
        
            
                
            
        

    
	When it comes to being a Dom, he is the Master of surprises.

	 

	 

	After the Christmas retreat in their custom-made dungeon at their home, Dom Davis Cathal and his sub, Samantha Merry, decide to take a summer vacation away for a change of scenery. Finding a place that suits their needs and packing the necessary play items for two weeks is a challenge—one they relish in. When a work emergency causes Davis to stay behind an extra day, he instructs Samantha to go alone to set up the place for their play time.

	Samantha arrives to find the cottage destination less than ideal. Determined to make the best of it, she goes about the task of preparing for playtime with her Dom. When one too many things go wrong, she is unable to hide her disappointment. Count on Davis to take control and show his sub that with a little discipline, any place is perfect for play and that sometimes disappointments bring about the best surprises.
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	Dedication

	 

	 

	For those who love with all their Heart

	 


 

	 

	To Pout, Or Not to Pout

	 

	 

	As she knew he’d allay her fears,

	She tried to hold back the tears,

	Her Dom always knew best,

	Together they’d figure out the rest...

	 

	 

	Samantha Merry bit her lips together, doing her best not to pout. Standing in her bra and panties in the middle of the kitchen, the air-conditioned cool air of the house pebbled her skin. Davis—her Dom—sat in a chair with his feet planted on the floor and stared straight at her while tapping a riding crop in the palm of his hand.

	She did her best not to shiver at the thought of the crop smacking across her ass. Davis knew she enjoyed a spanking of any kind and denying her was punishment. He looks so damn handsome too, with his blond brush cut I love running my hands over, and his sculpted physique. Despite her best effort, her body quivered then as his green eyes pierced her gaze.

	She inhaled a deep breath in an attempt to calm down. She knew her hissy fit was unwarranted. It wasn’t his fault that his job needed him to come in and finish a project. As the principle IT guy at an environmental firm, everyone had been working around the clock to see that everything was perfect for their new clients. This would bring in big money for everyone, plus he enjoyed his job. She couldn’t deny him that.

	However... They’d been planning their summer vacation since Christmas, and she couldn’t help but be disappointed with the slight change in plans. Her school year as a kindergarten teacher had ended two days ago, and she’d been packing for their trip while he continued to work long hours to finish up in order to join her on vacation.

	She did her best to stand stock still. If she endured the small round of discipline, Davis might reward her. She decided to picture herself skinny dipping in the lake close to the cabin they’d rented. The thought reminded her she’d be without Davis for the first night. Without realizing it, her lips formed a pout, and her forehead crinkled in a frown. The slap of the riding crop against Davis’ hand snapped her to attention. Damn it...

	“You’re sorely lacking in discipline today, my girl,” Davis commented.

	At the lack of heat in his words, Samantha’s body relaxed, and the urge to cry welled up. “I’m sorry, Sir. I know you’re needed at work, and it’s important to you. It’s important to me too.” She sniffed back tears. “It’s just, well, I love teaching, but end-of-year reports are so time-consuming, not to mention stressful, and even though I love my job, I need the break. Plus, it’s always sad to see another class go after I’ve spent so much time with them over the year.”

	“I know.” Davis held out a hand to her. “Come here.”

	Samantha swallowed hard and stepped forward to take his hand. He pulled her onto his lap, and she curled up like a little girl, tucking her head under his chin. “I’ve missed you too,” she said, her voice sounding small. “I was really looking forward to leaving with you tomorrow, not going by myself.”

	Davis kept the crop in one hand to remind her of his dominance and ran the fingers of his other hand through her hair. “I know. But I need you to go without me and get everything set up for when I get there. Then we will have lots of time to relax and play. I promise.” He threaded his fingers into the hair at the nape of her neck and tugged until her head tilted back enough for her to look at him. “If you’re a good girl and do what I ask, I will reward you in the most delicious ways possible.” For good measure, he yanked on her hair a little harder.

	Samantha gasped. “Yes, Sir.”

	Davis’ lips hovered over hers. “Good girl.”

	Tears filled her eyes. “Thank you, Sir.”

	“Never doubt I love you.” He brushed his lips over hers. “I will be with you as soon as I can.” He lifted her up, and set her on her feet, then smacked a warning across one ass cheek with the crop. “A little taste of what’s to come.” He winked. “Now, let me help you pack your car and make sure you’ve got everything we need, okay?”

	“Okay, Sir.” She framed his face in her hands, love for her Dom swelling up in her heart. “May I kiss you, Sir?”

	“Of course, Sammie-girl.”

	With all the passion she felt for him, she pressed her lips to his, her tongue sweeping into his mouth when his lips parted. Their tongues dueled, and Davis pressed her body close to his. Samantha wrapped herself around him, and he squeezed her tight, the riding crop still in his hand. She moaned, craving a spanking by his hand.

	Davis broke away from her with a chuckle. “I see you’re having some wicked thoughts, Sammie-girl.” His fingertips trailed down her back, teasing the crack of her ass, his free hand winding around to the front of her body to slip beneath her panties. He played with her wet pussy lips before pushing his index finger inside her cunt. He withdrew his touch and sucked her juice off his finger. “Delicious.”

	Breathless, she answered, “Yes, Sir. Thank you, Sir.”

	“Good girl.” He pressed a kiss to her forehead. “Time to finish packing.”

	Samantha sighed, her body aquiver from their shared kiss and the promise of what was to come. Hopefully me, over and over and over...

	Davis tapped her ass hard enough for it to sting. “One more thing. Bend over.”

	“Yes, Sir.” Ever obedient, Samantha bent over and braced her arms on the tabletop.

