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Chapter One

The night I met my Dom…

The night I met my Dom I was waiting tables on my Wednesday evening shift at Hooters in Tucson. Do you know the place? I work at the one off Speedway near the corner of S. Kolb Road. I know what you’re thinking… Hooters. When I was looking for a job I filled out applications at other places, but Hooters had an opening and hired me on the spot, for obvious reasons. It’s an OK place to work, I guess. I’ve been able to save up a little money and Richie, my manager, is really nice to me (and a pretty sexy guy). I’ve been working here a little over two years now. We’re located just a short drive straight up Kolb through the desert from Davis-Monthan Air Force Base. A lot of military personnel come in especially on the weekends to get drunk and stare at the waitresses in our tight t-shirts and skimpy shorts. You should stop on by sometime, order a beer. I don’t mind being looked at. I’ve been stared at by men and women all my life. 

Before I begin my memoir, I want you to know that I didn’t just aspire for a career as a waitress at Hooters. After high school I attended a community college for two years part-time, but I really didn’t know what I wanted to do with my life so I never finished my college degree. Then I saw these commercials on late night TV on how to train to become a medical assistant, so I thought I’d give that a try. I applied to get money to go to nursing school at Pima Medical Institute, but I was so buried in credit card debt I couldn’t get approved for a student loan. Around the same time my Dad lost his construction business and was no longer in a position to help me financially. After the recession hit and our home was foreclosed, Dad decided to leave Tucson. The last time I saw him he was driving in a caravan of broken down cars with his hippy friends, traveling toward California to start a nudist colony somewhere in the desert. I haven’t seen or heard from him since he left town. If my memoir ever gets published and you happen to read this, I want you to know… I love you, Dad. I miss you. You were always a good Father to me…

I scraped together enough cash to pay in cash for my first semester at Pima and I liked studying there. I felt like I finally found my vocation. I even met this really cute guy there, but before I could get a chance to know him, I had to take a leave of absence when I didn’t get the scholarship I was hoping for. I got the job as a waitress, figuring I could save up enough money from my tips to get out of credit card debt and reapply for a student loan. Two years later I was twenty four and thanks to my job at Hooters almost debt free. I had nearly saved up enough money to go back to school full time when Dane completely changed the course of my life.

I was immediately attracted to him the minute I saw him sitting alone with his piercing blue eyes. Believe it or not, I’m not one of these silly Hooters girls here who go gaga over men from the military base, but he did look sharp in his crisply pressed tan uniform. While most guys check out my body the minute I approach their table, Dane just sat stiffly upright and stared at the menu I handed to him. He gave me his order in a deep, commanding, somewhat gravelly voice. Despite the fact that he wasn’t looking at me, I felt an odd connection, a kind of electricity between us. As he reached out to hand the menu back to me, his arm brushed the side of my waist, causing my skin to feel prickly and hot. I smiled and went to take an order from another table. 

I kept an eye on him from across the bar as I ordered the food and drinks. He looked like a movie star to me. He reminded me of a young Paul Newman in those old films I used to watch with Dad, very attractive and trim, with something mysterious going on in those blue eyes. It had been a while since I had a boyfriend, so maybe I was feeling lonely or horny, or perhaps a little of both. 

When I approached the table to drop off his beer, Dane spoke to me for the first time.

“What’s your name?”

“It’s Veronica. Veronica Wells. I told you when I dropped off the menus, remember?”

“Yes, that’s right. I’m a little jet-lagged. Sorry, Ms. Wells.”

“I’m just a waitress at Hooters. There’s no need to be so formal. Call me Veronica.”

Then, completely out of the blue, he said something very sweet and mysterious to me.

“I’m sure you’re much more than a waitress, Veronica. We just haven’t discovered what it is yet…”

We exchanged a look and I lingered at his table a little longer than I should. Dane has this way of looking at me, or should I say looking through me, with an intensity that rattles me inside. I don’t know how much time passed as he held me in his hypnotic stare. Even at that first moment he had the ability to hold me captive, not with handcuffs or the silk rope (that would come later), but in his cold hard gaze. I was unable to move again until he offered me a slight smile and glanced away.

We were unusually busy for a Wednesday night. I dropped off his meal and periodically looked over at him while I worked my other tables. One thing that stood out right away was his refined table manners. I was used to Arizona guys attacking their burgers like cave men the second I set their food down, gobbling the meat in huge bites, their mouths gaping open as they chewed, elbows on the table, grease dribbling down their chins, their fingers and knuckles red and sticky from dipping their fries into big glops of ketchup. But Dane was different. He used his knife and fork to cut the hamburger bun into small bite size pieces and placed them in his mouth, one at a time. I had never seen anyone in my entire life eat a hamburger with a knife and fork. He even ate with his mouth closed, and set the silverware down across his plate as he chewed, like royalty. After about thirty minutes, I passed by his table and Dane made eye contact with me, patting the corner of his mouth with a white napkin. He had eaten about half of his food and only drank a few sips of his beer.

“How are you doing? Don’t you like your meal?” I asked.

“I’m not particularly hungry… for food,” he said, looking me directly in the eyes.

I blushed, not used to such deep eye contact from a customer.

“OK. Can I get you something else then?” 

“What did you have in mind, Veronica?”

“How about dessert? The chocolate cake here is pretty—”

“When do you get off, Veronica?” he abruptly asked.

“Not for a couple of hours. Why?”

“Are you busy later?”

It was the third time that night one of the customers hit on me. I gave him the standard reply which I had perfected over the last two years.

“Well, umm… What did you say your name was?”

“I never introduced myself to you, Veronica. Forgive me. I’m Staff Sergeant Dane Smith.”

“Well, Sergeant Smith—”

“Please, Veronica, call me Dane.”

“OK, Dane. Despite the slutty outfit I have to wear, I don’t usually make a habit of going out with customers.” 

He nodded respectfully and looked down at the table

“I understand…”

I had this strong desire to reach out and touch him, to brush my fingers through the hair on the back of his head. I guess it was too long since I had gotten laid.

“I don’t mean to be rude, you know, or hurt your feelings—”

At that moment Richie came over to me, put his arm around my waist and told me a four top in my station was trying to flag me down.

“Thanks, Richie.”

“Sure. No problem,” Richie said. 

The two men exchanged a look and then stared back at me. Richie, as usual, gazed at… I might as well say it just this once… my hooters.

“Excuse me please,” I said to Dane.

As I walked away I glanced over my shoulder. The eyes of the two men were riveted on my back side, on the spot where the two halves of my cheeks touch. It didn’t help matters that the orange shorts all the waitresses had to wear were at least one size too short. The short shorts were practically screaming, “Hey! Check out my cute ass everybody!” so I couldn’t exactly blame the guys for gawking at my back side, could I?

After ordering another round of drinks for my tables, I looked across the restaurant at the still, silent figure of Dane. I felt kind of sorry for him; he looked so sad and alone. Impulsively, I decided to meet him after I got off. I know I shouldn’t be going out with strange men I meet at work, but Dane appeared rather harmless. Why not meet him for a drink or cup of coffee after my shift, I thought. Some pleasant conversation, get to know him a little. Maybe it would lead to something, maybe it wouldn’t. What could be the harm in that? It turned out to be the most life-changing decision I ever made. 

When I had my section under control, I came back over to his table, leaned over and whispered in his ear, perhaps a little too seductively. 

“I get off at 1. It takes me about 15 or 20 minutes to break down my station. If you’re willing to wait for me, I guess we could go out for a coffee or something.”

“I’ll wait for you in the parking lot,” he whispered back.

It was about 1:20 in the morning when I grabbed my coat and left Hooters. I saw Dane step out of a shiny black Range Rover and I walked over to his car, shivering. It was another cold night in the desert.

“Hi,” I said.

“Hi, Veronica,” he said.

“Thanks for waiting.”

“Sure. Hop in. It’s freezing.”

I hesitated getting into a stranger’s car.

“Oh. I’m not sure I’d feel comfortable…”

“Do you want to take your car?” he asked.

“Uhh, all right…”

We walked over to my car. I was a little embarrassed about my beat up Ford compared to his shiny new vehicle. It was nice of him not to take notice of how trashed my car appeared. It made me like him immediately. I turned the key in the lock. 

“Veronica, do you mind if I drive? You’ve been on your feet all day. You must be tired. I know an all-night coffee shop just a few blocks away on Speedway. I’ll take you there. If you allow me to drive, you’ll never get into an accident, I promise. I’m a safe driver with a perfect driving record.”

I often worried about getting into a crash, especially on Speedway late at night. The cars always drive so fast on that road. 

“OK,” I said.

He held out his hand and I dropped my keys obediently into his open palm. It was the beginning of the transfer of power between us. 

“Let me turn up the heat,” he said. “You look a little chilly, Veronica. It sure can get cold in the desert at night.”

“I am a little cold in this skimpy outfit, thank you.”

We pulled up to the diner, got a table. Dane ordered two coffees and we sat together in silence. It made me slightly uncomfortable the way he stared at me with such harsh intensity, without saying a word. My hands were resting on each side of the cup, my fingers nervously drumming the table. Suddenly he reached across the table and took my hands in his. It was the first time we touched each other. I was surprised by how firmly he held my hands. Even if I wanted to let go at that point, I couldn’t. My hands were his, right from the beginning. I glanced into his eyes and looked away. Each time I broke eye contact he gave my fingers a hard, almost painful squeeze and I intuitively knew he wanted me to look back up into his eyes again. I didn’t realize it at the time, but my training sessions had already begun. 

Eventually, I got used to maintaining eye contact with Dane and I tried to relax, gazing into those tranquil blue pools. He seemed perfectly comfortable with the silence between us. When we finally broke the ice and started talking, there was an easy light banter that flowed between us, as if we had already known each other intimately for years. I was amazed at how quickly I felt comfortable in his presence, just like we were old friends. I thought it might be interesting to do a birth chart comparison to see how compatible we might be together. The more we talked the further up my hands his fingers crept, until he was holding me with tight pressure around my wrists. I felt my blood begin pulse under the grasp of his fingers. The harder he held my wrists, the more I liked the feeling of the firm grip on my skin.

“So, tell me about yourself, Dane,” I said.

“I’ll tell you anything. What would you like to know?”

“Well, you said you were jet lagged, I believe. Where did you fly in from, if you don’t mind my asking?”

“No, not at all. I just stepped off a seventeen hour flight from Afghanistan.”

“Wow. How long were you stationed there?”

“I’ve done multiple tours of service in Iraq and Afghanistan since I signed my military contract after graduating college eight years ago.”

I quickly calculated his age in my mind. He was around 31 I guessed, about 7, maybe 8 years older than me. I usually didn’t go out with guys that much older than me, but with Dane perhaps I could make an exception.

“I’m retiring from the Army this Friday. It’s finally over…”

I couldn’t begin to imagine the terrible things he saw over there. Again, I didn’t know what to say.

“It’s dangerous over there,” I mentioned.

Dane nodded. 

“It’s dangerous here too,” I said. “Did you hear what happened to Congresswoman Giffords right in front of that Safeway in Casas Adobes a few years ago?”

