as I struggled to contain the mess. I heard a quiet sigh behind me. 

My thoughts immediately went defensive. She has no reason to be frustrated, she’s the one who requested a dirty table.  But when I glanced at he, she didn’t look annoyed or upset. 

Maxine wordlessly threw me an extra rag from behind the hostess stand, sensing my discomfort. I soaked up the water and collected the rest of the dishes, determined not to make a complete fool of myself in front of her. 

Chill out, Benny. Just breathe, do your job, and take her order. You’re good at this. The rich older ladies love you. 

Returning from the kitchen with a spray bottle and clean rag, I sprayed down the table and wiped it up, and then cleaned both chairs too, not knowing which one she’d prefer to sit in. Maybe a little extra attention in the preparation of her table would provide me a splash of favor to make up for the inconvenience of the spilled water. Once it was ready, I stepped back and lifted a hand to the table. 

She was staring at me with an odd expression. Something between interest and... humor? And although she was shorter than me, she had this energy, this way of looking at me, like she was looking down at me. I could usually ignore that feeling, at least until I was off work and could put it out of my mind. Letting myself be affected by snobbish people during my shift was always a bad idea, because it made me careless. 

I swallowed and stood firm under her expression. 

She walked slowly, as if she were in no hurry at all, as if she hadn’t stood there for what felt like ten minutes while I prepared the table. Pausing by the chair, she looked at me with a challenge in her stunning golden eyes. I swallowed my pride and pulled the chair out for her, seating her as if she were a queen. 

Maybe this was the woman from the corporate office, and she was testing me to see just how far I was willing to go for the sake of customer service. 

Well, there weren’t that many things I was good at, but getting a smile out of someone was certainly near the top of the list. 

I was about to tell her the specials when she removed her gaze from mine and took the menu. “I’d like a glass of white wine. Pinot Grigio, or a Sauvignon Blanc. Something light and crisp. I’ll decide on my entrée when you return.” With that, she ignored me. 

“Yes ma’am.”

“Miss,” she said, her tone correcting, but not insulting. Almost as if she preferred I use the term, but would not demand it. 

“Yes miss.” 

I kept an eye on the drink order while I checked my other tables. When I passed Maxine again, she raised her eyebrows and pursed her lips as she crossed her eyes slightly, an expression I was quite used to seeing on her. It was our would you take a look at this entitled snob expression. I smirked and rolled my eyes, not really returning the sentiment. 

She didn’t feel like a snob. She felt like a challenge. Impress me, she seemed to say. I bet you can. 

When I finally brought her the glass of wine, she beat me to speaking again, placing an order for a Caesar salad and a side of the breaded shrimp. I pursed my lips slightly at the order, praying we weren’t about to have a repeat of the earlier fiasco. 

“What’s wrong with the shrimp?” 

Her question surprised me and I stammered. “Uh, nothing. Nothing, miss. It’s excellent. We’ve been selling quite a lot of it today.” 

“Your expression implies otherwise.” 

There was no appropriate way to explain what had just transpired at this very table, so I said, “No, miss. It’s quite good, and it’s one of my favorites. It’s just been a very busy day for shrimp.” 

She handed over her menu. “I suppose it is.” Her amber eyes sparkled, and she raised an eyebrow. I felt a little pull of arousal in my stomach at her expression. 

Is she flirting with me? She was definitely older than me, though not by a lot. There’s nothing hotter than an experienced woman who knows what she wants. 

Jesus, I really need to get laid. 

I went back to deliver her order to Sebastian personally, knowing if he saw one more order of breaded shrimp for table six, he’d start throwing things. I still got an eye roll and some muttering, but it was better than him sabotaging her meal intentionally. 

Her food was prepared and served quickly, and I cleared away her empty plate after she finished. “Would you like anything else, miss?” 

“No, but I do need to make a phone call and do some work. Will it be a problem if I sit here for a while? I don’t want to take up a table if you’re busy.”

“No, miss. Take your time. Our rush is over and it’s a slow day anyway. My name is Benny, just let me know if you need anything else.”

She gave me the smallest hint of a smile. She sat angled at her table, one ankle crossed over the other sensually and making her legs look even longer. She almost seemed to purr as she said, “Thank you, Benny.” 

Why was it that hearing my name from her lips, seeing the expression on her face, was so satisfying? I couldn’t help but smile back, and I felt my cheeks burn just a little with the way she was looking at me. I feel like a kid who just got a sticker or something. Grow up. 

The woman spent the next hour at the table, sipping on water and talking quietly on the phone. At times, she looked focused and engaged with her conversation, but at other times, there was a hint of exhaustion in her eyes. I kept an eye on her water glass and replaced it when it got low, even though she’d already paid her check. Eventually she left while I was in the back, and I came back to collect the envelope. 

She threw me for a loop when she left me exactly ten percent for the tip. 

It wasn’t that I expected a lot for tips, but I tended to make a fair amount. They made up almost all my income, and I was proud of the fact that most of my customers walked away happy with their experience. Especially the older women who all thought I was cute. 

But the woman in black with the amber eyes left a tip of exactly ten percent, down to the pocket change she fished out of her purse. And something about that pissed me off. Most people rounded up and added a few dollars, or rounded their check out to an even amount. 

Maxine scoffed while she watched me shove the cash in my apron. “Dang. Snobby-mc-snob-face in the black heels didn’t even leave you a decent tip, even after sitting there for over an hour after she finished her lunch. What a bitch.”

“Seriously,” I muttered. “I lost money on that table. If she ever comes in again, seat her somewhere else? Just tell her that table is reserved and put her in Everett’s corner right by the bathroom doors.” But even as I spoke, something about my words felt flat and fake to me. Mostly, I was disappointed that I somehow hadn’t earned enough approval from her to warrant more than a measly two dollars and fifty-three cents. 

[image: Text  Description automatically generated]

I usually went to the bar right after work, no matter what time I finished, and hung around, helped out, or had a soda with my regulars while I waited for my shift to start. Today, I sat in my car and tried to clear my head. 

I kept thinking back to the beautiful woman with the shiny black hair and the amber eyes. The way she’d looked up at me, pleased at my service, was stuck in my head. But then why was she so skimpy on the tip? 

And why did I care so much? 

It wasn’t the first time something like this had happened. I’d learned to get over it. Accept and move on. Don’t dwell on it and don’t take it personally. 

But the woman stuck in my head, and I wasn’t sure why. I couldn’t stop thinking about her. And it wasn’t just the clench in my gut or the slight blood rush in my pants. She was beautiful... but more than that, she was compelling. I thought I’d pleased her, and I was mostly disappointed in myself that I clearly hadn’t. 

There are some people you just can’t please. 

I forced myself out of my car and into the bar. I’ll earn it all back tonight. I have to. 

The chaos of the bar consumed me, and everything else faded away. Burnt French fries. Spilled beer. Men breaking out in hoots and hollers, clapping and cheering. Girls laughing. So many fucking shots and birthdays.

The table in the back was packed with girls all dressed up like they’d just come from a party. Their makeup was slightly smeared from their excessive drinking and dancing, and they looked around wide-eyed and smiling every time I came by. I made sure to take extra good care of them. 

One of the girls in the group was a little more shy than the rest. I asked for her drink order, but she shook her head and blushed. “I’m the DD tonight.” 

She looked a little embarrassed, and pretty far out of her comfort zone. She seemed like the quiet bookworm type. Her blonde hair was pulled into a low ponytail, and she wore thin wire-frame glasses that magnified her light blue eyes. Her conservative jeans and blouse did nothing to hide her round, full breasts and thick thighs. 

I put a hand on her shoulder. “Are you the under-21 friend who they invited because they didn’t want to pay for an uber?”

She sighed and nodded, embarrassed that I’d called her out. 

“Well, let’s get them drunk and happy, and I’ll give you all the mocktails and house chips you can handle, okay cutie?”

She laughed, her eyes sparkling. I gave her shoulder a little squeeze before I went to put in their drinks. 

I made up my lost tip pretty quickly, because drunk girls can’t do math. By the end of the night, I had a few hundred bucks and three phone numbers. The birthday girls were all smashed, but the underage sweet blonde who I’d been flirting with all night was stone cold sober, and the napkin with her number was burning a hole in my pocket. I watched them pile into an SUV outside, their convenient free driver annoyed with their steadily declining behavior. 

After cleaning up and closing the bar, I stole a few eggs for breakfast tomorrow, wrapping them in a paper towel and setting them in the cooler in the back of my car next to a leftover sandwich, a baguette, and an apple I’d snatched from the café. Extracting the napkin in my pocket, I texted the blonde from the birthday party tonight. The name Katie was written on the top with a little heart dotting the “i.” 


Benny: Hey cutie. Get home safe?

Katie: Sure did! Just dropped off the last two party animals, and I’m on my way home. 

Benny: You’re a good friend, Katie. 

Katie: I try. 

Benny: You want some company? 


Three little dots disappeared and reappeared, but finally, an address came through. 

When I got to her apartment twenty minutes later, I could see her pacing through the living room window. She looked nervous. But when she opened the door, she had a big smile on her face and a blush on her cheeks. 

I smiled as I walked into her place, gently placing my hands on her waist. “Long day’s work isn’t so bad when you get a smile like that at the end of it.” 

She giggled and bit her lip, her hands awkwardly resting on my chest. I didn’t want to go caveman on her, but I was dying to get my hands under her clothes. 

My fingers snuck under the edge of her shirt. “You want to watch a movie or something?”

She smirked. “It’s one in the morning. I want to go to bed.”

I raised an eyebrow hopefully. She laughed again and held my shirt with her hands as she took a step backwards, bringing me farther into the apartment. I followed willingly. 

She was shy but eager, a combination I found endearing. She blushed and dipped her face when I took her top off, but moaned so beautifully when I kissed her neck and her breasts. I fumbled with her bra and couldn’t get the damn thing off, and she snickered as she removed it, my awkwardness dissipating some of the tension. We ended up on our sides, her arms around my head as I sucked and licked her pretty breasts, running my fingertips up and down her curves. 

When I kissed her right above the button on her jeans, her breath turned shallow. “You okay?” 

She nodded and bit her lip. 

“You want me to take these off?”

She nodded, but her eyes were darting around a little, and she looked uncomfortable. 

“You sure? Because we can just lie here and fool around some more.” 

She swallowed and said, “Yeah, that’s... That would be good.” 

I refused to let my disappointment show. Instead, I nibbled and kissed my way back up her tummy and chest, and listened to her breathy little moans as I played with her pebbled nipples. 

Eventually things wound down, and we chatted about nothing. When her eyelids began to droop, I turned off the light and she snuggled against me. 

“Thanks,” she whispered. 

“You kidding me? I’m the one who got titties tonight.”

She giggled again. It was a cute sound and it made me want to squeeze her. “I just... I haven’t...”

In the dark, with a stranger, it was easier to be honest. “You’re a virgin?” 

“Yeah.” 

“Damn, Katie, I wouldn’t have rushed you if I’d known. Take your time, okay?”

“I like you.”

“I like you too.”

“I don’t do this.”

“I don’t either... not anymore.” 

“Last guy, I had to kick him out. He was really rough with me.”

“I’m not into rough.”

“What are you into?”

“Orgasms.”

She giggled again. “I think most guys are.”

“No, I mean, your orgasms. I feel like an asshole if you don’t come.” 

She stilled. “I only come by myself.” 

I rubbed her back while her breathing slowed. “Well, if you ever want to change that, you text me. I’m pretty good at eating pussy.” My mouth watered at the thought. It had been a damn long time since I’d gotten to eat a girl out. Fuck. 

“I’ve never... had that done to me.”

“You let me know when you want to give it a try. I’ll take care of you.” My dick throbbed at the idea. I wanted to watch her face the first time she had a tongue on her clit. 

“Sorry I didn’t–”

I put a finger over her lips. “Nope. Hush. Don’t worry about it. Did you have fun?” 

“Yeah.”

“Good. Me too.”

She relaxed in my arms and passed out a few minutes later. Her cute, quiet little snores made me smile. 

I extracted myself from her arms and snuck out, my erection angrily pressing against my jeans. 

Back at my apartment, I put the eggs in the refrigerator for Layla to cook up for Momma in the morning, since eggs and cheese were the only thing she’d eat for breakfast. The fridge was looking pretty empty. I checked the last few slices of bread on the top shelf; there was a spot of mold on it. Grimacing, I threw it away. 

Momma had the Master bedroom, and Zach and Brandon had the other two bedrooms in the apartment. It was almost two in the morning, but I needed a shower... and I needed relief from the pent-up tension of cute little Katie gasping while I sucked on her nipples. 

I jerked off quickly, but it was unfulfilling. The idea and the image of sweet curvy Katie letting me fuck her was hot, but I still felt pent up and needy. My hand wasn’t enough; I needed someone warm and wet to thrust into. I needed to feel completely overwhelmed by her. And Katie was cute, but she wasn’t the kind of girl to go animal on my dick like I needed. 

Dark hair, amber eyes, and blood-red lips filled my mind. Almost instantly, I grew hard again. 

I couldn’t imagine a woman like that on her back. But I could imagine her on top. 

Closing my eyes and leaning my head against the shower wall, I envisioned her long legs straddling me. She’d still be wearing her heels, and probably some black strappy lingerie. She’d run her hands over her full, luscious breasts and through her long thick tresses, looking down at me hungrily as she rocked her hips. And she would absolutely be in control. 

I’d only heard her speak a few times, but I knew she’d have a smooth, sensual voice. What would she sound like when she came? 

I edged a little, holding onto the image of her fighting for her own orgasm on my cock. When I finally let myself come, the relief was so much better than the first time. It still wasn’t enough... but it was enough to get to sleep. 

After my shower, I looked at the door at the end of the hall, feeling a little guilty. I hadn’t seen Momma all day today. I’d meant to see her after I got home from the bar, but I’d gone to see Katie instead. 

Cracking the door to the Master bedroom, I peeked inside. She was asleep, the quilt pulled up to her chin. Her face looked pale in the moonlight, but she didn’t seem to be in any pain. I didn’t want to wake her up, so I snuck out and silently shut the door. 

I couldn’t remember the last time Momma and I actually had a real conversation. Between her failing memory and my constant work, it left very little time to visit her. 

And the times I did see her, I wished I was somewhere else. 

I forced myself to stop thinking about her. Using my phone as a flashlight to guide myself to the living room, I collapsed on the couch and passed out immediately. Maybe tomorrow would be slightly less exhausting. 
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I felt like a complete asshole. 

Benny had called me “ma’am,” and I’d corrected him purely on instinct. I’d opened my mouth to take it back and apologize, but the words were out of his mouth before I had the chance. “Yes, miss.” 

There was so much reverence in his voice that it left me stunned for a moment. 

And then I’d realized I was short a bill, because Jeff had asked me to leave him some money for the delivery courier, and I barely had enough cash for the poor boy’s tip. I’d dug through my purse and left every penny I could find, vowing to return as soon as possible and leave him a much better one to make up for it. 

After lunch, I sat in my car outside The Weston House, staring at the three-story mansion with a sense of awe and respect that still hadn’t faded. We were only a few years into running the nonprofit, but so far, over a hundred women had found refuge from human trafficking within these walls. I knew no matter where my life led me, I would always come back here. It was my calling, and the thing I cared most about. 

I was back in my office with just enough time to get on the conference call. Logging on to the meeting and straightening in my chair, I tried to look more put together than I felt. 

Reuben was already deep in conversation with Chandra, one of our therapists in South Carolina. “We can’t force her to talk,” he was saying. “Everything we do is about giving them back the power that was stolen from them. If she’s refusing therapy, the best thing we can do for her is to accept that. Communicate with her caregiver and meet with him instead. Maybe over time she’ll agree to see you again... Hello, Becca. You look well...”

There was something in his voice that said, I can tell something just happened.

“I am well. Thank you, Mr. Weston.” I gave him a smile that said, don’t push me on a conference call, please. 

He acknowledged my unspoken request, and we got down to business. 

We tried to have a call like this once a month. The therapists we worked with around the country kept us updated on the status of the girls no longer living at the center. Sonja was speaking again. Eliza’s caregiver had gotten her a puppy, and she was doing much better. Francis was studying for her GED. 

When the others got off the call, and Reuben and I were the only ones left. “Are you busy?” he asked. 

“I have a meeting with Louise in thirty minutes.”

“I won’t take long.” 

Reluctantly, I said, “Come on over, then.” 

He logged off, and a moment later, my office door opened. Shutting my laptop, I gave my boss my full attention. I knew he was about to give me so much shit. He had that curious, evil glint in his eye that told me he wanted information, and was willing to do literally anything to get it. 

“You met someone.”

“I did not.” I lifted my chin, shuffling papers on my desk, trying not to look flustered. “I just... went out to lunch.”

“What did you do,” he asked, leaning against the closed doorframe and crossing his arms. 

I pursed my lips and stared back. How does he always know? 

“Did you find a new toy?” There was a hint of condescension in his tone, but it was playful. 

I attempted to keep his gaze, but he did that evil eyebrow-raise-thing and I blinked. He laughed as I looked away. 

“Becca. You have, like, twelve pets.” 

“I do not,” I snapped back. Then I let my forehead fall into my hand. “I have a few clients, a few playmates, a couple tops... And now I have a cute waiter who calls me ‘miss,’ apparently.” 

Reuben laughed and shook his head, then sat down in the chair in the corner. “Tell me everything.” 

He was smirking as I finished my explanation. “Are you going to pursue him?” 

“No,” I said, waving my hand to dismiss the idea. “I’ve already made a fool of myself. But I am going to go back to that restaurant and leave the poor boy a decent tip.”

Reuben leaned forward and raised an eyebrow. “You’ll be torturing that poor boy by this time next month, Bec.” He put his hands on his knees and stood up. “Try not to be too mean to him. Or do. Maybe he’ll like it.”

I chose not to answer, because Reuben wasn’t someone you could argue with. But I’d already made up my mind. I was far too cruel for someone like Benny. 

No, I needed to keep my distance from him. The absolute last thing that young, pretty boy needed was someone like me coming into his life. 
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Louise came into my office looking like she wanted to cry. Her hair was knotted in a messy bun on the top of her head, her golden curls knotted and matted. Her t-shirt was too big, her jeans too loose, and she wore tennis shoes. I could see the bulge of something in her back pocket, but I wasn’t sure what it was. She threw herself onto the couch, legs spread, back hunched, and glared at the floorboards, eyes red and bloodshot. 

“Good afternoon, Louise.”

“Hi Becca,” she mumbled. The muscles in her jaw flexed. 

“Cute jeans. I like the rhinestones on the pockets.” 

She took a long, steady breath, letting it out slowly, and swallowed. “Thanks.” 

“Do you feel like explaining why you appear so angry?”

“Nope.” She popped her lips on the “p.” 

“Okay. How about you tell me about that movie night you had with the girls the other day?”

Her eyes flashed, and there was venom in her words. “It’s just that I’m so pissed at him. And I’m ready, you know? I’m so fucking ready. I want to see the fucker again so I can wear jeans in front of him. I love jeans. I’m never going to wear anything but jeans ever again! I’m going to sleep in jeans!” 

The tears finally broke through, and she hiccupped and put a hand over her face. She struggled for a moment before blindly reaching out to the end table and grabbing a tissue, blowing her nose and dabbing at her eyes. 

“And all I can hear when I get dressed every morning is, ‘if I can’t see that brand on your thigh at all times, I’m going to punish you!’ It was all, ‘short skirts, no panties, be accessible for me.’” She put on a mocking voice as she quoted her former rapist. 

“I’m happy to hear you’ve found some clothing that makes you feel safe.”

“It doesn’t make me feel safe,” she mumbled. “It makes me feel... guilty. Like, I’m just waiting for the ball to drop. Which of those guys who visit the house is going to sneak into my room and fuck me in the ass with a baseball bat as punishment for not being accessible to him at all times? Huh? Which one?”

My stomach turned at her description. “Certainly nobody here.” 

She shook her head, her voice filled with sick dread. “I know that, Becca, I really do. I know it. But I can’t stop thinking it’ll happen, and I still feel so sick and guilty whenever I wear anything that isn’t a six-inch miniskirt.” Wiping her eyes, she looked at me like she was pleading for guidance. “I just want to stop feeling guilty for what I choose to do with my body. I want to stop feeling ashamed of what happened to me. I want to wear whatever I want without hearing his voice in my head.” 

“Maybe you should start wearing six-inch miniskirts.” 

She scoffed and rolled her eyes. “How is that going to help?”

“Because you’re choosing to wear something because you want to wear it, not because he told you to.”

“I don’t know. That seems far-fetched.”

“You might be surprised. Why don’t you try it out sometime this week? On your own time, in your room, somewhere where you have control–”

“That’s not going to help.” 

I hesitated, but quietly said, “It helped me.”

I tried hard to be honest with the women who came through the center. I had days where all I did was comfort criers, or make small talk, or help them brush their hair and promise not to pull too hard. But then I had other days where the only thing I could do was share my own story, and try to connect with them as a friend instead of a peer counselor. 

“This isn’t exactly the same, but... my last owner, he never raped me. He liked to hurt me instead.”

Louise’s face had gone blank. She swallowed and glared at the floorboards again, taking small, slow breaths. I pushed on. 

“He was a sadist... he loved to hurt me. Knives. Sometimes a cane. He very often made me pick the tools he’d use on me. And when he wasn’t hurting me, he was kind to me, nursing me back to health, being affectionate and generous with his attention.

“And because of that association... I grew to love the pain. I grew to need it.”

“You’re a masochist?” she whispered. 

“Very much so.”

“How did you get over that?”

“That’s the point, Louise... I didn’t. I still need pain. Regularly and often. I do a session about once a month with a trusted friend who I know will respect my boundaries and stop if I use a safeword. The point is, I choose to receive that, because I want it. Not because someone else decides I should have it. 

“The first time I did a pain scene after I was rescued was the single most important moment in my healing so far. I chose the whip, I handed it to him, I asked him... and he stopped when I asked him to stop. It was like I suddenly had my own body back. I could choose exactly how much pain I was willing to receive... and I could decide to refuse it if I wanted to. But I made that decision. Nobody else.”

Louise stared at me, her eyes wide, her tears dried. She was mulling over everything I’d said, and I knew she was close to a breakthrough. 

“If you want to wear a miniskirt, wear one. If you want to wear jeans, wear jeans. But wear what you want to wear, not because you feel guilty, or because you want to prove a point... but because you can.”
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I finished the rest of the day’s sessions and checked in with Gina, our night nurse, before I left for the dungeon. I had a session with Colin this evening and was looking forward to it. 

Annette greeted me at the desk, her long blonde hair wrapped up in an elegant twist on the back of her head, her high-necked blouse starched and crisp. 

“How do you always look flawless,” I asked her as I walked past, trying to clear my head from the day and switch from therapist mode into Domme mode. “Is that a new shirt?”

“My piggie bought it for me,” she smiled, touching the lace around her neckline. “Isn’t it pretty?”

“Are you going to record yourself destroying it later?” 

She cocked her head, thinking. “Yeah, I haven’t decided if I’m going to spill wine down the front, or rub lipstick all over it. What do you think?”

“Both, I think. And wear a light pink bra underneath so he can just barely see it, but not see anything good.”  

She bit her lip and resumed her work on the computer. I went into my dungeon to change. 

My safe haven. 

I loved The Underground, but this room, this place, would always feel like home to me. It was the brainchild of me and my closest friends. It was my refuge, the place I had the utmost control. Everything that happened here – who came in, what they did, how I was spoken to, and how I was touched – was in my power. 

I changed into my leathers. Colin had a major leather kink, and I enjoyed exploiting it. The short, skintight dress wasn’t my usual go-to, since I preferred long skirts and lightweight lace to the heavy, hot leathers. But I enjoyed the effect it had on my kink-repressed client.

My boots zipped up, my crop in hand, and my gloves protecting my manicure, I stood by the door, waiting as the minutes ticked closer and closer to seven o’clock. 

I had some fun things planned for us tonight. He was still new to the scene, so I was taking it easy with him and training him slowly. He’d taken my crop so well last week, and I warmed at the idea of introducing him to a paddle. 

As I stood there thinking back through my plan and waiting for the seconds to tick by, thinking back on our conversations and our scenes so far, I could feel myself shifting into the headspace I needed. Sometimes it took a few minutes, and sometimes it was instantaneous, but it always felt... delightful. 

My concern with the girls at the center melted away. They were taken care of. 

My stress over Jeff and his failing health eased. He wasn’t my job right now. 

All the other things: my case reports, the paper I was writing, the lack of funding, the sessions I’d sat in on today, it all disappeared. The only thing I needed to worry about was guiding a reluctant masochist to his knees. 

When the hour struck, I felt tension under my skin. Anxiously, I waited for the knock at the door. 

A minute passed. 

Two minutes. 

This boy is going to bleed for keeping me waiting. 

Three minutes... then five. 

I opened the door and looked out. The lobby was empty, other than Annette, still typing at her computer. 

“Annette, honey, has Colin called?”

“No.”

I looked back at my phone. Six minutes. 

He’d been late once. He’d regretted it. I made a point to punish my submissives appropriately, so they avoided inconveniencing me more than once.

Clearly I hadn’t punished him hard enough if he thought being late, and not calling about it, was acceptable behavior.

I paced in the lobby, twirling my crop while I waited. I’ll need to get the ball stretcher out for this. Where did I put that thing? 

But the longer I paced, the longer the excitement and the adrenaline that ran through my veins turned to frustration. Fifteen minutes past the hour, I knew I’d been stood up, or he’d had some kind of horrific emergency.

“I’m leaving,” I sighed to Annette. She gave me a sympathetic smile. “If he calls, tell him he’s forfeited his payment, and he’ll be punished severely for his next session... but I don’t think he will.”

“I’m sorry, Becca.”

I shrugged. “It comes with the territory,” I murmured, trying to dismiss the frustration. At this point, I was too frustrated to scene anyway. “Is Simon here?”

“He’s working at the shop tonight. Jackson is here, his session ran long. Max and Bryant both just left.” 

“I’m heading out. Might get a drink. See you later?”

She shrugged her shoulders suggestively and her eyes lit up. “I was planning to go to The Underground... want to come with? Help me film my video?”

I didn’t usually frequent The Underground without Jeff, but I couldn’t resist Annette’s offer. “Actually, yes. I’d love to.” 

“I’ll see you after Jackson leaves. Get us a good spot near the Pain Wall, if you can manage it.” 

An hour later, I had acquired a table, a drink, and many curious eyes as I waited for Annette to show up. I was well known in this community, but I didn’t often come alone. I almost always came with Jeff or Reuben, and sometimes Michael when we were hoping to find a bottom to tease together. Sipping my martini and relaxing at my table, I tried not to stare as I let my eyes run over the Pain Wall. 

The wall was made up of solid black brick, posts and hooks cemented into it and spanning the entire length. There were unlimited ways to restrain someone. While it was technically a bondage wall, it had gotten its nickname because most people used it for impact play. 

A mop of messy blond hair caught my eye, and I turned slightly to see a good friend of mine, Jezebel, sitting at a table with a cute looking blonde boy. She was leaning forward on her forearms, a serious expression painting her face as she listened to whatever he was telling her. 

I felt a brick form in my stomach. The frustration that had all but disappeared came back full force. I stood, approached the table and sat down beside Jez, my limbs feeling hot and sticky in the leather I’d worn for my no-show client... who was currently on the other side of Jezebel’s table. 

Sure enough, his eyes widened in panic and he swallowed, cheeks flushed, not knowing where to look. 

I turned and looked at my friend. “Hi Jez.”

“Hi, Bec.” She looked back at me with curiosity, confused as to why I was clearly interrupting her vetting session. 

“You should know this one likes to run late, and he doesn’t text when he decides to ghost you.” 

She pursed her lips and nodded. “Good to know.” She stood, gathered her purse and her drink, and looked back at me. “You here with Jeff?”

“No. I’m waiting on Annette. She’s going to insult her pay pig on video.” 

“Sounds fun, mind if I join you?”

“I’d love that.” 

Jez took her things and walked over to my table on the other side of the room, settling herself down and facing away from Colin. 

I leaned forward, resting my hands on the table, trying not to let him see how irritated and insulted I was.

“Everything in this community revolves around communication and respect. I suggest you learn it early on, or you’ll very quickly find yourself lacking it from everyone else.” Turning and leaving before he could defend himself, I strutted back to my table where Jez was now updating Annette on the drama. 

“I cannot believe the nerve of that asshole,” Annette whispered. She had a bottle of cheap wine she’d gotten from the bar, and I could see she’d switched her bra to a pink one, just as I’d suggested. “Ghosting you and then showing up here looking for more playmates?”

I didn’t answer. I was trying not to take it too personally.  

Colin was a client. He wasn’t a boyfriend, and I wasn’t emotionally attached to him. But it still took a certain amount of trust, time, and vetting before I let anyone into my dungeon. Colin had very specific things he wanted, and I doubted he’d find a Domme to cater to his every whim. What bothered me most was that he chose to ghost me instead of communicate with me. 

“You know,” I said when I could get a word in edgewise to the two gossiping girls. “If he’d asked me to help him find a Domme, I would have. If he wanted more playmates, I would have helped facilitate that. And I told him that early on. But not showing up for his session, and not communicating with me, that just pisses me off. Especially because I’ve been taking the time to teach him about the lifestyle, not just whip him once a week. Clearly those lessons didn’t sink in.” 

I turned to face Annette. “I need another drink. Then let’s make your video.”

“Hey,” Jez grinned. “On the bright side, now you have your Friday nights free for someone with a bigger dick!”

“He has a pretty big dick. But I don’t have sex with clients.” 

Jez stood up and took my elbow, leading me back to the bar. “Maybe you need a submissive, Bec. A real one, not someone who pays you for a service. Someone who legitimately cares about respecting and pleasing you.” 

“I don’t have time. I’m lucky to get a weekend with Mike once a month.” 

“You work too much.”

“We’re understaffed. And we keep getting more girls, and caregivers are harder and harder to find.”

“I know, but... a submissive should make your life easier, not harder. They’re supposed to serve you. Not take from you... they give to you.”

“I know,” I sighed. “But I don’t think I want a submissive... I like the kink, and I like the transactional dynamics, because everyone gets exactly what they ask for.”

“You just don’t want anything emotional,” she said, leaning against the bar and looking me dead in the eye. “You don’t want to fall for anyone else. You like to keep people in little boxes in your head, Huxley. You’re a job, you’re a friend, you’re a fuck-buddy, you’re someone I love. And you don’t like it when people switch from one box to another, because it means you don’t have control over them.” 

That hit a little too close to home. I tore my gaze away from her probing expression and caught the bartender’s eye. 

“Dirty martini. Make it strong.” 

Jez was right, as she usually was. She was older than me, maybe mid-forties, and had been in the lifestyle for over half her life. She was one of the first Dommes I’d ever trusted enough to open up to. I considered her a mentor and a friend in more ways than one. 

And as usual, she hit the nail on the head. I liked transactional dynamics because it kept the power in my hands, both physically and emotionally. I didn’t sleep with clients, and I most certainly didn’t fall in love with them. 

My other partners, though, that was a different story. 

That was the unspoken truth about power exchanges versus relationships. Power exchanges I could handle. Relationships, those were a lot harder. A much bigger risk, and lower payoff, and a more dangerous game. There was power in an emotional connection. 

And I was very choosy who I gave my power to. 

“Okay, I’ll stop lecturing you,” Jez said, pulling me back to our table once we had our drinks. “Let’s make Annie’s pay pig cry.” 
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My shift the next day started at ten, but I woke up at seven. I tried to sleep in, but Zach was playing music in his room, and I couldn’t sleep through Sick Puppies and Seether, even if it was playing quietly. 

Layla was already here, and I could hear the shower running in the master bathroom. I knew she was taking care of Momma and getting her ready for the day. She would change the sheets and make the bed, run the laundry, and cook her breakfast. And if Momma had the strength, Layla would help her with some stretches and maybe do some physical therapy.  

I checked my email to find Ryan had sent out the bar schedule for next week. I worked Tuesday and Wednesday night, and Saturday night, but that was it. I sent him a text asking if there were any other shifts I could pick up, but he didn’t answer. 

Hauling my ass off the couch and tidying it up, I saw a letter on the table. It looked like it had been taped to the door. Layla had probably brought it in with her. 

Sure enough, it was our rent renewal letter... and rent was going up by three hundred bucks a month.

Fuck, that’s a big jump in rent. But this was one of the affordable complexes in the area. I didn’t have a choice.

I groaned and folded the letter up, leaving it on the counter for my roommates to find it. I had ninety days to figure out how I was going to bring in even more money when I was barely making it now. But I didn’t have a choice. It was just me and Momma, and we didn’t have anywhere else to go. And I couldn’t let her go back to a home like the one she’d been in before. 

Pulling my shoes on, I was about to head to the café when Brandon waved me down. “Hey listen, I need to talk to you.”

Fuck. He only needs to talk to me when something is wrong. “Sure, what's up?”

“Holly and I... we’re getting serious, you know?”

“Sure.” He’s moving out. He’s moving out and I’ll need to find a new roommate in ninety days who is okay with me sleeping on the couch because my sick mother stays in my room. 

“Well, we’re going to move in together. So... I know our lease is coming up... I won’t be renewing.” 

I took a deep breath. “Okay.” 

“This whole arrangement has been great,” he insisted. “Really. I appreciate it. But... She’s my girl, you know?”

“Look, I get it,” I said, lifting a hand. “I really do. Thanks for giving me the warning. Zach and I will figure it out.” 

Brandon nodded guiltily, grabbed his backpack, and left. 

Need to find a better job. Need to find a way to pay for Momma’s care. Need to find another roommate. 

I looked at my watch. I had an hour and a half before my shift started. Before I left, I went in to see Momma. 

She was sitting on the recliner in the bedroom, staring at the TV, her eyes unfocused. Her jowls drooped slightly, her dentures sitting on the end table. They didn’t fit at all, and she didn’t like to wear them. She looked ninety years old instead of her fifty without her teeth, her chin nonexistent and her lips sunken into her face. 

But she was alive. 

Her head turned when she heard me, and her eyes focused on me. She gave me a small smile. A little bit of happiness and relief coursed through me. She recognized me. Even if it was for two minutes, she recognized me. 

“Hey Momma.” I kissed the top of her head. She grunted. “You okay?” 

“Fine,” she slurred. She tried to say something else that sounded like, “late for school,” but I didn’t catch it all. 

“Don’t worry, I’m on my way. You be good for Layla, okay? She’s taking care of you today.” 

She nodded. “Layla,” she mumbled. Then she pointed at a photo on the bedside table, her hand shaking a little. “Layla.”

There was a photo of Layla wearing a set of blue scrubs and a stethoscope, with cute letters above that spelled out her name. It sat beside a few other photos, all labeled, for the days she couldn’t remember. I’d made one for Zach and Brandon in case she ever encountered them, and one of me wearing my GMU shirt. 

I tucked the quilt on her lap up a little tighter. “Maybe when I get home this evening, I can read to you for a while, okay?”

When I met her eyes again, she looked at me like I was a stranger. 

“Okay,” I said softly. “Have a good day, Momma.” I took my things and nodded to Layla before I left the room, swallowing the clawing in my throat. 
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Since I had some time to kill before work started, I went by the gallery downtown. It was a little co-op with about fifteen or twenty artists. Some of it was kitschy and cute, and some of it was crap, but there was a painter and a pastel artist who were both incredible. I spent many hours staring at their work, relishing the colors, the lines, the symmetry, the composition... It took me back to a place where I felt like I had control over my life and my thoughts. 

That morning, I met one of the artists as they were bringing in a new piece of work. Jeremy Hutchins was an oil painter, wet-on-wet, and he did phenomenal work with light and shadow. We chatted for a minute, and I felt like I was talking to a celebrity. Through our conversation, he picked up that I was an artist as well. 

“You in school?” he asked me. 

“I was... I dropped out last year. Probably won’t go back,” I shrugged. “Seemed like a waste of time,” I lied. Art school was everything I ever wanted, and I had forfeited a full scholarship by dropping out. 

But Momma had been in a horrible car accident, and then left alone in an empty room with a nurse who hated her, in a care center that ignored her for too many hours... 

I blinked and shoved away the memory of how I’d found her on Thanksgiving last year. It didn’t matter. She was safe and cared for now, even if she was toothless and couldn’t remember things ninety percent of the time. And I loved her, and would do anything for her... even if it meant giving up the best thing that ever happened to me.  

Jeremy brought me back to the conversation. “It’s different for everyone. It wasn’t a waste for me... but I know a few buddies who left and started their careers. Why pay for a piece of paper that proves you're an artist when you can just... make art to prove it, you know?”

I laughed humorlessly, but tried to hide it. “Yeah. Exactly.” I tried not to feel bitter against him, but it was hard. Sure, let me just go make some art. With all the extra time and money and mental space I have. 

What I wouldn’t give to get my hands on some graphite and forget about everything for a few hours. 

But supplies were expensive. I’d burned through the remainder of my school materials months ago and sold the expensive supplies for grocery money. I’d even sold some work for quick cash, though I hadn’t made enough to buy more than a gallon of milk and some eggs. 

Jeremy and I talked for a little longer, and then I left him to rearrange his display to accommodate his new painting. On my way to work, I briefly considered going by an art supply store and grabbing a drawing pad and a few pencils. Just a little something to scratch the itch... but I decided against it. Art was useless when Momma needed food and pain killers. 

I wondered if this was how she felt throughout my childhood when I was always asking for lunch out with my friends or birthday presents we couldn’t afford, and she was the one working two jobs to take care of me. 

Instead, I got to Le Fleur early and sat at the corner table, searching Indeed and LinkedIn for job postings that might hire an unqualified nineteen-year-old college dropout and still provide a livable wage and healthcare. 

It’s a fucking waste of time. 

Healthcare was my biggest concern. Le Fleur was a small-ish franchise, and the owner knew my situation and allowed me to put Momma on my insurance plan. It paid for a little more than half of her at-home care, and I paid the rest out of pocket. It also covered her medication and any emergency treatments she needed. 

Erin poked her head around the corner. “Benny, I need you in my office for a second.” 

That sounded bad. Trying to push down my nerves, I went to see her. There was another guy sitting in the office with her. 

“This is Curtis. He’s starting today, and will do a few mornings a week. I need you to train him pretty quickly since Andrew left with such short notice.”

“Sure,” I said. I didn’t mind training because I felt like I was pretty good at it, and it meant everyone did things the same way, which made everyone’s life easier in the long run. I shook Curtis’s hand and smiled. 

Curtis gripped my hand too hard and lifted his chin as if he were trying to look down his nose. I could already tell he was going to be a problem. 

“I’m glad you’re here early; can you start by walking him through prep?”

“Yeah, I got you.” 
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The day went downhill from there. Curtis had a major attitude problem, and kept asking irrelevant questions and interrupting me while I tried to explain things. While I served a party of three, he tried to jump in and provide incorrect information to a table. Then he hit on Maxine, which was a final straw for me, because Maxine was awesome and didn’t deserve to be treated the way this asshole probably treated his girlfriends. 

I dragged Curtis back to Erin’s office where I explained to him, in front of Erin, that he needed to let me train him, not jump in and try to do a job he didn’t know how to do. “And Maxine is off limits,” I said. 

“Why?” he scoffed. 

“First, because she’s your coworker. Second, because she has a boyfriend already.” I knew that was a lie, but he didn’t need to know that. 

“Okay, I get it,” Curtis said, lifting his hand in mock apology. “Sorry, I thought I was being helpful.” 

He was not sorry at all, but I nodded and we left the office. I looked back and gave Erin a look. She winced and mouthed, sorry.

When I got back out to the seating area, the strange woman with the long black hair was sitting at one of my tables. Maxine shot me a silent, apologetic look, but it was the only table open, and we both knew it. 

Great, I thought. Wednesday lunch rush, taking up a four-person table, and she probably won’t even tip. 

At least I got a little splash of satisfaction from the fact that the table by the window was already taken, so she was seated in the middle of the room near a loud family instead of a quiet corner. She looked irritated about it but she didn’t complain. 

Some of her intimidation had worn off during the days I hadn’t seen her. That’s not to say I hadn’t thought about her; in fact, she’d stuck in my head more than I’d like to admit. I found myself looking for her everywhere I went, wondering if I’d run into her. Even when I worked the bar, my eyes immediately went to any beautiful, black-haired woman in ways they hadn’t before. And at night, I’d found my hand around my dick more times than I wanted to admit while I thought of the gleam in her eyes and her dark red lips. 

But today, I was tired, irritated, broke, I hadn’t slept well, and my mother couldn’t remember me. So I took her drink order, directed Curtis to put it into the bar and bring it to her when it was ready, and didn’t worry about her too much. I was more focused on the table of six older ladies who were steadily buying rounds of wine every time I checked on them than the woman who left pocket change as a tip. 

Ten minutes later when I circled back, I saw her wine glass was still sitting on the bar. “Curtis,” I muttered, and nodded to the glass. He picked it up and set it at her elbow, walking away before she had a chance to say anything. 

He approached me. “You told me you wanted me to watch,” he said, being a dick because of our conversation in Erin’s office. 

I wanted to fire him so bad. But I didn’t have that power. I needed to get through this lunch rush and not let his attitude ruin my tips for the day. “I need you to go help Maxine wipe off menus and wrap silverware. Can you do that please?” I pushed past him and went to see the strange woman. 

“It’s warm,” she said, looking irritated. “It’s been sitting there for fifteen minutes, and it’s warm. If I’m going to pay twelve dollars for a glass of wine, I’d like it to be cold.”

I tried not to sigh. “My apologies, miss. I’ll get you a fresh glass.” I took the glass back and got her a fresh one, waiting while Lucy poured it and bringing it over immediately.

There was a slight clench in her jaw. “May I have a menu, please,” she asked. I could tell she was trying not to sound sarcastic, but it was a struggle. 

Shit. “I’m so sorry, miss. One minute.” I grabbed a menu and gave it to her, promising to return in a moment. 

It was longer than a moment before I returned to her, since table four needed more pepper on their pasta, and table nine’s waiter had to go home with a stomach flu and I needed to jump in to cover. While the ladies at table nine flirted and tried to grab my ass, Curtis flirted with Maxine the whole time, being completely useless. I felt bad for sticking him on her, but he would have just made everything worse. 

When I finally returned, she’d almost finished her wine. “Do you know what you’d like to order today, miss?” I tried to make my voice as polite as possible, although some of my own annoyance bled through. 

She took the glass and lifted it to her lips, holding my eye as she swallowed a small sip. Her strange eyes were full of something I couldn’t quite interpret. I struggled to hold her gaze. 

Setting her wine glass down, she folded her hands over themselves. “You know, Benny, I was told excellent things about this place, and about you. My friend Martha said you all passed your corporate inspection with flying colors, despite her driving you crazy with her obnoxious shrimp orders.” 

So Shrimp Lady was the corporate inspector? Well at least she left a decent tip. “Thank you, miss.”

“And last week, I quite enjoyed the service I received.”

“I’m glad to hear it, miss.”

“So why is it that today, you seem to be going out of your way to neglect me?”

Because I make two dollars an hour and can’t afford to spend too much time on you. “I’m sorry you feel that way, miss. We’re a little busier today than we were last week.” 

“And you’re a little more tired and a little less focused. Why should I have less service because you aren’t in the mood?”

Maybe because you get what you pay for. But I couldn’t say that, because my throat felt thick and my heart was racing. She was staring straight at me, eyes glittering, a slight quirk on her lips, challenging me to defend myself. The tables on either side witnessed her statement, and quieted to watch. 

“Is it because I’m not giving you enough to do to stay focused? Should I send my entrée back with negligible complaints about the seasonings and the plating? Would that catch your interest?”

I swallowed, my cheeks feeling hot. The way she was staring at me made me feel like I was naked. I couldn't tell if she was being condescending, or if she was flirting with me. 

She lowered her voice. “Or should I flirt and tease you like that group of ladies over there? Attempt to brush your ass as you refill my glass, or make comments about your pretty blue eyes and your youthful energy levels. Would that catch your attention?” She leaned forward slightly, her voice lowering and softening into something sensual and intimidating. “If you’d like me to make you work for your tip, all you need to do is ask.”

My heart was racing, and I worked to control my frustration. Her assumptions were insulting and the way she was speaking to me was humiliating. But I couldn’t tell off a customer in the middle of a restaurant. Not only that, my neck felt hot and I was sweating from the way she was staring at me. 

Keeping my mouth shut, I waited until she was very clearly finished with her little speech. She sat back in her chair and stared at me, demanding a response with her eyes. 

I chose not to give it. There was nothing I could say that wouldn’t get me in trouble, or come across as rude. 

“Anything to say?”

You don’t know a damn thing about me. You don't know what I’m going through right now. Who the fuck do you think you are? 

“No, miss. Would you like to order any food today?”

“No.” She extracted a fifty dollar bill and laid it on the table, and left her wine unfinished. As she stood, she looked me directly in the eye. She was standing far closer to me than I’d expected her to. Her eyes flashed, and the scent of roses and jasmine hit my nose, and my mouth watered. 

Her eyes moved down my body and rested at my hips for a moment, and I realized with horror that I had a chub. Meeting my eyes again, she said coyly, “Keep the change.” Then she left the restaurant like a wisp of smoke disappearing in the wind.

For a few moments, the silence around me was deafening. Then the chatter around me picked back up as I cleared her table, tucked the bill into my apron, and walked briskly to the waiter’s station to cash her out.
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The situation with The Woman left me furious with Curtis. After the lunch rush ended, I left him with Maxine so I could talk to Erin in private. 

“Fire him. Right now.”

“We need that shift covered.”

“Erin. He’s a mess, he’s an asshole, he’s a bad apple. I’m begging you. Fire him. Find someone else.” I explained everything, how he felt untrainable, how he was being a jerk to Maxine, how he purposefully chose not to bring a customer’s drink over just to spite me. 

Erin wasn’t a fool, and she knew I was her best employee. She called him in and gave him a stern lecture, telling him he had one chance to get his shit together or I had firing power. Then she sent him home with the menu and a training manual, and I finished my shift in peace. Maxine gave me the stink eye, and I promised if she came by the bar tonight, I’d give her free drinks to make up for the crap I’d put her through with Curtis.  

She took me up on the offer, and we chatted on and off while I served drinks and ran fries and turned TV’s up and down on demand. 

“So that sexy lady who came back in... what is her problem with you?” She swirled her straw and took another sip of her margarita. 

“I don’t know. She was giving me shit about deserving service even if I was having a bad day. Which I guess is true, but c’mon. She could afford to be gracious.” 

“She could afford to leave you a tip,” she laughed. 

I faked a laugh alongside her, and didn’t mention the fifty-dollar bill, sitting in my wallet like a ball and chain. 

We laughed about it a little more before the conversation transitioned to hating on Curtis, and then faded away as she started chatting with the people sitting beside her. 

When I got home, I checked in on my mother. She’d fallen asleep on her recliner. There was a sticky note on the door: 


Benny, she fell asleep a little early and I didn’t want to wake her up to move her. She’ll be okay for the night and probably wake up early. See you tomorrow morning. ~Layla


I worried about her, but I let her be. She could get up and walk on her own, she was just very weak. I didn’t want to wake her up and scare her. 

My mind wandered back to the day I’d gotten the phone call that changed everything. 

“Hi, Benjamin Newman? Your mother was just in a pretty severe car accident. Head injury, fractured jaw, broken hip, and she has a lot of damaged teeth.” 

She’d been heavily medicated, and was unconscious. They were calling me at college, asking me for medical consent to treat her as the doctors thought best. I gave it. Of course I did. Whatever the doctors thought was best, that’s what should happen. They would make sure she was taken care of, right?

Every day, I regretted not leaving school immediately to supervise her care. I thought she was being taken care of. I thought when I said, “Yes, take care of her and do whatever is best,” they actually would. They’d assured me that coming home early would be useless; she was medicated and unconscious, and my fall break was right around the corner anyway. 

Nine days later, I left for fall break and went to see her in the hospital.  I found her crying, confused and disoriented, repeatedly hitting the button on the hospital bed for more pain killers. 

“Why are you crying? Are you okay? Are you hurt?”

She covered her mouth with her hand, shaking her head and refusing to speak. 

The doctor put a hand on my shoulder. “Most of her teeth were broken or damaged. They were removed. We don’t have a denture for her yet.” 

I threw a fit and they expedited her denture, but over time it didn’t fit as well. Half the time, sometimes more, she didn’t recognize me. They said she had signs of Alzheimer's before, but she hadn’t told me about it, because she didn’t want me to avoid going to school. Apparently, it had gotten a lot worse while I was gone. We didn’t know if it contributed to the car accident or not, because Momma couldn’t remember the accident. 

I had her transferred into a care home, and I wasn’t sure what else to do. She had some savings that covered her care for a few months, but that was all. I’d need to figure out a job and a living situation once that time was up. 

Not knowing what else to do, I’d gone back to school and lived in my dorm while I looked for jobs and tried to find an apartment. I finally found something right around the Thanksgiving holiday. Zach needed a roommate, Erin needed me to start right away, and Ryan was willing to train me at the bar even though I had no experience and was too young to drink myself. 

I showed up at the care center to take her to the apartment and found her sitting in a hard rocking chair, no blanket, cold from the winter air, her dress soiled. 

“What the hell is going on here? Momma, how long have you been like this?”

She was scared, and she mumbled around her denture. When I’d approached her, she shied away like she didn’t know who I was. 

I’d made the nurses clean her up. Then, one step at a time, one reassurance at a time, one explanation at a time, I dragged her home. 

“It’s okay, Momma. It’s Benny. It’s me. I know, this is really hard. Here let me help you. We’re going home, okay? Don’t cry, I’m here to help you. It’s okay. It’s me, Momma. It’s me.” 

I finally got her into the master bedroom I’d carefully prepared for her, helping her to the bed and giving her a glass of water. She thanked me, closed her eyes, and passed out in pure exhaustion. 

I rolled over on the couch, remembering that first night. Brandon and Zach hadn’t been too thrilled about the “old lady” moving in, but I told them I’d keep all my stuff in the master bedroom, crash on the couch, and pay a little extra rent to make up for it. They accepted the deal and I’d found Layla the very next day. 

I would do literally anything to keep her from that lonely, cold, scared, dirty moment when I’d found her in the care center. I’d work any job, serve any asshole customer, jump through any hoops, to keep her from that nightmare again. 

A memory broke through the anger and the hurt. When I’d shouted at the caregivers at the center, I’d pointed at Momma, cold and covered in her own piss, and asked the nurse, “What, were you just not in the mood?”

The words from my exotic, mysterious customer came back to me. No, that’s not the same, I told myself. She was being entitled about a glass of lukewarm wine. I was watching a nurse choose not to help my sick mother who still couldn’t walk after hip replacement surgery. 

But the words were still there, and they echoed anyway. Why should I have less service because you aren’t in the mood?

I rolled over, irritated and annoyed. Sure the strange woman turned me on, and had been the center of my most recent fantasies, but the way she’d spoken to me today was uncalled for... wasn’t it?
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“So, did you do it?”

Jeff looked at me expectantly, his fingers interlocked behind his head, studying me with interest. His leg was propped up on the ottoman in front of the couch. 

That man could read my mind, I swear. Or at least read my body language. 

“Sort of.” 

I’d gone back to the restaurant to leave Benny a bigger tip... at least, that was my excuse for going back. The quiet respect in his voice when he’d spoken to me the first time I’d visited was still in the forefront of my mind, and I wanted more of it. Maybe I could feel him out for the potential of something more. 

But that hadn’t happened. Nothing had gone the way I wanted it to. 

“What does ‘sort of’ mean, Little Miss?”

Before I continued our conversation, I needed to reset. My thoughts churned, and I craved the mental calm that came with my homecoming ritual. 

Setting all my belongings in the basket by the door, I slipped off my shoes, removed the lace skirt from around my waist, and sank to my knees. Spreading my knees wide and placing my hands on the floor in front of me, I focused on the sounds and the smells of the house. 

The clock ticking in the hallway. 

The sounds of sports announcers debating something on the tv. 

Jeff’s quiet breathing, a little rougher than usual, as he waited patiently for me to complete my ritual. 

The smell of the chicken in the crock pot I’d put on this morning, roasting nicely and filling the house with the smell of onion, garlic, and cumin. 

The faint taste of Jeff’s favorite cigar resting on the back of my tongue. 

The fizz of the can of Sprite he had by his recliner. 

Home.

Grounded and centered, I left the crap from work and school in a pile by the door, rose to my feet, and went straight to my Master. He smiled when I approached and held out a hand to me. I took it and kissed his knuckles, the familiarity comforting. A blanket lay discarded on the floor where he’d probably tossed it off. I picked up the blanket and folded it, setting it over the back of the couch. 

“You’re such a slob.”

“Can’t figure out why you love me so much.” His face softened just a little. 

“Too many reasons to say,” I smiled, kissing him on the cheek. He turned his face and kissed me on the lips, his goatee tickling my face. 

“I missed you all day, Little Miss.” 

“I missed you too, Master.” 

“Sit next to me and tell me what you did to your waiter boy today.” 

“Oh my God.” I rolled my eyes and resisted the urge to cover my face. “I don’t know what it is with me lately. I went back to leave him a better tip because of last time, right?”

“Sure.” He took another sip of his Sprite. He said it felt good on his throat. I was trying to convince him to switch to seltzer because it had less sugar, but he hated the stuff. I swear he was more addicted to sugar than he was to tobacco. 

“Well, I was pretty frustrated today already, because of what happened at my meeting with my professor. I’ve got this whole paper outlined and brainstormed, the main points written out and all the documentation I need to write it, and she told me my theory was shit. That’s what she said to me! That it was shit!” My blood pressure and my voice rose as I spoke. 

“Well that’s shit!” he nodded enthusiastically, commiserating with me. He scowled. 

“I know! I mean, I lived this stuff. I work there every day. Even without a master’s degree, I know what I’m talking about! Sixty women, Jeff! Sixty! Including myself! And she said it was shit.” 

“If she didn’t think there was any validity to it, maybe you didn’t do a very good job outlining it.”

My first inclination was to defend myself. Of course I had outlined it correctly. My entire life, my work, my purpose, revolved around rescuing trafficking victims and giving them back their freedom and autonomy. It was my biggest passion, and the central point of my paper would focus on how negotiated, consensual BDSM and power exchange aided in that healing process. 

But Jeff had a point. If she didn’t think there was any validity to my argument, perhaps I hadn’t argued clearly enough. Because I had sixty women, including myself, to prove my point. Because my point was valid. 

I pursed my lips and hummed. Jeff laughed at me. “Send Reuben and Annie your proposal. Get their feedback. Now what happened with your waiter boy?” 

I sighed and felt my shoulders deflate. “I was unnecessarily harsh with him. The café was busy and I came across a little... aggressive.” 

“Did you say anything rude or disrespectful?”

“Well... He might have taken it that way. I was flirting... I was just a little mean about it.”

“And how did he react to you being mean to him?” He raised his bushy, untamed eyebrows.

“He... got hard.”

Jeff laughed. “Then I don’t think you need to worry.”

“I wanted to get on his good side! I hoped if we had a chance to talk, it might go somewhere.”

“It sounds to me like you’re still thinking like a slave, my love. You’re focused on how to please him so he will give you something. If you are going to be a Dominant, you’re going to have to wait for someone who wants to please you.” 

Jeff’s straight-forward statement shocked me into silence. For once, I didn’t even feel the urge to counter him. 

“Do you know why I fell in love with you?”

“It was my hot ass.” 

He guffawed and coughed, his eyes watering. I loved watching him laugh, and I took every possible chance to make it happen. 

“Besides that.” 

“Because I like to argue with you.” 

“No, Little Miss. Because you are a queen. And I love that a queen chooses to submit to me when I demand it, to serve me when I request it, to kneel at my foot at the snap of my fingers.” His eyes sparkled like he’d made some clever joke and I rolled my eyes. 

Stroking my cheek, he continued. “Because you aren’t submissive, my love. You are a queen. And yet, here you are.

“But you’ve spent the entire first half of your short life being told your only redeeming quality was what you could give to others. I want to bring you to a new plateau. You are the prize, Becca Huxley. You are the goddess, rising from the ruins. You need to think not about what you can do for others, but about what others can do for you. Only then can you accept what you truly deserve.”
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A few days later, Jeff wanted to go to The Underground to meet up with some of his friends. They kept the “Old Guard Geezers” quarantined in the back corner of the club in a quiet, closed-off area. These particular players were stuck in the past on their ideas of D/s, but Jeff was close with some of them, so he tolerated their strict adherence to tradition. 

Master always gave me a pillow when we visited, and today I knelt on a pillow encased in red silk. He had me dressed in a lace bodysuit, a black leather corset, and a pair of strappy heels, and he always had me on his left, facing him at an angle, so as to hide my scar. I took a steadying breath and focused on my posture, holding his cigar tray for when he wanted it. 

His finger twitched and his eyes flicked. I lifted the tray before he even got his hand off his knee to reach for it. He took a puff and put it back, then asked me, “grab an ice pack for my leg, will you?”

“Yes Master.” I rose and went to the station in the corner of the room to retrieve the item. On my way back, I passed a few people I recognized. They met my gaze and nodded in a respectful greeting. I tilted my chin ever so slightly in response.

I was one of the only submissives in the room who was allowed to lift my head and make eye contact on my own terms. When I’d started dominating people on the main floor, it turned heads. This group had gossiped about protocol and tradition, and women not truly being dominants, and switches being another term for brats...

But Jeff and Reuben both stood up for me, and even Anthony Mack put his foot down. I’d spent the next few years dominating men and women alike on the main floor, but kneeling for Jeff and serving him as he demanded. And after a while, the respect they had for Jeff had increased, and I’d gained my own reputation. 

In this room, in front of these men and their toys, I wasn’t just a submissive. I was the Domme who chose to kneel for a worthy man. I was the woman who chose slavery over power, when she could very well have whichever she wanted. 

Another couple entered the room, drawing attention to themselves. Tiama had recently joined the group, and had only barely earned the right to sit with the men. This particular group didn’t respect female dominants the same way they respected males, which was absolute horse shit. I was proud of Tiama for sticking up for herself so strongly against their bias. 

Today, she’d brought her new slave with her. She’d been training him for six months, and today was the day she was introducing him to the club for the first time. She led him into the room on his knees, and he crawled behind her like a good little dog. He wore only jeans and a chain around his neck.

I watched from the corner of my eye as she found a seat, giving him a gesture that only they knew the meaning of. He watched her carefully, his eyes fixed on her with reverence and passion. There was no fear in his gaze, only the intense desire to please that came with subspace and trust. 

At her motion, he sat back on his heels and clasped his hands behind his back, dropping his chin. She patted his head like a dog, crossed her legs elegantly, and promptly ignored him. 

She didn’t glance at him once for the next hour. While she listened, talked, and held her own against the arguments and debates of the old men, her quiet submissive remained on his knees in a stress position, with no comfort under his knees, for over an hour. I could see the sweat forming on his forehead, the muscles in his arms and shoulders tensing, his abdominals flexing as he breathed. 

My cheeks warmed. Now that is a good boy. 

Some of the members of the group decided to call it a night. Several bade Tiama farewell, asking to pet her pup before they left. She allowed them to do so. They patted his head and scratched his ears and neck, speaking to him in a patronizing voice about how good he was to sit for her. 

From the angle where I sat, I saw his lips twitch. Some of the tension in his shoulders eased. 

Oh. He is a very, very good boy. 

I met Tiama’s eyes. She was watching me, probably knowing exactly what I was thinking. Outside of this room, we co-topped and I called her Ti. Inside, I stayed on my knees and referred to her as Domina. 

Tiama turned her head to her sub and cupped his chin, bringing his face up so she could see him. His eyes were wide, gleaming and attentive. 

“You’ve done so well for me, pet.” 

A look of deep gratitude crossed his face. “Thank you, Domina.” 

“Would you like your reward?”

Hope flickered in his eyes. “If it pleases you, Domina.” 

Tiama slowly uncrossed her legs, shifting to the edge of the chair. “You know exactly what pleases me, don’t you, pup?” She locked her fingers into his hair and pulled him into her crotch. “Eat.” 

He ate. 

I couldn’t tear my eyes off Tiama and her pet. It wasn’t the look of satisfaction on her face, or the soft sigh when her orgasm rolled over her. What stuck in my head was the pleasure on her boy’s face. She came twice before she told him to stop, and he planted a loving, gentle kiss on her mound before pulling back, eyes glowing in gratitude, licking his lips like he wanted every drop she’d produced. His erection strained against his jeans, a damp spot appearing where he had leaked through his pants. There was no doubt in my mind that boy was locked up tight, and he was probably hurting from the cage. 

She teased him for the mess on his face, scooping up her cum and making him lap it off her fingers. He looked delighted to do so. Then she made him beg for more, which he appeared to genuinely crave. She denied him, and he lowered his head in quiet acceptance of her will. 

I thought about the couple for the rest of the evening. When we went home, Jeff didn’t even ask what I was thinking. He didn’t have to, because he knew. 

We went through our evening ritual, my favorite part being our shower. After I cleaned him, he sat on the built-in bench in the shower while I knelt on the floor and he washed my hair. He took his time, massaging my scalp and neck, reaching his hands down to cup and massage my breasts. 

I stood when he wanted me to, knowing before he said a word. Turning to face him, I let him wash the rest of me. 

Our dynamic wasn’t founded on sex. In fact, most of our sex wasn’t anything crazy or kinky. Jeff was surprisingly vanilla for a lifetime participant in BDSM. Or maybe it was just how he was with me. But that didn’t mean he didn’t know how to please. 

I held his shoulders while I stood on one foot so he could wash my toes. He repeated the action with the other foot, but before I could pull away, he pulled my foot beside his hip, leaving me exposed to him. 

“You liked watching that, didn’t you?” His eyes twinkled. 

He didn’t need to elaborate what “that” was. I kept his eye as I admitted the truth. “You know I did.”

His finger traveled up the inside of my leg so, so slowly. 

“You want your own.” 

“I... I liked the way he adored her. That’s what I want.” 

His finger brushed softly against my clit, up and down in time with my breaths, which were rapidly growing faster. I couldn’t look away from his eyes when he stared at me like this. Like I really was his queen, and he was going to do anything to make me come, whether I wanted it or not. 

“You want to be adored? To be worshiped?”

“Yes Master.” 

“You better train him right... because you fucking deserve it.” With that, he slid a finger inside me, rubbing my clit with his thumb in that special way that only he knew how, and I let out a gasp as I came.

“That’s my girl,” he murmured. He’d grown hard as he played with me, and he turned me around and brought me down to sit on his cock. Wrapping his arms around my waist, he leaned forward and kissed my neck. “Now I want you to get yourself off on my cock, and if you’re a good girl, I’ll eat your pussy when we climb into bed.” 
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All week, Jeff’s comments about pleasing people repeated in my head. I found myself looking for ways to change the way I spoke or acted towards others. 

If I was going to be the leader in any kind of dynamic, I needed to be clear about what I wanted, and not let someone convince me to accept anything less than what I deemed was enough. So throughout the week, I looked for chances to allow others to rise to the occasion and please me, rather than me making an effort to bend over backwards for everyone else. And the shift was... truly empowering. 

My professor seemed to have a new level of respect for me. The subs I played with at AnchorX said it was the best session they’d ever had with me. Even Reuben commented–though subtly–on my behavior. 

I decided I’d give myself another shot with Benny. And this time, I was going to give him an opportunity to please me if he truly wanted to. And if he didn’t want to, or if I got the wrong vibe from him, I’d move on and find someone else. Because it wasn’t Benny per se who I wanted. It was a submissive like the one I envisioned him to be. And if he wasn’t anything like my expectations, I needed to let that idea go, and leave the poor boy alone. 

Part of me thought this was a horrible idea. I have so many responsibilities, so many things I need to worry about. I don’t need to add training a sub to the list. 

But then I remembered Jez’s comment. A submissive should make your life easier, not harder. They’re supposed to serve you. 

And I remembered the look of adoration on Tiama’s sub’s face after he’d eaten her out on his knees after an hour of suffering. That also contributed to my decision. 

I finally had a free afternoon one Saturday. I finished my sessions at the Weston House a little early. Jeff had some buddies over to keep him company and watch the game since I would be home late. I had a few hours before I needed to be at the dungeon, and I wanted to work on my paper... and feel out the cute blonde waiter boy with sparkly blue eyes. 

When I got to the restaurant, the hostess showed me to the sunny table by the window that I preferred, although she didn’t look happy to see me. I set down my purse and adjusted my blouse. Before I could even reach for the menu, there was a glass of white wine descending to my table. 

I looked up in surprise to see Benny, his fingers still delicately holding the stem of the glass, leaning over the table to set it down. He had a guarded look on his face, like he hoped he’d guessed right. 

“Thank you,” I said, taking the glass. 

“Thank you.” He straightened and hesitated, and then before I had a chance to say a word, the poor boy sealed his own fate. 

“I wanted to thank you for calling me out last time we spoke... I thought a lot about what you said and... it’s helped me change the way I think about work, and people, and... well, just about a lot of stuff. So, thank you for that.” He dropped his eyes in respect, and then tentatively looked back up at me. “I hope that’s not out of line.”

Out of line? To thank me for my discipline that I enjoyed giving to you? 

I didn’t think about shifting my tone of voice or my facial expression. I didn’t think about focusing on control. I didn’t think about the change of energy I put out when I top. It just happened, all at once, like a switch being flipped. And it was the easiest thing in the world. 

“Be careful, Benny. You might just make my day.” 

His lips twitched and he fought a smile, and I saw a hint of pink in his cheeks. His hands were clasped behind him in the professional manner all the service staff seemed to replicate, and he leaned ever so slightly forward at the hip. Like he was trying not to bow. 

I knew I was right about you. 

He licked his lips and shifted the conversation to business. “Would you like to order any food today, miss?” 

There are a lot of things I would like. I watched him carefully, waiting for any sign of discomfort or displeasure at my behavior. He met my gaze with confidence. I took a sip of the wine he’d brought me. Cold and crisp. 

“Yes. I’d like you to pick something you think is excellent. Something you think I’d like.” 

He looked nervous. He knew this was a test. My lack of satisfaction from our last encounter had clearly affected him enough that he wanted to make up for it. 

He rose to the challenge. Straightening and inclining his head slightly he said, “Of course, miss. Any preferences or allergies?”

“No.” 

“As you wish.” He gave me a small nod, collected my menu, and strode away. 

As I wish indeed. 

Thirty minutes later, he reappeared with a perfectly grilled salmon filet, risotto, prosciutto-wrapped asparagus, and grilled summer squash drizzled in a sage butter sauce. It smelled amazing, was plated beautifully, and he didn’t wait around for compliments. He simply left me to my meal, checking in only once, and very briefly, while I savored the food and enjoyed my well-deserved free time. 

I could get used to this.

I knew I had a very clear choice here. If I thanked Benny profusely for his service, and left him a nice tip, I could expect the same kind of service moving forward. I’d forever be “that woman” who left him too much change in exchange for good service and quiet solitude by a sunny window, and who gave fleeting, playful, seductive looks over my wine glass. 

Or. 

There’s no harm in asking, I told myself. He can accept or decline. It’s totally up to him. But he can never accept if I never ask. And he certainly wasn’t the kind of boy to ask himself. 

Benny left me alone while he bussed his other tables. I finished my meal and sipped my wine while I flipped through one of the papers I’d found to back up my research when he cautiously approached. There was a delightful air about him, like he was asking permission to get my attention. 

I relished it just a moment before I looked up at him. 

“Miss, I hope you’ve enjoyed your meal.”

“I have.”

“My shift is ending. Kilynn will take over your service and cash you out whenever you’re ready. There’s no rush–”

“No, bring the check please.” 

“Yes miss.” He gave me that sweet nod and left to get the check. 

While I gathered up my things and dug out my pocketbook, my phone buzzed. The screen lit up and I saw the last name I expected to see. 

Jack Bowman. 

What on earth, I wondered. I haven’t talked to Jack since... I tried not to think about the awkward encounter. Surely we could put it past us. 

“Mr. Bowman,” I said softly as I answered the call. “To what do I owe this pleasure?” 

“The pleasure is all mine, Becca. How are you?”

Benny returned with the check and set it on the table with a soft smile before disappearing again. I opened the booklet to see my total, and a little note written across. Have a great afternoon, miss. 

I smiled. “At the moment? I’m wonderful.”

“I’m glad to hear it. I called you for a reason, not just to flirt with you on the phone.” 

Oh. So we aren’t going to put it behind us. 

I tried to hold onto the confidence and the stature Benny had given me from simply being sweet and adorable in my proximity, but Jack Bowman did things to me. Things my Master was fully aware of, and refused to let me indulge in. 

The last time Jack Bowman had been in town, he’d paid a little more attention to me than he had in the past. He came up a few times a year, spending a week or two depending on his schedule. He’d gone with me, Jeff, and Mike Black to The Underground during his last trip up here, and he’d barely taken his eye–the single one he had–off me the entire time. Perhaps it was the lace bodysuit, perhaps it was my posture towards Jeff, but I knew I had his attention. 

And then there had been the weird conversation outside the bathroom. I shook it from my mind. 

Later that night when Jeff and I returned home, he stood on his single leg, holding the arm of his chair for balance. He looked me in the eye, snapped his fingers and pointed to the floor. I knelt for him immediately. I remembered his words as clear as day. 

“You aren’t to play with him, my love. Not a scene, not a kiss, not a moment at his feet.” 

“Yes, Master.” 

He’d given no explanation and no reasoning, and I didn’t ask. When he chose to lay down the law, I chose to accept it. It was our way of doing things. Jeff gave me an incredible amount of freedom, and indulged my desire for independence and domination. But at the end of the day, I was still his, and his word was law. 

And I wanted it that way. 

Jack’s voice drew me back to the moment. “I’m going to be in town for a couple weeks, I’d love to have dinner with you, if you’re allowed.”

“Well, Jack, it depends on your intention. If you’d like to come over to our place for dinner one night, I’m happy to have you.”

“That is not at all my intention.”

I didn’t think it was. The seductive intense look behind his grey eye came to mind. How I would have loved to accept his advances, but I steadied myself and turned him down. “Then I am afraid I am unable to accept your invitation.”

He sighed and then chuckled, the sound like a feather down my spine. Just enough to make me want a little more. “Well, that’s a damn shame.”

“Sorry, Jack.”

“No, I’ll respect it. But I will be around for a while... I hope that doesn’t make you uncomfortable?”

Only in the best ways. “I would love to see you. But if you flirt with me in front of Jeff, he might shoot you.” 

That got another dark chuckle. “I’ll be on my best behavior.” 

He warned me he’d be at The Underground early next week, and I told him I’d pass on his message to Jeff. As we talked, I counted out the cash and scribbled my own note on the receipt. Jack bade me farewell and I ended the call, turning to glance at Benny before I walked out the door. I caught him staring at me. 

I hoped to hell he’d accept my invitation. Jeff didn’t allow me to submit to anyone he didn’t approve... but he’d let me dominate to my heart’s content. 

	[image: image]
	 	[image: image]


[image: image]






Chapter 8

[image: image]


[image: Shape  Description automatically generated with medium confidence]

––––––––
[image: image]


Okay, she was definitely flirting with me. It made me wonder if I’d misread her during her lecture last week. Had I made a complete fool of myself thanking her for her lesson? Probably. But she seemed pleased, and I could get used to a beautiful woman looking at me like that. 

She packed her things to leave, every movement she made filled with elegance and grace. Even her lips moved gracefully when she spoke. She caught me staring at her when she left, and I couldn’t help the blush that stained my face. I felt like I’d been caught watching her undress. 

When she left, I bussed the table, wiped it down, and tucked the envelope in my apron. Heading back to the computer station, I checked it cautiously. 

No tip. Not a penny. Instead, there was an address. 

9249 Fullerton Parkway, Suite 400. 9pm. Don’t be late. 

I stared at the address and the note, my cheeks and neck burning with excitement and embarrassment. What the fuck was I supposed to do now? 

I had a shift tonight and no way to contact her. It was a big game tonight, and I was hoping the tips would make up for the fact that Ryan had given me fewer shifts at the bar. I still hadn’t found a replacement roommate to take Brandon’s place, nor had I found another job to replace or supplement the bar. 

I really needed to work tonight’s shift. Technically I could get Denise to cover for me since she’d already asked. But giving up a big night like tonight was going to leave me short, and it wasn’t smart. 

And then I had to consider the obvious. What did she expect of me once I arrived? Was this about sex? Was there something else? Was she one of those women who got off on insulting and dominating men? If so, that wasn’t my thing. I could take some scolding for doing my job poorly, but I didn’t want my dick stepped on. Even if her legs looked flawless in those stilettos. 

Then again... 

If you want me to make you work for your tip, all you need to do is ask. 

I tucked the receipt into my pocket and clocked out. I had two hours before my game day shift was supposed to start. As much as I wanted to visit the strange address, I didn’t really have a choice. 

But my gut told me if I missed this opportunity, I wouldn’t get another one. 

I really want to go. Just to ease my curiosity. 

She hadn’t left a phone number, so I couldn’t get in touch to explain... but was she really the kind of woman to reschedule? Or would she say something like, ‘oh, what a shame, goodbye,’ and hang up on me? 

I can’t go. I need to work that shift. 

Sitting in my car, I leaned my head against the headrest. Exhaustion felt like a heavy weight on my shoulders, and I wanted to melt into the back seat of the car and pass out. I worked all the time, applied for every job that came up, and I still felt like I was failing. Just once, for fifteen minutes, I wished I could not fail at something. 

I didn’t fail today. 

The smile on The Woman’s face when I’d brought out her food told me that I’d passed her test. When was the last time someone looked at me like they were impressed with me? I was hungry to experience that again. 

If I didn’t show up, she’d never ask again. I knew that for a fact. This was my only shot. If I rejected her offer, she probably wouldn’t even come to the café again. And something about that felt awful. 

Game day shift. Lots of tips. Maybe another cute girl. 

But I work all the time. Can’t I make a selfish decision once in a while? We’ll have a tight week, but we won’t starve to death. 

My mind made up, I texted Denise and asked if she could cover my shift, claiming a stomach bug. She responded immediately, and I went home to take a shower and change before my rendezvous with The Woman. 
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I don’t know what I was expecting, but it wasn’t a shipping warehouse out in the middle of an industrial park. I hope I didn’t just give up my game day shift to be strung up and cut into little pieces and sold on the black market. That would be a shitty way to die. 

There were a few cars in the parking lot, and a light shone inside the warehouse. I sat in my car and watched as people left one by one. A man, then a woman, then another woman, then a few minutes later, a couple. Finally, there were only two cars left. It was a minute to nine. I had to decide if I wanted to do this, or if I was going to hightail it out of there. 

The back of my neck burned with nerves as I got out of my car, straightening and smoothing down my shirt and tucking it into my only pair of clean jeans. 

What am I doing here? I don’t even know what I’m walking into! 

But then I remembered the way she’d gazed up at me over her wine glass, those dark flawless lips ever so slightly twisted up at the corner of her mouth in a smirk. 

Wiping the sweat from my hands onto my jeans, I walked to the front door, opening it cautiously and peeking through. Inside I could see a blonde woman at a classy front desk talking to someone I couldn’t see from my angle.

Taking a deep breath, I opened the door all the way, stepping inside the lobby and looking around. 

The Woman with the amber eyes stood beside the secretary in a black blouse, a red leather corset, and a black lace skirt, showing off her phenomenal curves and long legs. The black high heels added to the elegance and allure. She stared at me with a knowing look in her eyes, and smiled like a wild animal about to pounce. 

I choked on air, unable to tear my eyes off her. 

The Woman kept my gaze but leaned over to her receptionist and said, “See? Told you.” 

“This is why I don’t place bets with you anymore. You’re always right.”

“Don’t forget it.”

“How can I, you won’t let me!” 

I stood frozen in place, feeling awkward as hell, and seriously considering turning around and running for the hills. But before I could move, The Woman took slow, measured steps my way, stopping right in front of me. She put one hand on her hip and cocked her head slightly as she studied me. 

“Hello Benny.”

The way she was looking at me made me reconsider my decision to be here. A hot tingle ran down my spine and I felt my face heat up a little. I swallowed so I could speak but my voice still broke embarrassingly. “Hello miss.” 

Her eyes seemed to sparkle. “We need to talk.” 

“O-okay,” I stammered, feeling like a child meeting their hero. I was turned on and terrified, which was a bizarre combination that I didn’t know how to process. 

She turned and walked to a door just past the receptionist, and I followed her, nervous about whatever was coming next. Maybe she really would tie me up and beat me. 

Maybe I wouldn’t totally hate it. 

The room she led me into was small, but with high ceilings that made it feel bigger than it actually was. It was decorated like a library or an office. There was a fireplace with candles where the fire should be, flickering ominously. Near one wall was a desk filled with papers and notebooks. A massive set of bookshelves were pressed against the wall behind the desk, filled with books that looked old and well-read. Tasteful paintings hung on the walls; oils and acrylics by the looks of them, mostly landscapes, though there were a few paintings of wine bottles, and one of a bowl of fruit. They were cheap and probably from a thrift store, but only someone like me would notice that. A dark, lush carpet covered part of the floor, and several armchairs and a couch framed the fireplace. I felt like I’d been transported back in time to a Victorian library. 

Her heels clicked on the wood panels until she stopped on the rug. She gestured to one of the armchairs, and I sat, feet together, back straight, on the edge of my seat. I had a sinking suspicion I was about to be tortured, even if I wasn’t cut up into pieces and sold for my organs. 

The Woman sat in the chair across from me and poured herself a glass of red wine. “Do you drink wine,” she asked me. 

“Not usually.”

“Would you like some anyway?”

“Maybe just a little, miss,” I said. I felt it would be rude to reject her offering. She poured some and handed me the glass, waiting a moment to release it into my hand. “Thank you.”

She swirled her own wine and studied me. I felt myself blush again. 

I felt like a scolded child sitting in front of her. She disarmed me with a single glance or a few words, making me want her, and want to avoid her at the same time. 

I hated it, but I needed to see this through, because I was drawn to her whether I hated it or not. 

“Be honest, Benny. How pissed are you with me?” Her tone was casual, like she was trying to put me at ease. 

“What? Why would I be?” It felt rude to swear in front of her, despite the fact that she’d just done so herself. 

“I didn’t leave you a tip today... I’m sure that was irritating.”

“I’ve learned not to expect one, miss. From you or anyone.” 

She sipped her wine and I tasted my own. I didn't normally drink red wine because it tasted bitter and it made my mouth feel dry, but this wine was nice. Still not something I'd pick up if I wanted to get a buzz, but it was nice. It felt luxurious in my mouth, and I was honored to share a glass with her instead of serving it to her. It was a weird feeling, because I didn’t even know who she was. Was she that special? Or was she just a woman? 

She spoke before I got a chance to say a word. “I have a request, Benny... tonight, while we talk, I’d like complete and brutal honesty. Don’t give me the answer you think I want to hear. Give me the truth. I’m surprisingly hard to offend.” 

“You were pretty offended when you left without ordering lunch,” I said, instantly regretting it. That sounded pretentious and disrespectful. I looked down at my wine glass in embarrassment. 

“You’re right, I was. Do you know why I was so irritated that day?”

“Because your wine was warm?” 

She smirked. “No. Because I was short on cash the last time I visited, and I came back that day intending to make it up to you.”

Damn. Now I felt bad. The fifty-dollar bill had sat in my wallet longer than I cared to admit, though it had inevitably made its way to the bank to be turned into rent. It felt like dirty money. Every time I thought about it, her words came back to me, alongside a weird twist of guilt in my gut. 

The Woman continued. “And on top of that, I liked you, and you were being so distant and ignoring me. Or rather... it felt like you were ignoring me. I understand you were just busy and I promise I won’t hold it against you.”

Pursing my lips, I looked down at my wine. Her little speech now felt even more warranted. “I was ignoring you, miss.” 

She took a sip of her wine and relaxed deeper into her chair, crossing her legs and showing off velvet-smooth skin all the way up to her mid-thigh. From the way she was sitting and watching me, I felt like she wanted me to stare at her. She was beautiful, and she affected me, and she knew it. 

She is definitely thinking about stepping on me with those heels. 

“You were?”

“Well, I wasn’t ignoring you. But I was making you less of a priority, and I hate to admit it, but it was because you barely left me a tip the last time you came in.”

Her unwavering golden stare made me want to shift in my seat, but I tried to stay still. 

“I guess that’s why your scolding affected me so much. Because it felt warranted.” 

I should stop talking before she actually decides to punish me or something. 

“Benny, you should really be more careful about what you say to me.” 

“I’m sorry, miss.” 

Her voice was soft, and I could barely hear her. “There you go again, backing yourself into a corner.” She took another sip. “Really, Benny, I told myself I wouldn’t be too mean to you tonight before I got your consent to do so, but you’re making it surprisingly difficult.” 

I resisted the urge to apologize again, instead taking a sip of my wine and sneaking another glance at her. Damn she was gorgeous. Her long, graceful fingers were tipped with a dark red polish that matched her lipstick. Her body language was pure sex and raw power. She spoke and held herself like some foreign dignitary, expecting to be impressed and entertained. 

I think I’m the entertainment. 

“I thought you wouldn’t come tonight,” she whispered. 

“I almost didn’t.”

“Why?”

I hesitated, trying to think of the best answer. She spoke before I got a chance to say anything. “Remember, I want the truth, even if you think it offends me.” 

“I was supposed to work tonight. I got my shift covered so I could come.” 

Her face changed slightly but I couldn’t place her expression. “You work mornings and evenings?”

“I tend bar in the evenings. Well, some evenings. Lately it’s been less often.”

“How old are you?”

“Nineteen.”

She looked surprised at that. “I knew you were young... I didn’t realize how young.”

I knew better than to ask her age, so I stayed quiet, letting her lead the conversation. 

“Are you in school?”

“No, miss... I just work.”

“Two jobs, both of them only earning you tips, and I’ve shorted you twice.” She shook her head in mock condescension. “You must really like me or something.” 

“Heh,” I rubbed at the back of my neck. She was flirting with me again, I was sure of it this time. That cruel look she had in her eye, it wasn’t real, it was a game to her. She was enjoying my embarrassment. 

At least I can’t fail at being embarrassed. 

She took another sip of her wine. “That’s why you tolerate those women flirting and teasing you at the café. For the tips.” 

I shrugged. “That, and I know it’s not really about me.”

“What do you mean?”

“Those women probably feel neglected by their husbands, or unappreciated by their kids, and they just want some attention and spoiling. It's not about me, it's about them, so I don’t think too much about it. Plus, I really do need the tips.” I tried to laugh it off, but then I thought about how I was going to have to sleep on the couch again tonight, and I'd given up my game day shift for a glass of wine by a fake fireplace with a woman who enjoyed embarrassing me. 

I’m such a dumbass. 

“Are you struggling?” She asked softly. Her tone had shifted to something more serious and gentle, and I hated the pity. 

I shrugged and tried not to make a big deal about it. “I get by.” 

“One.”

Oh. That tone was... different. 

I held my glass in my hands, halfway to my mouth and unsure of what she meant. “What?” 

“One. I warned you not to lie. That's one time you've lied to me tonight. Don’t do it again. It irritates me to hell and puts me in a very bad mood.”

“How do you know I lied,” I huffed a small laugh under my breath in irritation. Who does this woman think she is? 

“Everyone has a tell, honey, and I'm very good. Now tell me the truth. Are you struggling financially?” 

I pursed my lips but took a deep breath. It was embarrassing to admit, but apparently, that’s why I was here. To embarrass.

I don’t need to sit here and take this. I could walk out the door right now. Get in my car and call that cute girl... what’s her name? 

But I’d never see her again. 

The only thing she’d asked me for was honesty. I told myself it didn’t matter if she knew my struggles; she was a stranger, and I clearly meant nothing to her other than an evening of entertainment. If tonight ended badly, I could cut her off and go home, and forget this ever happened. 

“Yes, miss. It's pretty rough right now.” 

“How rough?”

“I work two jobs just to afford rent.” My statement came across flat and slightly sarcastic. “Most of my meals are leftovers from my job, and I don’t remember the last time I slept in a bed.”

That last one was a lie. I remembered the last time I slept in a bed. It was the night before I’d gone to pick up Momma from the care home. 

Momma who had looked at me in fear this evening when I’d come into her room to grab a change of clothes. She’d studied me with trepidation and anxiety, scanning the photos on her bedside table, trying to figure out who I was. 

The Woman didn’t pick up on that lie, thank goodness. I didn’t feel like fessing up. 

“And you gave up a game day shift to come drink wine with me. Why?”

I stammered and tried to figure out an answer. She cut me off. “Did you think I was going to fuck you?” 

I flushed, feeling embarrassed and a little insulted. “I didn't know what to think. I wondered if it was a possibility, but honestly... I didn’t know.”

“Then why? Why did you come?”

“Would you have given me another chance?” I leaned forward in my chair, placing my elbows on my knees. “If I didn't show up tonight? Would I ever see you at Le Fleur again? Would you have ever given me another olive branch?”

Her expression was guarded. 

“I ask honestly,” I said, holding up a hand. “Because I don't know you... I don't even know your name,” I whispered. 

She ignored the comment about her name, choosing not to offer it. “I would have returned to the restaurant,” she said instead. “But I never would have attempted to invite you again... unless you were brave enough to confront me and tell me why you chose a Saturday night at the bar instead of accepting an invitation from me. But I don't think you would have.”  

“Probably not, miss.”  

“No, probably not.”  

A heavy silence hung between us, and I sensed she was waiting for me to take the initiative to break it. Looking at her was a challenge because she was still staring at me like she wanted to step on my dick with those stilettos. But I could also tell she enjoyed being watched. She wanted me to fawn over her. She was letting me look... so I looked. 

In the low light, her eyes were a deeper golden than they'd appeared in the afternoon sun. She reminded me of a dragon, and this was her lair. 

What does she hoard? 

“What do you want from me?”

She swirled her wine with a subtle smirk. Slowly raising the glass, she took a sip. I couldn't tear my eyes away from the movement of her lips and her throat as she swallowed. There was a dark red stain left on the glass. My eyes traced her flawless figure and finally met her gaze.  

“I want to play with you.”
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Benny was already far too much fun to play with, and we hadn’t even started. His submissive body language, his blushes and embarrassment, and the way his voice sometimes stuttered or broke was too much fun to exploit. And he was so tolerant of my teasing, it made me wonder if he had a bit of a humiliation kink. 

I need to get this conversation on its way if we are ever going to negotiate anything, otherwise I am just going to tease him all night. 

Setting down my wine glass and facing him straight on, I asked, “Do you know where you are, Benny?”

“Um... a warehouse?” he asked tentatively, hoping to impress me with his sarcasm. 

“You're too sweet to be cocky. Just say no.” 

Embarrassed, he said, “No, miss. I don't.” 

I held his gaze, lowering and softening my voice as I spoke. “I provide a service to a specific demographic. I'm paid for it. My clients range in age, gender, and sexual preferences. But... I have my own relationships outside of work to satisfy my wants and needs. And what I want, and need... is someone like you.” 

His eyes got progressively wider, and he swallowed. 

“Do you understand?” 

“Um... maybe?” 

“I'm a Dominatrix, Benny. A BDSM Dominant, both in my professional and personal life.” 

He ran a hand through his hair and struggled to find something to look at. “I... had a suspicion, but didn't want to assume.” 

“Really,” I smirked. “What gave it away?” 

He laughed nervously, not really giving an answer. I raised an eyebrow, demanding one. 

“Oh man,” he cleared his throat. “Uh... well, you just have this,” he gestured to me as he searched for the words, “this vibe, I guess. It's powerful. And very attractive. The first time you came in... I felt like you were royalty. Or someone really important. And I couldn't help but want to please you.” He looked down at his hands, which were fidgeting on his wine glass. “I guess that sounds kind of stupid.”

“Look at me.” 

He looked up immediately.  Jeff’s words came back to me. Train him right, because you fucking deserve it.

“Why do you look away from me when you answer my questions? Are you embarrassed?”

“A little.”

“Why?”

He struggled to find the words but came up with nothing. 

“Am I making you uncomfortable?”

“I think you're trying to.” That cocky look in his eye was back. It made me want to spank him. And other things. 

I couldn’t hide the smile that escaped at his comment. “A little. Does it bother you?”

“I just...” His eyes broke away from mine, but he caught himself and looked at me again. Good boy. “I just don’t want to disappoint you, I guess.” He looked a little frustrated, but more than that, there was a hint of desperation in his voice. “I don’t know what you want from me, and I don’t know what I’m supposed to do here, or how to act.” 

“I will make it very clear to you what I want, Benny. Generally speaking, all I want is honesty, and obedience.”

He exhaled, a little tension leaving his shoulders. He was legitimately stressed about this, I realized, and I’d not even started asking real questions yet. Slow down, Huxley, you’re going to scare him away. 

“Do you know anything about BDSM or kink?”

“Um... a little... I did some kinky stuff in college, but nothing like this.” He looked around briefly, still a little unsettled in the room we referred to as The Library. 

“What did you do?”

“Handcuffs and blindfolds, that kind of thing... I had a girlfriend who liked me to spank her... she was...” He fought a smile. “She was a little crazy.”

“So in your limited experience, would you say you were in charge?”

He nodded. 

“Would you be open to exploring the other side of that?” 

He swallowed hard, his cheeks and ears flushed, trying to hold my gaze like he knew I wanted him to. Finally he said, “I guess it would depend on... what kinds of things you had in mind.”

I want to bend you over and crop your ass until it’s covered in my marks. I want to edge and deny you until you’re a blubbering mess willing to do anything to come. I want you hungrier for my orgasms than for your own. 

“Well, Benny, there are a lot of things I want. But I don’t do anything without consent. It’s my religion. So although I have a very clear picture of what I want, I am happy to work within the boundaries you set for me.” 

“So I can have veto power on things?” He sounded a little breathless. 

I smiled at his phrasing. “You have veto power, yes.”

He hesitated and then struggled as he said, “So, if, for example, I was very against the idea of you stepping on my dick with those heels...”

I couldn't help but laugh at that one. “Is that what has you over there looking like you’re ready to pass out?”

He bit his lip to avoid a smile. “Yes miss.” 

“I promise not to step on your dick.”

“Okay, great.” He sighed and leaned back in his chair. I snickered again and took another sip of wine. 

“There are a few other things that won’t happen, Benny.” I schooled my expression to imply my seriousness. “We will have some very sexually intimate experiences during our sessions, because that’s what I want, and I suspect you do too... but you won’t be putting your dick inside me. That’s a hard limit of mine with my submissives. No matter how much you beg... and you will beg. Is that going to be a problem?”

He couldn’t hide the disappointment, but his answer encouraged me. “I don’t fully understand what to expect from you... but if ‘hard limit’ means what I think it means, I can respect that. As long as you respect mine.” 

“That’s the idea in a nutshell. We both set our limits, and play within those boundaries.” 

“And you... tell me what to do?”

“I’m the dominant in the dynamic, yes.”

“But I have veto power.”

“Limits and a safeword, yes.”

If I didn’t know any better, I’d say he was hypnotized. While before he struggled to look at me, now he couldn’t stop. His eyes went from my mouth, to my hair, to my legs, to my breasts, tracing over me with appreciation and desire. 

Am I really going to do this? Am I going to corrupt the fuck out of this nineteen-year-old boy and train him to be my little toy? 

His expression changed from appreciation to apprehension. Meeting my eyes again he asked, “Why me?”

I didn’t answer right away. I sensed he had more to ask. My patience was rewarded a moment later as he continued. “I’m nobody. I’m just a guy you met at a restaurant who works shit jobs for shit money and can’t even...” His eyes and voice hardened and focused on a spot to my left, like he didn’t want to put that abrasive energy out on me. “I’m a college dropout who can barely afford to live, and you’re...” he trailed off and clenched his jaw, making a vague gesture with his hand that I couldn’t interpret. 

“I’m what?”

He met my eyes again, and said, “You’re like... a goddess.” 

My stomach dropped and my breath caught. There was that sweet, reverent sound in his voice again. He stared at me, almost daring me to explain myself, to argue with him. Or maybe he was begging me to defend him against his own self-degradation. But as he stared, his gaze softened, and he dropped his eyes in embarrassment. 

“I just don’t think you’ll want me. I can’t understand why you would.” 

When was the last time someone took care of him? He seemed like a smart, kind young man. Why was he a college dropout working two minimum wage jobs to survive? Who did he go home to? What did he go home to? 

“Why wouldn’t I?”

His voice was monotone and shaky as he answered. “Because I’ll just let you down.” 

“You know what I want, Benny?” I tried to make my voice kind. He chanced a glance at me, as if he wasn’t sure what he’d find. “I want someone who wants to please me. And as long as you obey, I will be pleased.” 

There was a desperate kind of hope that bloomed in his eyes, but he was still slumped forward, like he was defending himself against the possibility that he was sufficient. And I knew that look. The fear of failure was enough to make someone quit before they even gave themselves a chance. 

Give yourself a chance, sweet boy. 

The words were out of my mouth before I could stop them. “Would you like to please me?”

His eyes darted around a moment, and then he lifted his head and said, “Yes, miss.”

“And you don’t mind me teasing you a little? No more than I have tonight?”

“I don’t mind...” He worried his bottom lip a little and then said, “I know you like to do that.”

“Would you like to try now?”

He took a shaky breath but nodded. 

Jeff’s warning buzzed in my head mixed with my own habitual thoughts. The desire to give him a really good first experience warred with my desire to be clear, from the very beginning, that this was about him pleasing me, not me giving something to him. 

I can do both. I can be kind in my demands... and gracious with my praise. 

“No safeword today. You don’t have to do anything I ask you to do. If you’re uncomfortable, don’t do it, or say no. Okay?”

“Yes miss.” 

There was that reverent tone I loved. 

Confidence settled over me, and my mind quieted. He was so easy to dominate because he was so inherently desperate for it, so eager to hand over the reins, even if he didn’t know it yet. “Stand up. Stand right here in front of me.” I nodded to a spot on the carpet in front of my chair.

He took a deep breath and stood, slowly approaching, his shoulders still tense and slightly rounded forward. He stopped directly in front of me and waited for instructions. 

His eyes widened and he took a breath as I rose to my full height, as if he hadn’t expected me to stand. We were mere inches from each other. It clicked in his head that something was about to happen, and he had no idea what I was going to do.

“We’re going to feel each other out a little, and we won’t do anything crazy, okay?”

He nodded. 

“I want you to acknowledge me verbally, and with respect.”

“Yes, Miss.” 

“Good boy.” 

His face and neck flushed deep red. His mouth popped open in a moment of surprise and he looked away, only to look back at me again as if begging for more. 

“Oh, you like that, don’t you?”  

His blush deepened. “Yes, Miss.” 

I reached out and cupped his chin softly, drawing his face around, making him look at me. He gasped a little at my touch and I felt my body warm at the excitement. “Would you like me to train you to be my good boy?”

His adam's apple bobbed and he swallowed, his voice breaking a little. “Yes, Miss.” 