	Davis pulled her panties to the side and fingered her wet cunt. Then he smeared the juice in her ass crack until he worked a finger into her ass. Pumping it in and out, she moaned at the teasing intrusion. He pulled his finger out, and she ached at the emptiness. Her ass and cunt throbbed as she pondered all the ways he could use her body.

	Keeping her eyes straight ahead, she felt him fiddle around behind her. In the next second, a pink princess plug appeared before her eyes. “You’re going to keep this in your ass as long as possible, Sammie-girl.” A swat to one ass cheek increased the flow of her juices. “On the drive to the cottage, I want you to feel this plug in your ass and think of me filling and using your holes when I arrive.”

	She licked her lips and bit back a moan. “Yes, Sir.”

	“Good girl.” She fought to keep from squirming as he swirled the plug through her wet pussy, then worked the plug into her ass. “Now get dressed, Sammie-girl. We have work to do.” He smacked her other ass cheek for good measure.

	Samantha closed her eyes on a gasp. “Thank you, Sir.”

	“You’re welcome.” He adjusted her panties, pulled her up straight, then spun her toward him, and kissed her hard on the lips.

	Dazed, she sighed into his mouth. This is why I love him so much. He knew what she needed and when. While she considered herself an independent woman, she relished relinquishing control to Davis, submitting to him, allowing him to push her boundaries, and bring her to the kinds of releases that brought relaxation from her busy life. She could always count on him to help her find her inner discipline, and she cherished that most of all.

	Davis held her at arm’s length, and she beamed at him. He winked at her, then gestured for her to lead the way back to the bedroom.

	Humming a happy tune, she walked out of the kitchen and down the hall with a bounce in her step. Davis would help her pack up the car, and she would make certain all was set up for their play time together. She wouldn’t let either of them down.

	 

	* * * *

	 

	“You’ve got to be kidding me,” Samantha mumbled. Gaping out the front windshield, she stopped the car and cut the engine. Her heart sank at the scene in front of her. “This doesn’t look anything like on the website.” She squinted in hopes it would change the view.

	The yard looked as if it hadn’t been mown in a century. Long grasses and weeds lined the drive. The dilapidated front porch had a couple broken railings and peeling paint adorned the structure. A porch swing looked as if it had seen better days.

	Samantha shouldered her purse, exited the car, and slammed the door shut. With hands on hips, she surveyed the yard, wondering how she and Davis had been duped into renting this place for two weeks. They’d done their due diligence and research in finding the cottage getaway. They’d poured over pictures of an immaculate yard and cute little cabin in a secluded place. Davis had spoken to the owner on the phone.

	She pulled up one of the pictures on her phone and studied it, then surveyed the yard once more. “Looks the same,” she grumbled. “It seems to have aged horribly overnight.” She heaved a sigh of disgust. They’d wanted a low maintenance place to stay so they could enjoy their time together—swimming and sex. And maybe eating and sleeping somewhere in there.

	Shielding her eyes from the sun with her hand, she trudged up the overgrown path beside the house to take a look at the back yard. Not any better than the front. Her mood perked up as she glanced around. A private pond big enough to swim in sparkled in the sunlight. Well, at least that is the same. Doesn’t appear to be overgrown with algae or anything.

	Samantha walked back around to the porch side of the house. Before she unpacked the car, she wanted to check out how much work would need to be done on the inside to make it livable before Davis arrived.

	Pausing on the front step, she fished the key from her handbag, then unlocked the door. When she stepped inside, she blinked in surprise.

	The scent of fresh cut flowers wafted to her from a vase by a table near the door. The floors were immaculate and everything appeared freshly cleaned, not a speck of dust to be seen.

	“Well, whoever owns it made sure the inside was ready for us.” She sighed in relief and placed her purse on the table by the door. “This will make it easier to get everything ready. I guess it doesn’t matter what it looks like on the outside for us to enjoy our time here.” Joy restored in her heart, she jiggled on the spot. The plug in her ass reminded her of Davis’ promise to fill and use her when he joined her out here.

	She walked around the small cabin and checked out the bedrooms. Neither of the double beds were made, but that could easily be remedied with the fresh sheets she’d brought from home. She giggled, studying the smaller beds. With two king-sized beds at home—one in the bedroom and one in their dungeon—the beds here seemed rather small.

	“Oh well.” She clapped her hands. “When Davis arrives, we’ll make the best of it.” She tapped the plug in her ass, causing her cunt to ache. “I’ll unpack, then maybe I’ll have some play time alone before he gets here. Or maybe I should try to hold off until tomorrow.” She massaged her pussy on the outside of her clothing. Denying herself release would be a delicious way to begin their vacation. Davis hadn’t ordered her one way or the other, so the decision would be hers for now.

	With a spring in her step, she went back out to the car and set to the task of unpacking. If she could swing it, maybe she’d even sleep with the plug in her ass. That way she’d be ready for Davis in the morning.

	 


 

	 

	According to Plan

	 

	 

	He wanted to kiss those pouty lips

	And tie those hands back from her hips,

	Even when the situation isn’t ideal,

	But love always shines for real...

	 

	 

	Davis checked his watch. She should have arrived by now. As if on cue, a text message caused his phone to buzz.

	I arrived. The place is... nice. I’ll get it all set up for us. Hope you finish work soon. Love and miss you. Sammie-girl xoxo

	He chuckled to himself, re-reading the message. The place is nice. He snorted aloud. She’s trying not to pout. How cute. He knew she must be trying to process that the yard didn’t look like any of the pictures he’d shown her, plus make the best of it on top of the situation. He figured she’d be worrying a wee bit that he’d be disappointed. Not much disappointed or angered him. Even in the tensest of situations, he knew how to maintain a neutral space inside in order to figure out how to deal with it. It’s how he became good at his job and learned to be a better Dom.