“Yes, I heard. It can be dangerous even in Tucson, especially for a single girl like you, Veronica. You need someone to keep an eye on you, to protect you.”

By now his hands had reached up to my forearms, squeezing my skin tightly, leaving red fingerprints. I began to like the way he touched me, took possession of me. It made me want to flirt with him.

“And I bet you want to be that person, am I right, Dane?”

“No one will bother a hair on your head if you’re with me, Veronica.”

“Well, I think I can take care of myself, thank you.”

Dane continued to stare intensely at me, squeezing my arms tighter and tighter.

“You’re… hurting me, Dane…”

He relaxed his grip and let go of my arms.

“I’m sorry. I crossed your pain threshold, didn’t I?”

Pain threshold. When he said it for the first time, the words sounded so foreign to me. It was my introduction to the world of BDSM.

“Pain threshold?”

He looked at me with a serious expression.

“Yes, one of many things we need to discuss, you and I…” 

He took a breath in and stared at my lips with such hunger it made me blush. I cast my eyes down to the table and swept a strand of loose hair behind my ear.

“So, Veronica, other than the fact that you’re the most attractive woman in the state of Arizona, tell me a little about yourself…”

I bit my lower lip and looked up into his eyes. I thought, what the hell, he’s handsome and exciting to be with, just go for it. Say something flirty.

“I’m just a Hooters girl, Dane, looking for a good time…”

“Mmmm. Well, you’ve found the right person. If you give me a chance, I’ll show you the time of your life...”

“Really? You’ll do that for me?”

“I promise… So, tell me. Who is this pretty woman, Veronica Wells? Tell me all about her…”

“You remembered my name this time. Very good…”

He flashed a charming smile at my joke.

“Well, before I got the job at Hooters I was going to Pima Medical Institute, studying to be a nurse’s assistant.”

“Oh, that’s great. I can picture you working in the hospital.”

“I know, in a slutty white uniform unbuttoned to my navel.”

“No, Veronica, I meant it. I can really see you helping people.”

“I know, I’m just teasing you.”

“Are you a tease, Veronica?”

“A little bit of one, I’m afraid.”

“That’s good because I like to be teased… Go on. Tell me more.”

“Well, when I ran out of money for tuition, I got the job waiting tables. I almost have enough saved up to go back to school.”

“That’s great, Veronica…”

“So, Dane, what are you going to do with your life now that you’re out of the military?”

“Well, as a matter of fact, I’m meeting a former military officer and friend of mine, Vincent Grey, about a job offer tomorrow. He started a very successful personal security company that specializes in bodyguard services and has offices worldwide. Now he wants to start a new business and he’s been in Tucson for the last few weeks creating some sort of a nightclub here. He basically offered me a position once I got discharged. He hires a lot of ex-military officers. The pay will be pretty good, much higher than I got from the military.”

“That’s so lucky.”

“Yes. Hopefully it all works out.”

“I’ll keep my fingers crossed for you, Dane.” 

“Thank you…”

There was a moment of silence, but it wasn’t awkward between us. Dane’s eyes glanced down at my breasts. It didn’t make me uncomfortable; in fact, I wanted him to look. I arched my back slightly and my breasts became more pronounced. I ran my fingers through my hair.

“Veronica… Can I ask you something?” he asked.

“Sure.”

“Are you seeing anyone right now?”

“No one recently.”

“That’s hard to believe. You’re so pretty.”

“Well, to be honest, there was an attractive guy in my last class at Pima that I liked. He was ex-military just like you. Sometimes he would wear his uniform to class and we just kind of stared at each other from across the room, but never spoke. After class one day when all the students were leaving, this rattlesnake had wandered into the parking lot near my car. I guess he saw me and noticed how petrified I was by it, so he scared it away with a stick. I thanked him and he said “You’re welcome.” Then he smiled and drove off in his big truck. I think we were too shy to talk to each other. I didn’t even know his name. I never saw him again after I had to take a leave of absence from the program. You kind of remind me of him, actually. I’ve dated a few other guys since then.”

“The man at the restaurant sure looked like he was attracted to you.”

“Oh, that’s Richie, my manager. There’s a rumor floating around that he’ll assign you the best weekend shifts if you give him a blow job in his office. All the girls at Hooters are crazy about him. I’ve had a secret crush on him for over two years now...”

Dane and I were flirting with each other, but I had definitely crossed the line of acceptable coffee shop conversation. As soon as the words blow job slipped out of my mouth, Dane started staring at me rather lasciviously. Now he probably thought I was some kind of slut (which I guess I am). Luckily, I recovered quite nicely.

“But to answer your question, no. At the current time, I’m not seeing anyone seriously.”

“Would you like to go out with me, Veronica? Do you find me attractive?”

Shyly, I looked down before I could answer. He leaned forward and reached across the table, taking my chin in his hand and lifting it so I would be forced to look him directly in the eyes.

“Tell me, Veronica. Don’t be shy…”

“I do, Dane. I’d love to get to know you better…”

Dane smiled, placed a bill on the table to pay for our untouched coffees and reached out his hand to me. For better or for worse, I impulsively took his hand and he led me out of the coffee shop. Dane drove me in my car back to his Range Rover and I let him continue to hold my hand in the car. It was kind of sweet. I felt the electricity growing between us. We didn’t even have to talk it over; I knew he was going to follow me back in his car to my humble little apartment on North Country Club Drive. We arrived and parked next to each other in the gravel lot. He walked me up to my front door and I turned to stop him from following me, touching his chest lightly. Suddenly I felt it was all happening a little too fast. I decided to end the evening with a polite kiss on the cheek.

“Listen, Dane…”


Chapter Two

“What the fuck is up with these spiders!”

“What the fuck is up with these spiders!”

There had been a nest of spiders living right near my front door in the top corner of my porch awning for a long time. They’re pretty common in Tucson and I’ve gotten used to it. I left them alone and they never bothered me. I guess they’d grown in number since the last time I really looked.

“You mean the Black Widows?”

“Black Widows? They’re Black Widows? Shit!” 

The flirtatious words just spilled out of my mouth.

“Now why would a big strong military man like you be so afraid of a few little harmless spiders?”

I tapped Dane’s lips lightly with the tip of my index finger a few times as I said the teasing words. His lips felt soft and moist and I suddenly wanted to feel them all over my body. After teasing and touching him so provocatively, I suppose I deserved everything that would be coming to me later that night. 

“A few? There are hundreds of them! And harmless? Their bite is poisonous!”

“Yeah, I know.”

“Have any gotten into your house?”

“I saw a couple on the windowsill and killed them with the back of my shoe. I’ve been trying to get rid of them. I read that American Indians would give spiders an offering of tobacco and ask them politely to leave and go make their home somewhere else.”

“Uh-huh. And did you try that?”

“Yes.”

“I don’t think the spiders were listening…”

Dane took my hand and marched me over to the cars. He drove me in his car, without asking, to the nearest Circle K. He ran inside to buy something and came back out a minute later.

“What did you buy?”

“You’ll see.”

Back on my porch, Dane whipped out the bottle of bug spray.

“Raid. Spiders are like terrorists, Veronica. And you don’t negotiate with terrorists.”

Dane sprayed the whole can of Raid all over the nest and the spiders went into a frenzy, trying to escape, falling to their death off their webs. By the time the can was empty, he had soaked every last spider with a coating of toxins. Though I felt bad for the spiders, I was little relieved they were gone.

“Thank you. That’s better, actually.”

“Can I wash my hands in your apartment? I got some of this shit on me. It’s burning my skin.”

“Of course.”

What else could I say? I invited Dane into my house, into my life. He washed his hands in my kitchen sink and I gave him a towel. After wiping his hands he suddenly took me in his arms, grabbed the back of my hair with his fist and kissed me hard on the mouth and neck, pressing his body into mine. I could feel the length of his erection pressing against me. Swept up in the passion of the moment, I gave in to him on that very first night we were together. I looked up into his eyes, hoping he wouldn’t think I was too easy and started to open the top buttons of his coat. He made a disappointed face and shook his head once.

“What’s wrong, Dane?” I asked. 

He took my hands down from his chest, placing them at my sides, conveying non-verbally that he wanted me to keep them there. I didn’t understand exactly what he was doing, but I complied. It had been a few months since I had a sexual experience, so I just went with it. But the truth I discovered about myself right from the beginning with Dane was that I liked to be controlled, to be told what to do, sexually. I became very aroused when he wouldn’t allow me to take off his clothes, or my own. Looking deeply into my eyes, Dane unbuttoned my coat and took it off. He lifted my arms over my head and peeled off my tight Hooters t-shirt. I felt terribly self-conscious that he stripped off my shirt while he was still completely dressed in his full military uniform. He reached behind my back and unclasped my bra, exposing my breasts. Then he stretched my short pants over my hips and pulled them down my legs. All I had left to cover my nakedness was my pencil-thin thong panties (which wasn’t much). I felt lucky I had just recently shaved down there.

Dane took my hand and guided me into my own bedroom as if it was his own apartment. He sat down on the edge of the bed and tapped his lap. I sat down on him, feeling his erection pleasantly push up into my backside. He traced my breasts and nipples lightly with his fingertips as he spoke, squeezing and fondling them, at first gently, and then with increasing pressure. He took his time playing with my breasts, petting them. Most guys I’d been with in the past would’ve jumped me as soon as they saw my boobs. But Dane was a different kind of man. He seemed in no particular hurry to make love to me. He played with me and teased my flesh, fondling, squeezing, rubbing my nipples between his thumbs and index fingers and making them stand even more erect upon my skin. He made the whole anticipation of having sex into an erotic game, petting me and talking in a sexy way.

“Veronica… your breasts… they’re magnificent. Creamy-white, soft and curvy. They feel so full and heavy in my hands. I love how the pretty light brown rings circle the tips and how your nipples are so swollen and puffy. We’ll start adorning your body when we see each other tomorrow night.”

Tomorrow night? That was a good sign, I thought. I may be acting a bit like a slut, but we’re not having a one-night stand, at least.

“What do you mean, adorning my body?” I asked.

“You’ll see tomorrow night. When do you get off?”

“At 5.”

“You get off early. Great. I’ll meet you at the restaurant right when you get off. I’m going to buy a few little surprises for our date and we can try them out.”

“OK. I like surprises.”

“I like the way the tips of your breasts demand to be sucked on…”

As Dane talked in such a sensual way about my body, I became aroused and rocked my hips on top of his lap, pushing my backside harder against his erection.

“Veronica, do you like to be touched and squeezed like this?”

“I like being touched. It feels nice,” I said.

“Then… will you allow me… or anyone else I choose… to fondle and suck on your beautiful puffy nipples?”

My heart rate suddenly increased. What did he say? Me or anyone else? What did he mean by that? Did he want to give me to another man and watch him fondle my breasts and suck on my nipples? Is that what he meant? Suddenly, the idea of somebody else touching me while he watched was exciting. Ashamed, I quickly repressed the thought. I smiled at him, bit my lower lip and said in a breathy flirtatious voice, “I don’t know about anyone else touching me, but I like to be touched by you, Dane.”

Dane smiled and glanced at the sexy covers of a few erotic books on my bedside table.