My hand moved from his chin to his forehead, brushing the messy blond hair out of his eyes. He looked a little like a stray puppy who hadn’t had a trim in a while. His cheeks and chin were smooth, and he had no facial hair to speak of, once again reminding me this boy was young, just barely out of high school. 

I should feel bad for corrupting him...  

“It’s a shame I ran into you, pet. I am not a kind Mistress.” 

I trailed my finger over the side of his face, my nail scraping against his skin. Drawing it down, I touched the edge of his lips, and a little whimper escaped. 

He opened his mouth to say something but decided against it, biting back his words. 

“Tell me.” My finger rested against his lips. 

His lips felt so soft as they moved against my finger. “I’m glad I met you... Mistress.” He tested out the phrase. Judging by the bulge in his pants, he liked it. 

Speaking of which. 

Trailing my finger down his chin, and then his neck, I let it rest in the hollow of his throat. His breaths were short and fast. 

I set the palm of my hand on his rapidly beating heart. “Breathe, pet.” 

He took a deep breath and settled a little. 

“Do you like it when I touch you?”

“Yes Miss... you’re beautiful.” 

“Hm... you won’t always like it. You know that, right?” I raised an eyebrow at him. 

He nodded, but seemed to remember my earlier request and said, “Yes, Miss.” 

“I quite enjoy discipline... and punishment. But I think you know that.”

He took another steadying breath and failed to hide a smile. “I gathered that.”

“I suspect you’ll enjoy the punishment too, though...” I let my eyes drop to the bulge in his pants. “And the humiliation. You do seem to love my lessons.” 

He swallowed, but didn’t answer. He was breathing a little steadier now, settling into the idea. Time to up the tension a little more...

I crossed my arms over my chest and took a single step back. “Take out your dick.” 

His eyes widened at my command, like it was the last thing he expected. Deliberating for only a moment, he lowered his eyes and unbuckled his belt with shaking hands. 

When he unzipped his jeans, they slipped down to his knees. He looked to me for guidance, not sure if he should try to pull them back up. I said nothing, waiting for him to obey. 

He swallowed and pulled his dick out of his boxers, already hard and red at the tip. His chin lowered, peering up at me through his lashes, he presented it to me.

And what a present. 

He was simply perfect. A solid five inches, maybe a little longer, and a good girth. An average, suitable, normal, completely satisfactory dick. 

And while some boys may need their egos taken down a bit, I sensed that any kind of degradation in that regard would just upset him. His biggest fear seemed to be inadequacy. He didn’t need to be degraded. He needed to be built up.

“Benny... good boys don’t need cocks that big. What are you going to do with that?” 

His mouth popped open and he smiled, then tried to bite his lip to hide it. There was just a twinge more confidence in his gaze as his eyes darted around the room for a moment before looking at me again, waiting for my next command. 

Yes, sweet boy, you are enough. More than enough.

“Put your hands behind your head... that’s right. Lift your chin. Shoulders back. Oh dear,” I sighed a little overdramatically, staring at his dick. “You’re making a mess on my carpet.” 

We both looked down. A single drop of precum had dripped onto the carpet at his feet. He looked back up at me in embarrassment. 

“I suppose you’ll have to clean that for me, won’t you?”

Concern filled his face. “Yes, Miss. I can... rent a carpet shampooer, or something.”

Or you could use your tongue. 

Easy, Huxley. 

“Or something. Now...” I walked around him slowly, pinching the fabric of his boxers between my fingers and tugging. They slid down and met his jeans, currently stuck at his knees. I could have made him step out of them, but I liked the awkwardness of the position he was in. 

“This evening, after you go home, I’m going to give you a little assignment.” I stood right behind him, close enough that he could practically feel me. The energy between us was charged and full of expectation. A little bit of sweat bloomed under the armpits of his shirt and goosebumps rose on his skin. 

“Because, as I said, my religion is consent. And although I love to push, embarrass, tease, and play... I refuse to do harm. I may hurt you... but I won’t harm you. Do you understand?”

He took a long, steadying breath. “I think so, Miss... can I ask a question?”

So cautious... so cute. “You may.”

“What do you mean by hurt?”

I whispered in his ear, getting my lips as close to him as I could without touching. “Would you like me to show you?”

His dick jumped, somehow growing even harder. 

“I think you’re too curious to walk out of this room without a taste, aren’t you, pet?” 

“Yes, Miss.” He sounded so... hungry. 

“Stay.” 

He held his breath and froze. “Breathe, silly boy, you’ll pass out on me if you do that. I meant, stay there and don’t turn around.” 

I walked to the desk of the library with slow, deliberate steps, even though I wanted to sprint. He was desperate for whatever I was going to dish out to him, and I was hungry for his reaction. 

I slid open the top drawer of the desk and peeked over at him. His lips were parted and he stared straight ahead, determined not to fail the task I’d given him. 

He’s going to be so much fun. 

I caught myself getting a little too wrapped up in the moment. Hadn’t I said the same thing about Colin? The memory almost jerked me out of my headspace. 

But Colin was different. Colin was here for himself, to have his own fantasies played out for him at his discretion. 

Benny was here for me. 

I extracted the ruler, letting the wood drag against the bottom of the drawer to make a quiet scraping sound. Benny swallowed again and took another steadying breath. He was dripping even more now. 

“Messy boy.” I held the ruler in my hands and walked carefully back to my spot behind him. “Maybe you need more than a taste of discipline... maybe you need to be punished. What do you think?” 

Please say yes. Let me punish you. Just a little. 

I waited for his answer. Perhaps he would say, ‘I’m uncomfortable with this.’ Or ‘please don’t hurt me.’ Or ‘I’m sorry, I can’t do this.’ But no, not from sweet Benny. That’s not at all what I got. 

He spoke with quiet confidence, like it was the easiest choice he’d made all day. “Whatever pleases you, Miss.” 

Whatever pleases me? Free fucking reign over this boy. 

I licked my lips and smiled... then smacked the ruler against his pert ass. He let out a choked gasp that was more in surprise than anything else, jerking slightly. He whipped his head around and I froze, waiting for the ball to drop. 

Whatever he was looking for in my eyes, he found it. Turning back around, he said nothing, waiting for whatever I deemed would happen next. 

“Would you like another?”

His answer was steady, and immediate. “If it pleases you, Miss.” 

“It would please me. But I need to know if you want another.” 

He considered carefully, and then said, “I think I do, Miss.” 

I let the dull edge of the ruler trace the light pink mark on his backside. I hadn’t hit him hard, just hard enough to surprise him. He’d been so pent up that his reaction was mostly surprise. But now, he was expecting it, and he could feel the ruler moving over his skin. He knew it would hurt. 

So I gave him a good strong thwack. He hissed in pain and jerked again. 

“Did that hurt?”

“Yes Miss.” That twinge of sarcasm was back in his voice. 

“Be careful with that tone,” I warned, setting the ruler against the mark I’d left. “I can’t stand brats.”

“Sorry Miss.” The tone was gone, and he was back to reverence. 

“What a nice mark,” I whispered, letting my finger trail over the blooming red spot. It would fade in a few minutes and his skin would return to the pale, milky white it was before. He shivered under my touch and his dick jumped to attention again, still rock-hard and dripping clear precum. 

I had a feeling if I touched his dick, he would blow. Did I want to give him the best orgasm of his life? Or did I want to make him wait?

We’d gone far enough for no limits set, no real negotiation other than a seductive plea. Anything more than that would make me feel terribly guilty, and might make him feel like I’d taken advantage of him. 

I brushed a finger across the mark on his ass one more time, then walked around to face him again. “I think you’re a bit of a masochist, and a bit of a service sub. Do you know what those terms mean?”

“No, Miss.”

“You’ll do some reading for me and figure it out, won’t you?”

He nodded enthusiastically. “Yes, Miss.”

“That’s a good boy.” 

A low groan escaped his throat. 

“What a sweet, sweet sound for a sweet boy.” I brushed my fingers through his hair again. “One day you’ll make that sound for me when you go to your knees. One day you’ll make that sound when you kiss my feet... one day you’ll give up your own pleasure to feast on my cunt.” 

My eyes fixed on him, everything else faded away. All I could see, all I could register, was his every breath, his every reaction. Every flutter of his eyelashes, every gasp of breath between pink, delicate lips, every surge of blood to his perfect cock. 

“And you’ll love it, won’t you, pet?” I stroked his hair again. His eyes dilated even more and he sighed. “You’ll love kneeling at my feet, being my good little pup, making me so happy... keeping me so satisfied. Won’t you?”

His only response was a groan. 

Poor thing is too far gone to talk. 

The thought was a shock, and it refocused me to my present situation. I had an untrained submissive on the edge of subspace with absolutely no understanding of what was happening to him. 

The fork in the road was as vivid as he was in front of me. I could put him on his knees and take advantage of him, call it consent because he was clearly into it... But I’d never be able to live with myself. 

A jarring, shockingly painful memory came back to me, like a violent smack in the face. 

See? I knew you wanted it. 

I took a deep breath and focused on the boy in front of me. “Benny, honey... I’m so proud of you.” 

He flushed again and his eyes darted between my eyes, as if waiting for some catch. Waiting for a “but.”

I glanced down at his weeping cock. “It looks like you might need some help with that.” 

His eyes widened. “Mistress... please?”

Begging already? Oh, you are so mine. 

“Dammit... you make it far too easy to take advantage of you.”

“Please,” he said again. 

“Stroke your cock for me... show me how you come. That’s a good boy.” 

With no more than a few pumps, Benny came with a cry of ecstasy, his eyes never leaving mine. I watched his face melt into pleasure, his eyes soften and lose their focus slightly. A moment after his orgasm faded and his head cleared, he dropped his head in shame. 

No way. No shame for you. 

I cupped his chin and made him look at me, giving him a gentle smile. “That was exactly what I wanted.” 

His mouth opened and shut again, struggling for words. I held his chin and watched him come back to himself, everything that had just happened hitting him all at once. Post-orgasm clarity could sometimes be like a bucket of cold water. He looked away in astonishment. 

“I loved watching you come for me. Benny, honey...” he met my eyes again tentatively... embarrassed. “Please tell me you’ll play with me again soon.” 

He let out a huff of a laugh, a smile pulling at his lips. “Are you fucking serious?” The words were just a breath escaping his lips. 

“Deadly serious.”

“Oh my God, okay, yes, anything. Please. Fuck.” He mumbled something under his breath that I didn’t catch. 

My nerves and adrenaline settled slightly. I glanced down at his dick, slowly retreating as if it were ashamed for his pleasure. Benny’s hand was covered in his release. I couldn’t help but smile. He looked at me awkwardly, not sure what to do next. 

“You have a nice dick, Benny.” 

“Fuck.” His jaw shifted and he licked his lips. “You sure you don’t want to play with it?” 

Oh. Back to cocky. Well, at least he wasn’t dropping or freaking out. 

I raised an eyebrow and cocked my head, putting my hands on my hips. “I said I wouldn’t let you fuck me. I never said I wouldn’t play with it.” 

“Jesus Christ.” 

“Bathroom is to the left of the fireplace.” 

He bit his lip and tried to contain the mess in his hand as he waddled towards the bathroom door. I couldn't help but snicker at the sight. 

He came out a few minutes later, dressed, hands clean, and shoulders rounded forward again. I’d finished the glass of wine in an effort to calm my raging nerves. Benny looked at me with some embarrassment, but I wanted to put an end to that as quickly as possible. 

“So... you still want to play.” 

He couldn’t hide his grin. “Yes Miss.” 

“Even if you don’t get my pussy?”

He groaned and rolled his eyes. “I think your pussy would kill me.” 

“Don’t forget it. Give me your arm.”

Extracting a permanent marker from the desk drawer, I wrote my phone number on his arm. “I want you to text me. I want you to look up those terms I gave you. And I want you to send me any and all articles you read so I can check them and we can talk about them. We’ll go from there. Okay?”

“When can I see you again?”

“When I say so.” 

He dropped his chin and bit his lip. “Yes, Mistress.” He looked far too pleased to use the term. 

“You’d better figure out those limits fast, Benny. It would break me if I harmed you.” 

His expression softened. He lifted a hand. “Can I...” His hand hesitated, hovering in the air near my cheek. 

Without fully understanding why, I tilted my cheek into his touch. He gasped as his fingers trailed softly across my skin, as if he were afraid he would shatter a blown glass ornament. His mouth moved, like he was trying to form words, but he was left speechless. 

His touch was tender... sweet. His awe seemed misplaced. He didn’t know me, he had no reason to react that way. Yet I craved more of his sweet reactions. 

As he stared at me, his lips parted slightly. His mouth looked tender and soft. He had the most elegant lips I’d ever seen on a boy. It made me want another taste of him. 

“There’s one other thing I want before you go.”

“Anything.” 

“Oh... Benny...” I shook my head and chuckled. “You should never say that to a dominatrix. They will take you seriously.”

“Sorry, Miss... what do you want from me?”

“Open your mouth.” I felt myself blush a little as I asked. Benny swallowed, then obeyed. 

“Wider.”

His eyes fell shut for a moment, but then he opened them and looked at me. He opened his mouth wider. I could see his tongue resting at the bottom of his mouth, as pink as the flush on his ears and neck. 

Cupping the back of his neck, I brought him closer to me, just close enough to kiss. He gasped at our nearness.

All the nerves, all the stress, all the doubt about my actions flew from my mind at his reactions. He wanted this so desperately... but he wouldn’t move. 

“Oh, you’d love a kiss, wouldn’t you? You sweet thing... let’s see how sweet you are.” 

Extending my tongue, I let it trace along his bottom lip, and then flick into his mouth. He choked out another groan, but he didn’t move. He didn’t kiss me, he didn’t suck my tongue into his mouth... he didn’t take control. 

I hadn’t known it was a test until he passed. 

Pulling back from him, I stared into his eyes, holding his chin. It was a strange thing to do, something a mother would do to a child, but he was taller than me by at least four or five inches. And yet, it felt right. 

“You were so good tonight.” 

“Oh... Miss. You taste so good...”

“Dream about me, okay?”

“I have been.” As soon as he said it, he blushed again. 

Then we both froze as we heard a low buzzing sound. He looked horrified as he extracted his phone from his front pocket. 

“Oh my God, I thought I silenced that, I’m so sorry–”

“It’s okay,” I said. “We’re done for the night... but if it happens again...” I left the threat open. 

My threat didn’t scare him enough. A little too excited for punishment... We’ll have to fix that quickly. 

“Go on, get out of here before I keep you all night.” 

He gave me a suggestive look, but headed for the door. 

As he walked away, I had an idea. “Benny.”

He looked over his shoulder. “Miss?”

“Do you work tomorrow?”

“Yes Miss.”

I spoke the words softly with heavy implication. “Would you like a big tip?” 

“I could use one, Miss.”

“You’ll have to work for it.”

“I wouldn’t assume anything less.”

“See you around... two o’clock?”

“Whatever pleases you, Mistress.” There was a gleam in his eye as he spoke. Then he turned and walked out the door.

The door fell shut with a heavy thud, clicking to automatically lock. I looked down at my feet in glee, relishing the memory of his blush, his shuddering surrender, the taste of his lips...

There was a damp spot on the carpet by my feet. Dirty, messy boy. 

Maybe I would let him get a carpet shampooer for the rug. I could put him in a cock cage, a butt plug, and a collar, and make him shampoo the carpet naked while I ignored him. 

I bet he’d fucking love it. 
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Chapter 10
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I sat in my car for a solid ten minutes before I could focus enough to put my keys in the ignition. The gleam in her golden eyes, the twist of her smirk, the feeling of her tongue gliding across my lip... 

“Holy shit.”

I’d just had the best orgasm of my life, and she’d barely laid a finger on me. I was going to lose it if she actually touched me. 

The spot where she’d hit me was a little tender, and I shifted in my seat. I kept remembering the blush on her cheeks, the hunger in her eyes...

I am pretty sure no woman has ever looked at me like that. 

“Holy shit.” 

And her nails on my skin...

And her sweet, hot mouth... 

I didn’t understand why someone like her would want anything to do with someone like me. She had no idea what a mess I was, or how little I had to bring to any kind of relationship. The only thing I had was a dick she didn’t seem to want. 

But the other part of me did not fucking care, because she was hotter than sin and she wanted to play. If she wanted to screw with me, punish me a little, and let me ogle her tits, I wasn’t going to say no. 

“Holy. Shit—”

My phone buzzed again, wrenching me from the thought of her wicked smile and the glint in her eyes when she’d struck me with that ruler. It was only ten o’clock, but I felt like I’d been in that library room for hours. 

Denise was calling. “Hey.”

“Hey, is your stomach feeling better?”

It’s filled with fucking butterflies. “Yeah, why?”

“We’re fucking slammed, that’s why. Come clock in?”

I smiled. “Yeah, I can be there in... thirty minutes.”

“Make it fifteen.” Her voice was drowned out by cheering in the background. 
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“Holy shit, Benny, you were on fire tonight!” Denise and I chowed down on some leftover chili and half-burned corn dogs while Ryan counted the drawers.

“Guess I was in a good mood,” I shrugged. 

“And that girl was totally hitting on you.” She nudged me with her elbow as she dipped the last of her corndog in the chili. 

“Yeah,” I laughed, pulling out the napkin with her number on it. “I know.” 

Denise rolled her eyes. “Damn, how come you get hot girls giving you numbers, and I get creepy old drunk men?”

“Because you’re hotter than me.” 

She laughed and kissed me on the cheek, winking as she sipped on her coke. 

She wasn’t wrong. I was on fire tonight. I felt lighter and more confident than I had in weeks. There was a weird calm that surrounded me that I didn’t know how to explain. The Woman... my Mistress... left a feeling inside me like I was special, like I had a dirty little secret that nobody else knew about, and it made me feel powerful and sexy. 

“So... you gonna call her? Or whoever’s number is written on your arm?” 

The girl who had left me her number was pretty. She had pretty eyes and a pretty mouth and a great ass... but she wasn’t sticking in my mind. We’d barely spoken, and I didn’t feel any kind of connection towards her. 

Right now, the only woman on my mind had shiny black hair down to her waist, blood-red lips, and eyes the color of whiskey. 

I lifted my arm as an answer. “I’m going to head home. See you tomorrow?”

I grabbed a few eggs for Momma before I headed out. On my way out of the kitchen, I passed Ryan in the office working on something. Cautiously, I knocked. 

He looked up at me, a little distracted. “Hey Benny. What’s up?”

“Hey, Ryan. I was just wondering if there’s any reason why I have fewer shifts this upcoming week. I normally work most evenings.”

“One of our other girls just went full-time, so there are fewer shifts for me to give to you. Sorry, Benny.”

“Yeah... okay. Thanks.” I didn’t bother asking any more questions. He preferred to hire the cute girls because they brought in more customers. Denise and Tabitha basically had their own fan club, and they would text their regulars whenever they were working. 

I wasn’t going to let it get to me. I had bartending experience now, and I could find somewhere else to work evenings if Ryan was going to start cutting my hours. Maybe I can even find an actual job with a decent salary, I thought. 

Doing what? With what experience? With what qualifications?

Nope, I wasn’t going to dwell on it tonight. Tonight, I was going to enjoy the high from the best orgasm of my life, and dream about the golden-eyed goddess who wanted me on my knees. 
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The next morning, I popped in to check on Momma. Her hair was brushed and pulled into a loose bun on top of her head, little wisps of blonde hair escaping from the backs and sides. Tucked up in her rocking chair with a quilt on her lap, she ran her tongue across her fake teeth as she watched the tv. She was watching a rerun of an old Jeopardy episode, calling out the answers, seeming to know them all. She glanced over at me, then looked back at the TV. 

“Benny, do we have any apples?”

My heart leapt. I knew she wouldn’t remember me for long, but it had been so long since she’d actually said my name, it gave me a little bit of hope for the day. “I’m sorry, Momma. We’re out.” 

“Oh.” Her shoulders slumped slightly. “Do you think you can pick some up on your way home?”

“Sure,” I said. I knew by the time I got home, she’d forget this conversation. She couldn’t have apples anyway, her dentures fell off every time she tried to eat them, and she didn’t like to cut them up. But maybe I could get her some applesauce. 

I straightened up the room and her bed, and then her end table a little, anything to buy a little more time with her. The tv switched to a commercial, something about someone being owed money for a major medical emergency at a big pharmaceutical company. 

“Oh, that’s Moonlight Sonata,” Momma said, then started to hum it. 

I thought my heart would explode as she hummed the song, rocking her head slightly. Her fingers moved across her lap. I felt my cheeks ache from the grin I wore. 

What a great fucking day. 

“I was never very good at this one,” she sighed. “I couldn’t read music very well. But I figured it out by listening to it and watching my teacher.”

“I didn’t know you played piano.” Squatting beside her chair, I chanced a glance at her face. 

“Oh, not much... just a little bit. A long time ago, in grade school. We had a sweet lady who played piano at church, and she let me play after school. She tried to teach me... I couldn't read music very well... I couldn’t read anything very well.” She was staring at the tv now. The commercial had switched to some laundry product. She smiled a little when a puppy ran across the screen, shaking himself and slinging mud everywhere. “I was never very smart.”

“I think you’re very smart.”

“Smart people can read.”

“There are lots of kinds of smart out there. They’re not all the same, but they all count.” 

She stared at the TV for a moment, then said, “I suppose.”

“Would you like me to read to you later?”

“Maybe. I like Miss Maisel. She’s so clever.” She turned back to me, hesitation in her eye, like she was a little embarrassed to ask. “Maybe... maybe you can call my son? And he can come over and read to me.”

I swallowed, unable to speak from my heart in my throat. 

“He’s an artist. He’s away at school. He’s doing so good.” 

She looked away from me and back to the tv. 

“He used to read to me. He’s quite good at it. He’s so smart, and so talented. He’s going to be a famous artist one day. Will you call him for me?”

Behind me, I could feel Layla’s awkward second-hand hurt for me. 

“Yeah. I’ll call him for you.” 

“Thank you, honey.” 

“You have a good day, Mrs. Newman.” 

Layla squeezed my hands as I left the room. I listened to Moonlight Sonata on repeat all the way to work. 
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Despite the morning rollercoaster with Momma, I was still in a shockingly good mood. It was devastating to see her lose so much memory, and I knew her future would revolve around tv reruns and nurses. But there was hope and happiness in my heart from our conversation earlier. Maybe I needed to try another way to connect with her. Maybe instead of trying to get her to remember me, I needed to accept her as she was, and try to connect with her as strangers. 

It wasn’t the same as having Momma back, but it was better than not having her at all. 

I got to work a little early and snuck some bacon and cheese, and a day-old baguette for breakfast. Erin knew I did it, but she turned a blind eye. While I ate and waited for the restaurant to open, I pulled up a browser on my phone and searched for the terms The Woman had used last night. 

Service submissive: someone who gets gratification from serving their Dominant. 

Masochist: someone who enjoys receiving pain.

Reading the articles and blog posts, it was easy to forget all my real problems and get lost in the fantasy and magic of what had happened last night. The way she’d dared me to resist her when she’d hit me with that ruler, and the way her fingers ran over the tender spot...

I shifted in my seat. The tenderness was gone, but I remembered what it felt like to sit down and feel that mark on my ass. And I liked it more than I cared to admit. It wasn’t that I liked the pain per se, but I liked the idea of her doing things to me, even if those things were painful. I liked the idea of willingly taking her punishment, and watching her eyes gleam as she struck me. Did that count as masochism? 

Hell, I liked the idea of her doing pretty much anything to me. Who wouldn’t want a beautiful older woman to dominate them sexually? 

And she even promised not to step on my dick. 

Damnit, now I’m hard at work. 

I cleaned up and got ready for my shift, anxious and a little excited about whatever my Mistress had planned for the day. She said she was going to make me work for my tip, which sounded more like a warning than a promise. Before I clocked in, I sent her a message with the links to the articles I read, as she’d requested me to. I resisted the urge to keep checking my phone for a response. 

Once eleven o’clock hit, the day got busy. We had a big brunch crowd in the morning, and then a rush for the after-church crowd. The day was made harder because I was training Curtis again. Maxine was our shift lead, and I wanted to tell her about my weird night with my Mistress, but I’d been busy since I’d clocked in. 

“Benny!” Erin whispered hoarsely from the bar. I looked up at her, lifting a finger for a second to spare as I finished entering the order I’d just taken. It was long, complicated, and one of the kids had a shellfish allergy. I coached Curtis through entering the order correctly, and he nailed it, which made me feel a little less stressed. When we finished, I hurried over to Erin to see what she wanted. 

“What’s up?”

“I pulled ten and eleven together and I need you two on it. Shrimp Lady is back and she’s got like eight friends with her.”

“I’ve got one through six, and we’re covering eight for Tommy,” I said. “It won’t be very fast.”

“Eight is almost done. I need you two on this. They asked for you specifically.” 

My hands started to sweat. “Oh.”

I looked behind me and peered around the corner. It was a fairly large group, maybe ten people. I couldn’t see The Woman, but I knew she was there. 

“Okay. Guess we’re on ten and eleven.” I made my way over. 

“I owe you.”

I have a feeling it’ll be worth it. 

Sure enough, I saw her as I rounded the corner. Instead of her black lace and leather, she wore a red and yellow floral sundress that somehow made her look innocent, which was the last word I would ever use to describe her. 

She sat between two men, both hanging on every word she said. One was in a wheelchair, an older man with grey hair, a goatee, and scars on his arms that made him look like he’d lost a fight with a lawnmower. The other was tall, handsome, and dressed in a dress shirt, but he had terrible burn scars on one side of his face. One of his ears was mangled, as if a dog had used it as a chew toy. He wore a small black adhesive eye patch covering one eye. Both men watched her with deep admiration in their gazes. 

I tried to ignore the jealousy that flared up in me. She wasn’t my girlfriend... She was my Mistress... my Dominant? I needed to understand what that really meant. But I knew one thing for certain: I had no business feeling possessive over her, and she didn’t owe me anything. I was honored she even brought me into that library.

As we approached, I took in the rest of the table. There were at least ten people, all vastly different from each other. Shrimp Lady was there but she was wearing jeans and a t-shirt instead of her formal work clothes. There were a few men in nicer outfits, and one in a suit. One guy wore ratty jeans and a tight t-shirt and was completely covered in tattoos from his fingertips to his neck. Some of the women were casually dressed, while others looked like they’d just come from church. If they weren’t all sitting together, I’d never assume these people knew each other. 

Figuring out how to interrupt a conversation to take an order was always tricky for me, but I felt like I had a little bit of an advantage here. I knew The Woman, my Mistress, would tell me specifically what she wanted from me. She’d told me that last night, and I believed her. So I was happy to wait until she decided she should let me talk. 

“I’m going down to Florida next month,” said the man with the eye patch. “Meryn might have some openings.” The gentleman turned from my Mistress and looked up at me, giving me a pleasant smile. 

Before I had a chance to say a word, my Mistress spoke up, looking at her phone. “We actually need three more seats. Reuben and the girls are running late.” Her statement was heavy with an unknown implication.  

“Of course they are,” the tattooed man muttered. A few people laughed. 

Curtis started taking drink orders. I added another table just as Maxine brought three more people back to the party. Two blonde girls, hands clasped, and a huge man who had to be seven feet tall and looked like the head of the Italian Mob. 

The tattooed guy raised a slashed eyebrow at the latecomers. “Nice of you to join us, Weston’s.” 

“Sorry we’re late,” the tall man, Reuben, said. “We needed the pink socks today. And they were nowhere to be found. Robin, baby. Order your drink.” 

The tall blonde had her long, shiny curls tied back with a pink ribbon. She shifted in her seat, embarrassed, her eyes darting between Curtis and I. Curtis looked impatient, and I could feel the tension and annoyance radiating off him. I wanted to kick him for making the poor girl uncomfortable.

She took some coaxing from her sister, but she finally whispered in a soft, childlike voice, “Do you have lemonade?”

“We do have lemonade,” I said.

“Is it pink?” Her eyes widened and she pressed her teeth into her bottom lip. 

“Sorry, it’s not,” Curtis said, sounding a little annoyed. 

The blonde angel looked crestfallen, so I said, “We can make it pink.” 

She blushed and smiled. “Pink, please.” 

Curtis looked at me in confusion and I stared back, daring him to argue with me. Instead he nodded and looked back at the table. 

The tall, intimidating man looked at me and gestured to the other woman he’d brought with him. “This one wants iced tea and a double shot of whiskey. I’ll have a water, no ice, no lemon. Can you bring two bottles of wine for the table? A cabernet, either Napa Quilt or The Prisoner, and a white. Whatever Becca wants.” He gestured to the black-haired goddess. 

Becca. 

I met her eyes, and she simply smiled. It felt like a gift. 

“The pinot grigio then. We’ll be right back.” 

Her name rolled through my mind like small, comforting waves. I almost didn’t dare think it. It was a sacred secret. 

Curtis leaned against the computer stand. “How are we going to make pink lemonade?”

“Crush up some strawberries and put them in the martini shaker... or, hey, how about the juice from the candied beets? Beets are sweet, she’ll never notice. Just use a teaspoon or so.” 

“But why are we making pink lemonade?”

“Because she’s adorable, and it’s not that fucking hard to go out of our way to make her happy.” I nodded to the computer. “Show me how to put the tables together in the computer.”

“Uh...” he pushed himself off the computer stand and stared at the screen, going for the wrong menu. I directed him and walked him through it, and he aggressively followed my directions. 

“Okay. I’ll have you do that a few more times another day, maybe when it’s slow. It’ll be second nature soon enough.”

“Sure.”

“Go ahead and put in their drinks.”

He hesitated, and then started with the wine and the lemonade. He forgot the whiskey, put in the wrong chardonnay for the man with the eye patch, and put in the wrong soda for the man in the wheelchair. 

“Curtis.”

“What!” he snapped. “You won’t let me write anything down, how am I supposed to keep track of fourteen people’s drink orders in my head?”

I cleared out the order and put it all in, completely accurately. He stared at me in irritation, knowing I must have been listening to the orders while I was pulling that other table over and seating the three latecomers. 

I looked back at the table. One more person had arrived, another man in a suit with an expensive haircut. “Bring the table’s wine bottles, and get that last man’s drink order. Then we need to talk.” 

I tended to my other tables and mixed some beet juice into a pitcher of lemonade while Curtis did as he was told. I didn’t like his energy, and I didn’t like the way he was so dismissive and aggressive towards customers. It concerned me that he was going to offend them, specifically her, by saying something in his rude, dismissive manner. 

When he returned from his task, I drew him to a quiet corner near the bathrooms. “Look, man. This job is hard. We pride ourselves on service and giving people a good experience, and you’re putting out this really aggressive energy that isn’t conducive to a good customer experience. You need to get it under control. 

“We’re going to go out there and you’re going to take their orders, and you’re going to remember every detail and modification, and then you’re going to put it into the computer correctly. I’ll be here to catch the issues and help you out. But I’m less concerned about your memory, and more concerned about your attitude. Now can you do this or not?”

“This is just a fucking job, man. Not a religion. I’m using a notepad. I don’t understand the big deal.”

Erin was going to hate me for this but... “Okay. Clock out and go home.”

“What?”

“You’re done. Check in with Erin on your way out.” 

“You can’t fire me for not remembering the right kind of Chardonnay!”

“I’m not firing you over wine. I’m firing you over your refusal to make customers a priority. I made five hundred dollars in tips last Sunday, did you know that?”

He paused. 

“Because I care about their experience, and in exchange, they tip me for it. It’s not about what they eat for lunch, it’s about the whole experience, from the moment they walk in the door to how nicely you box up their leftovers for lunch the next day. It’s about being willing to make pink lemonade. And your lack of concern is enough to degrade the quality of the café as a whole... so you’re done. You have five minutes to get off site.” 

I pushed past him and almost ran into the huge latecomer, Reuben. He must have been in the restroom. Stumbling back and catching myself before I hit him, I apologized profusely. 

“Not a problem.” He looked down at me with dark, deep set eyes and a slight scowl on his face. I couldn’t keep his gaze. He walked past me and returned to his table.
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Things were actually easier after Curtis stormed out. I could relax and focus on doing my job. The big table went through almost every appetizer we had, two bottles of red, three bottles of white, and several more mixed drinks. Their entrées were elaborate with modifications, and they ordered extra sides to split. 

I’d expected the bullying or teasing that I’d gotten from The Woman the night before, or perhaps the nit-picking I’d gotten from Martha the Shrimp Lady, but it was nothing like that. They were specific and clear in their requests, and they wanted drinks and bread brought constantly, but they were honestly a pleasure to serve. 

Combined with my other tables, the next three hours flew by. I blinked and my shift was long since over. I needed to get to Rally Point, but the large table hadn’t left yet. As the minutes ticked by, the group continued to chat and drink. I kept checking my watch. It was almost five o’clock and I needed to leave. 

Fuck. I hate doing this. 

I knew in situations like this, when I handed over a table to another waiter for a shift change, my tips would be collected and paid out on my next shift. But when it was cash, there was no way to tell, and David, the guy who would be taking over, was already here and eager to start work. And he was also famous for pocketing and not reporting. 

But tonight was another big night at Rally Point, and David was standing there ready to take over and be introduced, so I had no choice. We both walked over to the table and I prepared to jump in as the conversation died. 

Reuben, the huge guy with broad shoulders and dark eyes, was talking to one of the men in suits. He paused for only two seconds, enough to look me in the eye and say, “bring the check, all on one,” and then he turned back to his conversation as if he’d never been interrupted. 

David and I both nodded and left. 

“Damn,” David said. “I figured they’d stay for another round of drinks at least.”

“Sorry, man.”

“No you’re not,” he muttered under his breath as he stalked away. 

You’re right, I’m not, I thought. Because I did the work, not you, asshole. But I didn’t answer. I simply pulled up the account. 

All one check? Really? Their wine wasn’t a cheap selection, and after the latecomers, there were fifteen people. The bill was going to be close to a thousand bucks. This guy must be made of money. 

I printed out the check and delivered it, and stepped away to leave them to it. 

The party left quickly, some of them standing outside and chatting, others waving goodbye and disappearing without loitering. I returned to collect the envelope and begin bussing the table, and Maxine came over to help me out and put all the tables back where they belonged. I looked around for The Woman, but she seemed to have disappeared. 

“So, that lady isn’t so bad after all,” Maxine whispered. 

“No... she’s not bad.” I felt my face burn. 

“You’re blushing, Benny.”

“Shut up.” 

“Gimme the tea.”

“I’ll tell you later.” 

She snickered and sprayed down the tables, resetting them. At the waiter’s station, I pulled up their account and opened the envelope–

And promptly closed it again, catching my breath and steadying myself. There was a lot of cash in that envelope. 

Maxine grinned at my reaction. “Guess she made up for it?”

She made up for it last night, I wanted to say, but I swallowed the words. Instead, I raised an eyebrow and turned away from her. 

I closed out their order, tucking the cash into my jeans. It left an obnoxious bulge in my back pocket, and I felt awkward walking around with it, like it was going to fall out of my pocket or draw attention. 

To my left, the blonde curly-haired angel and her sister came out of the bathroom. They both smiled at me and I couldn't help but smile back. The shorter, more confident one said, “you made her day, you know. Thank you.”

“It was my pleasure.” 

They left the restaurant and stood outside, and I saw Her outside with them, listening as the curly-haired girl chattered excitedly. My Mistress gave them a big smile, her eyes lighting up with affection, and laughed at something that was said. 

She’s so gorgeous. Just watching her smile and laugh like that was enough to make me feel lighter. 

She pulled out her cell phone and typed something, then looked up and met my eye as she tucked it into her purse. My phone buzzed in my pocket. Tearing my eyes away from her, I withdrew my phone. 


Miss: I told you I’d make you work for it. Now if you’re willing to really work, I’ll give you something much, much better.


I looked back up in astonishment, but she was gone. Embarrassed, I tucked the phone away and continued wrapping up my shift. 

A moment later, the huge, intimidating man, Reuben, came back into the restaurant. He gestured to me, nodding his head as if to call me over. I followed him to a quiet corner. 

“Benny, right?”

“Yes, sir.”

“How long have you worked here?”

“About a year.” 

“Do you enjoy your work here?”

“I do.” As much as one can enjoy slaving away at a never ending, thankless job. 

“Do you earn a fair wage?”

“I earn the same as my coworkers, so I believe that’s fair. The rest is tips. We keep them all and only split when we split tables.” 

“Do you feel the management is competent?”

The line of questioning was odd, but I answered anyway. “Yes sir. Erin is a great GM, and we have a few awesome shift leads and assistant managers. I don’t have a problem with any of them.”

“Have you ever trained anyone besides the incompetent loser you were stuck with earlier?”

I resisted a smile. “I’ve trained...” I looked around. “I’ve trained almost all the waiters who work here right now, actually.” 

He nodded, studying me. I tried not to shrink under his gaze. “Do you have multiple chefs working in the back?”

“It’s a small kitchen. Sebastian does all the entrées and some of the sides, he’s really great. But we have a few prep people who do salads and soups and the easier sides, that kind of stuff.”

“I’d like to speak to him. I’m happy to wait until he has a spare moment.” 

I nodded and went to fetch Sebastian, still anxious because I really needed to get out of here and get to Rally Point. I sent a quick text to my shift lead to let her know I was running late but on my way. She sent back an eye roll emoji.

Sebastian came out a moment later, but he jumped and almost turned around when he saw the man standing in the corner, looking at his phone. “You’re joking,” he whisper-shouted at me. “This is a prank.” 

“Go,” I nodded. “He wants to talk to you.” 

Sebastian nervously fidgeted and muttered something under his breath as he went out. I wondered if Reuben was someone really important or famous, because Sebastian wasn’t exactly a pushover. He was six foot three, three hundred pounds, with dark brown skin almost completely covered in tattoos. He hated coming out and meeting people, even on a good day. 

I stayed a half dozen paces away from the table so I didn’t overhear the conversation. All I knew was Reuben shook his hand, handed him a business card, and gave him a pat on the shoulder before he left. 

Sebastian practically floated back to the kitchen. 

I clocked out and headed for the back room, paused on my way to see Erin and Sebastian whispering excitedly to each other. 

“We are either in trouble, or we are about to make it big,” Erin grinned. “And I need you to stick around for that.”

“Ma’am, I will never leave this place, you know that. I owe you so damn much, Erin.”

“Who was that guy,” I asked. 

Erin turned to me with stars in her eyes. “That was Reuben Weston.”

You couldn’t work in the restaurant industry in DC and not know that name. Everyone knew that name. He owned steakhouses, bars, casinos, hotels, and even had his own service training center. He charged almost a thousand dollars a head for other restaurants to send their employees to his training class, and waiters regularly applied for jobs at his locations because he paid a livable wage. 

Damn. Erin was right. Chances were, Reuben would write something on his blog tonight about the restaurant, and we would have an upswing in business. The roll of cash in my back pocket felt heavier. I hadn’t even counted it yet. 

Erin’s eyes were wide, her voice hushed. “What did he say to you? Did he offer you a job?”

“No... he just asked me about this place, if I liked working here... and asked to talk to Sebastian.”

“Benny... if he tries to poach you, talk to me first, okay?”

“Okay, Erin. Hey, I’m late for my other job, I need to go.” I waved to the two of them and headed for the back door. 

“Hey,” David stopped me before I left. “You need to give me a share because you took my table for almost thirty minutes of my shift.” 

I stared at him blankly, wondering if it was even worth arguing. David was a pain in the ass, and I rarely had to work with him because he worked nights. I didn’t want drama, and I didn’t want the stress of dealing with him. 

I withdrew the bundle of tips and handed him two twenties. He looked like I’d slapped him. I smiled, tucked the remainder of the bills into my pocket, and left, driving to the bar with a grin on my face.

I made it to Rally Point thirty minutes late and jumped right into my shift without a minute to spare. People were already ordering shots to celebrate the game and the place was packed. I forfeited my break, only pausing once the entire night to use the restroom. 

Sitting down for the first time since I’d gotten there, I paused for a few moments to breathe, close my eyes, and clear my head. I decided to check my phone before I went back to work.


Miss: We had a lovely time today, thank you. 


At her praise, the exhaustion from the day evaporated. I felt my face break into a stupid grin. Tucking my phone away I headed back to the bar to finish my shift. 
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Chapter 11
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–Monday morning, 5am–


Benny: Thank you, Miss. This is... a lot. 

Miss: You earned it. I know we’re a lot to deal with. 

Benny: Actually, you were all a pleasure to serve. 

Miss:....really?

Benny: Highlight of my day was that girl getting excited about pink lemonade. 

Miss: Robin is pretty cute. 

Benny: The hardest customers are the ones who don’t know what they want... and then they get irritated because I can’t make them happy. 

Miss: I see. Well, if there’s one thing a group of dominants are good at, it’s telling you what to do.

Benny: I feel bad. I’m so out of touch with normalcy, I didn’t even think about texting you at five in the morning. I hope I didn’t wake you up. 

Miss: My alarm woke me up. I’m on my way to the gym. 

Benny: Wow. I’m just climbing into bed. 

Miss: Did you work at the bar again tonight?

Benny: Yes Miss. Had a closing shift, and the bar was a mess after the game. I stayed late to clean up. 

Miss: Hopefully you have some downtime today?

Benny: I’m hoping to catch a few hours of sleep before my shift at Le Fleur starts at eleven.

Miss: Benny. You need more downtime than that. 

Benny: Tell me about it. 

Miss: Do you work tonight?

Benny: No Miss. 

Miss: Don’t text me again until then. Good night. 


–Monday, 7:30pm–


Benny: Good evening, Miss. Hope you had a good day.

Miss: As good as I could hope for. Did you get some rest?

Benny: A little. Mondays are slow at the café so Erin let me off a little early. I went home and crashed for a few hours. Just now waking up. 

Miss: Good. Listen, we didn’t really talk as much as we should have before I started bullying you, so I want to slow down until we vet a little more. I’m going to forward you some more articles and I want you to read through them, and then we can talk about them. Sound ok?

Benny: Yes, Miss. 


–Wednesday afternoon–


Benny: I’m a little speechless. 

Miss: in a good way, or a bad way?

Benny: I’m not sure yet. Those articles... this is a lot to take in. A lot of terms I’ve never used. 

Miss: Did you take that quiz?

Benny: Yes Miss. 

Benny: Oh, I forgot, I wanted to ask you if it’s okay if I keep calling you that. One of those articles said you should get permission first. 

Miss: You have my permission... I’d like to keep calling you “pet.” Would you like that? 

Benny: I think so, Miss. 

Benny: I filled out that “want, will, won’t” list you sent me as well. 

Miss: Good. I’d like you to bring it with you. Can you meet me tonight or tomorrow night?

Benny: I’m really sorry, Miss, but I work every evening this week. My first night off is on Monday. 
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Chapter 12
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I kept checking my phone for a response to my rejection, but it never came. Six hours later, I wondered if that was it, she’d dropped me and I’d never hear from her again. 

It’s a damn shame. But taking care of Momma is more important than sex games. 

I got to Rally Point about an hour early and spent some time on my laptop, looking for a new roommate. I kept getting responses from creepers and potheads, and I didn’t feel safe bringing people like that into my home since my mother lived there. But I needed to find someone, because even though it would be nice to move into Brandon’s room myself, I couldn’t afford double rent.

Once I’d posted a few ads on various social networks, I started looking for jobs that could replace Rally Point. I liked working there because the clientele was chill, the atmosphere was laid back, and we didn’t get in trouble for giving free drinks during our shifts, but the irregular schedule was becoming a problem. Especially if I couldn’t find someone to replace Brandon. 

But everything over twelve bucks an hour required several years of experience, or a college degree. Things were starting to feel hopeless again. 

What else can I do?

My mind shifted to light and shadow, charcoal and crisp white paper, but I shut that out. My art was pretty good, but even if I sold a few drawings a week, I would never make enough money to pay rent. And supplies were expensive. 

But if I didn’t figure something out, Momma and I would be on the street. She had barely recovered from her hip replacement surgery. She needed to be somewhere comfortable and quiet, with someone to help her shower and stay clean. Any time I tried to help her with that stuff, it upset her. 

I shut my laptop and clutched at my head in frustration. Everything felt too impossible. But I had to figure it out. I had no choice. 

How had Momma done this? She’d raised me on her own, working full time and still managing to take care of me. If I remembered correctly, she was in her late thirties when she’d had me. 

Every time I’d asked about my dad, she’d shut down the conversation. Why had she chosen to raise me herself? Who was my father and why did she refuse to tell me anything about him?

When I was a child, she’d answered, “You don’t have a daddy, Benny-bear.” When I was older, she’d simply looked at me with sadness or hurt, and changed the subject. 

I couldn’t bear that look, so I’d stopped asking. 

I liked to dream that maybe my dad was some estranged famous artist who was making millions, and could take care of us if I found him. Or maybe he was some rich businessman and she could get child support. 

But it was more likely that he was a stranger or a douchebag. Or maybe he was just as poor as we were. But even if he was a dead beat, having him around would be better than not, right? 

But he wasn't around, and she had to do it on her own. 

Someone sat down in the stool across from me, essentially claiming the table out from under me. 

“Sorry,” I said, packing up my backpack to get out of the way. “I was just... leaving.”

Reuben Weston sat across from me, his hands clasped in front of him. There was a confident air to the way he held himself, and even though the table in the back of the sports bar was far too small for him, he still looked completely comfortable in this environment. 

“You were harder to track down than I envisioned.”

Maybe he is a mafia boss. 

“I spoke with Erin today. I had to bribe her for permission to talk to you.”

Not knowing what to say, I stayed quiet. My Mistress’s comment from our text conversation came back to me: if there’s one thing a group of dominants are good at, it’s telling you what to do. So I stayed quiet and waited for him to take the lead.

“I overheard your conversation with your ex-trainee about service and the importance of the customer experience. I’m sure you are aware that I run a training facility to help educate and empower others on how to reach their potential in the service industry.”

“I am, yes.”

“Would you be interested in going through that program, learning it, and becoming one of my trainers? You would be paid for your time in the course.”

My jaw dropped and I managed to stammer out, “Y-yes, I’m interested.”

Mr. Weston withdrew a folder from a briefcase that appeared from nowhere. He set it in front of me and flipped it open, running his fingers across the page to point out specifics of the job details. My eyes caught on keywords. Matching 401K. Vacation time. Health insurance.

“It is an absolute must to be able to put my mother on my health insurance plan. Is that doable?”

“Is she a dependent?”

“Yes.” 

“Then it’s doable.”

I looked at the rest of the bullet points. Sick days. Overtime. Options to cover shifts at his restaurants once qualified, which was a resume builder itself. 

“What is... legal assistance?” I asked.

“Say you find yourself in a legally precarious situation, either as a result of work or outside it. Anything from a traffic ticket to assault charges. You have access to legal counsel for a discounted rate.”

“That’s unique. I don’t know if I’ve ever heard of a job that offers that.”

He raised an eyebrow but didn’t comment. 

“Um... I agreed I would talk directly to Erin before I accepted any kind of job offer.” 

“I understand. For now, keep this, read through it. My number is there.” He pointed to a business card stapled to the front of the folder. “Call or email me at any time. But we have a new course starting in two weeks, and I’d like to get you into it so you can get certified, and then start training.” 

“Thank you, sir.” 

He nodded, stood, collected his briefcase, and disappeared from the restaurant. 

“Benny,” Debbie hollered from the bar, her thick New York accent cutting through the crowd easily. “I have to pick up my kids, their shit father forgot to get them from school and he won’t answer his phone. Can you clock in early?”

“Sure, Deb. Gimme five minutes?”

“‘Kay.” 

I took my laptop and the folder into the back room. Flipping through it on my way, I jerked to a stop when I saw the pay rate. 

Thirty bucks an hour. 

Shit, is this full time? I looked again. It was thirty to fifty hours a week based on class size. 

“Holy shit.” I tucked my jacket around my stuff and hurried out to the bar with a smile on my face. 

Ideas fluttered in my mind. Maybe I wouldn’t have to get another roommate. Maybe I could move into Brandon’s old room instead of sleeping on the couch, and I could afford my rent. If I could work for Mr. Weston during the day, and at the bar on some evenings, it was highly possible I could start moving forward in life instead of treading water and stealing leftover food for my meals. 

Or maybe, I could even afford to not have to work two jobs to stay afloat. 

I dismissed that idea immediately. My best chance was to work as much as I could while I had the energy to do it. 

The rest of the evening went by in the blink of an eye. Feeling like I finally caught a break, I found myself smiling through the rest of my shift.  
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“You’re working too much.” 

Reuben stared down at me over his coffee cup while I typed up some notes on my computer. Another former resident of the program had agreed to let me write up her experience as a case study, and I had just gotten off the phone with her. I wanted to get my thoughts down on paper before I forgot them. 

“Look who’s talking.” I turned the page on my notepad, scanning for any other important pieces of information I wanted to type up before I shredded the pages. 

“Becca, I mean it. You work six days a week here at the house, and several evenings at AnchorX. It’s a bit much. You need more downtime than that.”

I attempted to dismiss his concern. “I’m happy, Reuben. I feel like I’m finally making headway on this, and on myself. I’ve learned more about myself in the past six months than I ever have before, and I finally feel free of everything.” 

“Becca...” He rubbed his forehead. “You have done more in seven years than most people do in two decades. And I’m glad you’re making headway on your personal growth. You know that’s all I’ve ever wanted for you.”

When I didn’t answer, he folded my laptop shut on the desk in front of me, forcing me to stop my transcription. 

“But you know what happens when glass goes from hot to cold and is then put under pressure. It shatters. And Bec... you’re about to be under a lot of pressure. You know it’s coming.” His voice softened as he spoke, and I knew what he was talking about. 

Jeff. 

He was getting older, and he was getting sick. We weren’t sure what was causing it, or how sick he was, but he was almost sixty, and his health had started to decline. I didn’t want to think about him... passing on. Besides, he still had so much energy and so much life, it seemed unlikely it would happen anytime soon. 

“If I brought you a woman in your exact situation right now, you know you’d tell her to rest. What happens when you finally get out of survival mode, Becca?”

I pursed my lips and forced myself to answer. “You crash. But some people don’t! Some people–”

“Some people get a renewal of energy and purpose... and then they burn out. And then they crash. Either way, you’ve never crashed, Bec. From the moment you were free, you’ve always been pushing, growing, fighting. And I admire that about you. But one day, you’re going to crash.” He put his hand on my shoulder and leaned forward to add, “I need to make sure that when you do, when you’re finally safe enough to crash, that there’s enough pieces left to pick up. I can’t...” he trailed off, and I knew what he was going to say. 

I can’t lose you.

Only he had lost me. Because it was Jeff I went home to every night, and Jeff’s coffee I fixed in the morning, and Jeff’s bed I slept in. Not his. Not anymore. 

Trying to shift the tension, or maybe ease the guilt, I said, “You still not over me yet?”

He rolled his eyes and let go of me. As he headed for the door, he said, “After you graduate, I want you down to two days a week.”

“What? No! Reuben, that’s ridiculous. I’ll do five.” I couldn’t work less than five. There was so much to do, so many survivors who needed my help. 

“Three. No weekends. That’s all I’ll allow.”

“Reuben we don’t have enough people–”

He turned to face me and gave me the look. The one that told me he was absolutely serious. I swallowed. 

“Becca Huxley, don’t make me fire you.” 

I clenched my jaw to avoid shouting. He wouldn’t fire me. He was just looking out for me. But I hated the idea of reducing my hours.  

“I am hiring more staff. There are many other people who have just as much to give as you do, and you deserve not to have to work all the time. You deserve to spend time with your friends, and with your Master. You deserve not to break. Three days a week, plus intake days. No nights, no weekends. You will not argue with me on this.”

Taking a deep breath and forcing myself to keep his gaze, I said, “Yes Sir.” 

He nodded, quietly shutting the door behind him. 

I sat for a moment before opening up my laptop again, but my focus was broken. I wasn’t going to get anything else done this evening. Gathering my things, I sat in my car for a few moments before I headed home. 

You need more downtime than that.

I hated downtime. I hated sitting around, not doing anything, feeling like I was waiting for some ball to drop or some horrible thing to happen. I needed to be doing something, to be working, to be pursuing a goal or researching a topic or... serving in some way. 

You’re still thinking like a slave, my love. 

What would it be like to turn off work-mode, turn off the service-mode, and accept service instead of give it? Everything I did revolved around service. I served the girls at the house by acting as their trusted companion and liaison. I served my clients at AnchorX by crafting scenes around their desires. I served Jeff morning and night, coordinating his days and helping around the house, fixing coffee and ordering food. 

I don’t know how not to be a slave. 

The thought was like a bucket of ice water dumped over me, and I pushed it away. I needed anger and fury to remind me I was alive. I lived for that red-hot flame that burned behind my stomach, itched through my fingertips, and gave me pure motivation and drive. I needed the fight. 

But sometimes, I couldn’t find it. Sometimes I felt numb inside. Helpless, empty, and numb. And I fucking hated it. And I knew if I didn’t refocus myself, I’d plummet pretty quickly. 

My usual solution to the problem, when I was a teenager, was to act up until I was punished. When I was with Reuben, he taught me to ask. And I didn’t have to ask Jeff because he could usually tell when I needed pain. He would send me off to go find a helpful and willing sadist since he couldn’t utilize the whip like he used to, and I didn’t have an emotional connection to any other implement. 

But I didn’t want pain today. Pain made me want to fight and kick and scream. I wanted to feel empowered from within myself, not forced into it from my outside circumstances. I didn’t want to fight against the numbness. I wanted to overcome it. 

My mind flashed back to the way Benny had looked at me when he’d whispered, “you’re like... a goddess.” Our short scene in the library, though tame, had been powerful and everything I wanted. 

Hadn’t I just told Benny he needed more downtime? I rubbed at my forehead. Can’t be a leader if I’m a hypocrite. 

Checking my texts, I realized I’d never responded to Benny about his free evenings. 


Benny: I’m really sorry, Miss, but I work every evening this week. My first night off is on Monday. 


Well, shit. He sent that message yesterday. He probably thought I was ignoring him. Maybe Reuben was right and I was working too much. It wasn’t like me to let things fall through the cracks like that. Especially when I was so excited to move forward with him. 

I checked my calendar. I had a client on Monday night at six o’clock, but we would be done by eight. That left my evening open for my new little pet. And since we were both so busy, it forced us to go slow. 

I want to take my time with this one. Train him right, like Jeff said. 

I looked back at the message. Always so respectful, always so careful with his words. I loved the fear in his eyes and the trepidation in his voice, and the embarrassed expression he got when he accidentally said something a little snarky. 


Becca: I apologize for my delayed response, it was in no way meant to reflect a lack of interest. Monday after eight? 

Benny: Yes Miss, I can do that. 
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My Mistress sat on the couch beside me, flipping through my quiz results. She studied each line and each word with care, occasionally raising an eyebrow and humming to herself. 

“‘I sometimes fantasize about being in complete control of my partner?’” She read from the page, looking up at me. 

“Not with you,” I stressed. “Just... in the past. I like that.”

She set the quiz down and stared at me. “Tell me more about what you like.”

We were in a different room today. It was far more stereotypical for a sex dungeon: dark walls, bondage furniture, low lighting, bars on the windows. My Mistress wore a long black lace skirt and a black leather corset, her bejeweled necklace sitting in her cleavage. It seemed to glow, the orange and yellow stones setting off her strange eyes. 

“I like... uh...” I rubbed at my neck, feeling awkward. It was such an open ended question, I didn't know where to start. “I like a lot of things.” 

“If you could ask me for anything right now, what would it be?”

I felt my face burn but I attempted to keep her eyes as I answered. “I would ask if I could please you.” 

She raised an eyebrow. “Please me how?”

“I would worship your body.”

She stared at me, waiting for me to elaborate. It felt wrong to be crass with her. Like I should be respectful and careful how I phrased things. But there was this tension in the air. If I didn’t say the right thing, she’d be disappointed, and I didn’t know where to start because I didn’t know what she wanted from me.

“Be specific, Benny.”

She wants me to be specific? Fine. I looked her in the eye and got as filthy as I could manage. 

“I would kiss your neck while I played with your breasts until you were writhing for more. I’d touch and kiss and explore every inch of you. Then I’d kiss my way down your body and play with your pussy, eat you out, make you come a few times... and then I’d fuck you until I lost control. Then I’d get myself hard again, and fuck you until you begged me to stop.” 

When I finished my monologue, I had a sinking feeling she was unimpressed. Of course she is. I wasn’t exactly prepared for a project proposal today. 

“First of all... I don’t beg.” She rose from her seat, gracefully gliding towards me until she stood only a few inches away. I had to crane my neck to look at her, immediately feeling childish for my raunchy outburst. Her arms were crossed over each other, the fingers of one hand drilling in a rhythmic fashion on the other arm.

“Second. That didn’t sound very worshipful. It was proud, and cocky. At this point in our dynamic, you have nothing to be proud of. And third... I don’t think you’d do any of those things. Now try again.” 

Why did she disarm me so easily? It was like she sucked my attitude right out of me with a flick of her fingers. 

Reattempting her challenge was suddenly much harder after a taste of humiliation. She was right, of course. If this woman actually looked me in the eye and told me I had permission to please her, what would I do? 

My mind filled with images of her flawless skin, her flashing eyes, and her wicked mouth. But then I looked down to her black heels, and I knew exactly what I would do.

“I would kiss your feet,” I whispered. There would be no other appropriate way to begin, would there? I looked back up at her, this time trying to be honest but respectful. 

“I would get on my knees, and kiss your feet. And I’d take off your heels and rub away the aches while I worshiped your perfect, stunning legs. And if you let me... and I don’t think you would, but if you did, I’d ask you to show me how you like to be touched, so I could touch you and lick you just how you like.” 

She tilted her head and I was given a soft smile, a look of satisfaction in her eyes. She tilted my chin up with a delicate, red-tipped finger, and softly purred, “That’s better.” 

Somehow, that single finger and a few words was enough to get me blushing like a schoolboy. 

“You see, pet? Your true efforts will be rewarded. Sarcasm and attitude will be punished. That’s your warning. I’m sure the day will come where I will be forced to prove it to you, and I assure you, I will enjoy it far more than you will. Now, let’s finish going through this list.” 

She returned to her seat and crossed one leg over the other in a way that I caught a glimpse of her inner thighs. I swallowed and attempted to tear my eyes off her, but I had the feeling she wanted me to ogle her. She had to know how much of her leg I could see, right? Everything she did was intentional. She was doing it on purpose. 

“You didn’t answer any of the pet play questions.”

“Honestly, Miss, I have no idea what any of that is... when I read about it, there seemed to be a lot of conflicting information. I was hoping you could fill me in on that.”

“Well, it can mean a lot of things. For instance, I could go to the extreme and put you in a leather muzzle with puppy ears, put a tail plug in your ass, and make you walk behind me on a leash and bark at people in the local dungeon. But I don’t think you’re that kind of pet.”

I shook my head. “Not really something I’m comfortable with.” 

“Some people live for that experience. Others like the safety of being caged.” She pointed to a large dog crate in the corner of the room. “Perhaps I’d put a nice comfy pet bed in there just for you, make you crawl in and let you lay there and watch some of my other scenes play out. You’d have to be a good pup and stay quiet while you were in the crate, and then you’d get a treat if you were good.” 

I stared at the cage, trying to work out how I felt about it. It still sounded humiliating as hell, but I couldn’t deny that I liked the thought of watching her play with others and only having to sit, watch, and be good. Not only was that a simple command I knew I couldn’t exactly mess up, but it would allow me the chance to see her in action, and maybe watch her do things I wasn’t quite comfortable with yet.

I would try that, I wanted to say, but I swallowed the words for the time being. 

“Or maybe we keep it even more simple, and I teach you the basic positions I like, and when we’re done, I tell you what a good boy you are.” 

Good boy. 

There was something so powerful about that phrase, and the way she said it. It made me feel all weird and warm. Needing to do something, anything, to break the tension, I ran a hand through my hair. 

“Thoughts?”

“Uh... yeah, I could get behind that.” 

“The training and praise?”

“Yes Miss...”

“And maybe the cage?” The way she looked at me told me she knew exactly how I felt about her description.

“Yes Miss.”

“That’s what I thought.” She made a note on the paper, then flipped the page. “Now, let’s talk about this last page... you checked off that you’d be okay with chastity. Correct?”

“Well, I wouldn’t prefer it, but I’m willing to give it a shot. I mean, it’s not like I’m getting laid every night right now. So within reason, I’d be willing to try.”

“I think you may find chastity different than not having sex. Why don’t I give you an example?”

“Okay.”

“You won’t come today with me, and you are not allowed to come tonight when you get home. You can ask me tomorrow morning, and I might let you. Now tell me how you feel about that.”

Even though I’d literally just said I would be willing to try it, her command felt cruel. She knew how she affected me, and her request felt like the dangling of a treat over my head, just out of reach, simply for her entertainment. 

“Why?”

“Why what?” 

“Why don’t you want me to come tonight?”

She measured her words carefully before she spoke. “Because every time you want to wrap your fist around your dick and get yourself off, I want you to think about me instead. I want you to think about how much I enjoy you choosing not to come simply because I ordered it. And I want you to crave pleasing me more than you crave pleasing yourself.” 

I fought a smile. The idea was attractive, even though I knew I’d be frustrated as hell. “I’ll be thinking about you all night.”

She smiled wickedly. “I know.” 

“Okay,” I said, before I gave myself a chance to back out. “I’ll try.”

At my acceptance, she licked her lips, her eyes glittering. “You’ll try?”

“Yes Miss.”

“You realize if you fail, you’ll be in trouble? And I’ll be quite pissed off.” 

“I understand.” 

“I want you to text me if you’re really struggling, so I can enjoy it.” 

My god, this woman was crazy... but I didn’t care. If I was going to suffer for her, at least I could make sure she was enjoying it. “Yes Miss.”

“There’s one other very important thing I need to tell you.” She set the paper aside. “You realize, playing with a professional Domme, I have other partners.”

“Of course.”

“I’m fine with you having other partners as well. And outside of this room, or any extremely specific things I’ve asked of you, you’re free to do as you wish. For example, I’ve asked you not to come tonight. You can choose to agree to that or not. But I haven’t told you not to fuck anyone else. I don’t care if you have a girlfriend, or a one-night-stand, or even if you get married. What we do is between us... but what we do outside of each other is not for either of us to control.”

I nodded. “I understand.”

“Do you?” She cocked her head. “Do you understand that I am going to go home tonight and fuck my partner, and on Wednesday I’m going to tickle a client until he comes in his underwear, and on Friday I’m going to degrade a humiliation slut in public? And you’re okay with that?”

“Yes Miss.” Graphic images filled my mind, and suddenly I found myself craving that dog cage. To sit in there and watch her, and then not be allowed to come, would be absolute torture. 

And I wanted it. 

“I need you to remember that I’m not your girlfriend. You can fall in love with me if you want to,” she raised an eyebrow, a hint of mockery in her voice. “But you are my pet. Not my boyfriend.” 

Could I live with that? I tried to imagine falling in love with someone who saw me as something to play with. That might be difficult to navigate. But I wasn’t there right now. Right now, I saw this woman as a break from reality, a chance to forget about everything other than her. The rules were simple: she praised me if I succeeded, and punished me if I failed. But it was all a game. It was pressure free. 

But her comments left me curious. “What do you get out of all this?” 

“I enjoy control over you. I can enjoy playing with you without worrying that you’re going to do something that bothers me, or try to get me to do something. I can play with you my way. And I like it when what I want is more important than what you want.”

The way she phrased that was hot but... there was something about it that irked me. Like I wasn’t quite sure she was telling me everything. 

“But don’t you get that from your clients?”

She scoffed. “No. My clients pay me for a service. I’m a performer, Benny. I cater to them. Sure, I still have a level of control that I’ve negotiated from them, but if my clients are unsatisfied with my service, they leave. That’s why I have playmates outside of the business. Because I enjoy the negotiated, transactional kink that stays in a box... but I live for power exchange.” Her pupils dilated slightly as she spoke. She looked me up and down. “And you are exactly the kind of playmate I crave... desperate to be dominated, and eager to please.” 

It hit me that I wasn’t some entertaining way to fill her time. For whatever reason, she actually wanted me here. She had people who paid to be near her... and I wasn’t paying her. I was only here because she wanted to play with me. 

I knew at that point, there were very few things I would be able to deny her. If she was kind enough –and cruel enough– to ask something of me, and I knew I could do it, I would. 

“Okay. I think I understand that. And you won’t care if I have other partners?”

“It would be a little hypocritical of me, wouldn’t it? I’m polyamorous. I have multiple relationships, dynamics, and partners outside of ours. I have no problem with you doing the same. And I won’t involve you in my other relationships unless you’re interested in exploring that. Do you have a girlfriend or a partner of some kind?”

“No Miss. I... just have my mother.”

She nodded. “Is she nearby? Do you see her often?”

I felt myself clam up a little. The last thing I wanted to do was think about my mother while I was with my Mistress in a sex dungeon. “I don’t really want to talk about it.”

She nodded slowly and said, “Understood. I won’t bring it up again.”

“I thought you said I’d be punished for not being honest.” The words were out of my mouth before I could stop them. 

Her expression hardened, but she simply said, “Did you lie? Or did you set a boundary with me?” 

“I guess it’s a boundary.”

“And I respect your limits and boundaries. I do not appreciate the attitude. You already have a punishment coming to you for your bratty behavior and your disrespect, and you’ve lied to me once last week. You’d better get a handle on it before you make it worse.” 

A weird thrill went through me. Why was I excited about being punished? Before I had a chance to really think about it, she asked me, “Would you be okay with public play?”

“Depends on how public it is.” As hot as it was for her to scold me in public at work... I couldn’t risk my job. 

“Fair... any public play would be within the confines of a designated play space.”

“That’s fine I guess.”

“It’s fine... but I want to know how you feel about it. Do you like the idea of me showing off to my friends while I tease and play with you?”

Fuck yes I do. “I guess it would be okay.” 

She gave me an irritated look. “Two.” 

“Two?”

“Two. That’s the second lie you’ve told me.”

I pursed my lips. How is she figuring this out? “Okay, fine, I think it’s hot as fuck.” 

I was met with a smirk, and a glint of warning in her eye. “Be careful, Benny. I don’t think you can handle three.” 

Was it the tone of her voice that was making me hard, or the way she seemed excited about my punishment? Either way, I couldn’t hide the way her threat made me feel. “What happens at three?”

The excitement in her eyes intensified. “The same thing as one and two. I just don’t think you can take it.” 

“I can take more than you think.” 

The moment the words were out of my mouth, I knew I’d made a mistake. She’d outright told me she didn’t like my cocky attitude, and I’d just dumped a load of it at her feet, and challenged her at the same time. 

Maybe I would regret it by the time the night was over, but I’d opened this door, and I was perfectly happy to walk through it. 

A resolute expression settled on her face. She uncrossed her legs and stood, ignoring me as she approached a chest of drawers pressed against one wall. The air around us crackled with energy as she extracted a few items I couldn’t see, studying them thoughtfully before laying them down on the top of the drawers.

“You know, Benny... I think you have a bad case of self sabotage. I can’t blame you... it comes with being a masochist.” She extracted a long stick with something at the end of it. Was that... a riding crop? Like, for horses? She set it on top of the dresser with the rest of the implements and opened another drawer. “You had such a good thing going with that sweet behavior, the adorable reactions, and awkward honesty. And then what do you do? You throw it out the window and decide to be a little brat.” 

“I’m sorry, Miss–”

“Not yet you’re not. Strip, fold your clothes and put them on your chair, shoes underneath. Hurry up, we haven’t got all day.” 

I did as she asked, my heart already racing in my chest and my hands sweating a little. It was humiliating to stand there completely naked in front of her while she was still fully clothed. Although there had always been an imbalance of power between us, it was now obvious and palpable. Especially because she was holding a riding crop, and I was sporting an erection. 

“Come.” She turned on her heel and strutted to the middle of the room where she gestured to two marks on the floor. They were fairly wide apart. “Stand on those. Give me your wrists.” 

I tried to maintain some composure as I stood there naked with my legs two feet apart and my dick out, but it was useless. 

Exactly how much shit am I in? She didn’t look that mad. Just a little miffed. 

A pair of metal handcuffs snapped around my wrists. My breathing was too fast, and I tried to calm myself.

“Stay.” She walked away from me, disappearing from my line of sight. A moment later, I flinched as a metallic grinding sound filled the room. Movement caught my eye, and I looked up to see a metal hook descending from a chain in the ceiling.

Okay, this is getting a little intense. 

“Let’s use the traffic light system to start,” she said, as if she were picking what color of shirt I was to wear. “Red to stop. Yellow to pause, ask a question, or to clarify my demands. Green means you’re okay. Understand?” 

“Y-yes Miss.” 

Her heels clicked ominously as she approached. “I was hoping today we could start your training, and I would have a chance to indulge you a little. I find puppies are always so much more motivated to be good when they know they get a prize. But you had to be a snot. I much prefer you compliant and sweet. So we’re going to fix that.” She patted my cheek, like she was assuring me she would take care of my troublesome problem. I clenched my jaw to avoid saying something that could get me in even more trouble. 

Taking the chain between my handcuffs, she lifted my hands up and set the chain in the hook. She placed a single finger under my chin, demanding my full attention, as she murmured, “It’s much better for you to be afraid of me. I promise, this is for your own good.” 

She walked away and I stood awkwardly, my elbows bent, hands hooked above my head. The position wasn’t so bad–

Until the grinding started again, and my hands were pulled higher above my head. For a split second, I thought she’d hang me by the wrists, but she stopped the progression before my arms were pulled out of their sockets. I had to adjust my feet on the ground to maintain my footing.

A moment later, she was at my feet, buckling metal cuffs around my ankles, a bar attaching the cuffs together. It forced my feet apart, but not so far that I lost my balance. 

She looked up at me from her knees, her eyes grazing over my body, a slight smirk on her face. Seeing her kneeling in front of me was messing with my head. Her face was only a few inches from my dick. Although I knew there was no way in hell I was getting a blow job, the image still sprung to mind. I imagined what it would look like for her to wrap her flawless, silken lips around my cock, her tongue swirling over it–

I took a steadying breath and looked away from her, but she clicked her tongue. “No, you look at me. You bad boy, I know what you’re thinking about. Why don’t you tell me what you want so badly that it’s making your dick bounce and drip?”

I resisted the urge to roll my eyes. “I know you’re not going to–”

The crop in her hand flashed. A sharp smack filled the room, followed by a sting on the side of my ass. I gasped and moved away from the bite of pain, my legs shifting in the process. The bar between my legs adjusted to accommodate, but then wouldn’t allow me to pull them closer together again. 

“Telescoping spreader bar.” She raised an eyebrow. “Don’t squirm too much or you won’t be able to stand up. And yes, you’re right, of course I won’t,” she scoffed. “But I want you to tell me anyway. I want you to describe what you’re imagining, and then I want you to beg me for it.” 

Humiliation and embarrassment washed through me. Why am I letting this woman do this to me? I’ve never been this mortified in my life. This was nothing like the sexual teasing and erotic smack of the ruler I’d experienced last week. 

“A reminder that you’re up to three for your attitude and your lies. If you don’t want me to double it, I suggest you do as I ask, or use your safeword.” 

This is bullshit. 

I meant to say red. I really did. But what came out of my mouth was, “God, your lips.”

She raised an eyebrow, a slightly surprised expression on her face. Her lips parted like she was considering laughing at me, but she refrained. I dropped my head and tried to collect myself as much as I could, hanging naked and spread-eagle from the fucking ceiling. She knelt at my feet, her eyes glittering like fool’s gold, her lips resting against each other. 

“Your lips are so... erotic. Everything you do is erotic. Whether you’re praising me or mocking me, you’re so fucking beautiful I can’t think straight. I’m so obsessed with you that I let myself get here, to this point, completely in over my head, at the mercy of a queen that I have no damn business playing with. And even though I know you’re going to hurt me, the only thing I can think about is your perfect, sexy, sinful lips wrapped around my cock, and your sweet tongue running over–” 

I choked on my words, unable to finish my sentence as I attempted not to bust just from the thought. A faint blush appeared on her cheeks. I couldn’t quite believe it was there, but it encouraged me to continue. 

“And I know I’m in trouble, and I know I’m being punished, and I should be begging for mercy, but fuck if I wouldn’t do anything to feel your mouth on me. Or your tongue. Or your hands. God, even just one lick, one finger...” 

Her subtle smirk turned into a wicked grin. “Anything, huh? Well. You might just get what you want after all.” 

I gulped. She had warned me about using that word. 

She reached behind her and withdrew a small bundle of rope. It was jute, the rough stuff used for outdoor work. She folded the length in half and extended her arms towards me. I let out an audible gasp as she wrapped the rope around the base of my cock, the rough texture immediately burning and itching. 

Is she fucking serious right now?

I stared in horror as she wrapped and knotted the rope around my dick, working it around me until I was almost completely encased. The occasional brush of her fingers or her red-painted nails did nothing to alleviate the burn and the discomfort. She took her time, working her way from the base to just under the head, seeming to enjoy her fun. 

She took the rest of the rope and wrapped it around my waist, crossing it in the back and knotting it in the front. I was left with my entire cock itching and on fire, and tied to my stomach, my balls exposed. 

I didn’t think it could get worse, but then she stood and twirled her crop in her hands as she stared at me. 

She is absolutely going to use that thing on me, and it’s going to hurt like hell. But there was no way it could be worse than the way my dick felt like it was being attacked by fire ants. 

I tried not to move or squirm, but I was sweating and panting from the burn. 

“Do you know why you’re being punished?”

“Yes Miss.” I couldn’t say more than that in my current predicament. Speaking suddenly took more energy than I had. 

“The rope is for being a little brat. If you’d been good, I would have used silk, but since you were being a cocky asshole, you got jute.” She swung her crop again, looking incredibly excited for my punishment. She placed the leather tip of the crop under my chin, forcing me to face her wrath. “For your two lies, and your cheeky little challenge, you’re getting three strikes. You’ll thank me for each one, since you apparently love my discipline.” 

“Yes Miss,” I managed to gasp out. Fuck, my dick itched. This is what I get for underestimating a vengeful Dominatrix. 

“Deep breath, pet.” 

I did as she asked. The thought of where she would strike me didn’t cross my mind. At least, not until I took that breath and realized she was standing in front of me, staring at my–

White hot heat exploded through my body. I saw stars and my stomach clenched. All the air I’d pulled in left my lungs in a gust. My body attempted to double over to shield my balls from further assault, but my bondage didn’t allow me to move.

I couldn’t even scream because I couldn’t breathe. A sharp slap in the face helped center me and I gasped, panting for air. Tears flooded my eyes and ran over. 

Holy fuck, yes it could get worse. 

“You’d better thank me, or it won’t count.” Her voice was far too calm considering the absolute fucking pain radiating through my body right now. 

I steadied myself and tried to breathe. My balls stung. My dick burned. I felt lightheaded. 

“Thank you, Miss,” I managed to growl out. 

Before I had time to anticipate it, another blinding burst of pain overwhelmed me. Spots danced over my eyes, and I swore she hit me harder the second time. 

I can’t do this. I cannot let her give me another one. I won’t survive it. 

But as I looked up at her and gasped for air, attempting to find my words, I was met with her eyes just a few inches from mine. Her eyes were huge, pupils dilated. Her luscious lips parted, a smile on her face, and there was a bright red flush across her cleavage. 

She’s turned on. She’s turned on by hurting me. 

And there was a moment as I looked deep into her delighted, pleased expression where an undeniably peaceful sensation washed over me. The pain was there, still in the forefront of my mind, but it was as if my mind suddenly had space for more than the pain. It wasn’t diminished, but its importance was lessened. 

She brushed my hair off my now drenched forehead, her fingers cool against the heat of my skin. “You’re doing so good for me, pet. Taking your punishment so well... I knew you wanted to please me. You can take that last one, can’t you?”

I nodded, still unable to speak.

“You naughty little toy. You need it.” 

“Yes Miss.... Thank you, Miss.”

“Ask for your last strike, pet.” 

I knew from the resolution in her eyes this would be the worst one. And I also knew I would never purposefully brat her again. I might mess up, I might make a mistake... but I’d never show her the cocky, overly proud behavior I’d tested her with today. 

But I had to suffer first. I needed it... because I deserved it, and I needed it purged from me, no matter how much it hurt. 

“Please punish me, Miss.” 

She drew back a few inches and my breath caught as I felt the crop against my balls, tapping lightly. 

“Here?”

Please, anywhere but there. I swallowed the words and bit my lip. “Yes, Miss.” 

“Nice and hard?” 

“God...” My voice shook as I spoke. “Yes. Please, Miss. Please hit me hard.” 

I shouted and jerked as I felt something on my sensitive, hot skin. My jerking made the spreader bar separate even more, and I found myself bouncing between my feet so as to stay standing. 

She snickered. I realized the thing I’d felt was her hand. Her fingers were stroking and massaging my balls, her nails lightly scratching the seam between them... how could that possibly be so arousing when I was in so much pain? But it was, and my hips thrust against my will. Which just made the rope around my dick dig in deeper, causing a new burst of itching and pain to run down my spine. 

A fresh wave of tears spilled from my eyes. I lost my balance and found myself spinning on one foot. 

She laughed at me. 

And it was her laugh that broke me. Her eyes lit up, her lips pulled back over flawless teeth, her cheeks light pink. She looked so joyous in that moment that I felt myself break a little. Whatever she was willing to give me, whatever she asked of me, I deserved it, and I’d take it for her.  

“Please, Mistress.” 

“Well stop spinning, you fool.” She caught me and helped me reposition myself so my weight was distributed between my feet, but I had no choice but to rise to the balls of my feet to balance. Then she met my eyes. “Ready?” 

“It’ll be the last one, won’t it?”

“Yes.” 

“I...” 

She was right. I was a self-sabotager. Because there was something that welled up inside me, against all odds, and I couldn’t keep it to myself. 

“I lied to you another time.” 

Her face changed from excitement to shock. She waited for me to elaborate. 

I immediately regretted saying anything, but I couldn’t backtrack. “Before, in the library, I told you I couldn’t remember the last time I slept in a bed. And that’s not true. I remember... It's hard for me to talk about.” 

My throat felt thick, but I forced the words from my mouth, rubbing my face on my upward stretched arms to wipe away my tears. “I don’t regret it, but... I had to do what I had to do. And it’s so shitty, and I hate it... but I wouldn’t change it for anything.”

I could tell from her expression she had no idea what I was talking about, or why this was suddenly so important for me to express. But I didn’t care. I knew if I walked away from this punishment hiding a sin from her, I would never truly feel forgiven. And there was a part of me that needed to suffer for all of it. Because it made my suffering tangible, and physical... and temporary. 

Maybe, if I let her punish me for the parts of my life that I hate... maybe I won’t hate them so much. 

“I’m sorry, Mistress. Please... please give me two more.” I hung my head in shame. 

I wallowed in my own self-hatred for a moment, letting the tears run down my cheeks. I fucking hated crying, but I couldn’t stop it, and it wasn’t like I had any pride left. Besides, I deserved it, and if I was going to forgive myself, I knew I needed it to be real. A true penance. 

“Deep breath, pet.” 

I took a shaky, shallow breath, letting it go too soon out of fear of her next two strikes. She waited, crop poised, a look of determination on her face, until I was able to take a few long, deep breaths. Then with blinding speed, she gave me my last two, one immediately following the other, across my balls. 

Pain flooded my body, and I swear I blacked out for a moment. Suddenly, I felt myself lift out of my skin, like my body weighed a thousand tons and fell out from under my soul. I was left weightless, and although I knew the pain existed, it made me feel like I was glowing. 

She clasped my face in her hands, brushing my tears from my cheeks with her thumbs. When I could see again, I was met with her face just a few inches from mine. She was whispering something but I couldn’t hear her. 

“Your lips are so beautiful,” I mumbled. 

She smiled. 

“I love watching you talk. And eat. So sexy. God I love your mouth.” 

“You can be so sweet. Why don’t you be sweet like this for me all the time?” 

“Okay.” 

Time passed in chunks, some of it missing, some of it slow, and some of it far too fast. She helped me out of my bondage and we sat on the floor, my back pressed against her front as she held me from behind. I watched in fascination as her fingers gracefully untied the knots around my cock, and the floaty feeling dissipated slightly. It didn’t go away completely, but it made me feel like I was back in my body, though my body wasn’t quite all the way real. 

She wrapped a cold, damp washcloth around my red-hot dick. The shock of the water made me yelp, but the coolness soothed the itching. The cool cloth wrapped around me, she pumped me gently with one hand, the other hand running through my hair and sending shivers down my spine. I was suddenly aware of just how hard I still was. Precum saturated the tip of the washcloth. 

“You did so well taking your punishment, Benny. I’m so proud of you.” 

I let my head fall back against her shoulder, relief coursing through me better than any physical pleasure I’d ever felt. 

I’m so proud of you.

I wanted to curl up on the ground and lay my head in her lap. Fuck, say it again, please? 

“I think you’ll make such a good pet. Won’t you, Benny?” 

“Yes, Mistress. Thank you, Mistress.” 

I felt her lips right under my ear and I shivered. “Sweet boy. I love it when you’re tender and sweet and desperate for me.” 

The cool cloth on my dick disappeared, the itching immediately returning. I winced and tried not to squirm, but it was a battle. 

“Now you’re going to be good for me next time, aren’t you? No attitude, no bratting, and certainly no talking back.” 

“Anything for you, Mistress.” 

“Ah, I see we still haven’t learned our lesson about that word.”

“Almost anything for you, Mistress.” 

She laughed again and it made goosebumps run down my arms. She nibbled at my neck again. “Why don’t I help you with that nasty burn?” 

Her hands disappeared from view. A moment later, I heard the snap of rubber, and the click of a tube. Her hands reappeared, protected in black plastic gloves, smearing white cream over my cock. 

I was so shocked at the sight that it took me a moment to truly appreciate what was happening. Although the sensation of her gloved hands wasn’t anything like her skin, she was stroking my cock, pumping and massaging it, the other hand dipping down to stroke my sore balls. 

The sight itself was enough to drive me to the brink. It took a moment for me to realize I couldn’t feel anything. 

She squeezed my cock as she milked me. “Feeling better?” 

“I... uh... Miss...” I swallowed, trying to commit the sight to memory forever. There was nothing more erotic than watching her hands on me. Was I so raw from the rope that I couldn’t feel it? 

She worked the rest of the cream into me, and then took the washcloth and wiped up the remainders before removing her gloves. 

“That should help you through the next few hours. You should take a shower when you go home. Use gentle soap. Nothing scented. I can send you home with something if you don’t have anything.” 

She stood and patted my head like a confused puppy, dropping the gloves in the trash before turning to face me. She offered her hands and helped me to my feet. 

Cocking her head, she studied my dick, still hard and swollen, but strangely numb. “Some aloe might help with the burn... when you can feel it again.” 

“You... did you...” 

“Numbing cream, mixed with Neosporin. It’ll help with any micro abrasions from the rope. Keep it clean, and don’t have sex for a few days... although you said you weren’t getting laid on a regular basis, so I think you’ll be fine.” She gave me a smile that was both comforting, and slightly mocking. 

“Now why don’t you sit with me for a while and rub my feet while you drink this bottle of water? Then I’ll let you go.” 

I was rooted in place as she sashayed to the couch. She sat and slipped her heels off, gracefully placing her feet on the couch, and then looking over at me. “Well?”

Still naked and sore, exhausted from my punishment, but oddly light, I made my way to the couch and sat on the opposite side as her. Her feet were delicate, her toenails painted the same blood red as her fingernails. There were red marks on her feet where her heels pressed into her skin. 

Is she really going to let me touch her? I studied her expression to make sure this wasn’t a trick. She seemed expectant. 

My hands shook as I took hold of her ankles one at a time, placing them on my thigh. I started rubbing at the red marks left on her heels, like I was trying to make them go away.  

Gently squeezing her arch, her heel, the ball of her foot, and then massaging her toes, I lost myself in the task. My whole world faded to the softness of her skin, the elegant arch of her feet, and the way the light glinted off her toenails. 

Why are her feet so soft? And why does this feel like a fucking privilege? 

I wanted to kiss them. But I was terrified to ask. 

She encouraged me to stop and drink my water bottle throughout the course of her foot massage, and we chatted about little things. The terror of her wrath faded to the recesses of my mind, and I was left with a strange peace and confidence. The only thing I could compare it to was when I felt completely in control in the studio, the shapes appearing naturally, the drawing seeming to come alive on its own. It was peaceful. Surreal. In this moment, it was just me and her, and quiet, casual conversation while I massaged her arches, and that was the only thing that mattered. 

“Reuben offered me a job,” I said. 

“I know.” 

“You guys know each other pretty well?”

“Very well. And we work together.” 

“I didn’t realize you were in the restaurant industry. Although I guess, in hindsight, knowing Martha and Mr. Weston, it makes sense.”

She chuckled. “Actually, I’m not. Reuben and I both work in nonprofit.” 

“Oh. That’s even cooler.” 

“When do you start your new job?”

“Next week.”

“And which job are you giving up?”

I glanced at her a little guiltily. “Le Fleur.” 

She nodded. “Well. Necessary evil. I know Reuben will pay you better. You’re going into his training program, right?”

“Yes Miss. He wants me to take it first, and then join as a mentor, and then help teach it. In the meantime, I can fill in my days off with shifts at Rally Point, and eventually I’ll work for him full time.”

“Don’t work too hard... and save some time for me.”

“Of course, Miss.” Without thinking, I lifted her foot slightly and placed a kiss on the top of her arch. When I realized what I’d done, I pulled back and looked up at her in embarrassment, my lips an inch from her foot. 

With that beautiful, wicked grin, she lifted her foot from my hand and brushed her toes against my cheek, then rested them against my lips. I couldn’t tell if I was turned on or freaked out. 

“There’s my good boy.” 

I barely swallowed a groan. I hadn’t realized how badly I needed to hear those words. But once she spoke them, I knew I would do almost anything to hear them again. 

“You’re blushing, Benny.” 

I spoke against her toes. “You’re beautiful, Miss.” 

She smiled and let her foot fall from my mouth, and I felt her ankle against my thigh. When I looked down, she was teasing her toes against my slightly deflated dick. It immediately rose to attention. 

She laughed, a mocking tone in her voice. “We’ll have to explore that another day. Now finish your water and go home... and text me when that numbing cream wears off.” 

I dressed, finished my water, and we left the dungeon together. I stayed beside her as she went to her car, not wanting to leave her alone outside unguarded. 

Before she shut the door, I asked, “Miss... when can I see you again?”

“Sleep on it a day or two. If you still want to see me again... let me know, and I’ll give you a day. Okay?”

I nodded. “Yes Miss.” 

“I like you like this... I think you’ll be such a good pet when I’m done with you.” 

The comment was off-putting, and I didn’t know how to interpret it. Did she mean done playing with me and ready to move on? Or done making me into the pet she wanted? 

I shoved the weird feeling aside. My whole life revolved around giving other people what they wanted. I was going to let myself have this one thing... even if she eventually grew tired of me and cast me off. At least I could enjoy her games while they lasted. 
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Chapter 15
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Holy. Fucking. Shit. 

I drove home in a daze, giddy and sopping wet. Snippets of our scene kept dancing through my head: when he’d described worshiping my feet, that look of complete horror when I started tying up his dick, that moment of shock right before I struck him... I needed to get home as quickly as possible so I could relive it all in my mind. Hopefully this time with Jeff’s tongue between my legs. 

At home, I was a little frustrated to see another car in the driveway. Clearly one of his buddies was still here, and I wanted to drag him off to the bedroom and ride my frustration off. But when I walked in, I was met with not Jeff’s friend, but mine. 

Michael Black. 

He sat there on the couch, in my spot, one leg crossed over the other, arm thrown over the back of the couch, looking smug as hell. He was still wearing dress slacks and a button-down shirt from his day at his practice, his shirt rolled up to his elbows. His dark hair was tousled from a long day. He had a shot of Jameson in his other hand. 

“What the hell are you doing here?”

“Be nice, Becca.” Jeff rolled his eyes, holding his hand out for me. I took Jeff’s hand and kissed his knuckles.  

Turning back to Mike, I asked much more politely, “What are you doing here, Doctor?” 

He raised an eyebrow at me and said as obnoxiously as possible, “Your Master seemed to think you might need some attention when you got home.” 

I rolled my eyes. “You are absolutely killing my buzz, Mike.” 

He smiled, looking even more disgustingly handsome than he did when he was smug. “It was that good, huh? Do tell.”

I bruised his balls, cut up his dick with rope, and made him cry... and he begged for more, kissed my feet, and then walked me to my car. 

But I said nothing. I wanted to keep Benny to myself. “How about I tie you up and show you exactly what I did to him?”

Mike blanched slightly. “Absolutely not.” 

I felt myself crack a smile. Mike refused to admit how much he enjoyed letting me be in charge. “Pity, because you loved it the last time.” 

He stood up and stalked towards me, a wolf casually approaching a wounded animal. That saunter and confident energy always disarmed me, but it also made me want to fight against it. I wanted him to throw me down and fuck me, but I also wanted to shove him back and step on his chest in my heels. 

But we’d been friends and lovers long enough that he knew how to read me. So instead of trying to top me, he placed his hands on my waist and gently guided me to the couch, and then sank to his knees in front of me. 

My eyes flashed to Jeff’s. He was sitting in his favorite chair, smirking while he watched. 

So this was the game he wanted to play tonight. He wanted to watch me struggle, lose, and surrender. And then he wanted to put me back together. 

The frustration of Michael’s appearance slowly disappeared. We both knew Jeff didn’t have the stamina to satisfy me tonight. Gratefulness welled in my heart. The dominant high I’d felt with Benny was gone anyway... and Michael had that look in his eye.  

“Did you train him well, Bec?” He whispered as he smoothed his hands up my legs. 

“Do you think so little of me that you have to ask?” I tried to maintain the authority in my voice, but I don’t think I fooled anyone. 

“No.” His fingers trailed around to the backs of my knees, stroking me there just how I liked. I shivered as he took his time gently pulling my legs apart, just wide enough for his face. “You know exactly how much I think of you.” 

“You know I get cross when I’m teased.” 

Mike pressed his lips into my inner thigh, his eyes full of playfulness. “It’s only teasing if I don’t follow through.” 

He kept eye contact as his lips worked softly, sensually, up the inside of my leg. He stopped when he got to the hem of my skirt and switched to the other leg, taking his time and relishing me. 

The man annoyed the shit out of me sometimes... but he also knew how to worship a woman. And I was more than willing to be on the receiving end of that. 

His fingers played with the edge of my skirt, working it up an inch at a time and placing tender kisses across my legs. When he had it around my waist, he pressed his lips against my mound and pulled off my thong, turning back and tossing it to Jeff. 

Jeff caught it and kept his eyes on me while he rubbed his fingers into the mess I’d left in the fabric. “Are you going to teach him to please you, Little Miss?”

“I might,” I whispered breathlessly. “If he earns it.” 

“You should make him work for it.” Michael took my ankles in his hands and placed them on the couch, forcing my legs wide. Staring at my sex, he licked his lips. “Make sure he knows what a fucking gift you are, and that your pleasure is his greatest honor.” 

Those words would be pretty from a submissive. But Michael Black was a Pleasure Dom, and scarier than any sadist I’d ever met. So they were more like a threat. 

I got impatient and fisted his hair, dragging him into me. He didn’t resist, groaning as he got a face-full of my pussy. 

He traced his tongue from the bottom of my opening to my clit, flicking his tongue delicately as he got to the top, then sucking the lips of my pussy into his mouth. He extracted my hands from his hair and placed them on my ankles so I could hold my legs open for him. Then he slid his hands under my ass and pulled me closer to his mouth, tilting my hips just the way I liked. His tongue massaged and suckled on my clit, and my self control went right out the window.

I came a few moments later. It was bright and beautiful, and he eased off my clit at the perfect moment so it wouldn’t hurt, finishing with gentle kisses that sent little shocks of pleasure through me. I sighed and relaxed into the couch, pleased but not satisfied. 

Then he started again, and this time, his finger teased the entrance of my pussy while he licked me a little harder. I looked up from his sexy face between my legs and met Jeff’s eyes. His smirk had increased, and he was stroking his cock. He tapped the side of his head once, and then pointed at me, his way of telling me, “Start thinking about which hole you want me to use.” I shivered and tried to keep his gaze, but he had his way of looking at me that completely disarmed me. So much power radiated from a single look, it was enough to tip me over the edge... right as Mike wrapped his lips around my clit and sucked.

When I came again, I felt Mike smile against my pussy. He stiffened his tongue and pushed it in as deep as he could, fucking me with it. With one finger on my clit, and his other hand gently petting the back of my knee, he dragged another reluctant orgasm out of me. 

“Jesus, Michael.” He was brushing his finger against my entrance again and I growled. “Stop fucking around and finger me.” 

“Mmm...but you taste so good.” 

“Finger me and I’ll sit on your face.” 

“You’ll do no such thing.” He pulled away and positioned his fingers at my entrance, and said, “You’d never let me up.” 

I broke into a smile. He was probably right. 

He looked me in the eye as he slid his fingers in, watching my face as I lost composure. Sex with Mike was never original or new or even that kinky, but it was fucking good. I swore as he massaged my g-spot, his fingers from his other hand rubbing my clit in perfect sync. It took a grand total of ten seconds for me to squirt all over his face, my orgasm coursing through my entire body and leaving me shaking. 

“Which one of you is going to fuck me?”

Mike grinned and stood up, pulling me off the couch and moving me to face my Master. He moved my hair away from my neck and whispered, “We’re both going to fuck you. But I kinda want to hear you beg.” 

I pushed his hands off me and glared at him. “I don’t beg.” 

“Like fuck you don’t.” Jeff pulled himself to the edge of his chair. 

“Okay,” I turned back to Mike. “I don’t beg for you.” 

“We should test that theory sometime.”

“Another day, Michael. Another fucking day.” 

“Well then, why don’t you get on your knees and I’ll gladly oblige.”  

I hated his attitude, and his stupid handsome face, and his stupid smirk... but Mike had a really nice dick. So I got on my knees in front of my Master and kissed the base of his cock, licking all the way to the tip, and pulled him into my mouth. 

He worked his hands into my hair and sighed. “Don’t suck me. Just keep me nice and wet.” 

A moment later, Mike was behind me, one knee on the ground, the other foot beside me. I heard a wrapper, and then I felt the head of his cock at my entrance. Then he gripped my hips and pushed inside. 

I groaned as he filled me up. He took a few deep breaths and steadied himself, then began to thrust. 

He found the perfect speed and the rhythm I loved, rocking his hips at the top of his thrust in this insane way that brushed a nerve high up inside me and made me shiver uncontrollably. Something about that angle, and that spot, and his fucking smug ass cock was something nobody else could replicate. Not Jeff. Not another lover. Not even toys. 

Why the hell does he have to have a magic dick? 

I was mad about it... but I came again. 

“Jesus, Bec, that was good... do it again, please?” The desperation in his voice sent a hot pang through my gut. He seemed to pick up on it, and he begged in earnest. “Please, Becca, please come again. I need to feel it. God, you milk me so fucking good... Yeah... Yeah that’s it...” 

Jeff’s hands tightened in my hair and pulled me off his dick. I cried out as I came again. My legs started to shake. 