	Excited about their vacation together, he hummed as he plated the pasta he’d cooked for dinner. He’d purposefully stayed behind to surprise her. If truth be told, he had a few surprises in store for her over the next two weeks, the first of which was sending her out to the cottage by herself. His job hadn’t needed him, but in order to set the tone, it had been imperative that Samantha go ahead without him. He’d told her he would work late today and not come until the morning, but he couldn’t wait until tomorrow to see her. If he managed to keep himself disciplined for the next couple of hours, he’d drive out late to surprise her. Then all would be according to plan.

	A grin split his lips as he recalled their playtime in the kitchen. He’d enjoyed making her squirm earlier today and loved watching her green eyes plead silently with him, knowing how much she craved his dominance. It had been difficult to sit there while she stood naked in front of him. All softness, curves, and a fine amount of muscle tone, fucking her was always front and center in his mind. He recalled running his fingers through her soft, dark locks, the strands like silk against his skin, the sensation a favorite. He could play with her hair for hours, often brushing it for her while they watched a movie to relax.

	When he’d worked the plug into her ass, playing with her, teasing her—he’d wanted to fuck her right there. He would reward her when he arrived. And the rewards would keep her coming.

	He checked his watch again, noting two minutes had passed since he’d last looked. He picked up his dinner plate and carried it out into the living room. Plopping down onto the sofa, he picked up the remote with his other hand and channel surfed while he ate. The house seemed too quiet without her. With their busy lives, she often arrived home at the end of the day before he did. He’d come home to dinner prepared, save for those times when report cards were due. They both loved to cook, and when they got the chance, they enjoyed creating meals together. He valued their alone time together too. They were partners in every way, and while they enjoyed orchestrating scenes with other play partners, one thing he would forever cherish was playtime with his “Sammie-girl.”

	He sighed and checked his watch again. He needed to find a movie to keep him occupied until time to drive out. He couldn’t wait to surprise her. Maybe she’d be sleeping, and he could drag her out of bed to fuck her until she screamed. Hmmm... There is the lake. Out of curiosity, he set down the remote and retrieved his phone from his pants pocket in order to check the weather. It’ll be a balmy night. Perhaps a little skinny dipping is in order.

	A plan began to formulate in his mind. Hopefully, she wouldn’t be too tired. Not that a good spanking wouldn’t wake her up. He grinned. He loved her so much, and he couldn’t wait to put more of his plans in motion. He hoped with all his heart she would approve.

	 

	* * * *

	 

	Davis cut the engine and turned off the lights as soon as he pulled into the yard in an attempt not to alert Samantha to his early arrival. As quietly as possible, he unpacked his bags from the trunk and began the walk up the overgrown path to the house. The front porch light cast its beam on his path. Treading softly up the porch steps, he tiptoed to the front door, wincing at each creak of the old boards under his feet.

	He tried the door handle only to find it locked. Juggling the keys in his hands, he fumbled but managed to find the extra key to unlock the door. He stepped into the quiet house to find a soft glow in the direction of the bedroom. She must have left a light on... As a little girl, she’d often been scared of the dark. Even as a grown woman, when he wasn’t around, she’d been known to leave a light on at night until he returned. Ah, my girl...

	Setting his bags down by the door, he closed and locked it again. He stood for a moment, inhaled a deep breath, and studied his surroundings. Home for two weeks. In the middle of nowhere, where no one can hear her scream, and we can play in nature. Heaven. He hoped she would be pleased with the surprise he had in store.

	Davis crept toward the light glowing from one of the bedrooms, then pushed the door open. A faint creak echoed in the silence of the cottage. He peeked into the room and spied Samantha curled up in a ball in the middle of the bed, a thin sheet covering her body. A small lamp on the bedside table illuminated her sleeping form. She didn’t stir when he entered the room and only shifted position slightly as he sat on the edge of the bed beside her.

	He ran his fingers through her hair, and after a minute or two, she rolled over and placed her head in his lap. A sigh escaped her lips, and she curled into him, relaxing back into slumber. He ran a hand down the length of her body, over her ribcage and hip to her ass, the silk negligee she wore soft to the touch. His fingertips played over the smooth skin of her ass cheeks and dipped into the crack.

	Upon feeling the Princess plug, a silent chuckle shook his body. She’s still wearing the plug. Good girl.

	For a few minutes, he sat there reveling in her feminity, running one hand through her hair, and the other massaging her ass cheeks, tapping the plug that rested in her ass.

	Whimpers began to form in Samantha’s throat, getting louder the longer he played with her.

	“Mmmm...” Samantha sat up and blinked sleepy doe eyes at him.

	Her hair flipped over to one side of her head, and he brushed it back out of her face. He’d never seen anything more beautiful in his life.

	Confusion crinkled her brow before her eyes widened in surprise and delight. Then she threw her arms around his neck and hugged him tight. “Oh my God! You’re here early,” she exclaimed.

	He buried his face in the crook of her neck and inhaled her scent, squeezing her back. “I couldn’t wait to see you.”

	Samantha sat back on her haunches in order to look into his face. “I hope the drive was all right. What time is it?”

	Davis checked his wristwatch. “Almost midnight.” He grinned at her. “Time for my princess to have her spanking.”

	Her eyes widened again, and she bit her lips together to contain her excitement, an expression he’d seen many times before. He inclined his head, and she nodded in understanding. She positioned herself over his lap, and he swung his legs to the side of the bed, planting his feet on the floor.

	He kneaded her ass cheeks, alternating between that and tickling the skin of her lower back. Samantha squirmed. He landed a firm swat to one ass cheek.

	A low moan escaped her lips. “Thank you, Sir.”

	He smacked the other side. “Sir approves of you sleeping with the plug in your ass.”