“I like your taste in literature, Veronica,” Dane said.

I blushed. During my time between boyfriends, I had been reading some sexy trashy books to keep the fire within me lit. It was embarrassing to be caught reading them. If I knew I was having company, I certainly would’ve hidden them away.

“Veronica, I’ve got an idea. I’d like to write down a set of rules, kind of like a contract we can sign together, if you’d like,” Dane said.

What? What exactly was he proposing now? I could feel my body stiffen at the unusual request. It was one thing reading a sexy scene in an erotic story, but quite a different thing to act one out in real life…

“What do you mean a set of rules? What set of rules?” I asked, my voice trembling slightly.

“Don’t be afraid, Veronica. It’s kind of like vows we make to each other, so we know the kind of relationship we like from the very beginning.”

Contracts? Rules? I started freaking out a bit.

“Vows? Contracts? We just met a few hours ago, Dane! This is all happening too fast!”

“Relax, Veronica. Calm down. There’s nothing to be nervous about. It’s just a guideline to tell us what kinds of things we enjoy, what expectations we would have from each other in the relationship. It’s certainly not a legally binding contract by any means… Are you thirsty? Can I get you something to drink, Veronica?” he asked.

“OK,” I said, hopping off his lap, my breasts jiggling up and down. “Shall I get us both a glass of water?”

He took me by the waist and literally seated me back down on the bed.

“No. You stay right here. I’ll bring it to you. Don’t move a muscle. I’ll be right back.”

I nodded, obediently. Dane left the bedroom. What was happening to me? I pressed my hand to my chest to slow down my racing heart. He returned right away with two glasses of water. I reached out my hand for the glass but he shook his head again.

“No. I’ll hold it to your mouth. Only I decide what goes into and through your sweet red lips,” he said.

Only he decides what goes into my mouth? Hmm… I parted my lips and Dane carefully poured the refreshing ice water into my mouth and down my throat until almost half of the glass was empty, without spilling a drop. He put down the glass on my bedside table and held his hand over my heart.

“Your heart is racing, Veronica. I can feel it beating fast. Are you nervous?” he asked.

“A little, maybe,” I said.

“Tell me… How do you feel right now?”

“My heart keeps pounding. I’m excited to be with you, but also a little dizzy, for some reason.”

“That’s exactly how a submissive feels.”

There was that word again, submissive. It appeared numerous times in the erotic books I was reading, as a way of describing women who had willingly given up control to their men and wandered off into a sensual abyss. I loved those books, but was I suddenly turning into one of those sexy heroines in my own apartment with Dane?

“Submissive…” I said, repeating the word to myself.

“It’s like that, at first. You feel dizzy, your body becomes weak, your heart races. You’ll get used to the feeling, Veronica. Soon, you’ll start giving yourself over to me, completely. The transition has already begun. Do you feel it? It’s a beautiful thing. You’re turning into a butterfly. My butterfly…”

My heart kept pounding faster in my chest and I began to feel more light-headed. I tried to relax but could only take in shallow breaths.

“I think I’m having a little trouble breathing.”

“Take some deep breaths, Veronica, while I fondle you.” 

I shut my eyes and tried to breathe in and out slowly while Dane petted and kissed my breasts. I felt his lips and tongue close over my nipples and suck firmly on them, elongating the flesh even further. I rubbed my fingers through the back of his hair and eventually gained control of my breathing. He stopped sucking on my nipples and I opened my eyes.

“There. All better now?”

I nodded. As I listened to his hypnotic voice, I tried to get accustomed to this feeling of giving up control, of allowing my body to be touched by Dane and giving myself over more fully to him. I felt myself becoming weaker and more vulnerable with each sexy word he spoke.

“For tonight, there is only one rule to learn, the first rule of our relationship. Veronica, I’m sorry, but you will never be allowed to wear a bra to hide your lovely breasts again. You will always be topless in my presence while inside the home. I should always be able to appreciate your breasts, without anything covering them from my eyes. What’s more, when you go out of the house, when we go shopping together, even when you go to work at Hooters tomorrow, you will never again wear a bra in public underneath your clothes. You will let everyone see and appreciate the full rounded form of your tits and your thick hard nipples. Do you understand the new rule, Veronica?”

“Even in public?” 

“Yes.” 

“At Hooters?”

“Especially there.”

“But Dane… people will stare...”

“That’s right. And we’ll give them something a little more to stare at. What’s more, from now on you’ll only wear the clothes I set out for you. I’ll buy you some feminine, sheer, loose-fitting cocktail dresses that will completely expose your lovely breasts to public view, show off the curves and cleavage of your cute ass and reveal the thin G-string you’ll wear underneath, which will only partially cover your vagina, if at all. Your dresses and blouses must from now on be completely see-through, Veronica. You’ll allow everyone a perfect view of your nipples and pretty tits, your ass and the panties that I chose for you to wear. I would also like you to apply a brighter shade of red lipstick, darker mascara and a light blue eye shadow from now on as well.” 

By now, my panties were soaked through. As I continued to rub myself on his erection, I felt myself come to his dirty words alone, my thighs quivering as I released inside. He had given me an intense orgasm without even touching me. God, Dane was one hot kinky man! 

After I caught my breath, I came back to the reality of what he was asking of me.

“Dane, I can’t do that. You know I won’t be able to do what you ask. I don’t mind wearing makeup and sexy clothes for you or going topless in my apartment if you’re my boyfriend, but I can’t go out in public like that. It’s embarrassing.”

“I know it sounds embarrassing, but once you try it, you’ll see how liberating it is and empowering to no longer repress the sensuality trapped inside you. If you try it, you’ll realize how free and wonderful it makes you feel. You’ll see I know what’s best for you, Veronica. You’ll just have to trust me on this. Do you trust me?”

“I do. I think I do, but I’m sorry, Dane. I can’t go out without wearing a bra.”

“Veronica, it makes me happy to see you without a bra, and your beautiful rounded breasts should be seen and admired by other people too, in public as well as in private. It will make everyone who sees you feel happier. You shouldn’t be hiding your body under such heavy thick clothing.”

“But…” 

Then Dane stiffened his spine and gave me a cold look.

“Veronica. There’ll be no further discussion on this matter…”

His tone sounded harsh, but sexy and domineering at the same time. Was he joking? No bra and only sheer clothing? Everyone will be able to see my body 24/7!

“I’m sorry. I don’t want to do it, Dane. I’d be ashamed.”

“But that’s precisely why I’m asking you to do it. Wearing sexy clothes will help you overcome your shame. Trust me.”

“I’m sorry, but the answer is no.”

Dane nodded and took a pillow off my mattress, placing it on the floor beside the bed.

“Then I’m sorry as well. I know you’re new to this kind of relationship and I’ve tried to remain patient with you, but I’m going to have to give you a spanking for disobeying me, Veronica. Please kneel upon the pillow and lay face down on the bed.”

What was he going to do to me now? Was he going to actually spank me? Were we playing some kind of perverted sex game? But Dane didn’t seem to be joking. He looked deadly serious. Was I going to let him spank me? For not allowing him to dress me like a whore when we go out? I’d never been seriously spanked by a man before. I felt myself becoming aroused by the idea, so I played along.

“No,” I said, crossing my arms petulantly around my chest.

I made a pouty face with my lips and looked away from him. Was I flirting with him? Teasing him? Did I actually want him to pin me down on the bed and give me my first official spanking? I think I did.

“I’m afraid you don’t have a choice, Veronica. It’s time for your spanking. Get on your knees and lay face down on the bed.”

“Is this some sort of game?”

“It’s no game. Get down on your knees.”

Was it going to hurt? I never got spanked as a child. My Dad, of course, didn’t believe in it. I started getting a little nervous and abruptly changed my approach. I kneeled in front of him with my knees on the pillow and looked up in supplication, placing my palms on his thighs. Dane towered above me. I could see the outline of his erection growing larger inside his trousers. I wanted to stroke it with my fingers.

“Dane... Please don’t give me a spanking, OK? I agree not to wear a bra anymore around you.”

“In public as well?”

“Yes. In public as well.”

“OK. Very good, Veronica. But I still owe you a spanking for disobeying a simple request. Since it’s your first time, I’ll go easy on you. But I assure you, it will be the first of many.”

First of many?

“I think you’ll find it pleasurable, after you get over the initial fear of it. The first time is always the worst. In no time you’ll act sassy with me just so I can give you one. Now lay down on the bed please.”

Oh my God, this guy was super kinky. I guess we weren’t going to have a conventional, boring relationship at least. I inhaled and took a deep breath out. I suppose I wasn’t going to get out of it, no matter what I said. Rather than reading about a young woman being spanked into submission, it was my skin that was about to be slapped and turn a shade of pink. Tentatively, I lay down on the bed.

“Shut your eyes, Veronica.”

I shut my eyes.

“Are you ready?”

I nodded. I felt Dane stretch my arms over my head and grasp both of my wrists together in one hand. Then, just like he did in the coffee shop, he tightened his grip on my skin and pressed both of my wrists down into the mattress, hard. Then I felt him slap me very sharply on my behind several times in a row. It was so loud I was afraid the neighbors would hear. Was that his way of going easy on me? Christ, my skin stung and my ass felt like it was on fire. Tears slipped out of my eyes and dripped down my cheeks. He spanked the other side of my ass even harder. My response was that I pushed my pelvis into the mattress and felt the lips of my sex had become moist. I was shocked to realize how aroused I’d become by the spanking. I pressed my pelvis into the mattress and rubbed myself on the bed sheets. Then I involuntarily arched my ass, anticipating the next hard hand slap…

“It’s over now, unless you want me to continue…”

I quickly shook my head no. 

“It looks like you survived your first spanking. Are you OK?”

I nodded yes.

“Did I hurt you at all?”

“It stung a little, at first,” I quietly admitted.

“How do you feel now?”

“I feel OK.”

“The next time you act sassy and disobedient to me, I’ll spank you again, but much harder next time. Do you understand, Veronica?”

I nodded. 

“You seem to have a sassy side, which I adore by the way, and it’s just begging to come out, so I’m fairly certain, sooner or later, you’ll be submitting to another session of discipline with me…”

I took a short breath in when he said the phrase, “session of discipline”. The words had an intoxicating effect on me. Dane asked me if I had any skin lotion close by and I told him there was a bottle of moisturizing cream I kept in the medicine cabinet above the bathroom sink. He left the bed for a moment and when he returned I felt him tenderly rub the lotion on the skin on my ass. It felt so good I literally sighed in pleasure. If this is what happens after a session of discipline with the guy, sign me up, I’ll be as sassy as he wants me to be. Shivers ran up my spine and down the back of my legs as he massaged the lotion through the cleavage of my ass and down the back of my thighs, cooling the warm skin. My flesh tingled at his touch.

“Veronica I love your ass and I hope you like being spanked because I love spanking you. I love it. I’ll buy this special scented oil so I’ll be better prepared to massage you after your next spanking. Do you like being rubbed with cream on your ass?”

I took a deep breath in and exhaled as he spread my cheeks apart and ran his slippery palms once more through my cleavage and over the puckered opening of my most intimate place.