Jeff held my face in his hands, and I could tell he’d pulled me off him because he was close. He looked at me with so much pride, and so much need. 

“You’re so fucking beautiful when you break for me.”

“Master–”

“Come again. Now.” 

Something dark and hot rolled through me, coming out of nowhere. It stole my breath and I lost focus on everything except heat, bliss, and relief, and the sweet comfort of my lovers. 

I let my face fall forward into my Master’s lap, and he brushed my hair back, comforting me as I came back to reality. Distantly, I recognized Mike grunting, and knew he finished. 

“You okay, Little Miss?” 

I nodded. 

“You feel better?”

“Yes, Master.” 

Behind me, Michael chuckled. “She’s still coherent. I think she’s got a few more in her.”

Jeff pulled me up and turned me around, settling me down on his cock. I sighed as I felt him inside me. He was shorter and a little thicker than Mike, but he felt like home. He felt like mine. 

Placing my legs on either side of his, He held my hips and rocked me gently. “Go get the vibrator from the bedside. You can use it on her while she comes on my cock.” 

“Don’t give that man a toy!” I said, looking back at Jeff. He smiled and raised his eyebrows at me as if to say, you going to tell me no? 

I groaned and let myself fall back against his chest, his dick still deep inside me. He wasn’t thrusting, just filling me up and letting me ache. 

“What did you do to your poor pet that got you so worked up?” 

Benny’s face flashed to mind, that shocking moment when he confessed his secret lie and begged me for more of my punishment. And then he’d thrown his head back and I watched him melt right into subspace, a peaceful look in his eye... and then there was the way he’d gasped at the sight of me handling his cock, such sweet innocence in his tone. 

I want to absolutely ruin him. 

“Hm?” Jeff asked again. “You gonna tell me? Must have been good, I feel you twitching at the thought.”

“I punished him for being a little shit. And he fucking begged for more.”

Jeff chuckled and his hands tightened on my waist, pulling me back so his cock was pressed tight against my front wall. I couldn’t help but grind on him, rocking my hips and circling them, feeling him press into my g-spot.

Mike reappeared a moment later with a rabbit and a rose toy and knelt between my legs with a sly grin. Jeff wrapped one arm around my torso and hooked the other under one of my legs. He trapped my other leg behind his. 

I was completely exposed, helpless to resist. No matter how much I fought either of them, I knew this was the point of no return, and there was nothing I could do about it. Michael armed with two toys? It wasn’t worth the battle.

“Let’s see which one she likes better.” 

“She likes them both.”

“Well then... let’s see which runs out of power first. The toys, or her.” 
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-11:00pm-


Benny: Mistress... 

Benny: Where can I get more of that numbing cream? My dick hurts. 

Benny: But even though it hurts, I want to jack off so bad. God, my balls hurt. In more ways than one... 


-12:15am-


Benny: It’s taking everything in me not to fuck my fist, thinking about how stunning you are, your gorgeous lips, that wicked glint in your eye when you teased me. 

Benny: And I can’t stop thinking about you touching my dick, and I hate that I couldn’t feel it. 


-12:58am-


Benny: I’m sure you’re asleep. I’m lying on the couch trying to go to sleep. I have a shift in the morning and if I don’t go to bed, I’m going to be exhausted all day. But even if I can’t sleep a wink tonight, I want you to know I absolutely refuse to jerk off. I don’t want to disappoint you. 



––––––––
[image: image]


-6:30am-


Miss: Sorry, Pet... I planned to text you last night, but I was... otherwise engaged. I hope you were good for me and you didn’t come.  

Benny: Good morning, Miss. I didn’t fail. But I woke up from a dream and had a ruined orgasm before I could finish. 

Miss: Oh, that’s delicious. Poor thing. What was the dream about?

Benny: You, of course. You bound me to that cross in your dungeon and fondled my balls, like you did during my punishment. It felt so fucking good. 

Miss: I bet it did. It’s a damn shame you ruined. 

Miss: How long did it take for you to fall asleep?

Benny: A long time. The numbness wore off and my dick felt like it was tingling. It took all my willpower not to touch myself. But I eventually fell asleep. 

Benny: I hope your evening was more pleasant than mine. 

Miss: ... 

Miss: ...

Miss: ... 

Miss: You have no idea. It didn’t go as planned, but I can’t exactly complain. 

Benny: Will you tell me about it? 

Miss: Remember how I told you I have multiple other partners who ARE allowed to fuck me? Are you sure you want to hear about my night? 

Benny: ...

Benny: Yes Miss. 

Miss: J watched while M ate me out until I came four times. Then M fucked me from behind while J used my mouth. Then I rode J while M used toys on my clit until I blacked out. 

Benny: Holy fuck. 

Benny: I want to see you come so bad. I bet you’re so beautiful... I bet you taste so sweet. Fuck. 

Miss: How’s that lonely, sore dick feeling?

Benny: It aches. I want to touch myself so bad. This is awful. 

Miss: Why don’t you use one finger and run it under the head? Nice and gentle. 

Benny: Can I come?

Miss: Absolutely not. 

Miss: Are you touching yourself?

Benny: Yes Miss. I have to keep stopping. I’m so sensitive. 

Miss: Tell me what you’re thinking about. 

Benny: I’m imagining it’s your finger... those red nails... 

Benny: Please can I come, Miss?

Miss: No. Maybe later. 

Benny: Can I stop edging? 

Miss: Five more minutes. J is eating my pussy and I want to come thinking about you edging for me. 

Benny: Fuck. 

Miss: You better not have lost control. 

Benny: No Miss. It’s just so hot to think about watching you get off. 

Miss: Maybe one day while you’re in my dungeon, I’ll let you watch me play while you sit in that cage. And if you’re good, and you stay quiet, and you keep your eyes on me and your hands off your dick, maybe you’ll get a reward. 

Benny: I would love that. Please can I come now?

Benny: Miss? Please? 

Benny: I need to come so bad, please. 

Miss: Did you come

Benny: No Miss. 

Miss: Good boy. You can stop. What time do you work today? 

Benny: 10-4, then the bar from 7-midnight. 

Miss: You can ask me again after 4pm. Enjoy your shift. 

Benny: This is torture. 

Miss: You don’t know torture yet. 
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I struggled through the first part of my shift, trying not to think about how badly I needed an orgasm, but it very quickly became the least of my worries. My dick was chafed, and it fucking hurt. By noon, every step itched and burned. I felt like a wimp for asking her about that numbing cream again, and tried googling it instead. The only thing I could find was a cream for denture sores, and I doubted that was what she used. I took some aspirin and hoped for the best. 

Why couldn’t I find a normal chick to hook up with? Why did I have to find a crazy dominatrix? 

It wasn’t like she was my only option. I had numbers in my phone, and I got more all the time. But she had taken over my mind. Every time I considered ghosting her, telling her I didn’t want to play this game anymore, that I wanted to pursue something a little more mainstream, I thought about the disappointment I’d see in her face, and the fact that I’d never get to see her hands wrapped around my dick again. 

I was going to see this through... for now. 

A little after noon, I was struggling through taking an order when I caught a glimpse of long black hair from the corner of my eye. 

Immediately I became hyper aware of my body, and every breath I took and every movement I made became important. I could feel her eyes on me as I moved, and damn if I didn’t get hard, despite the pain.

And yet, the pain wasn’t as bad, because I knew she’d probably notice I was suffering... and she’d love it, like some kind of sadistic succubus. I must have been just as crazy as her, because it suddenly became tolerable. 

I found her at one of the quiet tables in the back. Reuben sat beside her, and the man with the eye patch sat across from her. The men were discussing something that involved a lot of legal jargon. Something about a major car accident and a lawsuit.

She paid me no extra attention while I took their orders and brought their food, treating me like a stranger, not someone she’d seen naked. She didn’t even give me a sidelong glance or a wink. Her eyes were mostly focused on the man with the eye patch. They left cash, and snuck out while I was with another table. 

I felt like I was missing something. She liked to embarrass me, so I expected some kind of teasing. Even an acknowledgement with a nod or a wink would have been better than nothing. Being ignored made me feel like I wasn’t worth the energy to acknowledge. 

Maybe she had a reason. But it left a sour taste in my mouth. 

When I cleared the table, I found the wink that she hadn’t given me physically. She’d wrapped a small jar of white cream in her napkin. There was a sticky note beside it - use gloves!

I grinned and tucked the jar into my apron pocket, clearing the table and checking my other customers before I snuck off for a bathroom break. I grabbed a glove from the kitchen on my way. 

It was after I pulled on the glove that I thought about the rest of our conversation earlier this morning. She’d told me I could ask her if I could come after my shift today... 

If I was numb, I wouldn’t be able to feel anything. 

But if I didn’t use it, I’d suffer for the rest of my shift. 

I let my head fall and stared at the little jar, not sure what the right answer was. My dick fucking hurt. But my balls ached and I needed to come. 

I set the jar aside and pulled out my phone. Sure enough, there was a message from her. 


Miss: You looked like you were in pain, pet. I brought you a gift. You can use it or not... I’ll admit, you’re cute with your cheeks flushed. But I can’t have you hating me. 


I needed to survive my work day more than I needed an orgasm, even though I desperately wanted to come later. So I used a little bit of the cream and rubbed it in, holding my breath and trying not to lose control for the short period of time I had to stroke myself before the cream kicked in. The relief was instant. It was a weird feeling, because it was almost like my dick ceased to exist altogether. It was just... gone. But I could still see it, hard and red and a little swollen. 

I gave myself a few tentative pumps. Sure enough, I could tell I was getting the blood flow, and I felt aroused in general, but I couldn’t feel my dick. There was no pleasure in the action. 

I tucked my dick into the waistband of my boxers and went back to work feeling so much better, but dreading our conversation later. Something told me she wasn’t going to be kind and let me come this evening when I got off work from the bar. 

Why am I playing this game? I have no obligation to her. I could be hook up with someone who actually wants me to get off. It’s not like I can’t pick up a hot girl. 

But then I remembered the sound of her laugh and her wide, wicked grin as I spun in my bondage in her dungeon, and the sound of her voice and the light in her eye as she whispered, good boy. 

I’m so fucked for her. 
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Between my shifts that afternoon, I checked on Momma. As soon as I stuck my head through the door, Layla gave me a subtle shake of her head. 

Not a good day. 

I backed out, but I heard Momma say, “Who’s there?” 

“Your son, Benny. Would you like to see him?”

“Yes.” 

I came into the room and approached her rocker, but her face paled. “No! Not you! Get out! Get him out!” 

My stomach dropped and my heart shattered into a million pieces. 

Her eyes darted around the room as if looking for something. She grabbed her water glass and chucked it at me, the water spilling and saturating the carpet. 

I held my arms up and backed out of the room, not bothering to give any explanation. Today, I was a stranger. A bad guy. A man she didn’t know. And there was nothing I could do to get through to her. The best thing I could do was not scare her. 

I shut the door and leaned against it, trying to catch my breath. Brandon poked his head out of his room, his girlfriend looking out after him. They were packing and trying to get him moved a little early. Recognizing I didn’t want to be spoken to, they withdrew back into his room and shut the door.

I locked myself in the bathroom for a moment, trying to regain my composure. The sight of Momma’s eyes widening with fear and panic made me want to put my fist through a wall. 

There wasn’t a damn thing I could do for her other than make her comfortable and happy. And for some godforsaken reason, that meant I had to stay away from her ninety percent of the time. 

I sat in the bathroom, silent tears running down my cheeks, trying to get my shit together. I didn’t have my own room, and I didn’t want to cry in the living room. Eventually, someone knocked on the door. “Almost done?” they asked. 

“Yeah,” I said, taking a deep breath and splashing water on my face. “Be right out.” 

I regained enough composure to leave the bathroom. Whoever had knocked had given me privacy while I escaped the apartment. I hid in my car, ignoring the few times my phone buzzed. 

I knew who it was. 

My dick was still numb. But it felt like the rest of me had gone numb too. Texting my Mistress suddenly seemed like the least important thing in the world. 

I got to the bar and was able to clock in early, attempting to distract myself from the depression that was dragging me underwater. I felt like I couldn’t breathe. 

My phone buzzed again. I shouldn’t ignore her... but I have nothing to say to her right now. It was a little after six, and I was supposed to text her at four. 


Miss: A pleasure seeing you at lunch today.

Miss: I expected to hear from you... were you so tired you needed a nap?

Miss: I’m a little concerned. 

Benny: Sorry, Miss. I didn’t take a nap, and I didn’t come either. I used the cream. Used a little more before starting my evening shift, and I was able to clock in early. Still numb. 

Miss: Are you alright? You don’t sound good. 

Benny: Personal stuff. Don’t want to talk about it. 

Miss: I understand. 


For a brief moment, I thought about asking her to distract me. Perhaps she’d give me some kind of assignment, threaten punishment, make me edge, or even demand I come over after my shift. And it would be so easy to let her do that. 

But it felt so dirty and wrong, like I was ignoring my mother’s suffering. She sat at home, alone and confused... and I was running off with my Mistress, playing sex games. 

So for now, I put my phone away, went back to work, and let my heart hurt. 
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It was late when I got home. The bar was a little slow, so Ryan let me leave at ten so I could get a few extra hours of sleep. Laying on the couch, I finally checked my phone again to see another message from The Woman. 


Miss: Call me this evening if you have the time. 


She answered on the third ring. “Hello, pet.”

“Hello, Mistress.” My throat felt swollen and I took a deep breath, feeling like I couldn’t quite take in enough air to make me feel like myself again.

“Are you okay?” Her voice was tender. Nothing like what I expected. She didn’t sound sexy or coy, or cruel. She sounded kind. 

I hated the kindness from her. She wasn’t supposed to be a normal person. She was some weird, scary, mythological creature from the underworld who turned my suffering into something valuable. I didn’t need her pity. 

But I knew better than to be an ass. Learned that fucking lesson, that’s for sure. My dick throbbed as if agreeing with me. 

“I’ve been better.” Neither of us spoke for a few moments. I felt compelled to say something. “I’ll be fine. I just had a rough day.” 

“Customers?”

“No... home stuff.” 

She hummed as if she understood. 

I stared up at the ceiling, identifying patterns in the shadows of the cheap popcorn texture. Momma’s outburst was still fresh in my mind.  

“You ever get things stuck in your head?” I whispered. “People do things, or say things, and you can’t stop thinking about them?”

There was a deep sigh on the other end. “Yes, Benny. I really do. I see some things, and hear some things you would never believe if I told you.” 

“How do you get past it?” 

I felt like a moron having this conversation with her. Why did she care about my drama? We were just playing games. She didn’t want me to spill my heart or come to her for counsel. 

But she answered the question without a drop of condescension. “Honestly, I compartmentalize. I have different boxes in my head where I store things. I deal with one thing at a time, and when it’s time to move to another box, I put it back on the shelf. Otherwise I’d be miserable all the time, and I’d never get anything done... or have any fun. 

“And the thing is, Benny, I deserve to have fun. We all do. We can’t suffer all the time. So I compartmentalize my suffering, and I let it hurt... and then I put it back in a box and move on.” 

I swallowed, my eyes tearing up a little. It seemed so simple when she said it that way. “And you don’t feel guilty?”

“Guilty for not suffering?” 

“Yeah.” 

“No. Because I’m useless if I wallow all the time. And I have so many things I want to accomplish in my life, wallowing won’t let me get them done.” 

“What do you want to accomplish?” 

“I want to start by graduating,” she said, a bit of tension in her voice. “I’m supposed to graduate in a few months, but my professor is nitpicking every little thing I’m doing. It’s driving me crazy.” 

I laughed, some of the tension from the day dissipating. I could see her face in my mind; a quirked eyebrow, her eyes bright, her wrist flicking and dismissing her overbearing professor. 

“You’re in college?”

“Getting my masters, if I can finish this paper.”

“What’s your paper about?”

“BDSM, sex, and psychology.” 

“Of course it is.” 

She chuckled, her voice turning wicked. “Now pet...”

“Sorry, Mistress. That sounded presumptuous, didn’t it?”

“A little. What do you want to accomplish, Benny?”

I thought for a while on how best to answer. “I want to be able to pay my rent without worrying about my account overdrafting. I want to buy groceries instead of sneak leftovers or incorrectly made meals for dinner. I want to start drawing again... and I want my mother taken care of. That’s pretty much all I want in the world, Miss.” 

I wasn’t sure why I threw in the bit about Momma, but I hoped she wouldn’t push for more information.

“I think you can accomplish that and more, pet. I didn’t know you were an artist.” 

“Yeah... I was in art school, but I had some stuff come up and I needed to leave.” 

“That’s too bad. Maybe you can go back one day?”

“Yeah, maybe.” I said nothing about the lost scholarship, or the bills I’d put on deferment. Luckily, I’d only spent half a semester in school, so it wasn’t a huge bill, but I wasn’t even close to being able to start throwing money at it. 

“Will you show me your art sometime?” I didn’t answer right away, and she added, “Only if you want to. It’s not a demand.” 

“Yeah, if I get a chance to draw sometime soon, and if it’s any good... I don’t want to show you crap. I feel like that would be insulting.” 

“Oh? Why is that?” 

“Because... you deserve my best.” 

Speaking those words out loud did something to my brain. It completely refocused my thoughts on her, and everything else fell away. Her curves and her bright, clever eyes came to mind, and I remembered the shocking image of her gloved hands wrapped around my cock. 

I took a deep breath, steadying myself as arousal seemed to flood to the forefront of my mind. My dick wasn’t numb anymore, and it started to ache. Her method of compartmentalization was like permission to let myself get swept away in our strange magic. 

“Fuck,” I muttered. I hadn’t even touched my dick and I was rock hard. My fantasy of her swallowing me down while I was cuffed to the ceiling was making it hard to breathe. 

She gave me the smallest laugh, almost a giggle, like she knew what was happening in my head and body right now. “Do you have something you’d like to ask me, pet?”

“I... Mistress...” I looked around. My roommates were both behind closed doors. I grabbed a blanket and covered my lap anyway, just in case someone came out for water or something. Quietly I asked, “Please?” 

“Please what? Ask me properly.” 

I felt like a dumbass asking for permission to touch my own body, but fuck if I didn’t do it anyway, “Please can I touch myself?”

“You want to touch?”

“I want to come,” I corrected. Knowing her, she’d loophole me into another day of chastity. 

“Well... I don’t know...”

“Please, Miss, please, I don’t know if I can... fuck, I need it so bad...”

“You can touch yourself. Get nice and hard for me.”

“I am nice and hard,” I laughed, and then tried not to groan as I started pumping. Fuck it felt good. 

“What are you thinking about?”

“Your mouth,” I whispered, my voice shaking. “Your perfect mouth... Please, Miss? I’m so close...”

“Why?” There was a smile in her voice. “Why should I let you come, pet? I love the way you’re begging me.” 

I was way too close, and had to stop for a second. After I took a deep breath to get control over myself, I whispered, “Please Miss? Please... please, I...” my brain was flooded with need, and I couldn’t think of anything more creative to say. 

“One condition... next time I see you, I’m going to edge you mercilessly. Because I love hearing you beg for me, pet. It’s so sweet.” 

“Yes, okay, yes!” 

“You can come when I get to ten.” 

“What?” 

“One... Two...” 

She counted so slowly, it seemed impossible for me to wait until ten. 

“Three... don’t stop edging, pet. Keep stroking yourself for me.” 

“Fuck. Please?” I could feel the familiar tingle down my spine. I was way too close for three. 

“Four... Squeeze nice and hard, just like I will the next time I see you.”

“Jesus.” 

“Five... I can hear you panting, poor thing... six...” 

Six was so far away from ten. “Miss.” I bit my lip to stifle a moan. 

“Seven... Eight...”

“Oh fuck.”

“You can do it, can’t you, Benny? You can keep control over yourself for just another moment. Do that for me, pet.” She made me wait another half a beat. My balls were throbbing, and I was right there. 

“Please, God...” 

“Nine.” 

“Mistress, please.” 

She laughed, and whispered, “Ten. Come for me, Benny... that’s a good boy.” 

Relief and white-hot pleasure shot through me, and I stopped breathing. My legs quivered, my whole body pulsed, and I clenched my teeth to avoid shouting. My whole body erupted and my soul left the planet for a second. 

When the waves of pleasure began to dissipate, I released my poor abused cock. My hand was covered in cum, and I could feel it dribbling down my legs and sticking to my boxers. There was a lot more than usual. 

I swore again and she laughed. “Uh... holy fuck... uh, give me a minute. I need a mop.” I could hear her laugh louder as I set the phone down, awkwardly shuffling to the kitchen and rinsing my hand. I shoved a paper towel down my boxers and tried to clean up my mess. 

I made my way back to the couch, barely able to walk. My limbs felt light, and my body felt fuzzy, like I was a little drunk. Taking the phone and holding it to my ear, I sighed, feeling like I was going to pass out. 

“Oh my God.”

“Feeling better?” 

“Yes, Miss. Thank you. That was... whoa.” 

“Good. Go to sleep and text me in the morning. Let me know how you feel, okay? You start with Reuben on Monday, right?”

“Yes, Miss.” 

“Well maybe I can get another day in with you this week. What do you think?”

“I think yes.” I could barely speak, I felt so good, and so warm, like I was going to melt right into the couch.  

“Good boy. That was so lovely... now go to sleep.” Her words felt like a hug. 

“Thank you, Mistress.” 

I was asleep before she hung up. 
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Four days had passed since our phone call, and Benny was eager to see me again. He’d texted me that he was free Saturday and Sunday night, which surprised me, because I was sure those were his biggest nights at the bar. But Saturday evening at seven o’clock, there he was, sitting in the lobby of AnchorX wearing his loose-fitting jeans and a button-down that was just a smidge too large, looking awkward and adorable. He jumped up when he saw me, then hesitated, rubbing the back of his neck, unsure of the proper protocol. 

I nodded my head for him to come in, and he bit back a smile and hurried my way. 

At the door, he paused, dropping his head and biting his lip as he met my eye. His expression sent a little thrill through me.

“Hello, Miss.” 

“Hello, pet.”

“You look... so beautiful today.”

“Do I?” I leaned against the doorway and basked in his lust, enjoying the way his eyes traced me. 

“You look amazing in that leather skirt you wear, but... you look really classy in lace. It suits you.” 

I was wearing my knee-length lace wrap skirt today. Dark gray silk underneath with a layer of black lace on top, it was lighter and cooler than my other garb. And it gave me a chance to show off my lace-tipped black boots. I agreed with him, it was a classy look rather than the stereotypical femdom setup. I thought the black sleeveless turtleneck with my necklace on top brought out my eyes... and hid the bite marks Jeff had given me this morning, the dirty old man. 

“Thank you, pet. Would you like to come in and play?”

“Yes please, Miss.” 

“I’m going to run you ragged today.” 

He blushed bright red and caught his breath. “Please can I come play, Miss?” He already sounded desperate. 

God he’s so stupidly adorable. Who knew subby boys could be so fun? Most of my clients were masochists and secret submissives whose wives judged them for wanting to submit in the bedroom, and my playmates at The Underground were similar in nature. 

“I suppose.” I looked at my nails in an offhand manner, but gave him a wink as I stepped aside and let him in. He dropped his head again as he stepped inside. 

What a sweet boy he is today after his torture. I wonder if he’s always this sweet after some edging and punishment? 

I walked further into my sanctuary, and he followed without being told. “We’re going to do some training today, and if you’re good, and I’m satisfied with your progress, I’ll torture you a little bit. Maybe I’ll even let you come. But I honestly make no promises. Understand?”

“Yes, Miss.” 

I crossed my arms and sank into one hip. “Now. I want you to think about our previous sessions. What do I usually start with, and what do you think I want you to do?”

He worked his mouth but murmured, “Take my clothes off?”

“Smart boy.” 

His ears turned pink. A masochist with a praise kink. How fun. 

“Keep your back straight, your eyes down, take your clothes off quickly, but not in a rush. Fold them, set them on that table, shoes underneath, your things in the basket. Go on, show me.” 

“Do you... want me to face you, Miss?”

“Good question. Yes I do.”

He did as he was told, and started with his shirt. When he kicked off his shoes and unbuckled his pants, he almost tripped trying to take them off. 

“A little excited?”

“Sorry, Miss.” 

“Buckle them up and try again.” 

He only resisted the embarrassing task for a moment. Looking like a scolded child, he awkwardly zipped his pants back up, re-buckled his belt, and then removed it again, this time pacing himself so he didn’t trip on his pant leg. 

“Better. Fold them neatly. Boxers on top... Okay, that’s sufficient. Now, after you strip, I want you to go to your knees and wait until I tell you what to do next.” 

He did so immediately, but his form was a mess. I withdrew my crop from the harness under my skirt, and his eyes widened. 

“Calm down... this is discipline, not punishment.” 

Tapping him lightly, I guided him into the position I wanted him. He was easy to move, and he never took his eyes off me. There was a level of desperation in his eyes that I was unfamiliar with seeing from a new submissive. They tended to be cautious, embarrassed, and not quite sufficiently afraid of me... and often, a little resistant.  

But Benny had already gotten through that part, and we’d jumped straight to the I’ll do anything she says as long as she tells me I’m a good boy phase. Which was my favorite. 

Note to self. From now on, punish as quickly as possible. 

He learned his positions quickly, moving carefully in response to the pressure I applied. I worked him through the progression, and even tried to confuse him by switching the order around. but he kept his eyes on me, lines of focus on his forehead.

I usually used this particular exercise to take advantage of embarrassment, weed out insecurities, or inflict punishment. But with Benny, the scene felt flat. Boring. Empty. Because everything I threw at him, he accepted with eagerness. There wasn’t an ounce of resistance in him.

Where was the spark I normally felt? Where was the rush of power and the heat in my belly? 

He was responsive to every word I spoke, every breath I took, and he didn’t seem to get bored. Every command was important, every movement was focused. It became a dance between kneel, sit up, present, bow, and floor. But the scene felt stilted to me, like it wasn’t going anywhere. A routine, a set of hoops to jump through, a one-sided conversation where he was succeeding, and I was failing. 

He seemed to sense my unease. His eyes were still fixed on me, at least in his current position. Up on his knees, his hands behind his head, elbows wide, I looked for any imperfections in his form. After fifteen minutes of gentle coaching, he’d seemingly committed the position to memory. 

He worked his mouth as he stared at me, some worry in his eyes. “Mistress? Are you displeased with me?”

“No.” Yes. But I couldn’t say that to him, because he’d done everything I asked, perfectly. And I’d promised him as long as he obeyed, I’d be pleased. 

So why the hell do I feel like I’m the one naked on the floor right now? 

“Bow.” 

He crouched down carefully, placing his hands on the floor and lowering his forehead an inch from the ground, his nose almost touching. He looked so skinny from this perspective, and it bothered me. 

But what really bothered me was how incredibly strange I felt standing there, knowing he was doing his best, that he was happy to follow my every command, that he was aching to please me... like he was waiting for me to give him something, but I didn’t know what it was.

Train him well... because you fucking deserve it. 

Perhaps I was thinking of this wrong. I was thinking about how I felt. Maybe I needed to think about what I was communicating to him, what message he was receiving. What do I want to tell him? What do I want to engrain in him?

I thought back to Tiama and her slave boy in The Underground, and how simple their scene had been. He’d suffered for her simply because she said so, and as a reward, he got to serve her. 

Obedience is rewarded, and I am the reward. 

My mind refocused, my plan of attack no longer felt boring or obsolete. Watching him stretched out on the floor for me, knowing he was probably sore and uncomfortable, but doing it anyway, made the tension in my shoulders ease just a little. 

“Kneel, pet.” When he adjusted himself to his knees, his face was flushed, either from the rush of blood to his head or the nickname. 

I left him in kneel for a good amount of time, walking around him, studying him from every angle, and making him wait. He patiently waited on his knees with his hands behind his back, head down, and legs apart, his feet flexed behind him. The position wasn’t horrible, but wasn’t pleasant to hold for any length of time. 

After about five minutes, I could see some tension in his back, but he held still. Another three, and his breathing had become shallower, but not by much. A trickle of sweat ran down his back. He was so damn determined. 

I wondered how long he could hold himself here, silent, focused, desperate to succeed. Should I let him suffer a little? But the idea didn’t appeal to me the way it normally did. 

I trailed my crop up his already straight back, not pressing, just petting him gently. His breath came faster and goosebumps rose on his arms. I wished it excited me the way it normally did. 

Setting the crop down for now, I stepped close to him, my boots right behind his pale, flat little ass, and brushed my fingers through his hair. 

He let out the softest sigh, almost a moan, and I relished it. So tender, so sweet. 

“You are such a good boy, aren’t you?” I stroked his hair, giving him a moment to enjoy me before I made him miserable. He didn’t answer, but I saw some of the tension ease from his back. 

I came around to the front of him and cupped his chin, lifting his face. His pupils were dilated, and the bright blue of his eyes looked darker in the low light of my dungeon. There was color in his cheeks. 

“That was very good, Benny. Are you ready for the next task?” 

“Yes, Mistress,” he said eagerly. 

“Keep your eyes on me, and crawl after me where I lead you.” 

He’d told me his fantasy about being strapped to the Saint Andrews, so I planned to exploit that. Leading him to the cross, I stopped and looked down at him to gauge his reaction to the furniture. I could practically feel him vibrating with excitement, and it was making me wet. 

I leaned against the cross as if it just happened to be there, and I had nothing nefarious planned. “Crawl back over to your clothes and fetch me your belt, pet. I’ll need it.” 

He paled a little, but turned and did as I asked, crawling carefully across the hard cement floor. When his back was turned, I felt my heart throb a little at the sight. He wasn’t so thin that he looked sick, but naked, he did look scrawnier than he should have been at nineteen. I could see his ribs and his hip bones. His limbs were thin, though not emaciated. 

I remembered something during our phone call the other day. When I’d asked him what he wanted, he wanted to eat, pay his rent, and take care of his mom. Didn’t most nineteen-year-olds have bigger plans than that? Take over the world, fuck a hundred girls, find their dream job, start a band... Benny’s dream was to survive. 

Then again, my dream at nineteen had been to survive, too. 

I shoved my own past out of my head and watched him near the little table. He knelt up on his knees and reached out for his belt, but I stopped him. “No, no... You need both hands to crawl. How do good pets carry things?”

He stared at the belt, trying to convince himself to get up the guts. Reluctantly, he leaned forward and opened his mouth, taking the belt between his teeth.  Crawling back to where I waited for him, he sat back on his feet, his expression full of shame. I let myself smile as I held out my hand for the belt, and he released it into my hand. 

“Very nice, pet.” 

He bit his lip and met my eyes. There was a silent thank you in his gaze. And it wasn’t thanks for the praise - it was thanks for the task. As our eyes met, I knew he was most thankful for the clear, specific direction, for the instructions... for the task itself. 

That headspace I’d been searching for, that I normally fell into as soon as a reluctant submissive found their way into my dungeon... it clicked into place. This was the power I craved – this sweet, adorable boy was desperate for guidance and protection, but also desperate for those clear boundaries. And in forcing him to humiliate himself for me, I’d made the lines clear. 

My blood rushed as I guided him up and adjusted his position, not speaking or giving him any idea on what was happening. His breathing quickened, and he was hard again. I buckled his wrists and ankles into place, using his own belt to buckle his waist to the cross. I met his eye coyly as I slid the post through the belt hole, knowing that every time he buckled his belt for the next month, he’d remember this moment. 

At his expression, heat coiled in my belly. There’s that needy, terrified gaze I love so much. He needed this but he was still so scared of what monstrosities I might do to him. 

Trailing a fingernail down his chest, I stopped right above the base of his cock. “Feeling any better down here? I did a number on you last time.”

“Yes, Miss. Much better. Although... I’d like to avoid the jute in the future, if possible.”

“Then you’ll be good for me, won’t you?” My finger was still resting just above him, not quite touching where he wanted it, and his dick jumped at my words. 

“Yes Miss.” 

“Under no circumstances will you come until I say so, do you understand?”

He nodded hurriedly. “Yes Mistress.” His pupils were even bigger, and I could feel his eyes boring into mine. Like I made up his whole world. 

“You remember your safewords?” He was nodding before I finished the sentence, and I laughed. “Of course you do. Okay... if you think you can take it.” 

“I’ll take it for you.” 

Fuck, there it is.

My heart swelled at his words. I wanted to see how much he would take for me. Just how far could I push him? And over time, how far could I take him? 

I ran my fingertips up and down his chest, watching his muscles flex and shiver in response. Gently, carefully, gauging his breaths and his reactions, I explored his body. 

It felt so dirty to have this young boy so completely at my mercy. When I circled his nipples with my fingertips, he bit his lip. When I pulled gently at his bottom lip, his mouth relaxed and he let me pull his mouth open. I stared at his mouth, sweet and soft and tender. He still had the youth of a young boy in his face, but his striking jawline implied he was going to be handsome as hell as he got older. 

I trailed my fingers down his ribs and he shivered. His cock was dribbling a little, and he flexed his hips as I neared him, as if moving himself closer to me would result in being touched. 

Hilarious. 

“What do you think you’re doing?” 

“Uh... heh. Nothing.”

I let my fingers move down the tops of his thighs. “Do I need to remind you who is strapped to the cross, and who has freedom of movement?”

“No Miss–ah!” He yelped as I brought my fingers to the sides of his knees. 

“Oh, is that ticklish?” I dug my fingers in and he hollered. I couldn’t help but grin. He squirmed to avoid my fingers but was completely powerless against his bonds. Tears welled in his eyes but he was laughing. 

“Please, Miss! Fuck! No!” 

“Not what you expected today?” 

“No, Miss!” 

“Is this what you expected?”

I tore my hands away from his knees and let one hand cup his balls. The change in his face was drastic. His cheeks and ears flushed bright red, he gasped, and he stared down at my hand in near reverence. His hips flexed again.

I fondled him, stroking the seam of his balls. Letting my finger rest against his perineum, I massaged it gently. His breaths came faster and a groan escaped his mouth, his eyes rolling slightly before they fell shut. 

Oh, he’s one of those. 

“You like that, don’t you, pet?”

“I like you, Mistress.” 

“Really? I hadn’t noticed.” I gave a nod to his dripping cock and he choked out a laugh. “I warned you I was going to run you ragged today. Are you ready?”

“Yes, Mistress. So ready.” He let his eyes fall closed and leaned his head back against the cross. “Just tell me what you want.”

I felt another flip in my belly at his words. Just tell me what you want.

“You want to know what I want?” I asked, rubbing that sensitive spot behind his balls again. I licked my lips and watched his eyes fixate on my mouth, his mouth falling open at the sight. He struggled to speak. 

“I want to be worshiped. I want you to adore me. I want to own your body and your control and your orgasms. I want my pleasure to be your pleasure. I want you to want me more than you want anything else in the whole. fucking. world.” 

I jerked his cock as I spoke and he shivered, gasping for breath. 

“Miss—”

“No.” 

“Please—”

“No.”

“Pause... yellow... fuck.” 

I took my hands off him and waited. He breathed heavily, steadily, keeping his eyes on mine. “I’m sorry,” he whispered. “I just... I was going to lose it. And I don’t want to do that to you.”

“Good boy, being so careful to obey me.” 

He flushed and let his head fall. I cupped his chin and made him look at me again. 

“You get two more edges today. You’re going to learn how to control yourself, and if you’re good, I’ll give you a nice orgasm. If you fail, you get a ruin. Understand?”

“Would that please you, Miss?”

His words almost felt like a challenge, and I bristled, but he followed them up with, “I just... I just want to satisfy you. Tell me what you want from me, and you’ll get it.” 

“Two edges, and then I want to watch you break. That’s what I want. Will you give it to me?”

He nodded, barely able to speak. 

Carefully, listening to his every breath and reaction, noticing the little places he loved, I edged the shit out of him. Alternating between hard long pumps and soft strokes, and throwing in some feather-light touches, I kept him on the edge for almost an hour. 

He used yellow two more times, terrified he would fail me. And both times, I felt a deep pang in my gut, my pussy clenching around nothing as I listened to his moans and watched his face flush.

“Fuck,” he clenched his teeth, his fists tight. He dug his fingernails into the palms of his hands and struggled to control himself.

I could listen to him moan all day. 

He struggled to regain control after his final edge, staring out into space. He moaned again and dropped his head. It was a sweet sound and I chuckled, taking hold of his chin and making him look at me. 

“Pet.”

“Why are you so hot?”

“It’s my job to be hot.”

“No, I don’t mean... I mean you're... ugh. Shit.” 

I cocked my head and stroked his cheek. “What do you mean?”

“You look hot as hell. And you’re amazing. But that isn’t what makes you hot.” 

“It’s not?” I drew back in surprise. “Do tell.”

“Well... uh... it’s your presence. That thing I felt when you first came to the restaurant. You have this energy that makes me want to please you. And now that I know what it feels like to please you... I guess I’m a little addicted,” he blushed, hesitating to meet my eye. “I can’t lie... you scare the shit out of me. But I love it. And... you’re just... You’re interesting in a way I can’t shake. There’s something about you that is more than what I know. More than sex. I love this, but... it’s like I can’t quite grasp who you are. And I want to know it so badly. I want to taste it. I want to know what you are.”

I stared at him in shock, thrown off by his honesty, unsure how to proceed.

“Not, like, naked. I mean, obviously, I would love to see you naked, that would be, amazing, phenomenal... but that’s not what I meant when I said that...”

I’m going to ruin this boy. I wrapped my hand around his cock. 

He groaned and took a breath and looked me in the eye. “I just mean, there’s something about you that is compelling, and I think you’re someone who deserves respect. Not just because you’re sinfully hot in your leather and silk, but because there’s something about you that demands it. You’re like... a queen or something. A Pharaoh. I don’t–”

He choked on his breath as I pumped him. And by now, I knew exactly what movements he liked, exactly how hard he needed it. 

“I don’t–Oh, fuck, Mistress... I can’t... oh God. Fuck. Please... Please, Miss. Please let me– shit. Yellow. I’m going to come. Please don’t... don’t stop...” 

His face fell to ecstasy, his eyes rolling back in his head as he groaned. Hips thrusting against the bondage, his poor dick twitched and throbbed. He finally gave in, spurts of cum shooting from his dick and falling to the ground between us. He cried out and his face melted into bliss. 

He’s so damn pretty when he comes. 

I kept pumping, kept squeezing, milking the last out of him. One pump at a time, his face turned from ecstasy, to delicate pleasure, to sensitivity... and finally, to discomfort. 

I kept pumping hard, squeezing him at the tip. Every time my hand rolled over the head of his dick, he shuddered and held his breath for a moment. After a few more pumps, he winced, and then groaned, and then started to squirm. 

“Miss... Uh...”

I grinned, a flutter in my chest. Seeing him at my mercy was the best part. Watching him struggle and resist, and hate the very action he’d begged for a moment ago was making me hot. 

“Miss, please...” his breath was ragged. 

“Yes, pet?”

“Uh... you can stop...”

“But you begged so sweetly, Benny. I thought you liked it when I touched you like this.” My voice was sickly sweet. My hand sped up. 

He wriggled in his bondage, desperate to get away from the too-intense touch. “Uh... I... Miss...” he could barely breathe right, let alone speak. 

I kept pumping him hard, squeezing the tip of his dick, until tears welled in his eyes and his voice turned to panic. “Please, Miss, I can’t... too much...”

“Too much?”

“Yeah–” His voice broke adorably. 

“Well if you don’t like it, maybe I shouldn’t let you come.” I kept squeezing and pumping. This had to be painful for him by now. How long would he tolerate it?

“Miss... please, uh, please stop–”

“You don’t appreciate your orgasm?” 

“Fuck, it hurts–ah, please Miss!”

I withdrew from his abused dick and cleaned my hand off with a towel. “Well, I’ll remember that for next time, that you don’t appreciate the orgasms I give you.”

“No, Miss, please, it was so good–”

“But you begged me to stop. I think you like the foreplay, and the lead-up. But you didn’t like the release as much as you thought you would. Did you?” I brushed his hair off his forehead as he panted, eyes closed, dazed from the pleasure and the relief. 

“Uh... I...”

“You think about it, pet. You think about your favorite parts of our playtime, and you tell me about it next time... The hour of pleasure from edging, or the three minutes of discomfort afterwards?” 

“Yes, Miss.” 

I unbuckled him from the cross and guided him to the couch. I settled us down so his head rested against my stomach and I could run my fingers through is hair, petting him gently as he calmed down. 

“What a good, sweet boy. You did just what I asked you to, didn’t you?”

“Yes, Miss. Was that... are you... are you pleased with me?”

It struck me that although he’d asked that several times today, and although I’d clearly reiterated to him that I was satisfied, he was still asking for validation. Was it because he didn’t believe he’d accomplished his task? Or because he’d hoped to fail? Or perhaps his task hadn’t been enough of a struggle to warrant a feeling of accomplishment. 

The subtle buzz I’d managed to work up dissipated, and it was I who was left feeling like a failure. I ran my hands through his hair, petting him softly. 

“I am pleased with you, Benny. Now be quiet and let me take care of you for a few minutes.”

“Yes Miss.” 

He fell asleep on my stomach, his arms wrapped around my waist, a soft smile on his face. 
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Benny woke up about thirty minutes after he dozed off. Jerking awake and looking around in confusion, his expression dropped into mild embarrassment with a twinge of panic. 

“You okay?”

“Uh... yes Miss... sorry...”

I smiled. “It’s okay. I warned you I’d run you ragged.”

He grinned and looked at his hands, then his eyes made their way to me, still reclined on the couch. He studied me, his eyes running over me like I was some special, secret thing that he couldn’t believe was actually in front of him. 

Reluctantly, I sat up. Part of me wished he would lay back down and rest his head on me again, but it would make it harder to go home if we extended the cuddles too far. And it was getting late. 

“Get some water for the both of us?” I asked, nodding to my fridge beside the couch. He nodded and did as I asked, and we both sipped cool water bottles. 

“How do you feel?”

“Like I’m flying,” he murmured. “Like I haven’t come back to earth quite yet.”

“Sweet boy. You did so good tonight.” 

He smiled at me, sitting up a little bit straighter. I loved watching him enjoy my praise. I could get used to praising him... if he could get used to suffering for it. 

“You didn’t miss another shift for me, did you?”

“No Miss. I haven’t been getting as many shifts at the bar lately.”

“I see.” 

“But I start with Reuben on Monday. And I’ll have some more downtime, like you said.” 

I smiled at that. He needed more rest... and he needed more food. I wanted to ask him about it but I didn’t want to embarrass him. Instead, I decided I’d say something to Reuben. 

“Reuben is a good boss. He’s demanding and strict, and he doesn’t accept excuses. But if you do your best and you let him train you, he’s a really good boss, and a great resource to have.”

“I understand he has a lot of connections.”

“Yes, he does. Dream bigger than paying rent and getting through the week, Benny. You might be surprised what you can accomplish.”

“If you could give me one piece of advice for Monday, what would it be?” He cocked his head and looked at me curiously. 

“You know I don’t work in your industry.”

“I know, but you’re older than me–in the best way possible,” he added seriously. “Like, I want to be clear, I have no problem with that... I don’t know how much older you are, but it’s fine. But, you were nineteen once. So... what would you say to yourself at nineteen?”

The year I was nineteen flashed to mind and I shook it from my head. I’m sure my face changed because Benny’s did too. 

“Uh... or, just, younger than me in general. But of course you don’t have to–”

“I would say... don’t limit yourself by your past.” 

When I cut him off, he held himself still, waiting for more. I tried to organize my thoughts and not fixate too much on the bad, but rather the lesson I’d learned. 

“When I was nineteen, my only goal was to get to the end of the day, and hope I woke up the next. If that had remained my goal, I wouldn’t be where I am now. I had a unique opportunity to achieve more than just survival... I had help. I had resources. I had people, Benny. I met people who were willing to teach me, train me, mentor me, and provide opportunity to me. 

“I could have rejected it, saying I didn’t think I deserved their time, or that I wasn’t qualified, or that I wasn’t worth the effort and the money. But I accepted it, and I dared to dream I could be more than what I was. So... take that as you will. Don’t put yourself in a box. You can’t accomplish your dreams if you’re never brave enough to dream them.”
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When I got home that evening, I felt out of sorts. There wasn’t anything wrong per se, I just wasn’t sure how I felt about the scene with Benny. I was still chewing on it, trying to figure out why it didn’t feel the way it was supposed to feel. 

Dominants normally compared Domspace as a phenomenon of intense concentration, clarity, and arousal, almost like being on Adderall. I didn’t get there today, which was fine, because I tended not to hit Domspace while doing sessions with my clients. I had a dominant headspace that I found, but didn’t always hit the phenomenon described to me by my fellow doms and tops. 

But tonight, the whole scene felt like a battle, and I was left feeling flustered and a little confused. 

Now that I know what it feels like to please you... I guess I’m a little addicted.

Every word out of Benny’s mouth should have felt like a blessing, and instead, it felt like a burden. 

I can’t quite grasp who you are. And I want to know it so badly. I want to taste it. I want to know what you are. 

That evening, Jeff hadn’t phoned a friend for playtime, thank heavens. I really wasn’t in the mood for sex, let alone explaining to a playmate why I was ready to safeword and send them home. I just wanted to be alone with my Master, the one man I trusted more than anyone else in the world, and try to get my shit sorted out. 

Maybe I jumped into this too fast. 

Maybe I’m not intense enough for him. 

Maybe I’m not really a Domme. 

When I got inside, I put my things to the side, knelt on the ground, and listened. I couldn’t hear anything but the ambiance of the house. Was he even here? I listened harder, keeping my eyes closed and forcing my breath to slow down. Eventually the pounding and rushing in my ears subsided, and I could hear his breathing. 

I opened my eyes and met his gaze. Concern painted his face. 

“Come here, Little Miss.”

I rose and made my way to him, aiming to sit by his feet, but he patted the couch beside him. 

“What’s wrong? What happened?”

I sighed, letting out a breath much longer and deeper than I’d expected. It took me a second to catch my breath after it. “I don’t know, Jeff, I fucked this one up. But maybe I didn’t. It was just weird.”

“Weird?”

“Yeah! That’s the only way I can describe it. He was perfect, wonderful, adorable, sweet, so submissive it should have sent me into a frenzy. But it felt flat to me.

“He noticed it, but I got into it after a while,” I shrugged. “He was doing everything right, but I felt like I was faking. When the arousal took over him, it was easy because I didn’t have to hide my annoyance anymore. The aftercare was the best part.” 

“So you continued with the scene even though you felt weird about it.”  

“Well... yeah. I wanted to train him, and he did really well. He did everything I wanted. And I don’t think I’ll ever have to teach him positions again, he’s got them down. But I was bored, and a little frustrated, and... I felt like I failed.”

Jeff studied me, his brown eyes narrowed, bushy eyebrows shrouding them like furry caterpillars. He crossed his arms and stroked his goatee, looking off into space. 

“What do you mean when you said you failed? You didn’t get to Domspace? Or you were left unsatisfied?”

“Well, both, but Domspace isn’t always a priority for me. It’s a nice bonus, but I don’t expect it.”

“What was it you were trying to get out of the scene?”

I opened my mouth to answer, but was left without one. Stammering for a moment, I finally said, “Well, I... training, I guess and just... you know... getting the feel for our energy.”

He raised an eyebrow at me, a subtle twist on his lips. “You guess?”

Before I could add anything else, he asked, “And you said he noticed it, even though he did everything you asked him to?”

I nodded. “Yes, but I assured him he’d pleased me. He accepted it.”

“Did he please you?”

I stammered. “I... well...”

“He can’t please you if you don’t know what you want, my love.”

He raised his hands and snapped his fingers, pointing at the ground. I sank to my knees immediately, dropping my head. It was a well-conditioned action I’d learned my first year of training to be a slave, and he’d taken the nightmare memory and turned it into a balm of safety. 

His hand cupped my chin and he pulled me up to my knees, taking my face in his hands. 

“When I put you on the floor, it’s because I want something. I don’t do it to boss you around, or just to see if it works. I don’t teach you new things just to add to your knowledge. It is all with a goal in mind. What do I want from you right now?”

I knew the answer before he even finished his question. “My attention, my respect, and for me to listen to what you have to tell me.”

“Of course that’s what I want. My love, if I put you on the ground willy-nilly, snapping my fingers and dropping you down for fun, with no purpose behind it, I would quickly lose the power I had over you, because you would be attempting to give me something I was not able to receive. Now tell me: what did Benny give you tonight that you were unwilling to receive?”

His words were a bucket of ice water poured over my head. I couldn’t even put into words what that scene was about. I had no idea what Benny was trying to give me. No wonder I was confused. “Should I have called that scene?”

“No, it’s not a problem that you finished the scene. You gave him something, and from what you told me, he enjoyed it, and is probably head over heels in love with you. That will work in your favor. But you were left unsatisfied because you didn’t know what you wanted. You have to have a clear idea of your goals when conducting a scene like that.

“Becca, total power exchange, like what you and I have, is different from scene by scene play. They’re two different animals. With TPE, it’s a way of living, a mindset you stay in. With scene by scene, you have to know what you want. And he can’t give you what you want if you don’t know what you want.” 

I dropped my head, needing to look away from him. My own words came back to me in mockery. You can’t accomplish your dreams if you’re never brave enough to dream them.

“Does that clarify your confusion?”

I nodded, not willing to speak. Maybe my thoughts in the car were right, and I had no business being a domme if I couldn’t receive something a submissive was so desperate and willing to give. 

You’re still thinking like a slave. 

I don’t know how to do this. 

Why am I doing this? What do I want that I think Benny can give me? Oral sex? I can get that anywhere. 

“Now you’re overthinking. I can tell. You get that look. All sad, with little creases in your forehead. Come on, help me into the shower. I waited for you, I missed you all day.” 

He held his hand out for me, and I took it, kissing his knuckles. He smiled down at me. His body language shifted slightly, and I helped him stand before he had a chance to ask. A crutch under one arm, his other arm over my shoulders, we made our way to the bathroom for our shower. 

He didn’t try to seduce me while we washed. His hands were methodical, intentional, and I missed his tender caresses and raunchy conversation. 

We climbed into bed, and I rested my head on his chest while he stroked my hair. The sound of his breathing was lulling me to sleep. 

“Have you figured out what you’re afraid of?”

I nodded. I knew what it was. In the back of my mind, as soon as he’d clarified it, I knew. I just didn’t want to give it a word. I didn’t want to name it. 

“Tell me.” 

A simple order that I couldn’t disobey. Two words that made my heart flip, that demanded I open my mouth and tell the truth. 

“Power.” 

It was just a breath, and my voice was pitifully quiet as I said it. I hated the way it sounded, so I tried again. 

“Power. I was afraid of the power.” 

He kissed my forehead and didn’t say another word. Eventually, he drifted off to sleep. 

I lay in bed awake and chewing on the idea. It was so simple. The one thing I’d sought my entire life, the one thing I’d always imagined would keep me safe, would make me feel satisfied and unafraid, was the one thing I’d basically refused tonight during my scene. 

There were so many things I could have done tonight with Benny. I could have worked him up and forced him to fail those positions. Or I could have simply left him to kneel for the entire hour, chastising him when he so much as blinked. I could have alternated pain with pleasure during his edging and forced him to beg for release. But instead, I acted like I had something to prove. I didn’t need to convince him to submit to me when he already was. 

I thought back to Tiama in The Underground. What was it about that scene that got me? Why was Colin bailing on me so hurtful? Why was it I enjoyed the kink in my dungeon but rarely hit Domspace with my clients? 

“Go to sleep, Becca. You’re thinking so loud it’s keeping me up.” 

“Yes, Master.”

He harrumphed and pulled me into his chest, pressing his lips into my neck. A moment later, he was out. With his breath against my skin and his arms around my waist, it didn’t take me long to follow his lead. 
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Chapter 20
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My brain felt like it was going to explode. It was only one o’clock, and we had two more hours of lecture and demo before we finished for the day. I didn’t have to work at the bar tonight, and I was looking forward to getting a few extra hours of sleep tonight.  

As I readjusted in my seat and took another sip of coffee, I watched the training video on the screen and jotted a few notes down. Around me, other classmates were either struggling to stay awake, or looked panicked as they tried to write down everything that happened in the video. 

The content of the video wasn’t anything new, but there were a few particulars I could tell were important for the quiz at the end of the week. The girl beside me, hurriedly scribbling notes and looking like she was going to cry, missed the detail. I wrote it down, circled it, and pushed my notepad her way. She sighed, defeated, and copied the note over. I threw her a smile and she tried to give me one in return. 

The video ended and the mentor leading the class started asking questions. I don’t know why I’d assumed Reuben would teach his own course. He was probably one of those guys who sat in meetings all day and moved money around. I wonder if he’s ever actually worked in a restaurant besides designing menus for his fancy steakhouses. 

I sat back in my chair and tried to follow the conversation, but I was mentally exhausted, and I’d been sitting for hours. I couldn’t remember the last time I’d sat down for more than two hours at a time. 

He called on me to answer a question. I answered it to his satisfaction, and he moved on. Beside me, the girl who had been scribbling notes searched back through her notepad, trying to figure out where my answer had come from. 

“Okay guys, let’s take a coffee break. You all look like you need it. Then we’ll go over the five points of strategic deflation.” 

“Hey,” I turned to the girl beside me. She was short, cute, with cropped blonde hair and freckles on her nose. There was mild panic in her eyes. “You’re doing great, don’t worry.” 

“I feel like I can’t remember any of this stuff. Like, I’m a good waitress. Really. I just can’t remember all this stuff.” Her hands shook a little as she spoke, and I was pretty sure she was going to cry. 

“Sure you can. You just have to learn it first.” I gave her a pat on the back and went to refill my coffee cup. “C’mon, let’s grab some water or something.” She nodded and followed me. 

“I’m Benny.” 

“I’m Penny!” She had a bright, bubbly grin, and dimples in her cheeks when she smiled. Damn, what a cutie. 

“How long have you been at this?” I asked her. 

“I’ve been waiting tables since I was nine. Worked for my dad at his little place. He paid me a dollar an hour to work after school... Did it all through college, and got my degree in hospitality. Hoping to own my own place someday.” 

Dream big. I couldn’t help but smile at her energy and excitement. “That sounds amazing.” 

“How about you?” She took a sip of her coffee. 

“Uh... about a year, maybe a little more...” I dropped out of college to take care of my mother, and waiting tables is all I’m qualified for. But I didn’t want to bring the mood any lower than it already was. 

While we chatted by the drink station, Reuben made his appearance. When he came in, a hush fell over the room. People scurried back to their spots, but he lifted a hand. “Enjoy your break. I’m just here to visit.” He made his way around the room, making small talk, asking questions, learning names, and generally being intimidating. 

“He’s terrifying. How tall is he, do you think?” Penny whispered.

“Over six and a half feet for sure. He practically had to duck to get through the doorway.” 

She kept looking over at him but looking away, like she was afraid of getting caught staring. “Sometimes when I have a rude or terrifying customer who makes me uncomfortable, I make up a story about them to keep me entertained and make them less scary.”

“Yeah? Like what?” 

She became animated, speaking in hushed tones. “I bet he’s more than a businessman. I bet he runs some secret society and uses his restaurants to launder his money.”

“How does that make him less intimidating?” 

“Because maybe the secret society is something ridiculous. Like maybe he’s one of those lizard people from space, and his biggest money-maker? Selling stuffed animals to hospitals.” 

I couldn’t help but laugh. A moment later, a shadow fell across our table, and Penny gulped. 

“Penelope. A pleasure to see you again.”

Penny’s eye twitched at the use of her full name, but she didn’t correct him. “Thank you, sir.” 

“How are you holding up?”

She stammered for a moment and then forced a smile. “Just fine, sir. It’s a lot of information, but I’m up for the challenge.” 

He nodded, satisfied with her answer, then turned to me. “I’d like to talk after class today. Can you stay behind?”

Fuck, but I’m tired. “Yes sir, of course.” 

Mr. Weston gave me a nod, and moved to the next table. Penny shivered a little and then looked at me. “What was that about, do you think?”

“I’m sure it’s nothing bad.” But in the back of my mind, I was panicking. What if the trainer had reported that I looked unimpressed, or tired, or apathetic, and Reuben was reconsidering or rescinding his offer? I couldn’t go back to Le Fleur. Erin had already covered my shifts and hired a replacement. Did I have any kind of guarantee or protection?

The rest of the day was spent going through the five ways to soothe an angry customer and regain control over the situation, which was probably the single most important thing I’d learned in my year of being a waiter, just broken into tangible points. It was the best part of the whole day because I felt like I could contribute to the conversation. Reuben sat in the corner of the room for part of the discussion, listening silently. 

At the end of the day, Reuben made a little announcement. “Tomorrow is going to be hard. You’ll be given a mock test, put in a situation to serve a table that will purposefully be difficult. You will all struggle, regardless of your years of experience. Please see it not as a list of your failures, but as a way for you and your trainers to figure out where your weak points are. You won’t be graded or judged for the test. After that, you’ll sit down and discuss the experiences as a group, and the rest of the training will be slightly more customized to what you need in order to succeed. 

“As an advanced apology for what my friends and colleagues will put you through tomorrow, dinner is in the main room. Please help yourself and enjoy, and take a to-go box if you feel so inclined.” He gestured to the doorway. 

People gathered up their things, hurrying out to go through the buffet line. I didn’t have much more than my packet and my notepad, so I tucked those under my arm. Penny stuck by me as I stood, but Reuben gestured to me.

I’m so hungry. 

I gave Penny a quick wave, told her I’d see her tomorrow, and made my way towards my new boss. 

He led me out the back door of the classroom and through the back of the restaurant, then through a hallway, and into the back alley. We entered another building through the back door and found ourselves in the back of a different restaurant. 

People waved and greeted him as he made his way through, and he nodded, waved, smiled, or called out to people as they spoke. They all seemed happy to see him. Through more hallways and back doors, we eventually ended up in the main section of Oak City Grille, his famous 5-star restaurant. Removing a Reserved sign from one of the tables in the back corner, he gestured for me to sit. 

What the hell is this? 

I sat, feeling out of place and underdressed. Reuben wore dress slacks, polished shoes, a button-down shirt and tie, and a jacket. I wore a pair of black pants that didn’t fit right and a slightly stained white t-shirt that was baggy under my armpits, and a pair of nonslip crocks that were starting to fall apart. 

“I’d offer you a drink, but I’m aware of your age.” 

“It’s no problem, I don’t drink that often.”

We had water, iced tea, salads, and bread on the table by the time we were settled. I didn’t even get a chance to look at who brought it to us, it was just there. I smiled, recognizing the invisible service we’d talked about today during the lecture. 

“How was the day?” he asked me as he tore a piece of bread and buttered it. 

“It was... good.” 

Reuben didn’t even look at me while he buttered his bread. He pushed the plate my way. “Don’t bullshit me, Benny. I’m bringing you on for a reason. Eat while I explain, because when I’m done, I expect an actual answer.”

I took the bread and slathered a thick piece of butter on top, my mouth watering. It was warm and smelled like sourdough. 

“When I started this program, it was highly successful, but I lost a trainer to a better opportunity. Then I lost two more to personal situations. I lost a fourth to a goddamn car accident, and he’s still in recovery. This all happened about two months ago, right at the tail end of the last course.

“I’ve got plenty of people I could pull from my own places, but it means replacing them in their current jobs, and that’s messy. Emma is too valuable as a GM here. Sanaii is fantastic, but she’s not good at training. Jack is the best multitasker I’ve ever met, but he’s not personable. It’s one thing to be good at your job, it’s another thing to be able to teach someone how to be good at theirs... as I’m sure you know.” 

I nodded, halfway done with my salad. I took a sip of tea and reached for another piece of bread. Everything on this table was the best thing I’d ever put in my mouth. Why the hell is this salad so good?

“Jesse, Rich, and Laurel are the only ones I have to run this course, and Laurel is leaving at the end of the month. I could drop the program, of course, because it doesn’t actually make me any money... or postpone until I can hire more people, but I have people enrolled in this course who have waited a year to get in, and have, like you, left jobs so they could go through the program. It felt disrespectful to postpone it. I managed to pull some content, record some videos, and throw together something that resembles what the program used to look like, but it’s not exactly the same because I lost the people who used to teach the class. 

“So I want your honest opinion at the end of each day. I know you work some evenings, so I’ll ask you to write up your thoughts and we can touch base on the days you’re free. I want the good, the bad, and the ugly. I want you to give me your feedback on what needs to change, how you would run things differently, and I want you to be honest about it. Now, swallow your food and tell me your thoughts on the day.”

Another few gulps of tea later, I steadied myself and told the truth. “To be honest sir, you’re setting the whole class up to fail.” 
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We talked for almost three hours while his invisible waiters dropped off plates of appetizers, entrées, sides, and several desserts. He sipped a few glasses of wine and mostly stayed quiet while I explained my thoughts. By the time we finished our desserts, it was late, and I actually felt stuffed for the first time since I’d lost access to the college cafeteria. 

“And, the warning about tomorrow’s exercise? I think it’s a horrible idea to literally put your class of brand new students in a situation where you will force them to fail. Failure is not a motivator. Fear of failure is, though I don’t think it’s a good way to teach someone something.” 

“These are good points,” he was saying as I scraped my plate, trying to get the last of the cheesecake onto my fork. “I disagree about some of it, and have found tomorrow’s exercise to be surprisingly useful, and I think you will too... but I think you’re right about most of it, especially your comments about method. When you’ve finished the course, we might talk about how to reorder the content, break it up differently, and have different ways of teaching it based on how people best learn.”

“I don’t know about you, but I always sucked at reading in school. I could read a chapter and have no idea what I’d read. But if you show me how to do something, or talk to me, like what we’re doing now, I’ve got it, and I can do it. Not everyone is going to be able to process the information you’re teaching them in the way you’re teaching, and let’s be honest... not everyone taking your course has a college education. Some of us, this is our career, because this is all we can do.” 

“I don’t like putting people in boxes or limiting them based on whether they have a piece of paper given to them by the public school system, but I understand what you’re saying. Not everyone who goes through my course even has a high school education, let alone a college education. So I agree some of it needs to be rehashed. That’s one reason I wanted to have this conversation.”

He stood up and adjusted his shirt, and I followed suit, gathering up my notepad and packet. 

“Do you work tomorrow night?”

“No, sir.” 

“Let’s touch base again. We’ll go to the sports bar tomorrow, and I’ll have you chat with Sanaii. She’ll probably have some good ideas as well, and having you there will help her be honest with me. She never was good at telling me my weaknesses.” He raised an eyebrow at his last comment. 

He downed the last sip of wine and then led me out of the restaurant. When we passed the bar, he waved at the girl making drinks, and she grinned, gesturing with her chin to a doggy bag. He grabbed it and gave her a silent thanks. 

“Your staff all seem to like you,” I said, then realized how sarcastic it sounded. 

“I’m only a jerk to people who consent to it.” 

Outside on the sidewalk, he handed me the doggy bag. I took it, unsure why he was handing it to me. “I hear you have someone you take care of. Hopefully this will make up for keeping you the extra hours. Get some rest, Mr. Newman. Tomorrow is going to be a rough day.” He left me there on the sidewalk, overwhelmed and confused, holding a heavy bag filled with multiple Styrofoam boxes. 
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It was late when I got home, but I knew Momma was still up because I could hear the TV and see the light under the door. Opening the to-go boxes, I found a fresh salad, mashed potatoes, roasted brussels sprouts, grilled chicken, and a crème brûlée. 

I stared at it in shock, trying to understand why this man who clearly had the world at his fingertips was willing to go out of his way for someone like me. His comment about not canceling the course came back. He didn’t want to disrespect the people who had cut time out of their lives to go through his program. He didn’t owe them that; he could have refunded it and put it on hold. But based on our conversations, I could tell he had some morals. 

It made me proud to work for him. 

I made a plate of food for Momma: a small scoop of mashed potatoes, some chicken cut into tiny pieces, a few chopped tomatoes, and some dessert. She couldn’t eat the other things with her dentures, and she probably wasn’t even wearing them. But she would enjoy the potatoes and the creamy custard. 

I poked my head in to see her staring at the tv, looking lonely and a little depressed. She turned her head and looked at me, her eyes filling with fear. 

God, not another one of these days. 

“Hey Momma,” I whispered. Maybe she would believe me if I told her who I was. 

She drew back, looking at me suspiciously. 

“It’s Benny. It’s okay if you don’t remember me, don’t worry.” 

She pursed her lips and she looked even older than she normally did with her drooping cheeks and collapsed lips. 

“I brought you some food, would you like some?” 

She thought about it for a minute, and then nodded. 

Walking into the room, I pulled her side table up to her rocking chair and laid her napkin on her lap, and then handed her the fork. She never took her eyes off me, watching me suspiciously. 

“Here, try it, it’s really good.” 

“I’m not very hungry.”

“You don’t have to eat a lot. I just wanted to bring you a taste because it’s really good.” 

She dipped the fork into the fluffy, creamy potatoes. They had a little bit of cheese and garlic mixed into them, and her eyes softened as she tasted them. She ate another bite. 

I wanted to talk to her but I wasn’t sure what to say. What do you say to someone who doesn’t know who you are, who couldn’t remember you, who barely trusted you enough to take their eyes off you to lift a fork to their lips? 

I sat on the ground by her feet and sighed. 

“You look sad,” she whispered, taking another bite of the potatoes. Her words were distorted without her dentures, but I understood her enough. 

“I am sad.”

“Why?”

“I miss my Momma.” 

She tried the chicken and liked it enough to try another small piece. Then she switched to the custard. 

“She was the best Momma in the world,” I added. “She took me to flag football, and always had my friends come over to play... she planned the best birthday parties. I remember this one year, for my birthday, I wanted this blue bike. She worked extra shifts for months to be able to buy it for me.”

Momma took another bite of her pudding, letting her eyes close at the taste and texture. A soft sigh escaped her lips. 

“Sometimes I feel guilty for everything that happened,” I whispered. My eyes burned and I looked down at my hands. Not sure if she could hear me or not, I added, “I did everything I could for her and it still isn’t enough.” 

“What happened?” she asked. She sounded curious, but tired. I looked up and saw her eyes drooping. The sugar must have done her in. 

“Here, want me to help you climb into bed?”

She nodded, and I helped her up. She could stand and walk on her own now, but I could tell she was scared of falling. I helped her into bed and took off her socks, and tucked her legs under the blankets. 

Before I left, I made sure her water tumbler was full. The lid was screwed on tight, a silicone tipped straw sticking out of the top so it wouldn’t cut up her mouth. 

“What happened? Did you get the bike?” 

I smiled. “Yeah. She got me the bike. It was the best birthday present I ever got.” 

She smiled, her eyes crinkling up a little at the edges. “You remind me of my boy.” 

“Go to sleep, okay?” I stroked her hair softly. She nodded and laid back, sighing deeply. I took her plate and left the room, turning off the light and the tv on my way out. 

My ninth birthday was fresh in my mind as I washed the dishes. Momma worked late nights, and I wished she could be home, regretting the day I’d mentioned wanting a bike to ride with my friends. But she’d scrounged and saved the seventy bucks plus tax to get me a brand new Huffy bike in a stunning dark blue. She found a helmet at a thrift store to go with it and refused to let me ride without it, threatening to sell it off to my neighbor if she ever caught me being unsafe. 

“Hey Zach,” I said to my roommate as he came out of his room for a beer. “Want some... brussels sprouts?”

“Fuck no.” But he stopped and looked at the to-go box. Grabbing one, he popped it into his mouth, his eyes widening in shock. “I changed my mind. I will eat all of those if you don’t want them.” 

I tried one, shocked at the sweet, savory, garlicy flavor and the crispy texture. Who knew brussels sprouts could actually taste good? 

“I’m stuffed, you can have them. And she won’t eat this chicken, you can have that too if you want.”

“Thanks, man. I’m liking your new job.” 

I laughed. “Yeah, me too. Hey, leave the potatoes and pudding in here for her, ok?”

“No problem, man. Hey she was calling your name earlier. Just so you know.” 

“When?”

“Like... three this afternoon. The nurse calmed her down but... just thought you should know.” He didn’t look at me as he scooped the food onto a plate. “Happens sometimes. She does remember you. She just... doesn’t remember all the time.” 

I took a deep breath and tried not to choke. “Thanks.”

“Sure. Thanks for the midnight snack.” He gave me a halfhearted wave and went back to his room where I could see the lights of his gaming console splashed on the hallway wall. He closed the door behind him, returning the hallway to darkness.  

I put the pudding and the potatoes back in the fridge, leaving a note for Layla on the top of the foam box. 

In the shower, I let myself cry while it was muffled by the sound of the running water. 

The only thing I could think about was three days after I’d gotten the best birthday present ever, it had disappeared from our yard. One of the asshole eighth graders stole it, and I could never prove it, but I never got it back. I never asked for another present that cost more than twenty bucks.

Because the risk of losing something precious was worse than the risk of never having it at all. 
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Chapter 21
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Dr. Goya stared at me over her steepled fingers, a dubious expression on her face. She’d reread the introduction to my paper three times, and she had that look. 

“I don’t get it.”

“Really?” I asked, trying not to sound exasperated. I was sure I’d made my point clear.

She looked down her nose and through her glasses, holding up a page and reading aloud. “As a result of this opportunity, I have spent the past several years working closely with victims of extreme physical and sexual abuse, and have found consensual power exchange hugely influential in helping these survivors process their trauma.” She stared at the page for a moment, and then set it down and looked at me expectantly. 

“What is it you don’t understand? We’ve found it works for more than half of the girls who come through the shelter, and we’ve found consensual nonconsent scenes majorly helped sixty different women, including myself, as you know.”

Dr. Goya nodded. 

“It allows them a chance to fight back. It gives them a way to relive their trauma with a loving partner. It gives them a chance to safeword, end it, and regain control. And for some of them, it protects them from returning to abusive pimps or partners because it–”

“Becca, I am not questioning your research. It’s fantastic. I just don’t understand the connection between the trauma you experienced, submission, and how it plays into you being a dominant.”

I opened my mouth to answer, but caught myself, because her bringing my domination into this wasn’t what I expected. 

“You’re a Domme, right? I know you are. I’ve seen your Facebook posts and the educational videos you’ve done with Reuben Weston.”

I nodded, choosing not to speak. The need to defend myself was strong, but I didn’t have an answer. 

“I love the paper as a whole. You’ve got your own experience mixed with the case studies you’ve done of the girls, and a significant amount of really good research to go with your massive compilation of data. I’ve marked it up with some follow-up questions, but I still don’t understand. If, as you said in your paper, you regained your power by submitting, why are you a Domme?”

“Well... I do it because it makes me feel safe. I like having control. I only submit to a few people, and I trust them implicitly. But I feel safe and powerful when I take control from other partners.” 

“Okay... and has that helped with your healing at all? Or is it just part of your personality? Because I think you’re missing a huge chunk of significance here. I’d like you to explore it.” 

I didn’t answer her question because I couldn’t. Had domination helped with my healing from my severe sexual assault? Of course it had. I gained emotional and sexual gratification from domination, even if I wasn’t having sex with my submissives. It was a safe way for me to experience sex, because I was in control. 

She shuffled the papers and handed them over. “I love the paper, and to be honest, I’d love to be a part of what you’re doing with the shelter. I don’t have a significant amount of free time, but I think if you collaborate with me, Dr. Sanderson, and Dr. Myers, we might be able to present your research at the International Conference of Psychological Science and get funding for further research, which would provide more services to those women. How many women do you have right now?”

“Um... twenty eight in-house. But over fifty placed with dominants across the country.” 

“Write me up a full description of the house, the process, the therapy provided. Next week during our meeting, let’s bring the others in and see what we can pull together. I think we can get you guys some more funding and resources. Maybe even get an EMDR study going.” 

“That would be amazing,” I gasped, unable to hide my excitement. 

“And as far as your experience with domination... it might be a completely separate paper. But I still want to read it.”

“I don’t think it’s that complicated, honestly. Power over my partner makes me feel safe enough to relax and enjoy the experience. It takes more trust to submit than it does to dominate.”

“I don’t believe that for a minute. I think you’re trying to rewrite your trauma by humanizing and understanding your abusers.”

My stomach dropped and I felt my body tense. Outwardly, I carefully arranged my mask to appear indifferent. But inside, I felt hot, and a little nauseous. 

“Maybe. I’ll do some reading and let you know what I find.”

Dr. Goya studied me carefully, nodding slowly, as if she knew the inner turmoil I was going through. 

“I’m looking forward to reading your notes,” I said, collecting my things and heading for the door. 

“I’m looking forward to your conclusions.”

I shut the door and took a deep, steadying breath, making sure my mask was firmly fixed in place. But by the time I got to my car, I was shaking. 

How. Fucking. Dare. She. 

Flashes of my experiences ran through my head, and I shook them away. Nights of sleeping on the cold hard floor, with no food or water, because I’d failed too drastically at my positions. Mornings wrenched from sleep by rapists. Hours spent on my knees, my various holes being used until I was a numb, lifeless, bleeding bag of–

My hands shook as I scrambled back out of my car, stumbling back into the university hall in search of a bathroom. I found one and heaved over a toilet, trying to regain composure as silently as possible. There was a water bottle in my purse, and my fumbling hands finally managed to get the cap off. I chugged half of it, shaking and choking, and managing to keep it down. 

Tears running down my cheeks, I leaned against the door of the bathroom stall, breathing deeply. 

It took almost ten minutes before I could consider the idea of leaving the bathroom stall. I drank some more water, brushed my fingers through my hair, and blew my nose. At the sink, I dabbed at my eyes and reapplied my makeup, hiding the flushed skin and trying to hide my bloodshot eyes with more eyeliner and mascara. 

Hurrying back to my car, I got off campus and went through the drive-through at a fast-food chain for some French fries and a diet coke. I sat in the parking lot trying to distract my senses with fat and salt and artificial sweetener.

I think you’re trying to rewrite your trauma by humanizing and understanding your abusers.

My gut reaction to the thought was to shut it down and distract myself further, but I knew enough about trauma responses to know that her comment had clearly triggered me. Which meant I owed it to myself to think about it, feel it out, and call my therapist.

Humanizing and understanding my abusers? I knew all I needed to know about them. They were violent. They were evil, twisted fuckups who loved hurting people. Sadists who operated without consent, disgusting pieces of filth who used other people to make themselves feel powerful. 

Sometimes I use people to make myself feel powerful... But it’s different. 

I didn’t like inflicting pain for the sake of the pain, I liked it because of the trust my subs had in me. But I never operated or dominated without explicit consent and negotiation. Consent was my religion, because it had been so grievously wrenched from me at such a young age. It was my refuge, and I played within its confines. I respected it and I respected anyone willing to give it to me. 

And why would I ever want to humanize and understand my abusers? A catalog of faces ran through my mind, several faces in particular sticking out to me. 

“But I fucking hate them,” I shouted to myself, grabbing another French fry and chasing it with a mouthful of chemical sugar. 

Why would I need to understand them?

Do I feel guilty? 

Benny’s hopeful, longing gaze flashed to mind. The way he’d been so dead set on pleasing me was something I’d never truly experienced except a few key moments in my life. There were a few times I’d done everything I could to please my master because I thought he would kill me. But that was more like compliance than submission. 

I submit to Jeff because I trust and respect him. Benny barely knows me. Why does he submit to me? And why do I feel like I can’t accept it? 

My thoughts spun and I couldn’t work things out on my own. Slowly sipping my soda, I called Michael. 

“Hey, do you have a minute?”

“Yeah,” he answered. “I just got out of my last appointment for the day.”

“I wanted to ask you a kink question.”

I heard a door shut. “Okay, what’s up?”

“How do you reconcile your dominance?”

“Uh... not sure I understand the question.”

“Okay... you’re a little bit of a sadist, right? You like watching your bottoms suffer for you. But you’re also a good person. So how do you reconcile that?”

“First of all, I’m not a sadist. I’m a pleasure dom.” 

“You’re... a little sadistic.”

“No, I’m not.” His voice was curt. “Sadists enjoy inflicting pain. I do not. At its root, when you go back to what sadism truly is and where it came from, it’s not about suffering or strain, it’s about pain. I don’t like pain. I like pleasure, and I like control. I like my submissives to surrender control over their bodies to me.

“Remember, Becca, I deal with bodies doing shit I don’t want them to do all fucking day. I need someone whose body I have some semblance of control over. It’s the only balm I have sometimes.” 

I sighed. “Okay. I guess I didn’t fully understand what you got out of it.”

“I had a girl come in yesterday who has been on her period for six months. She has pain when having sex, and when she gets her period, it lasts so long that her husband and her both give up on any kind of physical intimacy because of her body and her pain. I had another girl come in the other day who has had a yeast infection for three years because her body won’t respond to antibiotics. And I had a girl today with Vaginismus so bad I couldn’t do her exam. I had to give her a sedative just to do a pap smear, and I know she’s going to be sore for a week.” 

I knew the kinds of things Mike ran into, especially since he specialized in gyno care for trauma victims. But hearing his off-the-cuff testimony drove his point home. 

“I need at least one person in my life who I have control over their damn body, Becca. I just need control over something. Because otherwise... I mean, that’s too much for anyone. To have the whole world falling apart around them, unable to do anything about it.”

“Okay. Thanks, Mike. I guess I didn’t fully understand your perspective.”

“So... what are you doing this evening?” His tone was suggestive. 

A faint smile crossed my lips. “Fighting some demons.”

“Okay. You call me if you would like an extra sword.”

I closed my eyes and leaned my head against the headrest, a smile on my face. 

“Get it? Sword?” 

“Ugh. You ruined it!”

He laughed. 

“It was sweet, and you made it dumb!” 

“Goodnight, Bec.” 

“Goodnight, Mike.” 

I understood Mike’s viewpoint, but it didn’t really shed any light on my own confusion. Why would I be trying to relate to my abusers? Was I trying to justify their actions? Why was it that my worst memories involved someone strapping me to a cross and whipping me, but it was something I wanted to do to my subs? Why did punishing Benny make me so hot, when the punishments I’d received still darkened the corners of my mind like demons I couldn’t quite dismiss? 

How am I different from my abusers if I crave the same things they craved?

I needed to talk to a sadist who I trusted. Because it wasn’t just consent that made me different from them. There had to be more to it. 
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When I showed up at Reuben’s house, Megan let me in immediately. She held a finger to her lips and gestured for me to follow her, leading me to Robin’s bedroom. Robin was another trafficking survivor he’d taken into his home a few years ago. Megan and I stood outside her room, peeking through the cracked door. 

Reuben sat on the edge of the bed, towering over the woman beside him. His dark, sinister eyes always softened when he looked at his little slave girl. Robin held a doll in her hands, showing Reuben how to braid the doll’s hair... as if the Shibari master didn’t know how to do a basic 3-part braid. 

“See? Like this.”

“Oh. I see.”

“Can you do my hair, Daddy?”

“Of course, little bird.” He opened his arms to her. 

The woman climbed into his lap and he ran his fingers through her hair, his expression serious as he braided it. He finished it quickly and added a ribbon at the end, and she laughed and hugged him, pressing a kiss to his cheek. 

“Why don’t you and Megan watch a movie together?”

“Really?”

“Yes. I have an appointment.” I knew the tone in his voice. He knew I was here. 

“Okay, Daddy.” She hugged him around the waist and skipped for the door. Megan and I stepped aside as she exited the room, and she gleefully took Megan’s hand. The girls went into the living room and Megan turned on the surround sound. 

Reuben was standing in the doorway, thumbs in his pockets, staring at me. He didn’t say a word. 

I turned down the hall and headed for the basement, knowing he would happily follow. 
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“Pick your poison,” he said, letting me pursue his collection. 

My fingers traced over a 10-foot bullwhip, three sharply cut fringes at the end. A dragon’s tail and a flogger lay beside it. 

“Can I ask you a question?”

“Ask away.” 

“It’s personal.”

“Most of your questions tend to be.” I heard his footsteps as he approached me. His hands fell onto my shoulders and he turned me around to face him, holding me in place. I craned my neck up to look at him. Reuben had a mean face, the kind of face that made you think he was a cruel, heartless man. 

I tried to remember the last time I’d been afraid of him. By the time I’d met him, I’d met so many other monsters that his ugly face had been a relief. It was the handsome men I tended to fear, because it was the rich, handsome ones who usually got what they wanted at my expense. 

“Ask me.”

“How do you reconcile your sadism? How do you justify your want, and need, to cause pain?”

His face hardened. “I don’t.”

“But surely, you–”

“I have no good reason to want it, I just do,” he snapped. I bit the inside of my cheek, giving him a chance to rephrase. Taking a deep breath and looking away, he steadied himself before meeting my gaze again. “I am not a good man, Becca Huxley. I’m an asshole and a monster, and I enjoy hurting people. Hell, I can’t orgasm unless my partner is crying. I have no reconciliation for it. I just... try to be as decent a person as I can to make up for it.” 

I hated his answer. “But surely you must–”

“I don’t really have–”

“Stop interrupting me!” 

He clenched his jaw and dipped his head, waiting for me to speak. 

“Surely you must have some way to justify your actions beyond the generic ‘she consents so it’s okay.’ So what is it?”

He shook his head sadly. “I don’t have a better answer, Bec. I have a Beast in my heart, and I play to keep him under control so he doesn’t break out and hurt someone I love.” 

He looked away for a moment, remembering something. “Remember when I met Megan?”

“Oh yes.”

“I’d started looking for a submissive to take my bullying and keep me grounded at home. Do you know why?”

I shook my head, waiting for his answer. He chewed on his words before he spoke. 

“I... I hurt Robin’s feelings. It wasn’t anything awful, really, I just teased her a little, but I could tell she was hurt. I can’t even remember what I said... but her eyes filled with tears, and she stood there, staring at me, willing to take more if that’s what I wanted to give her. It was like she snapped right back into that slavespace I’d worked so hard to drag her out of, and I thought... I thought I’d broken all the trust I’d built between us. I apologized and she forgave me, and I never did it again. But I started looking for another playmate literally hours later. 

“Because I won’t hurt her, Bec. I’ll send her away from me before I hurt her. Luckily I found a better option, and Megan showed up in my life a few weeks later. But that’s the only answer I can give you about my sadism. It’s a part of me I hate, but it’s a part of me I have to honor. I have to respect that... because if I don’t, I have to watch my Babygirl cry.” 
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Reuben and I talked a little longer before I took my leave, opting not to do a session today. I wasn’t at all satisfied with his answers, or what he’d said about his Beast. After driving around aimlessly for a little bit, I eventually went by the grocery store and picked up supplies for dinner, and then headed home. 

Tonight was an early night for me; no time at the treatment center, and no appointments at AnchorX, so Jeff and I were planning to have dinner together. I knew he’d sense something was wrong as soon as I came through the door. Part of me wanted to talk about it, but the other part of me just didn’t want to go there yet. 

When I got home, I went through my ritual of kneeling at the door and setting my troubling thoughts aside. It was harder today than normal since my mind was busy. After a few minutes, he called me over, patting the couch beside him. 

He set his battered copy of Hell On Wheels aside and studied my face, seeming to search for something. 

“I want to make a change, Little Miss.”

“Okay.”

“Drop the ritual.” 

My immediate reaction was to argue, to insist I could get back to a place where I could complete it, but he shook his head before I had a chance to voice my thoughts. 

“It no longer serves us. I put it into place as a way to guard our space, to make our home sacred for you, to give you a home base where you didn’t have to worry about the outside world. I think it was really effective for the time you performed it, wasn’t it?”

“Yes, Master.”

“Well... things are changing. You are changing, your needs are changing. You aren’t submissive all the time anymore. Not that you ever were, but now that you’re pursuing these different roles more seriously, I think it’s served its purpose and we don’t need it anymore.”

“It feels like I’ve failed.” 

He smiled and shook his head. “No. It’s more like you’ve finished the chapter. Time for a new one. I still want a kiss when you get home.” 

I kissed his hand, and then his cheek, and then his lips, because I wanted the comfort. He sensed my need and wrapped his arms around my waist, pulling me closer to him. 

“We’ll find another ritual we both like, okay?”

“Yes Master.” 

“Now tell me why your eyes are bloodshot and your makeup looks smeared.” 

My eyes burned and my throat thickened. I was still so angry, but so confused about the conversation between me and my professor, and hurt and a little thrown off by Reuben’s confession. 

I told Jeff everything. About Dr. Goya’s assumption, about Mike’s need of control, and about Reuben’s hatred for his Beast. “I feel like I’m missing something. The other day when you helped me realize I was uncomfortable accepting Benny’s submission, I’ve been trying to unpack why I’m afraid of it. And I haven’t gotten anywhere. Then she dropped that bomb, and I got so mad... I had a panic attack in the bathroom.”

“Have you called Isla?” he asked, mentioning my therapist. 

“I sent her an email asking to bump up my appointment, or have a phone call. But she hasn’t answered yet.” 

Jeff held me in his lap, stroking my hair, then cupping my chin and letting his thumb run over my bottom lip. 

“Do you want to know what I think?”

I nodded. 

He raised an eyebrow. “You sure? It’ll upset you.” 

“I know. But I’m already upset, Jeff. My brain is clouded with too much information, and I feel like I can’t process this, like I can’t sort anything out on my own. I need your help. Please.”

He kissed my forehead. “Becca... do you remember the man you called ‘Mr. Brown?’ Who always wore the brown suit and the brown bowler hat?”

“Yes... how could I forget?” My fingertips found the edge of the scar under my collarbone. His cursed words echoed in my head. I knew you wanted it. You can’t live with out it, with out me. Can you? 

“Tell me about the day he took you home.”

I swallowed and took a deep breath. “Uh... he found me trying to sneak onto a car on a train. He took me to the main station and paid for my ticket, and brought me to his car... fed me, gave me a sponge bath, brushed my hair. It felt like I’d been rescued.”

“And you were... twelve?”

“Fourteen.” 

“And then what?”

“He... you know all this.” 

“I’m proving a point.”

“He brought me downstairs to his basement, stripped me down, and beat me until I bled and blacked out.

“And then nursed you back to health, so he could do it again.”

“Right.”

“Do you miss him?”

“God no, Jeff!” I snapped. “How could I ever? How could I miss a man who only kept me alive to bring me to the edge of death for his own sexual gratification? How could I love a man like that?”

“You loved him?”

I felt like I would choke on my tongue. Had I really said that? No, I didn’t mean that. It just came out. There’s too much debate about Freudian slips to trust them, right? 

Jeff held tight to my waist, pulling me closer to him instead of letting me go. “Stop squirming and let yourself hurt for a minute. It’s okay, I’ve got you.” 

Tears ran down my cheeks and I felt sick again. Covering my mouth with my hand, I forced myself to breathe steadily, choking through the sobs that threatened to escape. He held me, occasionally reaching up to swipe a tear away. 

“Becca, you were conditioned to respond a certain way at a very malleable, delicate time in your life. After months and years of being sexually assaulted, you were given refuge and tender, affectionate care in exchange for your pain. Even though you never asked for it, even though you never wanted it, he forced you to need it to feel safe. That’s why you still need it, love. That’s why you still go to Reuben and let him flog, whip, and crop you. Because your brain changed in response to your trauma.”

I shuddered. “I know, and I hate that about myself.”

“Do you think, perhaps, one of the reasons you’re beginning to explore pain play on the other side of the slash is to justify what he did to you? To understand why he would want it?”

“Maybe. But... why does it make me so mad?” My hands shook as I spoke. 

“Because you don’t want to forgive him. You need to understand, and you need to know you’re different from him. But you don’t want to forgive him.”

“How could I ever forgive him?”

“You’d be surprised what you can forgive.” 

I shook my head, not wanting to go deeper than we already were. My stomach hurt and my head throbbed, and my sobs were winning. Jeff pulled me into his chest and held me while I soaked his shirt, angry and shaking. 

I should have stayed at Reuben’s and let him help me get this out of me. The thought made me hate myself even more. But Jeff just held me, rubbing my back and kissing the top of my head. 

“What do you think about all that?”

“I don’t know yet.”

“I think you need to forgive him for being a sadist... and you need to forgive yourself for your needs. If you can do that, your inner submissive will feel safe.”

“But this is about my domination, not my submission. I understand my submission. I don’t understand why I crave dominance, but I don’t seem to be able to take it deeper than clients who want pain, and seducing a nineteen-year-old boy.”

“You’re still thinking about your scene with Benny, how you felt like you had to lie about the scene.”

“I’m wondering if I should step back from topping him until I figure this out. Like you said the other day, he can’t please me if I don’t know what I want. And I still don’t know what I want.”

“Don’t you?” He cocked his head. “I think one of the reasons you’re so interested in this new pet of yours is because you want to offer him the care and protection that you needed but didn’t get from your Mr. Brown. You needed a safe Master you could trust, and you got a dangerous one who hurt you, mindfucked you, and betrayed you by selling you off for a less rebellious model.”

I thought back to Benny on his knees, hope and the desperation in his eyes. It made me uncomfortable because I didn’t feel worthy of that level of submission, and I didn’t know what to do with it. 

But sitting there in Jeff’s lap, the realization settled on me that I knew exactly what I wanted to do with it. I wanted to take it, mold and refine it into exactly what I liked. I wanted to protect and guide him through his experiences. 

I wanted to be the Dominant I’d deserved but never gotten. I was trying to use Benny to rewrite my past from the other side of the slash. 
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Our nightly shower resulted in more possessive bite marks on my neck, and I chastised him. “I have lunch with Jez tomorrow!” I said, “I’m trying to figure out this Domme stuff.” 

“You can be a dominant and still have bite marks on your neck.” 

“Like a collar isn’t enough.” 

“It’s not.” He pulled me closer and bit me under my ear and I laughed. “There, you can’t hide that one.” He swatted my ass and pulled me against him, sighing in satisfaction as my ass pressed into him. 

“Did I ever tell you about the day I knew I could trust you?” He brushed my hair away from my neck and nibbled there softly.

“When you could trust me?” I clarified. “No, I don’t think so. I remember the early days of our relationship, I stayed ten feet away from your wheelchair at all times except to bring you more soda.”

“Yeah, you acted like you thought I would bite you.” He smiled against my neck. 

“Yeah, well, look how that turned out!”

He laughed and bit me again, then kissed away the pain. Spooning me with his single leg thrown over my hip possessively, he continued. “It was that day I got the call that Piggie died.”

I remembered that day. I’d been with him for a little over a week, and I’d gotten to the point where I could turn my back to him without worrying he was going to throw himself out of his chair and tackle me to the ground. It was an unrealistic fear; he had failed hard at physical therapy and given up on it. He couldn’t do much more than sit and wheel himself around, and barely had the strength to get from one chair to the other. 

He’d gotten a call from one of his military friends telling him that yet another one of his friends from his time in the military had taken his own life, unable to live with the guilt of what he’d seen and done in the God-forsaken rainforests of Vietnam. The stoic, quiet man thanked his friend, set his phone in the bag on his wheel chair, and then buried his face in his hand and sobbed. 

I’d seen that kind of sorrow before. I felt it in my bones. 

I’d approached him, gingerly settled myself on the couch a few seats away, and pushed a box of tissues his way. He took them, clenching the box between his hands and crushing it with his fury, eventually extracting a tissue and dabbing at his eyes. 

“He had three kids,” he said softly. “Three fucking kids that just lost their daddy because he couldn’t forget the past.”

“You should never forget the past. It teaches you things.”

“Not every lesson is worth learning, Little Miss. Some are worth moving on from.”

“Like what? What lessons have you learned that you moved on from?”

He told me. 

He sat there in his chair and told me about the craving for purpose and glory he’d felt that made him enlist in the Marines, about the bonds he’d formed during his training, and about the deep sense of duty he’d felt as he flew off to fight for his country.

Then he told me about the way the plane had been shot out of the sky as they neared the tarmac, resulting in several injuries before they even hit the ground. 

About the immediate drop into the chaos. The fear. The adrenaline. About the insanity of the war zone that left him in a constant state of hyperawareness. 

About seeing children’s bodies ripped apart by bombs and machine guns. 

About the terror and the inability to sleep through any noise. 

And about the helicopter crash that resulted in his injury: his leg shattered, cut off mid-thigh. He was saved only by his dying friend who used the shirt off his back to create a tourniquet, and the flames around them to burn and cauterize his skin enough to save his life before the medic arrived. His friend bled out from a wound in his chest, a large piece of shrapnel impaling him as he dragged Jeff off to safety. 

Jeff’s voice in my ear brought me back to the present. “You have no idea how precious it was for you to sit there and listen to me, not judge me, and understand my pain. You didn’t belittle me, and you recognized my sorrow.”

“You started physical therapy again a week later.”

“I did. I realized I wasn’t ready to surrender. It’s all about trust, Becca. You and I, what we have, wouldn’t work without trust. You remember that.” 

As Jeff dozed off, I mulled over everything he said, comprehension not quite connecting in my mind. Pieces of information about Mr. Brown, Reuben and his Beast, Jeff and his demons, and my need to reconcile my desires all sat like puzzle pieces on a table. I knew I had most, if not all the pieces, I just couldn’t figure out how to put them together to create a clear picture. 

Instead of fighting through it, I focused on the sounds around me, like I did when I knelt at the door. The box fan in the corner was loud, but I’d gotten used to it. I matched our breaths, feeling safe as I fell asleep. 

[image: Text  Description automatically generated]

The next day I had lunch at Reuben’s training center as part of his little test he liked to give his students. The older woman who served us tripped over her words when she made her introduction, and she psyched herself out and struggled while she took our orders. 

When she left, I asked Jez about what she’d been up to. She told me about the playmate she’d found a few months ago and how quickly her carefully crafted scenes spun out of control. “It’s like he creates this energy that I can’t help but match. Everything I do and say, he soaks it up and craves more of it. It’s electrifying.”

She sipped her martini and waved down our waitress, pointing out it had been made incorrectly. The poor woman practically stumbled over herself to have the drink fixed, nearly spilling it when she took it from her. 

“How are things with you and your new boy toy?” 

“Well... I was hoping to ask you something. I’ve been asking my friends what they get out of domination. I’m trying to sort some things out in my head.”

“Are you asking me what I get out of it because you aren’t getting anything out of it?”

“It’s not that... it’s more complicated than that. Humor me.” 

“Okay... here’s the short of it... I believe women deserve pleasure, and that men don’t.” 

Jez straightened and lifted her hands to gesture as she spoke. “I enjoy sex, and I deserve to have good sex. Back in the Garden of Eden, women were created for men. Not the other way around. We don’t need men to be happy, they need us, and I’m selfish enough to take what I’m owed. 

“So I find a man who needs me, and I refine and reform that need to benefit me. He needs a woman, but I like a man willing to humiliate himself for me, and make me come a whole lot. 

“Basically, if he wants the privilege of having me satisfy his need, he’s going to have to earn it by giving me something, and the price is pleasure.” 

I smiled at Jez’s unapologetic viewpoint. I liked the idea, but I also knew it wasn’t all about sexual gratification for me. I got a sexual experience from dominating my partner, even in nonsexual ways, but sex wasn’t the driving force for me. 

“This new guy, he’s so empowering. It took us almost three months of meetings before we finally did a scene, and holy shit, it blew everything out of the water. There was so much chemistry, so much respect... I could have asked him to do anything, and he would have done it.”

“I know what that’s like.” 