	“Mmm... Thank you, Sir.” She flinched when his hand came down on her ass again but she didn’t cry out, only thanking him once more.

	Davis delivered ten spanks to each ass cheek, then alternated twenty more between each side. Samantha did her best to thank him after each one. When he stopped, her breath came in heavy pants. He fingered her pussy, toyed with her clit, and plunged two fingers deep into her wet cunt. Samantha gasped and thanked him at each intrusion as he finger-fucked her while tapping the plug in her ass at the same time.

	When her voice rose in pitch, he pulled his fingers from her quivering cunt. With his other hand, he threaded his fingers into her hair and yanked her head up. “Are you close to coming, my girl?”

	Samantha whimpered. “Yes, Sir.”

	He leaned over and kissed the top of her head. “Well, not yet. Stand up.”

	“Yes, Sir.” A low moan of protest accompanied her actions, but she stood and faced him. Her body twitched under his scrutiny.

	“Are you pouting, Sammie-girl?”

	“No, Sir.”

	He raised an eyebrow.

	“Well, maybe a little,” she mumbled.

	Davis brought the two fingers he’d fucked her with to her lips. She sucked them into her mouth. “You like that, my good little slut? You like sucking on the fingers that fucked you and almost brought you to orgasm?”

	She nodded with enthusiasm, her words garbled as she spoke around his fingers. “Yes, Sir.”

	He withdrew his fingers from her eager mouth. “I know you do.” He swatted her ass again, and a small yelp escaped her. “Come on, Sir is taking you swimming.”

	Samantha visibly shuddered. “Right now?”

	Curiosity peaked, Davis tried to understand her reticence. “Yes. Why?”

	She swallowed hard and clasped her hands behind her back. “Well, Sir...” Her voice trailed away, and she swallowed hard before clearing her throat. “The pond is warm and everything is nice but as soon as you get out, the mosquitoes attack. I tested it earlier this evening. I’m not sure the citronella candles we brought will be enough at this time of night, and I don’t think even I’m up for that kind of torture.”

	Davis chuckled. “Good point.” He swept her up into his arms, then tossed her onto the bed. “How about we run in quickly and run out?”

	Samantha giggled. “I’m game if you are, Sir.”

	He nodded at her. “Get naked then.”

	They raced to undress. When they were both naked, Davis took hold of her hand, and they ran together toward the back of the house. Once outside, Samantha led the way down the path to the pond and onto a small dock. As one, they leaped into the warm water and surfaced to face each other.

	Embracing, they kissed until the high-pitched buzzing noise announced they were not alone. They scrambled out of the water and ran back to the house as fast as they could.

	Once in the kitchen, they laughed their heads off together. Davis pulled Samantha into a wet, warm embrace, then kissed her deep and hard. His naked body molded to hers. He loved how her curves fit perfectly with his body. His hard cock pressed against the V of her thigh, and he couldn’t wait to fuck her any longer.

	Without warning, he spun her around and forced her to bend over the kitchen table. Not requiring any further instruction, she lay flat, breasts mashed into the tabletop, legs spread wide. Her fingers gripped the sides of the small table and held tight. Davis guided his cock into her pussy and fucked her slow and deep before picking up the pace.

	Her tight, wet cunt a haven for his hard cock, he plunged into her over and over, not holding back his lust for her. Samantha screamed in orgasm, her tight pussy convulsing around his hard cock. He knew with the plug in her ass it would feel as if she were being double-penetrated. He counted three of her screams, then let go. As his orgasm took over, he yelled his pleasure.

	Davis slumped over top of Samantha. Her whimpers drifted up to his ears, and he forced himself to stand upright. Eyeing her splayed on the tabletop, ideas for their playtime infiltrated his brain. The next two weeks were going to be sinful, to say the least.

	Davis pulled his cock from her cunt, then grabbed hold of one of her arms. He slung her over his shoulder and carried her to the bathroom. He turned the tap on to warm up the water for the shower and instructed her on what would happen next.

	“Sammie-girl, we are going to get clean, then I’m going to cuff your arms and legs together and the rest of the night is about you.”

	“Me, Sir?” she questioned.

	He smiled at her and kissed her forehead, gesturing for her to step under the hot spray. “You didn’t think those three orgasms in the kitchen was it for the night, did you?”

	She shrugged a shoulder. “I never assume anything, Sir.”

	“Oh, good little girl,” he said. “I want to reward you for coming out here and getting everything ready for us.”

	“Uh... Wait until you see the place by day,” she mumbled.

	“Sshh...” He stepped into the shower with her and closed the shower curtain behind him. He quickly washed, then began to wash her off. As he massaged soap onto her breasts, he nibbled her ear lobe. “You are my good girl and I have lots and lots of rewards planned for you.”

	Samantha stared into his eyes, and he noticed tears welling up. “What is it?” he asked.

	She swallowed and attempted a smile. “I’ll try not to disappoint, Sir.”

	He frowned and kissed her forehead. Why on earth would she be afraid to disappoint me?

	 


 

	 

	Pride and Punishment

	 

	 

	By night she screamed her pleasure out,

	Her Dom loved to make her shout,

	But sometimes the reward that’s best,

	Is when she is forced to wait for the rest...

	 

	 

	Samantha yawned and rubbed the sleep from her eyes for the hundredth time. She ran a hand through her hair and reached up into the kitchen cupboard for a coffee cup. Inhaling, the aroma of the coffee brewing hit her nostrils. A warm breeze blew in through the open kitchen window, caressing her naked body.