“It feels wonderful. Thank you, Dane.”

“I think it made you wet to be spanked like that. I can smell the scent of your arousal. Did it excite you to be spanked like that, sexually?”

Though it stung at first, the pain faded quickly. It was true. However ashamed I was to admit it, I liked being spanked. I liked the stinging feeling as his open palm made hard contact with my skin. I liked how the back of my legs became alive with sensation. I liked how he gave relief to the stinging on my ass by softly massaging the cream into my skin afterwards and how aroused it made me to submit to the discipline. No, I didn’t just like it, I loved it. I loved it all. I answered his question by nodding my head yes. 

When he lifted my torso off the bed and sat me up to face him, we both noticed a wet spot on the sheet where the lips of my vagina had pressed into the mattress during the spanking. In shame I looked down at the mattress, avoiding the little round circle I’d left on the bed sheet. Dane lifted my chin with his finger again and forced me to make eye contact with him.

“Don’t be ashamed to admit that you liked it, Veronica. It’s OK. You don’t fit into the vanilla world.”

“Vanilla world?”

“The world of the accepted, the conventional. I don’t fit in there either.”

Dane used his handkerchief to wipe the tears away from my cheeks.

“Now look me in the eyes, Veronica. I want you to repeat the following words to me. Say, I liked being spanked by you, Dane. Don’t be shy. Say it…”

“I liked being spanked by you, Dane.”

“Good. Now say, you may spank my ass as hard as you want, whether you have a reason to or not. Go ahead.”

“You may spank my ass as hard as you want, whether you have a reason to or not.”

“I’m looking forward to our next session of discipline.”

“I’m looking forward to our next session of discipline.”

“Very good, Veronica. After what we just experienced, I’m your Dominant now. Or Dom for short. Do you like having a Dom? Did you enjoy your first training session as my submissive, Veronica?

The word “Dom”, “submissive” and especially, “training session” had a profound effect on me. I wished I could touch and stroke myself to relieve the desire building within me.

“Veronica?”

Unable to speak, I nodded yes.

“Would you like to take off my pants now, Veronica?”

I nodded again.

“Would you like to make me come with your mouth? Or perhaps, you’d like me to come inside your vagina? Which would you prefer, my pet?”

“I’m… uhhh… not currently taking birth control. Do you have a condom?” I whispered.

“No, but tomorrow morning we’ll go to a clinic to pick up everything we need so we can enjoy each other without making you pregnant. Also, I’ve been tested and I’m free of sexually transmitted diseases. I can provide medical proof if you’d like.”

“No, I believe you, Dane. I don’t have anything either.”

“That’s good. So which will it be? Oral sex or vaginal sex?”

I had kissed guys before on their penis, of course, but I was always a little nervous about swallowing, so I can’t believe what I said next.

“I want both…”

“The perfect answer. Lay down on your back with your arms above your head please.”

I watched Dane take off all his clothes, revealing his hard muscled body. He lifted my legs all the way over my head, and then secured my left leg to my left arm with his necktie and my right leg to my right arm with his belt, very tightly. No man had ever placed me into complete submission like that before. Though I felt nervous, I liked the feeling of complete helplessness, of being bound by the flesh. For some reason I trusted this man and intuitively knew he wouldn’t physically harm me in any way. 

While holding my legs up in a V-shape over my head, Dane attacked me with his tongue, licking me over and over in between the cleavage of my cheeks, over my most intimate spot and through the inner and outer folds of my labia. He took my clitoris in his mouth and sucked on it with a passion no other man in my life has ever come close to. I moaned with pleasure, my hips trembling, as he made me come a second time with his mouth and lips and tongue.

“Get inside me, Dane…”

I didn’t have to ask twice. Dane’s large shaft slipped in and filled my womb. He thrust himself wildly into me like an animal and my bound thighs started trembling again. He kept pumping into me until I felt like I was about to explode. Dane groaned out and I felt his semen shoot out deeply into my womb. He immediately pulled out and continued to ejaculate over my breasts, his semen shooting out in streams. I’d never seen so much come explode out of a man before. 

He immediately straddled my shoulders with his knees and slid his wet penis through my open lips. Since I was tied up, I had no choice but to allow my mouth to be filled by the rest of his warm fluid. The sides of his shaft contracted as the semen burst out twice more from the slit at the tip and pooled at the back of my tongue. His semen had a slightly salty taste and a pleasant thick texture, like chocolate melting inside my mouth. I didn’t gag on it or find it unpleasant as I had feared. In fact, I loved the sensation of having his hard penis forced through my lips and feeling his fluid shooting onto my tongue.

“Look at me, Veronica.”

I looked up into his eyes and knew what he wanted me to do. He watched my lips and mouth with a kind of reverence as I slowly swallowed the mouthful of semen for him. After the cream from his body had slipped effortlessly over my tongue and down my throat, we exchanged a look, knowing without words that an emotional bond had just been created between us…

Only after I sucked out and swallowed the remaining drops did he release me from the bondage. We cuddled up tightly in bed. I felt an odd mixture of being liberated and imprisoned at the same time. It was the sexiest night of my life by far and I felt happy and content for the first time in a long while. It was so easy to suck on his penis and swallow his semen. I don’t know why I had waited for all these years to give pleasure in that manner to a man. Though I started late, I fully intended to make up for lost time with my sexy boyfriend. I yawned and Dane squeezed and fondled my breasts until we fell asleep in each other’s arms.

Late the next morning I woke up before Dane and stretched. His body was so comforting and warm lying next to me, radiating heat like my own electric blanket for the cold desert nights. I watched Dane sleep and felt so incredibly happy inside to have him next to me. I couldn’t imagine going to bed and waking up without him now. His body was cut like the sculpture of an alabaster Greek God, without an ounce of fat on him. His sandy hair on his head was beginning to grow out from the short military cut. His thick-veined forearms had a dusting of light blond hairs leading down his chest and under his navel and penis. He was aroused in his sleep, the white bed sheet barely covering his massive erection. Dane always seemed hard with me, like a beast that was always hungry, always needing to copulate, to be sucked upon and relieved. He had just come a great deal a few hours ago, inside my vagina, all over my breasts and into my mouth. How could he be so stiff again, so fast? 

I lifted the sheet off his penis without waking him to get a better look. His thick hairless shaft was beautiful to behold, standing at attention like a soldier. It seemed to be painfully throbbing with blood, the thick bluish veins running up the sides and pulsing. I wondered how he could possibly sleep with his enormous erection. I wanted to touch and stroke it to relieve him of the pressure, but didn’t want to wake him.

I thought of the past men I was with sexually, in high school and in community college, as well as the student I was super attracted to at Pima Medical Institute, but never really spoke to. I liked to have sex; it came naturally to me and I thought I had a healthy attitude about it. But I had never become obsessed by sex or a man’s body until I met Dane. I liked how controlling he was over me. It aroused me and made me want to give him pleasure, constantly. The more control I gave him, the more aroused I became. I wanted Dane to be my boyfriend and eventually more, perhaps. I kept staring at his lovely penis and knew what I wanted to do now, and every morning in my life from now on.

I closed my eyes and slid my body down the bed to swallow his long penis as deeply into my throat as I could. I pressed my breasts against him and cupped his scrotum in one hand while holding his shaft in the other, sucking on his penis with the single-minded desire to not allow it out of my mouth until I made him come again. I kept thinking of how he shot several streams of semen onto my body and into my mouth late last night. I still had the sticky residue of his fluid dried into my skin on the soft cleavage of my breasts. I liked the taste of his come on my lips and feeling of it as it pooled in the back of my mouth and slid so easily down my throat. It seemed so natural for me to suck on Dane’s penis and swallow his semen. I wasn’t intimidated by its large size or width. I liked the feeling of his hard flesh completely filling my mouth and throat. After last night, I was no longer nervous about him repeatedly thrusting his penis into my mouth and shooting several bursts of his semen into the back of my throat and swallowing it. I felt destined to meet this man and give him pleasure in this manner.

As soon as I started sucking on him, I heard Dane moan, wake up and turn to his side. At that angle, he was better able to thrust himself through my lips with increasing speed and I kept my mouth and throat open for him. I heard him groan deeply and he emptied his semen once again into my mouth. The sides of his penis throbbed in my hands as he ejaculated. The muscles relaxed and then contracted again when another burst of semen sprayed into my mouth and joined the pool forming at the back of my tongue. I swallowed and then this virile man filled my mouth a second time with his precious come. I swallowed again, feeling the thick creamy texture slip over the back of my tongue. The second time I swallowed Dane’s semen was even easier than the first. After finishing and catching his breath, he kissed me very tenderly on the lips.

“Good morning,” I said.

“Good morning, Veronica. What a nice way to wake up. Do you like sucking on me and swallowing?”

“Yes.”

“Do you like the taste of my semen?”

“I do.”

“If you like it, look me in the eyes and lick your lips for me.”

I fulfilled his sexy request, slowly sliding the tip of my tongue across my upper and lower lips while staring into his eyes.

“Good. If you like it, I’ll have it written into our contract, as our morning ritual.”


Chapter Three

“Our contract?”

“Our contract?” I said.

“Yes. Please don’t be anxious about it. I’ll have a rough draft to show you when I see you tomorrow tonight. We can go over it together, line by line, and see how you feel.”

“OK. I’m excited to read it with you, Dane.”

“So am I, Veronica. We’re going to have a great time together, you and I.”

Dane led me to the shower and we went in together. I reached for the body wash, but just like last night, Dane put my arms to my sides and washed my body completely, even my most private parts, shampooing and conditioning my hair. Then he washed himself, as I watched. It aroused me to see Dane rub the liquid soap on his scrotum and lather up his penis. We stepped out and he wrapped a towel around me. I walked into my closet to pick out some clothes, but then remembered Dane preferred to dress me. He looked through my drawer as I stood before him. He seemed unhappy with most of my clothes and then found a skimpy white tank top that I usually wore under a blouse, thigh high sheer stockings and a black skirt that barely covered my hips. Without a bra, the revealing top completely revealed the contours of my breasts and my nipples. I knew people were going to be staring at my boobs and ass all day, but I suppose I better get used to that with Dane. He picked out a pencil thin micro thong and slipped it on with high heel shoes. 

He sat me in front of my bedroom mirror and asked me to put on my make-up, which I did. Then he asked me to make the lipstick brighter and the mascara thicker. I complied. It was flattering to have a man so swept up in every detail of my appearance. I brushed my thick black hair out and looked in the mirror while Dane stood behind me, fondling my breasts through the white silk. I put some earrings on. I felt kind of excited to go outside nearly naked. It did make me feel free and alive, just as he said it would. How did he know I’d like it? Seeing my reflection in the mirror, I felt cute dressed and made up this way, even though I looked a bit like a whore. Not a little bit, actually. A lot like a whore.

“You look very sexy, Veronica.”

“Thank you, Dane.”

“This outfit will do fine for today, but I’m going to seriously upgrade your sexy outfits and accessories. Only crotch-less or sheer panties are allowed and only revealing clothing from now on, Veronica. I’m sorry, but I need to have full access to your body all day long.”