“It’s fucking terrifying and empowering all at once, because that’s an insane amount of trust, you know? He’s trusting me not to break his limits while we’re both high off endorphins, and I’m trusting him to be honest with me about his limits and needs. I can do anything I want within the confines of those limits. Anything. I want to give him all the experiences he craves, and he wants to give me as much power as I’m willing to take. Fucking delicious. 

“Plus,” she added, “he’s a big guy, so the cuddles and the aftercare are top tier.” 

Jez went on to describe the scene she did with her new sub, a CEO and investor with a huge kink for degradation and objectification. I only halfway listened, because my eye fell on a certain lanky blond waiter, skillfully balancing two round drink trays and carefully distributing them to a large table in the middle of the room. 

“He’s cute,” Jez said. 

“He’s mine.” It came out a little harsher than I’d meant it.

“Oooohhh. Yeah, I can see that. He’s pretty young...” 

“Nineteen.”

“Becca,” she gasped, teasing me. “You’re almost twenty-seven!” 

“I know. But he’s so cute when he’s flustered.” 

“He doesn’t look flustered with that table of twelve guests running him ragged.” Jez was right. The table was clearly nitpicking him, much as my friends and I had at Le Fleur. 

“Oh, he can handle it... he can handle a lot.” 

I need to get that boy back in my dungeon. 

I thought about teasing him until he was a blushing, stuttering mess who would be desperate to play my games, and then exploiting it. Would he let me fuck him? Lock up his cute little dick? Take marks for me? Would he sit there and cry in his cage while he watched Mike eat me out? 

“Oomph, you’ve got that look.” 

“What look?”

“The look that says, ‘I wanna make that cute boy cry.’” 

“Yeah. That about sums it up.”

“So you figure out what you ‘get out of it?’” she asked, making air quotes as she asked. There was a hint of mischief in her eye. 

“Yeah,” I said, meeting her inquisitive gaze. “Pleasure for the sake of pleasure... because I want it, therefore I should have it.” 

“There she is.” Jez grinned. 

Those puzzle pieces became a clearer picture of who I was and what I wanted. Benny’s worshipful gaze had felt uncomfortable because I’d taught him positions, not really dominated him. I didn’t trust that it was authentic. I hadn’t felt like I’d earned it. I’d held back under the guise of “training,” but really, I was afraid I was too much for him. 

I hadn’t given him the Domme he needed... or the Domme I’d needed to be for myself. If I was going to do this, I was going to have to be honest and authentic, otherwise it was all going to be founded on a lie. 

If he wants me... he’s going to get me as I am. 

There I am. 
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Friday evening after we’d finished for the day, I paced anxiously while I waited to talk to Reuben before I went to the dungeon. He’d said he’d had something important to discuss with me, but he was making small talk with Laurel about family stuff, catching up with her. I felt sick knowing my Mistress was probably going to be disappointed in me for being late, but I couldn’t run out on my boss. 

When Reuben finally finished with her, he turned to me and asked me some questions about the notes I’d sent him last night. I’d thought I’d expressed myself clearly in my notes, but based on his questions, there was a lot I’d missed. I hurried through my explanations as best I could, but as the minutes ticked by, my anxiety rose. Eventually I managed to make my escape and practically flew out the door to get to my appointment. 

I made better time than I expected, but I was still late. The receptionist, Annette, was smirking at me. 

“Oh, you are in so much shit,” she mumbled, clicking something on her computer. “Fifteen minutes. I don’t envy you.”

“Are you willing to call me an ambulance if I need it?”

She smiled sweetly. “I’ll need your license and insurance card, and I charge twenty dollars a minute.”

We both chuckled, then she nodded for the door. “If you don’t want it to be sixteen, I’d hurry up.” 

Hurrying to the door, I knocked cautiously. It unlatched and slowly swung open. 

My Mistress stood in the doorway, looking extremely unimpressed. Holding up a cell phone to check the time, she raised an eyebrow and said, “Fifteen minutes? Really?” 

“I’m so sorry... work ran late. I called...”

“Well that’s a damn shame.” Her body language told me she was pissed. But there was something gleeful in her eye, like she couldn’t wait to make me suffer for my transgressions. 

“Miss... please can I still come in?”

“I don’t know if you’ll want to, Benny.” 

I swallowed. “Are you going to punish me?”

“I’ll have to. Those are the rules. I’m not mad at you,” she shrugged. “But you’re still late.” She studied her manicure, then checked her phone again. “Sixteen.” She looked at me expectantly. 

The coy look in her eye made things click into place. She’d arranged this. That’s why Reuben was asking me all those questions that he should have already known the answers to. 

So this was the game we were playing today. Instantly, the stress of my lateness evaporated from my shoulders. “Mistress... if you wanted to punish me, you didn’t have to sabotage me. You can just ask.” 

Her lips twitched and she knew she’d been caught. “Oh but it’s so much more fun when you’ve earned it. Are you sure you want to come in?”

I could go home and watch porn and jack off. I could even use my Friday night to go pick up a cute girl at a bar somewhere and actually get laid. But then I remembered the look on her face when she cropped me, and the strange rush of bliss after my last punishment, and I knew I didn’t really have a choice but to walk in that room, no matter the cost. 

My voice shook a little as I asked, because I knew today was probably going to be a million times worse than last time... and a million times better. 

“Please, Miss? Please punish me.” 

She stepped aside and let me in. 

I stripped and folded my clothes exactly like she’d taught me, making sure not to trip on my pants like I did last time. Double-checking my phone was on silent, I sank to my knees, falling into the position she’d taught me last week. 

She looked like a fallen angel standing there in her black leather pants and her knee-length boots, a corset accentuating her cleavage and sinful hourglass figure. She studied my form with a keen eye, suspicious when it was perfect. 

“Have you been... practicing?” 

“Yes Miss.” I felt my face burn with embarrassment at the memory. 

I had a room now. Brandon had already moved out, and I’d taken his room while we looked for another roommate. I was sleeping on a pile of camping mats and some sleeping bags, but it was more comfortable than the worn-out couch, and I had some privacy again. So every evening, behind a locked door, I’d practiced my positions as best I could, trying to remember every little detail she’d reinforced. Imagining her satisfied with my posture and form had been a balm on the days I felt like I was hanging on by a thread. 

She took slow, measured steps towards me, cupping my chin and pulling me up until I was standing on my knees. 

“You’re a little bit of a slut for me, aren’t you?”

“You have no idea.” 

She pressed her thumb into my mouth and held my chin tight, leaning forward. 

She held me there, inches from her lips, making me ache for their touch. I couldn’t take my eyes off them. Her lips looked so soft and sweet... 

Her voice made my body hot. “I’m going to hurt you today... sixteen minutes, sixteen strikes.”

It was hard to think with her in my face, but sixteen was a pretty big number. “Uh... where?”

“Wherever I want.” She grinned, her teeth flashing.

“Yes Miss.”

“Give me twenty and I’ll kiss you.”

I met her eyes in astonishment, the golden embers burning hot with the same desire I felt. “Really?” 

She pulled away. “Well if you don’t think you can handle it–”

“Yes! Yes please, Miss–”

She grinned and lowered herself back down towards me, lightly brushing her lips across mine. Just a feather of a touch, like a breath across my lips, and she was gone. 

A pitiful sound escaped my mouth as she pulled away and I realized that was all I got. My body was hot with need and my dick was throbbing. 

Four strikes for that? She fucking tricked me into that. 

But my mouth tingled. She kissed me. The realization was almost as powerful as the act itself. 

“Come on, sweet pet. Let’s get you secured. Can’t have you running away from your punishment.” 

The hook from the ceiling was already extended, and she buckled my wrists in a pair of thick leather cuffs and attached them to the hook. She didn’t pull me up onto my toes this time, thank God, but my arms were still uncomfortably stretched above me. The sense of helplessness and vulnerability came over me, but there was something else there too. 

Relief. 

I didn’t have to think about Momma. I didn’t have to think about how little cash I had in my bank account right now. I didn’t have to worry about anything except counting to twenty. And I’d do it, no matter how long it took. 

“Let’s get you warmed up first,” she said, and I felt something dragging across my back. “I’m not so cruel that I would sabotage you and then cane you with no warmup. But I won’t lie, Benny. This is going to hurt.” 

“I’ll hurt for you, Miss.” 

She stood so close to me that I could almost see down the front of her shirt, the darkness between her cleavage rich with mystery. 

Her low, sexy laugh made my stomach flip. She moved behind me and dragged her fingernails down my spine—

We both jerked in surprise at the sound of my phone ringing. 

No, I distinctly remember silencing my phone. Which meant there was only one reason it would ring, and that would be if Momma was calling. I’d set her number to override the silent setting so I’d never miss a call from her. I jerked in my bondage, tugging my arms against the chains, but I was stuck. 

Her voice was cruel. “Oh, Benny, you are so–”

“Red,” I stammered. “Red! Please, answer it? Please get it, don’t let it go to voicemail, please...”

She must have heard the desperation in my voice because she took me seriously and jogged to the basket by the door. My heart raced as she caught my phone and fumbled with it, accepting the call just in time. 

Momma’s voice came through on the speaker. “Benny? Benny, are you there?”

My heart leapt in my chest. “I’m here, Momma.” My voice echoed strangely in the dungeon. I leaned forward, trying to get as close her as possible.

My Mistress’s footsteps were silent as she neared me, her eyes filled with concern and curiosity rather than the fury I’d expected. She held my phone on her open palm, lifting it towards my face as she approached.

“Is now a bad time? I can call you back.”

“No, Momma, now is perfect. How are you, are you okay?”

“I’m fine... I miss you though. Did you just get out of class?”

My eyes burned with unshed tears. Across from me, my Mistress cocked her head, confused as to why I was choosing to take a social call with my mother while I was naked and about to be punished...  but I didn’t care. 

I closed my eyes and imagined Momma’s smiling face. I could barely speak through the lump in my throat. “Yeah. Class was good.” 

“Have you met any girls?”

I laughed. “Actually, yeah... I met the most amazing woman in the world.” 

Momma sighed happily. “Well you need to bring her home to come see me!”

“I will, I promise.” A part of me ached that I would never be able to bring anyone home to meet her. She hardly ever remembered me, let alone a woman I might bring. 

“I miss you. Will you send me a painting? There’s this big empty wall in my room, and it needs some color.”

“I can paint you something, Momma.”

“Something with fruit.”

“Fruit?... Yeah, I can do that. What colors do you want?”

There was a pause on the other line. 

“Hello?” 

“Hello? Who is this?” The soft, sweet voice I recognized was gone, and the stranger was back. Her tone was cold, suspicious, and scared. “Hello?” 

I was suddenly very cold, and I felt the tears in my eyes spill over. My voice broke as I spoke. “Wrong number. Sorry.” 

The line disconnected. 

Neither of us moved. I felt more naked than I had before, empty and cold, stripped bare. My jaw was clenched, my limbs quivered with the effort not to sob. I pressed my face into my arm, the pressure on my eyes giving me some level of control over the tears, but not enough to stop them. 

“Benny.” Her voice was gentle. 

I hated the tenderness. I hated the sympathy, the pity, the sweet concern. I didn’t need that from her. I needed my vengeful fallen angel, my succubus, my angry goddess. 

“Why don’t we do this another day–”

“No, please.”

“We can try again tomorrow, okay, pet?” She took a step closer to me and I finally lifted my face to look at her. 

Those glowing, amber eyes seemed to dip right into my own soul, like she could taste the anger and the pain inside of me. 

“Please, Mistress. Just...” 

She cupped my cheek, and I tore my face away from her touch. “I don’t need your pity,” I spat, and she jerked back in surprise. “I’m sorry, Miss, I didn’t mean to shout. I’m sorry.”

She stroked my cheek but left the tears untouched, leaving cold streaks down my skin. 

“Benny, you’re clearly going through something right now that is bigger than you and me. I won’t force you to talk, and I’m happy to listen. But I don’t think it’s right for me to play with you when you’re emotionally compromised like this. We’re playing a game, and it’s going to feel a little too real right now.”

“Well, it is all real, isn’t it? It was real before I walked into the room, and it’s going to be real when I get home. My mother doesn’t remember me, or remember anything, and there’s nothing I can do to help her. Nothing I can do to reach her. And no matter how hard I try, no matter what I do, I’ll never be able to fix it.” 

My voice shook and rose as I spoke, and I hated myself for shouting, but I couldn’t stop it. 

“I’m so fucking tired all the time, and so fucking scared, because she deserves everything. And she gave me everything. My whole life, she’s given me everything. And I gave up everything to take care of her, and it’s not enough.” 

I hung my head in shame, trying to resist the sobs that were shaking me, glaring at the pools of tears at my feet. My voice trailed off into a whisper. “Just let me feel like I’m not a fucking failure for five minutes.”

“That’s what this is about for you, isn’t it?” Somehow she had a tissue in her hand, probably conjured from the dark magic that created her, and she dabbed at my eyes and nose. “This is what you’re trying to distract yourself from. This is why you want to please me so badly.”

I huffed a humorless laugh. “This is going to sound cruel, but it’s true... You’re a hell of a distraction, Becca Huxley.”

She gave me a sad, knowing smile, and I knew this was probably the last time I would ever be allowed in her presence. Because I was basically admitting to using her for my own gain, and I knew that wouldn’t sit well with a woman like her. 

“I’m sure you’re going to kick me out for telling you that, and I’m sorry. But you make me feel like I can actually do something right for once. For the few precious minutes I’m at your mercy, you are the only thing in my world. If you want to hurt me, hurt me. If you want to train me, train me. If you want to praise me, praise me. Because as long as you’re pleased, at least I didn’t fail you.” 

My cheeks dry from her gentle care, my breathing coming back under control, I suddenly felt so guilty for subjecting her to my shit. “I’m sorry,” I whispered. “You didn’t sign up for all this drama. Guess you didn’t know what you were getting into with me, huh?”

“No, I did not.” 

She still hadn’t unbuckled my cuffs. Maybe she wouldn’t kick me out... maybe I still had a chance at her mercy. 

“Mistress... will you punish me? Punish me for using you.” 

“No, pet.” 

Embarrassed, I hung my head, unable to look at her. The rejection stung, even though I’d expected it.

“Using me would be if you tried to manipulate me into doing what you wanted. Instead, you’re allowing me to take control over you, because you need a break from feeling like a failure.” 

Her words were both a comfort, and a knife digging into an already festering wound. I nodded at her diagnosis. 

“So no, I’m not going to punish you for doing exactly what I asked you to do, for making me the center of your world during the time we spend together. And I’m not going to punish you because you think you are such a bad boy... But I am going to punish you for being sixteen minutes late... and four more for the kiss... and one more for using my name.” 

Cautiously, I lifted my head. The eager, vengeful look in her eye was back. “I think you need a chance to scream, pet... and I’m happy to give you that chance. But I want you to remember this, and it is crucial for our future...” Her hand wove into my hair and she gripped it tight, forcing all my attention on her. “Do not ever try to coerce me into doing something you want. Just... ask.” 

I nodded, relief flooding my body. 

“Now... you have twenty-one altogether. You can ask for a break with yellow, or we can stop all together with red, in which case we’ll repeat the entire exercise another day. I trust you to stop me if you need me to.” 

“I promise.”

“I know. And you are not to feel guilty for our time together. You may think you're using me as a distraction, pet, but that’s not really what’s happening here. This is consensual, symbiotic, and reciprocal. And we both deserve it, don't we?”

“Yes Miss.”

She held my eye and gave me the subtlest smirk as she tucked my phone into her cleavage. 

My phone was suddenly the most sacred item I owned. 

Her eyes dropped to my cock, which had hardened again at the action. She clicked her tongue at me, and enunciated her words. “Complete slut.” 

She sauntered to the dresser behind me where she kept all her weapons of destruction, her heels clicking seductively. Her silent footsteps from earlier flashed to mind. When she’d crept forward holding my phone, she’d been completely silent. 

She did that shit on purpose. 

The sound resonated through the room as she returned to me, holding a flogger and a cane. While before the sound of her footfalls felt like a warning, now they felt like a gift. It was one more small thing she did on purpose, a way she took control of my senses, demanding my full attention. 

“What are you grinning about?” She flicked her wrist, the flogger painting hot trails across my chest. I jerked at the sensation. “Hm?”

“I love the sound of your shoes.”

“Do you?” She pivoted on one foot and looked at her feet. Looking back up at me, she purred, “You know what sound I like?”

My breath caught at her expression. Her arm extended and she flicked her wrist again, painting me with the tails of the flogger.  It was a little harder this time, but I couldn’t really describe it as pain. 

“That cute little gasp when you get turned on, or when I touch you... I love it, Benny. I love all the sounds you make.” 

She gave me another strike, and I relaxed into the moment, relishing the confident, pleased look in her eye. On the next strike, one of the sharp leather tails caught my nipple and I yelped. 

She laughed, and did it again, hitting my other nipple. The sting was bright, but it faded into a deep throbbing that made me feel warm from the inside out. 

Pausing her assault for a moment, she circled her fingers over my nipples. “I love how sensitive these are. Some boys don’t care if you touch them. But you...” she leaned into me and flicked the tip of her tongue against one and I moaned. The sight of her mouth teasing my skin like that, and the shivers of pleasure running down my spine–

Then she bit me. 

I yelped. “Christ! Miss...” 

“If you think that hurt, just you wait, pet.” 

She struck me as she strutted around me, painting my torso in warmth. It didn’t hurt so much as it forced me to come alive. After a few times circling me with the flogger, I felt hypnotized by the slow, even clicking of her boots and the way my body was starting to tingle. She circled me like a snake, winding around and around, tightening its deathgrip on its prey. As she circled, the flogger dipped lower and she painted my thighs, hips, and ass. Her aim was perfect, and she never struck my cock, but the absence of any touch there made it ache. 

The sound of her footsteps stopped behind me. My body was a live wire, sensitive and turned on, and I found myself breathing faster as I realized the pleasure was about to turn south. This was the part where she gave me her wrath. 

Her wrath that I deserved. 

I heard a wisp of something behind me, like she was warming up her arm and getting the feel for her tool. And in the few moments before she hit me, I realized how badly I needed this. 

I needed my suffering to count for something. I needed something to come out of it... and for it to be worth it. 

The first bright, sharp strike of pain jarred me, and I jerked, shouting and pulling away instinctively. A moment later her hand caressed my ass, soothing the pain with her soft touch. 

“Don’t forget to count, pet.” 

“One,” I choked. “Th-thank you, Mistress.” 

Another blindingly sharp burst of pain made me jerk in the cuffs, and I struggled to catch my breath. I felt the tap-tap-tap of the cane against my ass, like she was reminding me I had more coming. Patiently, she waited for me to breathe. 

“Two,” I managed. “Fuck.”

“Take deep breaths. Soak in the pain, Benny.”

“What do you mean?” 

Her hand smoothed up and down my back. “Does that feel good?” 

I nodded, panting. 

“You feel how you relish it?” 

“Yes Miss.”

“Pain is just another sensation. It’s different, not always pleasant, and has a different color than tender affection...” her finger trailed down my spine and came to rest right above my ass, “or blinding lust. But it’s still a sensation you can drown in.” 

I was scared to ask, but I forced the words out anyway. “What happens when I drown?” 

She cupped my ass cheek and squeezed, and leaned forward to whisper in my ear. “Breathe, and find out.” 

She stepped back from me and I took a deep breath, a silent plea for her next strike. This time, she gave it to me on the backs of my thighs. I screamed as the pain burst behind my eyes, white and hot and overpowering. 

“Breathe it in,” she commanded. 

I tried to relish it, like I would her touch or her kiss. The brightness seemed to hang in the air around me, like a cloud that clung to me but didn't dissipate. 

“That's it.” 

“Th-three.”

Strike. I clenched my teeth and tried to hold the cloud that surrounded me. Tears burst from my eyes, and I shook with the effort. 

“Four,” I whispered, barely able to speak. 

She rubbed her fingers across my burning skin. "You're doing so well, Benny.” 

“I don't know... if I can...”

“Just one at a time. If you can't, you safeword.” 

She hit me again. Then again. Over and over, forcing the pain and the tears from me. After seven, I couldn’t keep quiet, and I stopped holding back. Every strike hurt worse than the one before, and I howled and shouted as my count rose higher. 

It was the screaming I relished. The outpouring of my anger, my hurt, my frustration, was like a plug being pulled in the back of my brain. Fingers wrapped around the chain that sustained me, eyes pinched closed, her face firmly in the forefront of my mind, I let myself scream. 

Between my strikes, she soothed me, reminding me to breathe, encouraging me to savor the pain and let it build. But it was hard, and I felt like I could barely handle anything. I tried to imagine myself holding onto all the sensations, soaking it up like a sponge and not letting it go. My muscles shook and I was covered in sweat and tears. 

She moved to the front of my thighs, and the pain somehow intensified as she struck new skin. Everything in the universe fell away, and the only thing I could think about, the only thing that existed, was me, and her, and pain. 

And then suddenly, somehow, I said, “sixteen.” 

She was rubbing my back, no longer rubbing at the marks on my ass and legs because it hurt too badly. Leaning into me, she kissed my neck, sucking on my skin softly. Her affection was like a cool balm to the burn. 

“I'm so proud of you.” 

I could barely speak. Her lips and her tender touch felt so good.

“Give me a color. You have five more.” 

God, five was a big number. “Green,” I mumbled. 

“They're going to be fast. Then you're done.” 

I nodded, panting, eager to complete my task. 

“And when I give them to you, I want you to let it all go. Okay?” 

Let it go? Let what go? But before I could ask, I heard the swish of her cane, and the air was sucked from my lungs. 

The five strikes crisscrossed my already abused ass, and my vision blinked out for a moment. 

All the pain, all the tension built up in my body, the anger, the fear, every bit of anguish sitting in the back of my mind... the dam broke, and it poured from me. A deep sense of relief and calm settled over me, like a heavy blanket. Maybe I was sinking down into hell, back to the place where my Mistress came from. 

She held my face and smiled at me as she dragged me down. 
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The world came back to me slowly. The first thing I recognized was her fingers running through my hair. Then her soothing, sweet voice. A straw appeared at my lips, and I sucked, cool water quenching the hot dry burn of my throat. I gulped it down until she took it away. 

My head fell back to where it was... pressed against her leg. 

Now this was something I wanted to relish. Her tender touch, the sweet smell of her, and the silken touch of her skin. 

I smiled against her satin skin. “Your legs are unreal.” 

There was a smile in her voice. “Oh no, they're real. I work very hard for them.” 

“Well they're amazing and I love them.”

“I'm so impressed with you.”

“Really?”

“Twenty-one cane strikes? That's intense, Benny. You ok?”

I nodded but didn't want to move. “Five more minutes.” I pressed my lips against her knee.

“I think that's a reasonable request.”
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When I felt more like myself, she rubbed a cooling gel into my abused ass and thighs, helped me put on my pants, and coaxed me up onto the couch beside her. She made small talk with me that felt meaningless and dumb compared to what had just happened, and it was hard to focus on it at first. But after a while, I felt like myself again. Lighter, and slightly buzzed, but back down to earth. Her conversation had dragged me back up from the underworld. 

“Can I ask you something? It's ok if you don't want to talk about it.”

“Is it about my mother?”

“No.”

“Okay.”

“Tell me about your art.”

“What do you want to know?”

“Whatever you want to tell me.”

“I like drawing. Charcoal. Pen and ink. I paint sometimes, but I don't prefer it. I admire it... but prefer charcoal. Just two colors, black and white... but you can create so much texture, light, shadow, inference, with just one color. It’s like magic.” I shut up before I let myself sound like a fool. 

“You were in art school?” she pressed. 

I nodded. “Got a scholarship,” I mumbled.

“Oh, wow. Tell me about that?”

“I entered a contest in high school and got three pieces accepted. Two got ribbons, and one piece sold. Two schools invited me. I took the one with the better scholarship, even though it was honestly a less popular school and didn't have the program I wanted...”

“Because of money?”

“Yeah, and I wanted to be near Momma if anything happened.”

Before I could go down that rabbit trail in my brain, she said, “I'd love to see your work, if you're willing to show me.”

I couldn't make an excuse and tell her it wasn't good, because I'd just bragged that it was. So instead I said, “Well, apparently I just got a commission for some fruit. So I'll show you that when it’s done, if you want.”

She stroked my hair again and I relaxed. “I’d like that.”

“I need to go get supplies. I don't have anything.”

“Nothing?”

I shook my head. “I sold most of my supplies back to other students when I left school. Needed the cash.”

“When do you get paid for your new job?”

“Next Friday.”

She hesitated. “Are you alright on finances right now? Are you in any trouble?”

“Can’t lie, it’s tight right now because normally I have a constant stream of tips instead of a bi-weekly paycheck. But I’ll be ok... Reuben has been taking me to dinner almost every night, or sending me places to take notes and do audits for him. I think he knows I'm running low right now. And the other night he sent home some food for my mother. That was really nice.”

“He's a good man, even if he doesn’t believe it.”

“Why wouldn’t he believe it?”

She was quiet for a few beats. “I shouldn't have said that. It wasn’t my business to disclose.” 

“It's ok. I'll drop it.”

“Would you like to come to a party with me next week?”

I turned and looked at her, unsure I heard her correctly.  

“It's a play party, here at the dungeon. People will be doing scenes publicly and privately, hanging out and watching, meeting new partners... You can meet some more kinky fucks like me.”

“I would like that, I think.”

“I'll send you home with the pamphlet. There is a set of rules and protocol we demand people follow. But I think you'll be fine. The gist of it is, be respectful and don't make assumptions.”

“Are you planning for us to do anything at this party?”

“Yes.”

I waited for more, hoping she would elaborate, but she didn’t. I wasn’t sure if I was comfortable doing the things we did in public, and I wanted to get an idea of what would happen. 

“Uh... like what?”

“Let me come up with something specific and I’ll let you know. Ok? If you'd rather just attend and watch, that's fine too. I won’t be disappointed. But Benny, I need to warn you... there will be other people there for me, too. I have some scenes I’ve already negotiated. So you need to decide how you feel about that.”

I already knew I wanted to watch her play with other people. I wasn't sure what my reactions would be to that... but I was willing to explore them. 

“Ok, I'll think about it. But I'd like to come.”

“Oh,” she laughed. “You won't come.” 

We both laughed, and then she did the last thing I expected. She climbed into my lap, moving slowly, like a cat climbing onto a new tree branch and testing its strength. 

She settled down onto my lap and snaked her arms around my neck. An evil smile sat on her lips, and she had a glint of mischief in her eyes. 

I kept my hands planted firmly by my side, trying to memorize the feeling of her sitting on me. I desperately wanted to wrap my arms around her waist and pull her to me, but I didn’t dare. She smelled heady and seductive, like roses and cedarwood and sex. 

“Sweet pet.” One of her hands wove into my hair, sending shivers down my spine. With her other hand she traced her fingertips up and down my chest, then lightly rested them on my lips. My cock was throbbing and straining against my jeans, and she smiled cruelly and rocked her hips against mine.

I swore and tried to steady myself. 

“I'm feeling cruel.”

“Your cruelty is my weakness.” 

“You can say no, Benny. Don’t do this if you don’t think you can take it. I won’t be mad at you for saying no.” 

She's going to keep me chaste. I fucking know it. My face must have reflected my thoughts because her smile turned to a smirk. 

“You can ask,” I said, my voice breaking. I still wasn't sure what would come out of my mouth when she did. 

She leaned forward and inclined her head towards me, her eyes fixed on my mouth. I held my breath and froze in anticipation, halfway terrified and halfway desperate. Right before our mouths met, she whispered, “I want to lock you up.” 

“I... what?”

“I want you locked, Benny.” 

I drew back from her, mostly to clear my head, but also because I wasn’t sure if I heard her right.

“Huh?” It came out more like a squeak.

“I want to lock you up for a few days before the party. And if you make it through the week, I’ll take it off... and I’ll give you a very nice reward for pleasing me.”

“I don't... understand. What do you mean by lock me up?” 

She leaned sideways in my lap, reaching over to the little desk table beside the couch. Opening the drawer, she withdrew a small metal contraption that resembled a cage. Holding it out on the palm of her hand, she looked at me expectantly. 

Oh. Oh. 

“Wait. You mean... my dick?” 

She laughed. “Yes. What did you think I meant?” 

“I don’t know, I thought, like, uh...” I stared at the metal torture device, trying to figure out how I was going to get myself out of this one. 

“Just for a few days before the party. To get you in the right frame of mind.”

“Wait, that's way too small. I won’t fit in there.” The device was only about three inches long. I wasn’t huge, but I wasn’t that small. 

“Yes it will.”

“I mean, after sex, maybe. But not if I'm hard.” My voice sounded a little panicked. 

She nodded seriously. “Yes, it will be rather uncomfortable if you get hard.”

I can’t stay soft until next Friday! There’s no way in hell!

She sat there on my lap, holding the damn thing in her hand like it was a gift. 

But dammit, with that look of expectation on her face, I couldn’t make the word “no” come out of my mouth. 

“Uh...”

She lifted her hand a little more and I took the damned thing before I could stop myself. I felt like I was holding my own noose. It was embarrassing and a little emasculating. 

“But how do I keep clean?”

“You can shower with it on.”

“But what if–“

“Three days. I'll meet you on Tuesday to take it off.”

“Three days–“

“Benny...” She crept closer to me, holding my head steady with the hand she had in my hair. Leaning forward, she whispered, “I think you’ll like it.”

Before I could argue, she closed the distance between us, gently brushing her mouth against mine. 

My brain shorted out. Her lips were soft and supple, but commanding as she kissed me. She coaxed a moan from me. My stomach was a mess of butterflies as she suckled my lips, and then slid her tongue into my mouth. 

I groaned and relaxed into her kiss. This can’t be real. No way. This is a dream. Or I’m dead and she’s here to take me to hell. 

“Pet...” She kissed me again, her tongue flicked lightly against my lips, like she was trying to tease an answer from me. “Remember how nice it was? To know I was pleased by your chastity?” 

“Miss...”

“It makes me so wet, Benny.”

I gasped and my stomach flipped over. I grabbed at my own thighs to keep from grabbing her waist. She nibbled my lips and then kissed my cheek, then my chin, and left a trail of kisses down my neck. “I get so wet thinking about your dick locked up for me. Every morning when you wake up, every night when you go to bed, every minute of every day... you’ll be thinking about me, and what you’ve chosen to give up for me.”

She ground herself against my hips and pressed her mouth against mine, and I groaned. She smiled and kissed me harder, like my groan of need was her treat.

How could I possibly say no to her? I thought about her pussy soaking wet and hot, because I was giving up my freedom to jerk off for a few days. 

I can handle a few days, right? 

“I’ll make it worth it.” 

“You are worth it,” I whispered, knowing I wasn’t going to be able to reject her. “Okay,” I whispered against her lips. “I’ll do it.” 

“Okay?”

“Yes, Mistress.”

“That's my good boy.” Her praise felt like a hug, and I wanted to drown in it. 

I leaned forward for another kiss, but she pulled back. I groaned and let my head fall back against the couch. 

She unbuckled my jeans and pulled out my dick. Her beautiful fingers resting on me, stroking me, pumping me, was too much for me to handle. Her hands moved, rhythmic and strong. Before I could even beg, I was on the edge. I panicked, knowing I couldn’t hold back. 

“Miss–”

“Shhh, relax and let go, pet. I can’t get it on while you’re hard... that’s it. Come for me like a good boy.” 

It was impossible how fast she’d brought me to the brink and then forced me over. Her hands were too perfect, her movements too refined. Heat shot down my spine and my balls tightened, and pleasure washed through me, leaving me boneless. She eased up on my dick right as my orgasm tapered off, her fingers delicately milking the last of my cum. Before I could really process what was happening, she’d slipped a metal ring around my balls, slid the cage on, and locked it shut. 

The pleasure rapidly waning, reality set in, and I stared down at my dick in mild horror. Having just finished, I was still somewhat hard, and it was a tight, uncomfortable fit. My dick bulged against the bars of the cage. I’d be able to soap up and wash off, and I could probably get a fingertip through some of the bars, but other than that, I wouldn’t be able to touch myself at all. 

How long had I agreed to keep this thing on again? 

She took the key, threading it onto a bright red ribbon, and put it around her neck. Her cheeks were flushed and her eyes were dilated, and she looked at me like she was hungry. 

I bet she’s so wet right now. 

I winced as I felt my dick twitch in its captivity, pushing against the bars of the cage. “Oh... my God.” 

“You’re going to have a nice few days, thinking about me instead of that poor dick you can’t play with, aren’t you?” She cupped my caged dick in her hand. I could barely feel it, but the sight was enough to make me break out in goosebumps and sweat at the same time. 

I met her eyes. Her cheeks were pink now, and she was breathing fast. I was panting, too.

“Are you wet, Miss?” 

Her eyes flashed. She jerked my caged cock closer to her, and put her other hand around my neck, applying the tiniest bit of pressure. I melted into her touch, malleable to her will. She leaned her head forward so her lips were just a hair’s breadth away from mine, and whispered, “Yes, Benny. I’m soaked.” 

“God, I want you.” I whispered the confession.

Her hand on my neck tightened. 

“I want to taste you. I want to feel your tight, wet pussy grip my fingers. I want to feel you spill all over my face. I want to hear the sound you make when you come, watch your eyes roll back–” I winced. My dick was hardening again. “Ow.”

“I bet you would love that, wouldn’t you?” 

“I would love it, Miss.” 

“You want to fuck me?”

“I’d never dare ask.” 

“Why not? I know you want to.” 

I shook my head. “You said it’s a limit. I won’t ever ask, Miss. But would you let me taste you?” 

Something I couldn’t interpret flashed in her eye. It was there and then gone, and I wasn’t coherent enough to figure out what it was. but a moment later, she rolled her eyes and released my neck. 

Her tone was sarcastic. “I don’t know, pet. It’s so much work to train a new sub how to please me properly. I just don’t know if I have the time or the patience.” She studied her perfectly manicured nails as if the conversation suddenly bored her. I knew she was playing with me, because she had a subtle smile on her face. 

“I can do it, Miss!” It sounded way more desperate than I meant it. 

“Hm... I’ll think about it.” She ruffled my hair like she would a silly child. As she climbed off me, I caught a glimpse of thigh before she readjusted her blouse. I zipped my pants up, awkwardly sticking my caged dick into my boxers, and I caught my shirt when she tossed it to me.

“Let me prove it,” I begged, tugging it on and following after her like a desperate puppy running after its new master. “You wouldn’t have to train me from scratch...”

“Oh.” She looked over her shoulder at me. “You have the necessary experience?”

“Uh... a little... remember that crazy girl I met in college?”

“The one who liked to be spanked?” She raised an eyebrow. “That’s funny coming from the little boy who’s got his dick in a cage.”

“Trust me, her liking to be spanked was not what made her crazy.”

My mistress huffed a laugh and rolled her eyes, fisting her hands and setting them on her hips. “What about her?”

“Well, she was pretty demanding. And detailed in her instructions. And... uh...” I rubbed the back of my neck awkwardly. I felt like a douche playing this card, but it wasn’t exactly a lie. “She let me practice on her friends.”

“Oh, so you’re a little man whore for pussy, are you?”

“I’m a complete whore for your pussy.”

She sauntered back to me slowly, a smirk on her lips. Whatever she was about to say, it would probably make me regret bringing this up. 

“Well, how about this... since you’re so willing to prove yourself. You find yourself a willing playmate, and record yourself eating her out. If I’m impressed, I might give you a chance.” 

My jaw dropped. “Wait... you want me... to...”

“You’ll have to get her explicit consent, of course, and I want it on camera that she’s consenting to it. Record it on her phone, and have her send it to me of her own free will. I’ll give you one chance to prove to me it’ll be worth it to train you.” 

“You... want me to pick up another girl... and please her on video.”

“Yes.”

“Holy shit, you are so filthy, and I love it.” 

She laughed, throwing her head back, her eyes sparkling. 

“You’re really okay with that?”

“You had better learn that I am completely serious about my requests.” She groped my caged dick to prove her point, giving me a squeeze I couldn’t feel. 

“Okay... but, I don’t want the video shared online or anything. It’s just that, I hope one day I can do something besides being a waiter, and I don’t want to risk that, and she might not want–”

She took a few more steps towards me and cupped my chin delicately. “I won’t.” 

She gave no other explanation. Just those two words. But I believed her beyond a shadow of a doubt. 

Before I left, she handed me a sealed envelope. “Emergency key. When I say emergency, I mean actual medical emergency, or you get arrested, and they make you take it off before going through the metal detector. If you take it off, you call me or text me immediately.”

“Unless I get arrested.” 

“Don’t get arrested.”

I chuckled awkwardly as I took the envelope, holding onto it securely. I was afraid to put it in my pocket for fear of it disappearing somehow. I folded it and put it in my wallet where I knew it wouldn't slip out.

Out of habit, I patted my pants to make sure I had my phone, but it wasn’t there. Then I remembered where it was. She smirked as she withdrew it from her cleavage, handing it over. I took it gingerly. It was warm from being tucked against her breasts. 

“I’m sorry it rang during–”

She placed a finger over my lips, shaking her head. “You knew it was your mom right away, didn’t you?”

I nodded, my throat thickening. I didn’t want to think about her yet. I wanted to live in this fantasy bubble a little longer. 

“I promised you I wouldn't ask, so I won’t. But if you ever want to talk... I’m a good listener.” 

“You are a good listener,” I said softly. I wanted to wrap my arms around her and hold her against me, or stroke her cheek. Or maybe press my face into her leg like I had after our play. “You’re a good Mistress.”

Her face didn’t exactly go blank, but her expression faltered at my words. 

“I’m sorry, I hope that didn’t come across as condescending. I didn’t mean, like, good girl, or whatever, I just–”

She cupped my chin and pressed a featherlight kiss across my lips. I relaxed and opened my mouth for her, but she pulled away. 

“Go home. Text me... See you on Tuesday.” 
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–Saturday morning—


Benny: Good morning, Mistress

Miss: Good morning, pet. Sleep well?

Benny: Yes. I’m sore as hell though. And I’m bruised everywhere!

Miss: Are you using that cream Annette gave you?

Benny: Yes Miss. It does help. What’s in it?

Miss: Arnica gel, aloe, rosemary, and tea tree oil. Helps with bruising and muscle cramps. Also remember to drink lots of water, and I want you to eat some chocolate today.

Benny: Yes Miss. I’m doing a shift at Le Fleur this morning, so I grabbed a chocolate tart to eat with lunch. 

Miss: Ooh, that sounds lovely. I’ll have to try that. 

Benny: I’ll bring you one. 

Benny: Can I ask you something unrelated?

Miss: Yes of course

Benny: Did you ask Reuben to give me food? Because he just asked if I could fill in at the sports bar downtown tonight, and made sure to tell me I’d get a meal on shift and a meal to take home if I agreed. And that’s generous, but it seems out of the ordinary. 

Miss: ...

Miss: ...

Miss: You’re deathly skinny, Benny. And I knew it would be a few weeks before your paychecks came through. I simply asked him to take that into account. That’s all. 

Benny: You didn’t have to do that.

Miss: Yes I did. I’ve seen you naked, remember? You’re too thin, honey. 

Benny: Well, thank you. I’m a little embarrassed, but still appreciative. My mother loves the mashed potatoes. I always save those for her. 

Benny: This cage is really strange. It’s weird to walk in, and I feel like people can tell I’m wearing it. 

Miss: They probably can’t... unless you get hard. In which case they’d see your erection anyway. You should be glad I’m letting you wear boxers. Many locked boys are forbidden to do so. 

Benny: Thank you for letting me wear boxers, Miss. 

Miss: You’re welcome. 

Benny: It's impossible to ignore. Every time I remember I’m wearing it, it’s like you’re there sitting on my lap, whispering filthy things in my ear again. I didn’t believe you when you said I’d love it... and to clarify, I’m really uncomfortable right now... but I love that you get something out of my suffering. 

Miss: That’s really hot, Benny. You’ve gotten pretty good at dirty talk. 

Benny: You seem to like it, so you bet I’m going to keep doing it. 

Benny: Also, you’re a really good kisser. I really, really want to kiss you again. Even if I have to take another beating.

Miss: I’ll be sure to keep that in mind. 




–Sunday–


Benny: Good morning, Miss. I had a dream about you last night... woke up painfully hard. I tried everything to get it to stop. Had to take a cold shower. 

Miss: Poor thing. Tell me about your dream.

Benny: Probably the most unoriginal thing ever... you were kissing me, and then you sucked my cock. I can’t stop thinking about your lips and your tongue. I don’t know how I’m supposed to go to work tonight, my dick won’t calm the fuck down. 

Miss: Better not let anyone see you dribbling through your pants for me. 

Benny: Fuck!


–Sunday evening–


Miss: How is my sweet pet tonight? 

Miss: I’m assuming you’re working, I won’t bother you. Check in with me tonight? I’ve been thinking about you...

Benny: I’m good, Miss. I was working at Rally Point. I had an... interesting night. 

Miss: Oh, do tell.

Benny: Well, this girl came in. I got some really kinky vibes from her. And my “kink radar” is barely developed, but I could tell. She reminded me of that unhinged girl I knew in college. So I chatted her up, and things were looking promising... but she had a lot to drink that night and got really mad when I told her I wanted to wait until she was sober to get her consent. Then she threw a drink in my face and left without paying her tab. 

Miss: Wow. 

Benny: Yeah. So now I smell like “Bahama Mamma.” I’m waiting for my roommate to get out of the shower. 

Miss: Actually I’m more impressed at how quickly you found yourself a recruit. 

Benny: I am highly motivated. 

Miss: LOL. What does “Bahama Mamma” smell like?

Benny: coconut rum, banana liquor, and mango juice. I think there’s tequila in there too. 

Miss: Yum. 

Benny: Come by sometime and I’ll make you one :) 

Miss: Rally Point isn’t really my scene, pet.

Benny: No kidding. The assholes in here don’t even deserve to look at you, Miss. 

Miss: I’m proud of you, Benny.

Benny: For what?

Miss: It would have been easy to take advantage of that situation. 

Benny: Yeah it would have been easy pussy, but it wouldn’t have been right. Also, when I say she was drunk, I mean she was sloppy drunk. I think you would have been horrified. 

Miss: Then I want you to know I’m glad you made the right choice. I’m sure you’ll find someone else to play with. 

Benny: Thank you, Miss. I appreciate that. 


–Later–


Benny: That was a difficult shower. 

Miss: Difficult? 

Benny: my dick was straining against the cage the whole time. It was so noticeable that I couldn’t touch myself. I could wrap my hand around the cage and not feel it. And it made me think about your hand around me, and I couldn't help but get turned on. 

Benny: I don’t know how I’m going to do this for two more days. When do we meet on Tuesday?

Benny: Miss? 

Benny: Thinking of you tonight, Miss. 


–Monday–


Benny: Good morning, Miss

Miss: Benny I’m so sorry, I had a situation come up yesterday and all my attention went to it. 

Benny: It’s okay. I hope nothing’s wrong?

Miss: A lot of things are wrong. 

Miss: You told me you were using me as a distraction. To be honest, I’m doing the same with you. 

Miss: I haven’t told you a lot about what I do outside of the dungeon, and it’s of a very sensitive nature. But I sometimes have situations come up that demand all my attention, and I go dark. Will you please assume, moving forward, that if I don’t respond to your messages, I’m not ignoring you? I would never do that. I know it’s hypocritical to say I demand communication and then sometimes I go dark, and I’m sorry. 

Benny: Miss, it’s okay. Really. You have a life outside me. I know that. Please know I was thinking about you all night, even if you weren’t thinking of me. 

Miss: You’re so understanding. I appreciate it. 

Benny: But really, when can I see you on Tuesday because I’m dying a little. My balls are killing me. 

Miss: Hm. I don’t know. I might not have time... 

Benny: ... 

Miss: Kidding. I have a client on Tuesday night, and I’ll be done around 8, maybe a little later. Come by around then? 

Benny: Yes Miss. Thank you. 

Benny: Uh, out of pure curiosity, will you let me come? 

Miss: I’m going to leave that up to you.

Benny: Have I told you recently that you are terrifying? 

Miss: Hah! 


–Tuesday–


Benny: Good morning, Miss... uh... confession, I somehow managed to have a wet dream last night. 

Miss: Oh, poor thing. I’m sure that was unsatisfying. 

Benny: Are you disappointed in me?

Miss: No. It’s perfectly normal. And it’s not like you did it on purpose. 

Miss: Have you removed the cage?

Benny: No, Miss. 

Miss: I’ll see you tonight. Enjoy your shift today. 

Benny: I think Reuben knows. 

Miss: I doubt it. I didn’t say anything to him. 

Benny: No, not because of something you said. Because of how I was walking. 

Miss:  LOL

Benny: He gave me this look, like he knew. He didn’t say anything though. 

Miss: He’s very hard to read. I seriously doubt he knows. 

Benny: See you tonight. 

Miss: Don’t be late. 

Benny: Fuck no. 
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Having Benny locked and at my mercy was like getting a steady drip of a secret drug. He texted me throughout the day, describing his strain. But he never took the cage off.

Sometimes my mind flashed back to that moment in the dungeon when his eyes widened in panic and he begged me to answer his ringing phone. Watching the joy on his face as he spoke to his mother melt away at the realization that she didn’t recognize him... My heart ached for him. I didn’t know the whole story, but I could guess at some of the details. 

It took away the guilt of “distracting” him. The boy needed something else to think about. Something nice... like me. 

I kept thinking about his pleading eyes when he’d told me he wanted to taste me and finger me. The hunger in his voice and the blush on his cheeks... but even more often, I went back to the way he looked me in the eye and whispered softly, “I love your cruelty.” 

I wondered how long it would take for him to complete my little challenge. I figured I had a few months before he succeeded, and then I’d tell him how unimpressed I was with his performance and make him spend a day with Michael and one of his denial subs. It would be a lovely lesson, right in between humility and humiliation. Michael was more than happy to oblige my request, and thought my challenge was hilarious. 

Over the weekend, I went about my various tasks and social events. Jeff and I went to The Underground for a meetup with his buddies, and I successfully avoided Jack Bowman’s gaze for most of the night. During my free time, I worked on my paper and did some reading. I even managed to have an early meeting with Isla, my therapist, and we discussed my reaction and my realizations. 

On Sunday night, Reuben hosted a dinner with some of our closest friends. Jeff relaxed in one of the armchairs in the front room and loudly complained about his hip to Michael, who somehow made sipping a beer look like a filthy sex act. Reuben smugly adjusted something on his phone and then completely ignored Megan, who was serving appetizers and drinks. She was probably wearing a Bluetooth toy, since she was blushing furiously as a result of whatever adjustment he’d made to the settings. Simon had his flavor of the month sitting on his lap, and she was idly tracing one of his tattoos with the tip of her finger. And Mr. Bowman sat on the couch beside me, making small talk and letting me ramble about my research and my theories, as if every word out of my mouth was something to be treasured. 

I couldn’t figure out my draw to the man. Dark hair cropped short and starting to gray, his single gray eye studying me with warmth and affection that rivaled a lovers. He wore a stick-on eye patch over the damaged eye on the left side of his face. His left ear was mangled like a dog had chewed it off. He had burn marks on his damaged side, and I didn’t know the whole story, but from what I understood, he ran into a burning building. I barely knew anything about him other than he was a lawyer, he worked with Reuben to get new paperwork for the women we rescued, and he had been involved in BDSM for years. 

Needing a break from my monologue about trauma and bottom-up emotional therapy, and from him staring at me like I was God’s gift to mankind, I asked him, “How are the girls?” Jack was fostering two teenagers, and I hardly ever got to see them anymore because he lived in Atlanta. 

“They’ve gone home,” he said, sounding a little sad. 

“Oh, I didn’t realize.”

“They were doing monthly meetings with their parents, and then some weekends at home... and they said they wanted to try going home to stay. I promised them they could come back if they wanted to, but I think they were ready. They call me on Sundays after church.”

He hesitated and chewed on his words for a moment before he added, “I want to wait a little while before I take another one.”

“Of course. There’s no pressure, Jack.” This was the second time he’d taken women from The Weston House. The first had spent a few years with him before she accepted a job promotion and moved out on her own. These two girls had spent almost a year with him, and now they were gone too.

“I just need some time, that’s all... I adored them. And I know they...” He chose not to finish his sentence, instead offering a kind smile. “I’m happy they feel safe now. I just need some time.” 

A timer went off in the other room, and Robin came running out of the kitchen. “Daddy, it’s done!” Her wide eyes were filled with excitement. 

Reuben’s permanent glare softened slightly and he smiled at his little girl. “Thank you, Babygirl. Want to help me carve it?”

She nodded, her pigtails bouncing, her hands clutched in front of her chest. Reuben stood and put a hand on her shoulder and guided her back into the kitchen. 

While they were checking Reuben’s special prime rib roast, my phone rang. I heard another phone going off somewhere else in the house as well, and I watched as Michael patted his pant pocket for his own phone. 

My heart sank. If someone was calling all three of us at the same time, it could only be The Weston House. 

“Hey Gina,” I answered. “We’re all here at Reuben’s, you’re on speaker. What’s up?”

“Kylie just tried to jump out the window. Elizabeth grabbed her arm and held her back, but Kylie injured her arm. I don’t know if I should call an ambulance–”

Michael spoke up. “No. We’re on our way.”
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Michael and I left the dinner to tend to Kylie. He decided she needed more medical care than he could give her, so we took her to urgent care. 

Unfortunately, she confessed to the nurse that she’d tried to kill herself, and they tried to check her into the mental health floor. I immediately put up a fight. 

I knew better than to abandon the girls to the hospitals. Once we let that happen, they’d get drugged up, dumped in a mental institution, and eventually released back on the streets until they were either killed or retrafficked. And I’d be damned if I let that happen. 

While I dealt with the situation, everything else went into my little boxes in my head, and I focused completely on supporting Kylie. 

She looked desolate, secured to her hospital bed. There was so much sadness in her eyes. She’d arrived a few weeks ago, and she wouldn’t talk to anyone. Not me, or the other survivors, or any of the therapists. She’d seemed to get some semblance of drive back, but I wondered if that drive was a disguise for her desire to find a way to end her life. 

I needed to get her back to the house and out of this hospital. 

In the end, it took a hefty bribe, the threatening presence of Reuben, Simon, and Jack, and a phone call from someone whose number I definitely should not have, to get her released back into our care. I held her good hand as I led her to her new room –one on the ground floor– and she pulled away from me as soon as we got inside. 

“I know it feels impossible right now, but–”

“It doesn’t feel impossible,” she interrupted, her voice deadened from hopelessness. “I just don’t care.”

“Don’t care about what?”

She lifted and dropped her good hand, letting it fall lifelessly against her thigh. “About anything. I don’t have anything to live for, and I hate being alive. I’m tired.”

I nodded, trying to remember that state myself. “I remember when I–”

“You don’t know shit,” she said slowly, her voice still apathetic. “You’re a fancy, rich, educated, safe grownup who volunteers her time sabotaging the death plans for women who have nothing to live for. Whatever you think you know, doesn’t matter.” 

My heart seized up. She sat on the edge of her bed and stared into the bathroom, waiting for me to leave. I wondered if she would bang her head against the bathtub spigot the moment I left. 

“I guess, if that’s who you think I am, it makes sense not to listen to me. I wouldn’t know what it’s like.”

She didn’t answer, nor did she move. She was paralyzed under the weight of her demons. I wanted to burn them away for her, but I couldn’t even name them if she wouldn’t talk to me. 

“I do know, Kylie. I’ve been where you are.”

She huffed slightly, like she didn’t even have the energy to scoff. 

“Will you tell me? What’s the worst part? What makes you not want to live anymore?”

She ignored me, and I sat on the bed beside her, waiting in silence. Almost ten minutes passed, and I almost gave her an anecdotal goodnight and told her I’d see her in the morning, but before I could, she took a shaky breath and said, “The worst part is... I don’t know how to live without them.” 

Something dark twisted in my gut. In a split second, I was transported back to the day when I was eleven years old, and my trainers sent me to my buyer after over a year of grueling abuse. I cried for months and was punished constantly by my new owner, because I was so hurt, so disoriented from being ripped away from what I’d come to understand as my new life. 

I forced the memory from my mind, staying quiet as she continued. “I was theirs for so long. I don’t remember what it feels like to be happy. To feel safe. To feel like I’m not going to be punished for something. It’s just how my life works, and I know how it works... and it’s not like that anymore...” 

She turned her head ever so slightly towards me, not fully, but just enough to catch me out of the corner of her eye. Her voice shook as she asked, “Does that mean I miss them?” 

There were so many things I could say to her, but none of them would answer her question fully. I wished I could take the entirety of my education and knowledge of what was really happening and download it right into her scared little head, but I couldn’t. 

“Maybe,” I said. “You miss the security of knowing what is expected of you, because those expectations felt safe.”

“But they weren’t safe. I didn’t feel secure.”

“No, they were not safe. But you did know what to expect. And right now, you don’t. That’s terrifying.”

“I know what’s going to happen,” she whispered. “They’ll find me, they’ll take me back, and they’ll punish me. That’s why I want to die. I’d rather die than let them punish me again.”

“I’m not going to let that happen.”

“It’ll happen. They told me if I ever escaped, they’d find me. They said they have ways.” 

“Did they tell you those ways?”

She shook her head.

“Do you know what happened when I escaped?”

She stilled, then turned towards me ever so slightly. 

“I was rescued by the same group who rescued you, almost eight years ago. They scanned us for tracking devices, bar codes, and gang and society tattoos.” 

Kylie fingered the spot on her elbow where her former owners had tattooed a series of numbers. Simon had turned it into a bouquet of flowers. 

“Then I was taken in by the same man who founded this treatment center. I never saw any of my former abusers again... even though two of them lived in this city for years.”

For the first time, there was something in her eye. Not hope, and not trust. If anything, it was suspicion. 

But there was something besides the lifelessness and apathy I’d seen from her for the past month. 

And a hint of something, whatever it was, was better than nothing. 

“I know you don’t feel safe. You don’t know what your new life is going to look like. You don’t have anything to live for, and you don’t know what you want... but the point, Kylie, is that you get to decide those things for yourself from now on.”
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The rest of the night with Kylie went better. She promised me she’d be alive tomorrow morning so we could talk again, and we both got some sleep. I was at the center first thing in the morning, and she looked a little less miserable over breakfast. She agreed to talk to Yvonne, another one of our survivors turned advocates, who’d had a similar experience. 

Monday afternoon, I realized I’d neglected my poor submissive for almost twenty-four hours. I felt like such an asshole for ignoring him during his chastity, but I felt even worse that I hadn’t given him a warning that I sometimes drop everything and go offline for a few hours. He seemed to be okay with it once I explained, but I really hoped I was reading him right. 

That afternoon, Jeff hurt himself in physical therapy, and was extremely grumpy for the rest of the day. And that evening I got a phone call from the rescue team implying we needed to prepare ourselves for another very serious intake within the next few days. All in all, it put me in a bad mood. 

And then, Tuesday morning, Benny sent me a sweet text awkwardly confessing he’d had a wet dream, like a shy little boy who wasn’t sure if he was in trouble or not, and I suddenly understood Michael Black’s deep desire for control over someone else’s body. Because I had control over my own body, my thoughts, my actions, and who I had sex with... But having control over a small, secret part of someone else’s body made me feel like a god.

The key around my neck, lightweight, tiny, with a delicate engraving, was nothing special on the outside. It barely weighed a thing, and it was small enough that it was barely noticeable. But all day, I found myself running my fingers across the shiny metal, reveling in the one tiny thing I had control over. 

It felt dirty, and a little trivial. In the grand scheme of things, a boy giving up his orgasms for me didn’t change anything. But it was there, in the back of my mind all day, a little whisper of a connection that I hadn’t quite flushed out yet... and it was comforting. 

He was eager to get the cage off today for some relief. And I would be more than happy to follow through with my promise. 

But I also had a wicked, cruel, horrible idea of what I wanted from him today during our scene. And I was fairly confident that he would give it to me. 

	[image: image]
	 	[image: image]


[image: image]






Chapter 26

[image: image]


[image: Shape  Description automatically generated with medium confidence]

––––––––
[image: image]


I was supposed to be at the dungeon at eight o’clock, but I was there by half past seven, sitting in my car, aching. I needed this cage off.

It wasn’t like it was the worst thing that had ever happened to me. And it wasn’t like I hadn’t gone a few days without an orgasm before. Hell, sometimes I was so tired from everything, and so emotionally drained, jacking off was the last thing on my mind. But it was different when I couldn't. 

And it was different because she was getting off on it. 

Every night, lying on my makeshift bed, I thought about how nice it would be to lotion up and fist my cock, imagining her slick, hot, soaking pussy while I jerked off. And every night, I glared at my dick, swollen and red and angry, and fucking painful, unable to touch. 

I tried using my pinky finger through the bars once. Just to see if I could. It was hopeless: I could barely get a brush of my finger through the bars, and it just made me hard, which made me press against the cage painfully. 

My balls ached. Even though I’d woken up from my incredible dream drenched in cum, my balls still hurt. 

Annette smiled and greeted me when I came in. “You’re a little early, Benny.”

“Yeah, I know,” I said, unable to formulate a better answer. 

There was a glimmer in her eye, and I wondered if she knew about the cage. She seemed so sweet and innocent, but she had to have a dirty side to work at a place like this. 

When my Mistress finally emerged from her playroom, she had her arm casually around the shoulder of another man. He was in his mid forties, a little fat, and barely balding. His face was flushed, but he looked relaxed, and he smiled as he spoke quietly with her. She sent him away with a wave, then turned her attention to me. 

I will never get over how stunning she is. 

Today she wore a short black skirt, a lacy high collared shirt, and black high heels painted red on the bottoms. The key to my freedom hung around her neck on a bright red ribbon. I tore my eyes away from it and gulped as I saw the conniving glow in her strange, beautiful eyes. 

“Hello pet... what are you doing here? Did we have an appointment?”

My mouth popped open and a sad, desperate sound escaped before I could stop it. She laughed and looked at Annette, who laughed with her. My strange temptress stepped forward and threaded her fingers through my belt loops on my jeans, tugging me forward, and I nearly tripped. 

“Kidding. Are you ready to get that cage off?”

“Yes Miss.” I tried not to sound cocky, since I knew she’d probably beat me for that, so I settled on embarrassingly desperate. 

Yes I want it off. My dick hurts, my balls ache, and I need to come. Every minute of every day had turned into something sexual, because I was constantly reminded of what I didn’t have control over. 

“Are you sure? You really want it off?”

Oh fuck, please don’t ask me to keep it on any longer. I opened my mouth but nothing came out. She laughed before I could beg her and gave me a smack on my ass. I yelped, still sore and bruised from her abuse last week. 

“Come on, you greedy thing... Let's not waste time. I have a date tonight.” 

She released my belt loops and led me to her torture chamber, and I followed willingly. 

Once the door to the dungeon was sealed, I stripped and folded my clothes. She scolded me for being careless, and I refolded them, trying not to groan. When I finished, I knelt and put my hands behind my back, knees spread wide enough that my aching cock would be accessible, had it not been caged. 

Her dangerous black and red heels made her legs look even more flawless than normal. My mouth watered. She nudged my cock with her encased toe, and I swallowed a groan. She promised she wouldn’t step on me... right? 

“That looks uncomfortable.” 

Her voice sent shivers down my back and my arms. She was planning something evil, I knew it. I clenched my jaw to avoid snapping at her. “Yes, Miss. It is.” 

Her hand brushed through my hair, petting me softly. I sighed, feeling the tension in my shoulders and the tightness in my gut ease. She tilted my chin up and looked at me. How did she make me hate her and worship her at the same time? 

“Did you enjoy your torture, pet?”

The temptation to lie was strong. But she already knew the answer, and she somehow knew when I was lying. 

I whispered, “Yes, Miss. I hated it... but I loved it.” 

She gave me a glittering smile. “Good boy. I knew you would.”  

I wanted to sear that moment into my memory. A straight shot of happiness, relief, and desire went through me, and my eyes burned. I blinked away my tears and took a steadying breath. She really should not affect me so much. 

“Tell me why you liked it, and I’ll give you your reward.” 

“It was like... this sounds dumb.”

“It’s not dumb.”

“Okay. It was like we were having sex every day, all the time.” I struggled to put the experience into words. “I thought about you all the time. Constantly. I didn’t want to bug you with my texts so I don’t know if you really understand how often you were on my mind. 

“And I did get used to it, a little bit... but then I’d remember. Someone would laugh, and it would sound like you, and I’d remember. Or I’d see a woman with black hair, and I’d think of you, and I’d remember. Or I’d see a couple holding hands, and I’d remember. Everything, all day long, kept bringing me back to you.” 

Her cheeks were pink as she stared down at me, waiting for more. 

“I have to tell you the truth though... because you demand it.” 

She nodded. 

“I really struggled, Mistress. It made me want you, but it made me want to be angry with you, too.”

“You were angry?”

“Maybe not angry... Irritated. It felt like a punishment. It was hard not to take it out on other people... or let that tone come across in our messages.”

She clicked her tongue at me. “Benny. You agreed to the cage. I didn’t force you into it.”

No, you seduced me into it. “I know. And I’m not angry at you. I was just... it was... it was hard. And I had to really work on my mindset.” 

“Why didn’t you tell me you were struggling so much?” Her voice was kind, but demanding. There wasn’t a shred of pity, and for that I was grateful. 

“Because I didn’t want to disappoint you. Even if I’d told you, even if you were sympathetic... I wouldn’t have taken it off. And I think that’s why I liked it so much. It wasn’t just the sex... or lack of sex... it was the fact that you asked me to do something for you, just this one thing. And I knew I could do it.”

The truth of it was, I felt like I’d actually accomplished something. Like I’d succeeded at something. Every night I went to bed, every morning I woke up, it was one more day I’d proven to myself I was capable. And the only thing I had to do was not take off the cage.  

“You really do want to please me, don’t you?” She cocked her head and stroked my cheek. I shivered under her touch. 

“I would do... almost anything to please you.” I remembered her warning just in time. 

“Almost anything?”

I nodded seriously. But really, please don’t ask me to keep it on any longer... please... 

She hesitated, like she wanted to ask something, but was afraid of my answer. I stared back at her, silently waiting, ninety percent sure of what was about to come out of her mouth. 

She took a breath. I steeled myself. 

“Would you suck cock?”

My face went slack. That is not even close to what I thought she was going to ask. 

She smirked and lifted an eyebrow, waiting for my answer. I found myself shaking my head. There were some things I couldn’t make myself do, even for her. 

“No, you wouldn’t? Are you sure?”

I shook my head again, a little disoriented from the request. 

“That’s a shame... I think it would be so hot to watch.” She stroked my hair softly. Discomfort crept down the back of my neck and I felt restless. I knew she was probably just embarrassing me for fun, but it stung to be presented with a task I couldn’t complete. I dropped my head and looked at my own useless dick, still caged, shriveling under the idea. 

Frustration sat heavy in my chest as she walked away from me. I heard a drawer slide open. Great. Now she’s going to punish me. Maybe she never actually meant the request. Maybe she just wanted to hurt me again. I tried to push away the irritation and the failure. 

“You sure you won’t try, pet? For me?” 

Could I try? I tried to imagine a nameless, faceless dick in front of me, and opening my mouth to... 

Nope. 

She approached again and I looked back up at her, expecting some kind of torture device. I did not expect her to be holding a rubber dildo. 

“Oh.” 

It was light pink and smooth with waves on the underside. She held the toy firmly at the base, stepping forward so her feet were between my legs and the toy neared my face. She held it as if it was actually her cock. “Are you sure?” 

Exactly how far would I go for her? Could I open my mouth for a piece of plastic and humiliate myself just to see her smile and hear her praise? 

I felt my face burn at the mental image conjured. It was embarrassing and stupid, but... we were alone. Nobody would know but her. And it was just plastic anyway. 

“I...” 

She tapped the dildo against my cheek, teasing me with it. I couldn’t take my eyes off it. 

“You told me about that dream you had last night, where I was sucking your cock. It sounded like a nice dream... why don’t you show me what I missed out on? Show me how much you crave my lips around you.” 

Now, in my mind, our roles were reversed. I imagined it was me standing in front of her, my dick tapping against her cheek. My stomach coiled in desire. 

She rested the plastic toy against my bottom lip. I tore my eyes away from it and was met with her heated gaze and fools-gold eyes. My head spun and my cock ached. 

“Show me what you like, Benny. Show me how you like to be sucked.” 

That wicked, sinful voice of hers... 

I closed my eyes and opened my mouth.  
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The toy slid through my lips and hit my tongue, and I held my breath. I remained motionless for a moment, unable to move under the shame of the act. But she let out this shuddering little sigh and I opened my eyes, and was met with her flushed cheeks and wicked lips parted in a breathless gasp.

Suddenly this didn’t feel like me humiliating myself on a plastic toy. It felt like I was sucking her cock. Her eyes dilated so I was left with only a whisper of her demonic golden gaze. I knew, in the back of my mind, that there was no way she could actually experience the sensations... but she acted like she could. And it shattered the mental wall I’d thrown up to protect myself from the embarrassment. 

I took the toy...No, I corrected my thoughts, I took her... a little deeper into my mouth. She bit her lip and her other hand stroked my hair off my forehead. 

“That’s right. Show me, Benny.”

I held her gaze as I extended my tongue under the head. It was tasteless, and the smooth texture made it easy to glide my tongue over it. Her chin dipped and her breathing deepened. I found myself fully fixated on her; her expressions, her soft little sighs, the way her thumb brushed across my cheek and held me steady. 

“That’s right, pup, get it nice and wet for me... I want it to slide right in.” 

I tensed at her words. Slide in where?... in who?

But she didn’t provide me an answer, nor did she give me time to worry about it. Instead, she cupped my chin and lifted my face a little higher and purred, “Open up. Nice and wide... deep breaths, pet. You can take it. That’s right...” 

She worked her cock deeper into my mouth until it hit the back of my throat. My eyes watered, tears starting to escape. I tensed again, reflexively fighting the toy from any further descent, but her hand moved to my throat. She cupped my neck, stroking it softly. “Open up. You can do it... that’s a good boy.” 

My throat ached and I gagged as her cock pushed past the troublesome spot. Saliva flooded my mouth and dribbled down my chin, splashing on the floor in front of me. I felt like I was going to choke, and I couldn’t breathe. Just before I panicked, she drew back, the toy coated in spit, a long line of saliva draped between my mouth and the head. It broke off and slapped me in the chest. 

I swallowed a deep lungful of air, not realizing how out of breath I’d been. She stared at the dripping toy in wonder, her lips full and parted, her eyes hungry. 

“I think that will do.” Her free hand brushed my hair again, and then she turned away from me, walking slowly towards the couch and kicking off her heels. 

As she pulled her skirt up over her knees and let it bunch around her waist, she met my eyes. “Don’t you want to watch, pet?”

“You’re going to...” 

She beckoned me closer with a hooked finger and a coy smile. 

Not daring to disrespect her by standing, I crawled on my hands and knees until I neared where she sat. Her feet were on the couch on either side of her hips. She held the dildo in one hand, and with the other, massaged between her legs.

She wore a pair of black silky panties with a slit in the crotch. I could see a hint of pink between the folds of the fabric. My caged cock ached and I winced at the pain. But I didn’t want to ask her to stop and take the cage off when she was about to fuck herself with a toy that had just been down my throat. 

She held the toy out to me again. “Get it a little wetter for me, puppy.” I opened my mouth greedily and choked it down as deep as I could, getting it as wet as possible. She grinned at my display. 

Pulling it out of my mouth, she pressed the toy against the fabric of her panties, pulling the pieces apart just enough to let the toy through. I desperately wanted to see her beautiful pussy, but I could barely see anything at all. 

But I could see how soaked the fabric was. And I could see a hint of pink at the top of the opening. Her clit was bright red and swollen, peeking out and demanding attention. 

I want to lick it. Groaning, I stared at it, willing her to ask me to help her come. But she did no such thing. She toyed with the dildo against her sex, pressing it in just a little and moving it around. I held my breath, listening to her excited breaths, and the schlick of the toy moving just barely inside her– 

She pressed it in harder and it slid all the way inside. I let out an embarrassing moan at the sight of the toy disappearing inside her, and then my eyes flew up to her face. 

Her careful teasing expression, the mask of complete control over her reactions, slipped a little. Her eyes rolled slightly and she let out a soft sigh. Her eyelids fluttered shut. “Oh that’s good.” 

“Miss.” 

“Oh, that feels good, Benny.” 

My stomach was a tornado of heat and butterflies and my dick was throbbing in pain and need as I watched her slowly pull the toy out almost all the way. I could see the lips of her pussy now, her panties pushed away by the toy. They were pink and puffy, swollen from her arousal. 

She slid the toy back in, pressing it in harder than before. The room shrank away, and I was overwhelmed by the details flooding my mind. Her blotchy cheeks, the sound of her shaky breathing, the way her knuckles whitened just a little bit by how hard she was gripping the toy, every detail of the moment consumed my thoughts. Watching her pleasure herself was the most beautiful, erotic thing I’d ever seen in my life. 

Her feet slipped on the couch beside her and she readjusted, but wasn’t able to gain the footing she wanted. Frustrated, she repositioned herself, spreading her feet wider. My hands moved on their own accord to help, but I held back, unsure if she would let me touch her. 

“You keep your hands to yourself,” she snapped, and the moment was almost broken. I could feel the tension between us thicken, and the arousal drop from the air. 

“Yes Miss,” I whispered, pulling my hands back. “I was just going to hold your feet for you.” 

“Oh you were?”

“If you want me to, Miss.” 

She hesitated, but then nodded. “You can hold my feet, pet.” 

My mouth watered as I neared her and extended my arms, carefully wrapping my fingers around her ankles to hold them in place. The toned muscles in her thighs softened now that her feet were secure. 

“Oh god,” I whispered. “I can smell your pussy.” 

She withdrew the dildo, an evil gleam in her eye, and waved it in front of my face. I opened my mouth for it but she pulled it away. A frustrated grunt escaped my throat. 

She giggled and pushed the toy back inside. Her legs secure, she relaxed back into the couch a little more. She gently fucked herself, and her other hand trailed over her stomach and down to her clit, pulling the fabric from her panties away just enough to expose it. 

My mouth was already watering, but the sight of her fingers lightly brushing that bright pink swollen nub made me clench my jaw. My balls were aching and my dick was throbbing, and I winced and squirmed under the discomfort. 

Her shuddering breath dragged my attention to her face, and I watched in awe as her expression softened. Her eyes unfocused, and then she gasped, a soft moan escaping her lips, a pink flush washing up her chest and across her face. She closed her eyes and her head fell back against the couch. 

Oh my god. She just came with her dildo covered in my spit. 

It was the closest I’d ever been to being inside her. My cock throbbed again, begging for relief. But I couldn’t tear my eyes away from the subtle aftershocks that made her body twitch as she continued to play with her clit. “God, you are so beautiful.” 

I wanted to press my lips against her ankle and kiss my way up her leg to her sweet pussy. To kiss it and lick it, taste her cum, bury my face in her heady scent. To wrap my arms around her waist and pull her closer to me, reveling in her sweet skin. 

But she told me to keep my hands to myself, and had graciously allowed me to hold her ankles so she could relax enough to come. So I didn’t dare move a muscle. 

She removed the dildo from her pussy, and a mess of cum and liquid spilled out. “Holy shit, did you squirt?” I whispered. I watched some of the liquid drip down into her panties, and more spilled out on the leather couch. 

She smiled, eyes hooded, and extended the dildo to me again. This time I didn’t think, I leaned forward and opened my mouth, greedily sucking her cum off her cock. 

My mouth filled with the taste of her and my brain shut off. I was nothing but a hungry, greedy animal, desperate for more of her. Her cum was sweet and hot, honey with a hint of salt. The smell, the taste, the sight of her filthy smile as she fingered her clit while I sucked her cock... it had my blood rushing in my ears. 

Need more of her. Fuck. 

“Yes, pet. You like that?”

I could only moan in response. I opened my mouth wider and licked up the side of her cock, catching a gob of her cum and savoring it. 

“I knew you were a complete slut for me. God, Benny, you get me so hot.” 

She took the toy away. “Please, Miss,” I begged. “Please, can I have another taste?” 

Her smile turned cruel and she set the toy aside, then kept my gaze as she slid one finger into her swollen, dripping pussy. She extracted it and leaned forward so I could reach. I sucked her finger, lost in the feeling of her soft skin and her sharp nails, and that sweet, intoxicating taste. 

All too soon it was over, and she moved to stand up. I released her ankles and scooted back so she had space. When she moved away from the couch, we both eyed the fairly large wet spot she’d left behind. 

I would have leaned forward and licked it anyway, but it was her action next that did me in. She wove her fingers through my hair and pushed my head forward, crushing my face into the mess she left behind. Placing her leg behind me, she pressed into me, forcing me forward. Her knee was pushing into my back, and the tips of her sharp toenails rested against my balls. My face was saturated with her wetness. The smell of her cum filled my head and mixed with the scent of the leather couch and the floral woody perfume she wore. The leather was still warm from her skin. 

She whispered something to me, but I couldn’t process it, because I was suddenly overcome by sheer need. The wicked eroticism dropped me into the dark, deep tunnel of her domination. My cock throbbed, then twitched, and then I felt a surge of relief mixed with the pain of my dick pressing against the cage. I gasped as I felt myself ejaculate on the floor. 

When it finally stopped, I collapsed over on my side, unable to do much more than stare up at her in awe. 

Her eyes were wide with surprise and she stared down at me, eyes twinkling. She looked like she was glowing. 

“Now pet. I didn’t tell you to come, did I?”

She’s not a demon. She’s an angel... No. She’s a goddess. 

I closed my eyes and let my head fall back against the couch, my body useless as I floated down into silent bliss. 
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–Tuesday night–


Benny: Miss... I think I’m in love with you. 

Miss: I warned you. 

Benny: There is no other explanation for me agreeing to three more days of this torture. 

Miss: There is another explanation. Think about it. Let me know when you figure it out. 

Benny: I keep thinking about your face as you came, and that sweet beautiful sound you made. I never want to forget it. 

Miss: Be a good boy and I’ll let you hear it again.


–Wednesday–


Benny: I’ve been thinking about what you said a few weeks ago, when you forced me to come and then didn’t stop... and about this cage... 

Benny: I’m not saying I don’t like orgasms. Because I do. But I think you’re right about me loving all the stuff that leads up to an orgasm more than the O itself. The sounds you make, the flush on your cheeks, watching your pleasure... and on my end, edging is hard, but it makes the whole thing last longer, and feel better in the end. 

Benny: All that is to say, I’ve started thinking about the cage more as a way to edge for you, to enjoy you longer, and some of that irritation I confessed yesterday has dissipated. 

Benny: Or maybe it’s the relief from finally having my balls drained. 

Miss: Hah. Probably a bit of both, pup. 

Miss: I’m proud of you for thinking through this and coming to that conclusion, and being honest with me about it. 

Benny: Thank you, Miss. That means a lot to me. 

Benny: I like being your pup. 

Miss: I’ve got a few ideas for Friday. You want to hear them? 


–Thursday–


Benny: This stretch in the cage is different

Miss: Oh? 

Benny: I know I haven’t texted you much. I’ve been busy with work, and I had a personal situation... but I’ve been thinking about you, I promise. 

Benny: It’s different this time. It’s more... enjoyable. Like I’ve had a burden lifted off me. 

Miss: A burden? Your orgasms are a burden?

Benny: No! Not like that!

Miss: Well if they’re such a burden...

Benny: That’s not what I meant. I didn’t explain very well. 

Benny: It’s more like, there’s no question in my mind of whether or not I should take off the cage and call this quits. I just simply won’t do that. I have until Friday night, end of conversation. It’s a weird relief. 

Benny: I’m still crazy horny though. 

Miss: You’re so good for me, aren’t you?

Benny: I hope so, Miss. 

Benny: I met another girl at the bar tonight...

Miss: Oh yeah? 

Benny: I’m heading to her place this evening. 

Miss: You going to be able to eat pussy with that cage on?

Benny: I’d do a lot of things for you, Miss. 

Miss: I’ll be eagerly awaiting the text. 


–1:00am–


Benny: Well, that didn’t go as planned

Benny: I know you’re asleep. I guess you have a fun story to wake up to tomorrow... 

Benny: She recorded the video and we had a great time... but she felt weird about it afterwards and said she’d think about it. I don’t think she’s going to send it to you. But if she does, I hope you enjoy. She sure did. 


–Friday–


Miss: Good morning pet. Sorry to say, I’ve gotten no video. 

Benny: Yeah, I figured. 

Miss: Better luck next time

Benny: I guess

Benny: it’s a little disconcerting. I’m thinking back on the experience, and the way she acted. I don’t think she ever intended to send it to you. I feel kinda shitty about it. 

Miss: I’m sorry, pet. I didn’t want this to result in you being taken advantage of. 

Benny: Oh, I wasn't taken advantage of. I still got pussy. She just played me. 

Miss: I don’t like that. 

Benny: I don’t mind. And if I’m being honest... I could kind of tell she wasn’t going to. I did it anyway. I don’t regret it, I just feel embarrassed for being so hopeful. 

Miss: Only I get to embarrass you. 

Miss: I’ll see you tonight?

Benny: Seven o’clock! I can’t wait to see you. 
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On Friday afternoon, the entire team came in early to help prepare for the party, and our efforts paid off beautifully. The guys moved the front desk forward, opening up the space behind the desk for more mingling. Curtains were set up to shield the main area until the guests checked in. The divider between the Library and the Princess Bedroom had been removed, and we altered the decor in the Princess Bedroom to make the space more coherent. 

My dungeon shared a garage door wall with Jackson’s dungeon, and the rooms mirrored each other enough that we didn’t have to do any major rearranging. Once the wall was elevated, it allowed for about fifteen people. The Little Playroom remained untouched, a safe haven for the age players, though it was fairly small. The wet room was just as small, and only sported two stations. Time slot sign-up sheets hung outside each door. 

At the back of the lobby-turned-meeting space, a long table was covered in dark tablecloths. Large coolers full of water, Gatorade, and punch, and a selection of carb and protein heavy snacks filled the tables. 

“I’ll be so glad when The Lounge is ready,” Reuben muttered as he and Jackson helped bring in a stockade that he’d brought from his house. 

“It’s almost done, right?” Jackson asked. 

“Few more weeks of construction. Then we get to decorate it.” 

We had moved some of the larger pieces of equipment into the main area. A Saint Andrew’s cross, a spanking bench, and a frame meant for Shibari suspension were staggered around the outside of the room to optimize the space. Michael claimed he was bringing his bondage chair, so we’d left space for that. And of course, a few pet cages were strategically placed for shy pets who needed a refuge, or naughty ones who needed to be punished. 

Mine had a “Reserved” sign on top. I smirked as I glanced over at it. I’d placed a mat and a puppy pad on the bottom of the cage. 

The boy seemed to have a leaking problem. 

“You’re blushing.” Simon Pierce’s voice distracted me from my plans for Benny tonight. He leaned against the doorway to one of the rooms, arms crossed, his tongue flicking over his lip ring and making it move. His dark hair, normally cut in a military style, had grown out a little and had started to look scraggly, so he wore a ballcap. His beard wasn’t much better. I knew it was a sign he was stressed, but chose not to say anything about it. 

“I am not.” I lifted my chin. I’d made sure to use plenty of foundation today. I wasn’t sure how Tiama and Jez always managed to look put together and controlled during their scenes, but damn my pale skin, I always blushed and ended up looking flustered. 

“Relax, Huxley. It’s a good look for you.” 

I rolled my eyes. “I hate it.” 

“Don’t.” Simon pushed off the wall and approached me, putting an arm over my shoulder. “It’s hot. You’re fucking gorgeous.” He kissed my cheek and sauntered off to find someone else to flirt with, tucking his thumbs in his front pockets. 

Michael arrived with his sex-chair and we arranged it in one of the open corners. He grinned at me as he locked the wheels, gesturing to the stirrups with straps. “Hop on, I’ll show you how it works.” 

“Not a chance in hell,” I smiled back, reaching out to pat his cheek. He hated it when I did that, but I did it anyway. He caught my wrist and pressed his lips against my pulse point, giving me a dark smoldering look that I’m sure he practiced in the mirror. 

“After?”

“You don’t have a playmate tonight?” 

His face fell and he dropped my wrist, looking annoyed. 

“What? What happened?”

“My girl, Brielle... she’s been lying about the orgasm control and the edging.” 

“What?” People were starting to arrive, so we stepped closer into the corner so we could speak freely. 

“I was going to train her to come on command, right? Well, it wasn’t working, and I was concerned she had some mental block, or nerves related to the orgasm control, so we talked about it, and she confessed that she’s been going home after our sessions and getting herself off with her vibrator.” 

His face was blank, but his eyes were down and slightly to the side. And Michael Black wasn’t one to not make eye contact. He knew its power, and very much enjoyed it.

He felt powerless right now. Knowing him, he probably felt betrayed and disrespected.

“I asked if she was willing to try again, and she said she couldn’t get through the day without getting off. So I broke things off with her.” 

“Wasn’t she collared?” 

“Not that kind of collar. She wore a thin chain around her neck as a reminder of her chastity that was, clearly, nonexistent.” He finally met my eye, almost sheepishly. The stone in his throat bobbed as he swallowed. “So the past few days have been... I don’t know, Bec. It’s hard to describe.”

“I’m sorry, Mike.” 

He took a deep breath and let it out slowly. “It’s fine. That, mixed with some family drama... it’s been a rough month. Just a weird, rough month.” He dropped his eyes again. My elbow was resting on the stirrup of the chair, and my hand dangled down from it. He stared at my hand. Gently, I cupped his face. 

“Let’s have some fun tonight. Either separately, or together. Okay?”

He tilted his face in my hand and kissed my wrist again. “You’re the light of my life sometimes, Bec. Are you sure you won’t marry me?” He gave me a playful smile, and some of the light came back into his eyes. 

I laughed and managed to give him that obnoxious condescending pat on his cheek he hated so much, and he pulled away, rolling his eyes. 

“I love you too much to marry you, Mike. We both know we’d be at each other’s throats constantly.” 

“Well. That’s probably for the best. I want babies anyway.” He leaned in and kissed my cheek. “I look forward to watching you decimate your submissives tonight.” 

When Mike stepped away, Benny was half a dozen paces behind him, hands tucked into his pockets, staring at me with a cocked head, affection in his gaze. 

I think I’m in love with you. There’s no other explanation. 

The boy wasn’t in love with me. He probably would be at some point, but he was too young to really know what that meant. Infatuated was more like it. But I was going to enjoy the shit out of his infatuation, cultivate it, and then maybe one day, he would know what it meant to love me. 

He deserves someone so much nicer than me, I thought. Someone to spoil him and take care of him, and give him lots of well-deserved orgasms. But instead he got stuck with a sadist with baggage and a denial kink. 

But then I remembered the way he’d screamed when I’d caned him. Those screams weren’t just from the pain. 

Maybe he doesn’t need someone nice. 

He approached me cautiously and with reverence. People had begun to mingle, and they paused and looked as the shy, quiet, cute little boy who nobody knew approached me. 

He knew what to expect tonight... at least some of it. And judging by the vein in his neck that pulsed, and the flush on his neck, he was excited. 

“How’s that sad little dick feeling?” 

He smiled sadly. “It hurts.” 

“Well... let’s get that cage off.” 
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I took him into one of the wet rooms since they were private and nobody was using them yet. Naked and nervous, he stood awkwardly on the linoleum floor, waiting for instructions. 

“Sit there,” I pointed to a bench built into the wall. He did so and his thighs fell open. Crouching in front of him, I extracted the key, still hanging around my neck, toying with it. 

“You remember the rules, pup?”

He nodded seriously. “Yes, Miss.”

“Tell me, so I know you know.”

“I am to keep my hands to myself, and I am not allowed to come.”

“And what happens if you come, or you touch yourself?”

“Nothing... but you won’t touch me tonight.” 

I stroked his cheek and his eyelids lowered slightly, sighing at my touch. “Are you going to be good for me?”

“Yes Miss. I’m going to try really hard.” 

“No more ruins on the floor?”

He blushed and rolled his eyes. “I think I’ll be okay as long as your pussy isn’t in my face... I’ve been dreaming about the smell and the taste of you.” 

I tilted his chin up and brushed a tender kiss over his lips. He whimpered, lifting towards me as I pulled away, but sat back when I was out of reach. 

I cannot deal with how cute he is. 

I unlocked the cage, playing with his balls a little as I removed the contraption. His dick was already hardening as I got it all the way off, and I gave him a few pumps to start the fun. He groaned and his head fell back, eyes closed, lips parted, and he looked so delicious, so pretty, so desperate for me, I didn’t want to stop. 

A few more pumps and his eyes flew open. “Oh no, stop, please!” 

“But you’re so cute when you feel good.”

“Miss I have almost zero self-control right now, and you’re wearing those heels and that fucking leather dress...” 

I laughed and released him. “Fine. You don’t want me to touch you? I won’t touch you.” 

“Well, no, I mean, I just–”

“I see how it is.” 

He fell to the ground in front of me, hands extended but not touching me, like he wanted to wrap his arms around my legs but was waiting for my consent. 

I would never have let a client do that, but Benny... his need was so deep and all encompassing. I stepped forward and took his hands and placed them on the outsides of my thighs. He drew me slightly closer and rested his chin right under my stomach, staring up at me and holding me in place. 

It felt... oddly intimate. Even though he was the one on his knees, holding me tight like I was some wisp of smoke that might dissolve at any moment, I felt his craving down to my bones. My cheeks burned. 

“I know you’re teasing me,” he whispered. “Tease me all you want. I’ll take it. But please know I am completely serious when I say that you are the best thing I’ve ever felt, and I can’t get enough of you.” 

Breathlessly, I said, “you might change your mind here in a minute. We’re just getting started, puppy.” 

He swallowed. “I will take almost anything for you, Mistress.” 

“We’re about to find out. Climb up onto that bench, hands and knees.” 

He did so without a moment of questioning in his eyes. I was pretty sure he thought he was getting spanked. 

I’d probably spank him at some point. But it wasn’t tonight. No, tonight I planned to drive him absolutely mad with lust. My goal was to get him so worked up, I could breathe on his dick and make him come. 

From my bag, I withdrew a headband with a pair of floppy ears. Benny stiffened at the sight, and met my eyes for a moment as if to ask, are you serious? But he didn’t say anything. 

Sliding the headband on, I adjusted his hair and positioned the ears just right. 

“What’s a good pup without a collar, though? Hm?” I extracted a black leather dog collar and a chain leash. “Just for today’s scene, okay? This is for play, Benny.” 

He nodded, and he blushed deeper when his ears flopped slightly and ended up tilted on his head. Lifting one hand, he pushed them back into their intended spot. 

I buckled the collar around his neck and clipped the leash onto the O-ring in the front. Dropping the lead, I dug through the bag, saying, “Oh, and one more thing.” 

He blanched at the sight of the tail, a fairly small plug on the end. I found myself laughing at his expression. His reactions were so authentic. 

“Did you just say... almost anything?” I whispered. He swallowed and nodded again, making his ears move for a second time. He readjusted them and gripped the bench with his fingers, nervous and probably worried about what was about to happen. 

I set the plug against his lips and he squinted his eyes shut. “Open. Get that wet for me.” 

Tentatively, he opened his mouth just enough for the plug to slip between his lips. He let out a disgruntled noise. 

I gave him a nice smack on his still bruised ass for that, and he yelped. “Bad boy. No whining. Now lean forward, unless you don’t want any lube.” 

He dropped his head in shame but did as I asked, and I put a hand on his shoulder blades to guide him forward. I realized my panties were drenched as he let me move him, pushing him forward so his forehead rested against the bench. He was so awkward, but so damn willing. 

His bottom was tense, and he was barely breathing. 

“You nervous?” 

He nodded. 

“Suck on that plug. It’ll help. It’s not so big, Benny.” I pulled on a rubber glove, letting it snap against my wrist for dramatic effect, and he whimpered again. 

What a disaster. My god he is fun to play with. 

Popping open the bottle of lube, I drizzled a good amount between his cheeks. His dick was hard and his balls swollen after another three days of my cage. At the feeling of the lube on his asshole, he huffed nervously. 

Setting the bottle aside, I placed my gloved hands on his cheeks, massaging a little to get him to relax. It wasn’t until I lifted one hand, finger poised over his asshole, that I realized how turned on I was. My clit was throbbing. I’d done plenty of anal play with subs before, but it was never like this. Because Benny wasn’t doing this because he had a secret fetish for anal and he needed me to help him with it... he was doing it because he wanted to please me, and was willing to let me play with his ass to prove it. 

I felt... safe. Safe enough to be myself. Safe enough to indulge in his humiliation. 

He was silent, waiting, frozen with nerves, embarrassed as hell, but his cock was hard. I listened to his breathing and gently stroked one finger across his tight little hole. 

The tiniest little moan escaped his lips, so quiet I wouldn’t have heard it if I hadn’t intentionally listened. And that tiny little moan was enough to make my clit throb.

I stroked his hole again, brushing over it lightly, then circling it. He made another little sound, more of a squeak. With the slightest bit of pressure, I pressed the tip of my finger inside. 

His dick twitched and a deeper groan rumbled through his chest. His face and neck were bright red, his cheek pressed against the bench, and his eyes closed. Though his lips were wrapped around the plug, his face was relaxed. 

“One day, Benny, I’m going to claim you here... and you’re going to love it. Remember this moment, pet. Because I want you to look forward to it when I fuck you.” 

His hands gripped the bench tighter and he took a deep shuddering breath. As he exhaled, I pressed my finger in a little deeper. His eyes shot open and he groaned again. 

I could tease him like this all day. 

But I didn’t have all day. I had a party to attend, and I was one of the hosts. I couldn’t hide in the wet room, fingering my toy all night. 

“Relax that hole for me, puppy. I need to fit the plug in, and I don’t want to hurt you. That’s a good boy... deep breaths. I know, it feels good, doesn’t it.” I spoke softly to him as I worked my finger in and out, and then added more lube, and a second finger. His eyes were glazed and he looked like he was near subspace, or maybe an orgasm. 

I pushed in a little deeper and felt his prostate. His eyes shot wide at the gentle touch, and I gave him a few gentle strokes there, just for fun. “Oh, I know exactly what that is, puppy. Did you like that?” 

“F-fuck.” He mumbled around the plug.

“Not yet. But I will, I promise.” 

I pulled my fingers from his ass and took the plug from his mouth. He gasped as I pressed the tip against his asshole and worked it in, just a little at a time, in and out, until I got the widest part in. The rest slipped in easily and his hole tightened around the neck of the plug, the fluffy puppy tail falling down between his legs. 

“There we go. What a good boy you’re being for me tonight.” I pulled off my gloves and smoothed my hands over his cheeks, massaging them and pulling them apart a little. He rocked his hips when I pulled my hands away, and he groaned as the plug pushed against his prostate. 

“Alright, pet. Time for our party.” I took the wrist loop of the leash and tugged gently. “Come.” 
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She locked me in a cage. 

She put me in an animal crate, big enough for a Saint Bernard, with a soft cushion and a puppy pee pad in the corner, and a tail in my ass. A chain leash connected to the dog collar around my neck, the other end clipped to the bars of the dog crate. 

I was a pet. An owned animal, put aside for the evening to keep me out of trouble. I knelt in the cage, naked and humiliated, trying to reconcile my feelings on the matter. 

Why do I let myself be put in this position? 

My mind filled with the sound of her laugh, and the glint in her eyes when she smiled. Yeah. That’s probably why. 

Another hot shiver of need ran down my spine when I thought about how she’d touched me just twenty minutes ago. I’d heard about prostate play, but I never thought it would feel like that. 

People mingled and walked past me, looking at the note she’d left on the top of the crate that I couldn’t read. Some of them smiled at me. Some ignored me. A few tried to talk to me, and since she hadn’t specifically told me I wasn’t allowed to talk, I talked back. 

I was grateful that I didn’t know anyone here. When she’d told me her idea a few nights ago, I’d fought with the decision to allow myself to be naked. I eventually decided, if I was going to watch her do filthy dirty things to her other subs, who would probably also be stripped bare, I could manage to sit naked in a cage for a few hours. I wasn’t regretting the decision, but I was uncomfortable. 

A blonde curvy woman with kitten ears and a bedazzled collar hurried over to my cage, crouching down and smiling at me. She looked me right in the eye and said, “Oh, man, she wasn’t lying! You’re really cute.”

I smirked, and then found myself laughing. She laughed back and hooked her fingers into the cage. “I’m Julia. I’m friends with...” She looked around the room. “Everyone. Yep. Everyone. So I had to meet you too.”

“I’m Benny.” 

“I’m so excited to meet you. Is this your first party?” 

“Yeah. I’m pretty new to everything.” 

Julia stood up and looked at the note on top of the cage. “‘This pet is under the protection of Becca Huxley. Feel free to make polite conversation, but cruelty or disrespect will not be tolerated.’ Aww. That’s so sweet.”

The tension in my shoulders faded, and some of the humiliation evaporated. 

Under her protection. 

My throat felt thick suddenly. I stared up at the bright lights above us, willing my emotions back under control. I was going to have to think about that more when I was alone. 

Julia’s voice helped refocus my thoughts. “Maybe you can come over sometime and we can hang out. Paul and I are going up to the cabin next weekend, but we’re usually pretty open.”

“Yeah, that would be awesome,” I said. 

“Hi Doctor,” Julia smiled as the handsome man who had kissed my Mistress approached us. 

“Good evening, Kitten. Where is your Master?” 

Julia pointed to a group of guys chatting by the snack table. “With his fellow nerds, discussing their upcoming campaign. Apparently, Ozzy just got a 3D printer, so he’s been making figurines for everyone. They’re all very excited about it. I needed a break from the unending drama between the Orcs and the Elves.” 

The still unnamed Doctor chuckled and let Julia ramble a little longer. Eventually she wandered off, giving me a wave before she left. 

The Doctor sipped his drink and didn’t look at me, but he stood very near to the cage. I didn’t particularly want to talk to him. I recognized him from the day she’d brought her friends to the café, and he was nice enough. But seeing him kiss her on the mouth like that, and the casual, confident way he spoke to her, made me disgustingly jealous. I wanted so badly to be able to walk up to her, take her hand, kiss her cheek, pull her close, and savor her... and he could, and I couldn’t. 

Clearly that was the way she wanted it, and my jealousy wasn’t his fault, but that didn’t mean we needed to be best friends. So I stayed quiet in the cage and pretended to look around while I monitored his actions. 

As he lifted his glass to his lips for another sip, he softly said, “Backs of the knees.” At least, that’s what I thought he said. I glanced up at him for clarification, but he didn’t look at me. Instead, he quietly added, “She has a sensitive spot. But you didn’t hear that from me.” With that, he turned his head, waving to someone on the other side of the room, and approach them. 

Had he just... given me a tip on how to touch her? For real? 

What fucking world have I found myself in that it’s normal for people to swap tips on their mutual lovers? 

A moment later, people quieted as a stockade was dragged to the middle of the room. The lighting changed slightly, and it seemed to signal some event that was about to start. Guests emerged from the other rooms to sit or stand around the outside. 