	A contented sigh escaped her lips. She scratched an itch on one ass cheek and a smile lit up her face. She danced over to the coffeemaker, ass and pussy deliciously aching from being used by Davis during the night. After he’d fucked her in the kitchen, he’d washed her head to toe in the shower, dried her off, then carried her to the bedroom where he cuffed her ankles and wrists together, and used a wand on her clit to make her come over and over until she’d cried in joy and ecstasy. Finally, she’d been able to remove the ass plug, and Davis had cuddled her to sleep afterward.

	When he rewards me, he rewards me. Humming, she flitted about the kitchen as she searched cupboards and drawers for items to use for cooking the morning meal. Tired as she was, hunger had won out, and she’d forced herself to leave Davis’ side in the bed to find food. Two weeks would offer lots of time for sleep, and she wanted to begin their first morning together with a hearty breakfast.

	A veggie omelet would provide adequate sustenance, so she busied herself with chopping and sautéing. Just as she finished plating the food, Davis strolled into the kitchen, naked. He yawned loudly as he greeted her. “Good morning, Sammie-girl.”

	Samantha put the plates on the table and turned to him. “Morning, Sir.” She went on tiptoe and kissed his cheek.

	He kissed her forehead in turn. “Food smells good.”

	Samantha gestured for him to sit. “Coffee?”

	He grinned at her, love for her shining in his eyes. “Yes please.”

	Samantha set to the task of pouring him a cup. She set it down in front of his plate and knelt by his chair. “Do you need anything else, Sir?” She licked her lips in hopes he would demand she suck his cock. She loved servicing him in that manner and hadn’t been given the chance yet.

	Davis ran his fingers through her hair and placed a kiss on the top of her head. “I want you to eat first.”

	A small pout formed on her lips. “Okay, Sir.” Eating first meant she had to give herself time to digest in order not to choke on his cock when he fucked her mouth.

	He winked at her. “Good girl. I know you’re hungry, and you need food.”

	Cum contains a lot of protein. Remaining silent with her thought, Samantha sat on the chair beside him, and they settled in to eat.

	Davis sipped his coffee and spoke. “After we finish eating and cleaning up the kitchen, I have a surprise for you.”

	She perked up at that. “Oh?”

	He grinned at her, then pawed her cheek. “Yes, I do.”

	Her eyes closed and her body relaxed at his heavy-handed touch. She squirmed in her chair, cunt pulsing with excitement. Excited to be his fuck toy for the next two weeks, she couldn’t wait to see what he had in store.

	Davis’ eyes narrowed as he studied her. “Lots of time, my girl.”

	“Yes, Sir.” An enthusiastic nod accompanied her response.

	She tried not to scarf down her meal so they could get started. Depending on what he had in mind, she’d need the sustenance. Excitement danced the jitterbug in her system, and she tried to remain outwardly calm. Davis took his time helping her clean up the kitchen, brushing his cock up against her every chance he got, which sent her into a frenzy.

	Finally, Davis gave her his first instruction. “Kneel by the back door and wait for me.”

	Samantha did as told and waited on her knees with her hands behind her back. She could hear Davis rummaging around in the bedroom. Within a few minutes, he returned, still naked, and carrying a bag.

	He stood in front of her, looked down, and held out a hand. “Ready to go?”

	“Yes, Sir.” Even though he’d asked if she was ready, she waited for him to demand she take his hand.

	“Good girl. Take my hand.”

	Samantha did as told and stood up. Without a word, Davis led her outside and back down the path that led to the pond. The hot, mid-morning sun beat down on them. The buzzing of insects filled the air but none bothered them. Overgrown grasses brushed at her legs as they walked.

	A sweat broke out on her skin. A fly buzzed in front of her face and she brushed it away. Grimacing, she once again lamented the condition of the property. This wasn’t what they’d signed up for, yet Davis seemed oblivious.

	She huffed an impatient sigh which caused Davis to stop short and turn about to face her. “Something wrong?”

	His stern tone made her blink in surprise, and she swallowed hard. “Nothing is wrong... with you, Sir.”

	His tone softened, and he brushed his knuckles down her cheek. “Then what is it? Don’t think I haven’t noticed you fighting tears on occasion.”

	She melted under his touch, and the tears she’d held back yesterday upon finding their getaway in such a state welled up and dripped down her face.

	“What is it?” he asked again.

	“Well...” She sniffed and gestured around. “Look at this place. This is not what we paid for.”

	“And you’re disappointed?”

	Staring into his eyes, she gulped. “Yes, Sir. I’m disappointed. Aren’t you? I wanted this vacation to be perfect.”

	His lips twitched in a smile. “The conditions aren’t... ideal perhaps, but we will make the best of it. To me, it’s perfect because we are together. That’s what matters.” He waggled his eyebrows, eyes twinkling with mischievous intent.

	Samantha couldn’t help but smile, and the tears abated. “What exactly do you have in mind, Sir?”

	He pulled her into an embrace and kissed the side of her head. “Oh, Sammie-girl, I have all sorts of wicked things in mind.” He held her at arm’s length, then lifted her chin with the thumb and forefinger of one hand. “Now for catching you pouting, I have a little punishment in mind. Follow me.”

	With a nod, Samantha took hold of his hand again and followed along behind him as he led her to a tree adjacent to the dock. One branch of the tree hung out over the water. Davis released her hand and eyed the scene.

	“Hands behind your back, eyes down,” he instructed.

	Samantha did as told and stood stock still, eyes downcast. She could hear him humming a happy tune as he went about his work. In her peripheral vision, she caught sight of him rummaging in the bag. He brought out some rope, but she couldn’t see what he did with it.

	After a few minutes, he knelt in front of the bag once more, then came to stand in front of her. “You can look up now.”

	“Thank you, Sir.” Her eyes met his. She smiled when she saw the love and joy in the expression on his face. Then she caught site of the bottles of suntan lotion and bug spray in his hands.

	“Arms out.”