“But… other people will be able to see me too. Don’t you mind that other men will be looking at my body all day long and trying to hit on me dressed like this?”

“Not only don’t I mind, it’s sexy to me that they look at you. Anyway, guys will hit on a pretty girl like you regardless of what you wear, you’re so beautiful. If I worry about every guy who wants to sleep with you, I’d go crazy with jealousy.”

“I think you’re already crazy, Dane.”

“I know I’m crazy about you.”

He winked at me and gave me a kiss.

“Hey, do you mind if I bring my suitcase in from the trunk? I need to put on a change of uniform.”

“No, be my guest. Make yourself at home. Are you moving in with me after just one date?” I joked.

“Yeah, as long as those spiders don’t come back,” he said, smiling.

Dane brought in his suitcase and opened it on the couch in the living room. Every article of clothing was perfectly folded and pressed. He changed while I went into the kitchen and made some toast and coffee. I sat on his lap rather than on a chair as he fed me, as if I was a baby bird in his nest. He instructed me to never break eye contact with him and he stared at me throughout the meal in his intense, proprietary way.

The first errand of the morning was a trip to the Planned Parenthood clinic in my neighborhood. We didn’t have an appointment but luckily they took walk-ins. Though a little embarrassed by the way I was dressed; I picked up a prescription for birth control pills and morning after pills, just to make sure I didn’t get pregnant from last night. Around the corner we picked both prescriptions up at the pharmacy, with everyone staring at me, from little old ladies to dirty old men, under the harsh fluorescent lights of the drug store. Their reactions ranged from haughty disapproval to outright lust. The young cashier at the checkout line could not take his eyes off my boobs as I paid for a bottle of water. He seemed like a nice young boy so I smiled at him and winked. I took the pills in the car, with Dane behind the wheel again.

“You were a big hit at Walgreens,” Dane said.

“I think some of the women thought I looked indecent,” I replied.

“Well, that’s their problem, isn’t it?”

“I suppose so…”

It was almost time for my lunch shift to start. We drove back to my apartment so I could get changed quickly for work. While I put on my Hooters uniform, without a bra, Dane’s eyes were riveted to my body. After I finished dressing he looked me over, inspecting how I looked in my work clothes.

“Does my outfit meet with your approval, Sir?” I asked.

“You look very cute, though I prefer you less covered. I bet you’ll get some good tips for the lunch shift though, looking more natural, if you know what I mean. I’m going to make you a rich lady, Ms. Wells.”

Dane put on a fresh military uniform for his meeting. He looked very handsome to me.

“Let me drive you to work or else you’ll be late.”

As we walked out the door, he proudly pointed up to the awning of the porch.

“Look. No more spiders.”

“That’s a relief. Thank you again, Dane.”

He drove me to work in the Black Range Rover and gave my “hooters” a passionate squeeze and kissed me deep on the lips before I got out. I liked how he was always touching me, fondling me, kissing me. It was quite flattering and seemed to keep me in a sensual happy mood. I don’t know what was wrong with me, but I had the overwhelming desire to unzip his pants right there in the full view of the parking lot and go down on him in the front seat of the car. Unfortunately my shift was about to start, so I gave him a quick kiss and jumped out of the car, my boobs bouncing freely in the T-Shirt.

“Good luck with the job interview,” I said.

“Thanks. Have a good shift. See you at 5,” he said.

I waved to him as he drove off. I was becoming addicted to the close physical contact with Dane (as well as something else that only guys can provide).

As I walked into Hooters and got ready for my shift, everyone looked at my breasts bobbing freely under the watchful eyes of our owl logo. No longer hidden by the bra, I had never quite noticed before that my nipples were unusually large and quite naturally puffy and swollen. They seemed to be perpetually extended, protruding out under the tight orange T-shirt. They were a physical fact of my anatomy, unintentionally creating their own private show as I walked through Hooters, almost demanding to be looked at and sucked upon. There was nothing I could do about it. I pretended not to notice the male customers leering at me, the busboys literally drooling over me and my notoriously handsome, dark haired restaurant manager, pacing the floor and watching my every move like an eagle circling its prey. 

The hostess and the other waitresses kept giving me cold disapproving looks when I tried to smile at them. For God’s Sake, it’s Hooters, right? The food is average, the ambiance is rather plain and the drinks are overpriced. Isn’t staring at boobs the main reason people come here? I’m just giving everyone a better look. What’s the harm in that? I don’t see why the other girls should look at me with such scorn in their eyes, like I had broken some cardinal rule of female decorum. 

I wanted to say to them, “My Dom wants me to look like this.” My Dom. I couldn’t believe it. I felt more alive with Dane than I had ever felt in my life, more in touch with my sensuality. I had a Dom now. My Dom. I couldn’t believe I had entered into a Dom/sub relationship. It seemed like meeting Dane and experiencing the kinky sex was nothing more than a fantasy or dream that I would eventually wake up from. If it was a dream, it sure seemed real to me. I hoped I would never wake up from it.

Rather than responding to all the looks of scorn and lust I was getting, I just switched into autopilot, taking orders, typing them into the computer screen, delivering drinks and burgers, collecting credit cards and ringing them out.

While I worked my station, I thought all afternoon about my upbringing with Dad. I had lived my whole life in Tucson, Arizona and except for a few road trips to Nevada and California, I pretty much never left the desert. My Father was quite a character. An authentic hippy from the 60’s, he saved up enough from his fledgling construction business to buy the small home I grew up in near the University of Arizona. I was happy there but it was a crazy place to live. He had built a sweat lodge and a small round pool on his property, surrounded by a high wooden fence. Our home was hippy central seven nights a week. All sorts of misfit shaggy-haired bohemians would gather at the house. Everyone was always invited and the gate was never locked. People would wander in and out, smoking pot, tripping out on mushroom tea or taking peyote. But anyone with cocaine or crystal meth would be kicked out of the circle. My Dad disallowed synthetic drugs of any kind at the sweat lodge. 

My Dad and Mom, a massage therapist named Desiree, never got married in the traditional way. One day when I was around five Desiree must’ve gotten tired of the scene. She just disappeared, without telling Dad and me where she went.

I cried when I found out and Dad put his arms around my shoulder to comfort me. 

“Desiree is a free spirit, honey. She’s always been that way. She just blew away like dust in the wind,” my Dad said, sadly.

We never spoke of Mom again. After a while, I stopped feeling upset about my Mom wandering off. I never really knew her that well anyway. We never heard from her again…

My Dad hosted these big parties on his property. A couple times a week all his friends would come over for these clothing optional vegan potlucks. My Dad would never allow me to be naked at these large gatherings, or any of the kids that came. I remember we would just grab our food and run wild, going in and out of the sauna and jumping in the pool, playing imaginative games as kids do. 

If you’ve never been to a nudist group, it’s not at all what you would think. Most of the people there were out of shape and no one really flirted or stared at each other’s bodies. After a while, you hardly noticed anyone didn’t have any clothes on. It wasn’t a sexual thing at all. People just felt more comfortable without their clothes on, like they could relax from the stress of the world, naked, inside the tall fenced enclosure of my Dad’s property. After eating and cleaning up, the hippies would get out their guitars and sing under the twinkling Christmas lights my Dad had lit up in the tree branches all year long. They would take turns cramming into the sweat lodge, with the smell of burning sage or sandalwood incense always in the air, and then plunge into the cold pool. My Dad made his home into a loving open place that even a stranger from out of town was invited to visit. Remarkably, in all those years not one bad thing ever happened there. Everyone was very respectful to each other.

I remember for my eighteenth birthday party my Dad let me invite all my friends over from high school. It became the biggest scandal of the year when I took off my swimming suit top in the sauna and jumped into the pool topless! All of my other girlfriends followed suit, like one of those crazy uninhibited things people do once in their life. All the high school boys were in seventh heaven that night. It was the most memorable night of my high school years.

As I thought about my past, the time flew by and my shift was almost over. I picked up the credit card slip from my last four customers and got another great tip. Dane was right. No bra equals more money. It wasn’t that busy and after the busboys and bartender took their cut, I cleared well over a hundred and fifty in tips, which was unheard of for a lunch shift. It made the other waitresses jealous when the bartender handed me the cash. I was becoming a little tired of their snarky looks. “Hey, if you want better tips, take off your bras,” I wanted to tell them.

I was about to start cleaning my section when I felt a hand on my shoulder. It was Richie, trying to get my attention. I noticed him looking down at my breasts.

“Where’s your head at, Veronica? I’ve been trying to flag you down for ten minutes.”

“Sorry, busy shift.”

“I need to talk to you privately in my office.”

“What about my section?”

“The busboys will take care of it. Meet me in my office. Let’s have a chat.”

Oh, I know what “the chat” meant: a quick blow job behind his desk. Usually a big drama would ensue where the girls would either quit or get fired, wiping tears from their eyes as they left Richie’s office. At least I knew what to expect from the guy. After realizing how simple it was to give a guy a blow job, the whole trauma these girls had supposedly suffered seemed ridiculous to me now. The door to Richie’s office was open and I went in. He was sitting on the black leather couch near his desk.

“Veronica. Come on in. Shut and lock the door please,” Richie said.

I could tell the man wanted something from me, but after sucking on and swallowing the semen of Dane twice in the last twenty four hours, I wasn’t intimidated. I closed and locked the door. He offered me a seat next to him on the couch. I wondered how many girls had been manipulated to have had sex with him on that very spot. 

“What’s up, Richie?” I asked, sitting down next to him.

“I’ve been up, Veronica, all afternoon, watching you bouncing around the floor without a bra.” 

I glanced down and verified that what he said was true. The poor guy sported an enormous hard-on for me, bulging in his slacks, straining to be released.

“You look so sexy like that, with your pretty red lips and eye shadow. I’m going to see about getting you a pictorial in our 2016 calendar and entering you into the Hooters swimsuit competition later next summer. Would you like that, Veronica?

“I guess. I don’t mind. Sure, it sounds like fun. Do they give the waitresses extra money for…?”

Before I could stop him, Richie’s hands swept over my shoulders and cupped the sides of my breasts. He placed the tips of his thumbs lightly over my erect nipples and rubbed them in a circular motion. I was surprised I didn’t stand up in shock at being touched or even protest. I just sat on the couch and let my restaurant manager fondle my breasts and tweak my nipples without my consent. There must be a rule somewhere in the employee handbook prohibiting that behavior, wasn’t there? I leaned my back against the cushion and relaxed as he continued to squeeze my boobs. Why didn’t I move his hands away or slap him? Why didn’t I attempt to stop him? 

“You have the most beautiful breasts, Veronica. I love the fact that you didn’t wear a bra today. I’ve wanted to do this for hours. Maybe we could go out together to a club later tonight. I could pick you up at your place later, if you’d like.”

Richie slipped one hand and then another under my t-shirt and gave my breasts a light squeeze. I let him fondle me for another moment. He looked me deeply in the eyes.

“I’ve been attracted to you for so long, Veronica. I’m sorry, but I just couldn’t hold back anymore.”

When he leaned in for a kiss, I calmly removed his hands from under my shirt. I know I should’ve been angrier that my manager touched my boobs like that. My nonchalant reaction proved that something in me had fundamentally changed since meeting Dane. 
“Excuse me, Richie.” 