She was slowly circling the stockade, her riding crop flipping in her hand, an annoyed expression on her face. She paused for a moment, clasping the crop between her teeth and bending over slightly to gather her long dark hair into a ponytail on the top of her head. Her dress was short and it rode up ever so slightly, but I couldn’t quite see anything. If I’d been right beside her, I would have been able to, but I was near the edge of the room. It didn’t matter; just thinking about the curve of her ass exposed under that dress was enough to get me hot. My blood went south and I was grateful nobody was looking at me. 

She tightened a band around her hair and righted herself, adjusting the form-fitting dress. The light glinted off the leather that hugged her curves, making her look even more sinful than normal. I clenched my fists, needing to do something with my hands. 

Her eyes flashed to me, narrowed and inspecting. I threaded my fingers through the bars of the cage so she could see them. She gave me the softest smile. 

Then she turned to a man a few paces from her, set the crop under his chin, and raised an eyebrow. 

“Why are you being punished.” It wasn’t a question, it was a demand to confess. She didn’t shout, but she spoke with authority, just loud enough so everyone could hear. 

“Because I came without permission.” 

“How did you come?”

The man swallowed, his face red with embarrassment. “From a vibrating plug in my asshole while I scrubbed the tile.” 

There were soft chuckles and tuts of disapproval around the room, but nobody outright said anything. She tapped her crop against the obvious bulge in his pants. “Clothes. Off.” 

When he was naked, she nodded to the stockade. “Go on then. If you really want your punishment, you’ll make yourself available for it. You have two perfectly useful hands... for now.” 

He walked with lowered head and hunched shoulders and lifted the top off the stocks. Setting his hands and neck in the holes, he waited. She took her time walking back to him, inspecting him before lowering the top and trapping him in. She clipped it shut not with a lock, but with a carabiner. 

Leaning forward, she spoke directly in his face too quietly for me to hear. Her expression was harsh. He looked at her not with fear, but with adoration. 

That’s going to be me one day, I realized. I’m already naked in a cage with a plug in my ass. That’s the direction this is going. 

I wasn’t sure I loved the direction. 

A moment later, the vengeful goddess slapped the man across his face. The crack was loud enough that I jumped in surprise. 

She slapped the other side, and when she walked away, I watched a dark red handprint appear on his cheek. Making her way behind him, she locked his ankles in a spreader bar, his feet surprisingly far apart.

She had a bag on the floor beside her, and from it, she extracted a long, thick, black dildo. “How many strikes did I tell you I was going to give you?” 

He could barely move his head, but he managed to lower it slightly in shame. “Twenty, Miss.”

My own bruises from my twenty-one strikes had started to fade, but my ass was still blotched with brown and yellow, and it hurt to sit too long. I shifted in my cage, trying not to make too much noise. My cock hardened, and I sought a way to hide my growing erection. There was no position I could sit in to hide it unless I covered myself with my hands, and that would mean she wouldn't touch me tonight. I could sit against the back of the cage and put my knees up, but that would push the tail further into my ass and hurt. I’d already tried sitting that way. 

My Mistress pulled on a pair of black latex gloves and snapped the rubber, and the sound almost made me moan. Her eyes flashed to me when she did it, as if she knew I’d react. Because of her attention, others around the room turned and looked at me. I felt my entire body flush with embarrassment as several people stared at me in my current predicament. But the only way I could maintain my own dignity was to turn away. 

I ignored the onlookers and stared at her instead. I didn’t wish I was in those stocks. I didn’t wish I was about to get twenty strikes with a cock in my ass... but I did covet her attention, and for some reason, I loved her torture. I hated myself for it, but I loved it. I bit my lip and refused to tear my eyes off her. 

She smirked, winked, then turned her full attention back to her victim. Slapping his ass a few times, she pulled one cheek aside, spat, and shoved the plastic toy against his asshole. 

He winced, then groaned, and then cried out. She was relentless. She didn’t use lube and work it in softly like she did with me earlier. Instead she pushed, and pushed harder, and slapped his ass again when he cried out. 

“Open up, you take this one all the damn time. Does it feel tighter today?” 

“Yes Miss,” he gasped. 

“Hm. I wonder why.” Her voice dripped with sarcasm, and her vengeful expression shifted slightly to mild humor. She raised an eyebrow to the crowd. A few people snickered. 

“You normally... use lube, Miss.” He choked out. 

“Ah, but I gave you that choice. And what were the conditions of lube?”

“A... a real cock.” 

I shivered at the predicament he’d been placed in. It wasn’t really a choice, not really. Because if it were me, I would have chosen the same thing. 

She finally got the toy all the way in. Sweat dripped from his forehead, and his cock, locked in a cage like mine had been only an hour ago, was swollen and angry. I winced when I looked at it, knowing how badly it hurt. 

She had some kind of harness she attached to the end of the dildo and tied it around his waist so he couldn’t push it out. 

When she withdrew her crop, a sick part of me was disappointed. I’d hoped she would use the cane, like she had with me. The crop stung, but it wasn’t the same horrendous pain as the cane. Twenty strikes on his ass with the crop might leave a few marks, but it wouldn’t be anything like I’d gone through. 

I felt myself gasp when I realized she was gently tapping her crop against his balls, exposed between his legs from the spreader bar. No way, she won’t possibly give him twenty strikes there... 

But she did. And she did not hold back. 

The man in the stocks gasped, cried, begged, and sobbed, and dry heaved enough times that someone fetched a bucket. Through the scene, it wasn’t him that I stared at. It was her. 

I couldn’t take my eyes off her. Her eyes seemed to glow, her cheeks were flushed, a cruel glare on her face. She shifted and pivoted, her hips rocking, and she danced between different angles. Her ponytail swished through the air as she moved with her crop, her arms toned and strong, muscles flexing as she brought down her wrath on her subject. 

Her victim counted in desperation, struggling to breathe, and she grew more beautiful and more righteous as his punishment escalated. When he sobbed out the number on his last strike, she lowered her arm, lifting her chin like a fucking queen finally satisfied with her subject’s sacrifice. Looking down her nose at him, she panted softly. The entire room was so silent, I could hear them both breathing.

The man was whimpering, tears and snot covering his face and dripping into the bucket in front of him. The goddess placed her gloved hand flat against the base of the dildo in his ass and circled the toy inside him. 

I clenched on the plug in my ass, trying not to squirm, but I couldn’t help it. I could imagine exactly what that felt like, since every time I shifted, I felt my own torture device move against that spot inside me that made my stomach flip and the back of my neck hot. I gritted my teeth and gripped the bars of my crate harder. 

Her victim moaned and gasped as she continued to move the toy. “Miss... please... I can’t...”

She ceased her torture and untied the strap she’d used to secure the toy. When I thought she was going to take it out, she grinned wickedly and began to thrust it in and out, holding it at a slight angle. 

The man cried out, and spurts of white escaped from his caged cock. 

“You useless fuck,” she muttered. “Will you ever learn your lesson?” 

His only response was a sob. 

She removed the toy, her lip curling as she looked at it. It looked clean from where I sat, but I couldn’t really tell. She glared at the man as she walked around the stocks, and held it out to him. 

He stared at her, despair in his eyes, but he opened his mouth. There were quiet gasps around the room as she slowly pushed it all the way down his throat. I shivered and tried not to gag. 

Beside me, a man wearing a flannel shirt huffed a quiet laugh and shook his head as if in complete awe. 

She extracted the toy from his throat and dropped it in the bucket in front of him, and he made a sound between a laugh and a sob. Removing the gloves from her hands, she dropped them in the bucket too, then unlocked the stocks. Their scene was ending, and her face had changed. The wrath was gone, replaced with satisfaction. Someone brought a blanket and helped the man to his feet. She wrapped him in the blanket, pressed a damp washcloth against this face, and silently guided him into the other room to give him whatever care he needed after that monstrous scene. As they disappeared, a round of applause erupted from the onlookers. 

“Unbelievable,” the man in the flannel beside me said. “She just mindfucked the entire room. Did you see that?”

I wasn’t sure I could talk after watching all that, but I tore my eyes away from the stockade. People returned to their conversations, and the tension that had flooded the room during her scene was starting to dissipate. 

The man didn’t appear to be talking to me. He was angled towards me, but there was another man standing slightly in front of me. I could only see one side of his face, but I saw he had a stick-on eye patch and burn scars. 

“Are you referring to the ass-to-mouth?”

“Yeah. Did you see her other hand? When she took it out, she had a wipe in her hand, and she wrapped it around the toy and cleaned it while she pulled it out, but hid it with her hand. He took a mostly clean toy.” Flannel man reenacted the action with his own hands. 

“And I’m sure he prepped before the scene.” 

“She would have required it. But the mindfuck. That was beautiful. The rest of the room didn’t know she wiped it down. Did you hear those gasps? Fucking delicious.” Flannel guy shook his head in astonishment again. 

The man in the suit and the eye patch smiled. “Yes... she is the queen of the room, isn’t she?”

I smiled to myself, this new piece of information confirming once again that although my Mistress was cruel and vengeful, she was also somehow safe. Damn I’m lucky to have met her. Out of everyone she could be playing with... she wants to play with me. 

“We are so lucky to have her. She’s incredible. Who’s this? I haven’t met you yet, son.” 

Flannel guy was now addressing me. I glanced at the two men, both fully dressed, and shied away from their inspecting gaze. 

“I’m Benny.” 

“Ah.” The man with the eye patch nodded. “Your reputation precedes you.”

“Oh, no.” 

Both men laughed. They pretty much ignored me after that, but they still stood beside my cage while they caught up. 

“I hear Isaac will be down sometime next week for a meeting, I’m sure he’ll pop in.”

“Man, I miss him, and Heather, and Maisy. They were all great.”

“Ah, Maisy May. What a doll.”

“What brings you down here? You’re in between girls, aren’t you?”

“Yes. Well, I’m not here on Weston House duty. I’m here for a lawsuit.”

“Here he is,” my Mistress’s voice cut through their conversation and all my attention was immediately transferred to her. She crouched in front of the cage so we were almost at eye level. My eyes skated over her face and neck, still flushed from her scene. There was a single droplet of sweat under her adam’s apple, and it slowly dripped down...down... closer and closer to her breasts. I couldn’t take my eye off it. 

“You having fun, pet?”

“Uh... yes, Miss.” 

Her fingers stroked softly against mine, still threaded through the cage. My eyes were fixed on that droplet of sweat that was getting closer and closer to her cleavage. 

“Something distracting you, pet?”

“It’s just...” God, it was so close to disappearing between her perfect, plump breasts...

A single word cut through the haze and dragged all my attention completely away from her. “Alzheimer’s.” 

I looked away from the droplet of sweat as the sentence I’d just overheard processed a second too late. I struggled to catch up with what the man with the eye patch was saying. 

“The drug mimicked the effect of Alzheimer’s. None of the patients had signs of Alzheimer’s, but after about six weeks on the medication, all but two of them ended up with severe memory loss and mental degeneration. They ceased the study, which stopped the degeneration of their memories, but it fried certain parts of their brain. Not only that, they can’t make any new memories. They’re all permanently stuck in the past.”

“Pet?” 

“But because the drug didn’t allow for any of the survivors to make new memories, none of them remember the bus accident. So, like big pharmaceutical companies like to do, they swept the whole thing under the rug, because none of the victims remembered it.”

“Benny?” 

Her voice was concerned, not angry like it should have been. She should have been furious with me. Because she was crouching in front of me with a leather dress and perfect breasts almost spilling out of it, and I was staring at a man with burn marks and an eye patch. 

“Basically, they ceased the drug trial and left the patients high and dry, never compensated them, and never did anything about the accident that was partially their fault. There was medical malpractice at the hospital, too. I can’t share those details because they’re personal, and different for every victim, but a lot of the patients weren’t treated appropriately, because the doctors knew they wouldn’t remember anything. It was horrible. 

“Anyway, we’re wrapping up the last of the victim’s family’s testimonies, and we’re presenting the lawsuit sometime early next week. We were able to talk to almost everyone on my victim list. I get on a flight Sunday morning at six to go to court.”

“When?” I cut in. 

Both men glanced down at me, a question on their face. 

“When did this happen?” My voice broke, and I realized I was numb. My stomach felt weird, and my ears had this weird echo, like I knew there was sound around me, but my brain was filtering it out. There could have been a fire alarm going off in the background and I wouldn't have heard it. 

“The accident. When did it happen?”

The man with the eye patch finally answered. “It happened last year. Early November.” 

I swallowed. I didn’t want to ask, but I needed to. My voice was flat and it didn’t sound like my own. “Was there a Becky Newman on that list?”

My goddess’s fingers tightened around my own, and then she pulled away. The loss of her touch made my hands suddenly feel ice cold. A moment later, I heard the sound of the cage unclick. 

The man in the eye patch stared at me a moment longer, then took two steps closer to me and crouched down so we were face to face. There was kindness in his single grey eye, and his gaze didn’t waver. 

“Who is Becky Newman?”

“She’s my mother.” 

“Benny, I think we should talk.”
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Two months later

The care facility was beautiful. The single-story apartments were connected by community sitting areas, and there was a garden outside with a walking path. Big TV’s in every room, nice meals delivered three times a day, huge windows, and rolling green lawns protected by a high, white fence. Everything was clean. The nurses were kind and smiled at everyone, even those who snapped at them. 

Momma looked confused and pretty stressed during the transfer, but she tolerated the move pretty well. Her eyes were fearful and full of suspicion, but she seemed to recognize me that day, and kept looking to me for reassurance. She seemed to think maybe I was her son, maybe not, but I reminded her of him. 

Jack Bowman, the lawyer who had overseen the lawsuit, was there on the day of her transfer. He greeted her with a kind smile and stood by the door as I arranged her things just the way she wanted them, talking quietly to one of the nurses. I knew he didn’t have to be here, but he’d taken the time to personally oversee her transfer and ensure every letter of every promise was fulfilled appropriately. 

I owed him big time... and he wouldn’t take a cent from me. 

I unfolded Momma’s favorite quilt, pink and purple with little specks of blue. It made her eyes look even more blue when it was tucked around her waist. I shook it out and hung it over the back of the comfortable, padded, gliding rocking chair that the nurses had brought in per my request. 

“Why am I here?” she asked softly when I set her Miss Maisel books on the coffee table. 

“You were hurt, and you have a hard time on your own, Momma. These nice ladies are going to look out for you.”

Her new room had plenty of hooks on the walls for pictures and paintings, and I started hanging up the photo frames that showcased our lives. She’d had framed photos that I’d never hung in the old place because I didn’t want to damage the walls, but this new apartment had hooks and shelves galore. 

She seemed to recognize most of the photos, and her expression relaxed as I set them up. A few times, she asked me to rearrange them al little so they were in the order she wanted, and I did so happily. 

When I hung up the painting I’d made for her, a bowl of fruit and some wine bottles in the background, her eyes lit up with recognition. “Oh... Benny.” 

I turned back to her, and there was that little bit of spark in her eye. I thought I would cry when she gave me the tiniest smile. “Are you... back from school?”

“Just for a little bit. To take care of you.” 

“You’ve gotten taller.”

“Have I?”

She nodded. “Is it nice? At school?”

“Yeah Momma, it’s really nice.” 

She looked at the painting again. “That’s so good.” 

“I’m glad you like it.” I sat beside her and took her hands. She seemed a little more coherent. 

I had no hopes that she would ever improve more than she was now. But we were fairly sure she wouldn’t get worse either. Some of the test subjects had even worse side effects. Momma had lucked out compared to some of the other testimonies I’d heard in court. 

Once I was pulled into the lawsuit, I got access to the medical records and the reports from the pharma company’s drug trials. Momma’s back pain, and the financial compensation of the study, had been enough motivation for her to participate. The hospital lied to me when they said she’d had signs of Altzheimer’s. She was fine... she just had back pain. 

Halfway through administering the twentieth dose, so many people had bad reactions, the drug nurses put them all in a bus and took them to the hospital. The driver was texting and driving, and he ran a red light. Every single person on the bus was injured, and the driver died. Momma had a fractured hip, a broken jaw, and a concussion from the accident. 

Eighty-five people went in for pain relief... and left without their minds. The medication that was supposed to block pain receptors in the brain resulted in the loss of their memories forever. 

When I finished setting her room up, I checked in with her again. She kept glancing up at the ugly painting I’d done for her, and looking back at me. “Benny... you’ve gotten taller.”

We’re probably going to keep having this conversation forever. I hated it, and it made me sick. But... something about my art was helping her connect that the person in front of her was her son. So if I had to keep painting shitty fruit and bad landscapes for her to recognize me, I would.

“Momma, when was the last time we talked?”

She thought hard, tapping her lips. They were no longer sunken and fallen; she looked more her age now that she had a denture that fit her, thanks to the payout from the lawsuit. “I think... you just got your bike. Do you still have it?” she looked up at me with glittering eyes. 

“Yeah, Momma. I love it. Thank you.” 

She seemed sad. Maybe she knew I was lying. She turned and looked out the window. 

“Momma, I need to go to work. I’ll come visit you, okay?” 

She nodded but didn’t answer. Before I left, I put on the iPod shuffle I’d loaded with classical music. Tchaikovsky’s Swan Lake played through the tiny speakers I’d set up around the room. She smiled and rocked her head, humming along to the music. 

I think I’m going to get her a keyboard. Maybe she can play music again. Would she like that?

Outside the door, I shook hands with the nurses who helped move her in. I’d already confirmed her schedule, her daily needs, and mentioned specific things that bothered her. They had a list of her favorite foods, and the ones she wouldn’t eat. 

Layla gave me a smile and a final handshake, and a hug. “I’m so happy for you two,” she said. 

“Thank you for everything, Layla. You call me if you ever need a reference.” I’d given Layla a little extra payment to hold her over while she found another job, which she assured me she’d find quickly. It was the least I could do after everything she’d done for us over the past year and a half. 

Bowman walked me out to my car. He gave me a final handshake before I left. “You going to be okay?” He put a hand on my shoulder.

I couldn’t meet his eye for more than a moment. His gaze was always so intense that it shook me a little. “Yes sir, I’ll be alright. I’m just glad this is all over.”

He nodded. “You call me if you ever need anything else.” With that, we went our separate ways, and I drove back to my apartment. 

I spent the rest of the evening cleaning the Master bedroom and moving my stuff into it. I didn’t have much, just a box of art supplies, my makeshift bed, and a few blankets. Momma’s bed was mine now, a comfortable, full-size mattress with fresh, clean sheets and a box spring. Zach had a friend who could move into Brandon’s old room, now that “the ol’ lady” was gone. 

The lawsuit had changed everything. Bowman had fought for fair compensation, and the settlement dictated pharmaceutical company had a responsibility to pay for the patients’ care until the average age of end-of-life care. So Momma’s care home was paid for until she was seventy. The lawsuit from the hospital and their poor quality of care had resulted in a payout of about eighteen thousand dollars, and the dismissal of her hospital debt. 

I had fifteen years to start saving, and an eighteen-thousand-dollar head start. On Bowman’s suggestion, I dumped it into a high-interest savings account reserved exclusively for her care, and vowed not to touch it under any circumstances. 

Reuben had allowed me the flexibility to attend the hearings for the court case. The training class had ended, and I had about a month before the next one started. He’d hired a few other people as trainers, including Penny, the cute girl from class. She’d discovered she was better at teaching than waitressing, and found it much less stressful. We were meeting every day with the others to help Reuben reconstruct the program that had all but fallen apart. 

I finally quit Rally Point, and was bartending at Oak City Grille two or three nights a week, and at some of his other restaurants as needed. The tips and the base pay were enough that I could start buying art supplies again, and I’d managed to get myself an easel and enough supplies to make Momma’s ugly fruit painting that she liked so much. 

Between working, the lawsuit, and the extra shifts in the evening, I didn’t have much time off... but I still managed to see my Mistress as often as possible. 

She never forced me to talk about things, but she always knew what I needed more than I did. One week it was a hard spanking with a paddle until I begged her to stop. Another week, she edged me until I couldn’t speak, then made me choose between finishing, and licking her cum off her fingers. And last week, she blindfolded me, put noise canceling headphones over my ears, and let the silence force me to the edge of insanity...

And then she dragged me back to reality again, her soft touches and delicate lips and tender words recentering me. 

She was the best distraction, my dirtiest secret, and my guilty pleasure. 
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Four days after moving Momma into the care center, I found myself pacing. I walked from the kitchen, through the living room, to my bedroom, and back again. I felt restless, panicky, and confused. Like something was wrong but I couldn’t quite figure it out. 

Glaring at my new easel in the corner of my room, I pulled out my cell phone, but I didn’t have any messages and I wasn’t sure who I was going to text anyway. Maxine? Penny? Katie? What would I say? I had nothing to say to any of them, why was I checking my phone?

I shoved the phone back in my pocket and straightened out the plastic tarp that protected the carpet from my paints. I knew this restless feeling. I had something to say, and I didn’t know what it was or who to say it to. I had a few options. 

I could call Her. She’d hurt me, tease me, humiliate me, make me cry or beg, and if I made enough of a fool of myself, she might let me come. 

Or I could face whatever it was that was bubbling out of me like a fucking adult, and it might calm me longer than a day or two. 

But I couldn’t do it with paint. Annoyed and hating every minute of it, I left the house and headed for the nearest art supply store. 

I kept my head down as I hurried through the aisles, grabbing the supplies I needed. Being in the store was enough to make the anxiety even worse, and I wasn’t sure why. By the time I left, I was shaking. With a large 24X32-inch pad tucked under my arm, a handful of pencils, and a rubbing stump, I retreated back to my room and locked the door.

There was some light left so I opened the blinds, grabbed the lamp from my bedside table, and pointed the beam right at my paper resting on the easel. Carefully, I spread out the new supplies on the top of my dresser. I stared at the blank page longer than I needed to, and it stared back at me, as if it were challenging me. 

I knew what I needed to draw. It felt like a word on the tip of my tongue, or a question begging to be asked. 

My eyes burned with tears I didn’t want to release as I put charcoal to paper, slowly pulling the image out with strokes of black and gray. I lost myself in light and shadows. 

Hours later, I dusted off the powdered remnants and tore the piece of paper off the pad, taking it outside to spray a fixative on it. I glared at it while it air-dried, the strong scent of the sealant slowly dissipating until I was left with my anxiety made physical, staring me in the face. 

Or rather, staring out the window. 

An old woman in a rocking chair, quilt on her lap, hands wrung in anxiety, staring out a window at something I couldn’t see. The room was sparsely decorated, but seemed warm. So why did the whole drawing feel so ominous and depressing? 

I taped the drawing to the inside of the closet where it would remain safe, but I wouldn’t have to look at it. 

I knew what I was feeling now. I felt incredibly guilty for putting Momma in that home. Sure, she was taken care of much better than she was here. She had several people to check on her, she had nice meals to enjoy, plenty of sun, and she was getting physical therapy. The nurse called me yesterday to tell me she’d spent some time outside with some of the other residents, and she got to pet a therapy dog. She sent me a text with a photo, and it was the happiest I’d seen her in years. 

So why did I feel so guilty? It’s not like I’d neglected her, or dumped her in a home because I didn’t want to deal with her.  

Plus, she barely remembered me. And when she saw me and struggled to place me, it put a dagger through my heart every time. Especially now that I knew her memory loss was nothing more than a fucking accident from a shitty drug company. 

I removed the paper pad from my easel and replaced it with a small canvas, picked some colors and two brushes, and painted a vase of flowers for her room for the next time I visited her. 

It was midnight by the time I finished, and although the flower painting had eased some of the guilt, I still felt a deep nagging in my chest for something else I couldn’t put my finger on. 

My phone buzzed in my pocket, and I rinsed my brushes and wiped my hands down before checking the message. 


Miss: I’m busy all day Friday. Can we do the weekend? 

Benny: I work Saturday all day, and Sunday evening at Oak City. 

Benny: But I’m open Monday night after 6

Miss: That works. 8pm?

Benny: Yes Miss. 


I ate a cold slice of pizza for dinner and cleaned up for bed, checking my phone again before I cut the lights. She hadn’t answered, and I knew she got up early to work out, so she was probably asleep. 

Our meetings hadn’t been as regular as they used to be, and I’d gone almost two weeks without seeing her. She hadn’t put the cage back on since the play party, though during one session, she’d made me wear a plug for a few hours.

She’d claimed she wanted to give me space to process things with Momma. And I appreciated that... but now, I didn’t need space. I needed something only she could give me. 


Benny: Miss... I need to be punished. 
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Saturday afternoon I was finishing my shift at Oak City Grille. Penny sat in one of the empty spaces at the end of the bar, and we talked through the final changes to the lesson plans for the course that started next week. Gracie tended to the bar while I made drink orders that came in from the restaurant. 

Out of the corner of my eye, I saw a man in a suit approach the bar, scanning for an open spot. Penny recognized he was looking for a seat and hopped down, wiping the bar with a napkin to clean up the wet spot from her soda. 

He stopped beside the spot she’d vacated. “You didn’t need to get up for me,” he smiled at her. I recognized him as the man who’d given me that little tip about my Mistress. 

Back of the knees. 

I hadn’t had a chance to explore that spot - she hadn’t let me get that close to her again, and I was wary about touching her without explicit permission. But it suddenly became as forbidden as her pussy. It was a spot I wanted to get near, to touch, to kiss, to explore her sensitivity and her reactions. I’d had whole daydreams about lightly brushing my fingertips across the backs of her knees, a place I’d never really thought about before. 

Penny was stuttering and blushing at the man, unable to speak. He was grossly attractive; the stereotypical tall, dark, and handsome look, with dark eyes and a charming smile. 

“She did, actually. She’s a coworker, not a customer.” I said it jokingly and nudged her. She shut her mouth and stopped attempting and failing to speak in the presence of the suited Doctor. 

“Ah, but Benny. She’s a lady.” He leaned forward on his forearms and looked Penny in the eye. “I’m Michael.”

Penny blushed. “Hi.”

“May I have your name?” 

Penny stuttered again, then turned to me. “I’ll see you tomorrow. Bye.” She hurried away from the bar without looking at Michael again. 

He sat back in the chair, watching her leave, then turned back to me. “Damn. Haven’t struck out that bad in a while. Must be losing it.” 

I gave him a commiserating smile while I worked on a line of four old fashions. “She’s terribly shy. She probably couldn’t remember her name.” 

“You’re still getting a tip whether you tell me what I want to hear or not.” 

I laughed. “What’ll you have?”

“Jameson. Neat.” 

Michael sipped his drink and chatted with the couple beside him, seeming to make friends with them instantly. His charisma and confidence was so contagious that I felt my own confidence rising just being around him. 

I need to learn how to be like that. I couldn’t remember a time I’d been that confident in anything. Maybe the short time I’d spent in school, but even then, that first semester made me feel like I was grasping at straws half the time. 

Michael checked his watch and raised his glass at me, and I poured him a second drink. “Are you planning to order food?”

“No, I’m waiting on a date. She may be running late, but... she’s worth waiting for.” He winked. Something told me the person he was waiting for was a black-haired, golden-eyed goddess who wielded a riding crop like a staff of justice. 

I wasn’t even jealous. I was just excited to catch a glimpse of her. 

My shift was almost over and I was anxious to get home and keep working on the drawing I’d started this morning. Now that I had paper and charcoal on hand, it had been impossible to resist the urge to indulge. I barely got any sleep the past few days, but I was starting to feel more like myself. 

Michael’s voice brought me out of my head and back to the present. “She told me about your... challenge.”

“My challenge?” 

He swirled his whiskey and took another sip. “Her... prerequisite.” 

“Oh. Yeah.” 

“Any luck?”

“You want to talk about striking out pretty hard recently... then again, my head has been out of the game. Personal shit. You know.” 

He nodded. “Can I point you in a direction?”

Back of the knees. 

“I will take any advice or direction you feel inclined to give me.”

He lifted his glass and nodded his chin, looking away from me towards the other end of the bar, and then looking back at me. “Blonde in the red shirt, drinking iced tea.” 

I knew exactly who he was talking about. She was cute, quiet, and seemed to be waiting for someone, but nobody had approached her during the two hours she’d sat at the bar. She’d ordered the grilled chicken with asparagus and cherry tomatoes, had eaten her meal quietly, and was now sipping on her tea like it was a cocktail to be savored. She seemed perfectly content to be ignored. 

“Really?” I asked. 

“She’s kinky as hell. She’d do it.”

“She’s cute... but seems kind of... girl next door.”

“Exactly. Remember, Benny. Plain Janes and bookworms. They’re the kinkiest, filthiest fucks you’ll ever meet.” 

“You think she’d do it on video?” I asked quietly. “Because that’s the part that trips people up.”

He smirked. “She’d love it. Ask her about ‘the cabin.’ It makes good pillow talk... or foreplay.” His eyes left mine and moved to the door. He smiled, then looked back at me. “My date is here. Can you move this tab to table eighty-six?”

Reuben kept a table reserved at all times in the back corner of the restaurant, for his use, or for his friends when they chose to use it. It was technically listed as table one, but the employees here called it eighty-six as a joke.

“Will do. Enjoy your evening.” 

“You as well.”  

He winked, left a ten-dollar bill on the bar, and made his way to the entrance of the restaurant where he did indeed meet my Mistress. She wore a dark navy blue dress that draped around her exquisitely, setting off the gold in her eyes. Her stunning jeweled necklace lay over her collarbone and draped down between her cleavage. I sighed, trying to memorize the smile that crossed her face when she saw her lover. 

Michael took her hand and kissed it, then wrapped one arm around her waist and guided her back to the reserved table. Neither of them glanced at me as they walked by. 

I looked over at the girl in the red shirt. She’d nearly finished her iced tea and was looking at her phone, looking a little down. My shift was over and my replacement was here... 

But I made a quick drink and brought it to her anyway. 

When I slid it in front of her, a faint blush appeared over her cheeks, and her large brown eyes widened. 

“Oh... thank you... I wasn’t really planning on drinking tonight.” 

“It’s a virgin. Just thought you might want something fancy so you can be one of the cool kids.”

She bit her lip to hide her smile, lowering her chin a little. And dammit if she didn’t have a cute little dimple. “You think I’m cool?”

“I think you’re cute.” I gave her a wink and rolled up my sleeves, fully prepared to chat her up while I helped out with the dishes piled in the sink. 
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“So let me make sure I understand. You want to eat me out on video, and send it to your Domme, so she can decide if you’re talented enough to go down on her?”

The cute girl at the bar, Megan, had accepted my invitation to coffee. We huddled over a small table in the corner of a coffee shop a few doors down from Oak City Grille. I’d flirted relentlessly, and she’d blushed at every word. She told me she was a submissive as well, but that she was allowed to accept certain advances that were approved from her dominant. 

I really hoped her dominant, whoever they might be, was going to approve this one. 

“In a nutshell, yes.”

“And the video happens on my phone.”

“And you have to decide to send it to her. I won’t pressure you.”

She rested her chin on her palm, her fingers covering her lips. “Doms are crazy, aren’t they?”

I chuckled and nodded my head. 

“So you two haven’t...”

“No. But she...” I looked around to make sure nobody could hear us, then leaned forward and whispered. “She let me clean her fingers a few times.” 

Megan blushed. “And now you want another taste. What a tease.”

“Can you blame me?”

“No. I don’t blame you at all. But I’ll tell you who has been teasing me...” Her fingertips brushed against the metal ring around her neck. 

“You’ve been edging?”

“I haven’t come in a month.”

“Are you allowed?” My heart sank. If she was allowed to play but not finish, there was no way my Mistress would be satisfied with the video.

“Guess we’ll find out.” She pulled her phone out and typed out a text, and I waited patiently. “Before I forget... I had testing done three days ago. I have a photo on my phone.”

“I did it about two weeks ago... haven’t been touched since.” 

It all seemed too easy. Between Michael giving me advice on who to ask, and her recent testing, and the way she was biting her lip in anticipation, I was afraid this was a gift horse. 

Her phone beeped. She stared at me, her hand resting on her phone, and I stared back. There was a clear understanding between us in that silent moment. 

She had to decide to tell me the truth about what that message said. And she could lie, let me down easy, make her Dom take the blame and leave me with a half-finished latte. Even if her Dom said yes, this was still completely up to her. 

I didn’t say a word, waiting patiently instead. 

She bit her lip and picked up her phone, swiping the screen open to check the message. 

That lip bite was starting to get to me. The more I looked at Megan, the more enticing she became. She didn’t hide her feelings, she didn’t play games or beat around the bush. Her honesty was refreshing. 

I wanted to watch her fall apart as she got closer and closer to an orgasm, and hear what sounds she made when she came. My eyes kept wandering to her breasts. They were small and perky, and I wondered how sensitive they were. 

Her face fell at the message on the phone, and she gulped. I felt myself deflate. “No luck, huh?”

“Oh, no... he agreed.” She read and reread the message, biting her lip again. 

“You look nervous.” 

“Everything he does is well thought out.” She finished the last sip of her cappuccino and stood, adjusting her jeans. 

I stood as well, wondering if this was a yes or a no. Megan put her purse over her shoulder and looked at me. “They plan everything, you know. They think weeks and months in advance, and they put you between a rock and a hard place. Benny, if you think, for one minute, that woman will let you eat her out after this, think again. What exactly did she say?” 

I tried to think back to the exact conversation. “I think she said, maybe she’d consider it? Or give me a chance?”

Megan shook her head sadly. “She’s playing with you. She’s going to string you along, put you in a position where you have a new challenge to accomplish, a new goal to meet, something you have to give up... Dominants live for this shit. And we have to decide if we’re willing to play the game. Submit or don’t. But you can’t go halfway. That’s what he told me before we ever started playing.”

“We are their toys.”

“Oh, we’re more than that. We’re their lifelines. We’re the ones they trust to be this sadistic with. That’s the thing, Benny. A sadist will love you forever if you’re brave enough to take them as they are. Because so many other people won’t.”

She took a step closer to me so we were standing toe to toe. She was a little shorter than me, but not by much. Her dark brown eyes sparkled. “You probably won’t get what you want after this, but... do you still want to play?” 

“Do you? It’s going to be a long night.” 

“Oh yeah?” She blushed, pink spreading over her cheeks and across her neck. 

“I hear someone hasn’t had orgasms in a month. I think you’re owed a few.” 

“A few?”

“I pride myself.”

“I’m extremely motivated to make it hard for you.” 

I took a chance and put a thumb under her chin, tilting her face up a little closer to mine. I looked her dead in the eye. “I am extremely motivated to make you fail.” 

She bit her lip again, squeezed her eyes closed for a moment, then opened them and looked at me. “Let’s do it. Let’s make a sex tape.” 
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Mike and I hadn’t had a date in ages. Between Jeff recovering from his injury from physical therapy, Michael trying to recover emotionally from some personal stuff, more drama at The Weston House, and Benny dealing with the lawsuit, we both felt out of sorts. Michael had proposed an evening out, and took me back to his place afterwards for what he liked to call “some friendly company.” 

Which was code for “I’m going to try to seduce you, and you’re going to try to resist me for as long as possible.” 

We’d finished a bottle of wine at the restaurant and had settled on the couch, my feet in his lap while he gently rubbed the aches out. It was later than normal for us, and I wondered if he was delaying for some reason. If he wanted me to seduce him, he was going to have to beg properly. 

My phone dinged and he smirked. Something about the look in his eye made me wonder if he had something planned. When I extracted it and checked the message, I was met with a video link from Megan. With it was a message. I regret nothing. 

I glanced up at Michael. He raised his eyebrows. “What is it?”

“A link from Megan. She doesn’t normally text me...”

Mike checked his watch and huffed. “Took them long enough. Come here.” He reached for me and grabbed me around the waist, dragging me closer to him. He pulled my back against his chest, keeping one hand around my waist and using the other to rub up and down my leg. “Click the link,” he spoke against my neck, his voice thick with desire. 

I was suspicious, but I clicked it. I was met with a still image of Megan sitting on the edge of a bed, a timid smile on her face. 

“What did you do?”

“Hit play.” Michael was kissing the back of my neck. His finger trailed down my arm. 

I started the video and, from off camera, I recognized Benny’s voice. “Can you tell me what we’re going to do tonight?”

“You didn’t,” I murmured. I felt a grin break out on my face. 

“I did.”

On camera, Megan answered. “You’re going to go down on me, finger me... and if we feel like having sex, we will.” She smiled coyly in the direction I assumed he was waiting. “I have my own condoms, and we’ve swapped our most recent test results.” 

“Anything you don’t want me to do?”

“No kissing on the mouth... No breath play, grabbing my neck, or playful choking at all. No hair pulling. I don’t think you were planning any kind of, like, pain play, or spanking or anything, right?”

“No. I want to make you come, not make you cry.” 

“Well I appreciate that.” There was a hint of sarcasm in her voice. Michael and I both laughed, knowing Reuben would probably spank her for that comment later. 

“And you have permission to do this?” Benny’s voice sounded a little nervous. 

“I was given the option to accept, and I accept the consequences of my actions.” She looked right at the camera, a hint of nerves and a big dose of submission in her eyes. 

I shook my head in disbelief. “You and Reuben did this, didn’t you?”

“It’s almost like we want to see you happy.” He kissed my neck softly, taking his time and relishing my skin, like he didn’t really care about what was happening on the screen of my phone. “Let’s see what your new toy can do.” 

Benny climbed onto the bed behind Megan and gently brushed her cheek with his thumb, then leaned in and whispered something in her ear. She smiled and nodded. He whispered something else and she laughed. Benny’s face was bright red as he delicately removed her clothes, like he was trying to keep control over himself.

“Aw. They’re adorable.” Michael’s hand snuck under my dress and traced up my thigh. I batted at it but he ignored me, still brushing soft kisses across my neck and shoulder and pulling at my dress. “We should breed them, make a bunch of cute blonde babies.”

“If you tear my dress, so help me God–”

“Then take it off, you untamable beast.” 

“You take it off. I’m watching a porno.” I did my best to ignore Michael, instead watching how Benny was now tenderly drawing his fingers across Megan’s lightly suntanned skin. The boy grinned when he got her bra off, and tentatively cupped one of her breasts, checking her expression before he leaned in and kissed it softly. Megan looked a little surprised at his tenderness, but she was accepting of his affection. 

“Are you sure he’s ever seen tits before?”

“I’m starting to doubt it.” But I was a little breathless. It was cute, and innocent... but he was so sweet. He didn’t strip her down and dump her on the bed and dive in like some guys might. Instead, he took his time, explored her body, and he kept whispering things I couldn’t hear that made her laugh. 

“I don’t know, Bec... this looks promising for you.” Michael finally got my dress out of the way. He didn’t bother removing my thong, instead pulling it to the side. 

While Benny gently kissed down Megan’s stomach, her breathing faster and full of anticipation, Michael softly brushed my sex, his fingers not applying any pressure. Just a light brush, up and down my slit, stopping right before he touched my clit. 

“Touch me, you insufferable man.” I moved my hips to meet his finger but he moved with me. 

“Huh. You know, it’s funny, but that almost sounded like begging.”

“That was a command, not a beg.” I attempted to move his hand to where I wanted it.

His grip tightened around my waist, and he growled, “I will tie you up so tight if you don’t stay still and watch your porno. Let me tease you a little, Bec. You’ll like it.” 

Benny had moved to the floor in front of the bed and was now slowly kissing Megan’s inner thighs. 

“I don’t like it.” 

“You sure?” Michael dipped a finger into my pussy to feel how wet I was. I was drenched and we both knew it. He smeared the mess around the outside of my clit, but still didn’t touch it. I swallowed a groan. 

Benny moved his head closer to the apex of Megan’s legs, sliding his hands under her bottom and pulling her closer to the edge of the bed. I held my breath and listened as he angled his head and leaned closer. 

Megan let out a soft, breathy sigh, and she fisted her hands in the sheet. My gut clenched at the sight, a hot, deep pang making me crave his tongue on me instead. 

I couldn’t see up close, only the back of his head as he moved slowly against her. But I could see Megan grip the sheets tighter and let out a long, slow, shuddering breath. Mike and I were deathly silent while we watched the video, trying to hear her every sigh and whimper, watching him move softly between her legs. 

I wish I could see what he’s doing with his tongue. He tilted his head a little and I could see his jaw working. One of his hands disappeared from under her bottom and moved between her legs, and a moment later she let out a cry of need, cursing afterwards and trying to regain her composure. 

Wow, she’s close for five minutes of oral. Either she’s been edged for a while, or he’s really, really good down there. 

Benny murmured against her pussy. “You fighting me?” 

“I told you, I’m motivated.” Her voice was shaky. 

I could hear the smile in his voice. “Fight all you want, I got all night.” His head moved again and I imagined him giving her a nice full, long lick up her pussy. Michael had the same thought and mimicked the movement with his finger, this time touching the edge of my clit right as he pulled back. It sent a bright hot shock through me. 

Benny was relentless in his feast, and whatever he was doing seemed to be working. Megan’s breathing grew faster and faster, her soft whimpers turning to moans, her hips moving and flexing. I was sure Reuben had given her a pretty severe consequence for finishing, essentially pitting the two against each other, but Benny did not surrender. 

Neither did Michael for that matter. 

I was just as worked up as Megan, narrowly resisting thrusting my own hips against Michael’s hand. He was still refusing to touch my clit, instead circling it and getting so close, even brushing the hood, but withholding the pleasure I desperately craved. I was hot with need, unable to tear my eyes off the screen of my phone, but refused to beg him. There was no way I was giving him the satisfaction. 

I saw the moment Megan lost control. She gasped, fisted the sheet, swore, and then grabbed his hair, pulling him closer and grinding on his face. “Shit... shit... oh shit.” She cried out as she came. My sweet pet clung to her hips and ate her harder as she rode out her orgasm. 

Aching for my own release, I gripped Michael’s hand and tried to move him, digging my nails into his forearm. He groaned at the little bite of pain, then tore his hand away from my pussy. Pushing me forward and standing up off the couch, he grabbed my legs and tried to get between them so he could have his own feast. 

I paused the video, tossed my phone aside, and grabbed him by the tie, jerking him forward. “No,” I murmured, working at the knot. 

His gaze hardened. “Excuse me?”

I got the knot out quickly and tugged him a little closer to me, not letting him lower his face. “No.” 

“I want your pussy.” 

“Tough.” 

I pushed his shoulders back hard and he fell back onto his ass. He pretended to glare, but he was thrilled. I yanked the tie out of his collar and grabbed his hands, climbing into his lap to keep him on the ground. He struggled against me, but I looped the tie around one wrist, and then the other, and managed a quick knot. 

He fought and struggled to get up, failing miserably. I pushed him onto his back and secured the rest of the tie around the foot of his couch. 

“There,” I panted, staring at the filthy handsome fuck secured to the ground with his own tie. “Now I can watch the rest of my video in peace.”

“Becca, get your sweet pussy over here,” he glared. 

“No.”

“Becca...” He growled and pulled at the knot, but he didn’t want to ruin his tie. It was probably expensive, and he had a thing for ties. 

He also had a thing for being tied up with them, but he’d never admit it. Especially because he’d die before he’d admit that he liked it when I won. 

“What?” I pulled off my rumpled dress and swiped my phone back on, restarting the video. Megan was shaking now, recovering from a powerful orgasm that seemed to go on for quite a long time. I watched and ran my hands over my breasts and down my body. 

“Becca... please?” It was a disgruntled request, so I ignored it. 

Standing there in front of him, wearing only my heels and my thong, I let him watch me as I dipped my fingers between my legs and rubbed at my neglected clit. On my screen, Benny sat up from Megan’s legs, watching her face as he slid his fingers into her pussy. She moaned loudly and thrust her hips against the intrusion. I sighed as I circled my clit, finally getting pressure in the place I needed it most. 

“Becca, please.”

That’s better. 

“How long is this video?” I whispered. I clicked it to pause and my eyebrows shot up. They’d gone at it for over an hour. And it was only twenty minutes in. 

I needed something to pass the time. Luckily there was a handsome man tied to the floor with a perfectly acceptable mouth. And he seemed to be in the mood to beg tonight. 

I stood over his head and crouched down, pulling my thong aside as I sat on his face. The bastard bit my labia and I shouted, kneeling up off him. 

“Do that again and see what I do to your cock.” 

He lifted his head off the ground and licked my ass cheek, kissed me where he bit me, then caught my thong between his teeth and pulled me back down on his face. 

Settling down, I angled my heels so they didn’t poke him in the neck, and ground my pussy against this face. On my screen, Benny fingered Megan like he actually knew what he was doing. He had one hand on her breast, the other working between her legs. As she got closer to another orgasm, he leaned in and licked her again. She came a second time a moment later, shouting louder than she had before. 

“She’s not faking,” I mumbled. And I knew how much self-control that girl had. I’d seen Reuben edge her for hours, until she’d lost the ability to speak. She must have decided the consequences for coming were worth it.

But even then, Benny seemed to be doing her in pretty quickly. “Has she been edging? She has to have been edging.” 

Under me, Michael laughed. I slapped his thigh. “You fuck. You two coordinated this.” 

He lifted his chin enough to get a deep breath, and then said, “watch your video and come on my face.” 

“You’re tied up on the ground, you don’t get to tell me what to do.” 

In response, he shoved his tongue into my pussy, and I found myself grinding on his mouth. I had to force myself to slow down and drag it out. 

Benny was still fingering Megan. She pushed herself up on her elbows and looked down at him, her face flushed, her hair a mess, and her eyes glassy. She was panting as she stared down at him. 

“You okay?” Benny asked. He was grinning. 

“Ugh.” She collapsed back on the bed. “I’m amazing.” 

“Can I make you squirt?” 

“Say what?” She poked her head up and looked at him. “Who are you? Where did she find you?” 

“Is that a yes? Or are you tapping out?”

“I don’t squirt unless I’m riding, and it’s not that often.”

“See, Megan, that sounds like a challenge.” 

She laughed and let her head fall back onto the bed. “Go for it, boy scout.” 

I held my breath as he stood up and stood over her, opening her legs wider. With one hand he slid two fingers into her pussy, and with the other he rested a hand right below her stomach. I recognized exactly what he was doing. It was a fingering technique that went around a few years ago that was, coincidentally, highly effective for most women. 

It did not work on Megan, but she did come again, hard enough to get her legs shaking. Right as she crested, I felt my muscles tighten, and Michael moved under me slightly, angling his head so he could suck hard on my clit. I came so hard I saw stars. Dropping my phone, I had to steady myself by placing my hands on his thighs to keep from falling off.  

“Fuck!” 

He was panting, and then I felt his hands on my hips. 

Wait. He’s supposed to be tied up.

“Alright, you... vixen.” Before I had the wherewithal to escape, he pulled me back to his face and attacked my clit again. Fighting against his grip was useless. His arms were threaded through my legs and he held my hips firmly in place. 

I went for his cock, needing to get some level of control over this situation. If I let him, he’d keep me on his face all night. When I leaned forward, he squirmed and wriggled, trying to keep me from getting a good grip on his pants. I managed to unzip them anyway and pull his cock out. Leaning forward, I gave him a long lick from base to tip. 

His arms relaxed slightly. I sucked the tip, then ran my tongue under the bottom. He shivered, his grip loosening just enough for me to pull away from him. 

“Hey!” 

“Get a condom, you fool.” 

“There’s one in my pocket.”

“Oh, naturally.” I dug around in his pocket until I found the little foil wrapper. 

“Don’t give me that. You knew exactly what was going to happen when you came over tonight.” 

“I didn’t expect battle sex.”

“Why not?” He pushed up on his elbow. “We always do it like this.” 

“Not always. Sometimes you seduce me.” 

“You don’t actually like being seduced.”

“I do when my partner respects me!”

“You don’t need to be respected, you need to be fucked properly.” 

The condom finally on, I climbed on top and sank down on him, warmth rushing through me as he filled me up that way only he could. I looked over my shoulder. “Lay down and give me my phone.” 

“No way.” He sat all the way up and pulled me against his chest, spreading my legs so he could play with my clit while I rode him. 

“Jesus, Michael. Why the fuck are you like this?” 

“Maybe because you make the most beautiful sounds in the world when you come. Ever think of that?”

I shook my head. “Cocky little shit.” 

He stopped teasing my clit for a minute and handed me my phone. “Watch your damn video and come on my cock, Bec.” 

The rest of the video consisted of Benny fingering Megan a little longer, still trying to get her to squirt, before he finally succeeded. Then he sank to his knees in front of her and lapped up the mess, groaning as he sucked on her pussy and licked her thighs clean. She was absolutely spent, a blissful smile on her face, her eyes unfocused. When he finished, she rolled over on her side and sighed deeply. 

Benny ran his hand through his hair, then wiped a hand over his mouth and chin and smeared it on his jeans. He hadn’t taken his clothes off yet - he’d focused completely on her. There was a bulge in his jeans, but he wasn’t even grinding or rubbing it. And I really liked that. 

Crouching in front of the camera, he had a cocky smirk on his face that he was trying, and failing, to hide. He winked at the camera and ended the recording. 

“I want to torture the shit out of that little boy.” 

Michael was rocking me back and forth on his lap, and I was shivering uncontrollably at that weird spot high up inside me that his stupid magic dick always hit. He kissed my neck, my shoulder, and then my cheek, stroking my hair while he whispered in my ear. 

“Come for me again, Bec.”

“I’m going to lock him up,” I murmured. “Not let him come for weeks–”

“Fuck, you’re so wet. And warm–”

“Edge the shit out of him and then let him make me come–” 

“C’mon, I know I'm hitting that spot you like.” 

“I’m gonna... make him... watch that sweet face... oh fuck. Yes.” 

“Christ, that’s it... Yeah, that’s it... Oh that feels good–”

“Don’t stop!”

“I’m going to come–”

“I’ll bite you–”

“Fuck–” he groaned and buried his face in my neck. I felt him pulse inside me, and he pulled me tighter against him. 

“You... asshole.”

“What? You came!” 

“Who says I was done?”

“Shut up, you know I can get hard again.”

“Let me up, I need some water.”

“Get me some too.” 

“Get your own.” 

After a quick water break, I pushed him back on the floor and lapped at his cock, flicking it softly and sucking just hard enough to drive him crazy. He was hard in no time, and he flipped me over and fucked me from behind until I came again. When we finally quit, we were left in a sweaty pile on his living room floor. He got me a soda and he poured himself a shot of Jameson, and we leaned against the back of his couch, satiated and floaty. 

Then my phone chimed again. My jaw dropped when I opened it. “Holy shit.”

“What?”

“Megan just sent me another video link.”

Michael groaned in exhaustion. “Jesus, I don’t have that much stamina.” 

“You don’t want to watch it with me?”

He let his head fall back against the couch. “Sure. Why not? Who am I to turn down watching beautiful women orgasm?”

“I’d have to take away your Pleasure Dom card.”

“You wouldn’t dare.”

“I just might.” 

“Come here.” He lifted an arm. “Come sit in my lap. We can watch this video and talk about the first thing that pops up.”

“Your jokes are so bad they make me want to hurt you.”

“Sorry.” 

“Not yet you’re not.” 

“Play the video, Becca.”
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“Holy shit.” Megan was still breathing hard when I came back to my bedroom with a bottle of water. Her skin was flushed and she was sprawled out on my bed, looking completely blissed out. 

I was shaking with excitement. Watching her fall apart, hearing her whimper and cry out, and seeing the look in her eye when she surrendered to the pleasure was like a straight shot of the best drug. Yes my dick was aching, and there was a wet spot on my jeans, but I was high off the giddiness of my success. I felt like I was flying. 

“Benny, fuck, where did you learn to do that?” Her voice was still light, like she wasn’t quite down to earth. 

I handed her the water bottle and helped her sit up. She gulped most of it down, stopping to take a few deep breaths before she drained it. 

“You want another one?”

“You dehydrated me!” 

I laughed and went back to the kitchen. She sipped on the refill and leaned against the pillows, still breathing hard. “Seriously, you don’t learn that shit from porn. And you told me you were nineteen. Did you have a Pleasure Dom as a mentor or something?”

“Ah... college girlfriend.”

“Who is she? She needs to make educational content. Grab my phone, please? I can’t feel my legs.”

I brought her phone over and leaned against the wall beside her. My blood was still rushing and I was hyper aware of my body, like I’d just been edged, even though she hadn’t really touched me. Her little whimpers and cries of delight were still fresh in my mind, and it sent a jolt of need through me every time I thought about them. I could still feel the way she gripped my hair and crushed me into her right as she started to come.  

“Her name was Hannah Fox, but her nickname was Foxfire. She was a junior, and was studying criminalistics and psychology. She was... extremely specific and graphic in her instructions. I think she has an OnlyFans.” 

“Foxfire... Hm. She local?”

“No. I went to school at George Mason University in Virginia. She’d be a senior this year.” 

Megan clicked something out on her phone and set it beside her, relaxing back into the pillow. She was still a little dazed. I didn’t want to ask her about sending the video to our respective dominants, but I hoped like hell that she had. 

“You okay?” 

“I’m... I’m good.”

“Worth the month of no orgasms?”

“Yeah... and the consequences.”

“Consequences?” 

“He said every orgasm you gave me, I get a forced one from him later... and he’ll definitely cane me for that comment I made about you not making me cry.”

“Forced?”

“Forced orgasm. Not my favorite kind... but honestly, better than denial. I hate denial.” 

I swallowed and tried not to fear for her. She had accepted the consequences before she even left the restaurant, which told me everything I needed to know. 

“You’re a masochist?”

“Not at all.” She stared up at the ceiling. “But I love him. And he loves it, so I’ll take it.” 

“Yeah... I kinda get that.”

“You love her?” Megan turned and looked at me. 

“Well...” I searched for how to explain how I felt about my Mistress. “I wouldn’t say that I love her. I’m certainly not in love with her. But I trust her. I’m not sure how far this will go, or how long it will last, but I’m enjoying it for what it is, for as long as I can.” 

“How long have you guys been playing? A few months?”

“Yeah.” I couldn’t remember telling her how long I’d known my Mistress, but maybe I had. 

Megan nodded, thinking to herself. “I get the trust factor. I think that was what made it so impossible for me to resist Sir. Within just a few months, we knew everything about each other. He trusts me with so many things he doesn’t tell other people, and I wanted to reciprocate that trust, so I told him everything. My fantasies, my biggest fears, the things I wished I could forget... and he never judged me for a single bit of it. It just made me want to tell him more. You can’t not love someone when you trust them like that, you know?” 

I nodded, pretending I could relate. 

My relationship with my Mistress was nothing like that. I hardly knew anything about her. I knew her involvement with Reuben Weston was with a nonprofit, and I knew she was in college getting her masters degree, and I knew she had several other relationships outside of ours. But other than that, I knew almost nothing about her. 

She sipped on her water again and checked her phone nervously. 

“Everything okay?” 

“He usually answers my messages right away. He’s probably still with Robin.” She closed her phone. “She was so excited to have a daddy-date tonight.” 

Something about the name Robin rang a bell in my mind, but I couldn’t place it. “You guys have a daughter?”

Megan searched my eyes, like she was trying to piece something together. “No... Robin is sort of like my sister submissive. I’m her alpha, and I help take care of her when Sir is out of town. You met her, at Le Fleur. The blonde with the ribbon in her hair? You made her pink lemonade?”

My stomach dropped as it clicked into place where I’d seen Megan before. “You... you were... oh God. Reuben is your Dom?”

She burst out laughing but covered her mouth. “Oh my God, Benny, how did we skip that part? I thought you recognized me!” 

“I... I... oh shit.” My body went hot with embarrassment and nerves. “Oh my God.” 

She laughed. “It’s okay, I’m not offended. I mean, we only met once and we barely spoke.” 

“No, it’s not that... I have to go to work on Monday and look my boss in the eye, knowing I fucked his girlfriend.”

She laughed again. “First of all... you haven’t fucked me yet. And second, I’m not his girlfriend. I’m his submissive. I think we both know it’s a little different.” 

I groaned and fell back on the bed. “Holy shit. I’m going to lose my job. And you sent him the video, right?”

“Um... yeah... you said it was okay...”

“No, don’t worry, it’s okay. I just... I’m so embarrassed. I really didn’t place you. You looked familiar, I just didn’t... holy shit... So that’s how you know Michael?”

“Michael Black? He and Sir and Becca all work together at the House. And Michael and Becca have a thing.” 

“Oh, I knew about the thing.” I shook my head in astonishment. Megan was right. We’d both been played. “Michael was the one who pointed you out to me at the bar today.”

She snickered. “Really? I didn’t even see him. Sir sent me in this afternoon and told me I might be getting a proposition tonight, but then I sat there for like three hours and nobody asked me anything.”

“He knew I was working today, obviously... but Gracie asked to switch with me so she was tending bar, and I was filling restaurant orders. I’m a lot faster at drinks, and we split tips, so it didn’t matter to me.” 

We both stared at each other in astonishment. They’d coordinated everything. 

Megan’s eyes lit up with another connection. “And he’s been edging me for a month. On purpose.” 

“Michael had a date with her tonight. They walked right behind you.” 

She shook her head and pursed her lips. “I’d bet money they’re watching that video and screwing each other right now.” 

“You were right. They played us.” 

“I know... isn’t it amazing?” 

I wasn’t sure what I was feeling. Relief for sure, because my Mistress had received her demanded proof of excellence, but now there was a new set of concerns. What if Megan was right and she did string me along, placing another challenge in front of me before I could please her? What if Reuben was legitimately bothered by anything I did or said with his girl? 

And something else sat in the back of my mind that I wasn’t ready to face. Something about the way Megan had talked about her Dom, that I didn’t have with my Mistress. 

Instead of answering her, I shook my head and said, “damn sadists.” 

Megan smiled and shook her head along with me, taking another sip of water and screwing the water bottle shut before placing it on the ground. She stared at the easel in the corner of the room as if just noticing it. 

“Are you an artist?”

“Yeah, kinda.”

“Can I see?”

“Uh...”

“It’s fine if you don’t want me to.”

“No... it’s fine. You can see.” 

She climbed up from the mattress, completely comfortable and beautiful in her nudity, and tiptoed across the tarp to see the pad on my easel. I saw her eyes widen as she got a glimpse of the drawing. 

“Benny... oh my God. This is amazing. This is Becca!” 

It wasn’t a question. Megan took one look at the gesture drawing and recognized the subject immediately. 

It was unfinished, but the bare bones were there. In the drawing, she had just swung her crop like she had at the party. Her hips were twisted, back foot poised to balance her, her hair swooshing through the air. The sadistic gleam in her eye brought her to life. 

“Have you shown this to her?”

“No. I don’t think I’ll let her see that one.”

“Are there others?”

“No, that’s the first. I can’t quite... there’s something I can’t quite nail about her hands. But it’s close.”

“I’m so impressed. She will be, too. Promise me you’ll show it to her when it’s done. She’ll love it.” 

I rubbed at the back of my neck. “Maybe. But maybe not that one. I don’t know.”

Megan stared at the drawing a few minutes longer. “Yeah, I see what you mean about her hand. It might be the angle of the wrist on the crop? And her fingers are pretty long and thin. That might be it.”

“Maybe.” 

Megan climbed back onto the bed. “Thank you for letting me see.” 

“Thank you for letting me make you come six times.” 

“Oh god, was it really six?” She covered her face in her hands. “Ugh, this is gonna suck.” 

“Wanna make it seven?”

“No way. I can’t come anymore.” 

“Megan. You can’t challenge me like that. Apparently I’m a brat.” 

She laughed and grabbed her cell phone, turning it back to camera mode and starting the recording. She straddled me, handed me the phone so it was pointing at her, and then sat back on my hips, grinding against my dick. I bucked, groaning, my hand already shaking, but I tried to hold the phone steady. 

“Benny...” she looked right in the camera as she spoke. “Can I suck your cock and then ride you?”

“Can... you... hell yes you can.” 

She reached down to her bag and withdrew a condom, and I held the camera as steady as I could. Unbuckling my jeans, she tugged them off, then pulled down my boxers. My cock bounced and twitched once, craving attention. 

“When was the last time you had a blowjob?” Her voice was coy and playful as she dragged a finger up and down my thighs. My cock was dripping a little. 

“Uh... Damn long time.” My voice broke embarrassingly, and I coughed to steady myself. 

“She hasn’t sucked you off?”

I let out a harsh laugh. “She’s not going to suck me off. Only in my dreams.” 

Megan used her finger and swirled the dripping precum around the tip of my cock, then dragged her finger down to my balls, fondling them softly. I squirmed. It felt way, way too good. “You’re really good at that,” I murmured. 

She shuffled backwards a little, her legs on either side of mine, and leaned forward. “Try not to come yet, okay? I really want to ride you.” With that, she leaned in and took me in her hot, wet, silky mouth. 

Pleasure flooded my body. Her lips moved against my skin and her tongue massaged under the head. A hot shiver of need ran down my spine and I cursed. “Megan... shit. Careful.” Her mouth was liquid heat and so silky...

She looked up at me through her lashes, her eyes sparkling playfully. Her tongue slid down my cock and she opened her throat, dropping her face all the way down into my lap. 

“Fuck!” I jerked at the overwhelming rush of pleasure that ran through me. Her nose pressed into my hips, she extended her tongue and licked under my balls. My cock was buried deep in her throat. She swallowed, milking me with her throat, and I choked, dropping her phone in my lap. 

She sputtered and pulled herself off me, coughing once and then laughing. I grabbed at her phone and missed, knocking it to the ground. She threw her head back and laughed, and I couldn't help but join in, even though I felt like a complete idiot. I was confident I’d get shit for that later. 

“Well, that’s one way to get me off your dick,” she grinned. 

I checked the phone was still recording and set it up on the nightstand. “I am, clearly, incapable of holding this, so I’m putting it here.” 

She opened the condom and rolled it on, squeezing me a little as she did. Then she placed her hands on my shoulders and gently pushed me back against the pillows. 

“You think she’ll let you go down on her after this?” She walked her knees closer to me until she was poised over my cock. I stared at where our bodies hadn’t quite joined yet, anxious and aching. 

“I don’t know, but I hope so.” 

“You know what I think?” Her voice was breathy as she rocked her hips, pressing her pussy against my cock and sliding it over, not quite letting it slip in. “I think she’s going to fall in love with your mouth, and never let you fuck anyone else ever again.” 

“Oh, yeah?” My voice broke. I had no idea what she said. I was focused on the warmth of her pussy brushing the tip of my dick. 

“Yeah. And if she doesn’t want to share you, she’ll probably lock you up.” 

“Oh... I’m sure she will.” I reached out and took her hips in my hands, guiding her back and forth over my dick. The tip pressed into her and my hips twitched, needing her to sheathe me in her warmth. 

“And I know she doesn’t fuck just anyone, Benny. This might be the last time you ever get pussy.” 

I choked at the thought and looked up at her. Her face was flushed and she was playing with her breasts. She sank a little farther down onto me. 

“Better enjoy it, Benny.” She bounced up and down, the tip of my cock disappearing into her tight pussy and reappearing again. 

“You’re killing me.” 

She giggled playfully, and then lowered herself all the way down onto me, her wet warmth swallowing me completely. We groaned in unison.

Megan bit her lip in that way that made her look so adorable and innocent... and then began twerking on my dick like a fucking porn star. All my brain function ceased and I let her work her tight, hot little body all over my dick. I recognized the flush starting at her neck and moving up her chest. She looked at me right as she gasped, and I felt a burst of hot wet fluid flood my hips and run down my balls. Her eyelids fluttered and fell closed, and a moment later, her pussy tightened and pulsed around me. The sight and the sensation sent me over the edge, and I shouted as I came, barely managing to do anything other than reach out and hold her down on me as I groaned through the deeply satisfying release. 

Megan practically fell off me, rolling onto her back and swearing under her breath. “I’m dripping on your sheets,” she mumbled. 

“You already soaked them.” I lay beside her, unable to move just yet. 

“Worth it.” 

“I hope that was as good for you as it was for me.” 

“It was better. Will you spoon me? Just for a minute?”

“Hell yeah I’ll spoon you.” 

We were both quiet for a minute while we got our heads back on straight. My mind inevitably wandered to Monday.

“Man, now I actually have fucked my boss’s girlfriend.” 

She laughed. “I’m not his girlfriend. I’m his toy, his submissive, and his favorite victim.”

“I fear for your ass.” I gave it an affectionate pat. 

“Oh, no. It'll be my tits he hurts... and my pussy.” Her voice turned to dread. 

“Are you worried?”

She hesitated. “A little. But I trust him, and I love him... and I know he won’t push me too far.” 

I smoothed my hand over her firm ass and squeezed a little. “You’re really, really good at blowjobs, Megan.”

“You want another one before I leave?”

“You trying to kill me?”

“I wouldn’t dare. That’s Becca’s job.” 

“Heh. Are you going to send this video to her, too?” 

“Oh shit, did you turn it off?”

“Crap. Not yet.” 

She pulled herself up and reached across me, grabbing the phone. Before she turned it off she looked right in the camera and said, “make him show you the drawing!” 

“Hey! Now who’s a brat!” 

She turned it off, scrambled off me, and typed something out. 

“Hope you get an extra orgasm for that,” I muttered, falling back onto the mattress. 

She laughed. “It’ll be worth it. Your drawings are amazing, Benny. Draw me sometime?” She smiled sweetly.

I smirked at her. “Yeah, I just might. I’ll give it to Reuben as a goodbye present for when he fires me for fucking his girl.”

She rolled her eyes and pulled on her jeans. “He’s not going to fire you. If you’re brave enough to look him in the eye and pretend it never happened, he won’t make it weird.” 

“I hope you’re right... Michael said to ask you about the cabin.”

Her lips twisted and she ducked her chin. “Yeah... I’ll tell you about it sometime.” 

She was fully dressed now, and she leaned over and kissed me on the cheek. “I hope you get everything you want.”

“I hope you don’t regret this after you get your consequences.” 

She pursed her lips. “Yeah... me too. Walk me out?”

“My pleasure.” 

Megan gave me a side hug, and I gave her a kiss on the cheek when she left. Back in my room, I changed the sheets and took a hot shower, needing the water to calm the subtle irritation that I couldn’t distract myself from anymore. 

The way Megan described her relationship with Reuben seemed too good to be true. Trust, intimacy, and the ability to tell the other person absolutely anything... I’d never had that in any relationship. Even with Momma, there were things I never told her, or that I lied about, mostly to protect her. I craved the same kind of relationship Megan had, where I could fully trust the other person with all my thoughts, feelings, hopes and dreams. 

But unfortunately, that just wasn’t the kind of relationship I had with my Mistress. 

It was almost eleven o’clock, but I didn’t work until six in the evening tomorrow. So I flipped a page in my drawing pad and sharpened a pencil, drawing something different instead. I drew my Mistress the way I wanted to see her, the way I knew I’d never have her; an arm extended to the viewer as if beckoning them closer, a coy, seductive Mona Lisa smile on her face, a knowing look in her eye. Megan was right about her fingers, and I changed the proportions of her hands. By the time I finished, I was left with something I was proud of, even if it was something I could never have. 

I climbed into bed, hands still stained from the charcoal, cut the lights, and stared at the ceiling for three more hours until I finally fell asleep, wondering about her inevitable reaction to the drawing. 
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“We’ve got a runner!”

“Simon! Can you–”

“Yeah I got her–”

“Ow! Where did this one get a fork–”

“Can you calm down that girl who is screaming?”

“Jesus, how many are there?”

The Weston House was sheer madness. 

All the girls currently living in the facility had been asked to go to their rooms with the exception of a few longtime residents who wanted to help. Every employee and volunteer we had was on site. The team of vigilantes who rescued the girls were short staffed, and getting the girls into the building was like herding wet, scared, angry cats. 

That was actually a good thing, because the ones who fought were the ones who came back to life. It was the quiet, dissociated ones that broke my heart. 

There were seventeen of them in this intake, and they all looked like they’d been through hell. Torn clothes, blood and sweat, injuries, limps, and one girl appeared to have a broken leg. Even the vigilante group was a mess. Lindsay’s face was covered in dirt and sweat, her ponytail crooked, and her hair burnt at the tips, like it had caught on fire. Antwan had a black eye and a busted lip, and Lewis had a gash on his arm that looked like he lost a fight with a machete. 

A bright, loud scream broke through the general noise. Simon had caught the runner and was trying to calm her down, but she was kicking and screaming. 

“Can you track her?” Reuben shouted, holding another girl in his arms who looked like she was going to pass out. 

Simon nodded, arms still wrapped around the squirming girl. 

“Let her go. Don’t let anything bad happen to her.”

Simon let her run. Keeping his eyes fixed on her, he jogged to his jeep and extracted a large backpack. He slung it over his shoulders and followed behind her at a distance. 

Once we got everyone inside, we shut the doors of the house and locked everything down. Simon would follow the girl and help her back when she was ready, and keep her safe in the meantime. 

Intakes weren’t usually this chaotic, but this particular group seemed to be worse for wear. “What the hell happened?” Reuben looked at Lindsay, frustration on his face.  

“You know what, Weston? They’re all alive. Every damn one of them.” She pointed a finger in his face, her bright eyes flashing.

“I’m not criticizing. I’m horrified!”

“Yeah, me too!” Lindsay shouted, then closed her eyes and settled herself. Resetting her professional agent mask, her voice monotone, she opened her eyes and squared her shoulders. “Sorry. They knew we were coming. It was a shit show. We thought we’d have to abandon them.” She turned and glared at her handler. He glanced at her, shook his head in disgust, and grabbed a bandage to press to his still bleeding arm. 

Alison, our intake admin, was all business. “Let’s get them checked in, cleaned up, situated, and then we can start bringing them through the med room one at a time.”

The girl in Reuben’s arms shivered, and started to cry. 

Alison’s face fell. “Let’s start with this little one, get her some pain killers.” Reuben nodded and brought her towards Michael’s med room. The girl cried harder, not knowing what was going to happen to her. She was probably no more than twelve. When Michael stepped out of the medical room and she saw him wearing his white coat, she screamed and thrashed in Reuben’s arms, and he almost dropped her. 

God. What happened to her? 

Her terror of Michael was unexpected. Most of the time, when the girls saw someone who looked like a doctor, they didn’t care if they were abusers or not - doctors had pain killers, medicine, and sometimes, things that could make them sleep. Whatever that poor girl went through, doctors were no longer someone who could help. 

Can’t think about that right now. Just focus on keeping them calm. 

I helped shuffle the girls into the sitting area. There were comfortable couches, blankets, pillows, water bottles, and snacks laid out on one side of the room. We had a Disney movie playing quietly in the corner, and soft bathrobes available for those who wanted to cover up. The water bottles usually went quickly, and today was no different. Allison brought in another 24-pack and tore it open, handing the water out with a kind smile on her face. 

As they took their water, found places to sit, and wrapped up in soft blankets, the tension in the room grew thick. From experience, I knew many assumed they were at an auction house, getting ready for a sale. Some were so new to this that they had a splash of hope in their eyes that their nightmare was over. Others thought this was where we prepared them for organ harvest. 

Acid boiled in my stomach and I pushed that thought away. Not now. 

I turned to Lindsay. She had a familiar mask of indifference and calculation on her face. I knew she had shut off all sympathy and empathy for what was going on around her, a survival mechanism she’d established early on during her own nightmares. She was completely focused on the task at hand, which was to make sure that over the next twelve hours, nobody tried to hurt themselves or others. 

I’d never mastered the act of switching headspaces like that. I either compartmentalized, or I dissociated. Today, I was hoping for the former rather than the latter. 

Shoving it all in my “shit to think about while I work out at the gym” box, I grabbed a clipboard, and started on one side of the room. 

Approaching a little blonde girl who looked about sixteen, I settled down in front of her and tried to give her an encouraging smile. She shrunk back from me, pulling her blanket tighter around her. 

“Hi. I’m Becca. Do you speak English?”

She stared at me tentatively, then nodded. 

“Can you tell me your name?” 

She didn’t answer, her mouth closed up tight. 

“You don’t have to... but I have to call you something. You can tell me, or I’ll pick something for you.”

She opened her mouth, but then shut it. I waited patiently while she tried to decide if she was willing to tell me. 

Her eyes darted around at everything happening around us, but then they settled on my chest. Her eyes narrowed a little and she stared at the very tip of my scar, exposed in my spaghetti strap camisole. She gulped, then met my eyes. 

I pulled the edge of my camisole down a little more so she could see more of it. Leaning forward, she brushed a finger across the raised, bumpy scar tissue, then sat back. 

I let my scars show during intakes, because sometimes the girls were more willing to talk to me if they thought they were with fellow survivors. But this girl didn’t look at me like I was a survivor. She stared into my eyes like she was seeing a ghost, or the physical incarnation of something from a storybook.

“You’re...” she looked at my face again, shaking her head in disbelief. 

“I’m...?”

“Crazy Angel.”

My hands went numb and I dropped my clipboard in my lap. My heart skipped a beat and I suddenly felt like I couldn’t breathe. 

You sick, crazy angel. That’s your name now. Crazy Angel. 

I stared in horror as the young girl lowered the blanket, pulling the bottom of her shirt up and showing a similar scar that ran across her stomach, cutting right through her belly button. It was a quarter inch thick and appeared to run all the way around her torso. The scar tissue was bright red, wet and oozing, the skin around it red and swollen. 

A fresh injury. 

I stood and got myself another water bottle, slowly sipping the whole thing and feeling... absolutely nothing. I needed a moment before I could face her again. I knew I had to return to her, talk to her, connect with her. This was a chance for me to help her and form a bond of trust. But damn if I didn’t want to get in my car and drive home to Jeff right now. 

Crazy Angel. Nobody had called me that in almost eight years. 

She needs me to be the person I needed eight years ago.

Turning back to the girl, I settled in front of her, picking up the clipboard again. I tried to control my voice. It came out flat, which was a sign I was losing control. I didn’t care. “Nobody calls me that anymore. My name is Becca.”

“He named me Broken Princess.” Her eyes dropped to her lap.

Yeah. That sounds like him. “What do you want me to call you?”

“Can you call me... Opal?”

My hands shook as I wrote her name on the form. “I certainly can. Can you tell me how old you are, Opal?”

Her eyes filled with tears, and she stammered through the rest of my questions. 
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One by one, we got all the information we possibly could from the girls. Lindsay was in the computer room with Gina, running fingerprints and talking on the phone with the rest of her team back at their safehouse, trying to track down their families. Michael, Alison, and Annette worked together to clean injuries, administer Neosporin, and generally help them stay calm. 

Some didn’t talk. Some could, but refused. Some screamed. But one by one, we got them situated, created a profile, and sent them to medical for pain relief or treatment as necessary. Then we helped them into clean, safe, private rooms with locks on the doors. 

I should have stayed with the girls, but I was concerned about Michael. He was taking longer than normal, and the young girl’s reaction to seeing him earlier left a nagging feeling in the back of my mind. When it was time for Opal to see him, I went with her, introducing him as my very good friend. 

Opal’s hand tightened around mine. Her eyes never leaving his, she leaned over to me and whispered in my ear. “Is he going to...”

“He’ll give you pain medicine if you need it, and check to see if you are sick in any way. And he can help with the infection. But he isn’t going to hurt you, and he isn’t going to touch you without your consent.” 

She did not appear to believe me, but she entered the room anyway, her shoulders tense. 

Michael did not look good. Intake days were always hard on him, but right now, his face was pale and his eyes were haunted. I gave him a questioning look and he swallowed. 

“Opal,” I said, “Why don’t you hop up on that table, he’ll be right in.” 

“Okay.” 

There was no door to the room, only a curtain that I closed halfway. We stepped out of Opal’s line of sight. Michael leaned against the wall, pinching the bridge of his nose and closing his eyes. He took a deep, steadying breath. I took his other hand and squeezed. 

When he opened his eyes, they were bloodshot. 

“What is it?”

He clenched his jaw and shook his head, looking away from me. 

“Mike.” 

His voice was thick and harsh as he growled out, as quietly as he could, “They’re cut.” 

I didn’t understand what he meant, or why he could barely speak. I reached a hand towards him and he snatched it, holding it like a lifeline. 

“Michael, I–”

“They’re cut, Bec... they cut them. They cut them out.” 

No. He can’t mean what I think he means. My neck and shoulders disappeared into numbness. 

Unable to elaborate, he squeezed my hand so hard I thought he’d shatter the bones. He looked away from me and shook his head again, staring at the two girls who were slowly being led upstairs to their new bedrooms, shoulders hunched, small plastic baskets of antibiotics and pain relief cream held tightly to their chests. 

“Not all of them,” he mumbled, his voice still rough with emotion. He took my other hand and squeezed it too, and I realized I was shaking. “But about half so far. They mutilated them. They’ll never heal from that.” 

Anger burned in his eyes. Numb, unable to comprehend the full terror of what he was saying, I glanced around the corner to Opal, who was now sitting on the table in the med room. She’d removed her clothing, laying on her back, legs dangling off the table, staring at the ceiling. There were tears running down her cheeks. 

Because compliance was less painful than fighting. And God forbid you hesitate too long when given an order. 

I stepped closer to Mike and rested my forehead against his chest, and he wrapped his arms around me, holding me tight. He squeezed me until I thought I’d break, until I thought I couldn’t breathe. He worked his fingers through my hair and gripped tightly, and it should have hurt. 

I couldn’t feel anything. Numbness flooded through me, and all real, true, conscious thought stopped. 

I was nothing. I was nowhere. I was a ghost. I wasn’t. 

I could see everything around me like a movie playing out, like I was standing in the doorway looking in. But I couldn’t feel it. It wasn’t me, because I... wasn’t. 

I sensed Reuben’s hands on my shoulders and instinctively moved backwards towards him. Michael had regained some level of composure, as if holding me had somehow steadied him. He took a deep breath, searching my face as if to make sure I was okay in Reuben’s care, and then went into the med room. 

Reuben turned me around and held my face in his hands. I closed my eyes so I couldn’t see the kindness and the pity in his eyes. 

I didn’t want his pity. I wanted to feel like a person again. 

“Look at me.” 

“No.”

“Becca. Look at me.”

I rubbed at my eyes, trying to get them to move. When I finally managed to open them, it wasn’t kindness I saw. It was fury and rage. 

The Beast was here. And he wanted to kill. 

Never the girls, of course. He loved them too fiercely. But if given a chance, he would have torn each of their tormentor’s limb from limb and relished the experience. 

“I love you, you know,” I whispered, speaking directly to his Beast. 

His voice was rough. “I know.” His fingernails bit into my shoulders. “But Becca, I can’t go in there.”

I nodded. He was right. He’d terrify them. When he got like this, there was almost nothing that could get through to him. 

“I’ll be okay.” Even though I wasn’t. 

“You’re dissociated. Numb again, aren’t you?” 

“We can deal with it later.” 

He wanted to tell me to go home and take care of myself. But we both knew now wasn’t the time. The only thing that brought me back was pain. And he was too furious to hurt me right now. I needed to wait. 

Besides. I couldn’t go home. Not yet. Not until they all knew they were safe. 

Reuben pulled my shirt aside and kissed the tip of my scar. I couldn’t feel his lips. I couldn’t feel the scratch of the scruff that was growing on his cheeks. I couldn’t feel his hot breath and the scratch of teeth as he let them drag across my skin, like I knew he would. I could see it all, but I couldn’t feel it. 

“When this is over, meet me at the dungeon. Okay?” 

I didn’t want to. I wanted to curl into a ball and weep. I wanted to feel Jeff’s arms around me. I wanted Michael’s lips on my neck. I wanted... 

I met Reuben’s eyes, and saw exactly what I didn’t want, but desperately needed. 

“Yes Sir.” 

He turned away and stomped down the hall to his office, locking the door tightly, for fear of traumatizing the women worse than they already were. 

Looking back into the med room, I saw Michael disinfecting Opal’s wound. She sat up, legs crossed, a robe draped over her shoulders. “What happened?” he asked, his voice kind and full of sympathy. 

“I tried to escape... again.”

Brave girl. 

“What did he use?”

Ice pick. 

“Ice pick. Then he cauterized it.” 

“How long ago?”

“Maybe... a week?”

“Let’s do a round of antibiotics, okay? Kill that infection and make sure you don’t get sick.” 

I walked away as he instructed Opal on how much medicine to take. Taking another water bottle from the table in the sitting room, I downed half of it without taking a breath. 

Michael Lewis, Lindsay’s handler, was standing in the corner by the water. He held a rag against his bloody arm, studying me with his deceptively handsome face and tender, caring expression that I knew was a complete lie. 

“Hey Becca.” 

I ignored him. I don’t want to hear your voice. 

I didn’t hate Lewis, but I certainly didn’t like him. Because I knew Lindsay so well, I knew things about him nobody else knew, not even Reuben. I knew his relationship with Lindsay was toxic as hell and borderline abusive... And I knew he was a diagnosed psychopath. But he was damn good at finding trafficking rings, so we tolerated him. 

That didn’t mean I had to like him. 

“We caught him.”  

I ignored him, finishing the water bottle and crushing it. I couldn’t taste anything, but my stomach felt a little sloshy. That’s good. That means I’m getting my shit together. Maybe later, I can feel some level of excitement about that monster being caught. 

Lewis stepped closer to me, and I sensed he wanted to touch me, but he knew better. Instead, he tilted his head and whispered, “Do you want to know what I’m going to do to him?”

I want to watch you carve him up, like he did to me. Like he did to Opal. 

I want you to let Reuben whip him with a chain until his bones break. 

I want you to kill him. Then make Lindsay bring him back to life so you can kill him again. 

“I’ll let you watch, if you like.” 

I don’t want to be anything like you. 

Purposefully lifting my chin, because I was allowed to do that now, I walked away from him. Then I picked up another clipboard to interview another survivor. 
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I didn’t hear from my Mistress all day on Sunday, despite the video links. At first I wondered if she was displeased, but by Sunday evening, I realized none of the text messages I sent her were marked as read, and she had probably “gone dark” again, doing whatever it was that demanded her full attention.  

I felt restless, needing to fill the space between us that Megan and Reuben didn’t seem to have. 

The first day of the course went off without a hitch, with one exception. Reuben normally showed up to greet the class, but he wasn’t here yet. Around four o’clock, I got a text from him. 


Reuben: Can’t come by today. Please let the class know I will be on site tomorrow if possible. 

Reuben: Becca asked me to tell you that if you’ve sent her any texts, she’s “gone dark” but will text when she can.


Once we dismissed everyone and sent them off to the buffet line, I finally got a message from her. 


Miss: I’m sorry. Can we meet another day?

Benny: I work every evening this week except Thursday. 

Miss: That works. 8pm?


Feeling a little dejected, I tried to construct a respectful message. I understood she was busy, but I had that drawing in my car, and I wanted to see her sooner than that. We didn’t have to do anything... but I knew if we met, she’d at least say something about the video, and maybe threaten to lock me up and torture me. 

Maybe it would distract me from the nagging guilt and jealousy in the back of my head that I couldn’t face just yet. 


Benny: Even if we can’t play... I have something for you. Can I bring it to you?


She didn’t answer right away. There were no ellipses to imply she was typing. I put my phone back in my pocket and joined the buffet line. 

When everyone was gone and the leftovers were packed, I checked my phone again. She still hadn’t answered. 


Benny: It’s totally okay if you can’t. I just thought I’d ask. Thursday is fine. 


I said goodbye to Penny and the rest of the team, then checked my phone again when I got in my car. 


Miss: You can come by the dungeon now if you have time. But you can’t stay long.
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There was only one car in the lot when I got there. Hurrying in and hoping I hadn’t missed her, I found her sitting on the edge of the reception desk, scrolling on her phone with a blank expression on her face. 

She glanced up when I came in and set her phone aside, standing and rolling her shoulders back, as if I caught her off guard and she hadn’t quite prepared herself to see me. She was wearing jeans, a black spaghetti strap camisole, and sneakers. Her hair was in a messy half-bun on the back of her head. Her makeup was still impossibly flawless, but it was strange to see her wearing normal clothes. 

“I’m glad I caught you,” I said, but trailed off as I neared her. 

She looked the same, but she looked... different. Distant. Like she was here, but she didn’t want to be. She had a calm, put together expression on her face that didn’t look upset, but she certainly didn't look pleased, and she definitely wasn’t thrilled to see me. 

Fuck. I’ve inconvenienced her and she’s irritated. I should have just waited until Thursday. 

The drawing suddenly felt heavy, and stupid. “I’m sorry, Miss, I shouldn’t have insisted–”

“No, it’s fine, pet. What do you have for me?” She seemed to be forcing herself to be cheerful, trying to put on the face and the voice she normally used. It made me wonder how much of it was an act. 

She held out her hand for the tube of rolled paper, embarrassed and feeling like a kid showing their parent a coloring page. Maybe it would cheer her up. I wasn’t sure what had happened and why she was so out of it today, but she seemed like she could use something good in her life. 

She let the drawing unfurl, holding it in front of her face. I couldn’t see her facial expression as she stared at it, but I set my sweaty hands against my thighs so I wouldn’t fidget, and held my breath. 

She remained motionless, staring at the drawing. I couldn’t tell if she was impressed, horrified, or indifferent. 

Please say something. 

She turned, still holding the drawing, and took her time as she moved towards the open door of her dungeon, the drawing still in front of her face. I followed her from a distance, standing by the door and not entering. It felt wrong to ender without her permission since I was always made to ask. Today was no different, and I suspected she’d be furious if I crossed the threshold without her permission. 

She walked to the little table just inside the door and set the drawing down, resting it carefully so it didn’t crease or slip off. 

She still had her back to me. “Thank you, Benny. It’s beautiful.” Her voice was all wrong and the praise felt fake. Forced. 

“Have I offended you, Mistress?”

She stared down at the drawing a moment longer. “No. It’s amazing. I want to hang it. As a reminder.” 

“A reminder of what?” 

“Of everything I’m not, and everything I strive to be.”

She turned to face me then, and my heart clenched painfully as I saw her face. Her expression was empty, and there were tears running down her cheeks. Her eyes locked with mine and she seemed to be pleading for something I couldn’t understand. 

“I know how you see me, Benny. You see me as an idea, as the fulfillment of a fantasy, as some... thing. A dream.” She shook her head and scoffed, looking back at the drawing resting on the table. “A crazy angel.” 

Looking back up at me, she said, “But I’m not. I’m human, Benny. I’m human, and I’m flawed just like everyone else. I’m more broken, and more fucked up than most... I’m leftovers, scraped up, blended, and forced into a socially acceptable mold. Every piece of me you love, it’s a lie.” 

I shook my head. “No, that’s not true. Don’t say that.” 

“It is true. It’s all an act, Benny. Do you understand that?” Her voice rose as she spoke, her eyes hardening. “It’s all fake! None of it is real! It’s a game!” 

I could see the pain and the anger in her eyes. She was begging me for something, and I didn’t know what. Unable to speak because of the lump in my throat, I just shook my head. 

To my complete shock, she took hold of the bottom of her shirt, and stretched it up, revealing her stomach, and then pulled her camisole off completely. My eyes were glued to the smooth white skin, her cleavage accentuated by a plain, flesh colored bra. There was nothing erotic about it other than the fact that it cupped her breasts. She stared at the camisole clutched in her hand, and dropped it on the ground, then looked at me, waiting for my assessment. 

She was stunning. Perfect. Holy and sinful all at once. But I couldn't ignore the wretched scar that marred her perfect skin. It was an affront to God, a purposeful insult made in an attempt to diminish her perfection. The bright red gash started just under her collar bone on one side of her body, and ran down the outside of her breast, down her stomach, and disappeared into her jeans. I couldn’t tear my eyes off it. It was pink compared to the rest of her ivory skin, maybe a quarter inch thick, and slightly raised. It seemed old, and I knew if I touched it, it would be smooth. Old scar tissue that had healed as best it could. 

Her voice, apathetic and monotone, sounded like a stranger’s. “If you think, for one moment, that I am a perfect thing... Maybe it’s best if you keep believing that. It’s nicer than the truth. I will never be that woman in your drawing, Benny. She doesn’t exist.” 

She stood before me, her torso bared as if waiting for me to recoil. 

I stepped past the threshold and into the dungeon. She seemed indifferent to my entrance, which bothered me more than I thought it would. I stood directly in front of her, my eyes running up and down her delicious body, the scar demanding my attention. 

She turned her head away, as if shying away from my intense study of her body. Was she embarrassed? Humiliated? Hot anger burned in my stomach and I clenched my jaw. She had nothing to be humiliated about. Even scarred, she was perfect. 

“Who did this to you?” My voice sounded distant as I asked. “And is he dead?”

She didn’t answer. 

“How far...” I wanted to trace the mark with my fingers. It disappeared into her jeans. I’d seen her thighs before, so I knew it had to end at least mid-thigh. My hands moved on their own, and I reached for her waist. She didn’t step away, she didn’t resist me. 

Her skin was like satin as I brushed my fingertips from her sides to the middle of her stomach, and I checked her face before unbuttoning her jeans. She didn’t stop me, just stared at me, waiting. Hands shaking, feeling completely out of line, I undid the button and pulled her zipper down, revealing a simple black thong. I pushed her jeans down, my fingers sliding down the outside of her thighs as I did. 

The scar cut down her hip, tapering down to a fine point, like someone had pulled the knife away as they’d gotten close to her hip flexor. Pushing her jeans all the way down to her ankles, I knelt in front of her, feasting on her terrible beauty. 

“My god, you’re beautiful,” I whispered. Would she hate me for removing her clothes? For touching her without permission? She seemed not to care. Maybe she was tolerating my touch, maybe she hated it... but when I looked up at her from my spot on my knees, she was no longer looking away from me. 

She stared down at me with deep hurt in her eyes, those horrible tear trails cutting through the makeup on her cheeks, but there seemed to be some life in her eyes. That fire that I loved, it was warming up. It just hadn’t caught yet. 

“You’re not an angel,” I whispered... “You’re more holy than that. You rule over them. You’re a goddess.” Measuring her expression, I trailed one finger across her stomach, touching the very edge of her scar and following it down. 

“I am no goddess.” Her voice was full of spite. 

“Maybe you would be, if you let me worship you.” 

I felt her hand rest on my head. I braced for her to shove me away, to pull my hair, for anything... but she just stroked my hair gently in that tender way she did sometimes. 

“I don’t deserve your worship.”

“That’s not how it works, is it? Don’t people get to choose their gods? Why can’t I choose you?” 

I moved my hands to her ankles, helping her out of her sneakers and pulling the jeans away from her ankles. Her socks came off next. 

“Benny...”

“Tell me to stop.” I met her eyes. She stared back and said nothing. “Tell me to leave.” 

Her lips twitched, but she remained silent. I bent forward and pressed my lips against the top of her foot. Her skin was surprisingly soft there, so soft I nearly couldn’t feel it. How could feet be so soft? 

I kissed her other foot, and then moved my head so I kissed the outside of her ankle. A little bone sat there, and when I stared at it, gently kissing the valley behind it, I saw a tiny little mark. A little freckle. The mountain and valley of that one spot became the most important spot in the world for just a few seconds. 

“You should punish me,” I whispered, moving my lips to the back of her ankle. Her Achilles tendon flexed under my lips, and when I looked up, I could see her strong calves disappearing into toned hamstrings, and her firm ass stealing my attention. 

I kissed her calves, then her shins, then the tops of her knees. Still kneeling, with my lips pressed into the soft spot on the inside of her knee, I trailed my fingers from her calves up to the backs of her knees, stroking there softly. 

Her reactions were muted, but her face had shifted. She no longer looked tortured as she stared down at me. Her tears had dried, and there was a little color in her cheeks. 

“Why,” she whispered as she stroked my hair again. Her other hand went to my shoulder, steadying herself. “Why do you need to be punished, pet?”

“Because I touched you without asking.” I kissed her thigh, nibbling up a little higher before pulling away and switching to the other leg. 

“Because I came into your dungeon without permission.” I brushed my fingertips down the backs of her knees again, watching her face carefully. Her lashes fluttered a moment, but other than that, there was no reaction. 

I slid my hands a little higher, cupping the backs of her thighs. “Because you like it. And you should have whatever you want, goddess.” 

Tears welled in her eyes again and she looked away from me, trying to steady herself. I closed my eyes, pressed my lips back into her skin, and relished her softness, her exquisite smell and smoothness. 

“I’m no different from them, Benny. I’m no better than them.”

I had no idea what she was talking about, but I said, “You aren’t responsible for anyone’s life other than your own. You deserve to be happy. And if I can contribute to that, I consider it an honor.” 

Her voice shook as she whispered. “If I deserve it, they deserve it, too. Why do I deserve more than them? Why do I get pleasure when they don’t?”

“Who says they don’t?”

She covered her face in her hands and wept. 

Tears spilled from my own eyes as I listened to her sob. I hated seeing her so upset, and felt completely helpless to do anything about it. Her shoulders shook for a moment, and then she stilled, took a deep steadying breath, and let it out slowly. I wished I could purge the hurt from her, swallow it for her so I knew she would be free of it, but there wasn’t a single thing I could do except comfort her and listen for orders that she didn’t seem capable of giving right now. 

I moved from her thighs to the very edge of her hip, pressing my lips into the tip of her scar. Her hand tightened in my hair, and I stilled, waiting for her to tell me to stop or push me away. She didn’t. She just held my hair tight, so I kissed her again a little higher. Then an inch higher, until my lips were level with her navel. I wanted to slide my hands up higher and cup her ass, but I didn’t dare push my luck. 

Her breathing steadied and she stroked my hair again. I couldn’t stop kissing her body, nibbling across her tummy and dragging my fingers up and down the backs of her legs. In a moment of weakness, I dipped my lips a little further down, pressing into her mound through her thong and breathing deeply. 

“Benny.” 

“Goddess.”

“Can we forget I fell apart like this?”

I hesitated to accept her request. Hadn’t she just told me she was human? Disregarding her emotions like that was basically her putting the mask back on. 

But who was I to disregard a direct order? Besides; we both knew this game was just that - a game between a Mistress and a pet. It was an escape for both of us; a fantasy that brought us away from our everyday reality. The fantasy and the reality couldn’t coexist. And maybe she needed the fantasy as much as I did. 

“What do you mean, fell apart, Mistress?” I kissed her hip and slid my hands up a little higher, gently cupping her ass. “You were just punishing me for sneaking into your dungeon and taking all your clothes off.” I squeezed her ass a little tighter and groaned. Fuck, that’s amazing. 

She let go of my hair and grabbed my wrists, tearing my hands off her. Setting her foot against my sternum, she pushed me back. I fell backwards and caught myself on my hands. 

My demon goddess was back... sort of. There was a hint of that light in her eye that made my skin burn and my cock throb. 

“You are a little brat, aren’t you? I can’t stand brats, Benny.”

“I’m sorry, Mistress.” But I couldn’t hide my smirk. 

“Not yet you’re not. Take your pants off and climb up on that table. Right now. Hurry up.” 

While I obeyed, she dressed herself quickly, then went to the drawer next to the couch. I knew what she was getting before she even opened the drawer. That fucking cage, the worst torture she could give me... at least so far. 

She came back with the cage, but she also had some other kind of contraption that looked absolutely terrifying. There were pieces of polished wood, some large screws, and a hole in the middle of it. 

“Uh... I don’t know what that is, but it looks painful.”

“It’s called a Humbler.” 

I gulped and tried to look away from it, but it seemed to demand my attention. “I... will be as humble as you want me to be, Mistress.”