	She did as he told her and held her arms out to the side. Davis proceeded to squeeze a generous amount of sunscreen from one of the tubes, and slathered it all over her body, taking particular care of her breasts and buttocks. Next, he sprayed her entire body with bug spray.

	Samantha raised an eyebrow, but Davis kept on humming while he covered her from head to toe.

	“There,” he said. “You shouldn’t get sunburned, and the bugs won’t bother you.”

	Samantha didn’t feel sexy in the least slathered in all the goo, but she knew better than to protest. Whatever Davis had in mind, she knew he’d thought it through. She glanced over to see a small, foldable step stool by the water’s edge underneath the tree branch, a rope hanging from the branch. Excitement danced through her body, and her pussy pulsed in arousal.

	Davis took her by the hand again and led her to the stool. “Stand on it,” he instructed.

	Samantha stepped up onto the stool and waited while Davis rummaged in the bag again. He produced two pairs of leather cuffs with metal rings attached. He cuffed her wrists together, then proceeded to tie the rope to the cuffs so her arms were overhead. He tugged a couple of times on another section of rope which caused her to be suspended on her tiptoes, but without too much strain on her shoulders or body.

	“How’s that?” he asked.

	“Good, Sir.”

	“Good.” With a nod, he left her there, running off to the dock and into the water.

	Samantha watched as he swam out and then back to the dock. Davis treaded water, staring at her, not saying a word. Curious to know what he had in mind, she stared back, not speaking either. Davis climbed out of the water and sat on the dock. He leaned back on one arm and took his cock in the other hand. Continuing to stare at Samantha, he stroked his shaft.

	She licked her lips, hungry to take his thickening cock into her mouth or to be fucked in either of her holes. When it came to teasing, she’d dubbed Davis the master.

	“You want my cock, Sammie-girl?”

	“Yes, Sir,” she called out.

	Davis threw his head back, his face to the sun, and stroked his cock harder. Moisture seeped from her cunt, and she squirmed in the restraints. Her nipples pebbled despite the warm air. She moaned, and the sound caused Davis to lift his head.

	“Enjoying the show?” he asked.

	“Very much, Sir.”

	He grinned and closed his eyes, continuing to stroke his cock. He shuddered, then released his swollen member. He winked at her before he got up and jumped back into the water.

	She watched him swim and splash about. Her cunt ached after watching his teasing display. Sweat dripped from her forehead, and she glanced down to see a fine sheen glistening on the rest of her skin. While he’d partially tied her up in the shade, it didn’t hide her from the humidity of the warm summer day.

	Davis climbed out of the water onto the dock once more and strode down its length. Longing welled up inside her as she watched him stalk toward her, water dripping from his naked body. Desperate for him to touch her, or fuck her—anything—she licked her lips once more in anticipation.

	He came to a stand in front of her and looked into her eyes. “How’re you doing?”

	“G-good, Sir.”

	“A little parched?” He reached down into the bag on the ground beside the stool and brought out a water bottle. He lifted the bottle to her lips in order for her to take a drink. She sipped and sighed in thanks.

	Davis put the bottle away and produced a flogger, waving it in front of her face. When she smiled in response, he brushed the strands over her breasts. Her nipples tightened further in response. Davis flicked the strands over her tits a few times, then moved down her abdomen. Her stomach muscles contracted at each flick of the flogger over her skin.

	Next, he slapped the front of her thighs, knees, and toes. Then he stopped hands on hips and stared at her.

	Happy to have him near her, playing with her, she’d forgotten to thank him. Profuse thanks poured from her lips in an endless stream.

	He stepped away from her, dropped the flogger down onto the bag, and stroked his cock again. “I’m quite warm. I think I’ll have another swim.”

	Samantha whimpered as she watched him walk back onto the dock and jump in the water. She longed to join him, and rub her wet, naked body up against his. Despite her aroused and warm state, she shivered on the spot.

	After a few minutes, Davis came back to her and picked up the flogger. He stepped up to her and massaged her tits with one hand. Then he pinched each of her nipples hard. She squealed and thanked him. He stepped around her and flogged her ass, each stroke getting harder with every flick of his wrist.

	This time, Samantha remembered to thank him. When he’d delivered a series of twenty strokes, he stopped and offered her water again. Then he repeated the routine two more times. After the third round, her ass stung, and she was a whimpering mess. He offered her more water, and she greedily gulped it.

	Davis fingered her pussy. “Hmmm... I see someone enjoyed that.” He held up his fingers for inspection.

	“Yes, Sir, I did.” She squeezed her legs together, enjoying the sweet ache in her cunt.

	He thrust two fingers into her pussy and pumped them in and out. “Very wet, just how I like it.”

	Close to coming, she tried to spread her legs wider to give him better access. Davis withdrew his fingers from her cunt and proceeded to stroke his cock. Samantha groaned at the loss of contact. She wanted him to fill her holes, use her. Teasing frustrated her, which is why he would do it on occasion in order to teach her more discipline.

	Davis widened his stance and stroked his cock harder. Helpless, she watched as he orgasmed, shooting his cum all over her legs. With a shudder, he let go of his cock and reached a hand into the bag. This time he pulled out a small leather paddle.

	The first smack landed on her cunt. The sting to her aching folds made her cry out. He walked around her and slapped each of her ass cheeks ten times. Then he tapped her cunt twenty times and repeated everything.

	The stinging sensations heightened her awareness, and she went deeper inside of herself, finding the place where the pain turned into pleasure. The energetic release she experienced during these sessions relaxed her in a way nothing else on earth ever could. Her swollen clit ached, each spank to her ass or pussy bringing her closer to an orgasm.