I calmly stood up to leave.

“What’s wrong?” he said. 

“I have a boyfriend who’s waiting for me outside right now, and I don’t think he’s going like it when I tell him how you just grabbed my breasts.”

“Veronica… you’re taking this the wrong way. I didn’t mean to…”

“Find yourself another waitress.”

Richie followed me to the door.

“Wait. You’re right, Veronica. I shouldn’t have touched you. As your employer, it was inappropriate. I don’t know what’s wrong with me today. Seeing you without a bra made me crazy, I couldn’t help it. When I first touched you, you didn’t stop me. I thought you liked it and got carried away. Please don’t tell anyone about this, Veronica. I’ll lose my job over this. It’s just a little misunderstanding. Please don’t leave. Come back and sit down. Let’s talk about this.”

“There’s nothing I wish to say to you, Richie.”

I walked out of his office and left the restaurant in a huff, my breasts jiggling in righteous indignation. Dane was waiting for me in the parking lot. He got out and greeted me very affectionately with a kiss, and opened the passenger door for me. I was secretly excited to tell him what just happened, but also felt I was expected to act a little upset about it.

“Hello. God, I missed you today.”

I gave him a pouty face and crossed my arms over my chest.

“What’s wrong, Veronica? You seem upset.”

“I just quit my job is what’s wrong. My boss, Richie, just took me in his office and grabbed my breasts.”

As my new boyfriend, Dane didn’t respond much to the news or react in the way I at all expected.

“Oh... Why’d you quit?”

“Why’d I quit? Did you hear what I just said? My boss just had his hands up under my shirt, fondling my boobs. Aren’t you the slightest bit upset that he felt me up?”

I was taken aback and slightly confused by Dane’s reaction.

“But can you really blame him? Look at you, Veronica. You’re so well-endowed and pretty. It’s just a little skin. If I were in his position, I would’ve done the same thing. I thought you were trying to save up enough money to go back to school.”

“I was, but…”

“Do you want your job back?”

“It’s too late. He never hires anyone back after they quit.”

Dane grabbed a bag out of the car. The entire back seat was filled with shopping bags.

“What are you doing? What’s in all those bags?” I asked.

“I’ll show you later. Come on.”

Dane grabbed my hand and started walking me back toward the entrance.

“Where are we going? I don’t want to go back in there, Dane! Not after what happened!”

Dane took me into his arms in the middle of the parking lot.

“Veronica, listen. Do you trust me? Have I done anything to you to make you think I don’t have your best interests at heart?”

“I’ve only known you for a very short time, but I feel like I can trust you. I just don’t understand you, Dane. Aren’t you mad at him for touching me like that? You’re my boyfriend now, aren’t you?”

“Of course, I am, Veronica, but I don’t want to be the kind of boyfriend that’s possessive over you or holds you back in any way. Didn’t you tell me yesterday that you had a secret crush on your manager?”

“Yeah, but that doesn’t mean I wanted him to take me into his office and feel me up.”

“I think you’re taking all this too seriously. Come on. Let’s go get your job back.”

“But, Dane!”

Ignoring my protests, Dane put his arm around my waist and walked me across the parking lot in large strides. I almost had to run to keep up with him. At least I’ll get the pleasure of watching Dane, decked out in full military regalia, scare the shit out of poor Richie, I thought, smiling to myself.

I followed Dane back inside Hooters and he asked the hostess if he could speak to the manager briefly. The hostess called Richie on the phone and he came out of his office a moment later. Standing next to my military man, I was delighted to see the look of fear in Richie’s eyes when he put two and two together.

“Hi, I’m Dane Smith,” Dane said in a friendly manner, extending his hand.

How could Dane be so nice about it? OK, he wasn’t possessive, but I was his new girlfriend and the guy just felt me up. Richie tentatively shook his hand.

“You’re Richie right? My girlfriend, Veronica, has told me all about what just happened. Is there somewhere private we can talk?”

I smiled. Hearing Dane call me his girlfriend made my heart soar, I was so happy. It was definitely worth all the fondling I had just endured. Richie let go of Dane’s hand and took a step back like he was about to dart through the back of the restaurant and out through the kitchen.

“Wait. Look, Mr. Smith. I didn’t know she had a boyfriend,” Dane whispered. 

“Richie, relax. Do I look mad to you? I’m not mad at all. I just told her that if I were you, I would’ve done the same thing. Do you have an office somewhere we could straighten this thing out?”

Richie looked at Dane suspiciously, as if he were a coiled snake about to strike. He nodded his head and escorted us to his office. Once inside, Dane took control of the situation, locking the three of us in the room together and approaching Richie with a non-threatening smile.

“So, as I said, Veronica told me about what just happened and how she just quit her job over it. Isn’t Veronica one of your best and prettiest waitresses?” Dane asked.

“She is,” Richie admitted. “I never wanted her to quit.”

“Look. This has all been a big misunderstanding. I really don’t really blame you for trying to touch her. Look at those full breasts. Go ahead, Richie, look. She doesn’t mind and neither do I. They’re gorgeous, right? So round and full with such large puffy nipples. You can really see them perfectly without a bra, can’t you?”

“Yes…” Richie agreed.

I stood there with growing embarrassment as both men ogled my boobs for a long moment. Though flattered by what Dane said, I felt like a prize pony at the fair. I resisted the urge to cover my breasts with my hands as they gawked at me. I knew Dane wouldn’t approve if I blocked their view.

“I know you weren’t aware that she had a boyfriend, Richie. We met just last night right here at Hooters and hooked up. It was the most beautiful night of my life. Veronica’s a very special woman and she wants her job back. I’ve got a proposition for you and I think it’s a win-win for everyone. For me, I was hoping to have more compatible hours with my lady, so what I’d like you to do is this. Rearrange her schedule so Veronica works the lunch shift. I want her to have plenty of energy for our little sessions at night when we both get off from our jobs. I’d like you to promote her to the hostess position and give her a raise, so Veronica can make the same amount of money working the day shift rather than waiting tables at night.”

“I don’t know. I already have a day shift hostess…” Richie mumbled, still gazing at my boobs.

“And listen to this. This is the best part,” Dane said, ignoring Richie. “This is the part for you. When does the lunch shift start?”

“11AM,” Richie said.

“OK. Every morning at 10:30, Veronica will meet you in your office for thirty minutes. Let me give you an example of what she’ll be wearing as the new hostess of Hooters. I just bought all these sexy new dresses that I’m sure your customers will really appreciate. It will be fun for everyone. And profitable for the restaurant.”

Dane looked over at me.


Chapter Four

“Veronica, take off your clothes please.”

“Veronica, take off your clothes please.”

I looked up in disbelief.

“I’m sorry? What did you say?”

Dane smiled at me in his good natured way; totally unaware of the embarrassing position he was putting me in. I looked from man to man and there was a long awkward pause. What really riled me was the fact that Richie was the one who had the nerve to feel me up, but now acted like a gentleman.

“Would you like to use my private bathroom to try on the dress, Veronica?” Richie asked.

“That’s not necessary,” Dane responded. “Richie, I give you permission to undress my girlfriend. I locked the office door when we came in, so no one will bother us. Go ahead. Take her top off. I’ll do the shorts. Love the outfits, by the way.”

Dane lifted my arms above my head and held them there. I stood still while Richie slowly peeled my top over my head. After my breasts were displayed, Dane slipped the shorts over my hips and down my legs. It made me uncomfortable, but I allowed the two men to undress me without a word of protest. I didn’t make a move to stop them. I had never in my life been naked in front of two men before. After my clothes were removed, Richie stared at me with an open mouth.

“Oh my God, Veronica. You have such a beautiful body,” Richie said.

“Now you know why I’m so crazy about her, Richie. Would you be so kind as to turn around for us, Veronica?”

I took a deep breath, trying to contain my humiliation and anger, but I did as Dane asked, facing my ass to the men and feeling more exposed than I had ever felt in my life. I couldn’t believe this was happening to me at my job. I didn’t understand why Dane felt the need to undress me in front of another man like that. I felt unwanted by him, like Dane was giving me freely away to Richie and didn’t care one way or another whether I had sex with him or not. I was angry at Dane for exhibiting me like a harem girl at a slave auction. How dare he presume to have power over me like that? But mostly, I was mad at myself for following his commands, like some kind of mindless nude model. Had I already become his obedient sub in my mind, even before any contract had been officially signed? Even worse, my own body was betraying me as well. My panties had become damp and the lips of my vagina had opened under the lustful gaze of the two men. I breathed in the strong scent of my own sexual musk, ashamed. Why was it so arousing to be put on display? They started talking behind my back, starting with Dane’s voice.

“Do you see how rounded and tight her ass is? It just drives you crazy, doesn’t it? It makes you want to grab it and squeeze it and lick it all night long. The sight of her ass gets into your thoughts to the point where you can’t think of anything else. Do you know what I mean, Richie?”

“Yeah…”

“Veronica, can you put your hands on the edge of his desk and lean over, so Richie can get a nicer view?”

Seething with anger, I did what Dane asked, without speaking. I bent over the desk and arched my ass for the two men.

“Go ahead, Richie, touch her. Feel her ass,” Dane offered.

I didn’t say a word to stop what was happening to me. Why? I’m ashamed to admit I liked it. I liked being touched by Richie, while Dane watched. I liked following my Dom’s commands. I liked how aroused it made me feel. However angry I was at Dane and humiliated it felt to be treated like a whore, I liked it. I liked it all…

“Mmmm…”

I heard Richie moan as he ran his hands though my cleavage and gave the cheeks of my ass a little squeeze. I shut my eyes and breathed out, feeling the touch of Richie’s hands on my skin. When I opened them, I saw Dane towering over me. By the lustful expression on his face and the arousal I noticed growing in his trousers, Dane liked watching me being petted and squeezed by another man. Ashamed, I looked down when he met my eyes. He cupped my chin in his hand and lifted it so we were forced to lock eyes again. I stared up at him, trying to hide how good it felt to be stroked by Richie, and watched by Dane. I bit my lower lip, hard. Dane stared at the indentation my tooth left behind.

“Now, Richie, here are the rules. You’ll have a thirty minute meeting with your lovely new hostess before the 11AM shift starts every day of the week, Monday through Friday. Veronica will be off on the weekends. If she arrives even a minute late for your appointment, she’ll have to make up the time by coming in earlier on the following day. Tomorrow you will have to provide Veronica with proof signed by a physician that you are free of any sexually transmitted diseases, a copy of which she will take home with her to show me. Without that document, you’re not allowed to proceed with this arrangement; you’re not allowed to touch her. Veronica was a virgin until last night.”

“A virgin?” Richie asked, incredulous. 

Why was Dane trying to make me sound even more appealing?

“That’s right.”

“I used protection with her last night. I don’t want her to get a venereal disease from you. Are we clear on that?”

“Yes, of course,” Richie said.

“Veronica told me last night how attracted she is to you, Richie.”

That was too much. Dane had crossed a line.

“Dane!” I shouted.

He went on, ignoring me.