“You’re going to let me put this cage on your dick, and if you get too hard for it to fit, I’m going to sandwich your balls between these planks, and start tightening.”

Okay. The crazy angel is back. 

I was halfway hard, but I tried to think about everything except her. My rent going up, the training exercise we were going to do tomorrow...

Momma, clasping her hands and looking out the window, looking fearful and depressed. 

“What just happened to you?” She put the metal ring around my balls. My dick was rapidly deflating and she put the cage on easily, snapping it shut. She dropped my caged dick like it was gross. 

“You wanted me soft, you got me soft.”

She flicked my balls and I winced. “I asked you a question.”

“I gave you an answer.”

“Fine, brat. You’ve just won yourself three weeks in the cage. Maybe you’ll reconsider begging for punishment and acting like a little shit.” 

Maybe. But probably not. 

Still feeling irritated and angry, I stood up and pulled my pants on. I glanced at her as I buckled my belt, measuring her expression. She looked worried, maybe a little irritated, but she still seemed... muted. Like I was looking at her through fog. 

“Don’t hate me too much, Mistress.”

She let out a heavy sigh, her shoulders drooping slightly. “I don’t hate you, Benny. Thank you for the drawing... and the kisses.” She cupped my cheek and looked between my eyes like she was searching for something. Whatever it was, she didn’t find it.

“I’ll always have kisses for you, Mistress.” 

She kissed me on the cheek. “You still have the emergency key?”

I nodded. 

“Good. Go on. I’m late.” 

“Sorry.” 

She smirked, but it didn’t touch her eyes. “You will be by the time I let you out. Remember to text me. That’s my favorite part.” 

“You’re such a beautiful freak.” I snuck a kiss on her cheek and ducked away from her before she could smack me, throwing her a half-hearted smile over my shoulder before I left her dungeon. 

On my way out, I passed Reuben Weston. He was pacing behind the desk like he was waiting for us to finish. We made eye contact for a split second before I looked away, heading straight for the door. 

It was going to be a long three weeks... but I was already feeling more centered. Angst and fury and guilt and jealousy, those were nightmares. 

Unending horniness and wet dreams? Much safer. 
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I can’t feel my hands. 

I lay on my back, naked, spread eagle. My wrists were bound with silk rope, each hand firmly secured to the edge of the table. My ankles were secured as well, though not as tightly. 

He liked it when I kicked and squirmed. 

My breathing was slow but shaky. My heartbeat steadily increased as he extracted a fabric roll from his tool bag. 

He brought knives today. 

My breathing faltered. He lifted one of the knives, and the shiny silver blade threw a bright splash of light on the wall. 

He set it down with the others, and continued extracting his tools. A long bullwhip. A tawse. A rattan cane. A riding crop. 

My riding crop. 

The bastard was going to use my own tools on me. 

I tugged at the ropes around my wrists. I can’t feel my fucking hands. And it wasn’t because they were tied too tightly. 

He was utterly calm, lifting the cane and feeling the weight. He gave a few experimental strokes through the air, letting it whoosh and measuring the speed. 

I can’t feel my hands. Or my lips. Or my anything, really. 

I knew that was about to change very soon. But somehow, I couldn’t find it in me to care. 

It’s just pain. 

He didn’t warm me up. He just attacked. One moment I was laying there, staring at him test the flexibility of the cane, and the next minute, my whole world turned red. 

A strike across my breasts. Another on my thighs. Another across my stomach. He hit the side of my hip when I strained and pulled away. 

Strike after strike, a terrible, steady, constant pace, wave after wave of blindingly. hot. red. pain. 

My ears were ringing. I couldn’t breathe. And then suddenly, all at once, even stronger than the redness that took over my world, I was screaming.

I gasped and worked to catch my breath. Deep, long pulls of cold air filled my lungs and weighed me down to the table. I imagined the air as dark midnight blue, mixing with the redness of the pain in my body. The heat faded slightly.  

He stroked my hair affectionately. “Fuck, Becca.” 

My fists clenched, my fingernails digging into my skin. I tugged at the ropes. 

“Yes, they’re still there.” 

I gritted my teeth and took another deep breath. More dark, soothing air cooled my body down. 

“Ready?”

“No,” I sneered. 

“Good.” 

He struck me again. And again. And again. It lit up my body and my brain, and the red began to transform. It brightened and clarified. With every strike, with every scream, I got hotter, and lighter, and clearer, until I wasn’t red anymore. 

I was a bright, holy white. 

I didn’t even notice him stop this time. The pain was so intense, and I clung to it so desperately, that it was the sound of his panting that made me realize he’d stopped. Prying my eyes open, I finally let myself look at him. 

The Beast. My favorite Beast. The monster who had dragged me out of hell and kept me safe in his warm, twisted sin. The Beast I loved to despise, but loved too deeply to truly hate. 

The Beast set the cane down and picked up my crop. Dragging it down my scar, he let it rest between my legs for a moment. He gave my clit a few little taps as a warning. 

“Wait.” 

Another tap, like he was asking, are you sure?

“Not yet,” I begged. My voice broke. 

The crop whisked through the air and hit—

The inside of my thigh. 

Then the top of my hip. 

Then the side of my breast. 

I squirmed and pulled at the restraints. 

The soft fleshy part under my arm. 

My nipple. 

The side of my hip. 

And then those little warning taps on my clit again. 

“Fuck!” I screamed, twisting and trying to get away from the tool. There was only so far I could move to avoid it. 

The crop disappeared and he shoved his fingers inside me. 

I screamed at the intrusion, my eyes flying open to look the monster in the face. He smirked.

He thrust his fingers into me, harder, fucking me with them. I snarled as I fought him, but it did nothing to deter the sick building of pressure in my gut, the lovely bliss rolling up across my breasts. 

“Stop!” 

“Why?”

“Fuck you, that’s why!” 

Extracting his fingers, he lifted his hand and studied the wetness dripping from his skin. His eyes flashed to me suddenly, and he slapped me in the face. My skin tingled.  

I screamed again. 

He growled at the sound and wove his damp fingers into my hair, pinning my head down to the table. “Keep that up and I’m going to come.” 

“You sick fuck!” 

He laughed, his eyes lighting up with that strange fire that took over him when he played. He was an ugly man... but he never looked so beautiful. 

The crop tap-tap-tapped on my clit. 

“No!”

But he knew what “no” meant in that moment. 

I hated this. I hated every moment of being strapped down and vulnerable, my body tortured and torn apart. I hated it deeper than I had words for. 

But fuck did I need it. I didn’t want to need it, but I did. And I hated myself for that. 

And yet, every few months, I found myself here again. Unable to truly live without it. Because pain was life. 

I want to live. 

He struck me hard right where he’d threatened, and I threw my head back and screamed. All that beautiful, bright white heat rolled through me like a tsunami, and my body shuddered under my forced release. 

And then I sobbed. 

I pulled at the ropes, twisting and sobbing and screaming. The weekends’ worth of emotions I’d repressed were suddenly unveiled on me, and the weight of everything I’d seen, everything that had happened to me, and to them, hit me like a freight train. 

I was dizzy from my wails, and my stomach churned and clenched. I heaved once. 

A hand covered my nose and mouth, cutting off my air. My eyes flew open and I met the Monster’s gaze. 

He took his hand away from my face and I gasped for air. A moment later, he did it again, forcing me to breathe for a moment, and then hold my breath. A few cycles of this, and the dizziness faded, the fear of vomiting dissipated to low nausea. I rested my head back on the table and let my eyes fall closed. 

A straw touched my lips. “Drink.” 

I gulped down some of the water, and he pulled it away before I could make myself sick. 

I hate this. Fuck I hate this. 

But at least I could feel my hands again. 

My eyes opened when I heard the snap of the whip. 

“I’m fine,” I mumbled, sniffling and catching my breath. “I’m good.”

“No you’re not.” 

“Sir.”

He stood half a dozen paces away from me, his hands stroking the handle of the whip. “Look me in the eye and tell me what you want.”  

“I want to go home.”

His arm moved and a moment later, the tail of the whip kissed my breast. 

My eyes watered. The whip was a reward compared to the crop and the cane. It was the kind of pain I loved. 

But I didn’t want to love it. 

“I want to forget this whole damn weekend ever happened!”

He smirked, entertained at the lunacy of that request. The whip nicked my nipple and I convulsed. 

I tugged at the restraints again. “I want... I want you to let me up!”

“You’d never forgive me!” He struck me again, and again, carefully leaving a trail of white kisses down the side of my torso. 

My good side. The side that wasn’t cut up like a butchered pig. 

“Sir!”

He shouted at me, his voice filling the dungeon and echoing through my bones. “Tell me! Tell me what you want!”

I screamed at the top of my lungs, “I want to be a normal fucking person!” 

The Beast threw his head back and opened his mouth, letting the roar of laughter echo through the dungeon. “No you fucking don’t.” 

His arm circled around his head and he snapped the whip again, the tails kissing all the way back up my torso. 

Just like Benny had an hour ago. 

Only these kisses didn’t make my heart throb. These kisses made my body feel like I was going to explode. 

I yanked at my ropes again, fighting the urge to sink into the glorious heat. 

“Stop fighting the pain, Becca.” 

“Fuck the pain! Haven’t I had enough pain in my life? Why the fuck do I need more?”

“You need it because you want it.” 

“I do not! I fucking hate it! I hate it and I hate this!” 

A moment later, he was in my face, his hand around my neck, our noses almost touching. We were both gasping for air, him from exertion, and me as I fought as hard as I could against the subspace that threatened to drag me under. 

“You still hate yourself for your darkness, don’t you?” He squeezed my neck for a moment and then released it, stroking my hair and holding my chin securely in his hand. “Do you hate me, Becca? Can you look me in the eye and tell me you never want this again?”

I want to. I wish I could. But we both knew I could never make those words come out of my mouth. 

Because I felt alive again. Angry, livid, vicious, and pissed off... but alive. 

I would always need the pain. And I would always crave it. 

My tears spilled over and ran down my cheeks. He leaned over me and pressed his nose into my neck, inhaling deeply. Opening his mouth to my skin, he scraped his teeth up the side of my neck, and licked my tears off my face. 

“Go ahead, say it. Stop the scene and tell me you never want me to touch you again. That you never want Me again. Tell me you never want to feel that bright pain filling up all the emptiness inside you, that you never want those pretty marks all over your skin ever again.”

“No.”

“Why.”

“No.”

“Say it.” He tightened his grip on my neck. 

I couldn’t breathe. Pulling at the ropes, wriggling, writhing, fighting with everything I had... I finally gave up as my vision darkened, and I gasped out, “Because I love you like this!” 

He released my neck and I sucked in air, gasping and choking. 

He took my face in his hands and looked deep into my eyes. “And I love you like this.” 

Then he had the tawse in his hand, and he struck me hard on my clit. Then again. And again. 

And then suddenly my head was spinning, and my body erupted, waves of euphoria sending me spiraling down into the depths of pleasure I didn’t want to deserve. 
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We lay on the cold, hard floor of the dungeon, our heads beside each other, our feet pointing opposite directions. I was naked, he was clothed. He’d given me a pillow and a water bottle, and he watched me carefully as I came down. 

Finishing the water and turning my head to face him, I was met with the eyes of my dear friend. The fire had burned out. All that was left was the man. 

“Why does it have to be like this,” I whispered. 

“Everyone is like this.”

“No they’re not, Reuben.”

“Yes they are, Becca. Everyone has a Beast inside them... ours just happen to love pain.”

I turned my head and looked back up at the ceiling, not happy with that answer. 

“Why do you hate your inner demons so much?”

“Don’t you hate yours?”

“No. Well... I hate that I can’t find anyone who loves him as much as you do.” 

My heart hurt for him. He’d confessed to me, back when he’d rescued me and we’d started doing pain scenes together, that he’d never had a slave like me. He’d never had anyone he could play with as hard as we played. He was a big, mean, scary man, and most subs could only take so much of his darkness. 

But to me, Reuben Weston wasn’t even close to the darkest monster I’d ever met.  

And we certainly weren’t a match made in heaven, but we were content, and we worked... and then I’d fallen in love with another man. A man who I felt drawn to in a way I couldn’t explain. A man who saw me the way I wanted to be seen. 

And Reuben had let me go, because he wanted me to be happy. 

“You can’t hate your darkness, Becca. She’s a part of you, and you’re a part of her. And you are both beautiful. Hating that part of you just fuels her desire to overtake you. You have to learn to dance with her, to work together.” 

“Are you going to give me the ‘two dogs inside you’ analogy?”

“No. It’s more like an invasive species of weeds.” 

I scoffed. “What?”

“You can’t get rid of them. They just keep growing, their roots are too deep and interconnected all over the place. They become part of your yard. Your options are to burn the whole thing to the ground... or train it, and guide it into a manageable problem.”

“...Did Robin ask you for a flower garden?”

“She wants strawberry plants. We have ivy on the sunny side of the house. It’s not going to work.” 

I cracked a smile at the idea of Reuben Weston, sadist and shrewd businessman, trying to find a way to plant strawberries in his yard for his little princess. 

“When I asked you how you reconcile your sadism... you said you couldn’t reconcile it. And I... don’t think I can reconcile mine either.” My eyes burned and I felt another wave of tears well up. Rubbing the back of my hand across my eyes, I tried to breathe and settle myself.  

Reuben flipped onto his side and thumbed my tears away, then lifted his thumb to his lips. Leaning forward, he kissed my cheek, then propped himself up on his elbow as he stared down at me. 

“Let me be clear, Becca. My Beast is a monster. But like I said before, he is a part of me. And if I forsake him, I forsake myself. 

“I found myself the first day I made a girl cry. My sweet little neighbor girl, who just wanted to be my friend, and I couldn’t resist bullying the shit out of her. And thinking back, I realize I hated my whole self. But when I met that darkness inside me, I learned I could only hate the dark half. It wasn’t until I found this lifestyle that I stopped hating The Beast, and started training him. And that’s when I started to thrive. 

“And that feeling? Of letting go, of letting him take over? Of giving him his moment? There’s nothing like it. It’s dirty and dark, and gritty, and it makes you feel like you’ve finally found the thing you’ve been looking for that you aren’t supposed to have. That hunger is satisfied.”

I hated that I knew what he meant. My mind flashed to the day Benny had taken my cane. Every moment of that scene had been delicious. He’d screamed for me, and for himself, and for his mother, and I’d consumed his pain like the sweetest wine. 

But part of me—the light part, I guess—didn’t want to accept that. I wanted to blame it on the fact that Benny needed it, not me. 

“What are you afraid of?” Reuben asked. 

It took long minutes before I was willing to voice it. Reuben didn’t demand, not like Jeff would have. He just waited me out. 

“I don’t want to be like him.” 

“Who? Mr. Brown?”

I nodded. 

“He has a name you know.”

“I never learned it.”

“Jesse Ezra Stone.” 

The name hung in the air like a bad smell. Dark magic, crackling in the air, a curse ready to be implemented on whoever was unlucky enough to get in the way. 

“Damn you, Jesse Stone.” His name felt strange and foreign in my mouth. But Mr. Brown was a name I put to a nightmare. Jesse Stone was a person, and maybe accepting that would help give me more closure.  

Reuben stood and stretched, cracking his neck. He grabbed us both more water, and a few chocolate truffles, watching me while I ate them. 

“You know Lindsay and Michael have him... contained, right?”

I nodded. I wanted to ask Reuben if Michael Lewis had given him the same offer he’d given me. But I didn’t want to know if Reuben had accepted that offer. 

“Why do you think you’re like him?”

Because I had an orgasm while I cropped Jon’s balls during that play party. 

Because watching Benny’s face when he screams makes my heart leap. 

Because Jesse Stone was an asshole and a monster, but I missed the way he looked at me so badly that I left you for someone who reminded me of him. 

Fuck. Jesse. Ezra. Stone. 

“You know why.” My voice was flat. 

“Becca... it wasn’t his sadism that made Jesse Stone an abuser. You know that.”
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Reuben and I talked a little longer, and he finally sent me home. When I got to the house, Jeff pulled me into his arms, and then led me to the bathroom where we took a long, hot shower together. 

He washed away every drop of my sweat and tears, and then kissed every bruise, every mark, every welt that Reuben had left on my body. My skin tingled from the onslaught of sensation and the overstimulation from the day, and I found myself crying again. 

Jeff held me in his arms while I cried, not saying a word, just holding me tight. He rubbed my back and kissed my hair, and told me he loved me. And when I felt like I could breathe again, he washed my face and conditioned my hair, massaging my neck and shoulders as I settled down. 

In bed, he stroked my hair and rubbed my back. He seemed to be waiting for me to say something. He wasn’t going to ask me if I was okay, because he knew I would tell him if I wasn’t. 

Jesse Stone’s face sat in my mind. His soft, sad smile, the warmth in his eyes when I entered the room, the way he praised me and told me how much he adored me... and the way he’d cut up my body, laughing and moaning and jacking off as I screamed.  

I turned my face into Jeff’s chest. His familiar scent comforted me. “I love you, Master.” 

“I love you too, Little Miss.” He kissed my neck. 

“His name is Jesse Stone.”

“Who? Mr. Brown?”

“Yeah. The team caught him during the raid.”

“Well, he probably won’t see the light of day again, will he?”

“From what I now of Michael Lewis... he’ll be very lucky if he dies.”

We were silent for a long time, and I wondered if he’d fallen asleep. 

My conversation with Reuben was spinning in my head, and I knew I needed to let that last piece of the puzzle click into place. I’d admitted to my kinks before, but I’d never truly owned them. Never embraced them as a part of me. 

Quietly, so softly it barely left my lips, I whispered, “I’m a sadist.” 

Jeff didn’t answer. I whispered it again, a little slower, a little louder. 

“I’m a sadist.”

He stroked my hair and kissed me again. “Me too, my love. Me too.” 

“Reuben said I need to dance with her.”

“Well... she is such a beautiful dancer.” 

My conversation with Jez suddenly came back to me, and I remembered the moment when I realized I couldn’t accept Benny’s submission unless I was willing to give him all of myself, to stop holding back and truly dominate him. 

Even today, his reaction to my cruelty had been praise, not judgment or condemnation. You’re such a beautiful freak, he’d said, and kissed me. 

He’d let go and submitted to her when I let her out in the library. He didn’t hate her. He thought she was beautiful, too. 

That was why that weird training scene felt so forced. Because he’d embraced my monster... but I hadn’t let her out. 

I deserve to be human. 

I deserve to be whole. To be loved and worshipped for all the parts of me... not just the socially acceptable parts. 

Deep inside my heart, she smiled. We do dance well together, don’t we? 

There. I. Am. 
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–Monday night–


Benny: Ah, Miss... this thing feels tighter than it did last time. 

Miss: Last time I made you come before I put it on. 

Benny: Oh yeah. 

Miss: Are the orgasms I give you so forgettable? 

Benny: No, Miss. I dream about what you do to me. I just didn’t make that connection. 

Benny: Are you feeling better? 

Miss: Yes. Thank you for asking. I’ll be ok. 

Miss: Reuben took one look at that drawing and he stole it. 

Benny: Rude! I’ll draw you another one. A better one. 

Miss: It’s okay, pet. I think he’s going to take it to a frame store. 

Benny: It’s not THAT good!

Miss: If that’s not good, I want to see more of your work. I want you to send me photos of your finished pieces from now on.

Benny: Yes, Miss. 

Miss: Goodnight, pet. Dream of me. 

Benny: Always, Mistress. 


–Tuesday afternoon–


Benny: An embarrassing story for you. Someone at the training facility tripped and fell into me today, elbowed me in the crotch. I was fine, but the cage hit his funny bone just right and now they’re calling me “Balls of Steel.” 

Miss: That is HILARIOUS. 

Miss: Wow, I needed that laugh. 

Miss: What did you do? Did you tell anyone about the cage?

Benny: Nah. I shrugged it off, said he must have hit his elbow on the ground and misunderstood the timing of his own fall. But he’s insistent that I’m either hard enough to trigger a nerve, or wearing a sports cup. 

Miss: Were you embarrassed?

Benny: Tremendously. Especially because I’m supposed to be in a sort of leadership position over these people. I feel like I lost some clout today. 

Miss: Humility goes a long way. People will always respect someone they can relate to more than they respect someone who appears to be in control all the time. 

Benny: (photo attachment) quick sketch of Megan I did this evening.  

Miss: Oh my god, Benny, that’s precious!

Benny: Well, she is pretty cute. I have a weakness for dimples. 

Benny: And I needed something to get my mind off you and your mouth. 

Miss: I don’t want your mind off me!

Benny: Well... what Mistress wants, she gets. Guess I’ll draw you again next. 

Benny: I know it’s late, but you can read this when you get up tomorrow. I wanted you to know that seeing you on Monday was amazing. I know I overstepped by requesting to see you when you told me we had to reschedule. And I know it was out of line how I touched you. But seeing you... My god, I have not been able to get you out of my head. 

Benny: I wanted to kiss your whole body, lick every inch of your skin, taste you, feel how soft you are, squeeze your soft curves and strong, hard muscles... Wow, Miss. Please, do not for a moment think that your beauty is lessened in any way, or that I think less of you because of what I’ve seen. 


–Wednesday morning–


Miss: Thank you, Benny. I appreciate that. 

Benny: Would you let me touch you again, Miss?

Miss: Hm... maybe. I’ll see you tomorrow, won’t I?

Benny: Yes Miss. 

Miss: Good. I have something quite fun planned. 

Miss: Well. Fun for me. 


–Thursday evening–


Benny: Holy shit. I’m still recovering. 

Miss: How’s your asshole? 

Benny: A little tender, Miss. That plug was bigger than the last one. 

Miss: It was. Next size up vibrates. 

Benny: God, I think that’ll kill me. I could barely crawl with that one in. Felt like... I don’t know how to describe it. But every time I moved, it hit that spot, and I thought I was going to collapse. 

Benny: AND MY DICK HURTS

Miss: Don’t shout at me, naughty boy. I’ll add a week to your punishment. 

Benny: I’m sorry, Miss, I didn’t mean to shout. I just meant to indicate a level of severity. 

Miss: I’m going to bruise your ass with a level of severity. 

Benny: Yes, Miss. Thank you, Miss. 

Miss: Now you’re getting it. 


–Friday–


Benny: Good morning, Miss. I woke up humping my bed today... I dreamed about your laugh. 

Miss: My laugh?

Benny: Your eyes light up and you get this beautiful smile on your face, it makes me feel like I can’t breathe. 

Miss: Aww, that’s sweet, pet. 

Benny: (photo attachment) I’ve been working on this for a few days. I don’t know what’s wrong with it... but I like the energy. 

Miss: Angle of the wrist holding the flogger is wrong. Hitting that way wouldn’t create any kind of sting or impact. It would be more like petting you. Which would feel nice, not sharp. 

Miss: I’ll show you next time I see you :) 

Benny: Yes please, Mistress. When can we meet again? 

Miss: Desperate to see me already? 

Benny: Yes Miss. I’m feeling a little down, actually. Took my break outside, tried to get some sun, ate some chocolate, etc. still feel a little out of it. 

Miss: I’m sorry, Benny. Do you think it’s subdrop, or is it something else? We can grab coffee tonight if you have time. 

Benny: I’m working a shift tonight, but I appreciate it. Honestly, I don’t think it’s drop. I think it’s just stress. I feel... weird, lately. With everything that has happened. It’s a lot to process and I don’t know if I’m doing a good job. 

Miss: You’re doing a great job. At everything. Give yourself time. How long did you take care of your mom before the lawsuit?

Benny: About a year

Miss: Your mind and body need time to adjust to not being in that constant level of stress. It’s like survival mode. Your brain adjusts to this new way of living, and then your life changes, and sometimes your brain struggles to go back to “normal.” 

Miss: Your wants and your needs may change as well. We can always–ALWAYS–go back to the drawing board on limits if we need to reassess things. I mean it. Just tell me. 

Benny: I don’t think my limits have changed. I just don’t know what to do with this feeling of restlessness. 

Benny: Sorry, I know you don’t want to hear this

Miss: I never said that. I told you, I’m happy to listen. 

Miss: How about we meet this weekend?

Benny: I can do Saturday before six, or Sunday after four.

Benny: Interesting way of phrasing it... survival mode. It kinda was like that. Every minute of every day, I was struggling, trying to find solutions to major problems. Now my biggest problem is what I’m going to eat for dinner, and how badly I want to jack off to the taste of your cum. 

Miss: Let’s do Sunday. Keep giving yourself time to readjust. You’ll be okay. 

Benny: Thank you, Miss. 


–Saturday–


Miss: Good afternoon, pet. Hope you’re doing well? 

Miss: I’m assuming you’re either drawing, or working. I look forward to seeing your next project. 

Miss: Is everything okay? 


–Sunday–


Miss: Benny, I didn’t hear from you all day yesterday, and it’s one o’clock. I’m a little worried. Are you alright?

Miss: Will I still see you after 4? 

Miss: I need an answer. I’m not going to drive down there to meet you if you’re not going to show up. And frankly, I’m offended. 

Benny: I’ll be there. 


	[image: image]
	 	[image: image]


[image: image]






Chapter 39

[image: image]


[image: Shape  Description automatically generated with medium confidence]

––––––––
[image: image]


Saturday morning before my shift, I went to visit Momma at the care facility. I was trying to get into the habit of visiting her at least once a week. I felt bad, wishing I could see her more, but the visiting hours didn’t line up with my work schedule, so I was limited to whatever weekends I didn’t work during the day. 

When I got there, she was sleeping soundly. I didn’t want to wake her, so I sat on the chair by the window for a while, waiting for her to wake up. 

I had another painting with me today. It was small, but for a painting, it wasn’t too bad. In general I didn’t like oils and I wasn’t great at painting or working in color. I liked charcoal best. But I’d loved the photo of Momma hugging that dog and smiling so happily, so I’d tried painting a golden retriever. It turned out okay, and I set it on her bedside table. 

I scrolled on my phone for a while, thinking about texting my Mistress, but not really having anything to say. Her comments the other day were still fresh in my mind, about how I needed to give myself time to process things and get out of survival mode. 

Momma snorted in her sleep, and it startled her awake. She blinked, cleared her throat, and readjusted her head on her pillow. I stood and walked over to her, hoping to at least say hello before I left her to nap. 

When she heard me, she took one look at me, and screamed.

One hand flew to her mouth, covering it as if she was trying to keep in a scream. Tears ran down her face and she grabbed one of her pillows and threw it at me. Then she tried to get up, scrambling out of the bed in panic. “Get out!” she shouted. “Get out!” 

“Momma, no, it’s me–”

“Help me,” she cried out. “There’s a man in here!” 

“I’m leaving! I’m leaving! Please don’t fall!” I put my hands up and backed out of the room as fast as I could. My voice didn’t sound like my own, and my body was shaking with adrenaline. I left Momma poised on the end of her bed, looking like she was ready to throw herself from her bed and run. 

It all happened so fast that a moment later, I was outside her closed door, hands shaking, breathing too fast, feeling like I was going to burst out in tears. One of the nurses came jogging over to me, a questioning look on her face. 

I just shook my head and dropped my hands. I couldn’t even talk. What the hell just happened?  

The nurse went in to check on Momma while I paced outside her door. I was trying to get the shaking under control when another nurse came by. She had two small cups of water, and she gave me one before she snuck into Momma’s room, speaking to her in a soothing voice. 

I couldn’t process what had happened, but something about it felt weirder than normal. She didn’t react to other men that way. I knew there were male nurses around, and the therapy dog’s handler was a man. Not even Mr. Bowman had elicited that reaction, and he was a little intimidating to look at. 

Why would she freak out like that? 

One of the nurses came out with an expression on her face that told me something was very wrong. “Is she okay,” I whispered, not wanting to hear the answer.

“She’s muttering something under her breath I can’t understand. Something about being alone with a man.”

“Has she ever reacted to any of the male nurses or caregivers like this?”

“As a rule, we try not to pair women with men. There was one man who brought her dinner once and she was very uncomfortable, but she didn’t scream or kick him out. And her physical therapist is a guy, and she’s fine with him. But in general, we try to keep people with their same gender.”

I shook my head and ran my hands through my hair, trying to burn off some of the anxiety. 

The nurse lifted a finger to me and stuck her head back into the room. “Yes... fifty milligrams. Okay. Be right back.” She looked back at me. “We’re going to give her something to help her relax. She’s pretty upset. Do you want another water while I’m at it?” 

“Yes please. Thank you.” 

She hurried off. I stood by Momma’s door trying to decide what to do. I should probably leave, give her space and come back another day. But even the idea of leaving her in that state bothered me so much. 

Maybe it would be better if I didn’t visit anymore. I hated the thought, but if visiting her upset her so much that they needed to give her medication to calm her down, then I wasn’t really helping her. Wasn’t it better for her to miss me during the rare times she remembered me, than for her to be upset to the point of needing drugs when I came to visit? Did that make visiting her selfish? How could I reconcile leaving her alone and never visiting her? How could that possibly be the right thing to do?

The nurse came back a few minutes later with a few more paper cups. She handed me the one with water, and took the meds into Momma’s room. 

I could hear her softly talking to the nurse through the cracked door, and I pushed it open to hear what she was saying. 

“No, I know it was him. I saw him. He had the same hair. And he always had that smile. I know him. I know it was him.” 

“And what did you say his name was?”

“I never knew his name.”

“Why were you afraid of him?”

“Because...” Momma whispered something softly and I didn’t catch it. I craned my neck and listened harder, holding my breath. 

The nurse must not have heard her either. “What?”

“He hurt me. He... did things.” 

“The man?”

“Yes. He touched me.” 

My heart stopped, and I clenched my hands to avoid putting my fist through a wall. If someone here hurt Momma–

“Just now?” The nurse’s voice was slightly frantic.

“No. It was a long time ago, I think.” Her voice was sad. “But I remember it. Sometimes I can’t stop remembering it. They never found him. I didn’t know who he was, and they never found him.” 

“I don’t think it was that man, Becky. I think he would probably be pretty old if it was him.”

Momma hesitated. “Who?”

“You were telling me about the man who hurt you.”

“Oh. I don’t like to think about that. I can’t hate him, though. Not really. It was a bad thing, but a good thing came out of it.”

“What good thing?”

“Well... he gave me my son.” 

It didn’t click for a minute. It was an impossible conclusion to what I was hearing, and my brain resisted it. My hearing faded out and my mind repeated and fought with everything she said. 

My legs moved on my own accord, and I rushed to the men’s room, barely making it to a stall before I vomited. 

Oh, I don’t like to think about that. 

He hurt me. He... did things.

I can’t hate him, though. He gave me my son. 

You don’t have a father, Benny-bear.
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It took some time before I could leave the bathroom. A caretaker came in to check on me and offered me some juice, but I turned it down. Once I thought I could walk, I dried my eyes, blew my nose, and left the care facility as quickly as possible, trying not to look anyone in the eye. Trying not to think about anything at all. 

Driving home on autopilot, I went straight to my room, ignoring Zach and our new roommate. 

I couldn’t think, because thinking brought me back to that moment. I knew I needed to get myself together, to stop shaking, to stop crying, but everything I did brought me back to that moment. 

I was furious. Angry, Disgusted. Appalled. Horrified. And I hated everything about myself. I hated that I was alive, I hated that my existence was enough of a reminder of the awful thing that had happened to her that she panicked when she saw me. 

In my mind, I could see her startling awake, that terrified expression covering her face, her tears spilling over. It made me want to retch again. I stumbled to the bathroom and gulped down some water, stripped down to nothing, and turned the shower all the way up to hot. 

The hard, hot water burned my skin, but after a few minutes, it didn’t hurt as much. My head was spinning and I felt a little dizzy. When the hot water ran out, I wrapped up in a towel and sat on the floor at the end of my bed. 

Little things were clicking into place in a way they hadn’t before. The occasional times she’d freaked out in my presence made sense now, and the way she looked at me suspiciously when we weren’t alone. Sometimes she looked like she didn’t trust me. The day we’d transferred her, I’d assumed she’d known who I was, but now, I wasn’t so sure. 

I remembered all the times her face had gone blank or sad when I’d asked her about my father. She’d never given me an answer, and there were times she looked hurt that I asked. I remember begging her one time, when I was six or seven, if I could meet my dad for my Christmas present that year. How much had that hurt her? 

It’s just going to get worse, I realized. As I got older, as I continued to look more like him, she would become more and more fearful of me. 

Even today, she’d said something about his hair. My hair was longer than normal because I hadn’t taken the time to get a haircut recently. I liked the way my Mistress stroked it, so I’d let it grow a little. 

My Mistress. I was supposed to meet her tomorrow. 

Suddenly the black-haired crazy angel seemed like the least important thing in the world, and her chastity game felt like a sick joke. I sat with my elbows on my knees, my face in my hands. I didn’t want to think about kinky sex and spankings and the cage around my cock. The idea of what we were doing together not only felt wrong, but I felt sick keeping my appointment with her. 

I wasn’t sure why, but I felt a little resentment towards her. Maybe it was because she didn’t matter anymore. She wasn’t some mythological being or creature from the underworld. She was just a woman who dressed up in leather and liked to embarrass me for fun. And none of it mattered, not really. She was right. It was all a game. 

Standing up, I forced myself to get dressed. I needed to get my shit together before work this evening. 

But the idea of going to work was suddenly stupid as well. How was it that the world could go on like nothing bad ever happened in it? Everyone else went about their day, but I had only been born because my mother had been raped. 

I managed to call my supervisor and tell her I couldn’t come in today, and blamed it on a family emergency. They had enough people to call to cover my shift last minute. Nobody would miss me. 

I lay back on my bed and stared at the ceiling, silent tears running down my cheeks, feeling numb, useless, and wishing I had never gone to see her today. 

Can I ever go see her again? What if I start to look more and more like him? Should I cut my hair? Would that help enough that I wouldn’t scare her anymore? 

I didn’t know what to do, and I didn’t have a single person I felt like I could talk to. How was someone supposed to deal with this kind of information? Was this the kind of thing you were even supposed to talk about with other people? What was I supposed to do? 

Hours later, I hadn’t done anything but lay on my bed and stare at the ceiling. Eventually, I got up and grabbed some leftovers from the fridge, not paying attention to what I was eating, not really hungry, but needing something to do. 

I was slowly coming to the conclusion that my life as I’d envisioned it was over, and it wasn’t dropping out of art school that did that. It was the understanding that the only way to protect Momma from her nightmare, was to stay away from her.  

I’d spent the entire last year and a half making Momma my only priority, working to support us, thinking of nothing but taking care of her, and now I couldn’t visit her without traumatizing her. 

Another thought hit me. Maybe that was the reason she was so dead set on me going away to art school. Because I was starting to remind her of the man who hurt her, and then saddled her with a child who was a constant reminder of the assault. 

The displaced, unexplained guilt I’d been feeling was suddenly the most overwhelming emotion in my heart. All my life, she’d sacrificed everything for me. She could have ended my life before I was born, given me up for adoption, or even kept me but not loved me. But instead, she gave me everything she could, worked constantly, somehow found a way to create a happy life for the two of us. She was a beautiful, wonderful, loving person. 

And after all that work and all that sacrifice, she was left with nothing but nightmares. 

It was dark outside, and I had no idea what time it was, but it didn’t matter. I pulled myself to my feet and faced my easel, staring at the half-finished piece before me. 

On the page, I’d started a loose, vague gesture drawing of Becca in the nude, crafting her round breasts and firm thighs into something erotic and breathtaking. I tore off the page and let it fall to the ground, instead drawing the moment I couldn’t get out of my head: the sight of Momma crying, staring at me in horror as I backed out the door, her face painted with fear and distrust. 

Maybe if I put it down on paper, I could burn it, and the memory would go with it.

	[image: image]
	 	[image: image]


[image: image]






Chapter 40

[image: image]


[image: Shape  Description automatically generated with medium confidence]

––––––––
[image: image]


On Sunday I was working a short shift at one of Reuben’s restaurants. It had taken all morning to get my shit together, but I stood behind the bar and attempted to pretend everything was right with the world. That everything was right with me. 

I was making drinks for the restaurant while someone else did drinks for bar orders, and the place was getting busy. The only thing I could focus on was making drinks. Just pour, measure, shake, clean, wash–

“Hey, son. Can I get another one of these?”

It took everything in my power not to chuck the martini shaker across the room. I’d never allowed myself to get that flustered by customers, and this guy hadn’t even said anything remotely problematic or rude. But forcing myself to turn around and face him, pour him another shot of scotch, and haul my ass to the back office was pretty much the threshold of my patience for the day. 

I’m going to get fired. 

I knocked on the door and cracked it open a second later. Reuben was standing over his GM’s shoulder, looking at something on the screen. He took one look at me and his face creased in concern. 

“What happened?”

“Nothing... yet. I need to go home.” 

I waited for questions, not knowing what I was going to say when I was asked, but the questions never came. Reuben just nodded, extracted his cell phone, and made a phone call. Two minutes later, I was clocking out, and my replacement was on their way. 

I hated that I was so replaceable. But I couldn’t find it in me to care today. Right now, I needed to get home before I lashed out at a customer for calling me “son,” and thinking that was okay. 

Reuben caught me in the employee parking lot before I left. “Are you alright? Do you need anything?”

I stared at him for a few moments, unable to verbalize what I needed. 

I’m only alive because my mother was raped. 

My father was a rapist. I’m irrevocably connected to that. 

My mother is terrified of me. I know she loves me, somehow, in some way, but I scare the shit out of her. And I don’t know how to live with that. 

“I just need to deal with some personal shit, and I got pretty close to taking it out on a customer. I didn’t do or say anything, but... I can’t be here right now. I’m sorry.”

“You have to respect your needs. And you’re useless to me if you’re burned out or unable to function. Go home, get some rest. Let me know if I can help.”

“Thanks.” I climbed into my car and shut the door before either of us could say another word, embarrassed about the whole situation. 

My hands shook all the way home. In my room, I took another blindingly hot shower. As I scrubbed, I stared down at my dick, still caged. 

I haven’t texted Becca in almost two days. Remembering her, I realized I was supposed to meet her this afternoon after my shift. 

Irritation rose at the idea of seeing her, of hearing her voice, of that coy, sensual, velvet tone she used to seduce me. 

What a fucking joke. 

Would I ever feel like myself again? Did I even deserve to feel like myself again? 

I should postpone. Or cancel. 

I should tell her I’m dealing with some personal stuff. She’d understand. 

Or... 

Staring down at the cage around my dick, the anger and disgust multiplied. Shaking so bad I almost slipped, I climbed out of the shower and dug through my wallet for the emergency key, tearing open the envelope. 

I didn’t fully understand what I was doing until the cage was off. It unlocked with a single twist and a click, and then it was in my hand. I was free. 

Kind of. Because I wasn’t really free. Not really. It was more like walking into a dungeon with an uncaged tiger, arms outstretched, and shouting, “Come and get it.”  

She’d hurt me for this for sure. For ignoring her, for taking the cage off, for not texting her. She’d hurt me so bad I’d bleed. 

I think you need to scream, pet. 

I needed that again. And she could be the one to help me do that. 

She’d be pissed, that was certain. But I was willing to take anything she dished out. Because anything was better than the self-hatred and disgust that I couldn’t shake. Surely, she could purge me of this. 

After all, it was all just a game. This time, I was making the first move. 
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I could tell from the tone of her messages that she was pissed with me. She had every right to be. I’d ignored my her, depriving her of her desired indulgence, withdrawing my suffering from her. My mind kept flashing back to the day she’d caned me so horribly in her dungeon, and to the scene she’d done with that guy at the play party. I knew what was coming to me would be god-awful. 

But maybe relishing the pain would turn my internal suffering into something I could purge... or at least distract me from the sound of Momma’s quiet confession to the nurses that still rang on repeat in my mind. 

I got there a few minutes after four, not caring that I was late. Knocking on the door a little too aggressively, I was met with a raised eyebrow and a questioning look in her fools-gold eyes. 

“A little anxious to come in today, are we...” she trailed off as she saw my face. 

I don’t know what my face was exhibiting, but so far two people had called me out today just by looking at me, so I must have looked pretty bad. 

“Is everything alright?”

“No.” 

Her brows lowered and she turned her head slightly. “No what?”

“No.”

“Benny. Do not give me attitude. Not in my room. You will behave appropriately.” 

I clenched my jaw, but I managed to say, “no, Mistress.” 

Her eyes narrowed even further, but she stepped aside. “I don’t know that you’ve ever addressed me with so much disrespect. I can promise you, it is not okay. You will be punished for that.”

“Great. Punish me, Mistress. You can add it to the list.”

“The list? Besides ignoring me, being blatantly disrespectful, and intentionally not communicating with me, what else have you done?” Her voice rose and she crossed her arms over her chest, lifting her chin haughtily. 

I reached into my pocket and pulled out the cock cage, setting it down hard on the end table. 

She stared at it, her face going blank, her breathing slow but shallow. She didn’t appear to move at all. 

C’mon. Get mad. Get as mad at me as I am at myself. 

Her voice was soft, with almost no inflection. “Get out.”

I opened my mouth to push our argument even further, because apparently I really was a brat, but I stopped when I processed what she said. “...What?”

“Get... out.” She didn’t take her eyes away from the damn cock cage, staring at it like it was the betrayal of a lifetime. 

“Miss, I–”

Her eyes turned to fire and her face crumpled into rage... but it was the wrong kind. It wasn’t the righteous fury I’d imagined, where she purified me with her punishment. Instead, she looked hurt, her lip curled in disgust. “Get out! Get! out! Get out of my sanctuary!” 

She shoved me and I stumbled back a few paces, and she slammed the dungeon door in my face. 

“Mistress!” I shouted through the door, banging on it aggressively. “Becca, come on!”

She didn’t answer. I checked my phone and a moment later, a message came through. 


Miss: Get out of AnchorX. We’re done. 


I stared at the text for longer than I should have, feeling like I was missing something. This had to be a joke. Another message came through. 


Miss: I mean it. GET. OUT. 


Not knowing what else to do, or how to fix this, I slunk out of AnchorX and sat in my car. There was a clawing hole in my chest and a sour taste in my mouth, and I couldn’t get her look of disgust out of my mind. Somehow, the disgust was the worst part. 

We’re done. 

Did she really mean that? Could she do that? Just cut me off and end things just like that, because I took the cage off? The consequences didn’t seem to add up with my actions. 


Benny: I get that you’re mad. That’s what I expected. Apparently I am as much of a brat as you say I am. But don’t you think the punishment should fit the crime? 

Miss: Punishment is for correcting behavior. You didn’t mess up, Benny, you broke our agreement. 

Benny: It’s a cock cage, not a wedding ring!

Miss: I’m not ready to talk about this right now. 

Benny: Now who’s not communicating!


I waited for another message, but nothing came through. 


Benny: Look, to be honest, some really awful shit happened, and I needed to scream again, okay? Can we just try this again another day? Pretend this never happened? 

Benny: I’ll put the cage back on. I only took it off to make you mad. 

Benny: Miss, I’m sorry. 


But she didn’t answer, neither did her messages show as read. She was ignoring me. 

Back in my room, the weight of my situation hit me. My mother didn’t know me, I had basically no friends, and I’d pissed off Becca badly enough that our relationship was over. 

I was alone. 

Another terrible thought invaded my mind. What if Reuben sided with Becca and I lost my job? I could find more work and scrape by, but I would be back to working doubles and eating day-old sandwiches. 

Why, when I finally feel like I have a handle on my life, did it always fall apart? 

I wished I’d never met Becca Huxley. My life was simple before. Hard, but simple. I knew what people expected of me, and there was no misunderstanding of what was expected of me. 

Maybe it was for the best. I tried to think about where we were going, how inevitably I would have ended up some poor bastard locked in stocks at a party, being tortured for some fake made-up reason. 

I don’t want to be a dirty secret. I want to be with someone who is proud to be with me, who I am proud to be with. 

I sent her one last text, then blocked her number, then sent up a silent prayer that even if I lost my job, I would land on my feet. 

At the very least, Momma was safe for the next fifteen years. And I could live with that. 
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Click. Click. Click. These heels always made the best sound, especially when I walked so carefully and intentionally. I focused on the sound as I climbed out of my car and carefully walked up the ramp to the house. 

I should not be this shaken up about a bratty, barely trained submissive trying to get what he wants from me... but I’m so tired of people trying to use me.

“Back already? I thought you had a playdate.” 

I didn’t answer. Inside, I dropped everything by the door, unzipped my dress, and went to my knees. The key to his cage still hung around my neck, winking in the light like a joke. I tore it off and left it on the floor with my clothes. I could only hear my breathing, intentionally slow and steady despite the way my blood was boiling under my skin. 

“Little Miss? I thought we dropped that.” There was concern in his voice.

“I need it today.” My voice sounded distant and flat. 

“Come here, my love.”

I crawled, too angry to stand and walk. The jeweled collar that sat around my neck, my most prized possession, pointed towards the ground. I kept my face down, trying to keep the necklace still as I moved, and not let it swing. Stopping at the edge of his couch, I pressed my forehead against his leg, feeling like a depressed dog. 

“What happened? Do you want to talk about it?” He petted my hair and cupped my chin, pulling my face up to meet his. When he saw my expression, he pursed his lips, making them disappear behind his mustache and beard. 

“I’m angry.” 

“That’s good,” he nodded. “That means you’re motivated.”

“I’m hurt.” 

“Oh. Come here. Tell Master everything.” 

I tried to maintain control over my voice and my rage as I spoke, but it was a challenge. I caught myself shouting a few times. Jeff never shushed or rebuked me as I explained everything that transpired. He knew some of it already, but I told him the whole story anyway, so the picture was clear. 

By the time I was done, my hands were shaking again. “Maybe I should have gone to the gym before I came home,” I said, lifting my hand and watching it quiver like a leaf in the wind. “I want to run.”

“Running isn’t going to make the situation any better. It might make you feel better in the moment, but you’ll be left in the same position you are in now, just with less energy. Why did Benny feel the need to brat you?”

“Who knows? The last time he really communicated with me was Friday night.”

“So he didn’t tell you anything? He just walked in and demanded punishment?”

“Essentially.” 

“Did you ask him what happened?”

“No, I didn’t ask him anything! I told him to leave!” I forced myself to take a breath and lower my voice. “I told him over and over again that I didn’t like brats, and that if he wanted something, he could ask for it. Instead he chose to break our agreement and coerce me into punishing him. I’m not going to punish someone who backs me into a corner and... forces me to!”

Jeff was nodding, his face drawn, his eyes serious. I was still restless, and fought the urge to pace or throw my arms around as I spoke. 

“I’m so damn tired of people using me! Of trying to get things from me! I decide what I give! I decide who I touch and how, and who touches me! And I told him to ask! I told him–”

“Becca, honey, it doesn’t matter what you told him. It matters more what you’ve proven with your actions.” His voice was tender. “It’s cliche as hell, but actions are far more important than words. Whatever you two said, whatever you negotiated, at the end of the day, it doesn’t matter. Your actions told him that if he acted a certain way, he would be treated a certain way. 

“When you got upset, what’s the first thing you did? You came home to me. If a sub trusts their Dom, they’ll always go to them first. Are you that person for him? Does he feel like he can share his needs with you? Or does he feel like the only way he can get his needs met is to coerce you into a scenario to give him what he wants?”

I didn’t want to answer that question. Benny and I weren’t like that. We never had real conversations outside of our games. “It’s not that kind of dynamic. It’s just play, it’s not a relationship.”

“So the answer is no, he doesn’t trust you enough to be vulnerable with you. So he resorted to something that worked before. Do you normally punish him for being a brat?”

“Of course I do.”

“Does he enjoy punishment?”

My first inclination was to say no, but I hesitated. Sure the punishments I’d given him weren’t as enjoyable as our other sessions, but Benny was a masochist. He had, to a certain extent, enjoyed the torture. 

“Punishment is for correcting behavior, love. Did it correct his behavior? Or did it reinforce it?”

“Fuck.”

“You trained him to be a brat.” 

I thought back to the day I trapped him by making him late. He’d told me that I didn’t have to sabotage him to punish him, but I’d done it anyway. And the day he’d undressed me, he’d pulled me back into the game by pretending to be a brat, cockily twisting the scenario to make it his fault, so I had a reason to do something about it. 

I finally withdrew my cell phone and checked the other messages from him. 


Benny: Look, to be honest, some really awful shit happened, and I needed to scream again, okay? Can we just try this again another day? Pretend this never happened? 

Benny: I’ll put the cage back on. I only took it off to make you mad. 

Benny: Miss, I’m sorry. 


Jeff was right. Benny had no reason to be honest with me about whatever shit had gone down, and the one time I had the opportunity to show him it was okay to be human, okay to have needs, I’d withdrawn and asked him to pretend it had never happened. 

Now he was asking me to do the same. Of course he jumped to that conclusion. 

“Does he know?” Jeff asked quietly. “‘Does he know why you’re so intentional about consent? Does he know why you hate being used, bratted, and coerced?”

No. He doesn’t know, because I never told him. I told him that consent was my religion, but I never told him it was because I used to be a slave. Had he known that, had he known where that scar down my torso came from, had he known the atrocities I’d lived through, and that I continued to hear about and witness every day, that sweet boy would never have done what he did. 

“This is my fault,” I whispered, feeling sick at the realization. 

“Like fuck is it your fault. Don’t you dare take all the responsibility.” Jeff shook a finger in my face. 

“But you just said–”

“He’s still an adult, and he still chose to be rude and disrespectful to you, and not communicate. I know you’ve been teaching him about limits and consent. I’m sure you communicated that he needed to ask for what he wants instead of coercing you into it. Yes, actions speak louder than words. But he still had all the necessary information to make the right choice, and he made the wrong one. 

“But what is your fault, my love, is how you chose to handle it. You were hurt, so you left. You ran away. What you should have done is let him see how much he hurt you so he never did it again.”

I stared down at the messages from Benny, my vision blurring with unshed tears. 

“The real question, Little Miss, is what are you going to do about it? Do you even want to fix this dynamic? You’ve blurred the lines between a playmate and a relationship, reinforced his bad behavior, and withdrew when he cried out for help. If you want to fix this, you’ll have to do it from scratch, and you’ll have to do it with complete honesty.” 

I wasn’t sure what I wanted to do, but before I had a chance to decide, another message came through. 


Benny: Fine. I get it. I know this was just easy fun for you. Thing is, Becca, you were really just a distraction for me too. But I can’t ignore what’s going on in my life anymore, and I’m tired of feeling used. I’m tired of you being my dirty little secret. I want something real, something I’m proud of. Someone that doesn’t value my humiliation more than they value me. I wish you all the best, Becca Huxley... I hope you get everything you want. 


My throat felt thick and I typed out a quick response. Benny, I’m sorry. Can we talk? But when I sent it a moment later, it came back as undelivered. 

He blocked me. 

I handed the phone to Jeff and curled up on the couch with my head in his lap, feeling like the biggest fraud of all time. 
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Over the next few days, Jeff tried to help me bounce back to my normal self, but it felt useless. The guilt hung around like a cold I couldn’t shake. It tainted everything. The more I thought about it, the more I saw all the ways I failed Benny. This was his first experience with power exchange, and I’d shat on it. 

By Wednesday, Jeff was annoyed by my behavior. “Do I need to punish you?”

“Maybe.” I shrugged. 

“I’d rather you do something constructive with these emotions. But I’ll make you purge them if that’s what you need.” 

“What do you suggest?” It came out more sarcastic than I meant it. I pursed my lips and closed my eyes for a moment. “I’m sorry, Master. I didn’t mean to be rude.” 

“Apology accepted. Call your friends. Ask them how they fixed their fuckups. Figure out what you should have done. Decide to do better. And if you really want to get in touch with him, you can. He works for your best friend.” 

“You’re my best friend.”

“Okay, he works for your second-best friend.” 

I hesitated, then asked, “How did you fix your fuckups?” 

“Ah. Well, let me tell you all about my ex-wife.” He patted the couch beside him, and I went willingly, already feeling a little better. 
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The next day, Michael and I spoke after he finished his rounds at The Weston House. We sat in my office together and I confessed what happened between Benny and I, and he nodded at my conclusions. 

“It’s hard, Bec. I had a similar situation a few years ago. I made myself out to be some superhero, unaffected by real life, emotionally selective... and then I had a patient die in the ER. He was stable, should have been fine... and he was given the wrong medication, and it sent him into a heart attack. I went home to my sub that night, and she saw through the façade. When I woke up, she was gone.”

“I’m sorry, Mike.”

He shrugged. “I was young, stupid, and only knew what I saw in porn. I actually called my dad after that, told him everything... he taught me the most valuable lesson about power exchange I’ve ever learned.”

“Do tell?” 

He leaned forward and placed his elbows on his knees. “Dom and sub are roles, not personalities. People who meet my dad have no idea he’s a submissive. Because he’s not submissive... he’s submissive to his wife. You’re a person filling a role... not taking on a character trait.”

He gestured to me. “You’re a perfect example. You’re not a submissive person. But you fill a submissive role to your Master, and sometimes with me... but sometimes not.” He winked. Then his face changed to something more serious. “It sounds to me like you were trying to be something for Benny - you created a personality to fit an idea, rather than simply being yourself and filling a role.”

I stared at him, letting those words roll around in my head, and found myself nodding. 

“Because of your work at AnchorX, that’s what you’re used to. The role you’re filling is ‘the one who makes my fantasies come true.’ They don’t know the real you, and they don’t want to. You did the same thing with Benny, and it backfired, because he’s not a client.”

“I hate to admit this, but I think you’re smarter than me.”

He chuckled and shook his head. “Nope. I’ve come to the conclusion that most doctors are idiots, and we only become doctors because we’re not smart enough to be anything else.”

“That’s the dumbest thing I’ve ever heard.”

“It’s one hundred percent true. Trust me, I’m a doctor.” He gave me that look that was half smirk, half smolder. 

I laughed, and it felt so good.

“My brother is a doctor too–actually, he’s a dentist, so he’s not a real doctor–but he’s a bigger idiot than I am.” 

“I’m pretty sure Jase is a real doctor, considering he has half the alphabet after his name.” 

“Nope, trust me. He’s an idiot.”

“An idiot that makes four times as much money as you do. Now who’s the idiot?”

His eyes flashed in that dangerous way, and I knew he wanted to do something about my combative attitude. “So... You want to come over tonight?” 

I shook my head. “I’m meeting Jez. I’m sure she’s going to give me a good ‘I-told-you-so,’ followed by a lecture about putting people in boxes.”

“I don’t know, Bec... she might just be sympathetic.” He stood and kissed me on the forehead. “Most of us are only decent Doms because we’re willing to learn from our mistakes. Love you. See you later.”

“Bye, Mike.” 

I was about to leave The Weston House when my office phone lit up. When I answered it, Elizabeth told me there was someone at the front door who she didn’t recognize, asking for me. 

“His name is Ishmael Wharburg. Do we know who that is?”

My heart stopped for a minute. “Really? Are you sure that’s his name?”

“I’m holding his driver’s license in my hand. That’s his name.”

“Send him in. Call him Doctor.” I hung up the phone, glancing around my office. 

Dr. Ishmael Wharburg. Holy shit. 

My professor had mentioned she wanted to send some people my way, but I hadn’t expected one of the pioneers in recent EMDR advances to stop by. I sent a quick text to Reuben to let him know, and to Jez to let her know we’d have to reschedule. Then I tidied up my office, ran my fingers through my hair, reapplied my lipstick, and headed for the door just as he knocked. 

I opened the door to find an older man, maybe in his mid-fifties. Despite his short stature, he radiated confidence. He stood with his shoulders back and his eyebrows slightly elevated in interest as he looked around. He was bald with a long white beard and round wire-framed glasses, a brown tweed suit setting off his dark eyes. 

“Dr. Wharburg. A pleasure.” I offered my hand. “Becca Huxley.” 

He gave me a smile and a firm handshake. “Miss Huxley. Dr. Goya told me about your facility, and I read your paper.”

“Oh god, it’s not done. I’m so embarrassed.” 

“Don’t be. It was fantastic. I want to help.”

“We would love to get you involved. What do you have in mind?”
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Reuben got to the facility thirty minutes later, right as I was finishing giving Dr. Wharburg a tour. Reuben offered to take us all out to dinner, and we met at Oak City Grille an hour later. 

Over dinner, we discussed possible partnership ideas. Dr. Wharburg and I hit it off, and he was fascinated by the inclusion of power exchange in our treatment plans, asking copious questions and letting me elaborate to my heart’s content. By the end of the evening, it was decided that Wharburg’s assistant would reach out to our admin and start the process of requesting a grant, and that Wharburg was willing to donate the equipment if they could publish the resulting study. 

When we parted ways, Wharburg shook my hand again and said, “I look forward to seeing your presentation at ICPS.”

My heart leapt. Dr. Goya had submitted the paper and the request for a spot at ICPS on my behalf, and I hadn’t heard that I’d received an acceptance yet. I hid my reaction and thanked him profusely. When he left, I threw my arms around Reuben, and he hugged me back. 

“This is so huge!”

“It is. It’s amazing. How did you pull this off?”

“My professor! The paper!”

“Give me her mailing address, I’m going to send her a bottle of wine and a very large bouquet.”

“Reuben... this is it. It’s coming together.”

“I’m so proud of you.” He squeezed me harder. 

I was momentarily silenced by his praise, and it shocked me how affected I was by those simple words. I couldn’t answer, I just stood there trying to breathe, trying to process how big of a difference eight years could make. 

“I mean it, Becca.” He pulled back and held me by the shoulders, looking down at me. I had to crane my neck up to look him in the eye. “You’ve surpassed the odds. You’ve risen to every challenge. You’re so smart, so capable, so caring... you’re a warrior, and I’m proud to call you my friend.”

I shuddered to think of where I would be right now if Reuben hadn’t stepped in and saved me. “I wouldn’t be here right now if it wasn’t for you.” 

He shook his head. “I’m just a Beast with weird dreams.”

“You’re so much more than that, and you know it.”

“Okay, that’s enough. Now we’re both uncomfortable.” 

He drove me back to The Weston House so I could pick up my car and go home. On the way, I mentioned that Benny and I had a falling out. 

He nodded. “I’m not surprised.”

“Why do you say that?” I tried not to feel defensive, but the way he phrased his statement made it sound like he’d expected us to fail. 

“He’s been acting weird. Had to send him home on Monday. He’s doing better, but I could tell something happened.”

We were silent for a while. I didn’t want to tell Reuben everything, especially after tonight’s victory. It would be like proving him wrong on all that he’d just said. 

“He blocked me.”

“When you are ready to talk to him, just ask me for his schedule.” 

“I still haven’t decided if I want to pursue fixing it.”

“If you aren’t sure, then you are sure. The answer is no. Some things aren’t worth fixing, Bec. If you don’t feel the motivation to make it work, it’s best to let him find someone who does feel that way.” 

He didn’t say another word on the topic. Instead, he switched to telling me all about Robin’s most recent obsession - elephants. She had a stuffed elephant, an elephant shirt, and watched every movie with an elephant she could find. 

“How cute! Do you know what started the whole thing?”

He scratched the back of his head and parked his car beside mine. Awkwardly, he cleared his throat, and said, “She said they remind her of me.” 

I smiled, leaned over, kissed him on the cheek, and headed home. 
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Three months later

“Oh... oh... oh my god...” 

Katie writhed under my tongue, her hips thrusting, one hand thrown over her face as if to hide herself from me. 

“Benny, that’s... that feels so good...” she gasped and whimpered a little. I moved my hands to her breasts, softly tweaking her nipples while I flicked my tongue against her clit. 

I’d been her first everything. Watching her face the first time I licked her clit was just as satisfying as I imagined it to be. The shock and the pleasure when I’d fingered her for the first time was also divine. Yesterday, she’d told me she wanted to go all the way, and she was going to let me take her virginity. 

I should have been thrilled about all of it, but honestly, at this point, it felt like a chore. 

I tilted my head so I could get a better angle on her clit and sucked, and she shuddered as she came, erupting in a fit of giggles. She got happy when she came, her body quivering, her eyes watering from relief. 

She was cute, and sweet. She liked me. She was easy to talk to. She was a great person, a photographer, and she wanted to work for an animal rescue one day. 

She was someone I could be proud to be with. 

And I did not want to be here. 

As Katie’s orgasm settled, I could tell she was waiting for me to make the next move. The next logical step was to finger her a little, get her stretched out and comfortable, and then we could have sex. 

But I was only half hard, and I didn’t really want to take Katie’s virginity. It felt like stealing something from her that I didn’t want to receive. 

After the fallout with Becca, I’d been lonely, scared I was going to lose my job, and depressed as hell. Even though I felt used by Becca, that hadn’t stopped me from using other people to distract myself from the empty feeling in my chest. 

I’d taken every offer that came my way, picked up every girl who flirted with me, and the whole time, the only one I could think of, was Becca. So when Katie texted me to hang out about a month ago, I figured I’d try to have an actual relationship and see if I could purge the cursed vixen from my mind. 

It hadn’t worked. Now I just felt like an asshole.  

“Benny?” Katie whispered, reaching down for me. I took her hand, threaded my fingers through hers, and lay my head on her thighs. 

I didn’t want to be here. Hers were not the legs I wanted to lay on. Hers was not the hand I wanted to hold. Hers was not the pussy I wanted to feast on. Katie couldn’t make my stomach flip with her laugh, and she couldn’t make me crave things I’d never considered before. She was just a cute girl with an available cunt. 

I fucking hate the person I’m turning into. 

“Katie, I’m sorry, I’m kind of out of it.”

“Oh.” I could hear the disappointment in her voice. “It’s okay, I get it.”

“I’m sorry.”

“No, it’s okay. Thanks for being honest with me. Do you want to cuddle and talk for a little?”

Thanks for being honest with me. That was the thing, though. I wasn’t being honest. 

“I think I’m going to head out.” 

“Okay. Let’s talk when you feel better.” She kissed me on the lips, and I gave her a halfhearted smile before I left. 

I knew when I got home, I’d have to text her and tell her it was over, and that it was me not her, and that she’d be upset and probably hate me for the rest of her life. 

But I didn’t care... and that meant it was for the best.  
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The only other thing that kept me sane was drawing. 

The day after our fallout, I was pissed off and short with people. Reuben told me to go home, get my shit together, and come back the next day. Not knowing what else to do, I went home and started drawing. And I couldn’t stop. 

On my wall taped above my dresser was a drawing of a man from behind, slumped slightly, holding his head like he was trying to block out his nightmares. 

On the back of my door, Momma held a forced smile on her face with no light or recognition in her eyes. 

Taped to the closet door, Katie lay on her back with her legs bent and spread, a sheet pulled up between her legs to hide her sex, a mix of anxiety and excitement on her face. 

And in the closet, taped to the walls behind my clothing where I didn’t have to look at them, were drawings of Becca. 

In my drawings, she was mad at me, shouting, throwing her arms or glaring. In one, she raised her crop as if to strike. In another, tears ran down her cheeks, and her expression was vicious hatred. 

I couldn’t seem to portray her as the stunning vixen I used to know, because she didn’t feel like that person anymore. 

The piece on my drawing pad right now was of her naked, her chin lifted obnoxiously, holding her arms out as if asking, “do you still want me?” That wretched, ugly scar cut down her torso, dripping blood on the ground. 

And of course, the answer in the back of my mind that I couldn’t seem to change, no matter how many times I drew her, was a resounding yes. 

Yes, I still want you. But you’re impossible to satisfy. You’re impossible to please. And if I can’t make you happy, why even bother trying? 

As I drew her, I let my mind go blank, focusing only on the shapes. Negative and positive space, light and shadow, shading and smudging. That was easy. That I could do. 

When I finished it, I stood back and looked at it, trying to decide if I was satisfied. I decided I wasn’t, but I wasn’t sure how to fix it. That was the hard part about not having another artist or a mentor to talk to. In school I’d had teachers and professors eager to criticize my work and encourage me to grow. Without that, left on my own, I could only do my best and keep trying. Sometimes it felt like inevitable failure. But I couldn’t stop. 

I had stopped doing as many nights at Reuben’s restaurants. While before I was working as many shifts as possible, now I wanted more downtime. I liked having my evenings to draw, or hang out with Katie. I’d rekindled my relationship with Maxine, and we had drinks on Monday nights. I’d told her about the saga with “The Woman,” and she ate up the gossip, letting me vent about the fallout. 

I hadn’t visited Momma again. But I had started sending her drawings, paintings, and some letters. The caregivers said she loved receiving them, and that she reread the letters constantly. 

Even if we couldn’t have a real relationship, at least she knew I loved her. 

My phone rang, jerking me out of my headspace. Reuben was calling. “Boss.” 

“Benny. I’m looking for servers for a catering event this weekend. I can put you in as a lead. You interested?”

“Yeah. What are the hours?”

“All day Saturday, be on site from six in the morning to nine at night. You’ll get overtime pay and three meals, and as many leftovers as you want to take home. If you want to stay for cleanup, you can do that too.”

“Count me in.”

“I’ll email you the details.” He hung up without any chitchat. 

I sent Katie the “it’s not you, it’s me” breakup text, hoping she found someone amazing to replace me. Someone who would actually want to take her virginity, who would adore her for who she was, and not take advantage of her like I had. 

She needed a boyfriend. At first, I thought I could be that, but I quickly realized I couldn't. Because I couldn’t be honest with her about what I liked and what I wanted, or even what had happened with me and Becca. Maxine was the only one I’d told.

And I hadn’t told anyone about Momma. 

There were just some things I wasn’t ready to talk about. To look someone in the eye and tell them everything, to own it, was to make it all real. 

I could deal with Becca being crazy and manipulative. I couldn’t deal with... the other stuff. 
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The event turned out to be some kind of psychology conference downtown at the convention center.  My suspicions were confirmed when I looked over the agenda and deployment chart the day before the event, and saw that lunch was sandwiched right between “Recognizing Signs of Complex Childhood Sexual Trauma” and “Dissociative Identity Disorder: Does It Exist?”

The first two meals went well, and other than someone spilling an entire 165-ounce pot of tomato soup on the ground in the kitchen, there were no major issues. During the keynote presentations, most of the servers hung out in the breakroom, but a few of us hovered near the back of the main conference room, clearing plates, picking up trash, and generally trying to be helpful. After the last keynote speech, the attendees broke up into smaller sessions for the rest of the day. Everything was supposed to conclude with an awards ceremony over dinner. 

We had a break from two o’clock until five, and most people headed for the breakroom or the bar, and some went to their cars to catch a few hours of sleep. I opted to pick a room and sit in the back with a notepad and pencil and draw, since I was feeling restless again.

I walked around the main area of the conference, going from room to room and poking my head in or glancing at the names of different breakout sessions, hoping for a stroke of inspiration. 

And then my eyes fell on a door plate that caught my eye, and would not let me go. 

Use of Power Dynamics and BDSM in Victims of Trafficking and Sexual Assault

Presented by Becca Huxley

In conjunction with

Dr. I. Wharburg

Dr. A. Goya

University of the District of Columbia Psychology Department

I stared at the door plate, unable to go in, unable to walk away. I wanted to go in there, to see her again, to hear her voice, but I also wanted to stay far away. I wasn’t ready to face her yet. 

Sensing someone behind me, I knew I had to make a choice. Walk away, or open the door. My instincts took over and I opened the door for whoever was approaching, holding it open for them. When I turned around, I was surprised to see Mr. Bowman. He gave me a smile and raised an eyebrow. 

“Wouldn’t miss this for the world,” he whispered. He ducked in and before I could stop myself, I snuck in behind him.

A woman I didn’t know stood at the podium, introducing Becca and giving background on the presentation. Near the back of the stage stood an old man in a brown tweed suit. Becca stood beside him, smartly dressed in a black suit and a red blouse that matched her lips and fingernails, her body language exhibiting nothing but confidence and power. 

The woman at the podium finished her sparkling introduction on Becca’s bravery, tenacity, and drive, giving her a hug as she surrendered the microphone. Becca looked down at the podium, a flash of something timid crossing her face for no more than a second. 

But when she looked up and scanned the audience, it was The Woman who stood there. Like a switch had been flipped, suddenly she was that person again. A strange, unearthly creature who could command someone with a flick of her wrist, a Mona Lisa smile seductive enough to make someone follow her wherever she led them.  

The room quieted as she scanned the room confidently. She took command with ease, just like she had at the play party. Standing in the back corner, I shrunk under her gaze, hoping she couldn’t see me in the darkness of the back of the room. There was no flash of recognition on her face as her eyes passed over the place where I was standing. 

She lifted her chin, and her voice filled the room. 

“Thank you for being here. It is a great honor to share with you my story, and others’ stories, and the research that has come out of it. As a warning, the content of this presentation will include candid and unapologetic conversation about sexual assault. Printed copies of my research paper are available in the back of the room in its entirety, and it has been submitted to the Journal of Experimental Psychology for publication. 

“I would like to start by telling a brief story to give you an idea of where I come from and why I do what I do. Four months after my eighth birthday, my parents were killed by drunk drivers. I was sent to live with my grandmother in Jacksonville, North Carolina. She was kind, wonderful, and loving, but she was single, and worked after school hours. My daily routine consisted of school, then tutoring, then a few hours spent at the local public library downtown. A friend on her way home from soccer practice would pick me up from the library and take me home. 

“Six months after I turned nine, the car pulled up to the curb, and I climbed in, as I had for the past year of my life. When I buckled up, the car took off, and I looked up to greet my friend. Instead, I was met with the face of a stranger.

“At nine years old, I was sold to a man whose name I never learned. He raped me, then handed me off to his twelve other friends for free use for the night.”

The silence in the room was deafening. Every soul in the room hung on her every word. 

Bile rose in my throat, and I felt like I’d been slugged in the stomach.

“Immediately after that, I was sent to a sex slave training facility in Indonesia, where I spent the next year and a half of my life being trained in the atrocities of sexual slavery. I was punished repeatedly, raped constantly, and eventually sent back to my buyer, fully competent in all the ways to please a man, both sexually and as a compliant victim of his sadism.” 

I stared at her face, kind and open during her story. There was not a touch of anger or fury in her eyes. I could not fathom or comprehend all those horrible things happening to her. In my mind, she’d always been the perfect queen who could do no wrong, who only had the best things come her way. She couldn’t be a victim. 

“I escaped my abuser at the age of fourteen and managed to get out of the state, but was picked up on a train by a man I called Mr. Brown, who we now know as Jesse Stone. He took me back to his home, cared for me, nursed me back to health, and gave me all the love, attention, and affection a teenage girl needs... in between beating me and torturing me as sadistically as possible for the next five years. 

“I was rescued at the age of nineteen by a private military group that specializes in rescuing trafficking victims, and shortly thereafter found myself on the streets of DC, addicted to heroin, selling myself for drugs, food, and a place to sleep at night. It was only when a kind man brought me into his home and demanded nothing but complete and total obedience that I was saved. 

“And as a slave, comfortable with complete and total obedience, I did so. He helped me conquer my addiction, he taught me to stand up for myself without fear, and allowed me to speak my mind without consequences. I owe who I am today to Reuben Weston, whether he accepts that recognition or not.”

A round of polite applause went around the room. The information felt like a slap in the face. I’d known Reuben and Becca worked together, but had no idea the depth of their relationship. It was a damn miracle Reuben hadn’t kicked me to the curb when we’d broken up. 

“Shortly after Mr. Weston rescued me, he started working with the local police to find caregivers for other survivors like myself. We placed them not with psychologists or therapists, not with foster families, but with Dominants who practice BDSM. Eventually, we founded a nonprofit that acts as a safehouse, halfway house, treatment center, and placement center. We continue to place them with vetted and trusted Dominants around the country. 

“I regularly work with the women who come through the center, acting as an advocate and peer counselor, and hope one day to take on the role of a therapist. Over the past several years, The Weston House has helped over one hundred and twenty women find refuge and safety. 

“Outside of my work at The Weston House, I am a professional dominatrix, and a full-time slave to my Master. Today I am presenting my research on how safe and healthy power exchange can be an effective treatment method for victims of extreme abuses of power.” 

[image: Text  Description automatically generated]

I was shaken to my core as I listened to her entire presentation, enraptured and in awe, barely able to breathe. 

Part of me was pissed that I’d learned more about Becca in her fifty-minute presentation than I had the entire time we were in a relationship. I’d known absolutely none of this... and there was so much to know. 

I couldn’t reconcile the woman I knew, the haughty, sadistic, sexual creature, having been a victim of horrendous rape and trafficking. She always seemed so perfect, so inhuman, that the idea of anything heinous happening to her was impossible. 

She ended the presentation by opening up the room for questions. Some questions she denied answering, specifically ones that were related to the abusers and the survivors, explaining that she had to be very careful about what information she shared publicly for the girls’ protection. 

One person asked, “You claim you are a dominatrix, but also a slave. How can you be both?”

“Dominant and submissive are roles, not personalities. I am not a naturally submissive person,” she said, a hint of a playful smile on her face. “Hence the constant punishment inflicted on me during my abuse. However, I choose to submit to a man I trust with my life, my heart, and my safety. He has proven that he cares more for me than I do for myself, so I feel safe submitting to him. Choosing to give power to someone, after years of having my power wrenched from me without my consent, was key in my healing.”

Another question was raised. “This is a personal question, but do you have sexual relationships with your dominant, and do the women who are placed with dominants have sexual relationships with them?”

Becca’s face shifted to one of intent and passion. “We make it clear to the caregivers that all sexual interaction is completely off the table during treatment. Some women do leave the program and choose to have their own relationships, sexual or otherwise, once they’ve left. However, as a rule of thumb, we enforce a no-sex policy with the caregivers. Once the women are at a place where they feel comfortable negotiating their own limits, we allow them to do so. That’s the point of the program; to give them the power to set their own limits.

“As for myself, yes, I have a sexual relationship with my Master, and with whoever else I choose. I didn’t always. I’ve been with him for about six years, and we only started having sex a few years ago. But the point is, I can choose, because I feel safe to make that choice for myself.”

Someone from the front row raised their hand, and Becca worked to hide a smile as she nodded to the individual to ask their question. 

“If you found freedom and safety in submission, why are you a Domme?”

“Thank you for asking that question, professor.” There was a slightly exasperated tone in her voice, like she’d had this conversation before and knew it was coming, but was still annoyed. The audience chuckled. 

“The short answer is, that’s another paper. One I have started working on. But to summarize, before I became a Domme, I had absolutely zero interest in exploring my sexuality. To me, sex was a dirty, disgusting, repulsive thing, and all my sexual experiences revolved around rape and assault. Early in my recovery, I asked one of my partners if he would sleep with me, because I wanted the opportunity to have consensual sex for the first time in my life. He wisely chose to decline my request, but offered to reevaluate at a later date, which we did, and it was a good experience. 

“Until a certain point, I had never experienced sexual arousal, or any kind of sexual pleasure. In fact, as a result of my experiences, and the abuser I was subjected to from age fourteen to nineteen, I was formed and forced to become a masochist, and have a very emotional and sexual response to pain. I did, and still do, experience a cathartic sexual release during high intensity pain play, though it’s honestly not my go-to anymore. 

“However, when I was twenty-two, and had started college, lived with my new trusted Master, and regularly visited my other dominant friends, I was given the opportunity to participate in a scene with a woman who was a fellow masochist and submissive. Instead of being bound by her side, I was handed a riding crop. For the first time in my life, I experienced sexual arousal. 

“It was the experience of domination that allowed me to regain my sexuality and own it, free of the abuse I suffered. That transferred over to my other relationships, and I can now enjoy sex in either a dominant or submissive role. But it was experiencing domination that gave me that. Submission gave me back my ability to consent... domination gave me back the ability to experience and enjoy sex.”

Another hand went up. “Forgive me if this question seems crass, But isn’t being a dominatrix sex work? How is that any different from being trafficked, if you’re doing BDSM for money?”

“It’s very simple: because I consent to it. In order to count as trafficking, the victim must be coerced in some way. Consent is not present. I can assure you, everything that happens within the confines of my dungeon walls is completely consensual on both sides.

“And yes, it is technically sex work, but it’s consensual sex work. Although I will add that I do not have sex with clients. Only playmates who don’t pay me. I’ll also add that I don’t make any money off of my work at AnchorX. My Master takes care of me, and I’m given a stipend for work-related expenses. My education is mostly paid for by financial aid, and I have a sponsor who supplements the rest. But AnchorX is run by professional players who donate their time, and all profits are funneled back into The Weston House.” 

Someone near the back of the room raised their hand and shouted their question, not waiting to be called on. It irked me, and several people gave him dirty looks. 

“You mentioned during your presentation that sometimes the women didn’t trust you until you showed them your scars, or shared your own experiences. Can you elaborate on that?”

She cocked her head and stared in the direction of the intrusive speaker, as if deciding if she wanted to honor his request or not. After a long moment where she let him feel the awkward weight of his indecent behavior, she held the pointer to the laptop and turned to look at the screen, scrolling through the photos until she got close to the end. 

On the screen, an image of her in the nude appeared. Her breasts and sex were blocked out with a black bar, but her scar remained clearly visible. There was audible gasps and murmurs around the room. She stared at the image along with the audience, then turned to face them. 

“Everyone keeps their scars for different reasons. When Jesse Stone strapped me to a table and took an icepick to my torso, then used a hot poker to cauterize the wound, I realized I didn’t want to die. As I lay there, sure I was going to pass out from pain and blood loss and never wake up, I had a very clear moment when I realized I wanted to live. I keep my scar to remind me of that, so that even at my lowest possible moment, no matter how hurt I am, no matter how depressed I am, I can look at that scar and remind myself that I lived through that, only because I wanted to. 

“Others keep their scars as badges of honor, to remind them of the things they’ve survived. Still others keep them as reminders of what they’ve suffered. And some choose not to have them removed simply because they want to be able to make a choice about their own body. 

“When two people who have been through similar things find each other, that inevitably leads to the creation of trust. Any kind of trust we can help them build is a step in the right direction. Most days I dress like this,” she gestured to her clothing. “I take great pride in my appearance, and go out of my way to wear clothing I like. But on intake days, I wear a camisole or a tank top, making sure my scar is visible. I find it helps them trust me and open up. It’s a way I can connect with them, even if they’re nonverbal. 

“The point is, some choose to keep them, some choose to have them removed. Everyone has different reasons for that decision, but we are very proud, and very honored, to provide these women one of the first opportunities to make a decision about their own bodies.”

I suddenly understood her seemingly irrational reaction to my removal of the cage. It wasn’t about the cage... It was about her feeling safe with me. And in trying to get her to punish me, I’d triggered her. I’d coerced her into something she hadn’t consented to. 

The gravity of what I’d done hit me like a smack in the face, and my gut twisted in disgust and horror. Most of her life had consisted of her being abused, being coerced and manipulated into certain acts, and I’d done the same thing by forcing her into a corner to punish me. That was the reason she’d reacted so badly and shut me down after I’d removed the cage. Because I’d taken away her control and tried to get something out of her. 

When the presentation ended, I snuck out of the room and made my way to the kitchen to get ready for the evening, trying to come to terms with how badly I’d messed everything up. Over the last few months, I’d allowed myself to be angry with her, to tell myself that she was the one that broke us because of her impossible rules and inability to be satisfied. The more I thought about it, my anger at her irrational behavior dissipated, and I was left with nothing but guilt and regret. I’d never meant to hurt her... I’d just meant to make the game more intense. 

But it wasn’t a game for her. It was her safety I’d fucked with. Her consent... her religion. I’d blasphemed her. 

That evening at the dinner and awards ceremony, The Weston House was awarded a six hundred thousand dollar grant to continue their research and treatment of trafficking victims. Becca Huxley was given her confirmation that she would be receiving her Master’s degree with honors in May, and had been accepted into the Doctorate program. Reuben guided her onstage to accept her award, which she did with graciousness and poise. 

Back on the ground, Reuben hugged her tightly. When he let her go, she ran to a man on the far side of the room. He stood awkwardly, holding onto the back of his chair, appearing to be in pain. He very clearly had only one leg, and was wearing a military uniform decorated with badges. She threw her arms around him, kissed him on the mouth, and then, in front of my eyes and everyone else’s, went to her knees in front of him. 

He cupped her cheek, stroking her face softly with his thumb, staring down at her with pride and adoration. 

I stood in the back of the room and clapped until my hands burned, fighting tears at the realization of what I’d done. 

I’d told her I wanted something I could be proud of... and then threw Her away. 
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Six months later

The Underground was dead silent as I stood before my victim. Observers pressed in around the stage, vying for a spot so they could see. Someone had turned off the music, and the only thing anyone could hear was the sound of my steel-toed high-heeled leather boots click on the wood stage, and the sounds of desperation from my submissive. 

Her hazel eyes were fixed on me, unblinking. She was panting, her makeup smudged, her arms shaking as she gave every possible effort to complete her task - holding her arms straight out in front of her, a key in her cupped hands, offering it to me. 

And I made every effort to make her drop it. 

The key was to the chastity belt currently buckled around her waist. Devyn had come to me several months ago looking for a key holder, and I had been more than happy to help her explore edging, denial, and semi-permanent chastity. She’d asked to take the next step, and I told her it was a big one. She said she was ready. 

She’d been holding that key in her outstretched arms for twenty minutes. Her muscles quivered and sweat poured down her body. She leaned back slightly, as if to brace her arms against her chest to hold them up. 

“Stand up straight.” I struck her under her shoulder blade, and on her ribs. She cried out, her eyes widening, but she kept her eyes fixed on me. Taking a few deep breaths, she forced her back straight, her arms drooping slightly, but hauled them back up to ninety degrees. 

“Miss,” she begged. “Please! Please take it!”

I circled her again, striking her hard on the side of her hip, and again on the fleshy part of her back under her shoulder blade. “We need to work on your posture.” 

“Y-yes, Miss.” 

“Extend your fingers flat.”

“...Miss, I don’t want to–”

“You don’t want to?”

“I’ll drop it! Please!”

“Then hold it up.” 

She forced her arms back up, arms shaking so badly it was possible she would drop the key. She extended her fingers, a fresh bout of tears escaping her eyes. 

“Please, Mistress!” 

“Are you sure you want this?”

She nodded, her eyes widening. “Yes Miss! I want you to have it!” 

My voice was low and smooth as velvet as I said, “You won’t get it back.” 

She nodded. 

“Kneel.” 

She struggled to her knees, taking care not to drop the key. 

“Now offer it to me.” 

Her eyes filled with despair. She couldn’t possibly lift her arms all the way up now, after a half hour of holding them straight out. She could barely hold them as they were. 

Only she did. One inch at a time, crying out in frustration, forcing herself to move, she lifted her hands higher, higher... 

I took the key. An impossible task, a brutal sacrifice, a public declaration of commitment. The intense moment between us was like a physical connection, and my body buzzed with the sweetness of it. 

Her hands fell to her side and she sobbed in relief, watching me as I strung the key onto a green ribbon and hung it around my neck. I stepped closer to her and thumbed her tears away, savoring her sacrifice. Applause filled the room, but I barely heard it. I could only see the look of bliss and relief on her face. 

“I’m so honored, Devyn.”

Devyn couldn’t speak, but her smile lit up her whole face. Her eyelids fluttered and fell closed, and I knew she was in subspace. 

The tiny girl was exhausted and quivering from our scene. I scooped her up in my arms and carried her to the aftercare area. Wrapping her in a blanket, I sat with her until she calmed down, could speak clearly, and could carry a conversation. 

Devyn thanked me and I gave her a kiss before I sent her off to spend the rest of the evening with her friends. On my way back to my table with Jez and Annette, I noticed people were looking at me like I was something to be coveted. 

It was a delightful feeling. More and more over the past few months I’d noticed people watching me, as if I were different. Something special. I wasn’t sure what it was about. Perhaps it was some rumor that had spread, or maybe it was the way I felt so confident now that I’d fully embraced my sadistic side. 

I’d also welcomed the advice given to me by my friends. I didn’t hide who I was from my playmates anymore. My vetting process had changed completely. And although it had been a little awkward at first, it had paid off. 

As I neared my table, Jez, Annette, Simon, and a few others I didn’t know were crowded around Simon’s tablet. He couldn’t go anywhere without drawing for ten minutes, so he tended to keep the thing with him. He was swiping on his screen, presumably showing the group some recent work. 

A round of gasps erupted from the table. Simon nodded in appreciation of whatever was on the tablet, and Jez looked up at me, then back at the tablet, then at me again. 

I raised an eyebrow. Had Simon drawn me? That was unlike him. 

“Pretty sure he’s in love with her,” someone said. 

Simon nodded. “Yep.”

“Everyone is in love with me,” I smirked. “Who specifically are we talking about?” But my face fell when I looked over Jez’s shoulder at the tablet, and I stilled. Because it was very clearly a drawing of me, and I knew it wasn’t Simon who drew it. 

The drawing dripped in eroticism: tender curves and toned muscles, my nudity graceful and haunting. The scar that cut down my torso was fresh, dripping blood, leaving a gaping hole in my chest. I held my beating heart in my hand, my arms outstretched, very much in the way Devyn had just done for me. Behind me, huge wings extended from my back. One of the wings was broken, the top part appearing to hang strangely. 

But on my face, there was no pain, no anger. Only kindness. 

It was so potent, so shocking, that I stared at it until Simon swiped to the next one... then the next. All beautiful, stunning drawings. All of me. 

“What is this?” My tone was accusatory, as if Simon was the one to blame for either drawing these, or keeping them from me. But I knew he hadn’t drawn them. I knew beyond a shadow of a doubt who the artist was.

“You didn’t know about this?” Simon looked up at me. “No wonder his stuff looks so desperate.”

Jez’s hand fell on my shoulder. “Becca, look up The Goddess Tribute on Instagram. It’s been going on for months now.” 

I hurried to the bathroom. Alone in one of the stalls, hands shaking, I pulled up the app and searched the account. 

––––––––
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The Goddess - a tribute

@thegoddesstribute 

Benjamin Newman, artist

Posts: 87

Followers: 3812

Following: 3
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The image on the profile was a sketch of a skeleton key. Every single image was a photograph of a sketch or a charcoal drawing, each one stunning, and each one of me. 

What is he doing? And why? 

I clicked on a photo and my face filled the screen. I was laughing, my teeth flashing, a glint of playfulness in my eye. I expanded the caption so I could read it. 


She is the kind of woman you can’t help but love, can’t help but serve. She works her way into your heart and mind, sinks her teeth into your soul, and doesn’t let go. And you let her, because she looks at you like this. And so you offer yourself up for her consumption and pleasure.  


I scrolled to another drawing. This time I struck some invisible victim, riding crop in hand, my skirt swooshing behind me, ponytail flying out behind my head, a look of vengeance on my face. 


She is just, righteous, and holy. Only through submission will you be purified. 


Still another one was only of my foot in my high heel, arches curving out of supple black leather, the light reflecting on my skin. 


For wherever she goes, she sanctifies. She has walked through hell, and instead of letting it destroy her, she rose above it, returning every day, not to surrender to it, but to guide others to safety. Her feet are holy, and are to be worshiped. 


I read each post, stared at each drawing, completely overwhelmed. Because Benny was clearly drawing me... and he knew. Somehow he knew about my past... at least parts of it. There was no way he couldn’t know based on the implication of the work. 

When I got to the last image on the profile, or rather, the first one posted, it was not of me, but of him. From behind, he stood with feet spread, shoulders slumped, hands clasping at his head, as if battling his thoughts. His despair and frustration were clear. 


I’ve made a terrible mistake. I dishonored you, disrespected your consent, and pushed you away. You were the best thing that happened to me, and I didn’t know what I was doing in the moment. 

I’ve since tried to move on from you, but I can’t. Maybe one day I will, but for now, it’s a wasted effort to purge you from my mind. Your name dances in my heart, your honorific, still unspoken, sits sweetly on my lips. 

You told me you weren’t ready to talk about things yet. I broke your consent once, so instead of disrespecting you by reaching out to you, I’ll wait for you to reach out to me, if you feel so inclined. The line is open. 

If not, I understand, and only hope you’ll forgive me. This is my tribute, my apology, to the Goddess with the golden eyes. 


Tears spilled down my cheeks and I covered my mouth with my hand, squeezing my eyes shut. I was torn between being incredibly honored, and horribly guilty. 

Why had I decided not to fight for us? Why, after he blocked me, had I chosen to abandon our relationship and move on? After our fallout, I wasn’t sure if I wanted to fix things. What was it Reuben had said? If you aren’t sure, you are sure? I had no drive to rekindle and fix our relationship, and I hadn’t thought too much about why. Instead, I’d done my best to learn from my mistakes, accept that my hurt was my fault, and move on. 

Why did I think I didn’t want him? From the moment I met Benny, I’d been drawn to him. He was everything I wanted in a playmate... in a submissive. When I concluded that most of our fallout was my fault, I’d let it go, preferring to tuck my tail between my legs and slink away instead of taking responsibility and chasing something I knew was good. Something I knew I wanted. 

I opened my messages and looked back at the last texts he’d sent me. Something bad had happened to him. He was hurt, and he’d come to me for help. He’d done it the wrong way, sure, but he’d still come to me. 

And I’d pushed him away, cut my losses, and moved on, convincing myself that I didn’t want to waste my time trying to fix a dynamic with a bratty sub who clearly had communication problems. 

When he’d blocked me, I’d used it as an excuse. And now, looking at his drawings, reading his words, it hit me that I’d given up a sweet, precious boy who made me happy and wanted desperately to please me, simply because I was embarrassed to take responsibility for my actions. 

Righting myself, straightening my skirt, and taking a deep steadying breath, I kept my chin high and my face forward as I left the bathroom, refusing to hide the evidence of my tears. I collected my things from the table where my friends sat and left the dungeon without a word. 

One of my own texts, offhand counsel I’d given him months ago, came back to me as I walked through the crowd.

Humility goes a long way. People will always respect someone they can relate to more than they respect someone who appears to be in control all the time.

I left the tears on my cheeks and refused to hide my face as I walked through the room.

I am human. I deserve to be human. Not a crazy angel. 

If he could publicly pour out his heart for me, I could accept his tribute and make my own sacrifice.  
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That evening, Jeff and I looked through the account together, staring at the drawings and reading his love letters. He’d only been posting for the past four months or so, but he’d acquired a large following and a huge fanbase on his work, including people asking to purchase the drawings. 

He never responded to a comment except for two situations. One where someone had commented, “she’s not that hot.” Benny responded with, “the drawing isn’t that good.” 

The other response was someone I knew. He was one of the subs at The Underground who had disrespected me and attempted to top me from the bottom during a negotiation before we ever did a scene, and I’d cut him off. His comment was one word. “Bitch.”

Benny’s response was simple: “Ah, a fellow reject. It’s embarrassing, isn’t it?”

On a whim, I scrolled to the top and looked at his stats again. He was only following three accounts. One was a fellow artist named Jeremy Hutchins who painted fantastic oil paintings with bright colors and complex textures. It was so vastly different from Benny’s work that it made me wonder if they were friends from art school. 

The second account was the AnchorX account that Annette managed. Most of it was her posting shadowy photos of equipment, sexy phrases, or subtly suggesting there was a sexy findom on staff. The third account was mine. 

“I want that one,” Jeff jabbed his finger on the screen. At his touch, the drawing enlarged. In the drawing, I lay on my back, naked, chin lifted and lips parted, as if sighing in pleasure.  

“Do you want me to try to acquire it, Master?”

“Yeah. I think I do.” He kissed my neck and his hand moved down my body. “We can hang it in the living room so I can stare at how hot you are even when you’re not here.”

I laughed and put the phone on the bedside table. “We are not hanging a sexy drawing of me in the living room. The bedroom maybe.” 

“We’re not?” His tone was playful and he raised an eyebrow, challenging my refusal. 

“I would rather us not.”

“Oh. Well I would rather be able to look at how sexy you are all the time. So tough.” He grabbed my breast and squeezed, then tugged at my nightshirt. “Take this off. Why are you wearing clothes to bed?”

“I like this shirt.”

“I like your tits.” 

I pulled the shirt off and Jeff ran his hands up and down my body. “Are you going to go after him?”

“Yes.” 

“Is he going to be your playmate, your submissive, or your boyfriend?”

“I don’t know,” I whispered. “I guess we’ll talk about it and decide.”

“That’s my girl.” His rough whiskers brushed against my sensitive skin as he sucked and licked at my nipples, hands trailing down my legs. His fingers rested softly on that spot on the back of my knees that made me instantly wet every time. 

“Master,” I whispered, already aching to be filled. 

He knew what I needed. Taking my thighs in his hands, he spread my legs, kissing my neck and inhaling deeply. He cradled my head with one hand and hooked his arm around one of my legs, holding my gaze as he pushed himself inside me. The deep ache satisfied, I sighed and let my eyes fall closed. He kissed me fervently, only pulling his mouth away from me to stare down in wonder and desire for a moment, and then taking my mouth again. 

We moved slowly, taking our time, enjoying each other, relishing in tender affection and sweet kisses. We finished quickly, and he rolled over and pulled me against him. His cum dripped out of my pussy and all over my thighs. 

When I tried to get up, he pulled me closer. I relaxed into him, not wanting to move. “I need to clean up.”

“You need to lay right here and remember who you belong to. You’re going to go to the gym tomorrow with my cum all over your legs, and you can shower in the morning when you’re done. And then you’re going to climb back into bed so I can eat your pussy before you go to work. Got it?”

I rolled my eyes. Possessive man. “Yes, Master.” 

“Love you, Becca.”

“Love you, Jeff.” 

“You know you’ll always belong to me, right?” 

I flipped over and kissed his lips, stroking his cheek as I did so. “Are you feeling threatened by my choice to pursue another partner?”

“No. I just want you to know I’ll always be here for you. I want you to chase your desires, and I never want to hold anything back that I think will be good for you, or will make you happy. But I’m not willing to let anything, or anyone, come between us, Becca. So you go and chase your boyfriend, get yourself a subby puppy, or a new toy. Whatever you want, you get... But your submission is mine, and I choose who else you can share it with.” 

We’d had this conversation before. I knew he was talking about Jack Bowman. 

Jack and I were acquaintances, nothing more. We had the same interests, shared a lot of friends, and communicated well. I knew he desired me, and I knew he was dominant only, which meant if we were to play, we’d have to co-top or I’d have to submit to him. 

And I didn’t know him well enough to submit to him. But I had a feeling if I did, I would want to. 

Whatever reason Jeff had for keeping me away from him, I trusted him, and didn’t push. I was happy, and I had zero desire to put pressure on one of the most precious, trustworthy, and emotionally intimate relationships in my life. If that meant giving up sex with a man I felt drawn to, I would do it in a heartbeat. 

In the dark, I took Jeff’s hand and rested it on my neck where my necklace sat heavy against my skin. “I’m yours, Master.”

He stroked my neck, gently fingered the necklace, then kissed me and pulled me tightly into his safe embrace. 
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Her: (http://...) my partner wants to buy this from you. 

Benny: It's yours. I can get it to Reuben tomorrow. 

Her: I want to pay you for it

Benny: No, really. It's yours. 

Her: That's very generous. Thank you. 

Benny: It's my honor. 

Her: Can we talk? 

Benny: Yes, I’d love that.

Her: Meet me at AnchorX? 

Benny: Is that okay? 

Her: I wouldn't offer if it wasn’t. 