	On the third round of clit slapping, Samantha cried out in orgasm. Tears rolled down her cheeks, and her body shook. Strong hands untied her from the tree branch. She no longer cared about all the goop on her body to shield her from the sun and bugs, nor about the cum dripping on her legs. Limp, she allowed Davis to lower her from the stool and onto her feet.

	Legs wobbly after the session, she nearly collapsed, but he held her up. “You okay, my girl?”

	“Y-yes, S-sir.”

	He brushed some hair back from her face. “You didn’t use the safe word this time.”

	“I didn’t feel I needed to, Sir,” she murmured, tucking her head under his chin.

	Davis scooped her up in his arms and carried her back to the house. Once inside, he brought her to the bathroom and deposited her in the tub. Then he ran the water, making sure it wasn’t too hot. He placed a kiss to her forehead. “I’ll be right back.”

	She nodded and hugged her knees to her chest. Bright red marks adorned her body, her ass stung, her clit was raw. She smiled. Davis never disappointed.

	She shivered and momentary insecurity reared its ugly head. How long would it take for him to return? She didn’t feel like being teased right now. Tears welled up again. She rested her forehead on top of her knees and remained that way until the water filled half the tub. She reached forward to turn off the water, but the tap came off in her hand.

	“Oh shit,” she muttered. “What else can go wrong?” Frantic, she tried to reattach it but to no avail. She yelled for his help. “Davis! Davis! I need you!”

	 


 

	 

	The Master of Surprise

	 

	 

	There may be those days when

	You want to hang your head and give in,

	But then right before your very eyes,

	Magic appears with the master of surprise...

	 

	 

	Davis had heard Samantha’s frantic cries and hightailed it back to the house. He arrived in the bathroom to find Samantha flailing in an attempt to reattach the broken tap. The water level of the tub neared the top. He ran to the basement and searched for the main shut-off valve. He found it with ease, turned the water to the house off, and hurried back up to the bathroom.

	By this time, Samantha was in quite a state. Sobbing, she sat in a huddle, bedraggled and wet. With quiet authority, he instructed her to finish washing as best she could. He brought her towels and helped her to dry off afterward, even draining the tub for her. Then he ordered her to take a nap.

	While their session outside had been intense, he wasn’t quite sure why she’d freaked out. Even as vulnerable as he knew she could be after a spanking session, small things didn’t tend to bother her this way. Usually, she asked for his help, and they figured things out together.

	True, the house wasn’t ideal, nor were the grounds. Perhaps he hadn’t realized that his biggest surprise of all would need to be given sooner rather than later. Then maybe she’d understand and she could relax more.

	With some tools he found in the basement, Davis managed to fix the broken tap. When he finished, he took a shower, then went into the bedroom to check on Samantha.

	He found her awake, lying on her side, staring out the open window. A warm breeze blew in through the screen, ruffling the curtains. He lay behind her, spooning with her, wrapping her in his embrace.

	“You okay?” he asked.

	She sighed. “Yes.”

	He frowned. When she didn’t answer using the word ‘Sir’, he knew she wasn’t in the mood for playtime. As part of their agreement, they didn’t play the part of Dom/sub twenty-four seven, although as the years went on, she referred to him as ‘Sir’ on a regular basis.

	“You don’t seem okay,” he remarked. “Didn’t you enjoy the session out by the lake?”

	A frustrated sigh escaped her this time. She rolled over to face him and then sat up. “Yes, I did. Very much.” Anger sparked in her eyes, and he remained quiet to let her get it out. “What I haven’t enjoyed is coming here to see the place in ruins and nothing like it showed when we booked it. I didn’t enjoy having the hot water tap falling off, threatening to flood the house when all I wanted to do was sit in the bath and process. I wanted this vacation to be special. I wanted everything to be the way I thought it would be.”

	Davis opened his mouth to speak, but she held up a hand to stop him. “No,” she continued. “I want to be mad. I have a right to be mad. I have a right to my feelings. This place isn’t what I thought it would be. And I want to go home.”

	He shrugged, swallowing hard to hide the giddy feeling welling up inside. He couldn’t keep the surprise from her any longer.

	She narrowed her eyes at him. “What? This isn’t funny.”

	“I didn’t say it was funny.” He shook his head. “I’m supporting you being mad.”

	“By laughing at me?”

	“Samantha.” His voice took on a stern tone. “I’m not laughing at you either.”

	She rolled her eyes and heaved a sigh. “I don’t mean to pout. It’s just this,” she gestured around, “isn’t what I signed up for.”

	“You mean having the man you love most at your side, helping you through the mishaps of life?”

	She glared at him and spoke through clenched teeth. “You know what I mean.”

	“I do. I also know how attached we can become to an idea, and it bites when reality is different.” He tapped her nose with a fingertip. “Sometimes life is just that way.”

	“I know,” she grumbled. “I just want to be grumpy about it for a bit, okay?”

	Davis leaned over to check the time on his watch that sat on the bedside table. “How long do you think that will take?”

	She cracked a smile for the first time since the bathroom incident. “I don’t know. Stop trying to make me laugh.”

	He placed his hand over his heart. “I’m not trying to do anything.” He pushed her onto her back and loomed over top of her. “I just want to know how long I should wait before I eat your pussy.”

	Surprise registered on her face. “Oh. Well.” She pretended to consider. “I suppose I’m done.”

	“Are you sure?” He scrunched his eyebrows in concern. “I don’t want to interrupt your grump-fest.”

	She smacked his arm with her hand. “Stop it...” Her voice trailed away on a giggle.

	He kissed her hard on the lips, then let his tongue dance down the column of her throat. One hand roamed down her stomach until his fingers played in the soft folds of her pussy. Samantha moaned and shifted underneath him.

	“Can I eat you now?” he murmured, his tongue tracing each of her nipples in turn.