“She has this huge crush on you Richie and she loves giving oral sex. Tell him, Veronica...”

“Dane! That’s private!”

“It may be private, but it’s the truth. In the last twenty four hours Veronica has given me an orgasm with her mouth twice, once last night and then again this morning. I’ve never before met a woman who’s so good at it, who gives pleasure to a man so easily. And now she wants to do the same thing to you, if you’ll give her a chance as a hostess tomorrow…”

I shut my eyes, lost in my own degradation. I don’t know whether I was more upset about the fact that Dane told Richie about my crush on him, or the comment about how I love giving oral sex and wanted to give him a blow job. 

“Veronica?” Dane prompted.

“What?” I said, with an edge of bitchiness shading my voice.

“Tell him.”

“Tell him what, Dane?” 

“Repeat after me, Veronica: I’m really attracted to you, Richie. Go ahead, Veronica. Don’t be shy to tell him how you feel.”

Just to get the humiliating episode over with, I looked down at the floor and whispered softly what Dane wanted me to say.

“No. Not like that. Please remain in the same position with your ass arched, but look over your shoulder into Richie’s eyes and tell him in a direct and respectful manner what you want to say.”

What was this power that Dane wielded over my mind and body? I obeyed, looking over my shoulder into Richie’s dark attractive eyes. I glanced down at Richie’s erection bulging within his trousers and a familiar fantasy ran through my mind. I imagined kneeling before him, taking my manager’s penis into my mouth and sucking on it... I took a deep breath in and tried to get the sexual image out of my head. I was angry with Dane, but undeniably aroused. My panties were practically soaked through and the smell of my musk filled the room. It was so strong I knew the two men could smell my arousal as well. As I repeated the words, I lost track of whether I was doing this to please my twisted Dom or whether I wanted to say the words because I actually was attracted to my restaurant manager. As I spoke, Richie slid his hand deeper and deeper into the cleavage of my hips and held it there.

“I’m really attracted to you, Richie,” I said, staring into his eyes.

“I’ve been attracted to you for a long time. Say it,” Dane said.

“I’ve been attracted to you for a long time,” I repeated.

“I like the way you’re touching my ass. Tell him.”

“I like the way you’re touching my ass.”

“Richie, I really want to show you how attracted I am to you. I’m very good at giving oral sex and I like the taste of come. Say it to him.”

My knees felt weak. I didn’t think I could say it, but I repeated the sexy words. As I spoke, I looked into Richie’s eyes and realized I wasn’t just repeating what Dane wanted me to say. I meant it. I was attracted to Richie and I did like the taste of come. It was as if Dane was inside my head somehow, giving me the courage to express what I always wanted to say to Richie, what I had been fantasizing about doing to him for over two years, but up until now was too afraid to express. Richie had an intense expression and appeared to be mesmerized by me.

“OK. Say, I’d like to swallow your come and feel it slide down my throat. Go ahead, Veronica.”

“I’d like to swallow your come, Richie, and feel it sliding down my throat.”

“Good. Now say, I think you’re really sexy, Richie. If you want me to, I’ll suck and swallow a mouthful of your come right now on the couch. Say it, Veronica. I know you want to do it, Veronica. Say it.”

“I… I can’t,” I whispered. 

“Don’t be ashamed to tell Richie how you feel. I want more than anything else for you to feel free Veronica, sexually open and free.”

I licked my lips, stared at Richie and swallowed my saliva. He looked so handsome to me. I shut my eyes, squeezed my legs together, feeling the wetness between my thighs, and whispered to Richie my long repressed desire.

“I think you’re really sexy, Richie. I’ve felt this way since the day you hired me at Hooters two years ago. Like all the girls here, I’ve been fantasizing about kissing you and making love to you. Sit down on the couch and I’ll suck on you and… you can ejaculate into my mouth if you want to.”

“Are you sure?” Richie asked, astonished.

I opened my eyes.

“Yes. I want you to do it, Richie.” I whispered

Richie looked at Dane who was watching us from a few feet away.

“You have my permission, as long as Veronica is promoted to Hostess,” Dane said.

“OK. Can she start tomorrow?” 

“Yes,” Dane said, closing the deal.

“Then… the job is yours…” Richie said.

“OK,” I said, submitting quietly.

“Don’t be rude to your boss, Veronica. He just promoted you and gave you a raise. Say thank you to him,” Dane said.

I swallowed my humiliation.

“Thank you, Richie,” I said.

“What’s your full name, Richie?” Dane asked.

“It’s Stone. Richard Stone. But everyone here calls me Richie.”

“Well, calling you by your first name shows a lack of respect. From now on Ms. Wells will be addressing you more formally. I’ve noticed she has a tendency to act sassy around her superiors. Would you like to give her a slap on her ass for her disrespectful behavior toward you, Mr. Stone?”

“What?” Richie said in a shocked voice.

Even though I was humiliated by what Dane was suggesting, that I should be spanked by my boss in front of him, my ass involuntarily arched higher in anticipation.

“Do you see Mr. Stone, how Veronica raised her ass higher for you? Ms. Wells expects to be spanked. She’s waiting for it.”

“Oh, that’s certainly not necessary, I’m sure,” Richie said.

“Perhaps you’re right. It’s more appropriate for her to be disciplined by my hand. Hold onto the edge of the desk tightly for me, Veronica.”

After placing my hands on Richie’s desk and curling my fingers over the edge, Dane gave me an extremely hard slap on my ass cheek, much harder than his last spanking. He didn’t hold back this time. My body jolted from the shock and I cried out from the stinging pain. The cracking sound resounded throughout the room. After the second slap, Richie spoke out in a loud voice.

“Stop it! I insist! You’re hurting her!”

I wondered if anyone else could hear the sounds of the spanking and Richie’s indignant shouts through the office door. Tears filled my eyes and dripped down my cheek, causing the black lines of mascara to run down my face. I never felt more humiliated in my entire life… and excited. Having my ass squeezed by Richie, being forced to talk dirty and reveal my innermost desires to him and being spanked in front of Richie by Dane had greatly aroused me. Dane carefully wiped my eyes and cheeks with his handkerchief.

“Now, let’s get this dress on to show your manager how nice you’ll look as a hostess, shall we?” Dane said, as if nothing out of the ordinary had just happened.

Dane slipped a red slinky cocktail dress on over my head and tied it at the back of my neck. It was held up loosely by two thin straps over my shoulders and had a deeply plunging V-neck design. The front of the dress loosely draped down over my body, the silky fabric just barely covering my nipples, with large open slits running up my legs and hips. I looked at myself in the mirror and saw how it looked. It had an open back with a curved slit, revealing the top few inches of my derriere. It was the sexiest and most revealing dress I had ever worn. The minute I moved my shoulders I knew the loose material would fall off the tip of my breasts, fully exposing them. Also everyone would be able to see the cleavage of my ass as I turned to escort them to their table. 

“I’m sure this will get your customer’s attention and keep them coming back. She now owns thirty other dresses even sexier than this one, most of them see-through, one for every day of the month,” Dane said.

“It’s… very sexy,” Richie said.

“The dress provides easy access for you. Here, let’s try it out. Go ahead, Richie. Touch her breasts. Kiss her nipples. She likes that.”

As Richie moved the thin material away from my breasts to fondle me, Dane reached down under my G-string and slid his fingers into the moist open folds of my sex. He rubbed my clitoris with his index finger and then slid two fingers in and out of my womb as Richie took my nipples into his mouth. Unable to help myself, I put my right hand on the back of Dane’s head and left hand on Richie’s shoulder pressing the two men closer to my body. Dane moved the light material of the dress out of the way of my hips so I could feel both of their erections against my skin. He whispered in my ear so only I could hear.

“Don’t be ashamed, Veronica. I thought you might like it with two men at once… and you do.”

I turned my lips toward him and kissed Dane passionately with my tongue. It was true I was mad at him, I was furious, but I had never felt more excited in my life. After the kiss, Dane guided Richie to the couch and sat me on top of his lap. Richie continued to fondle and kiss my breasts.

“I’m glad you two are friends again. Now I’m going to step away for a few minutes and let you two get better acquainted. If you’d like, Richie, I’ll draw up a contract so you feel protected. I will put it in writing that the relationship between both parties is consensual and therefore you won’t be able to be sued.”

Richie nodded his head in response, his face nuzzling in the soft curves of my cleavage. Dane took a few steps away to give us privacy. Despite myself, I shut my eyes and initiated a deep opened mouth kiss with Richie. He responded even more passionately, kissing me all over my neck and working back down to my breasts. I really liked the way he kissed me with such ardent desperation. It was liberating to finally kiss Richie and let him kiss and touch me. The fact that he was actually in a position of authority over me made it that much more exciting. I took a few deep breaths and opened my eyes. I saw Dane staring at me from behind the couch, with a pleasant expression, as if he was proud of me in some way. It was strange being watched by Dane while I was in the arms of another man. If Dane was jealous, he didn’t show it. I maneuvered off Richie’s lap and sat beside him, touching Richie’s erection over his clothes. I moved down on the couch and removed his belt, unzipped him and took off his clothes, shoes and socks. From my knees in front of the couch, I took his penis into my mouth and sucked on him hard, while tugging and pulling on the root of his shaft. Moaning noises escaped from my mouth as I sucked, holding the throbbing large penis of Richie in my hands. The entire time I gave him pleasure, Dane continued to stare at me with desire in his eyes. I returned his gaze with a cold hard look as if I hated him for putting me in this humiliating position. But in the back of my mind I knew no one was forcing me to provide fellatio to my manager. I was doing it because I wanted to. I wanted to go down on my boss and sexually submit to him. But most of all, I liked being watched by my Dom. I was his sub now, whether we signed a contract or not. I knew it pleased him to watch me give pleasure to another man. And as his sub, it was in my nature to make him happy. And the more I sucked on the penis of Richie and the closer he came to filling my mouth and throat with his semen, the more I knew I was falling dangerously in love with my Dom, Staff Sergeant Dane Smith.

I kissed up and down his shaft, suckled each side of his scrotum in my mouth and licked back up to the tip. This was the trigger which set him off, good to remember for tomorrow’s appointment. Richie moaned out and I felt his scrotum contract in my palm. Without warning, Richie began ejaculating on the flesh of my breasts and dress. I took the head of his penis into my mouth to catch the streams of his semen in my open lips, filling my mouth and overflowing my chin with the creamy fluid. 

I looked deeply into the eyes of Dane… and swallowed Richie’s semen. We exchanged a look of deep emotional connection when it was over. Though I was absolutely furious with him, I also knew the bond between us grew stronger with my lips on the penis of another man. 

After milking the last remaining drops of his semen and licking the tip dry, I let go of Richie’s penis and got up from the floor, my body and dress covered in come. I used a tissue on a table beside the couch to wipe my cheek and chin.

“Oh my God, that… that was fantastic, Veronica. That… that was the best sexual experience I ever had…” Richie said, still panting.

Dane came over and held out his hand to me. I took it and slowly stood up from the couch. Dane retied the straps of my dress in the back to cover my nipples. I couldn’t look at him or speak to him. Dane put his arm around me by the waist.