Benny: Just tell me when. I’ll be there. 

Her: Tomorrow after work? 

Benny: That works

Her: I’m free after eight. You can bring the drawing. See you then. 
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My hands were sweating as I arrived at the dungeon. It felt like forever since I’d seen her, and even longer since we spoke. Had it really been nine months since we’d ended things? 

I felt lightheaded as I made my way to the front of the familiar building, cautiously pushing the doors open. Annette was at the front desk, typing away, doing whatever it was she did. Her eyes widened when she saw me, and she offered me a kind smile. 

Before I had a chance to sit down in the lobby, the door to Becca’s room opened, and I heard the familiar sound of heels snapping on the floor. 

I had to force myself to look up at her. Somehow, this was even more intimidating than the first time I’d come here, unsure what to expect, convinced she was going to sell my organs on the black market. Because now I knew exactly what went on behind those doors... and who she was. 

She was always breathtaking, but today, seeing her made my heart throb painfully. Her hair was up in a high ponytail, lipstick perfect, and she wore a white blouse and a black leather skirt with a hint of lace at the bottom. And of course, a pair of black heels, this pair open at the toe, showing off her bright red toenails. 

Always beautiful... and yet somehow, even more real than she ever had been. She didn’t feel like an unearthly creature anymore. She felt real and tangible. She wasn’t an illusion that might disappear if I blinked... she was flesh and blood, feelings and memories. 

She looked as hesitant as I felt. I wondered if she sensed my embarrassment. What could I do to show her how incredibly sorry I was, how terribly I regretted everything that happened that day? Would falling to my knees and begging be enough? How much would I have to grovel to prove it? 

I’d spent the past six months studying her, learning everything I could about her. I looked at her photos on her Instagram, watched the videos she and Reuben did together, read the posts she put on her Facebook page about the BDSM lifestyle and about her work with trauma victims. When I read her words, I could hear her voice, see her eyes flash, and feel the passion she had for her work. 

I don’t deserve a second chance. I don’t even deserve to be in her presence. 

Her eyes settled on the tube in my hand. Awkwardly, I lifted it, then took a few steps forward, stopping before I got too close to her. She took it and I dropped my hand. 

“Thank you.”

“You’re welcome.”

Neither of us said anything for a moment. We didn’t move, didn’t breathe. Not knowing if I was supposed to look at her or not, I dropped my eyes to the ground. I could hear her breathing, and smell the faintest hint of that luscious perfume she wore. 

“Will you come in?” She stepped aside to let me into her room. 

“Yes... please. Thank you.” I followed her inside. 

She led me to the leather couch against the wall, a place we’d spent countless hours sitting, recovering, talking, kissing... the moment she’d pushed me into the puddle of her cum flashed to mind and I felt myself blush. 

She sat on one end of the couch, kicking her heels off and tucking her feet up against her hip. I sat on the other end, leaving a full cushion between us. 

“Thank you for coming by.”

“Of course.” The urge to call her Miss was strong, but I resisted. I knew it wouldn't be appropriate. She wasn’t my Mistress anymore. 

She was my muse, my inspiration, and my passion... but she was not mine. She wasn’t something I could ever possess. 

“Benny...” she sighed deeply, her shoulders shrugging. I had a sinking suspicion she was going to tell me things were over and I needed to stop drawing her. Or that I needed to move on. But I wasn’t sure I could do that. 

Before she could say anything, I spat out, “I’m sorry, Becca. I’m just... I’m so sorry about everything.” 

“Me too.”

“You have nothing to apologize for.”

She shook her head sadly. “Have you not learned yet, Benny? I’m not perfect. I’m human, remember?”

“I know that.”

“Well... the more I thought about it, the more I realized I’m the one who messed this up. And I was so embarrassed about it, I shoved it all under the rug and ignored it instead of fighting for us. And I regret that.”

I felt myself shaking my head. Placing the blame on her felt wrong. “No, you told me to ask for what I wanted. You said I should never try to coerce you into anything, that I just needed to ask. And I didn’t. I was angry, and I didn’t want to talk about what happened... So I tried to force you.”

“I sent you nothing but mixed signals.” There was tension in her face, little creases in her skin. Her shoulders tensed as if protecting herself from an incoming strike that would surely never come. I hated the idea that she felt the need to protect herself from me. 

But I had hurt her. Not physically, but emotionally. Her body language was valid, even if she was insisting that it was her fault. 

“You gave me clear rules and I broke them.”

“But I rewarded your bad behavior.”

“You...” 

“Remember how confused you were, Benny? When you said, ‘it’s a cock cage, not a wedding ring?’”

I bit my bottom lip. I did remember the confusion, feeling like I was waiting for the punchline of a joke after she’d kicked me out. 

“Please, Benny. Please accept that we both had a part in this falling apart, but most of it was on me. I need to take responsibility for that.”

“Only if you accept that I’ve long since forgiven you.” 

“I will. Thank you.”

“Will you forgive me? For hurting you?” I could barely choke out the words. 

“Months ago.” She gave me a gentle smile. “I should have reached out sooner...”

Some of the nervousness left my body, though there was still tension between us. I didn’t know how to act around her. It was similar to that day, back in the Library room, all those months ago, when I’d sat and waited for her to take the lead, not knowing where this was heading. 

“I’ve missed you,” she whispered. 

My heart ached. I miss everything about you. I still dream about you every night. I crave your voice. You’re the best drug I can never have again. You have my heart and I don’t want it back. 

“I missed you too.”

“I really liked you, you know.”

I gave her a half-hearted smile. “Yeah... you’ve pretty much ruined me for other women.”

“How so?” There was the faintest hint of teasing in her voice. She seemed to be trying to suppress her natural urge to tease and dominate me. I respected it, but I missed that part of her. It was such a big part of her that our conversation felt stilted without it. 

“When everything... happened... I kind of went off the deep end. Nothing crazy, just partied a lot, hooked up with a bunch of girls, slept around... got a girlfriend... sort of. It fell apart. I was so desperate to forget about you, that I used everyone I could think of to distract me... and nothing compared.” 

I thought back to the girls I’d slept with. Half the time I thought of her, and the other half the time, I couldn't get hard. 

“It was all so boring. It just wasn’t the same. Kneeling at your feet was better than sex.”

A faint blush appeared on her cheeks and I cherished it. God, she was beautiful. But I was embarrassed for spilling my guts and being crude. 

“Sorry,” I whispered. “I shouldn’t say things like that.”

“You know I prefer honesty.”

I huffed humorlessly. “I did learn that lesson.” I peeked up at her. She gave me a faint smile. 

“Benny... Can I ask you something?”

“Anything.” I said it before I caught myself. But she didn’t give me any playful teasing about the word. 

She hesitated, then asked, “What hurt you so bad? That made you willing to upset me so I would make you scream?”

I swallowed and looked down at my hands, clenched and resting in my lap. 

“You don’t have to tell me–”

“I’ll tell you. But I worry you’ll look at me differently.” 

I’d fought with this for months. I’d put up that Instagram account in hopes that she would reach out, but part of me had hoped she wouldn’t. Because then we’d have no choice but to have this very conversation. 

“The thing is, Becca, I’m a curse. I’m forever tied to this, and I can’t ever purge it from me. No amount of pain, or punishment, or strikes with your cane or your crop could make me bleed enough to wipe it clean.”

Her voice was low and soft. “Talking about it makes it real, doesn’t it?”

My eyes burned and I nodded. “I haven’t told anyone...”

“Do you want to talk about it?”

I knew if anyone could understand the atrocity, it was her. But it also meant I had to face her afterwards. What if she looked at me with disgust? Or the horror that I’d seen in Momma’s eyes? I wasn’t sure if I could live with that. 

She shifted so her legs were on the other side of her, still tucked up behind her, but she’d moved closer to me on the couch. I could see the smoothness of her legs, and that little divot behind her ankle bone that I’d spent so much time kissing. 

“My mother was hurt,” I said. And it was true, but it wasn’t enough. I struggled, forcing the words from my mouth. “She was... assaulted.” 

I heard her soft intake of breath. “What? Oh my god, Benny, I’m so sorry. When? At the care center?”

I shook my head. The anger and the rage that I had all but managed to bury rose up in me. It was a living thing under my skin, making me want to peel it off. 

I looked her dead on. “No. Twenty years ago.” 

I watched the realization hit her, and I braced myself for her disgust. It never came. Instead, a deep sadness filled her eyes. 

“I can’t even visit her. I scare her... I only found out because she freaked out one day, because apparently, I look like him.”

There was sympathy and pity in her eyes. “Benny, I’m so sorry. I don’t know what to say.” 

I shrugged and looked away. Nothing she said or did could make it better. And I hated the pity. I didn’t deserve it. 

“I’m her curse, Becca. I’m her nightmare.”

“No, Benny... you’re her son. She loves you.” 

My tears finally spilled over, and I shook, resisting a sob. My voice broke. “Yeah. She does... and I miss her.” 

I covered my face with my hands and tried to stop crying, but it didn’t work. The dam had broken, and I couldn’t get that wall back up again. 

I was lost in my misery when I felt her arms wrap around me. She was warm, and soft, and smelled like heaven. She pulled me against her chest, holding me tightly, stroking my hair in that sweet way I loved. I shook as I sobbed, choking for air, clenching my fists, hating every part of myself. 

She rested her cheek against the top of my head, and it felt sweeter than a kiss. Unable to resist her kindness, I wrapped my arms around her waist and hugged her back. 

I clung to her like she was my last chance at life, my salvation, my redemption. I felt guilty reveling in her comfort, but it was so sweet and easy to indulge in. That awful clawing feeling that had been eating me alive for so long finally went away, and I clung to her even tighter. 

When I’d cried myself out, I pulled away from her, embarrassed at my outburst. My tears had soaked her shirt, and I barely resisted staring at the outline of her bra.

She got me a box of tissues and a bottle of water, then settled down beside me again, an arm around me, her hand gently rubbing my shoulder. 

“I’m sorry,” I whispered. 

“I’m sorry too. That must have been really awful to hear, Benny. I can’t imagine what that must have been like to find that out.”

“She never talked about it.” I guzzled some of the water and blew my nose until I could breathe. “The worst part is, I kept reminding her when I was little. I would always ask her who my dad was, or where he was, and she’d get really quiet and change the subject. I kept bringing it up.”

“You were a child. All children want to know about their parents. You can’t blame yourself for that.”

“I blame myself for a lot.”

“You know, a wise man once told me, ‘you aren’t responsible for anyone’s life other than your own, and you deserve to be happy.’” 

“Yeah... that ‘wise man’ made you break down in tears when he said that.”

“No. It was what you said next that made me cry.” 

“Will you tell me?” I could only whisper it. “Will you tell me what made you break down that day? Why you were so... dead inside?”

“It’s hard to hear.”

“I’m assuming it has to do with the women you work with.”

She nodded sadly. “We had an intake a day or two before... about half of them came to us with their clitoris’s cut out.”

My jaw dropped and I stared at her in horror. “What?” I barely mouthed the word. 

“Female genital mutilation. It’s common in third world countries as a way of maintaining control over women. But there’s a training facility in Belarus where if the girls rebel too much, or fail in their training, they get cut. It breeds compliance and scares them into submission. The team that rescues our girls has been trying to shut down this facility for a while, but they haven’t succeeded yet.” 

“That’s horrendous.” 

“Yeah. It was pretty bad. And... that day...” her eyes searched mine, and I knew the look. It was the look that silently prayed I wouldn’t reject her for whatever she was about to say. Without thinking, I lifted my hand to where hers rested on my shoulder, squeezing it gently.

It seemed to steady her. “That day, one of the girls who came in had a scar that looked a lot like mine. She recognized me from our mutual abuser telling her stories about me.”

“He’s not dead?”

“Well... I’m pretty sure he is now. That rescue team I mentioned? One of the agents said they caught him during the raid.” 

“Good.” 

“I can’t deny that I’m relieved.”

“So you’re safe now.”

She smiled. “Yes. I’ve been safe for a long time, actually. But I’m starting to feel it more and more.” 

I realized we were surprisingly close together. Her breasts were pressed against my shoulder and I still held her hand. I didn’t want to let go, didn’t want to look away from her eyes. That strange, beautiful amber color, warm and full of mysteries, filled my vision. The tension between us intensified, and it took everything in me not to lean in and kiss her. Goddess, did I miss her lips. 

“Benny... we can’t ever have what we had before.” 

I felt myself deflate. There had been a secret hope that maybe we could make things right, but she was right to shut that down before I got too excited. I looked at the ground and nodded in acceptance. 

“We can’t have what we had before, because it didn’t work.”

“I understand.” 

“That doesn’t mean we can’t have something else.”

Don’t give me that hope, I wanted to say. But I bit my tongue. 

“I loved the way you looked at me, like I was something perfect, the fulfillment of all your wildest dreams. But I can’t let you see me that way anymore, because respect isn’t founded on a fantasy. It’s founded on the one thing I asked from you from the beginning, but never returned. Honesty.” 

Tentatively, I looked at her again, not sure if I was understanding what she was saying. 

She looked embarrassed as she asked, “So, can we try for something new?” 
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Benny: Thank you for today. 

Her: The pleasure was mine. Thank you for meeting me. 

Benny: Thanks for letting me talk... 

Benny: I haven’t really told anyone else. 

Her: It’s a lot to handle. 

Benny: I still don’t know how to feel about it. 

Her: Whatever feelings you have about it are valid. It’s okay to be upset. 

Benny: It makes me feel guilty. 

Her: In what way? 

Benny: Like I don’t deserve to be happy, because I only exist because of a bad thing. 

Her: Consider something for me. Your mother chose to keep you and raise you. She didn’t have to. Why?

Benny: Maybe she couldn’t get access to healthcare. 

Her: She could have surrendered you to a loving family. Why did she choose to keep and raise you?

Benny: I don’t know. It makes me feel like a burden. 

Her: My gut tells me she chose to keep you because she wanted you. She thought you deserved to be loved, and she would do a better job than a stranger. 

Her: If your mother believes you are worthy of love, no matter how you came into the world, the best tribute you can offer is to embrace it. 
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Benny: I like being able to talk to you like this. 

Benny: I missed you. But even when we were together, there were things I wanted to say that I held back, because I kept telling myself we didn’t have that kind of relationship. 

Her: I want to know it all. 

Benny: I knew something was wrong when I slept with Megan. 

Her: How so?

Benny: She talked about her dynamic with Reuben, and how much she trusts him and loves him, and can tell him everything, and I realized I really wanted that, but that we weren’t like that at all. I felt like I was missing out on you. 

Her: I’m sorry Benny. I don’t know why I kept myself so distant from you. 

Benny: I do. Why would you share yourself with me? You barely knew me. I hadn’t earned the privilege to your trust. 

Her: Yet I demanded total honesty and trust from you. You see what I mean?

Benny: Yes, I see. 

Benny: But I forgive you. 

Her: I don’t deserve your forgiveness. 

Benny: I’d still be honored for you to accept it. 

Her: I’d be honored to accept anything you give me. 

Benny: Anything? :) 

Becca. Hah. Careful. ;) 
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Her: Thanks for seeing me today. That restaurant was pretty neat. 

Benny: It was my pleasure!

Her: Speaking of pleasure... I don’t know if I ever followed up with you in regards to those videos you sent...

Benny: You did not. 

Benny: Did you have anything you wanted to add?

Her: Let's just say, it was a good night for both of us. 

Benny: Hah! Megan called it. 

Her: Did she?

Benny: I believe her exact words were, “I bet they’re watching the video and screwing right now.”

Benny: I’m glad I could contribute to your pleasure in some way. 

Her: You should have seen the bruises on that poor girl after your date. 

Benny: Oh man. Now I feel bad. 

Her: Don’t. She secretly loves it.   

Benny: I didn’t get her number. I’d love to chat with her. Would you pass my number onto her? 

Her: I will. 

Her: Reuben says you drew a portrait of her. He’s got it hung up in one of his offices, he loves it. 

Benny: Yeah. I joked with her that I would draw her, and she must have told Reuben. Then a few days later, he made a very subtle comment, said he was promised a drawing. Who am I to deny the man? 

Benny: I told him I’d draw Robin if he wanted me to. She’s going to sit for me next week. 

Benny: I mean, hell, Momma would still be living on the fifteenth floor of a ratty apartment complex if it wasn’t for him giving me a better job. If he wants a portrait of his girls, I’m happy to provide. 

Her: Oh, he’ll love a drawing of Robin. And I’m so pleased with the way everything has worked out for you and your mother. 

Benny: I never would have met him if it hadn’t been for you. 

Her: I don’t think that’s true. He’s friends with Martha, and the word got back to him about you and Maxine. I hear he’s trying to poach her, too. 

Benny: oh man, Erin’s gonna be so mad. 
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Benny: Okay. The lounge is pretty cool. 

Her: Right?!

Benny: Small. Cozy. Feels like a tight-knit group.

Her: That’s the idea. The Underground is falling to shit. Now that construction is done on the Lounge, I think I’ll be spending more of my time there. 

Benny: Thanks for inviting me. I had a great conversation with Dr Black...

Her: Do tell. 

Benny: Oh, it was nothing... 

Her: You’re teasing me because I can’t punish you about it. 

Benny: :D 

Her: still a brat. -_- 

Benny: Maybe a little. But it was in your best interest, I promise. 

Her: I’m going to kill him. You will tell me what he said... eventually. 

Benny: I can show you if you want. 

Her: I bet you’d love that. 

Benny: You have no idea. 

Benny: Okay, in all seriousness. Julia? Hilarious. 

Her: I know! Isn’t she great! 

Benny: She’s so adorable. And so awkward. I can’t help but smile when she’s around. 

Her: She has a bit of a reputation in the community around here. 

Benny: How so? 

Her: She snuck into The Underground when she was sixteen with a fake ID. 

Benny: Oh my god. Isn’t that illegal?

Her: Yes! Nothing happened, and she was kicked out right away. They told her if she came back when she was legal, she’d have to be punished before she was allowed to come in. She accepted her punishment and joined the club the day she turned eighteen. I wasn’t there, but I heard it was brutal. 

Her: She makes her own kink gear and fetishwear. Collars, leather and latex clothing, floggers, crops, whips, etc. 

Benny: So she’s an artist! I got that vibe from her for sure. 

Benny: I definitely want to go back there. It was pretty cool. 

Benny: Can I ask you about Devyn? I saw you guys talking and she looked really clingy to you. 

Her: She’s a chastity slave, I’m her keyholder. I collared her a few months after you and I ended things, and took her key a few months ago. We’re not in a romantic relationship; it’s strictly play. 

Benny: Does that mean what I think it means?

Her: She wears a chastity belt. I have the key. She does not. 

Benny: Like... all the time? 

Her: All the time. Until she asks for it back, which will be the end of our dynamic. 

Her: I know you read that message, but you haven’t said anything in an hour. What are you thinking?

Benny: I’m trying to imagine what that would be like. To be locked all the time. I can’t imagine why someone would want that. I could barely handle a week. 

Her: Everyone has different reasons. Devyn has a very specific kink for edging, denial, and chastity. She loves orgasms as much as the next person, but she loves me having control over her sexual experience more than she likes the relief. She only experiences the pleasure I choose to give her. Sometimes she comes, sometimes she does not. But she has zero control over receiving pleasure. 

Her: For her, it allows her to receive what I give her guilt free. You should talk to her about it next time you see her. She’s very open about talking about it. 

Her: Curious about your thoughts. 

Benny: I’m going to try to say this as respectfully as possible...reading that put me in a very interesting headspace. 

Benny: In a good way.

Benny: To be straight... I haven’t been this aroused in a really long time. 

Her: ... oh. 

Her: You really shouldn’t have told me that. 

Benny: I know. I did it on purpose. Self sabotager, remember? 
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Her: Okay, so I was thinking about what you said over dinner last night... about your mother and how she struggles to recognize you and form new memories. Do you know if all capability to form new memories is shot?

Benny: The doctors say she has some level of understanding of where she is and why she’s there, she just doesn’t remember the details. 

Benny: They’ve been giving her some special stuff that helps support her brain. Fish oil or something. 

Her: But you’ve been sending her letters, and she remembers the letters.

Benny: Yeah, they don’t really understand the extent of the damage. 

Her: So I had an idea. One of the things we do for the girls who have bad traumatic memories is help them create a different ending to a scenario in their minds. For example, if they were in a situation where they were trying to run away, and they were caught by their abuser, we help them reenact that, and let them get away. Or we catch them and let them escape when they fight back. Recreating the trauma shuts off the left brain, which controls time and logic, and they reexperience their trauma with a different ending. It has helped tremendously. 

Her: Now obviously we can’t do something like that with your mother, mainly because she can’t really consent to it in her current state. But... what if you did a series of drawings for her? 

Her: Like a picture book that showed her abuser showing up, and she calls for help, and the police take him away? The last picture can be you two sitting together and you’re both safe? And you can make a clear depiction of what you look like, vs what he looks like. Something obvious, like a tattoo or a different haircut. 

Her: Just a thought. Honestly, it might backfire. It could be more upsetting than helpful. But if you figure out a good storyline, maybe you can give her a different ending, you know? 

Benny: Okay... there’s something there. I’m going to chew on it a little longer. 

Benny: Thank you

Her: Let’s talk more about it if you want to. And I'm going to send you some articles about art therapy and PTSD. 

Her: Oh, and here’s a really good one about children and repeated nightmares, and using storytelling to stop their nightmares. (http://...)

Benny: That “article” is two hundred pages! 

Her: I know, it’s a lot. Maybe just look at the photos and read the captions and surrounding comments. 

Her: Or I can annotate it for you and send you the highlights. 

Benny: Oh, no. I’m going to read it. Every word. I’m laughing my ass off right now because you called a two-hundred page document an ARTICLE when it’s clearly a book!

Her: I’ve got more!

Benny: I have no doubt. 
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Benny: Congratulations on publication!

Her: Thank you! You wouldn't believe how many times I had to edit and resubmit. I had people nitpick the phrasing of a single sentence four times before they accepted it. I’m honestly just glad it’s over. 

Benny: Onto the next one, then?

Her: Yes, actually. Reuben says I should write a book but I’m not ready for that yet. 

Benny: I’m sure you’re halfway there already. What kind of book would you write? 

Her: I’d present more of the case studies and share my own story, like I did at the conference, only in more detail. Memoir combined with research... Maybe after I get my doctorate. 

Benny: Dr. Huxley... 

Her: Hmmmm... 

Benny:  I’d read it. I think you should do it, it could be really powerful. 

Her: When are you going to submit your work into a gallery?

Benny: I don’t know... maybe when I stop drawing you constantly...

Benny: I don’t want to sell those pieces. It feels like I’m using you to make money. 

Her: You know, when I first started working with the girls, I felt really guilty about writing up their case studies. 

Benny: Really? Why? 

Her: Because it felt like I was using their trauma for my own gain, or for recognition. But Reuben encouraged me to do it, because it might help other therapists or counselors learn what we’ve learned. I asked some of the girls for their consent and they agreed, and I saw how passionate they were about the possibility of their stories helping other people, and it felt right. 

Her: I’m not going to pressure you into displaying your work. But I would challenge you to ask yourself why you feel compelled to post them online, but not put them in a gallery. 

Benny: Oh, I know the answer... It's because I don’t want anyone to own any artwork of you. You should be able to decide who owns any part of you. Those drawings are yours. If you want me to display them, I will. If you want me to sell them, I will. If you want me to burn them, I will. 

Her: Don’t burn them!

Her: I am not going to give you a command. It’s not my place. But I would love to see you recognized for your work in some way. I would encourage you to see your art as excellent and worthy of recognition. 

Benny: Maybe I will bring a few of them downtown. 

Her: I know the lady who runs that gallery. 

Benny: Why am I not surprised. Will you do something for me, though? 

Her: Okay...

Benny: Don’t ask her for a favor. If I get into a gallery, I want it to be because I deserve it. 

Her: I can agree to that. 
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Benny: Okay, so after we had lunch yesterday... I was thinking about what you said about sabotage. 

Benny: I feel like, the sabotage is my way of taking control over a situation where I feel like I’m bound to fail... so I might as well be the one who chose the failure. 

Her: That’s really insightful. 

Her: And I get it. I used to do that all the time. 

Benny: Really?

Her: Constantly. It’s only over the past eight years I haven’t been covered in bruises. 

Benny: Do you think that’s one reason why you like being in control? 

Her: I think that’s part of it. I have a hard time relaxing enough to enjoy myself if I’m not in control. 

Benny: That’s not what I meant... 

Benny: Do you feel like you have to be in control because you have to protect yourself from me? Emotionally, I mean. 

Her: Wow.  

Her: Maybe. 

Her: That may also be why I was so hesitant to open up to you when we first met. 

Benny: Maybe. 

Her: There’s something else I haven’t mentioned to you, something I’ve been fighting with for a few months now. It shocked me and triggered me really badly. 

Benny: Please tell me? 

Her: When I was a teenager, and was with Stone, one of my old owners... the sadist, who hurt me? I realized I loved him. 

Her: Well, I thought I loved him. It was more like Stockholm syndrome and trauma bonding. He made me into a masochist. 

Benny: I remember you mentioning that in your paper. I didn’t realize you loved him. 

Her: In some kind of sick, twisted way, I did. It was the only love I knew, and the only thing that felt good in my life. 

Benny: I kind of understand, but can’t really relate. That must have been hard to come to terms with. 

Her: It was. Because I hated him at the same time. I wanted his affection, his kindness, and the way he comforted me. I loved the way we spoke for long hours about everything, the way he let me read all the books I wanted, or bought me pretty clothes and dressed me up to look like a princess. But he also used that affection against me. He was still an abuser, and I was able to recognize that at least. 

Her: He hated when I fought him. But he also loved it because he could hurt me worse. 

Her: Anyway, what you said about protecting myself made me think of that. 

Benny: I hope you know I will never physically hurt you in any way. I couldn’t do it. Even if for some reason you asked me to, I couldn’t do it. 

Her: I know. 

Benny: But I don’t want to hurt you emotionally either. That’s what broke my heart, Becca... when I realized you weren’t just mad about the cage, you were scared and hurt because I cornered you. 

Benny: I’ll never do that again. 

Her: I know, Benny. Thank you. 

Benny: It’s weird for me to reconcile that you’re submissive to other people. I can’t picture it, honestly. You just don’t come across that way.  

Her: I was never very submissive... I’m still not. It’s a conscious decision. 

Her: And I always fought my abusers because I knew there was nothing I could do to please them, so I sabotaged, bratted, and fought them so I could be in control over getting punished. So I guess we have that in common. 

Benny: Wow. 

Her: Yeah. My back isn’t a pretty sight. 

Benny: Really? I bet it’s beautiful. 

Her: I don’t wear open-back dresses and shirts for a reason. 

Benny: ... 

Benny :... 

Benny: Do you remember what I did the day you showed me the scar on your torso? 

Her: Of course I do. 

Benny: Show me your back sometime. 
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Her: Okay, that most recent piece you did... it’s different. Explain it? 

Benny: I was thinking about how you have different masks you wear for different things. Like when you do sessions with your clients, you act a different way than you do when you’re hanging out with your friends. And I’m assuming that’s different from the way you talk to the girls. But you take your masks off at some point, don’t you? 

Her: So you drew me PEELING MY FACE OFF?

Benny: You deserve to take the mask off sometimes?

Her: Oh. 

Her: It’s a little gruesome...

Benny: Yeah... but so is honesty. 

Her: Touché. 

Her: I don’t dislike it, it just threw me for a loop. 

Benny: Nah, it’s okay. It’s a little weird for me too. It was more to explore the idea of the masks coming off, the walls coming down. 

Benny: Because whatever we’re building... it’s different. You’re right, it’s not the same. But I like it. 

Her: I like it too. 

Her: Let’s have lunch again.

Her: Actually, let’s have dinner. I have Tuesday night free... 

Benny: I can do Tuesday! 
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Benny: Okay, so you know all kinds of people and have lots of connections. Do you know anyone who has a recording studio?

Her: I do. Why? 

Benny: I want to record some audio tracks for Momma. I used to read books to her sometimes and she always liked that. I want to record me reading her favorites, the ones she knows really well so she won’t get confused while listening to them. 

Her: That’s really sweet, Benny. I’ll reach out to Steven, see if we can set something up. 

Her: Do you ever call your mom? 

Benny: Not really. 

Benny: I mean, I do sometimes, and I answer if she calls me, but... she loses track of where she is in conversations. So we’ll talk for three or four minutes, and she’ll forget she’s on the phone, or forget who she’s talking to. It’s really hard. 

Her: I get that. It’s probably emotionally exhausting for you. 

Benny: That’s actually a really good way of saying it. 

Her: Seeing my grandmother was like that. 

Benny: The one you lived with before you were kidnapped?

Her: Yes. I had a chance to meet her again a few years ago. Seeing her was strange, because she talked about things I didn’t remember. 

Her: I can’t remember almost anything about living with her. I was only with her for a year before I was kidnapped. She told me stories about me playing games with the neighbor kids, or getting myself in trouble on purpose, or the nights I snuck into her room because I couldn’t sleep. I didn’t remember any of the stuff she told me at all. It was like that year of my life was gone. 

Her: I don’t really remember my parents, either. 

Her: But I always remembered what it felt like to be safe. That’s what I missed so badly – the feeling of being safe. That’s why I always fought. 

Benny: God, that’s a lot to take in. I still can’t fathom the things that you went through. 

Her: Sometimes, I can’t either. It feels like a bad dream. It would be so easy to deny it all, to move on with life and crush those memories and try to forget them. Most people try to forget the bad things that happen to them. But that’s not processing. I owe it to myself to survive, not to forget. 

Benny: You’re so beautiful. 

Her: You’re sweet. 

Benny: I mean it. Physically, of course, but that’s not what I mean. I need you to understand that I am so honored to even be able to talk to you, to know your name, to be your friend... or whatever else we end up being. It might sound weird, but I’m proud of you. And I’m proud to know you. 

Her: Be careful, Benny. You might just make my day. 
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Benny: You asked me the other day what I want for myself longterm, and I couldn’t give you an answer. I think I’ve figured it out. 

Benny: I want a family. 

Benny: I’ve never had one. It was always just me and Momma. And I don’t really have her right now. I mean, I still write her letters, and sometimes she writes back, which is cool. But it’s not really the same. 

Benny: I used to imagine my dad was someone cool. Some rich businessman who would swoop in and save the day, or an artist like me, or even just a guy who Momma broke up with who didn’t know she was pregnant. I used to dream about having a family. 

Benny: One of my childhood friends had two moms and three dads. Don’t ask me how that works, I still don’t know how that happened. But even though they don’t all love each other, they all still care enough about each other to get together a few times a year and try to be nice, you know?

Benny: I don’t know what exactly I want it all to look like... and I don’t think I want to get married and have kids. At least not now. That’s not what I meant. But I think what I want is a community. I want people I can trust and be honest with. And I really think I might find that at The Lounge... and I’m very grateful to you for introducing me to that community. 

Benny: I know you’re at the safehouse right now. Hope everything is okay. 

Her: Sorry Benny, we had another intake. 

Benny: It's okay! I figured. 

Her: I know what that’s like. I think that’s one reason why I embraced polyamory. Because I can have many different relationships with multiple people. We all have a lot of different kinds of relationships we want and need, and it’s unfair to expect one person in our lives to fill every single one of those needs. 

Benny: Yeah... I’ve been reading your posts about that. And listening to Jase’s podcast on it too. 

Her: His podcast is great!

Benny: I guess this is all to say, I’m still not sure what I want from you. But I do know I want you in my life. 

Benny: Okay, that’s kind of a lie. I know what I want. I want something like what we had... but you said we couldn’t repeat what we had before, because it didn't work. 

Benny: But what if we had something similar? I don’t know how to define it. 

Benny: Thing is, we’ve been talking for months now, and I feel like I know you, and I can trust you enough to share everything. It’s amazing and I love it. And I love going to lunch or dinner with you when I can, and seeing you at The Lounge... But I don’t want you to just be my friend. I want the rest, too. But I don’t know what to call it. I don’t know what it should look like. 
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Becca didn’t answer my most recent message, and I didn’t really have anything to add. 

We’d been talking for months. It was a mix of casual conversation and more serious topics, and it took some adjusting, but I found myself telling her everything. She was easy to talk to, she was never condescending, and she never brought up my past failures. 

It was like we fell right back into our previous routine of texting every day, just without the sex, and with all the honesty added in. And it was amazing. That terrible emptiness in my chest was gone. When I thought about her, I texted her and told her so. I didn’t feel like I needed to ask her permission to send her a joke or ask her a question. When it came to talking to each other, the only unspoken rule was respect. 

But I still craved what we had before. I yearned to hear her voice calling me pet, to feel her hand stroke my hair, to see her eyes fill with desire as she looked at me and thought about all the things she wanted to do to me. That craving never went away.  

If anything, it was even more intense now. The masks were down, and all that was left was naked truth. The underlying sexual tension between us was under control, but it still made an appearance every once in a while. Neither of us acted on it, instead tiptoeing around it and giving it a subtle nod, but moving on. 

I couldn’t define our relationship, and it was frustrating. We were in this weird in-between stage where we were talking, almost dating... but dancing around each other, growing closer and closer but not acknowledging it. 

I’d seen her in person only a few times over the past few months. We met at The Lounge once or twice, had lunch or dinner when we could, and one time we ran into each other at the gallery downtown. We didn’t hug, we didn’t kiss. We didn’t touch at all, not since the day she’d comforted me after my confession. 

She didn’t answer my most recent message, and it was almost time for me to go to work, so I sent her another quick text. 


Benny: Heading to work. Filling in a shift at The Diamond today. I won’t be home until pretty late, but let’s chat later? 



To my surprise, she texted back almost immediately. 


Her: What time do you work?

Benny: I’m supposed to be off at ten. But we have a private party tonight so it might be later. 

Her: Tomorrow?

Benny: Actually working at Le Fleur while Sean is on vacation... done at six-ish. 



She didn’t respond. 
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The café hadn’t changed much.  I didn’t work there often, but Erin called about once every month or two for coverage, or to ask me to come in and train a few new employees. Apparently that was the agreement she struck with Reuben: that I would come in and train her new employees on his dime as long as I had the availability, and fill in shifts if I felt so inclined. And I was more than happy to. Working at Le Fleur was like putting on an old comfortable pair of shoes.

The café was supposed to close in about an hour, and Maxine and I were back to our old ways of making silent jokes that only we knew about. An eye roll here, a hair flip there, a whispered word in reference to a customer. Laughing with her made the time go by faster, and the job didn’t feel like a chore. 

It was a surprisingly slow day, and I’d just checked on all my tables, so I snuck into the back for a drink of water and maybe a bite of something sweet. I caught Sebastian with his hand on Erin’s waist, dancing to a song that played over his Bluetooth speaker. She laughed as he twirled her, breaking into a painfully bad falsetto as he sang, “without you I am broken, left to thirst out in the heat!” 

I couldn’t help but smile. Their energy was palpable, honest, and sensual. There was something about that mix of playfulness with the definite flavor of eroticism underneath that I loved... and it reminded me of Becca, and how our texts and conversations had changed recently. 

Erin flushed bright red when she realized they were caught, but I winked at her. “Time spent not working is money stolen from the boss, Sebastian!” I teased him. 

“Oh, I give her plenty.” He gave me a wide smile and a wink, and slapped Erin’s ass. She gasped in embarrassment and shook her finger at him, but she was grinning. 

“Benny!” Maxine whisper-shouted from the window. “Leave Sebastian and Erin alone! Your lady is out here.”

“My who?”

“Your woman.” 

“My... woman?”

Maxine rolled her eyes. “You know... the woman?”

I almost dropped my water glass. Handing the cup to Maxine, I leaned around the corner and looked out. 

Sure enough, Becca was sitting at her favorite table, legs crossed, hair looking fantastic, wearing her favorite red-bottomed Louboutin heels and a beautiful black lace skirt that fell right below her knees. I barely swallowed a groan. 

What on earth is she doing here? I checked my phone, wondering if she’d sent me a text. There was nothing. 

“Well, go!” Maxine shoved me awkwardly. I stumbled and caught myself before I fell on my face. 

A strange sense of déjà vu came over me as I neared her, and I remembered the first time she’d come in, rocking my world and capturing my attention. I held my breath as I approached, realizing I hadn’t really had a chance to serve her, in any way, since our fallout. 

She was so effortlessly regal, like she hadn’t gone out of her way to appear as a queen. She seemed to be in no hurry as she scanned her menu. As I got closer, I was left with a conundrum. What should I call her? Would calling her “miss,” as I had before, be inappropriate? Of course it would, now that I knew what it meant. 

Not knowing what else to do, and unable to put off the inevitable any longer, I stopped by her table, deciding to let her take the lead on whatever was about to transpire. 

She set her menu down, meeting my eye. She had that playful, teasing look that told me she was about to be very intentional with her words and actions. 

“The cabernet, please. No dinner.” She handed me the menu, dismissing me. Still not knowing what to say, I simply nodded, choosing to say nothing. 

I poured her wine myself, jealous of the work. I remembered how it felt, doing all those humiliating things in her dungeon. Crawling on the floor for her, carrying my belt between my teeth, holding her legs open for her while she fucked herself, the way it felt when she worked her fingers into me... 

I took a steadying breath before I walked out from behind the bar, hoping I wasn’t as red as I felt. As I walked towards her table, I saw Maxine, Erin, and Sebastian’s faces poking out from the window in the door to the kitchen. They ducked when I looked up at them. 

She was on the phone when I arrived. “You too, darling. Let’s meet up... no, not tonight. I’m busy.... Monday is fine... yes, bring your kitten! I’d love that.”

I set her wine down near the table and took my leave without hovering, sneaking back into the kitchen. I leaned against the wall and exhaled in a gust, my shoulders releasing tension I didn’t know I was holding. My heart raced and my hands shook. 

“Oh my god, Benny, are you okay?” Maxine giggled. 

“Shut up. I’m trying to remember how to breathe.” 

Sebastian chuckled as he loaded the dishwasher. “Man, he pussywhipped.”

“Pussywhipped with a pussy I don’t have access to?” 

Maxine was peeking through the window again. “She’s hot. You said you guys are kinda dating now, right?” 

“Kinda.” I lifted my hand. The shaking had stopped. Why had bringing her a glass of wine given me a fucking adrenaline rush? Maybe it was the parallels to the way things had started last time. 

“Well, she just finished her wine and left.”

“Wait, what?” I pushed away from the wall and looked through the window. Sure enough, I barely caught a glimpse of her skirt swishing away as she walked down the street. Hurrying out to the table, I saw she’d left a twenty, a note scrawled on the side of the bill. 


8pm. Don’t be late. –B 


The bill shook in my hand as I tucked it into my pocket, cashing her out and paying with my tips so I could keep the bill. I’d probably keep it forever and never spend it. 

I checked the time. It was a little after six. The restaurant was technically closed, and now that Becca was gone, my tables were all clear. 

I had time to go home and shower and change before I met her at eight. Time completely flew by, but crawled at the same time. I couldn’t get there fast enough, and yet, my stomach was in knots. I paced in my room, terrified to get in my car and go. 

I desperately wanted to believe this was her making a move, giving us a second chance, moving us forward towards... something. Though I still wasn’t sure what to call it.

She can label it however she wants to, I decided. As long as I find myself at her mercy. As long as she is pleased.
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Behind my dungeon door, I paced, waiting for the tell-tale knock. Instead of letting my heels click, I measured my steps, keeping them silent. My hands were sweating and I shook my wrists to try to cool them.

I couldn’t remember the last time I’d been this nervous. It had to be early in my career as a dominatrix. And even then, it was usually more excitement than nerves. 

No, this didn’t feel like meeting a new client. It felt like a last chance. If we messed this up, the likelihood of this relationship working out was slim. We needed that spark, that strange magic, to keep it alive. Because at the end of the day, Benny was right. I didn’t want to be just friends. And I didn’t want him to be my boyfriend. 

The dates and dinners were nice. And I enjoyed seeing him at The Lounge. But neither of us really wanted that. The magic wasn’t there. 

The magic was in the worship. The power, the need, the craving, the soft whimpers and sharp cries. The way he crawled for me, and the way his lips on my feet made my stomach flip over. Benny said he didn’t know what to call it, but I did. It was power, pure and simple. We both craved it, and it was the key to our relationship making any sense at all. 

I jumped when I heard the soft knock at the door, and my heart rate doubled. Taking a steadying breath, I threw my shoulders back and walked purposefully for the door, hoping I looked more confident than I felt. 

When I opened the door, he was right there in front of me, not a foot away. His hair looked slightly damp like he’d just gotten out of the shower and toweled it off quickly. His thumbs were tucked into his dark jeans, and his chin was lowered, like he was afraid to look at me. Shyly, he met my eye. 

My heart skipped a beat when we finally made eye contact, a faint blush appearing on his cheeks. There was so much affection in his gaze that I wanted to drown in it. 

I stared back at him, letting the tension build between us, my eyes roaming over him. Benny had changed a lot in the past year, and he looked good. Better than good. He’d grown a little taller, and he’d filled out since he was getting enough to eat. He’d developed some muscles in his upper body in that way young boys do without even trying, and I’d noticed a huge shift in his confidence ever since we started talking again. 

He stared back at me, and I could practically feel his eyes roaming over my face, dipping down my body, soaking in the details of me. His hand twitched where it rested against his leg, and he made a fist. 

“Hello Benny.”

“Hello...” he trailed off. I knew he wanted to call me something, but he was resisting. 

Sweet boy. So cautious. 

“Would you like to come in?”

Of course he wanted to come in. He was here early, and I suspected he’d sat in the parking lot for a while as well. But I wanted to hear him ask.

He nodded seriously, holding my eyes and biting his lip for a moment. He didn’t speak. 

“Are you sure?”

“Please?” It was just a whisper. He cleared his throat, and asked again. “Please.”

I could barely breathe as excitement coursed through me, resisting the urge to squeeze my legs together. 

“There are consequences to coming in here.”

He nodded, still unable to speak. 

“You’ll obey my every order.” 

The color in his cheeks darkened and he swallowed. 

“You’ll respect the limits I have in place, and I’ll respect yours.” 

Another nod, more eager this time. The puppy-dog look was back; submissive, sweet, and desperate to please. 

“You’ll address me verbally, and with respect.”

His eyes softened at the command, which was really the permission he craved. He swallowed, wet his lips, and held my eye as he said, “Yes, Mistress.” He said it as if it were a relief. Like it was a privilege to address me, as if the act of bestowing an honorific on me was a gift to him. 

Me, of all people. Out of all the people this boy could choose, he came back to me. Blood, sweat, tears, shouting, heartbreak, scars, and all. 

I think I love this boy. The thought popped into my head as I stared at him, my fingers itching to pull him close. How can I not love someone who sees me, knows me, and still has this much respect and adoration for me? 

And yet, I understood from his words and his actions, he wasn’t seeking my love. He didn’t need me to love him. But he needed to love me. 

There was a shift between us at that realization, and I think we both felt it. I truly held all the cards here. I could ask almost anything of Benny, and I was sure he’d give it to me. Not just because he trusted me, but because pleasing me was his greatest pleasure. 

The blush on his cheeks darkened and he took a steadying breath, his eyes dropping to my chest and then looking up at me again. My whole body was tingling and I felt my nipples harden under my blouse. 

I was breathless as I asked, “Tell me now if you want to add any limits or change anything.” 

He opened his mouth to speak but then hesitated, taking a moment to truly consider my request. Shifting slightly on his feet, he looked away, giving himself a moment to consider without my stare affecting him. 

Making his decision, he met my eye again slowly. “I do want to change something.”

“Tell me.” 

“It’s... big.”

“I need to know. I don’t want to hurt you.” 

He smirked, breaking the tension slightly. “I love it when you hurt me.”

“Tell me, Benny.” 

He rubbed the back of his neck awkwardly. “I want... when you were telling me about...”

“Benny, fuck, just say it.”

“Lock me up.” 

My breath caught. He stared back at me, desperation in his eyes. His words came out awkwardly and in a rush. 

“I can’t explain it very well. But when you were telling me about Devyn, and chastity... and I did talk to her about it, I asked her... and I’ve been reading... It’s different for me, I think. It’s not a guilt thing. It’s more like... it’s yours. I’m yours. And I want all the pleasure I experience to be because you gave it to me. I don’t want it if it’s not from you.” 

I was speechless as he stood there, begging me so sweetly for immeasurable torture he had yet to experience. That he trusted me so much to ask something like that... it made me even hungrier. I wanted to indulge his every fantasy, and explore every possible way to drive him mad for me. 

And as much fun as it would be... I knew better. “Benny... that’s really big. You have no idea how... intense that can be.”

Guilt and embarrassment filled his features, and it almost broke my heart. “I know,” he said. “You’re right. I’m sorry. I shouldn’t have asked–”

“I’m not saying no.” 

He bit his lip hard enough that I worried he’d break the skin. Unable to resist, I reached out and held his chin in my hand, brushing a thumb over his bottom lip. It popped out from between his teeth and he let out a quiet little squeak. 

“But I’m not going to lock you up permanently today. That would be foolish, and careless. I’m not willing to bring something that big into our dynamic so early. So... let’s work up to it, okay?” 

He nodded enthusiastically, and I realized we were both panting, our faces so close together I could feel his breath on my cheeks. High on the power flooding my veins, nervous as hell, and so wet I thought I’d drip down my legs, I leaned in and angled my head ever so slightly. He froze, his chin still in my hand, and held his breath, waiting for the touch of my lips. 

Our lips a hair’s breadth apart, I whispered, “get on your knees.” 
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Benny sank to his knees as if it were the greatest privilege in the world. He stared up at me, silently thanking me for the command. 

My mind was still reeling from his request. Lock me up. I’m yours. I don’t want it if it’s not from you. 

“You sure you want to come in here... pet?”

He let out a shaky breath, still staring at me with adoration. “Please, Mistress?” 

God in heaven, what did I do to deserve a man like this? Desperate for punishment and hungry for my pleasure? 

“Hm...” I bit my lip. “I don’t know, love. I won’t go easy on you.” 

The boy melted a little, his mouth falling open. “Please,” he whispered again, placing his hands on the ground and leaning forward, as if it were the most natural thing in the world to do. He lowered his head and hovered his lips right above the arch of my foot, and I felt his breath fanning over my skin. “Please.” 

I clung to the doorway desperately, trying not to wobble on my feet. Lifting my chin and taking a silent, steadying breath, I said, “Please, what? What do you want, pet?”

“Please, Mistress... let me in? Let me please you?... let me worship you.” His voice shook and his lips hovered an inch above my arch. He waited for permission to touch my skin. 

I felt a smile break out across my lips. Shifting my weight, I lifted my other foot and set it against the back of his head, guiding him forward. 

As his lips pressed against my foot, goosebumps broke out on my arms and a deep shiver ran down my spine. He groaned at the touch, and I could see sweat beading on the backs of his hands. His forearms strained as he held himself in the position, his lips moving softly against my arch. 

I let him kiss my foot, then my ankle, and then I moved my other foot to his shoulder and pushed him away so I could look at him. 

“Come on, pet.” I couldn’t hide the smile on my lips as I stepped backwards, guiding him into my sanctuary. “You know the rules. Clothes off.” 

My crop was in my hand ready to guide him. He didn’t need it, but I wanted to use it anyway. I dragged it down his arm as he tore at his shirt, barely willing to take his eyes off me for the short moment his face would be covered. 

I couldn’t resist a laugh as he stumbled out of his pants, almost face-planting. “Now haven’t you done that before?” Grinning, I struck him hard on the side of his leg and he yelped. 

“Fuck, I love that sound.” I gave him another, softer strike, just for fun. He whimpered. A third landed on his ass and he moaned, falling back down to his knees once he was naked. 

I licked my lips as I took him in. A year could do a lot to a boy. He’d filled out now that he was eating three square meals a day. Though still lean, he didn’t look sickly and skinny anymore, and he had some muscle tone to his abs and chest. I couldn’t wait to tie him down to my table and lick every inch of him, slowly, taking my time, and listen to all the sweet sounds he’d make while I did it. 

And his dick never looked so good. He’d grown the faintest sprinkling of hair starting under his belly button, guiding my eyes down to his nice hard, dripping cock. 

I was prepared make Benny’s dreams come true tonight. 

“When was the last time you were tested?”

“After your presentation,” he said with confidence. 

“Any partners since then?”

“No, Miss.” 

“That was months ago.”

“Yes, Miss.” 

I stared at his cock, licking my lips. “Good.” I met his eye and he swallowed. 

“Let me be clear, pet. From here on out, there is one major difference in our dynamic.” 

“Yes, Miss.” 

I had missed hearing him call me that... and it made me want to laugh like a fool every time he said it. Setting the crop aside, I opened my hands to him. He gently took them, bringing one, then the other, to his lips to kiss my fingers. 

“Benny... in this room, your punishments are a game.” 

I gave him a moment to calculate what that meant. Then I added, “If we want to set rules and structure outside of our play, we can do that. Some Doms like to control their pets outside of sex. I have no desire for that, but if that’s something you want, we can explore it. 

“You said you didn’t know how to label our relationship, so I’m going to label it for you. I’m your Dominant. You’re my submissive. We’ll re-draw the lines as we feel the need to, and it can be whatever we want it to be. But we decide where the lines are together, okay?”

His shoulders released, like he was letting go of tension he didn’t know he was holding. A faint smile rested on his lips, and the stone in his throat bobbed. He kissed both of my hands, and then pulled them both against his cheek, his eyes filled with gratefulness. The pieces seemed to click together for him. 

“Does that work for you, pet?”

“Yes, Mistress. Thank you.” 

“Now, if there’s something that comes up that upsets either of us, we safeword and we talk about it. Okay?”

He was nodding before I even finished my sentence. 

“I don’t want either of us to sabotage anything here. When I tell you I’m going to punish you, or that you’ve been a naughty, bad little pup... it doesn’t mean I’m disappointed with you. It means I want to play with you. Do you understand?”

“Yes, Miss... but you’ll tell me if you’re actually disappointed?”

“I will.” 

“Thank you. I don’t want to disappoint you.”

“I know, pet. Because you’re such a good boy.” 

He dropped his head at my words, his shoulders falling slightly as he let out a sigh. “I don’t know why that does things to me,” he mumbled, looking up at me shyly. “But it does.” 

I looked down at his dripping cock, then back at his face. “I know.” 

He bit his lip and fought a smile. 

“I wonder what you’ll be willing to suffer through for me today... If you’re a very good boy and you take what I give you, I’ll let you pick your reward.” 
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I took my time as I secured my cute little toy to the leather bondage table. It was equipped with an adjustable bottom half that could separate into a “Y” at the legs, allowing me to stand between them. It also provided plenty of places to strap him down. 

He quivered with excitement as he climbed on, his eyes wide and his skin flushed. I used the very edge of my crop to guide him onto his back. He silently obeyed, his eyes fixed on me until the very last moment when he lay his head down. 

I buckled strong leather cuffs around his wrists, securing them to the top of the table, and did the same to his ankles. I made sure not to touch him as I did, letting the expectation and the need build between us. Just to make sure he didn’t squirm too much during his torture, I added straps to his thighs so he could barely move. 

I finished with a pretty black leather collar around his neck, clipping it to a hook near the top of the table. He wouldn’t be able to lift his head more than an inch. Which was about to become extremely inconvenient for him. 

When he was bound and helpless, I surveyed my prize. He tried not to squirm, but he couldn’t relax. His muscles were taunt from the anticipation and the craving, and he struggled to keep his eyes on me from the way I had him bound. 

I stepped out of his line of sight, and he craned his neck to listen for me. He pulled at the restraints only for a moment, as if testing to make sure they were still there. They didn’t budge, and he relaxed. 

He’s so nervous. How cute. 

Standing directly behind him so he couldn’t see me at all, I began to undress. “How was your day at work, pet?” I asked as I pulled my shirt off, snapping the fabric slightly as I did. The sound of the fabric moving made his head twitch, and he hesitated before answering. 

“Uh... fine... it was a slow day. It was a pleasure to see you there.”

“No problem customers, then?” I loved this skirt because the zipper was obnoxiously loud. I pulled it down and he strained at the cuffs subconsciously. 

“Uh...” 

“I’m trying to have a conversation with you and you’re ignoring me.”

“Sorry, Miss... are you taking your clothes off?” His voice shook. 

“Maybe.” 

I couldn’t help but smile as I watched him struggle. He attempted to turn his head around, or arch his back and look behind him, but he couldn’t see anything. 

“Mistress...” 

“You thinking about me, pet?”

“Ugh.” He struggled again. “Please... I want to see you.”

I pulled off my thin lace bra and tossed it gently. I was aiming for his face but I missed and it fell over his dick, creating a lace tent. I laughed and he groaned, his hips gyrating against the lace. 

“Oops.”

“Ugh... fuck, that’s unfair.” 

“So, so unfair.” 

“Miss... Please...”

“What do you want, puppy?” 

“I want to see you. I want to taste you, and smell your skin and your cum. I remember what you taste like—” His voice broke and he cleared his throat. “You taste so good. I dream about it sometimes. And about the privilege of touching you, of holding your waist in my hands, of your lips... Goddess, your lips... your wicked, sinful mouth...”

I wonder if he knows how wet I get when he talks to me like that. “Only good boys get nice things, Benny. Are you going to be my good boy?”

“Yes! Yes, please let me be yours.”

I strutted towards the table, the sound of my heels echoing in the silence of the room, and stopped just behind his head. His eyes widened even further as I came into his view and he drank me in. He opened and closed his mouth, unable to speak. His hands strained at the cuffs as if to reach out and touch me, hips still moving against the lace bra, desperate for any stimulation he could get. 

It was so easy to be cruel to my submissives, especially when they craved it. But Benny was so sweet and so sensitive, and so genuine. Our play wasn’t really a game, it was an honest expression of his passion and need for me. So I had to remind myself not to be too horrible to him. 

I cupped his cheeks in my hands and leaned forward, brushing my lips across his. He moaned softly, his mouth relaxing into mine, pliant and welcoming. Tingles erupted through my body at the touch. He had the softest, sweetest lips, and such a willing mouth. My mind immediately flashed to what it would feel like to have his lips against my pussy, and my stomach clenched. Willing and eager didn’t even begin to describe how I felt about him going down on me. 

But I wanted to stretch this out and milk it for everything I could. 

I kissed him softly for a moment, then moved my lips from his mouth to his chin, kissing and nibbling down his neck. He moaned as I reached forward and dragged my lips across his collarbone, my breasts moving closer to his face. Unfortunately, he couldn’t quite get to them, with the collar around his neck holding him down. He strained anyway, lifting his chin and panting, making every effort to reach me. 

I stepped onto the small stool at the head of the table, lifting myself away from him for a moment before I repositioned. With both feet planted on the stool, I clasped the sides of the table and leaned forward, my hair falling over my shoulder and onto his face as I lowered my lips to his chest. 

He turned his face into my hair, inhaling deeply, and lifted his chin to touch me anywhere he could. He managed to press his nose into my stomach, still straining and nearly choking himself. 

“Settle down, pet. I told you, if you’re a good boy, you’ll get a reward.”

“You’re so beautiful.” 

“And you’re so cute when you’re worked up.” 

As I placed one gentle kiss after another across his chest, his hands flexed and reached for me, and his fingertips tickled my waist. His hips were still gyrating, a slow, rhythmic movement, like he was fucking my bra. 

I trailed my fingers down his chest, past his navel, and towards his rocking hips, plucking the bra off his dick and tossing it aside. He let out a sound of complaint at the loss of friction. 

“Complaining?”

“No, Goddess—”

I flicked him hard on the side of his shaft. He yelped, hips jerking in surprise at the sharp bite of pain. 

“Oh, did that hurt?” I gave him another flick, a little harder this time. 

“Aaahh—”

Opening my mouth, I glided my tongue across his nipple. His shout of pain broke off into a strangled cry of need, the pain forgotten. 

Licking his nipple with the tip of my tongue, back and forth, flicking it gently until it hardened to a sharp point, I watched his hips start to move in conjunction with my tongue. I wondered how worked up I could get him just from this, and vowed to test that one day. 

I could have kept him lost in the pleasure, driving him to insanity with need and lust... but I wanted to hear that strangled cry again. When he least expected it, when he relaxed into the table and sighed deeply, I bit down on the hardened nub.  

He let out a high-pitched sound that was half a shout of pain, half a squeak of surprise, and I tightened my teeth around his nipple, giddy from the sound. 

Tugging slightly, I shook my head, pulling at it. His cry of pain turned into a shout, and he gasped, trying to catch his breath. Easing off, I sucked and licked the sore, swollen little nub until he was shivering. 

“That hurt?”

He took a breath, and very carefully said, “Yes Miss,” in the most respectful way he possibly could. 

“You worked really hard on your tone there, didn’t you?”

“Your mouth is still on my nipple. I’m going to be very careful about what I say and how I say it.”

I nipped it again, just for fun. Then I kissed my way across his chest to the other one. 

He knew what was coming this time, and it took longer before he relaxed and lost himself in the pleasure. Which just meant when I finally bit him, he screamed all that much louder. 

I couldn’t contain my grin at his little whimpers of pleasure mixing with his cries of pain. Working my way slowly down his chest, I took my time, brushing my fingers across his skin, adding a lick after my kiss, or opening my mouth wide and letting my teeth scrape him. When I bit him, his sweet cry of pain and need made me grin. I licked at the little marks left behind, pride and a deep sense of possession growing in my heart at how well he took my torture. 

I left a trail of kisses and bite marks down his chest and across his abs. As I neared his hips, the tension between us grew, his dick jumping in anticipation. When I climbed all the way onto the table, my knees on either side of his head and my damp panties hovering right above his face, he let out a deep, aching moan.

“Goddess.” 

It was just a whisper. Almost a prayer. The way some would curse... but it felt more like a kiss. It sent shivers down my spine. 

I peeked back at him. He was biting his lip, his eyes fixed on my pussy. I knew he could see how wet I was through my red silk panties. 

“Enjoying the view, pet?”

He whimpered in response. I adjusted my legs so my heels wouldn’t accidently stab him in the head, and leaned forward to plant a kiss right under his belly button. 

His hips thrust in response, his dick dripping with clear fluid, throbbing for stimulation of any kind. 

“I love your reactions.”

“I love that I make you wet.”

“I love the way you whimper and cry for me.”

“I love your smile, and that light in your eye when you hurt me.” 

“I love the way you ache for me.”

His hands strained at the cuffs, only barely brushing my ankles. “Goddess, please.” 

“Shhhh...” I leaned farther forward, spreading my legs wider to give him a better view of my pussy that he couldn’t touch. Extending my tongue, I licked him from his navel, all the way down, stopping at the base of his cock, letting my tongue come away right before I reached it. 

He groaned, his body wriggling. I chuckled and kissed his right hip, then bit him hard enough to break skin. The tiniest hint of copper and sweat flooded my mouth, and I sucked on the spot, giving him a nice mark to remember my mouth on him. 

Then I worked my way across his hips, giving him licks and bites and marking him up. When I looked back at him, tears streamed from his eyes, sweat beading on his forehead, but his face was sheer ecstasy.

“Does that hurt, pet?”

“You’re perfect, Miss.” 

“I know. But tell me it hurts.”

“It hurts so good.”

“Hm.” I bit him harder on the crest of his hip and he yelped. “Does that hurt good?” 

He nodded, so I bit him harder. His face broke into a grimace, and he shook his head. 

“Good to know.” 

Feeling particularly sadistic, I repeated the exercise, licking and kissing him until he was so sensitive, and then biting him hard enough to make him cry out and strain away from me. Right on the edge of good, and not good. Just hard enough for him to not quite love it. 

He was a speechless, shivering mess by the time I completed the circuit, and he had that sweet glazed look in his eye that told me he was delirious and unable to keep track of sensations, or make smart decisions. 

A dangerous, beautiful place to bring a submissive. 

Because at this point, Benny would literally do anything I asked. Not almost anything, but absolutely anything, because he was so lost in the scene. 

And for a split second, all I wanted to do was unstrap him, hold him in my arms, and protect him from all the horrible things that could possibly go wrong at this moment. But the more devious side of me, the side desperate to take him to the edge of both our limits and go as far as we could manage, smirked in the corner of my mind and begged me to continue. 

Yes, there were things I could ask for... but I could wait. He was worth being careful with. 

I climbed off the table. He cried out again, whispering something under his breath that I didn’t quite catch.  

“Don’t worry, pet. I’m not done with you.”  

Making my way to the other end of the table, I widened the space between his legs so I could stand between them, giving me access to his lower body. I took my crop in my hand, stroking it softly up and down his torso. Goosebumps rose on his skin, and his chest arched at the touch. 

It was a game of give and take. A hard strike on his inner thigh earned me a sharp wail of pain, but I gave him a sweet, tender kiss on the red spot in exchange. A strike above his knee forced his leg to jerk, and I squeezed his thigh to release the tension built up by the reflex. A gentle trailing of the leather tip down the bottom of his foot made him shout and squirm, and I paid him with my own laugh for his suffering. 

Things faded between us for a moment when I realized how hard he was breathing and the thought occurred to me that I should probably give him some water. I brought him a water bottle with a straw and he sucked half of it down greedily, panting in relief and letting his eyes fall closed. 

“You’re so wicked.” 

“You love it.”

“I love you.” 

I froze, unable to respond. Of course he loved me, I knew that. But he hadn’t said it, and I wasn’t sure if I wanted to say it back. 

“Please don’t say anything,” he whispered, his eyes pleading with me. “I just love you, and that’s all there is to it, okay? I can’t stop. I tried, and those were the most miserable weeks of my life.” 

I stroked his cheek and ran a finger across his lip. He let his mouth fall open, catching my finger in his mouth in a tender kiss. 

Talk about a wicked mouth. Sweet, soft, and desperate. What is that going to feel like? 

My pussy spasmed at the idea and I took a steadying breath, trying to hide my reaction, but then thought, why should I hide it? He adores me. He loves me. It would drive him mad to know he turns me on. 

“Do that again.” I bit my lip. Obediently, he opened his mouth and tenderly kissed the tip of my finger. 

I smiled and I let my eyes flutter shut as he gently nursed my fingers. Needing more, I pulled my fingers away and kissed his mouth, licking and suckling his lips like they were the sweetest treat. 

Pure lust and desire flooded my body... and the delicious cruelty at the base of my spine only heightened it. I bit his bottom lip hard, then swallowed his cry of pain. 

“Oh... we’re back to the biting?” His voice was a high-pitched whimper. 

“You’re so cute when I hurt you.” I nipped at his chin. “And these marks look so good on you.”

“I love it, Mistress... Oh, Mistress. Fuck. I missed calling you that.” 

“I missed hearing it, love.” 

I kissed him again, sucking on his soft lips and thrusting my tongue into his mouth. When I pulled away, we were both panting. 

My lips moved to his neck. I gave him a sweet kiss, then a lick, then a bite. Then I did the same on his collarbone; a kiss, a lick, a bite. 

His hands gripped the sides of the table as I moved to the center of his chest... then a little lower, then lower still. 

He was shivering and twitching by the time I reached his navel again. I looked up at him through my lashes. 

“Benny.”

“Miss—” he choked. 

“Do you still want my mouth on your cock?”

He stared at me in disbelief, and then horror, as he realized the impossible choice I’d put before him. 

To his credit, he thought about it for about four seconds before nodding. “Yes, Mistress. Please?”

“Are you aware of the consequences, pet?”

“Worth it.” 

I wonder how hard I have to bite him to get him to regret it. But I wasn’t sure I even wanted to hurt him that much. 

Keeping my eyes fixed on him, I tossed my hair over my shoulder and positioned my lips over his dick. He was straining at the collar clipped to the table, choking himself as he lifted his head so he could watch. He kept lowering his head, gasping, and lifting his head again to look up at me. I grinned as he worked himself through this a few times. Oh, you want to watch me play with your dick?

Finally he lay his head down and begged. “Please, Mistress... please? Will you?”

“Ask me to kiss it.”

“Please, Mistress, will you kiss it?”

“Ask me to lick it.” 

His cock twitched again, and I knew I was close enough to him that he could feel my breath on him. “P-please lick it, Mistress.”

“What a sweet pet... ask me to bite it.”

He hesitated only a moment, and then, very quietly, said, “Please bite my cock, Mistress.” 

“Good boy.” 

He lifted his head again right as I pressed my lips to the underside of his cock. His eyes widened and his mouth popped open, and he let out the neediest groan. 

I opened my mouth and trailed my tongue from the middle of his shaft up towards the head, stopping right as I got to that beautifully sensitive nerve. 

He wasn’t breathing as he stared at me, completely focused on my mouth on him. The tension in him shifted from pure lust to terror as I grinned, angled my head, and set my teeth on that sensitive spot under the head of his cock. I bit down. 

He jerked and shuddered, a scream ripping from his throat. His head fell back onto the table, pain and pleasure mixed with his intense arousal. 

“Now pet, I didn’t even bite you that hard,” I laughed. 

He mumbled something under his breath, but the only part I caught was “fucking gorgeous mouth.”

“Would you like another one?” I placed my finger under the head of his swollen, dripping cock and traced all the way down to his balls, gently stroking the soft skin. “Right here, maybe?”

His response was a sob, then a moment later, a nod. 

“You sure, pet? That’s probably going to hurt.”

“Please... hurt me, Goddess.” 

He couldn’t see no matter how hard he tried, so he gave up. He moaned as I brushed my lips across his balls, then licked them both softly. I lapped a little harder, flattening my tongue and dragging it up and down. 

He was enjoying it, but he was nervous. I kept teasing him, adding my fingers to the mix and stroking his perineum until he shivered... then opened my mouth wide and let my teeth rest on the left one. 

He was crying a little, his dick dribbling, and he held his breath, gritting his teeth. For some reason, the sheer acceptance of what I was about to do was a major fucking turn-on for me, and I felt my clit pulsing behind my panties, screaming for attention. I wanted to reach down and stroke myself... but I wanted his mouth more. 

Instead of biting down hard, I gave him the tiniest nibble, which still made him jerk and shout, but it wasn’t nearly as hard as he’d expected. When I pulled away and unstrapped his thighs, he let out a huge sob. 

One strap at a time I freed him. He stared at me with wonder and awe. I thumbed away his tears and kissed his cheeks. 

When I got to his collar, I decided to unclip it from the table, but leave it buckled around his neck for now. I liked the way it looked there more than I thought I would, and I tried not to think about that too much. 

I helped him sit up, gave him some water, and wrapped my arms around him, pulling him into my chest and running my fingers through his hair. He groaned and hugged me back, pressing his face into my breasts. He smiled against my skin. 

“You okay, Benny?”

“Mmm.” He kissed my breast and smiled, his eyes half-closed. “You’re so soft.” 

“You’re so good for me.” 

“Mmm.” He hugged me tighter. My heart felt light in my chest, and I couldn’t stop smiling. I coaxed his face up so I could look at him, and he rested his chin on my breastbone, staring up at me like I was the best thing he’d ever seen in his life. 

“I can’t believe you licked my dick.” 

I burst out laughing. 

“I really can’t. I didn’t think you’d ever do that.” 

“I like to surprise you.”

“Ugh.” His eyes fluttered closed and he sighed deeply. “I will never, ever be able to get that image out of my head. I’m pretty sure that’s the best thing I’ve ever seen in my life.”

“Is it?” It came out more playful than seductive. Benny opened his eyes and nodded seriously. 

“Yes Miss. I can die happy.” 

“It would be very foolish of you to die before you get your reward.” 

His eyes widened, then his forehead creased and he pulled back from me slightly. “My reward?”

“Did you forget? I told you I would reward you if you were good for me.”

“I thought... I thought that was the reward.”

“You thought me biting your dick was a reward?”

“Well, not that part—”

“If that’s what you want, I’ll gladly do it again—”

“No, Miss, thank you, but... I think the once was enough—”

“Oh so you don’t want my mouth on your dick again?”

He looked mildly panicked. Very seriously, he whispered, “That is not what I said.”

I smirked. “If you don’t want a reward, that’s fine, I guess. But I think you deserve it after all I put you through.”

He swallowed and his hands moved from the middle of my back to my waist. The strain melted away as he studied me. “You are the reward,” he whispered. “I get to see you again. Talk to you again... touch you again.” His fingers flexed subtly on my waist. 

“See, this is why you’re so dangerous, Benny. You say sweet things like that and it makes me want to take advantage of you.”

“It’s not taking advantage if it’s consensual.”

“What do you want, Benny?” I held his chin in my hands and demanded an answer. “If you could ask for anything, what would you ask for?”

Benny blushed very pink and he struggled to answer. “Well... I... really want to draw you.”

That... is the wrong answer. But I didn’t say that, because he looked so serious about it. 

“You draw me all the time.”

“Yeah, I know... but I’m always working from memory. I’d love to draw you sometime, have you model for me... if you would be comfortable with that.”

“Of course, pet. That’s really what you want?”

Please for the love of God, ask what I want you to ask. 

“Well... I mean,” he blushed again. “I don’t think you’d give me the other thing I’d really like.” 

“You don’t?”

He shook his head. 

“Tell me.”

His cheeks reddened even more, but he looked me in the eye. “I... I really want to taste you.” 

Yes. Taste me. “Just a taste, hm?” I was breathless. 

There was a light in his eye, like he realized I wasn’t completely opposed to the idea. His hands, still resting on my waist, pulled me the tiniest bit closer to him. “I want to make you come with my tongue.” 

“Do you?” I traced his soft, supple lips with my finger. “Do you want to please me, pet?” 

His cock, somewhat deflated from the gentle aftercare, immediately stood to attention. He opened his mouth for my fingers and kissed them. “Yes, Miss. Please? For my reward, can I make you come?” His lips moved from my fingers to my wrist, kissing up my arm. “Please, Miss? Can I?”

A sudden bright burst of fear nearly knocked me out of my headspace. This was something I’d never done with a sub before. I fucked them, they didn’t fuck me. 

Do I really want this? I could backtrack and hold it over his head, keep him craving my pussy as something he hadn’t quite earned yet... but even through that blaring voice of fear, there was still that pulsing need in my pussy, my clit aching for the soft touch of his tongue. 

It’s Benny. I have nothing to be afraid of. If I was even slightly dissatisfied, he would be the one to suffer, not me. He wasn’t going to do anything I didn’t consent to. He wasn’t going to take advantage of me, or tease me, or hurt me. Not because he couldn’t... but because he didn’t want to. 

Benny’s lips moved from my arm to the center of my torso, and he kissed me lower with each brush of his mouth. His fingers traced the waistband of my panties, waiting for me to give him an answer, not daring to slide his fingers under the fabric without my consent. 

I took hold of the collar around his neck and gripped it firmly in my fingers. Yes, I think I like having him wear one of these. I might never take it off him. 

I held the collar firmly as I stepped back, guiding him to follow me to the couch. He nearly tripped over his feet as he followed, his eyes as big as saucers.

I settled myself on the couch and he knelt at my feet without being asked, eager to be ready for me. Kicking off my heels, I placed my feet up on the couch and exposed myself to him. He stared at my pussy for a long moment, then tore his eyes away from my sex and met my eye. We were very much in the same position from the day he watched me play with my toy almost a year ago. 

Benny sank his teeth into his bottom lip, his eyes darkening with desire. He swallowed, kept my gaze, and moved his hands to my ankles, and I knew he was remembering that day. 

Before I could say a word, he lowered his lips to the top of my foot, inhaling deeply and letting out a shuddering breath. He smiled as he moved his mouth to the back of my ankle. 

“I love this spot.” 

“Why?” 

“You have a little freckle here.” He kissed the spot again. “Feels like a secret.” 

“I don’t like to be teased, pet.”

“I would never dream of teasing you, Goddess.” There was a subtle smirk on his lips. 

Before I could say anything else, he lifted my ankles from the couch and straightened my legs, bringing them together. He kissed me from the backs of my ankles, up my calves, and then very gently, pressed his lips into the backs of my knees. 

An intense wave of need ran straight down from the base of my neck to my pussy, pressure building below my belly, and I fought the urge to groan. His lips were so soft and gentle, his grip on my calves was confident.

“Why are you so beautiful,” he whispered against that sensitive spot that he wasn’t supposed to know about. “I can’t believe you let me touch you like this. My holy Goddess... my wicked Queen.” He opened his mouth in a silent gasp and trailed his mouth up and down the divot behind my left knee. He licked the spot tenderly, then spread my legs open and placed them back on the couch. 

He moved closer, his eyes on my pussy, but placed his lips on my inner thighs. 

“Benny.”

His fingers tightened around my ankles and he nibbled higher up on my thigh. 

“Benny, take my panties off. Now.”

Like the sweet, obedient boy he was, his hands immediately went to my hips and slid my panties down my legs. He pulled them all the way off and set them aside, still staring at my pussy and nibbling up my thigh. 

“Are you stalling?” 

“Um...” 

Something clicked in my head and I realized he looked nervous. I stroked his hair and cupped his chin. 

“I just really don’t want to let you down.” 

I melted a little. 

“It’s just... I’ve been dreaming of this moment for a long time and I don’t want to disappoint you.” 

“Let me tell you a secret.”

“Yes Miss?” 

“Come here.” I hooked my finger in the air and he edged closer to me. His cheeks were flushed and his eyes full of need as he took me in. I gripped that cute puppy collar around his neck and pulled him right up to my face. 

Catching his lips with my mouth, I gave him the tiniest little kiss. “I’ve been dreaming of this moment for a long time, too.”

“Miss...” He kissed me more fervently, a little braver with his lips. 

“Mmm... just like that... now use your tongue. Show me, pet. Show me how you’ll eat my pussy.” 

Groaning into my mouth, he slid his tongue along my bottom lip, suckling it before slithering his tongue inside. His tongue prodded against mine, his breath hot and his mouth needy. 

“Mmm... gentle...” I whispered, and he softened his kiss even more, moving slowly and stroking his tongue against the roof of my mouth. 

“Ahh... Yes, good boy...” I gripped the collar on his neck and pulled him away from my mouth and whispered, “Now eat my pussy just like that.” With that, I threaded my fingers into his hair and pushed his head down. He opened his mouth and lifted his chin to consume me. 

At his touch, I felt myself clench. His mouth was hot and soft, and he moaned when he got a mouthful of me. My eyes rolled back as he moved his head closer and pushed his tongue inside, flicking and slurping like he was savoring my cum. Flattening his tongue, he dragged it up from the bottom of my pussy to the tip, nibbling at my clit for a moment and swirling his tongue over it. 

I clenched my teeth and sucked in a breath to steady myself. His soft, sweet mouth and his hot tongue were driving me towards the edge of an orgasm far faster than I expected. 

“Oh... Goddess... fuck,” he murmured against my pussy. I felt his hands slide from my calves to rest under my bottom, and he squeezed slightly and moaned into me. 

I swallowed a curse and tried to breathe. Damn, he looks so good between my legs. 

“You taste so good.” He sucked on the lips of my pussy and used his thumbs to spread my cheeks slightly, lowering his face and giving me a hard long lick all the way up. His lips wrapped around my clit and he sucked softly, little pulsing sucks driving me to the brink. 

“Fuck,” I cursed, pulling him closer to me. “Don’t stop—”

“Mmm—”

“Touch me... finger me...” 

I gasped as he gently brushed his fingers over the opening of my pussy, prodding gently. He sucked harder on my clit, rubbing his tongue against it. His fingers finally slid past the opening of my sex and curled up against my inner walls, finding my g-spot a moment later. 

The tension inside me burst and I exploded, gasping for air and gripping his hair tighter as I came. Brightness burst behind my eyes and my body shook violently, quivering from relief. His sweet mouth still worked at my pussy, lapping up my cum hungrily. 

“Jesus Christ.” I found myself covering my eyes with my other hand. 

“Goddess. You’re amazing.” 

I let my hand fall away from my face, a little embarrassed. “I meant to make you work for that.” 

He chuckled against my pussy, looking up at me through long lashes and hooded eyes. “I’ll happily work for the next one.” 

“Go on then, puppy.” I tightened my hand in his hair. “Give me another one. You have ten minutes.”

He did it in six.
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“What are you doing?”

“Kissing your neck... is that okay?”

“Yes. I like that.”

“I like it too. You’re gorgeous.”

“You’re sweet... that feels good.”

“Goddess.”

“Why do you call me that?” 

“Do you not want me to call you that?” 

“I didn’t say that.” 

“I can’t help but worship you.”

“I feel like I don’t deserve it.”

“Let me prove that you do.” 

“...What are you doing?”

“You showed me your back... I’m making good on my promise.”  
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–Sunday night–


Goddess: Benny...

Benny: Yes, Goddess?

Goddess: Where are my panties? 

Benny: Uh... hm... did you check under the couch in the dungeon? 

Goddess: I did. 

Benny: Huh. Weird. 

Benny: Maybe they’re between the couch cushions?

Goddess: ... 

Goddess: One. 

Benny: Shit. 

Goddess: Two. 

Benny: You didn’t say I COULDN’T take them. 

Goddess: Three... 

Benny: Fine, they’re in my pillowcase. 

Goddess: You nasty little fuck. 

Benny: You don’t understand how good your pussy smells. 

Goddess: Three days. No orgasms. No touching. 

Benny: Not even edging? 

Goddess: Nope. Not a single touch. Wash with a bar of soap and water, no hands. 

Goddess: Enjoy those panties in your pillowcase. 

Benny: I love being the subject of your creativity. 

Goddess: ... 

Goddess: ... 

Goddess: I think my heart just stopped. That’s the sweetest thing anyone has ever said to me. 

Goddess: Do you really want me to model for you? 

Benny: Desperately. 

Goddess: What do you want to draw? How do you want me to model? 

Benny: I don’t know yet. Maybe a portrait, because they’re so hard to do from memory... having you in front of me would be really helpful. 

Goddess: You’ve been doing a pretty good job of my face, I think. 

Benny: I stalk your socials. 

Goddess: Well I knew that. 


–Monday night–


Benny: I keep staring at my dick and realizing I’m not supposed to touch it, but it’s so hard, and it’s right there... 

Benny: This is harder than wearing the cage!

Benny: I’m laying here with the scent of your sweet cum in my nose, knowing you’re probably getting railed into next week by someone else, and I’m laying here unable to touch my dick, simply because you told me not to. If you doubted, even just a little, how obsessed I am with you? I hope this clears it up. 

Benny: When can I see you again? 

Goddess: Sweet pet... be careful saying things like that. You’ll find yourself mindfucked into a very subby headspace. 

Benny: What’s a mindfuck?

Goddess: Think of it as consensual gaslighting. Mental manipulation that would make you think and feel a certain way 

Benny: I would let you do that to me. I trust you. 

Goddess: It’s a slippery slope. We need to discuss it more. 

Benny: Is it like the way you mindfucked everyone at the play party? When you wiped that dildo clean?

Goddess: You caught onto that??

Benny: Some guy pointed it out. 

Goddess: Probably Jackson. Was he wearing flannel? 

Benny: Yep. 

Goddess: I could mindfuck you into not wanting to orgasm. I could mindfuck you into hating the idea of coming. I could mindfuck you into preferring my orgasms over your own. So if you keep telling me about how badly you want my pleasure, and how much you miss that cage, be careful, because you might just get what you wish for. 

Benny: You scare the shit out of me. 

Goddess: Good

Benny: I like it. 

Goddess: You little shit, I’m trying to be nice to you! 


–Tuesday night–


Benny: Thinking about you, like I have all day... I know you have a date tonight, hope it’s going well. 

Goddess: It was fantastic. Michael is my favorite lover, and he always makes me come so hard that I see God. 

Goddess: Jesus. Sorry. Michael stole my phone while I was in the bathroom. Because he’s a FUCKING ASSHOLE. 

Benny: HAHAHAHA 

Goddess: I know he told you where to kiss me on my legs. 

Benny: You should have seen the look of bliss cross your face when I licked you there. I thought I was going to come just from watching you. I can’t wait to do it again. 

Benny: Goddess, my dick is twitching just thinking about it. 

Benny: I hope you’re enjoying your date. 

Goddess: I am now. I’ve managed to get him tied up and gagged. He’s so pissed. No pussy for him! 

Benny: Will you tell me what you’re going to do to him? 

Goddess: He’s convinced he has a perfect dick. So I’m going to make him wear a strap and ride that instead. 

Benny: Holy fuck that’s hot. 

Goddess: You like that idea, pet? You want to watch me ride a toy strapped to your hips while your needy little dick is locked up in my cage? 

Benny: Yes please. Fuck, that sounds amazing. 

Benny: I can’t even explain why I want that so much. 

Goddess: Because you love being at my mercy. 

Benny: Goddess, YES. 

Benny: Can I edge for you?

Goddess: Absolutely not. You keep those hands to yourself. That dick is mine. Your pleasure is mine. Your orgasms are mine. Your cum is mine. 

Goddess: You are mine. 

Goddess: This feels so fucking good. 

Goddess: I’m going to do this to you one day. 

Benny: Do you mean it? 

Goddess: You bet your ass I mean it. I’m going to make you fuck me with a strap, too. See how long you can last before you ruin. 

Benny: That’s hot as hell, but it’s not what I meant

Benny: Did you really mean it when you said that I’m yours? 
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The message sat there unanswered, mocking me. There were a million reasons why she might not respond. Maybe she was coming all over her lover. Maybe he’d gotten free of his bonds and tackled her to the ground. Maybe she was enjoying making me sit here and suffer, waiting for her answer. 

I was lying in bed, holding my phone close to my face with both hands so as to keep them off my own dick. I’d long since removed my boxers because it was too tempting to thrust against them. I could have argued that she said not to touch, but she hadn’t said not to fuck my pillow. But I knew she wanted me to remain chaste, and that meant no orgasms. 

I reread her messages. 


Goddess: Absolutely not. You keep those hands to yourself. That dick is mine. Your pleasure is mine. Your orgasms are mine. Your cum is mine. 

Goddess: You are mine. 


I want to be hers. The idea of that woman owning me? To be completely at her mercy and free to love her with all my heart? It was terrifying, but so tempting. 

There was a part of me that still guarded myself emotionally, because I knew I was still just her pet. She had other people in her life who satisfied those needs that I couldn’t fill. And that was fine. I was just glad to have some part in pleasing her. 

But to belong to her... something about that appealed to me. The idea of being owned felt so safe, so... protected. 

Like that day at the play party when she’d locked me in that dog crate, not to keep me out of trouble, but to protect me, and claim ownership over me while she was otherwise engaged.

I want that again. 

My phone screen lit up and her name appeared. Instantly, I felt like an imposter, or an inconvenience. She was with someone else, enjoying her evening, and she stopped to call me. 

“H-hello?” 

I heard muffled sounds in the background, like someone was trying to talk but couldn’t. Her voice distracted me from the muffled complaints. 

“Pet.” She was breathless. 

My heart jumped in my chest. “Yes, Mistress?”

“Did you misunderstand my last message?”

“Uh... well...” 

“Let me make myself perfectly clear. You are mine, and you’ll always be mine. I’m going to make sure of it.”

Tears sprung to my eyes and I lay my head back on the pillow, basking in the glory of her actually wanting me. “Thank you, Goddess.” I could barely whisper the words. 

“You know what your life is like without me, don’t you? Do you want to go back there?”

“No. Never, Goddess.”

“Then you’re going to be a good little pet for me and make me happy, aren’t you?” Her voice dropped to that sweet, luscious, dangerous tone that told me she was about to demand something of me. My heart raced in excitement as I waited for her command. 

“Please let me make you happy.”

“You can come to the dungeon on Friday. I’ll text you a time.”

“Thank you, Miss.”

She let out a shaky breath, and in the background of the call, I heard more muffled shouting. 

“Shut up, Michael. You’re such a sore loser.” Another sound joined the cacophony – a buzzing noise. 

“Oh my god, are you—”

“What are you doing right now, Benny?” 

“Laying in bed, smelling your panties and trying not to touch myself.” 

“I loved watching you fuck my bra the other day,” she said. “It was so cute.” 

She let out a shaky breath, and then a groan, and I bit my lip to swallow my own moan. I pressed the phone harder against my ear, as if that would help me hear her better.  

“Tell you what, pet. Why don’t you do something for me?”

“Yes, Miss?”

“Take my panties out of your pillowcase. Drape them over your dick.” 

“Oh, Goddess, please don’t make me do that.”

“You will absolutely do it,” she snapped. “Do it now and send me a picture.” 

I shivered at her tone and did as she asked, taking a quick photo and texting it to her. The sounds of sex on the end of the line got louder. 

“How cute.” She sounded like she was trying to mock me, but she was too breathless to do so. “Does it feel good, pet?”

“Yes, Goddess.”

“Do you like my cum all over your dick?”

“Oh shit.”

“Lay still and close your eyes. Don’t move a muscle.”

I had to focus on breathing and force myself to stay still while I listened to her get off. My dick twitched of its own accord. The feeling of her silky panties on my skin sent hot ripples of pleasure down my spine, and made my balls ache. Listening to the muffled sounds of her getting herself off made me imagine it was me tied down to the bed and she was riding my cock. I imagined the look on her face if she sank down onto me, and how wet and hot she would feel squeezing me—

She took a deep breath, and I knew she was about to come. A low, shuddering moan escaped her mouth and I imagined her face as she fell over that crest. I cursed and bolted up in bed, pulling her panties off my dick, digging my fingernails into my thighs to try to stop the overwhelming urge to orgasm, but it was too late. Her panties were saved from my cum, but my dick twitched and my balls tightened, forcing the cum out and leaving me still aching and unsatisfied. 

Holy fuck. I ruined without her even touching me. 

I heard her chuckle on the other end of the phone. “Did you come, pet?”

“Um,” I mumbled. “I ruined, Goddess.”

“Poor thing. Guess you won’t enjoy Friday as much as I will.”  

I fell back against my bed and tucked her panties back into my pillowcase. “You are so wicked.”

“You love it.”

“I love you.” 

She made a pleased, happy sigh, and I could imagine her eyes softening and her beautiful smile breaking across her lips. “I know you do.” 

Why does she have to be so perfect that she completely fucking owns me with nothing more than the sound of her laugh? 

“I’ll see you soon. I have to untie Michael and then run as fast as I can to get in my car before he catches me. I’ll text you later.” 

She hung up while I was still laughing, wondering how that was going to pan out for her. I didn’t know Michael very well, but I had a feeling he wasn’t going to let her go without a fight. 

Good, I thought. She deserves every single person who loves her to fight for her. 

A few minutes later, my phone buzzed. 


Goddess: Does your dick still ache for me?

Benny: You’re doing that on purpose! How am I going to settle down now?

Goddess: ...

Goddess: ... 



Her message bubble went up and down like she was debating what to say, fighting with herself over sending it. Finally I got a message. 


Goddess: Imagine me locking you up... wouldn’t that be nice? 



I swallowed as I read and re-read the message. She was going to do it. She was going to mess with my thoughts, and own my mind as much as she owned the rest of me. The feeling of absolute bliss and safety spread through me. 


Benny: Yes, Goddess. I would love that. Please will you? 

Goddess: You’ll have to earn it. It won’t be easy.

Benny: I don’t need it to be easy. I need it to please you.

Goddess: Does the idea of being locked up for me turn you on?

Benny: No... it makes me feel safe. 

Goddess: You are safe with me. Sleep well, dearest pet. 



It was hard to settle down with her panties in my pillow and my dick screaming at me for attention, but I closed my eyes and imagined her shoving that tight, uncomfortable metal cage onto my cock and locking me up, free from stimulation, free from the option to fuck my mattress... free from the possibility of failing her. 

That was a freedom I’d gladly take. 
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Reuben stared at the twelve pieces I’d brought into his home office, his huge hand cupping his chin. His sleeves were rolled up today, and I could see subtle scars, cuts, and burn marks on his arms from hours spent in the kitchen. His thick eyebrows were lowered over his eyes, and he stared at the charcoal drawings with careful consideration, not moving a muscle. 

Under his desk, Robin sat on a pillow, braiding a doll’s hair. Silently, she crept out from under the desk and held up the doll towards Reuben. 

He glanced down at her, gave her a small smile and a wink, and looked back at the drawings. Robin beamed at his approval and crawled back under the desk. 

“I love them all,” he said. “And I want these two... and that one,” he pointed to another. “But I really, really like the style of this.” 

He nodded to a gesture drawing, something I’d just recently started experimenting with. It was made up of three loose, graceful strokes on the paper, creating the illusion of a glass of wine without including any detail. 

“Honestly that was an experiment. I just brought it over to see if you liked the style.”

“I love the style. It feels like...” He stared at it a moment longer, and finally said, “It reminds me of a bundle of rope that falls on the ground and is beautiful just the way it is. Casual. Accidental beauty. I think that’s the style of art I want in The Lounge.” 

“I can certainly try a few more things in that style, but it’ll take some time.” Reuben had specifically asked me to do some custom art for a new restaurant he was opening, and he wanted some decorations for The Lounge as well. 

“Take all the time you need. Shoot for ten pieces all together. I’ll want one for each private room, a few behind the bar, and a few around the main area.”

“You got it, Boss.” 

“What will you do with the others,” he asked as I started rolling up the art and separating them by the ones he’d chosen, and the ones I would take home.

“I’ll photograph them, post them online, and then send a few off for prints... the prints make me more money than the originals, because I can sell multiple copies. Thank you again, for hooking me up with that printer.”

“Not a problem.” His phone buzzed on his desk and he glanced at it, concern covering his already permanently irritated face. “Have to take this. Megan will see you out.” 

He turned and flipped open his cell phone, which looked comical against his huge face. Turning back to his desk, he sat down in his chair, extending his hand for the woman in pink under his desk. 

She crawled to him, her doll forgotten, and pressed her cheek into his fingers like a cautious animal seeking affection. He stroked her hair and her cheek, petting her absentmindedly while he talked about profit margins and some shareholder who was making his life miserable. The woman’s eyes flashed to mine for a moment, and her expression made my throat close up. She seemed so grateful, like she was silently shouting for joy at the feeling of his touch. It made me think about how happy I felt when Becca smiled at me. 

I left the three tubes he wanted and took the others, attempting to close his office door behind me with my foot and nearly tripping. Megan saw me struggling and took care of the door, and offered to help me bring out the drawings he decided against. 

“How’s everything going,” she asked me. 

“Not too bad, actually.” 

She laughed. “You sound surprised.” 

I debated how to phrase what I was thinking. “You ever look back on your life and remember how miserable you were? And wonder what would have happened if you hadn’t escaped it?” 

Her face softened. “Yeah.” Her eyes went back to the house behind us. “I know that feeling.” 

“I have to go...” I made an excuse to escape the sudden emotional overload. “I’m already in trouble and I don’t want to be late on top of it.” 

She laughed, blushing slightly. “Good luck. See you next Saturday?” She had a knowing smile on her face, like we shared some secret. 

“What’s next Saturday?” 

She opened her mouth, closed it again, and then pursed her lips hard like she was trying not to say something. She looked very, very guilty. She backed away from me towards the house. 

“Megan. What’s next Saturday?”

“Uh... I thought... you were doing something next Saturday?” She looked like she was scrambling for something to say. 

“You’re a bad liar, Megan.” I shut the car door and took a few steps after her. She nearly turned and ran for the door. 

“Megan! What’s next Saturday!” 

Reuben appeared in the doorway. “You two are taking a long time putting some cardboard tubes in a car... what’s wrong with you?” He raised an eyebrow at his extremely guilty looking submissive. His voice changed to something very sinister, and he spoke so low it was almost a growl. “What have you done?” 

“Uh.”

“What’s next Saturday?” I asked. 

Reuben thought for a moment, trying to figure out what I was talking about. “The... eighteenth?”

“Megan seems to think I’m doing something next Saturday.”

“Oh... Catering event downtown, an art opening. I thought you were working the event.” 

“No... She asked me to take her out that evening. I got Jenny to cover it.” 

“Ah. That is a good reason not to work the event.”

“No kidding. What kind of art opening?”

“Some new gallery, featuring some pretty big names. Hutchings, or something?”

“Jeremy Hutchins? Wow, yeah he is big. I’ll have to go by there some other time.” 

“Well, we were planning to go, and Megan was looking forward to seeing you, that’s all.” 

“If you miss me so much, Megan, you can call me.” I gave her a grin. She covered her face in both of her hands. 

“See you later, Benny. You’ll have to excuse me... This one is in desperate need of attention.” He gently put his hand on Megan’s shoulder. It looked less like comfort, and more like a threat. I waved and got out of there as quickly as possible. 
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I made it home for a quick shower, then got to the dungeon with five minutes to spare. I paced outside her door, awkwardly ignoring eye contact with Annette and hoping to hell my Goddess would choose to be gracious today.  

But I loved her torture. Whatever she had in mind for me today, I knew it would be humiliating and delicious at the same time. 

Why she ever took me back I’ll never understand. She was someone I could be proud of, but I wasn’t anyone worthy to stand beside. Not like I was a bad guy, I was just... underwhelming. Especially compared to her. 

That was the headspace she found me in when she opened the door to her dungeon. Her smile faltered for a moment when she saw me. 

“My darling pet. What on earth is the matter?”

I shook my head and opened my mouth to claim it was nothing, but couldn’t. Because it wasn’t nothing. And I’d said ‘nothing’ before, and look where that got us. Me shut out, and her hurt, and both of us missing each other. 

“Can I hug you?” 

She opened her arms, and I went to her gratefully. 

That beautiful, sensual scent of her skin surrounded me. My body molded against her perfect figure, all plush curves and soft skin and pure strength. I hugged her, burying my face in her neck before moving to my knees, craving the feeling of being at her feet.

But as I moved to the ground, she caught my shirt and pulled me back up. “What’s the matter, Benny?”

“Just stupid little things.” I felt dumb explaining everything. The emotions of the day were heavy in my heart; Megan having someone at home with her who loved her, Reuben and that sweet little girl, and an art opening for a friend of mine whose level of popularity I would never achieve. 

“Come into my lair of doom and we can talk about it.” She kissed me on the cheek and dragged me forward. The door behind me closed with a thud and a click, and the sound sent little goosebumps across my shoulders. No matter what, she always made me feel safe here... vulnerable, but safe within that vulnerability. 

I lay on the couch, my head in her lap, and she stroked my hair and pet me gently while I told her everything that happened today, and how I’d gone from excited to emotionally shot in a few minutes of reflection. 

“You know Benny, you are someone I can be proud of. You’ve done a lot of growing and personal work on yourself over the past year. You’re flourishing. You picked up your art again, you’re building a good savings account, and you’re making friends. I’m very proud of you.” 

“Thank you. I guess my life just feels so small and... meaningless sometimes. Not that it’s not worth living, just that none of it really matters in the long run.”

“Is it meaningless to the people whose lives are made better by working with you, or who buy prints of your art because it inspires them?”

“No, I guess it’s not.” 

She leaned down for just a moment and kissed my forehead. “And you feel jealous of Megan?” 

“It’s not that I’m jealous of her dynamic... but the idea of having someone to come home to is really attractive. I know we’re not like that, and that’s okay. So if I really wanted to pursue that, I’d have to find someone else. And I don’t really like that idea.”

“Why?”

I hesitated too long in my answer. She pinched the back of my arm and I yelped. “Because I don’t want anything to get in the way of us,” I snapped, harsher than I meant to. 