	Samantha gasped when he bit down on one. “Yes...”

	Davis kissed his way down her stomach. “Yes, what?”

	“Yes, please, Sir.”

	When he reached her cunt, he inhaled her scent, then sucked her clit into his mouth. Samantha groaned—music to his ears. He played his tongue over and around her pussy lips, tongue fucked her, and sucked her clit hard. Licking her clit as fast as he could, he thrust two fingers into her pussy, angling them up a bit to ensure he hit her G-spot.

	Samantha bucked on the bed, crying out her pleasure. As her body relaxed, he gave her no time to settle into the mattress. He flipped her over and ordered her to get up on her hands and knees. He positioned his cock outside her cunt and thrust inside. She cried out again.

	Each time he pumped his cock into her, her cries got louder. He slapped her still sore ass until she shrieked. He pulled his cock from her body, wrapped an arm around her waist, and leaned over to speak into her ear. His other hand grabbed her slick pussy and gave it a little shake. “Your cunt belongs to who?”

	Samantha gasped. “You, Sir. It belongs to you.”

	“Good girl. Your cunt is mine.” He smeared her juice up her ass crack and fingered her hole. She moaned as he worked a finger inside her ass. “Who owns your ass?”

	“You do, Sir.” She cried out. “My ass is yours.”

	“Good girl.” He spread her ass cheeks and took his time working his cock into her tight ass.

	When he was seated inside her balls deep, he massaged her back, rocking a bit, allowing her to get used to the intrusion. Once her body relaxed, Samantha enjoyed a good ass fucking.

	He held onto one hip with a hand and wound the other arm to the front of her body so he could toy with her clit. When Samantha was white-knuckled from gripping the bedsheet and moaning in earnest, he gripped both of her hips and began to withdraw his cock a little, then pushed back in. He repeated this action over and over until her ass welcomed him with ease and he could fuck her at any pace he pleased.

	Gripping both of her hips, he alternated between fast thrusts and long, slow deep ones. In between screams, and shrieks of delight, Samantha thanked him. He loved hearing it, cherished her submission.

	“Permission to touch myself, Sir?” Samantha asked.

	He grunted. “Of course.”

	He felt her play with her clit. He grasped her hips harder in his grip and thrust hard and deep. Her cum gushed out and coated his balls as they slapped her clit.

	“I’m coming, I’m coming,” he warned right before he emptied his load into her ass.

	Sated, he slumped forward and flattened Samantha to the bed. Neither of them moved. Their harsh pants echoed in the room. After a few moments, he withdrew his cock and rolled to the side. Samantha moaned in protest until he gathered her into his arms.

	She smiled into his face. “Thank you, Sir.”

	He grinned at her. “You’re welcome, Sammie-girl.”

	She sighed in contentment and buried her head under his chin.

	He stroked her hair. Joy filled his heart, and he couldn’t keep the secret any longer. “I have another surprise for you.”

	She pulled back to look at him. “Oh?”

	“This house is exactly the way it’s supposed to be because now we can make it our own.”

	Confused, she blinked at him. “What are you talking about?”

	“I had the owners send us pictures of what the property looked like back when they lived here. No one has been here in years.”

	“Well, that’s obvious,” she muttered.

	He tapped her nose with a fingertip. “I wanted you to see how it could look so maybe it would give you some ideas on what you wanted to do with it now.”

	“Wait a minute.” She untangled herself from his embrace and sat up. “What do you mean—do with it now?”

	“I bought this house for you.”

	Surprise registered on her face, and she placed a hand on her heart. “What?”

	Davis propped himself up on one elbow. “I know we have our home in the city, complete with custom-made dungeon. I thought it would be fun to have a country home too. A private getaway for whenever we need.”

	She threw her arms around his neck. “Oh my God! I love this idea! Why didn’t you tell me?”

	“Because I wanted it to be a surprise.” He chuckled.

	“Well, it certainly is,” she sputtered. “So you mean that you didn’t have to work yesterday?”

	He shook his head. “Nope. I stayed behind so you’d see the place first by yourself.”

	She gasped and smacked him on the shoulder. “You knew I’d be disappointed.”

	“I knew you’d be a little,” he admitted. “I hope that now you know, you can see the potential.”

	She sat back on her haunches, and she looked around in wonder. “We could have play things in every room. Things that seem ordinary but could be used for tying people up or cuffing them to...” She gasped in delight. “Hooks on the ceilings, on the counters in the kitchen, special grips in the bathroom...” She clapped her hands. “A playhouse, not just a playroom!”

	He stroked the skin of her thigh. “Exactly. And we have a lot of property where we could set up—”

	Another delighted squeal escaped her. “Places where I could be tied! Oh my goodness, there are so many possibilities.”

	“Precisely. And with forty acres, we could even build a guest cottage and invite our friends.”

	She cast adoring eyes on him. As long as he lived, that expression on her face was what he lived for. “The possibilities are endless.” She threw her arms around his neck once more. “Thank you, Sir. You really are the Master of Surprise.”

	He squeezed her tight, running a loving hand down her back and buttocks, feeling the welts he’d left there. “Anything for my Sammie-girl. I love you so much.”

	Samantha pulled back to gaze into his face, then kissed him hard on the lips. “I love you too, Sir. What other surprises do you have in store?”

	He grinned at her. “Oh, I have many, many ways to surprise and reward you. Why don’t we go into the kitchen and I’ll begin?”

	She scrambled off the bed. “Yes, Sir.”

	 

	For a naughty sub who enjoys playing the part of anal whore,

	Her Dom will create adventures galore,

	To celebrate love, being a master of surprise is quite an art,

	Yet all turns out well when it comes from the heart.

	 

	 

	The End
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