I felt her smile before I even heard her voice. “You poor thing. You’re worried that someone is going to replace me in your heart? That you’ll find some other partner who will satisfy all your needs and you won’t want me anymore?”

I recognized the tone she was using. She was doing that thing where she manipulated my mind to think the way she wanted me to. And I was happy to let her do it, because I desperately wanted to be at her mercy. 

“It’s a terrible fear, Goddess.” 

“I won’t let it happen. I’m far too attached to you.”

Her words were like a balm to a burn. I buried my face into her thighs. The idea of this woman, this Goddess, fighting to maintain my affection... it was too overwhelming to bear. 

“Are you so lonely pet? That you crave another partner to keep you warm at night?”

I hated to admit it, but it was true. I nodded silently. It wasn’t all the time, and it wasn’t a deep need or a craving I couldn’t ignore. But sometimes, the desire popped up. And it had started coming up more and more often. “Sometimes.” 

“I’m so proud of you.” She stroked my hair again, and I melted under her praise. 

After a few minutes, I managed to gain some level of composure and sit up. She kept a small fridge of water bottles near the couch and I took one, trying to even out my emotions a little. 

She cocked her head at me. “What ever happened to that cute girl you were talking to? You told me about her. Kaitlin?”

“Oh. Katie. She was sweet, but I broke things off with her. I couldn’t see us working out like that. She’s a get-married-and-have-babies kind of girl.” 

“You don’t want that?”

I shrugged. “Not right now. Not anytime soon. Maybe one day.” 

“What did you like about her?”

“Our relationship felt... Comfortable? Is that a thing? Like, a person I could relate to, have fun with, who was also cute and fun to kiss, but nothing was going to come of it.”

She smiled. “I think I get that. Someone you want to play with, but not necessarily have a romantic relationship with.”

“Friends with benefits? But friends first.”

“Right. Michael and I are like that.”

“So... I need a Michael.” 

She laughed. It made my heart skip a beat and I looked up at her. “Watch out for those... they get needy.” Her eyes glittered. “I love him to death, I really do. But he’s so bossy.” 

“Tell me more about you guys? And... will you tell me more about your Master?”

She smiled at me and ran her fingers through my hair again, looking up across the room as if remembering something. 

“The first time I met Michael Black, I ran from the room. Reuben had to chase me down and drag me back into the house.”

“Why?”

“Because he was handsome.”

“I don’t think I understand.”

“Most of my abusers were rich, powerful, handsome men. The ugly ones had to work for what they wanted. The handsome ones? They got what they wanted with a wink and a smile. I think it’s why I was never afraid of Reuben. Or Jack, for that matter.”

“Jack Bowman?”

“Yes.”

“Yeah... I wouldn’t call him attractive.” 

She flicked my ear like I’d said something offensive, then continued. “Michael is good looking, and he knows it. When we first met, I was three months out of sex trafficking, still recovering from a heroin addiction, and still convinced I was going to wake up to find somebody balls deep inside me without my consent. And the first thing Michael did? He looked at me and smiled like he wanted to eat me.”

“I can only imagine that scared the fuck out of you.”

“Like I said. Reuben had to chase me down and almost carry me back into the house. It took a solid year before I could be near him without panicking. But he always respected me, and that went a long way. We have very specific limits, and I know beyond a shadow of a doubt he would never cross them.” 

She stroked my hair again and I kissed her thighs through her stockings. The texture was strange on my lips, but I indulged in the sensation. “I like hearing about your other partners.”

“Do you?”

“I like knowing they make you happy.”

She leaned forward and kissed my forehead.

“What about your Master?” 

“Jeff didn’t scare me as much, because he was missing a leg and confined to a wheelchair. But more than that, I could tell he was hurt, lonely, desperate for someone to relate to. And in the state I was in, I needed someone to relate to as well. He didn’t see me as a submissive, and he never considered me a victim. 

“In fact,” she added, “He regularly reminds me I am not very submissive. I think he gets off on the fact that I’m not, but submit to him anyway.”

“Why do you submit to him?”

“Why do you submit to me?”

“Because I respect, love, and adore you,” I answered without hesitation. 

“Well, there you go.” 

“Thank you,” I whispered. “For always hearing me out. For always being here for me.”

“Have I told you recently that you’re my favorite toy?”

“Oh... Goddess. I love being yours.” 

We were both quiet for a moment, then she said, “Benny, I’m trying to take this slow but you’re making it very difficult.” 

“Sorry, Goddess.”

She pulled me up by the collar of my shirt and held me close to her lips. “Oh, I’ll make you sorry. Now take your clothes off so I can play with you.”
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“You naughty boy.” 

I was cuffed to the ceiling again. Nothing to hold onto, only the heavy leather cuffs around my wrists, and that sleek black collar around my neck. She stood behind me out of my view, which I think she liked to do to psych me out and make me even more anxious than I already was... and it was working. 

“You’re going to be punished for that ruined orgasm you had on Tuesday night, there’s no question about that. But if you’re a good boy and you get through it... I’ll give you something nice to make up for it.”

Please let it be your pussy... “Yes, Miss.”

From behind me, she appeared with a cane, shorter than the one she’d used on me before, and thinner. Something told me it would hurt even more. 

Great. 

She smiled mischievously at my look of despair and stroked my cheek. “Oh, I know, puppy. It’s scary, isn’t it? But it’ll only be three.” Her finger trailed down my chest, past my hips, and down the top of my dick, tapping the tip playfully and then cupping it in her hands. 

Wait a second... would she really... 

Of course she would. 

She lifted the cane and placed it against my cock, tapping it lightly as if to decide where on my dick she was going to hurt me. I was sweating now, knowing this was probably going to be so much worse than anything she’d ever done, and was going to hurt like shit. I couldn’t quite catch my breath from the fear. 

“Scared, pet?’

“Miss... please? Does it have to be there?” My dick was softening slightly, as if it were shrinking to protect itself. 

She tapped the cane against my shaft again. “It doesn’t have to be... but I thought it would be fun.”

“I don’t know if fun is the word I would use.” My voice was way too high and I was fighting the urge to pee. Maybe I should safeword and renegotiate this punishment. 

She laughed and cocked her head at me. “Okay... how about this. Three here...” she tapped my dick again and I jerked. “Or thirty everywhere else.” 

I swallowed hard. Thirty was a lot. I tried to think back to the last time I took the cane, and wondered if I could handle that. 

But three on my dick would probably be just as bad. Was that even safe? I mean, the thing could break, right? 

While I tried to get my head around the choice, she fondled my balls and gave me a few slow pumps, forcing blood back into it and making me hard again.

“I’ll even throw in a bonus... I’ll let you wear the cage during your punishment so your dick is protected. Would you like that?” She moved her hand slightly on my cock so her fingers brushed against me just the right way, sending shivers down my spine. “Would you like to wear that cage for your punishment today?” 

I knew what she was doing... and yet I wanted the mind game just as much as I wanted to please her. “Yes, Miss. Please let me wear it.” 

“Would that make you feel safer?”

“Yes!” 

She bent down and planted a kiss right on the top of the head, leaving a dark red mark from the lipstick she must have recently reapplied. She left me there, hanging from the ceiling and staring at that mark on my dick, relishing the sight and the brief sensation of her lips on me. 

Returning a moment later, she pushed my balls through the metal ring and worked me into the cage. It pinched and hurt, since she’d purposefully gotten me hard before putting it on, but I took it gladly, clenching my teeth. When she finally got it on and the lock clicked shut, I swear I felt a burst of relief through me. 

“Now... let’s do something about those thirty strikes. I think this cane may be a bad option for that many, and I don’t want to send you home bleeding. So I think I’ll use a paddle instead.” 

She’s so good to me. 

She chose a paddle from her collection, a narrow one with holes drilled through it. Striking her open palm once, she tested the weight, and then smiled up at me. 

Turns out, paddles are just as bad as canes, if wielded by a vengeful Goddess. When she finally hit thirty, I was sobbing, tears and sweat dripping down my body, my muscles shaking from exertion. My ass was on fire, and the backs of my thighs throbbed with my racing heart. She’d thrown in a few crop marks on my back and chest just for fun.

But I felt like I was flying. Like I could breathe for the first time in weeks. Because the way she grinned and smiled at me, the way her eyes lit up when she struck me, and the sound of her laughter, were precious. My cock was still safe in her cage, her lipstick staining the head like a brand. She was all I could see, all I could focus on. And the brightness of the pain she gave me just made her bigger, brighter, and more beautiful than ever.  

I melted deeper into the pain, finally understanding what she meant all those months ago when she told me to relish it. It wasn’t the pain I relished, not really. It was her, and her pleasure in sharing it with me that I savored. It was the flash of her eyes and the glint of light on her luscious lips, and the sweet sound of her laughter that dragged me down into heaven. 
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“You okay?”

“Ugh. I feel like I got run over by a truck.” 

“That was just me.” I could hear the smile in her voice. 

“You are so scary.” 

She laughed. “You are so sweet.” 

We sat on the couch together, her arms around me playing with my hair just the way I loved, and my face pressed into her neck. I never wanted to move. 

“I can’t believe you almost caned my dick.” 

She chuckled. “I would never have done that.” 

I sat up and looked at her in disbelief. 

“Benny. That would have been so incredibly painful, and so damaging to your poor body.” She leaned in and gave me a quick peck on the corner of my mouth. “But it was fun as hell to watch you squirm there for a minute.” Her eyes sparkled with that evil mischief. 

I was left speechless, gaping like a fish. She laughed again and then climbed up and straddled me... like she had the last time she’d deviously tricked me into something. 

My hands went to her waist and I pulled her closer against me. The only thing keeping us apart was her skirt, and the cage. I shivered at the knowledge of how close we were. What did she have under her skirt today? Panties? Just stockings? Something even dirtier? 

My dick ached in the cage, and it felt like heaven.

“Poor thing,” she whispered, looking down at my straining cock. “Should I get off you?”

“No Goddess, please stay... can I kiss you?” 

“You may.” 

I leaned in and took her mouth gently, barely holding myself back from ravishing her the way I wanted to. She kissed me back with passion, her fingers working through my hair and her hips rocking into me. She nipped at my lip and sucked on it, then slid her tongue into my mouth and rubbed it against mine, making my stomach clench. 

“You have the best mouth.” She dragged her tongue across my bottom lip, pulling away just far enough that I couldn’t reciprocate, then leaning in and taking over our kiss again. Readjusting her skirt, she pushed herself tighter against me. I could feel the warmth of her pussy and the strange texture of her stockings against my hips, and I shivered at the knowledge that we were so close together, protected only by a pair of tights and the cage. 

“I wish I could feel you,” I whispered into her mouth. “I wish I could feel your perfect pussy.” 

“Oh yeah?” Her lips moved to my neck and she nibbled her way up to my ear. “Beg me.” 

“Please, Goddess. Please can I have your pussy? Let me taste you? Let me touch you? Let me make you come?”

“You want to make me come?”

“Yes!” 

“Help me take these off.” 

My hands shook as I helped her unzip her pretty skirt, then struggled to get my fingers under the tight waistband of the stockings. I tugged on them while she sat up on her knees, wiggling and shifting to help me get them off. She giggled as I struggled to remove them. The wretched things left a red mark around her waist, and when I finally got them off her, I tossed them aside, stroking her soft skin and kissing at the marks left behind. 

She grabbed my wrists and pinned them back to the couch, pushing me away from her as she did so. I let her hold me there, control me, use me, watching in astonishment as she adjusted her legs and settled her pussy right down on my caged, aching cock. 

Warm wetness seeped through the bars of the cage and it was all I could do not to come right then and there. I didn’t know where to look – her pussy rubbing against the cage, or her face as it relaxed into pleasure. She bit the corner of her lip and groaned, her eyelids fluttering as she rocked her hips into me. 

“Oh Goddess...

“Don’t come.”

“Yes—”

“You better not—”

“I won’t! Please don’t stop... yes, fuck me,” I whispered. 

She paused over me, panting, her hot wet pussy still pressed against my caged cock. I wanted to weep because I knew I’d never get to feel myself buried in her delicious warmth... but I knew I’d never be able to resist wishing for it either. 

“You want me to fuck you?” She leaned in, speaking right in my face, pinning me tighter against the couch. 

I held her eye. “Yes, Goddess, please...” 

“Are you sure?”

I kissed her in response, begging her with my lips and my mouth. I knew she would never let my cock inside her like that, because she’d told me that was the one thing she’d never do. 

But that wasn’t what I’d asked for. 

Against her lips, I whispered, “Please fuck me.” And then, even quieter, so quiet it was nothing more than a breath. “Becca, please.” 

She smiled against my mouth and pulled away, climbing off me immediately, standing in front of me with a viciously conniving gaze. “You naughty boy. You remember what happened last time you used my name in this room, don’t you?” She wrapped her fingers around the collar on my neck and dragged me to my feet. 

“I’m sorry, Goddess. I just love saying your name... can I ever say it?” 

Her eyes darkened and pink spread over her cheeks in the most beautiful way that it made butterflies erupt in my stomach. 

“You want me to fuck you?” She led me by the collar to something that looked like a bench covered in leather and pushed me against it. “Show me how bad you want it, Benny. Bend over like a good boy.” 

Fuck yes, I’ll be your good boy. 

I was completely unable to resist as she pushed me towards the bench. 

She bent me at the waist and guided my hands to grip handles on the front. She nudged her foot against my legs, guiding them apart, and she gave my sore ass a slap. 

When I looked up, there was a red silk curtain hanging on the wall in front of us. She strutted over to it and pulled it aside, exposing a mirror fixed to the wall. 

She’s going to make me watch her ruin me. 

She left me there, legs spread, dick locked, completely vulnerable for her as she went to collect her supplies, and I tried not to shake with nerves. 

Remember this moment, pet. Because I want you to look forward to it when I fuck you.

I felt a heavy pull of need in my stomach. I remembered, alright. She’d used plugs on me a few other times, and I’d loved every second of the strange, taboo torture. 

“Should have been more specific when you begged, puppy.” She returned and stopped in front of me, crouching down so she could meet my eye. In her hand she held a bottle of lube, and a strangely shaped dildo. One end was smaller than the other and it curved in a weird way. I couldn’t work out in my head how it was supposed to work. I felt myself clench at the idea of what was about to happen. 

She tilted my chin up and made me look at her instead of the toy. “Or did you phrase it that way on purpose?”

I gulped and met her gaze, not wanting to admit it.

“You remember what it feels like, don’t you? Spreading yourself open so I can play with you. You remember my fingers toying with your tight little hole?” She set her fingers against my lips and pressed on them gently until I opened my mouth. She leaned closer. “You remember what it feels like when I touch that spot?” Her fingers stroked my tongue rhythmically. I moaned at another deep clench of need in my gut. 

Withdrawing her fingers, she stood up and extended the toy in front of me. I knew what she wanted, and opened my mouth without being asked, sucking it and trying to get it as wet as possible. It was the larger end of the strangely shaped toy, and I worried it wasn’t going to fit inside me. Then she surprised me by lifting one foot onto the front of the bench, sliding the saturated end deep inside her. 

“Oh fuck that is hot.” 

“Fuck that is good.” She lowered her leg and adjusted the toy slightly. The other end—the smaller end–protruded from her like a real cock would. She stepped closer and held it at the base. 

I opened my mouth before she could ask, imagining she could feel it when I sucked and lapped at her cock.  

She gave me that wicked smile and evil laugh when I lost myself in the act. “You’re far too eager for your own demise, aren’t you? That’s a good puppy.” She stepped back, pulling the toy from my mouth and slowly made her way behind me. 

I tried not to shiver or move, but I was nervous, slightly terrified, and too turned on to think. It was one thing to think about her fucking me with a toy. But the realization that the other end was inside her? And because of the mirror, I could watch her face while she did it? I was a goner. I was going to ruin or come locked in this painful cage with a toy in my asshole and the object of my obsession getting off on it. 

“Reach back, pet. Spread yourself open for me... good boy.” Burning with humiliation but still eager, I did as she asked. 

Something touched my asshole and I jumped. 

“Just my finger, pet... let’s get you lubed up and ready for me, okay?” 

“Yes, Goddess—” I broke off with a moan as her finger gently circled my hole. My body was throbbing with need as she touched me, pleasure burning through me like wildfire. 

Her finger pushed into me, stretching past that barrier. She moved slowly, her voice low and soothing, and I relaxed a little, melting into the feeling of her moving inside me. She withdrew her finger, squirted on more lube, and added a second. 

“That’s it, pet. relax. Doesn’t that feel good?” 

“Aahhh...” It was a little tighter, but didn’t hurt. Maybe I was so aroused I didn’t have space to be nervous. 

“Just a little more...” 

Her third finger was tight and I felt myself clench at the slight pinch. With her other hand she rubbed and played with my balls until I relaxed... 

And then she was fucking me with her fingers. 

An obscene squelching sound mixed with my embarrassing whimper, and I closed my eyes, lost in the feeling. 

My eyes shot open when her touch changed, her fingers rotating and intentionally massaging that weird spot inside me. The pleasure gently rolling through me started to build, growing into a deep, demanding, throbbing need. It grew and intensified shockingly fast, and I tried to breathe, anxiously awaiting the moment I would fall over that edge. 

She pulled her fingers away just as I thought I would, and I cried out in desperation. I looked up at her in the mirror. She looked right back, pulled off the rubber glove, and let it fall to the floor. 

“Hold on.” 

I let go of my ass cheeks and reached forward, hands shaking, and took hold of the handles on the bench. I could hear the squelch of the lube in her hands as she coated the toy. 

“You want to say my name, Benny?” The toy rested against my hole. She reached out and wove her fingers through my hair, pulling my head up sharply. Her other hand rested on my hip. She looked at me in the reflection of the mirror and tilted her head, her lips brushing against my ear as she spoke. “You can say it while I fuck you.” 

She held me tightly in place as she pushed inside. 

I winced and let out a shout, but once she pushed past that tight ring of muscle, I relaxed a little. It was a weird feeling, not quite as amazing as her fingers, and a much tighter stretch. She pumped into me slowly, pushing a little further each time. 

I couldn’t take my eyes off her. She threw her head, tossing her hair over her shoulder, and stared down at me like I was some prize she had conquered. She grinned and bit her lip, rocking her hips into me. Her blushing cheeks darkened even farther and her thrusts increased in speed, the pinching sensation intensifying. I winced and found myself holding my breath, but unable to look away from her. 

She slowed down, grabbed the bottle of lube, and poured more down my ass and started fucking it in. “Deep breaths, pet. Relax. It’s going to feel really good in a minute.”

“Does it feel good for you?” I whispered. 

She set the bottle of lube down and resumed her grip on my hip, but instead of pulling my hair, she grabbed the collar around my neck. “I’m trying not to come.”

“Oh my god, please come. Let me see you come while you ruin me!” 

“Such a good boy, taking it up the ass so well for me—”

“Jesus you’re hot! Fuck!”

She tugged harder on my collar and bit my shoulder. “Wrong God.” 

“Becca.” 

“Yes.” 

“Becca, fuck!” 

Her eyes widened and she let out the most beautiful cry of need, her hips thrusting faster. Then her eyelids fluttered slightly and she lifted her chin, moaning in pleasure. A blissful smile crossed her face as she came. 

Her hips moved slower, then stopped completely. I was shaking, dripping sweat, that deep aching need inside me still unsatisfied. But the look of ecstasy on her face would be forever etched in my mind, and I’d gladly bend over for her any damn day of the week. 

She kissed my neck and whispered, “Your turn.” A moment later, she reached down, fiddled with the toy connecting us, and it came to life. I jerked when it started buzzing and she chuckled, messing with the settings until she found the one she liked. It was a rhythmic pulse that left me breathless. The aching, gnawing need in my gut intensified until I was hanging onto the handles for dear life, waves of pleasure crashing through me that didn’t seem to end. 

I couldn’t even call it an orgasm. It was simply unending, incomprehensible pleasure. I couldn’t move, I couldn’t speak... it was all I could do to breathe.  I stared at her in the mirror, my vision slightly hazy, blood roaring in my ears. 

She smirked back, looking proud. 

She owned me. Completely and utterly, she owned my body, heart, and soul. 
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It took some time for me to come down from that high. I was floating on a cloud, dizzy with bliss and the feeling of complete submission to her, and I didn’t want it to end. I wanted to lay there on the couch with her in my arms, smell her skin, taste her sweat, and never have to think again. I’ll just do whatever she tells me to do and everything will be perfect. 

But she dragged me back down to earth, made me drink water, and forced me to talk myself back into a normal headspace. I was grateful once she did; the floating, desperate feeling was nice for a while, but if I stayed there too long, the desperation would win out, and I thought I might sob. 

She made me drink a Gatorade, then gave me a few pieces of chocolate that somehow also helped. When I felt like myself again, I thanked her, and she beamed at me. 

I would do pretty much anything to get her to smile at me like that again. 

“Was I too rough with you,” she asked me hesitantly. 

“Goddess. No. You’re perfect. How soon can we do it again?” 

She giggled a little. “I wanted you to enjoy it.” She snuggled closer and kissed my neck affectionately. “I love it when you enjoy me.” 

I wrapped my arms around her and held her closer. “I love pleasing you. I love watching you smile at me, knowing that someone like you has a tiny spot in her heart for someone like me.” 

She kissed my neck again, her fingers tracing the leather dog collar still buckled around my neck. “It’s a pretty big spot, Benny.” 

We sat in the dungeon another hour, killing time and talking. She made me show her the photos of my most recent work. When she praised me for my escalating talent, it made me want to hide my face and wag my nonexistent tail like the puppy she said I was. I asked her about her new paper and her job at the Weston House. She complained that Reuben had forced her down to two days a week for the foreseeable future, and about the annoying students in her class at the university that she had to teach to get her degree. 

The whole time, the collar around my neck sat there, heavy and obvious. She’d pulled on a t-shirt, but other than that, we were both naked, save the collar, and the cage still around my dick. 

While I sipped on another Gatorade, she checked her phone, making a face. 

“Everything okay?”

“Jeff is worried about me. It’s late, that’s all.” 

“I’ve kept you too long.”

“Not at all.” She put her phone to the side and gave me a peck on the mouth. “Help me clean up?” 

“I would love to.”

Once she was dressed, we wiped down her equipment and cleaned up the mess of cum I’d left on the floor when she’d fucked me. The whole time, I kept expecting her to take the collar off from my neck, wipe it down as well, and tuck it away with the other toys. 

She did so with the cage, giving me a few playful tugs when she removed it. “No orgasms until I see you next, pet.” 

“Yes, Goddess.” Masturbating by myself wasn’t even remotely interesting at this point. It would be boring, superficial, and completely unsatisfying. Nothing could compare to the things she did to me. 

She didn’t remove the collar, and I stood there, embarrassed, waiting, not really wanting her to. It made me feel like hers. I was her pet, her puppy, and her good boy. And that dumb leather dog collar was proof of that. I loved the way she grabbed it and tugged me closer and used it to control me.

“Get dressed, pet.” Her eyes were firmly fixed on mine, and did not drop to my neck. But there was no way she didn’t see it. It was the only thing I was wearing. In fact, it was almost like she was challenging me, asking me how badly I wanted to be hers.  

She was leaving the choice up to me. I could take it off myself, hand it over, and walk away a free man who met a crazy lover once a week.

Or I could keep it on, a constant reminder of who owned me through and through.   

There was no way in hell I was going to ask her to take it off. I’d wear the damn thing until she made me remove it. 

Without argument, I dressed quickly and we left the dungeon. She let me hold her hand while she locked the front door, and I walked her to her car. The whole time, that collar sat around my neck, tangible proof that I belonged to her, neither of us willing to call out the fact that I was still wearing it. 

We passed my car and she noticed the cardboard tubes in the back seat. She stopped and cocked her head at me. “Are those new?”

“Would you like to see?”

“I would.” 

We spent another few minutes in the parking lot while I carefully unrolled the drawings. Her eyes lit up at a particular drawing that featured a vague but beautiful woman sitting at a sunny window in a café, drinking a glass of wine. I’d added a touch of color, which was a new experiment for me. A splash of red kissed the bottoms of her heels, her lips, and tip of her wine glass, as if she’d left lipstick on the rim. 

“Branching out?” 

“There’s something about the touch of red with the black and white that adds a level of eroticism to it. And I want to play with it more.”

“You should. This is beautiful, Benny. What’s it called?” 

“The Woman”

She didn’t ask for the drawing, but I knew she wanted it. 

She’d stopped asking for them except for rare occasions. Since I was doing so much more artwork now, I think she felt guilty taking all my best stuff. And to be fair, she really did have a habit of collecting my best originals. 

I hadn’t mentioned the drawings in my car because I’d planned to drop them off at the printer tomorrow, but... I wasn’t going to deny her a piece she liked. 

“It’s yours if you want it.” 

She looked up at me, a challenge in her gaze. “I only want it if you want to give it to me.”

“I do,” I nodded, my voice shifting slightly. “I’m sorry if I sounded reluctant.” 

“Then I accept.” She graced me with a smile that made my heart skip a beat. Taking a step closer, she placed a single finger under my chin and guided me closer to her face, brushing a soft kiss across my lips. 

“You’re so sweet to me,” she whispered. I couldn’t answer because her luscious mouth was still on mine, and my brain didn’t work. She pulled away and stroked my cheek. “Now, see, why would I ever let anyone steal my good boy from me? You’re in trouble, Benny. There are consequences to having someone like me attached to you.”

My inner masochist, though temporarily satisfied by her treatment earlier, jumped for joy in my heart. “What kinds of consequences?” 

Her eyes flashed dangerously. Her hand went around the collar that we’d both ignored and she tugged on it, giving me a huge dose of warm and fuzzies. “I guess you’ll find out soon, won’t you?” She smacked my still-sore ass and I yelped. She laughed at me and helped me put the drawings back in my car, and we went our separate ways. 

At home, I laid in bed staring at the ceiling, thinking about our scene. I felt satisfied in a way I’d never experienced before. I was seen, owned, treasured, needed, desired... and ruined for her, in all the best ways. The collar on my neck felt heavy. I’d gone out of my way to keep it as dry as possible during my shower because I didn’t want to take it off, but I’d have to figure out a long term solution so it didn’t get damaged. 

My phone buzzed and I opened it up to see a message with a few links to articles. Each one was, in some way, related to collars. Before I had a chance to read them, another message came through. 


Goddess: We should probably talk about what this means for us... but I just couldn’t bear to take it off. 

Benny: It’s very simple, actually. I’m yours. Completely. Can we just stick with that for now? 

Goddess: Yes we can. 

Benny: Thank you, Goddess. 

Goddess: Goodnight, pet. Dream of me.

Benny: Every damn night. 
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Saturday evening arrived and I was strangely nervous. We’d had dinner and drinks plenty of times together, but something felt different about this meeting. She’d asked me a few weeks ago to take her out on this evening specifically, and I’d immediately canceled all my other plans. 

Our restaurant tonight was a hole in the wall place that had just opened up, classy and upscale, with a different chef-selected meal each night that was rarely if ever repeated. The waiting list was long, but when I mentioned I was an associate of Reuben Weston, they’d pushed us up. 

Yeah, it was cheating, but I didn’t think Reuben would mind too much. 

I got there a little before our scheduled arrival time and waited for her outside the restaurant, pacing nervously and trying to figure out why this was more awkward than normal. Sure it was fancier, and I knew it was going to be pricy, but I was prepared for that. Especially since my artwork had started selling. 

When Reuben had put me in contact with a printer, they had sent some photos of my work to their contacts, and some of my prints were featured in a few small galleries around the district. The money wasn’t anything crazy, maybe a few hundred bucks a month, but it paid for my art supplies and occasional dates with my Goddess. 

My collar sat under my dress shirt and felt weird with my tie overtop of it. I tugged at my tie and nervously checked my phone. She was punctual as a rule of thumb, but it was two minutes passed our meeting time. 

I thought back to our conversation. She’d specifically asked me to take her out earlier in the evening, around five, so she had the rest of the night open. She’d said it so casually, but the more I thought about it, it felt like she was planning something.  

A few minutes later, I noticed her walking down the sidewalk. She walked slowly, enjoying the cool air and the busy streets around us. She was absolutely stunning as always, but today she seemed to have an even bigger, more powerful presence around her. Perhaps it was because every single person she passed stopped to stare at her stunning beauty. Her makeup was perfect, her jewel encrusted necklace sitting gracefully on her neck, and a stunning red dress made of silk flowing behind her made her look like she had truly descended from another world, not caring if she revealed herself to us mere mortals. 

She came to a stop in front of me, and it was all I could do to breathe. I offered my hand and reached for her purse, which she allowed me to carry for her, and I kissed the back of her hand as I guided her into the restaurant. 

“How did you get a reservation here,” she whispered as we sat down. 

“Oh, well... you know...”

“What did you do, you troublemaker?”

“I... name-dropped my boss.” 

She raised an eyebrow, but her eyes sparkled. “Naughty boy.” 

I did my best not to blush, but I’m pretty sure I failed. “I was going to tell Reuben how great it was after our meal,” I mumbled. 

She shook her head at me, but she was smirking. 

Dinner was phenomenal, and we talked about everything and nothing so easily that I scolded myself about being nervous. 

“How is your mother?” she asked me over dessert. It was some French chocolate thing that made her eyebrows lift when she tasted it. I immediately decided I didn’t like it so she could have my serving too. 

“She’s alright... I got to see her the other day.”

“How did that go?”

“It was okay. She knew who I was... I wore a sweatshirt from the college I went to, and I got a haircut. I think that helped. We talked for a while... it’s still hard to talk to her. She can’t really remember what’s going on around her, and we have the same conversation five times in a row. It’s upsetting, but it was really good to see her and know she’s okay.”

Becca smiled and clasped my hand tightly. When she finished her dessert, I swapped our plates, and she shook her fork at me, but ate it without complaint. I could watch her eat chocolate all day.

“How is Jeff?”

She gave the smallest shrug. “The same. His injury is better, but he got really sick a few weeks ago. Michael came over, said he didn’t appear to have a cold or a flu, sent us to the hospital. They had no idea what was going on with him and they sent him home. He was better a few days later but we still don’t know what happened. It freaked me out.”

“I can only imagine... how old is he?”

“He’s turning sixty next week.”

“And you’re... definitely under thirty.”

“Definitely.” She raised her eyebrows but didn’t comment. 

I chuckled. One of these days she was going to let slip how old she was... or I could just ask Michael. I had a feeling he’d happily tell me just so he could tease her about it. 

The conversation turned somber. “I know one day... I’ll have to deal with it, you know?” She looked down at the chocolate, taking another small bite. “And anytime he has a health scare it freaks me out.”

“You know you’ll never be alone.”

“I know. And Reuben only let me go to Jeff on the condition I came back to him when the time comes. I’ll never be abandoned... but just thinking about it makes me want to punch something. Or hide.” She poked at the rest of the dessert and set her fork down. 

“Don’t hide.” 

“I won’t.”

“Don’t pull back...”

“No. I won’t do that.” She set her hand on my elbow. “Don’t let me, okay? Hold me to that?”

I lifted her hand and kissed it, and she stroked my cheek. 

“Will you finish your chocolate, Goddess?” I nodded to her abandoned plate. 

“Are you sure you don’t want it?”

“I want to watch you eat it.” 

When we finished, the waitress thanked us for coming in, and told us our meal was paid for. Uncomfortably, I glanced at Becca. She usually let me pay for our dates. “Did you—”

“I didn’t...” she shook her head. She looked just as confused as I was.

“Okay...” I looked back at the waitress. “Thank you very much.” 

She smiled and took her leave. Shaking my head in confusion, I guided Becca to her feet, then left the handful of bills I’d planned to use to pay for the meal tucked under my plate. 

She gave me a questioning look but didn’t say anything. Outside, she said, “That was generous.”

“Did you see her shoes?” 

“I did not.”

We turned to the direction she’d come from when she’d glided up the street like a succubus. I offered my arm, and she settled her delicate fingers on my elbow. 

“Remember that time you brought your friends to Le Fleur and left me almost a thousand bucks in tips?”

“It was that much?” She sounded surprised. 

“Yeah. It was a lot. Got me through a really rough time, too.”

“I’m glad.” 

“Well...” I nodded to the restaurant. “Our waitress was wearing nonslip Crocks, which cost about forty bucks... And they were duct taped together. Duct taped very well and very subtly, but I only noticed because I’ve totally done that before. 

“I planned to spend some money on you tonight, but if fate won’t let me, I can at least pass that on to someone whose position I’ve been in before.” 

Becca was silent as we walked. I wondered what she was thinking about. 

“It’s not like I’m a huge believer in Karma,” I added, “but there’s something to be said for passing on good stuff in your life, right?”

“I love you.” 

I tripped and managed to catch myself before I face planted on the sidewalk, then turned around and faced her, holding her shoulders and staring at her in disbelief. 

She loves me?

“Are you okay?” She was laughing at me again, but I didn’t care. 

I nodded. Did she really just say that? 

She put a finger under my chin. “I love you, and I’m proud of you, and I’m proud of the man you’re turning into, Benny. When I met you, you were insecure, cynical, and a little bratty. I’m pleased to see how much you’ve grown up, and proud to be a part of your life.”

Holy shit, this is the best day of my life. 

“I don’t really feel like I’ve changed that much,” I mumbled. “I just know you’re the best thing in my life, and I’d still be that depressed, cynical, sabotaging person if I hadn’t met you. I don’t know what you saw in me, but I’ll forever be grateful.” 

She reached up and kissed me on the cheek. “I think you’re sweet, and you make me happy. Isn’t that enough? Can I love you for that?”

I nodded. “Of course you can... You know I’m in love with you, right?” 

“Really? I hadn’t noticed.” She gave me her wide, gleaming smile that filled my chest with lightness and warmth. “Now come on, we’re blocking the sidewalk.”

Her words still ringing in my head, we slowly made our way down the sidewalk, not saying anything, just enjoying each other’s company. Her words echoed in my mind and made me feel like the biggest man in the world.  

It was getting a little chilly, so I offered her my jacket and she accepted. We paused outside an old bank and I shrugged it off, awkwardly holding her purse on my wrist and draping my jacket over her shoulders. 

A bright flash of light startled me and I glanced up to see a photographer, adjusting his camera lens before taking another photo. 

Instinctively, I stepped in front of Becca to shield her. I didn’t know who this guy was, or what he was planning to do with those photos. “It’s typically considered rude to take photos of people without their consent.” 

The photographer awkwardly lowered his camera and cleared his throat. “I’m so sorry, sir. May I please photograph you?” 

“I’m fine with it, but you’ll need to ask her, too.” I cautiously stepped away so I was no longer shielding her. 

Around us, people looked on curiously, trying to figure out the drama that was transpiring. 

“May I please photograph you, ma’am?”

She lifted her chin in that beautiful, powerful way that made her look like the empress of the world, and she said, “You may.” She took hold of my hand and looked right at the camera, as if waiting. 

Ignoring him, I lifted her hand to my lips and kissed it. His camera snapped away, and he thanked us excitedly. 

“Weird,” I whispered as I attempted to lead us further down the street. Becca looked up at the bank, watching people enter. They were all dressed exquisitely, as if going to some kind of fancy party. 

“What is this?” I asked. 

“Looks like some kind of event.”

“In a bank? At seven o’clock in the evening?”

“Bank of the Arts,” a gentleman said from beside us. “This bank has been closed for years. It’s a historical landmark, so the city didn’t want to tear it down. They turned it into a gallery. Today is the debut opening.” 

That weird feeling I’d had all day came back. Her request for a specific date, her name dropping the restaurant so nearby, and Megan’s strange behavior a few days ago were all somehow related to this Bank of the Arts. 

I turned my head and searched her eyes. She looked... smug. “Would you like to go inside?” she asked me. 

I swallowed. Of course I wanted to go inside and see art, but there was something holding me back. 

“What did you do?” 

She stepped forward and whispered in my ear. “I accepted your tribute.” Then she turned away from me and made her way up the steps of the Bank of the Arts, not even glancing back at me. 
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The inside still somewhat resembled a bank; a high domed ceiling, big windows, stone pillars, and beautiful tiled floors. The walls were adorned with various framed pieces and seemed to be grouped by medium and then by artist. Where the teller’s counter used to be was now a waist-high table about four feet wide, pottery and sculptures displayed and protected behind high pieces of glass. Inside the main lobby, several faux walls had been installed to display more hanging work. The old vault, still adorned with its old-fashioned safe door, had been turned into a gift shop. 

Around the gallery, people mingled and laughed, accepting champagne and hors d’oeuvres from the wait staff. There were a few photographers scattered around, taking pictures of people enjoying themselves. I spied Jeremy Hutchins in one corner, answering questions into a voice recorder, his arm around his girlfriend who was prominently featured in some of his pieces. 

Becca had disappeared into the gallery and I tried not to get distracted by the art as I attempted to find her, but the work kept catching my eye. There was a section of pottery chickens, whimsical and organic in their formation. A whole wall of alcohol inks, bright colors melting into each other with black ink illustrations of sea animals on top. A series of photographs of dancers portrayed so much movement, they almost tricked me into thinking they were videos. 

I wandered through the maze of oils, acrylics, pastels, and even some mixed media collages, looking for my Goddess in red. 

I relaxed when I found her. She stood near the gift shop, smiling and talking with Megan, both of them sipping the free wine and speaking quietly to each other, excited smiles on their faces. Becca had removed my jacket and had it slung over her arm, and I hurried to relieve her of it. 

I jerked to a stop when I neared, seeing the artwork displayed nearby. In the center of the wall was the drawing I had just finished the other day of Becca at the café, with the splashes of red. A glossy black frame, though simple, brought out the elegance of the piece and made it look subtly sexy. 

Beside it, hung another one of mine... and another. 

No. The entire wall was my work.

The first one I’d ever given her, the one Reuben stole, hung on the far end of the wall. The one Jeff had requested was up there, and some of the others I’d given her. Some of the pieces were the ones Reuben had bought from me. Even the portrait of Megan was displayed. 

It was all my best work, beautifully framed and hanging on a stark white wall with little tags underneath. 

Some even had the Instagram captions printed on the cards, as if they were poetry or something. A few were priced at exorbitant amounts, but most were labeled not for sale. 

I stared at my drawings, a weird warmth growing in my chest. What was this? Pride? Confidence? It was the feeling I got when I made her laugh, but different. Like a deep longing, finally satisfied. 

In my peripheral vision, someone approached me. “Benny?”

I turned, forcing myself to focus on the person in front of me. It was Katie, who I hadn’t seen in months. 

“Hey, Katie.” We both smiled awkwardly and I resisted the urge to tug at my tie. 

Her eyes traced over the artwork, understanding dawning in her expression. She finally looked back at me. 

“She’s beautiful.”

“Yeah.”

“Congratulations on the award.”

“Huh?”

Katie pointed to the front of the gallery where the featured pieces hung. Dazed and a little unnerved, I stared at the display. Not one, but two of my pieces hung on the wall, both adorned with small award plaques underneath. 

The first was the drawing I’d done of Becca when she’d allowed me to sketch her last week. I’d set up my materials in her dungeon on a Sunday afternoon and we’d opened the windows, letting the natural light come through. She’d teased me relentlessly because I’d stared at her for fifteen minutes before I even picked up my pencil. 

The result had been astounding; in the drawing she lay reclined on the couch, her hair spilling out behind her and just a little bit across her face, silk draped over her curves, and her necklace glittering on her chest. Her eyes and lips were pure seduction, and her hand, laying gently beside her face, seemed to beckon the viewer closer. Becca had blushed when I finally let her see it. The little award plaque under the frame read “Fifth in Show.”

Fifth? In a showing this large? That was huge. My heart skipped a beat and I couldn’t hide the smile that broke out across my face. 

The second piece was a drawing I’d done of Momma shortly after Becca gave me the idea to create that faux ending for her. I’d redrawn the piece of her looking out the window, but instead of anxiety on her face, she looked at peace, and maybe a little hopeful of the future. She no longer wrung her hands out of nerves. Now she clasped them like she was waiting for something good to come. 

I’d been a little irritated when Becca had asked me for that one, but had given it to her anyway. Now I knew why. Underneath the drawing was a plaque that read “Best in Medium.” 

A journalist for some newspaper tried to interview me, shoving a voice recorder under my face and asking a bunch of questions that I didn’t feel capable of answering, mostly because I couldn’t really comprehend that this was happening. I eventually gave her my number and told her to call me later, and made my escape, backing up from the display to take it all in. Although part of me felt like I didn’t deserve to be featured, when I looked at the display as a whole, I didn’t feel embarrassed. 

It wasn’t a mistake. This was real. 

“How do you nail the mouth every time?” I felt a hand slap on my shoulder, and I turned to see Jeremy, smiling at me excitedly. 

“My art teacher always said, ‘a portrait is a drawing of a face with something wrong with the mouth.’ So... I refuse to call them portraits,” I shrugged. 

Jeremy laughed, congratulated me, and then introduced me to some of his friends and connections. When requests for my business card were made, I awkwardly explained I had none, but Becca appeared out of thin air with a small stack of elegant cards that she extracted from her purse and tucked into the pocket of my slacks. 

There was a heavy silence around the group as she escaped without a word, and I knew every single eye was on her. 

“Wow.” 

“Who is that?”

“Is that your muse?” Jeremy asked. 

“No, she’s...” I whispered as I watched her waltz away with confidence, only to approach... and old woman in a wheelchair, staring up at one of my drawings. 

I couldn’t see her face, but I knew it was Momma as soon as I saw her. Someone had taken the time to curl and style her hair, and clip it back with a glittery barrette, like the ones she used to wear to the diner. She wore a sparkly burgundy dress and a very classy shawl around her shoulders. A woman stood by, dressed nicely, but clearly a nurse, monitoring her carefully. 

Becca crouched down by the arm of the chair, and Momma’s arm stretched out, pointing to one of the drawings and looking at Becca. Becca smiled and nodded, and pointed to another drawing. 

That strange, beautiful warmth bloomed hotter in my chest as I watched the two of them. Still somewhat in a daze, I realized she was right to dismiss my fear of someone else replacing her in my heart. Whatever came my way for the rest of my life, it was her name etched in my heart, her face in the back of my mind, her kindness and mercy, her generosity and forgiveness, that would tie me to her forever. 

“She’s my Goddess.” 
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A few months later...

“Eighty-six lobster!” 

“Shit! I just got another order.”

“It’s okay, I held two back.”

“We need more asparagus!” 

“Who the fuck made this steak?” 

“They ordered it Chicago style.” 

“So you turned it into a charcoal brickette? Christ. Someone get me a new fillet!” 

The sounds of the kitchen around me may have sounded like pure chaos to most people, but I recognized that things were actually going pretty smoothly. People were communicating, nobody knocked into each other, and entrées were out in fifteen minutes or less. 

The most recent training course was over, so Reuben was padding my hours with anything he could find to keep me paid. Today, I was bussing tables and washing dishes. It wasn’t glamorous, but it was work, and I still got paid the same pay rate, so I pulled on a pair of gloves and did the job with a smile on my face. 

In middle of the organized chaos, Reuben stood beside a new chef who was learning all the ins and outs of the way he wanted things cooked at his first and most famous restaurant. As I came around the corner with a plastic tub of glasses, I heard him reiterating something miniscule that apparently made all the difference.  

Reuben patted the chef on the back once, then came over to the sink to help with the dishes. It had surprised me, the first time I’d worked the back of house, to see him doing menial tasks like cleaning or restocking fridges. But when he was here, he jumped in wherever he was needed, doing anything from sweeping floors to chopping onions to grilling steaks.  

“Always makes me appreciate you that you’re willing to do shit like this,” I said, sliding the rinsed dishes into the dishwasher and starting another load. 

“The only difference between me, and every other person in this room, is I have money and connections, and they don’t.”

“It’s a pretty big difference.” 

“Maybe. But if you took that away, I’d like to think I’d still be the same person. So that’s the person I try to be.” 

He unloaded the scalding hot plates from the clean dishwasher without wearing a pair of gloves, and I wondered if he could feel anything through the callouses on his hands. 

He noticed my surprised expression. “I’ve been working in a kitchen since I could walk... working in a restaurant since I could reach the grill.” 

He helped me catch up on the dishes and then nodded to me as he went off to find another station to fill in at. 

That evening when everything was clean and dry, I stopped by his office on my way out to bring him the commissions. He was sitting on the edge of his desk talking to Chelsea, a young waitress who I recognized from one of the previous course sessions. 

“So what did we learn?” he asked her. 

She rubbed at her eyes and took a steadying breath. “Just because I’m a waitress doesn’t mean I’m not a person, and I deserve to be treated with respect.” 

“Good girl... And?”

“Um... take away their appetizers before you kick them out so you don’t have to scrub it out of the carpet?” She squinted at him, embarrassed. 

“Exactly. See you tomorrow.”

“Thank you, sir.” 

Chelsea gave me an embarrassed smile as she slunk past me and out of his office. 

Reuben cleared off his desk, dusting it off with a dry rag so I could lay out the drawings for his inspection. 

I’d done my best to replicate that easy, casual, single-line style he seemed to like. One was very subtle, a hand holding a glass of wine. Another featured the tails of a flogger striking something round and plump. Still another was a closeup of a hand gripping a neck. One by one, he stared down at them like he was looking for something. One by one, he said, “yes.”

When I opened the second to last one, I unrolled it about halfway, only to realize it was the wrong drawing. “Oops,” I said. “Wrong one. I should have labeled these.” 

“Let me see it.” 

I was hesitant to do so because it was very personal. I’d meant to give it to Becca as a gift, and I hadn’t shown it to anyone yet. 

Reuben noticed my hesitation, but was unaffected by my discomfort. I knew he wouldn’t force me to show him, but he didn’t give me an easy out, either. I’d have to choose to deny him. 

I was proud of the piece... and there was no harm in showing it to him. So I unrolled the drawing and lay it out, carefully making sure the paper didn’t crease. 

Reuben’s features barely changed, but I noticed the narrowing of his eyes and the slight crease in his forehead. He stopped breathing for a moment. 

“Benny, this is a dangerous move.” 

I stared down at the drawing, shivering as I looked at it. It was a self-portrait... sort of. It featured me on the ground, naked from the waist up, wearing the black leather collar I still couldn’t bear to take off. My eyes were closed, my mouth open, lost in a moment of bliss and relief. My arms wrapped around her leg, and the side of my face was pressed into the outside of her thigh. 

Quietly he asked, “Has she seen this?”

“Not yet.” 

“You be careful giving this to her.” He gave me a side eye, almost a glare, but I knew it was a legitimate warning. 

I wanted to ask why, but I knew the answer. Something like this was more than a drawing. This was my heart splayed out on a piece of paper. It was a confession of dedication. 

His eyes dipped slightly as he lifted his eyebrows when he noticed the slight line of black under my shirt, recognizing it for what it was. He met my eyes again. 

“I didn’t realize. When?”

“Few months ago.” 

He couldn’t see, but a few days after she’d refused to take it off, she’d clipped a little dog tag to the ring on the front. Engraved on the tag, it said, If found, please return to Becca Huxley, and a series of numbers that looked like some kind of identification number.  

I rolled the drawing back up and put it in the tube, silently accepting his warning. I showed him the last drawing I’d brought for him, a gesture piece of a hand holding a whip. His eyes lit up and he agreed immediately. 

“Take them right to the framer, and tell them to put it on my account. I’ll let him know to expect you.”

“Thank you.” 

“See you later.”

“Reuben... thank you for everything.” 

Reuben didn’t answer, simply nodding, as if what he’d done was something small. 

“I know it was you who paid for our dinner at Encore.”

He rolled his eyes. “Benny. You’re not supposed to bring stuff like that up. You’re supposed to give me a knowing look and pretend it never happened.” 

“I know it was you who got me into that showing.”

“It was not.” He gave me a scolding expression and I struggled not to shrink under it. “It was actually Bryce at the frame shop. He was working on one of your pieces when the show designer was negotiating a bulk discount.” 

“Well, I also appreciate the fact that you’ve been so generous with me from the very beginning. I wouldn’t be where I am now, and my mom... and you could have fired me when everything went south between me and Becca... but you didn’t.”

“I wouldn’t have done that.”

“I know that now, but I didn’t then. I guess I’m just saying, I really appreciate everything.” 

He nodded. “You’re welcome. In exchange, don’t quit.” I laughed but he continued. “I mean it. If you find yourself with a better offer, or an opportunity to grow, I do want the best for your career... but I want you to talk to me before you move on.”

“I promise.”

“Good. Now get out of here, it’s almost midnight, and I have a princess at home who is trying very hard to stay awake so she gets a kiss before bed.” 
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I dropped all fifteen pieces off at the framers. Reuben warned me to be careful giving Becca something so honest and vulnerable, and he was right to do so. But I knew I didn’t really have a choice. 

A few months ago, she’d told me she loved how honest I was with her now, that it kept her grounded and made her feel real. Only a few weeks later, she’d come out of a bad intake numb and dissociated, and she’d let me hold her in my arms on the couch in her dungeon, let me care for her, let me love her back into herself. And it was the best thing I’d ever done. So there was no way I could keep the drawing from her.  It was hers. 

I was hers. 

And she deserved every bit of myself I could give her. 

After I left the frame shop, I headed to The Lounge. I had the rest of the day off, and this evening was Jack’s birthday party, so pretty much everyone was spending the evening celebrating with him. We were the only family he had, and he had refused to take his birthday off work, so we pitched in and decorated the place and got him a bunch of presents. 

That was something I loved about the community I’d found. These people cared so deeply for each other, were so honest and real with each other... and they held each other accountable. Just like a family would. Julia had become a close friend of mine, Isaac and I texted regularly, and Sanaii and Jack and I had a group text going that was never dead for more than a day. 

That evening, I sat beside Michael Black as he explained orgasm training to a young couple, and how to go about conditioning a woman to come on command. They listened, wide eyed and engaged with every word he said, taking notes and asking questions. I listened with interest as well, wondering if the same concepts would work on a man. 

I jerked in surprise when I felt soft hands settle on my shoulders, followed by a kiss on my neck. The smell of her sweet, sexy perfume filled my nose and I groaned at her touch. 

“Hello, pet.” 

Instantly I was flooded with arousal, which was made obvious since I was no longer allowed to wear boxers, a fun new game she’d recently added to our dynamic. You wouldn’t think it would make such a difference, but it did. 

My Goddess moved to Michael and repeated the exercise, kissing him on the cheek. “Hello, lover.” 

“You kiss him first? I’m jealous.” Michael pouted playfully. 

“I kiss him on the mouth. You should be jealous.” 

Michael looked between the two of us like we’d betrayed him. I didn’t say anything, dropping my gaze immediately. I knew better than to gloat. 

She returned to me and ran her fingers through my hair, itching my scalp like she was scratching behind a dog’s ears. I closed my eyes and groaned, shivering at the feeling. A moment later, she tipped my face up, kissing me passionately and leaving me breathless.  

“Unfair.” Michael readjusted on the couch, crossing his arms like a spoiled child. 

Becca returned to scratching my head and I closed my eyes, listening to her seductive voice and relishing the affection. “He gets kisses, you get to fuck me. Compromises, lover.” 

“When you let me.”

“When you earn it.” 

Michael grumbled under his breath about renegotiating boundaries, but she ignored him, instead tilting my face up so she could look me in the eye. 

“Go order my drink for me, pet.”

“Yes, Goddess,” I mumbled. I jumped to my feet and met Jack at the bar. 

Jack and I chatted while he made Becca’s drink. He wore a Hawaiian shirt instead of his standard white button-down, and he had a paper party hat on his head. His long hair, normally secured in a bun, was shoved under the tiny hat, a few pieces escaping from the cardboard cone. Although he was dressed jovially, his face still portrayed the constant sarcasm and deadpan expression he could never seem to shake. 

When I returned to my spot, Becca had taken my seat, but set a pillow on the ground beside her. I served her the martini and happily took the spot on the ground, resting my back against the side of the couch and my temple against her leg. She stroked my hair and I sighed into her touch. 

“How is Louise doing?” Michael asked Becca. 

“She’s okay. I think she needs independence, but she doesn’t feel confident around any of the people we’ve introduced her to. I invited her to come by today, and I think she’ll be here. She’s definitely interested.”

“If I could, I’d offer... Kayla is possessive.”

“No, it’s okay. I don’t think you two would get along anyway. She needs someone less...” Becca pursed her lips and made a gesture with her hand that I didn’t understand. 

“Haughty? Full of himself? Annoying? Disgustingly handsome?” Michael supplied. 

Becca laughed, throwing her head back and grinning. I smiled as I watched her, feeling so satisfied and happy sitting by her feet and watching her be herself. 

“I was going to say controlling. She needs freedom, but safety. She needs accountability, and someone to relate to who she can trust, but someone who will guide her without trying to boss her around.”

Michael sipped his beer. “Sounds like she doesn’t need a Dom. She needs a safe place and a friend.”

Becca didn’t answer him, and I looked up again to see her staring out at nothing, lost in thought. “Yeah,” she said softly. “Actually, you’re right, Mike. That’s probably exactly what she needs.” 

Their conversation evolved into something else, and Julia came over to sit with me and chat. She was just telling me about all the trouble she’d managed to get herself into last weekend when I felt my Goddess stand up and gesture to someone. “Louise, over here.” A moment later, a girl I didn’t know stood in front of us.

Her eyes were filled with suspicion. She looked around the room, taking everything in, her hands fisted tightly by her side, her shoulders back but her body language somewhat stiff. Long golden-blonde curls fell loosely around her face, and her dark eyeliner set off her dark brown eyes. She wore a simple black t-shirt and a short skirt that fell right above her knees. 

Julia grinned at the new addition to our group. “Do you want to sit with us?” 

“Okay,” the girl mumbled, and Julia immediately moved over on her pillow, giving her enough space to sit. When Louise sat down and crossed her legs, I could see the tiniest hint of a tattoo on her inner thigh. 

Julia led the conversation easily, and an hour later, the three of us were chatting like we’d always known each other. Louise was loud, animated, and a little cynical, but in a sarcastic way that told me she indulged in her own cynicism. 

“So what do you do,” Julia asked her when the conversation faded. 

“Nothing, right now.” Louise rolled her eyes. “I’ve been applying to colleges. Back before everything happened, I got into George Mason University, but obviously that never panned out.” 

“No kidding,” I said. “I went there for a few months but dropped out. What were you going for?”

“Visual arts. I paint.” 

Julia bounced excitedly, the little bell on her bejeweled collar jingling adorably. “Oh, Benny is an artist too! Benny, show her your Instagram.” 

Louise scooted herself over so she could sit beside me. As she slowly scrolled my page, soaking in the details and enlarging the photos, I reflected on the fact that in another life, we probably would have met at school. Maybe not become friends, but we certainly would have run into each other. 

She stared for a long time at the weird drawing of Becca peeling her face off. 

“Not my best.”

“I love it. It’s my favorite.” 

“You’re something, Louise.” 

“We should hang out more.”

“Sounds fun to me.” 

Louise stayed another hour or so before she decided to take her leave. Standing up, she adjusted her skirt carefully, smoothing it down and tugging it into place. She glanced down at me, hesitantly, like she was waiting for something, or trying to decide if she wanted to ask me a question. 

I stood and offered her a hug. She looked a little frazzled, like she needed one. She stepped forward and gave me an awkward hug, not quite wrapping her arms around me, but definitely trying. When she pulled away, she looked relieved. 

She turned to Becca, who was attempting to hide an expression of surprise. 

“Can I stay with him?”

Stay with me? What?  

“Well, Louise... uh, that’s not really something I’ve discussed with Benny.” 

“Oh. It’s okay.” She shrugged it off like it was no big deal, but I could tell she was a little hurt by the rejection. 

“Do you need somewhere to stay?” I asked. “Zach is moving out next month, so his room will be available. And I always have a couch... though I have to warn you from experience, it’s not the most comfortable in the world.” 

“I don’t mind waiting.” She didn’t meet my eye, but there was a hint of hope in her voice. 

It was weird seeing Becca flustered. She didn’t quite know what to say, and I could tell she didn’t want Louise to impose. But she didn’t want to step in and stop the conversation either. 

“Well, how about you come over tomorrow? Chris has the other room. You’d have to tolerate the two of us.” 

“Okay.” 

We exchanged numbers, and she waved at Becca before heading downstairs. 

Becca looked at me curiously. “She hugged you.” 

“She looked like she needed a hug.” 

Becca shook her head and smiled at me. “You are just a light in everyone’s life, aren’t you?”

“Whatever you say, Goddess.” 

She kissed me on the cheek. “I’ll bring her by sometime tomorrow afternoon and we’ll see how she does.”

“Great. I’ll vacuum and make sure there’s no dirty laundry hanging around.” 

She ruffled my hair, and I got another kiss before heading home. 
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Louise stood beside me, her hands fisted and her arms ramrod straight beside her. Tension rolled off her in waves. I wanted to rub her shoulder or give her some kind of encouragement, but she had specifically asked me not to touch her in any way, so I wasn’t going to break her trust like that. 

“You okay? We can head back—”

“No, it’s fine.” She glared at the door. “I want to do this.” 

“What are you afraid of?”

“The other guy. What if he’s weird? Or creepy? Or an asshole?”

“I guess we’ll find out.” 

She glared at the door for another minute before taking a deep breath and lifting her hand. Knocking on the door twice, hard, she jerked as if surprised at how loudly she’d knocked.

A moment later, the door opened and Benny led us into his humble little apartment with a smile and that cute little bow he didn’t know he did. 

It was small, a little old, and the walls needed a coat of paint. The carpet was worn down and the kitchen counter was chipped. Their dining room table was a 6X9 folding table that stuck out into the living room awkwardly. But it was clean, and it didn’t smell like a guy’s locker room. 

Benny gestured to the couch where a girl with spikey brown hair sat with her legs crossed beneath her. She had a pair of high prescription glasses, making her eyes look cartoonish in their size. She was working on a sewing project, surrounded by pieces of thick yarn. 

“Chris, this is Louise, she’s thinking about the other room.”

Chris took the goofy glasses off and looked at Louise. “Hi!” She waved excitedly. 

Louise closed her eyes, sighed in relief, and took a deep breath to recenter herself, obvious relief on her face that the mysterious Chris was a woman. 

Chris continued, oblivious to Louise’s sudden release of turmoil. “Benny said you’re an artist! I think we’re gonna get along great. I do textiles. Tatting. Decoupage. Quilts. Tapestries. I just took up crewel work.” She held up her sewing project. “I tend to take over the kitchen table sometimes. Is that okay?”

Louise smiled tentatively. “As long as you don’t mind the smell of turpentine... Do the windows open? Can I ventilate safely?” 

Chris bounced up and led Louise to the room she’d be taking over. Their voices sounded comfortable. Easy. They were laughing.  

This could be so good for her. 

Benny approached me and I gave him my hand. He kissed it softly, like I was something to be treasured. “Everything okay?”

“It’s nerve wracking to let her do this. But she needs it. She just needs that push of confidence to know she’s going to be ok outside of the care home... You really don’t mind?”

He shrugged. “She seems cool. As long as we can pay our rent, I’m happy.”

“We have a transition system. We’ll cover her rent and when she gets a job, we’ll shift a percentage over to her until she’s completely independent. We aren’t going to leave her high and dry.” 

“Does she have a job lined up?”

“Reuben got her a position cleaning at one of his hotels.”

“Miss... I’m fine with it. And from the sounds of it, I think Chris is good too.”

“Show me your studio?” I asked him playfully. He opened his mouth, hesitated a little too long, but couldn’t say no. “You don’t want me to see?”

“I’m... working on something.” He rubbed the back of his neck and lowered his chin a little in that cute, shy, submissive way that made me want to bite him. 

“I want to see it.” 

“It’s not done...”

I repeated myself slower. “I want to see it.” 

He swallowed, nodded, and brought me back to his room. 

His bed was shoved all the way over against one wall, a short nightstand on either side. There was a small dresser beside it, a few photos on top, mostly of him and his mother. But the vast majority of the room had been converted into a studio. 

A plastic tarp lay on the floor. His easel stood in the middle of it, several floor lamps strategically placed to give him the best light. Nearby was a small table covered in pencils, rubbing stumps, erasers, and a few pieces of chalk in varying shades of red. There was a crate of painting supplies and a few canvases nearby as well, presumably the things he needed when he got the urge to paint instead of draw. 

“I forgot you paint.”

He scoffed. “Not well. But Momma likes it. She loves the bright colors... I want to get into pastels and see if I can find a happy medium.” He smirked at his pun and looked at me, waiting for a scolding. I shook my head at him. 

I stepped closer to the easel. “Careful,” he said. “The air conditioning blows the dust around... I’d hate for you to ruin your shoes.” 

It’s my shoes you worry about, not your carpet? God I love this boy. 

I avoided the darker areas on the plastic tarp and approached the easel, the air leaving my lungs as I saw the drawing on his pad. 

It was definitely unfinished, but the structure was clear. A man lay on his back, a blissful expression on his face, a collar around his neck. An elegant leg and a foot cut through the middle of the drawing, a high heel pressing into his chest. 

“Benny, this is lovely—” 

I looked up to see him attempting to open his closet door as quietly as possible, a framed drawing turned around so I couldn’t see it. 

He was trying to hide it from me. 

He looked back at me, a deer in headlights, frozen in place. 

“Bad, bad boy.” 

He blushed furiously and put it in the closet, pulling the door shut and leaning against it. I stepped off the tarp and stood a few paces in front of him, crossing my arms. 

“Show me.”

“Goddess... it was going to be a present.” 

“I love presents. Give it to me.” 

“But your birthday is next week. You don’t want to wait a week?”

“No. I want it now!” I loved the way he squirmed and blushed. And I loved that he couldn’t deny me. Maybe it was selfish, but it thrilled me to no end that the only thing Benny had ever straight-out refused to do for me was suck cock... and then he’d sucked a toy like his life depended on it. 

“It’s big,” he whispered. 

“Okay.” 

“It changes things.”

“Does it?” My heart raced. 

“I hope so.” 

“Show me.” 

He lowered his head, opened the closet door, and removed the drawing, resting it against the door and stepping away. 

My breath caught as I looked at the drawing. His face in total ecstasy, my collar on his neck, his arms wrapped around my leg. I couldn’t tear my eyes away from the absolute pleasure on his face. 

How did I get so lucky? To find someone like him, who loves as hard as he does? Why do I get to be the object of his affection? 

“What is it called?”

“Anything.” 

I looked at him, standing there awkwardly, but hopeful that I liked his drawing. He had that cute blush on his cheeks, ears, and down his neck, and he looked up at me through his lashes. 

I knew exactly what he wanted. 

He’d asked a few more times over the past few months, casually mentioning it, asking for it during scenes, or mentioning it during texts. 

We both knew I was gently guiding him towards it, making him crave it more and more. One way or another, here he was, honestly telling me the one thing he wanted was for me to be his everything. He wanted me to completely own him. 

And I wanted to be that for him. More than anything, I wanted to be his Goddess, his anchor, his muse, and his obsession. 

“Ten o’clock,” I whispered, not quite believing what I was doing. I turned on my heel and left his room, shouting for Louise as I headed for the front door. 
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I spent the rest of the evening pacing, nervous, and on edge. At nine o’clock, an address came through. There were no other instructions. 

I got in my car and went. 

I had a pretty good idea where she was sending me, and when I arrived, my suspicions were confirmed. This was the other club she’d mentioned offhand a few times. A beat-up, grungy sign hung slightly slanted above the front entrance: The Underground.

What is she going to do? 

Sitting in my car nervously, I kept checking my phone, looking around, fidgeting while waiting for instructions. The minutes ticked away, closer and closer to ten o’clock, and I started to sweat. 

Devyn had told me about their collaring and keyholder scenes. Becca’s scene at the play party also came to mind. My Goddess had a fondness for degrading, public play. 

I knew this was where I was going to end up one day. 

I’d known, since the day of the play party, that one day I’d end up some poor sop, naked and desperate for her, publicly humiliated and fully at her mercy. 

And for some reason, I couldn’t find it in me to be mad about it. Instead, a little ribbon of arousal wove through me. 

I want whatever she gives me. 

At ten minutes to the hour, I hauled my ass out of my car, hands shaking, and made my way to the front of the club, having absolutely no idea what to expect. 

From the outside, the club looked massive. It was an old building, maybe a manufacturing warehouse or a shipping and receiving center. The windows were covered with black paint, and the front door had a sign on the front that said “eighteen and up only – no minors permitted under any circumstance. All new members and guests required to show legal ID.” I smirked a little, remembering the story Becca had told me about Julia’s faux pas. But the memory did little to alleviate the nerves. 

Inside, the lobby was almost completely black. Painted wood panels and black curtains covered the walls, and a dark navy-blue rug lay over part of the floor. The only furniture was a high desk that looked like it had seen better days. A man in a leather jacket and cap sat behind it, scrolling on his phone and looking bored. When he saw me, he straightened and adjusted the cap on his head. 

My phone buzzed in my pocket just as he asked, “You a member?” 

I shook my head. “Uh... Becca Huxley asked me to come here.” Saying her full name made me feel like I was speaking some terrible taboo phrase. I wondered if I’d be punished for it later. 

“ID.”

I dug out my wallet and showed it to him, resisting the urge to check my cell phone. The message had to be from her, and I desperately wanted to know what it said. 

The guy returned my ID. “’Kay.” He pushed a clipboard towards me. “Fill this out, and I need proof of ownership.” 

“Ownership?”

“That you’re hers.” 

Not knowing what else to do, I showed him the collar around my neck. The dog tag had her name on it, and that string of numbers I still didn’t know what they meant.

“Jesus,” he muttered under his breath. 

I felt the need to defend her, but I wasn’t sure if his curse had been an insult or not, so I filled out the form and pushed it back. He eyed me with what may have been disdain, but may also have been jealousy. 

“You know the rules?”

“I know her rules.”

“Good enough for me. Changing room through that curtain. It’s unisex, so be prepared for that. Once you go through the red door, you’re in.” He gestured to a burgundy curtain where a couple had just emerged, looking flushed and sweaty, but happy. 

I went behind the curtain and stood off to the side, ignoring my surroundings so I could check the message. 


Goddess: When you get into the main club, strip, leave your clothes by the door. Get on your knees. Keep your head down. Do not look up, do not talk to anyone... Crawl until you find me, pet. 


I stared at the message in horror... and something else. Some sick satisfaction rose in me, wrapping itself around my throat and filling my stomach with nerves. My body went hot. 

How was I supposed to find her without looking around? This place was huge. I didn’t know the layout. I didn’t even know how big it was, or if there were places I wasn’t supposed to go. 

My eyes flashed down to my phone and I checked the time. 

9:57pm.

I shoved my phone into my pocket and looked around. 

Lockers lined one wall, some of them with locks, some without, and half of them hanging open. I was pretty sure my shit would get stolen if I left them in one of these lockers unattended. There were a few benches in the middle of the room, most of them looking beat up and too dirty to sit on, with or without clothes. The carpet was stained, and there was a wet spot near the door. 

God, this place sucks. 

9:58pm. 

I reread her text message. She didn’t want me to walk in naked. She wanted me to walk in, strip in front of everyone, and get on my knees like a dog. 

But it wasn’t a question of if I was going to do it. It was a question of how on earth I was going to find her. 

9:59pm. 

I stood in front of the door, knowing she was holding her phone in her hand, watching the clock, making sure I obeyed. She wanted to see me do this. 

The play party flashed to mind, and I remembered sitting in her cage, watching her play with her other sub. At first I’d felt humiliated, but then I’d come to understand her game. This pet is under the protection of Becca Huxley. 

Goddess, what I wouldn’t do to be back there right now. Locked in a cage, safe and sound, under her protection. 

But I was under her protection. She would keep an eye on me through this whole thing, no matter how long it took, and make sure nothing horrible happened to me.

I knew two things for certain. 

One, that nobody would do anything to me that she wasn’t okay with. 

And two, that no matter how long it took, no matter what I had to do, even if I had to scour every inch of this damn club... I would do anything find her. 

Keeping my head down, refusing to cheat, I opened the door and stepped through. 
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It was the smell that hit me first. 

Sweat and sex and body odor hung thick in the air, and it felt like it was sitting on my skin. It was musty and hot with an underlying scent of spilled liquor, and maybe something else I couldn’t identify. Loud music with a heavy beat filled the air and almost served to drown out the screams and moans. 

I took a step forward, staring at my feet. My hands shaking, my heart in my throat, I pulled off my shirt. 

“Who’s this?” I heard a feminine voice nearby, and did my best to ignore her. 

She’s in here somewhere. She’s watching. 

It was much harder to remove the rest of my clothes. My shoes offered a level of protection I’d never recognized before, and the idea of standing on this dirty floor with no shoes made my skin crawl. I winced as I kicked them off. 

“Did you miss the changing room, little boy?”

“Looks like he’s taken,” someone whispered. 

Jesus, the people around here are a different kind of—

I felt someone step up beside me, cupping the tag on my collar. I held my breath, refusing to look up at them, anxiously wanting to push their hand away, but I held still. 

Whoever it was dropped the tag like a hot coal. They disappeared quickly, leaving me to finish my task. 

Subtly, I felt the volume of the area around me shift. There were whispers I couldn’t make out, and people were quieting so they could watch whatever it was I was about to do. 

Momentarily paralyzed under the stares of strangers, there was a moment where I worried I wouldn’t be able to do this. But there was no other option, was there? I couldn’t walk out of here. I couldn’t deny her. How would I ever face her again? 

I could do this. Even if it made me uncomfortable as hell... it wouldn’t hurt me. It didn’t sit wrong on my heart the way it had when she’d asked me to suck cock. I’d known right away that was a limit. 

But this... I could do. 

My hands moved to my belt. When I removed my pants, someone nearby made a loud wolf whistle. I almost turned and glared at them. But I focused on obeying. 

She’s here somewhere. She’s watching me. 

More murmurs and whispers followed when I finished undressing. What if there are people here who know me? What if my boss is here? Fuck, that would be embarrassing. 

Doesn’t matter. I’m doing this for her. I’m doing this because she told me to. 

I shoved my phone and personal items inside my shoes and put my clothes on top, then gingerly sank to my knees. 

A weird sense of peace settled over me. It was the same peace I got when she bound me in her private dungeon and I knew we were about to start. The nerves and fear, the stress of people watching me, the slight disgust from touching the gross floor, it switched to something else. I was still nervous, and a little embarrassed, but there was a purpose behind it, a sense of righteous justice that I could accept. This was uncomfortable, but it was what she wanted. The floor was still sticky and disgusting, but I was right where I belonged. 

I tried to construct some kind of mental map in my head. How could I search this place most effectively to find her? I crawled a few feet in, turned to my right, and began to search. 

The club wasn’t set up to make my job easy. There were pieces of equipment and tables that blocked me from having a clear path, and I ended up crawling past the same table more than once. 

“She’s not here, buddy!” someone whispered as I approached, and a group laughed, but I ignored them. If I stayed to my plan, I had to find her eventually... right? 

Did she want me to fail? What if I searched the whole club and couldn’t find her? Did she want me to call out to her? To beg? 

No. She’d told me exactly what to do. Crawl until you find me. 

I passed more groups of people, wove between tables, and tried to avoid active play scenes. With each person or group I passed, I looked for her, searching, listening for her voice or her laugh, resisting the urge to lift my head and look around. If I got close to her, I’d be able to recognize her by her feet. I was sure of it. 

But if she was near me, she wasn’t speaking. I could hear other people’s voices, and some of their comments, and I strained to hear her voice. 

“Poor fuck.”

“Yeah, I don’t envy him.”

“Damn. He’s cute though.”

“Yeah but his posture’s shit.” 

“Careful, if you’re mean to him, she might get mad. I wouldn’t want that woman mad at me.” 

Her name followed me around, going before me like some kind of banner, and following me like legend. 

Where is she?

“How long’s he been at it?”

“Like twenty minutes.”

“Is she even here?”

Dread settled in my stomach for a moment as I imagined what would happen if she wasn’t here, but I pushed that idea away. Of course she was here. She had to be. 

I have to find her. 

My knees ached. The adrenaline and the stress made my heart race, and I felt strangely tired. As I got deeper into the club, I realized there wasn’t just one main room; there were smaller rooms and alcoves as well.

What if I can’t find her? What if I look all night until it closes and I never find her?

What if I fail her? 

Stopping in the middle of my trek, I choked on a sob and tried to catch my breath. It took everything in me not to cry out for her, to beg her for this wicked game to be over. I squeezed my eyes shut, trying to breathe and regain some control. 

Someone stopped beside me. Innately, without even opening my eyes, I knew it wasn’t her. The footsteps were wrong, and this person smelled like cigarettes and body spray. I took another few deep breaths, wiped the back of my hand across my eyes, and opened them so I could keep moving. 

I won’t fail her on this. I can’t. Because begging her would be failing her, not crawling all night. She told me to crawl, so I’m going to crawl. 

Beside me, the person smelling of body spray approached. I jerked as I felt something get closer to me, ducking away from movement in the corner of my eye. 

“Steady...” It was a sultry, husky voice. She reached for the tag on my collar and took hold of the dog tag. Her fake nails were long and decorated with exquisite colors and patterns, little glittery stones glued to them. 

I didn’t want her to touch me. I need my Goddess’s hands. 

But she didn’t touch me, she just took hold of the tag. “Just for your own safety, okay? You’re getting closer to the edgier crowd.” She adjusted my collar so the tag sat on the back of my neck, probably text facing up, legible for anyone to read if they looked down at me. Her action felt like a subtle mercy, and I gave her a small nod in thanks, not wanting to speak. 

“’Atta boy. Keep going.” She walked off, leaving me halfway grateful for her interference, and halfway annoyed for the unwarranted praise from a stranger that I hadn’t asked for. 

Nothing is going to happen to me that she isn’t okay with. 

She’d never verbally promised me that... but she’d made it clear to me that I was under her protection. And the fact that I was naked on my knees in a fetish club and nobody had fucked me in the ass yet was evidence that her name was a brand of safety. 

I’m sure she’s watching. She’s waiting for me to obey. 

Confused, overstimulated, and overwhelmed, I tried to remember which direction I needed to go next. It took a moment to regain my sense of my mental map, but I wasn’t sure if I was going the right way anymore. 

As long as you obey, I will be pleased. 

I crawled forward. 

The other Domme’s subtle warning was on target – I could tell when I crossed some kind of threshold and things got darker. Harder. 

There was more screaming. And I was pretty sure I could smell blood. I diverted my path slightly when I got to a spot that looked particularly sticky, not sure what the spill consisted of. 

I hope she’s wearing shoes she doesn’t care about too much, she’ll ruin her nice ones in a place like this. 

“Oh, what’s this?”

“You here to play, boy?”

“There aren’t enough marks on him. Hope his top brought their toys tonight.” 

“Oh shit. Leave that alone. It’s Huxley’s.” 

“Why am I not surprised? She always gets the cute ones.” 

Maybe I’ll buy her a nice new pair of heels for her birthday, since I already gave her the drawing. 

“Never seen him before.”

“You think that’s him? The guy who did all those drawings?”

“Must be.”

I tried to imagine the pleased expression on her face if I bought her an expensive pair of shoes. My mind flashed back to the day we’d had dinner at Encore and she’d eaten that chocolate tart thing, and I smiled at the memory.  

She’s so beautiful. And so amazing. 

Goddess, I need to find you.

I kept crawling. 

The whispers and comments from the surrounding freaks didn’t lessen; if anything, they increased. But they faded away. They washed over me instead of infiltrating me, surrounded me but didn’t permeate. Even without her by my side, even without her cage protecting me, I still felt safe. 

Have to find her. 

Her gemstone eyes were firmly fixed in the forefront of my mind. She was all that mattered. 

My knees ached, and the dirt and grime suck to the pushed into my skin. 

She’s here somewhere. 

I remembered the look in her eye the first day we’d played in the library, the hunger and lust, the slight purse of her lips, and the way she’d slid her tongue into my mouth. 

I’m right where I need to be. Just need to find her. 

The first time she’d kissed me, when she’d convinced me to take four cane strikes for the soft brush of her lips... and then rewarded me afterwards with her luscious mouth that I was always, always hungry for. 

I need you. I need to find you. 

The way she’d held me tight against her chest when I’d broken from the pain and madness and self-hatred, and how that hug of solace had made me felt more loved than ever before. 

Please let me find you. 

My skin prickled. Something felt different. Was it my imagination? Or could I feel her eyes on me? 

I listened harder, staying completely still, closing my eyes. 

There was too much noise. The music was blaring, and to my right, someone was using a whip, cracking it repeatedly. Somewhere behind me, there was the sound of a motor running, and a girl screaming as she orgasmed repeatedly. 

But there... off to my left side, I could sense someone watching me. Was that the feeling? 

No. It wasn’t a feeling. It was the smell of roses, jasmine and cedarwood. 
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Chapter 58

[image: image]


[image: Shape  Description automatically generated with medium confidence]

––––––––
[image: image]


Jez stood a few paces away from me, briefed on my scene and willing to step in if needed. A dozen feet from me, Jeff, Reuben, and Anthony spoke quietly, watching the scene begin. Some of Jeff’s friends from the back room had emerged to the main area, and were gossiping about what was about to unfurl. 

I stood about halfway into the club, near the pain wall, standing where I had a clear view of him when he came in, arms crossed, waiting. 

When he entered, he kept his head down from the start, refusing to peek or cheat by looking around the room. Good boy. 

People started harassing him almost as soon as he started taking his clothes off. I tensed, ready to step in. 

But someone stepped up, checked his collar, and backed away. The harassment ceased immediately, and many of the onlookers eyes went to me. 

I couldn’t take my eyes off him. I wouldn’t.

I knew how dangerous this place was. This was a risky game. But we needed it. Because Benny adored me, worshiped me, and needed me. But he needed more than that. He needed to be fully and completely owned by me. He needed to win his imprisonment. 

His quiet confession on the title of his drawing rang on repeat in my mind. 

Anything. 

Anything. 

Okay then, pet. Show me. 

He crawled through the club as strategically as possible for someone who didn’t know the layout. People around him, and around me, very quickly took notice of what was going on. Within fifteen minutes, the gossip had spread, and the entire club was aware and engaged with the scene. 

I wondered what people were saying about him, and about me, out of my earshot. Remembering the art opening and the way he’d snapped into protective mode, I hoped nobody would say anything in his earshot that upset him. 

“Why isn’t he locked,” Jez whispered. 

“He needs to prove to me he wants it.” I withdrew the cage from my purse and set it on the table beside me. 

Jez rose and tiptoed around the outside of the club and collected his belongings, circling around the other side in a wide berth as she brought them to me.  

“You know people are talking, right? They know he’s yours.”

“Good.”

“I hear he has numbers on his collar?”

“...They’re mine.”

“You put your slave numbers on his dog tag.”

I nodded. Those numbers were sacred to me. At one time, those numbers had been my entire identity. Now, I owned my identity. 

And he was tied to that. 

He may not know the importance of those numbers were, but he didn’t need to. 

“Damn, Becca. I’m so fucking proud of you.” Jez kissed me on the cheek, then stepped away from me, falling to the sidelines to watch in silence like many other members of the club. 

Benny crawled for over an hour. The second hour ticked by. I kept myself firmly rooted in place, refusing to move, waiting for him to find me. 

It would never feel like a victory if I didn’t make him work for it. And I needed to know beyond a shadow of a doubt that the cage gleaming on the table beside me would be a reward for his trial, not a punishment. 

A few others attempted to interact, but Benny’s focus was unending. He crept closer and closer, carefully tracing and retracing the floor of the dungeon. But I could tell he was getting tired. 

Moments later, he stopped, panted, shuddered, and let out a sob of despair. The sound pierced my heart, and my hand flew to my mouth.

How could I want this for him? How could I put him through this?

How could I not? This is all he wants. I am all he wants.

Queen Zara, one of the dungeon masters, approached him. I tensed, and Jez stood up, ready to intervene on my behalf. But Zara was careful not to touch him as she adjusted his collar, so the dog tag was visible to onlookers. She gave me a wink as she walked away. 

Benny steadied himself and continued his trek. 

I waited, my feet starting to hurt as I refused to shift my weight or sit down. 

He was quite close to me now, and I could tell he was disoriented, probably in subspace. His expression no longer looked terrified, just desperate. 

As he neared, onlookers waited to see if he would discover me, or walk right past. I could tell a large party nearby was working hard to keep their volume level high, hoping not to give away my location. 

I adjusted my face so as not to show any expression. He was a little turned around, had paced through one section twice, and had missed an entire spot on the right side of the club. What if he goes right past me? What if he’s so turned around that he can’t find me?  

But when he was half a dozen paces away, he paused, turned his head subtly, and listened. No... he breathed deeply, his eyes falling closed.

Relief fell over his face and he turned himself directly towards me.

Goosebumps prickled my arms. No. There’s no way. I’m completely out of his line of sight. 

He crept forward, one slow, exhausted, painful crawl at a time. Picking up his pace as he neared, he let out a cry of delight when he saw me, and my heart nearly stopped as he threw himself at my feet.

Somehow, impossibly, when he wasn’t even on the right track, he’d found me. Hands shaking, I reached down and stroked his hair, running my fingers through it and petting him like the sweet little pup he was.

He groaned and pulled himself closer to me, wrapping himself around my leg like he had in his drawing, pressing his lips to my skin.

“Goddess.”

It was only a whisper, but it was loud in the space, because others had quieted at his display. Everyone was watching. The stranger, the young boy with a collar and my name and numbers on his tag, had crawled through the club for almost two hours, seeking his Mistress, and had somehow found her.

A slow, strong clap sounded from somewhere in the room. Others joined in, and then there was a round of applause loud enough that I stopped being able to hear it. The only thing I could see, the only thing I wanted to hear, was Benny clinging to me like I was his everything.

I dragged him up by the collar, pushed him against the wall, and kissed him.

He kissed me back feverishly, hungrily, unable to contain himself. He’d never kissed me with such need and fervor before. It was unlike our normal kisses, but I loved it. He moaned into my mouth and my stomach flipped over. I love the sounds he makes. 

I pinned his arms to the wall behind him and kissed him harder, and he let me take over. Fuck, I love that about him. Before I could lose myself completely, I grabbed the cage from the nearby table and held it up.

“Please, Goddess, please!”

“Are you sure?”

“I’m so fucking sure.”  

I was not gentle as I forced the cage onto his raging erection. But the smile never left his face. When it clicked shut, his expression was pure ecstasy, head resting on the wall behind him, eyelids hooded, pupils dilated. He had the sweetest, most satisfied smile on his face, and I knew he was blissed out and high off the chemical dump.  

I held his chin. “You are so fucked for me.”

“Goddess, I love you.”

“I love you too, pet.”

I kissed him again, stroking his cheek as I did, and then dragging my fingers down his chest. His whole body quivered. 

When my hand wrapped around his caged cock, tears spilled from his eyes and he smiled.

“How’s that feel, pet?”

He was deep in subspace, lost in the moment. But he met my eyes and whispered, “Safe. So safe.”

I pulled him into my arms and hugged him tight, and he hugged me back, quietly whispering, “Thank you. Thank you, Goddess... Becca. Thank you.”

As the moment settled, I realized people were still clapping.

I hadn’t meant to put on a show, but to be honest?... Benny deserved it. We both did.
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“How did you do that?”

“Do what?”

“You found me, turned to face me and came right for me. I know I wasn’t in your line of sight.”

“I smelled your perfume.” 

“...I don’t wear perfume.”

“Oh. So you just naturally smell like roses and sex?”

“Yes. Obviously.”

“Obviously.” 
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We got a private room for the rest of the evening. Benny was shaking and disoriented as I led him to the bathtub in the corner of the room, and was reluctant to let go of me long enough to climb into the tub. He never took his eyes off me, and his expression of deep appreciation and adoration made my heart ache. 

I sat on a little stool beside the tub and drew him a warm bath. After sponging him down and banishing the sweat and grime from his skin, I kissed his poor knees and rubbed his back and shoulders. He sighed and lay his head in my lap, letting out a happy little sigh when I ran my fingers through his hair. 

“Thank you,” he whispered to me again, like he had so many times tonight. 

“For what, puppy?”

He grinned wider. “I love it when you call me that.”

“Oh? Because you love being my good boy?”

He pressed his face into the seam of my legs to hide his smile and nodded. 

“You’re such a good boy for me. Not only am I impressed, I am honored.” 

“You deserve all the honor.”

I slid my fingers under his chin and lifted his face from my legs. “And you deserve all the kisses.”

“Oh, I love your kisses.” He craned his neck to reach my mouth. I let myself indulge in his lips. 

“Let’s get you dried off and we can cuddle, okay?”

“Okay. Yes Goddess.”

There were so many things I wanted to do with him, and we could have played and fucked all night. But we ended up laying on the bed together, just holding each other and talking. 

“For real, what perfume do you use? I want to buy stock so you never run out.”

I laughed. “I don’t wear perfume. I think you’re smelling my bodywash and my shampoo.”

He buried his face in my neck and breathed, then smiled as he exhaled. 

“I love aftercare with you,” I whispered, kissing his cheek and adjusting my arm so I could look down at him. 

“I love everything with you. I love this. I love that I don’t have to be afraid of you anymore.”

“Oh, you’re not afraid of me anymore?” 

He held up a finger, slight panic on his face. “Okay, hold on, let me clarify.” 

I laughed as he collected his thoughts. 

“I am absolutely afraid of you, because you’re a creative, clever, scheming dominatrix, and your favorite thing to do is take consensual advantage of me. But I’m not afraid of communicating with you anymore. I’m not afraid of being honest with you, and it’s really nice. Before...”

“Before was—”

“Wait, hold on.” He rested his finger against my lip. “I know you’re about to say it was your fault, and I really don’t want you to do that.” 

I bit his finger. He yelped and pulled it away. 

“I won’t say that. We’ve both forgiven each other, let’s leave it as a lesson and move forward. A wise Dominant told me, most of us are only good at this because we are willing to learn from our mistakes.” 

He studied me carefully, then said, “That was Michael, wasn’t it?”

“I didn’t say that.”

“It was definitely Michael.”

“How do you even know that?” 

He smirked. “I’m going to tell him you called him wise.”

“Have you ever heard of a ball stretcher?”

He paled and swallowed, his eyes darting around a little. “Uh... no, Miss.”

“Shall I introduce you?”

He stammered for a minute, and his voice broke as he whispered, “Whatever pleases you, Goddess.” 

“I’m going to let you choose this one,” I said, throwing one leg over him. Brushing his hair off his face, I positioned myself so I was sitting on his chest. His eyes widened and his mouth popped open. 

“You go ahead and tell Mike how smart and wise I think he is. Tell him I said he’s a great Dom, and a fantastic lover, and one of my best and most trustworthy friends. And you wait and see what I do to you. Because if you tell him that, he’s going to make himself a complete pain in my ass... and I’m going to make you deal with that pain for me. Understand?”

Benny was grinning ear to ear, his eyes sparkling. “Yes, Goddess. I understand.” He knew it was a challenge, not a warning. I was giving him a chance to brat me, and he’d have to decide if the consequences were worth it. 

“That’s my good boy.” I crawled further up his body. 

“Oh my god, are you going to sit on my face?” 

“I was considering it.” 

“Please... please sit on my face.” 

“Are you sure you want that?”

“I am completely fucking sure.” 

I repositioned my knees on either side of his head and lifted my skirt. His eyes popped at the strappy black panties I’d worn underneath, and his fingers twitched. 

“Can I take them off?” His voice was an octave too high. 

I slid the panties to the side. “No, because I like these, and I know you’ll steal them, you little fuck.”

He laughed as I settled myself over his face. “Now make me come a few times, and I’ll finger you until you black out.” 

He wrapped his arms around my legs, pulling my hips down onto his lips. We both cried out as his mouth touched me, and his hands tightened on my legs. He pulled me closer to him, his fingers pressing into my skin. 

“Mmm.”

“That’s good, pet.” At my words, he hardened his tongue and pushed it inside me, the suckled at my sex. 

I looked over my shoulder at his poor, swollen dick, dripping out of his cage. He was gently thrusting and gyrating his hips. 

“Yeah, you’re all mine now, aren’t you?” I reached back and gently slapped his caged cock. Under me, he nodded, refusing to pull away from my pussy long enough to answer. 

“You’ll be lucky if I take that off to milk your balls once a month. If you think you’re ever going to sink your cock into hot, wet pussy again, you’re sorely mistaken.”

He ate me harder. 

“But you have all the pussy you could want, don’t you, Benny? Does my pussy satisfy you?”

He lapped at my opening and then sucked on my clit while he smoothed his hands up and down my legs. 

“Fuck, I love your sweet mouth. That’s right, love. Show me how bad you need it... fuck... yes... oh, that’s my good boy.”
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Epilogue
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Several years later 


Benny: Just got back. Wow, that campus was beautiful!

Goddess: I’m relieved you’re home safe. How was everything? 

Benny: Louise was so excited! She and her new roommate hit it off, and she already met up with one of her professors at orientation. I’ll tell you more when I see you!

Goddess: We can wait a day if you want to rest.

Benny: Honestly? I can’t wait to see you. I missed you so much the past few days. I’m going to take a shower and head over, if that’s okay.

Goddess: Yes, I’d love that. I’m at AnchorX. Miss you too, pet.


Benny and Louise had become close friends. He’d been the one to help her reapply for colleges, dig through available scholarships, and help her refine her portfolio. He’d cheered her on every step of the way. And he’d dropped her off at college this weekend, helping her move in and making sure she got to orientation on time. 

Although she was only a few hours away, it felt like a huge leap for her. She was finally starting her life over again, ready to take on the world, armed and ready to fight her demons head on. We were all so proud of her.

And Benny and Chris’s friendship had made all the difference.

When Benny arrived, I hurried to the door. Even though he had only been gone for three days, it felt like longer since he hadn’t texted me much during that time. 

I was sure he would be a desperate, submissive little mess. I hadn’t milked him in almost two months, and I knew his balls were heavy and aching.

When I opened the door, I was confronted with a sly smile, my sweet pet leaning against the door frame with a knowing, cocky look in his eye.    

“Oh, pet. That is not a good look for you.”

To his credit, he did his best to suppress the expression, but he failed miserably. “Hello, Goddess.”

“Get in here so we can remedy that immediately.”

He sauntered in, looking far too much like the snotty little fuck he’d been way back when I’d first found him. Without a word, he stripped down to his collar and his cage. Just as I’d suspected, his balls were swollen and veiny, looking slightly purple. 

I had my crop in my hands before he had a second to calculate, and gave him a nice smack right on his balls. He squawked.

“You want to explain this attitude?”

He smiled up at me innocently. “Do you know Molly Dyer?”

My heart nearly stopped, and I couldn’t control my facial expression in time. He laughed at my reaction.

A few weeks ago, a cute little subby thing had stumbled into my dungeon, thinking she was here for a job interview. After an awkward encounter, some tears, and her denied arousal, she’d escaped relatively unscathed. I was left horrified, but also completely enamored with the girl. I’d asked her to call me, but I hadn’t heard a peep from her, and I’d only told Reuben and Annette about it. She’d disappeared into thin air.

I cocked my head at Benny. “How do you know Molly Dyer?”

“Met her at the little coffee shop down near the Bank of the Arts. She’s working Tuesdays and Fridays, in case you wanted to stop by.”

“I told her to call me.”

“You scared the shit out of her.”

“I also told her not to tell a soul what happened between us.”

“She’s new to town. She has no friends, and I’m a good listener. And very handsome.”

I cupped his chin. “You are handsome. A little bratty, but handsome nonetheless.”

“Don’t hate me too much?” He tilted his head so he could kiss my fingers. “If it makes you feel better, I told her how incredibly perfect you are, and that the absolute best place in the world is at your feet.”

I smirked down at him and tugged him closer by his collar. “You get that girl back in my dungeon, and I’ll give you a ruin.”

His face fell into complete shock. “R-really?” he stammered. My poor pet hadn’t had a real orgasm in almost a year, mostly because I wanted to see how long it would take before he broke down and begged me for it. But this idea was even more fun.  

“I’ll even edge you first.”

He stared at me in shock. “You must really like her.”

“She’s adorable!”

“She is pretty cute.”

“She got all flustered. You know I like flustered.”

“I know exactly what you like, Goddess.” He blushed, his sweet words ruined by his bratty tone.

“A few days away from me and I have to tame you all over again?”

“Please tame me, Goddess.” The bratty look in his eye faded away and I was left with my good, sweet boy. “I missed you.”

I stroked his hair. “There you are.”

He kissed my wrist, then the side of my leg, then lowered himself to my feet and kissed my arches and my toes.

“Stop trying to get out of your punishment,” I rolled my eyes. “To the cross with you, playful pup.” I landed a hard strike on his ass, and another on his thigh. He yelped and scrambled on his hands and knees to the cross and held out his hands, ready and eager for whatever I chose to give him.

Securing his wrists and his torso to the cross, I trailed my crop up and down his chest, relishing the groans and the shivers I could pull from him so easily.

“You ready pet?”

“Yes, Goddess.”

“What will you take for me today?”

He beamed at me, his eyes tracing my features and settling on my lips. He met my gaze with confidence.

“Anything.” 

–The End– 
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Thank you!
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Want to read Megan’s punishment for her seven orgasms?

What happens to Becca after she escapes Michael after their date?

How did Becca meet Jeff, anyway? 

Join my website to read exclusive extra scenes, see Becca’s toy collection, listen to The Goddess playlist, and more.

Signed paperbacks, swag, charms for your AnchorX charm bracelet, and more fun stuff is available on my etsy shop, LindsayMurrayBooks.

Everything is at tinyurl.com/lindsaymurray
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Afterward
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Becca first appeared in my mind while writing another story featuring her and Molly that followed the scene described in the epilogue, where Molly arrives at AnchorX thinking she’s there for a job interview, and is met with a beautiful dominatrix who awakens something inside her. When I first wrote the scene, I was expecting a man behind that door... but there she was in all of her glory. 

As I got to know Becca, she became a key player in Reuben’s story, and eventually, I decided to explore her past a little more before I published Molly’s book (Freedom in Chains, publication date TBA). 

Benny was the quiet boy in the back of my head. I knew he was a complete slut for Becca, but I didn’t know anything about him, or why he would choose her over all the other things he could have in the world. 

Suffice to say, their story surprised me. I hope you enjoyed it. 

Before you go, I want to present a few resources to you, especially if you are new to, or interested in, an “IRL” power exchange or utilizing any kink in your relationships. 

Becca and Benny’s light negotiation of limits was not thorough enough, but let’s be honest, you don’t want to read four months of vetting before they did their first scene. Jez did a much better job in Chapter 22. Although more experienced players can meet, negotiate, and begin a scene in fifteen minutes, Benny doesn’t fall into this category. I urge you not to replicate their timeline. 

Communicate with your partner before implementing any kind of kink in your relationships. Never throw something into your relationship before thoroughly talking about it and getting full, informed, engaged consent. And if you’d like some recommendations,  check out my blog on my website where I share my favorite nonfiction BDSM books. 
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About the Author
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Lindsay Murray is a chaotic switch goblin service sub femme brat. (Yes it’s a thing.) She uses her main character’s name as a penname for reasons. Join the Lindsayverse and get lost in power, lust, passion, some weird supernatural abilities, and really long books. 
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