“Veronica will have that contract for you to sign tomorrow morning, Mr. Stone,” Dane said.

“OK,” Richie said, still trying to catch his breath.

At least no one saw me leave Richie’s office.


Chapter Five

I kept imagining there was…

I kept imagining there was come all over my face as I walked through Hooters. I think everyone was checking out my boobs and ass, but it was impossible not to also notice the fresh wet semen stains all over the material of my skanky dress. A few of the waitresses gave me dirty looks. 

Out in the parking lot, Dane opened the car door and helped me in. We drove to my apartment in complete silence. I stared straight out of the window. His hand rested on my thigh and I ignored it. At home we got out of the car and Dane took the multitude of bags into my apartment. I didn’t help him.

As soon as he crossed the threshold of my front door, he dropped all the bags except for one and swept me into his arms. Dane kissed me tenderly. I didn’t feel like being touched at that moment, but at the same time I didn’t resist. 

In the bedroom Dane untied my red stained dress and slipped off my panties. Without a word I lay down on the bed for him. Out of the bag he took out a fur-lined pair of metal handcuffs and dangled them from one of his fingers to show me. I held out my wrists for him. He pulled my arms over my head and attached the handcuffs to the bed frame. He looked at me and undressed. When he had removed all of his clothes, I opened my thighs wide for him. He speared the open wet lips of my vagina with his thick shaft, pumping it into me with abandon. I put my head to the side and let him do whatever he desired with me. After holding my breasts in his hands, he slid his palms higher up my chest and held me firmly by my throat, but without cutting off my airway. I tilted my head back so he would have more access to the flesh of my neck. Dane thrust himself into my womb in this position rapidly, not letting go of my throat and leading us both to the edge. He squeezed the tender skin of my neck slightly harder as he approached his climax. My life and my very next breath were at his discretion, held in his strong hands.

“Come, come for me now sub,” Dane moaned out.

Despite how angry and upset I was, my thighs trembled at his command. Dane’s semen shot out deeply into my body. When I had milked him dry, he pulled out and I saw the creamy white effluence of my orgasm lightly covering the thick base of his shaft. He released my wrists from the handcuffs.

“Are you OK?” he asked, breathing deeply.

I nodded yes, got of bed, went into the bathroom and closed the door. Dane followed me, opened the door to watch me tinkle. I looked away, more exposed under his watchful eyes than ever. After I patted myself with tissue, flushed and washed and dried my hands, I came back into the bedroom. As I passed Dane in the doorway he took my arm and tried to kiss me, but I pulled away from him. 

“What’s wrong, Veronica? Are you mad about something?” 

I shook my head no.

“You’ve been so quiet ever since we got back from work. It’s strange. You’re usually so talkative. “ 

I looked away. Dane leaned in to try to kiss me again, but I took a step back.

“OK, if you’re not mad, why won’t you let me kiss you?” he asked.

“I just went down on another man and now you want to kiss me?” I asked, softly.

“Of course, I want to kiss you, Veronica. Actually, I think I’m falling in love with you…”

I looked at him in disbelief. Dane leaned forward to kiss me and our lips touched. I shut my eyes and our bodies melted into one another for a brief moment. Then I pushed him away by his chest as hard as I could. Dane remained infuriatingly calm during our spat. I never shouted at anyone as loud as I did that night. I’m surprised the neighbors didn’t call the cops on me.

“Why did you push me? I don’t understand. What’s wrong?”

“I can still taste my manager’s come in my mouth and you want to kiss me!”

“Calm down, Veronica. Why are you raising your voice? Just be honest and tell me what’s bothering you.”

“What’s bothering me? Doesn’t it matter to you that I just let another man shoot his semen into my mouth!” 

“Veronica, calm down and let’s talk about this. At the coffee shop last night you told me you had a crush on your restaurant manager for over two years. I certainly didn’t mean to upset you when I created a situation where you could…”

“But it didn’t upset me! Not at all! I liked it! I liked sucking on him and swallowing his come! I didn’t like it, I loved it! I loved giving him pleasure with my mouth! I can’t wait to do it tomorrow and the next day and the day after that!”

Dane took in my anger and stared back at me with a tender pained look in his eyes.

“If you liked it, then I don’t understand what you’re so upset with me about,” Dane said very quietly.

“What upsets me is you don’t seem to care one way or another!”

“Care about what?” 

“About the fact that your girlfriend is a whore!”

“Veronica…” 

“A WHORE WHO LIKES SWALLOWING THE SEMEN OF OTHER MEN!”

I caught my breath realizing I had just yelled at the top of my voice. I suddenly became light-headed and felt like I was about to hyperventilate. I sat down on the edge of the bed and took several deep breaths to calm myself down. Dane sat down beside me on the bed and tried put his arm around my shoulder. I immediately shrugged it off. He spoke to me in a soothing voice.

“You are not a whore, Veronica. Don’t call yourself that. You’re just an extremely sensual woman. There’s absolutely nothing wrong with enjoying the act of pleasuring a man. It’s the most beautiful act you can do to a man in the world. It gave me so much pleasure to watch you with Richie. Perhaps I was mistaken, but I thought you would enjoy it too, after what you told me last night. It made me feel closer to you when I watched you with Richie.” 

I felt emotionally drained and just wanted to be alone after all that shouting. I needed time to think about the changes that were happening to me. 

“I’m sorry, Dane. I’m not sure this is working out for me…” 

Dane took a deep breath in, exhaled and stood up. He looked down at me with a sad steely gaze.

“Veronica, tell me the truth. Deep down, did you like exposing your body today, in public. Did you like sharing an intimate moment with a man who obviously admires you? Didn’t being spanked in public excite you just a little bit? Didn’t you like it when two men who are very attracted to you were touching you at the same time?”

“That’s not the point! Richie is my manager, Dane! I was embarrassed when you gave him permission to undress me and touch my body! It humiliated me when you made me show him my ass and then spanked me so hard right in front of him. I can’t believe you told him I had a crush on him and you asked me tell him how much I liked to swallow! That was private! I don’t want anyone to know that secret about me! Now he knows and I can’t take it back! Then you stand there watching while I suck on his penis until he comes in my mouth and all over the sexy new dress you bought me! I don’t understand you! How could you do that? I thought you liked me!”

“I do like you, Veronica. Very much.” 

“Then if you like me why would you want to humiliate me like that!”

“Believe me, I wasn’t trying to embarrass or humiliate you, Veronica. Quite the opposite. I set up the scenario with Mr. Stone to help you overcome your shame, but also to arouse you... sexually. And if you’re being honest with yourself, I think you were a little aroused in his office, weren’t you?”

“Yeah. Great. Thanks, Dane. Thanks for setting up the scenario. Now I’ve got to suck on my manager’s penis and swallow his semen five days a week before I start my shift. All so I can work as a fucking hostess at Hooters! Thanks, Dane! You really set everything up perfectly.”

Dane took his time to respond. He kneeled before me on one knee as if he was about to propose marriage and took my hands in his.

“But don’t you see? You’re the one in control here, Veronica. Not him and not even me. You don’t have to touch or kiss him ever again if you don’t want to. It’s your choice if you want to go back to work tomorrow. You can also quit the job if it makes you uncomfortable. I’ll be making enough money now so I can support the both of us…”

“You got the job then?”

“Yes. My training starts immediately. I wanted to take you out to dinner to celebrate, but then… all this happened.” 

“Well, congratulations, but I’m not really in the mood to go out and celebrate right now.”

“I’d be happy to take care of you Veronica and provide for you. I can also pay for you to go back to nursing school and finish your degree, if that’s what you want to do.”

“That’s very nice, but I don’t feel comfortable taking money from you, Dane.”

Dane took another deep breath and let go of my hands. He sat down next to me on the bed.

“I feel like I’ve done something terribly wrong here. I should’ve never started your training until we read through the contract and discussed what would be expected of you. I was excited to be your Dom, but a level of trust and understanding hasn’t been established between us yet. And… perhaps I was wrong about you, Veronica.”

“What do you mean, wrong?”

“The submissive lifestyle may not be right for you. A true submissive would trust that her Dom intuitively knows he has her best interests at heart, that all he wants is to set up experiences and scenarios to help his sub learn to be a strong, self-confident, sexually free woman. I didn’t think you would be so upset by what happened in Richie’s office today. I’m sorry if I misjudged the situation…”

Dane shook his head.

“I didn’t imagine our evening would turn out like this. I just wanted to come back to your apartment and see you try on all the new dresses I bought for you. I imagined us having dinner, reading over the contract I wrote out, beginning our training and obedience sessions and planning out our new life together as submissive and Dominant. Now I feel it’s all been ruined.”

Every time I heard the words “training”, “obedience sessions” and “submissive” something happened within me. I felt weak at the knees and dizzy. I noticed my hands were trembling slightly. Each time he said those words, I became more aroused. I felt the lips of my sex curl open and I wanted to touch myself and stroke the wetness, but felt ashamed. Did I actually want to become his trainee and do whatever it was that being his submissive entailed? However shameful, I already was his submissive and fit perfectly in the role, just as my body fit in the new slutty dress he bought me. I relished in everything that had happened to me since I met Dane. I liked how he took possession of me in bed, dressed me, fed me, bathed me, tied me up and made love to me. I loved cuddling with him and falling asleep by his side at night and waking up to suck on his hard penis and swallow the bursts of his warm semen in the morning. I loved how he dressed me in such revealing clothing when we went out and forbid me to wear a bra. I loved seeing his car waiting to pick me up after work.

During the long silence between us, I went over in my mind what happened with Richie and Dane and my reaction to it. I had been flaunting my breasts all day in front of Richie at work. I couldn’t really blame him for touching me inappropriately in his office. I was pretty much asking for it when I went to Hooters for my shift without wearing a bra. When I quit and walked out of his office in a huff, I was behaving the way I would’ve acted before I met Dane. But I was no longer that conservative person. Meeting Dane and beginning my training as his submissive had profoundly changed me. It’s true I had told him of my attraction to my manager at work. In Dane’s mind, he had only set up an experience I had said I wanted. And to be honest, he was right when he said the experience was sexually arousing to me. In the end, I wasn’t really mad at Dane, but ashamed, deeply ashamed of myself. The truth was… I liked it. I liked being stripped and spanked in front of my manager. I liked offering my body to be touched by two men at once. I liked giving Richie oral sex, while my Dom watched. I liked it all. Why was I acting like I didn’t?

Suddenly Dane held out his hand and handed me a business card.

“Here’s my card, if you ever feel like talking… Goodbye, Veronica.”

He walked out of my bedroom and toward the front door, without picking up the packages. I threw a robe on and followed him. Shit, he was actually leaving.

“Do you have somewhere to go, Dane?”

“I don’t know. Back to the base, I guess…”

“What about the dresses you bought me?”

He stopped at the door with his back to me.

“Keep them. They’ll look beautiful on you, Veronica.”

Dane walked out the door and sped away in the Range Rover, rather recklessly kicking up gravel and swerving onto North Country Club Drive. I watched the car disappear and shut my front door. 

Almost immediately after Dane left I started to have trouble breathing. It felt like I was having a panic attack. I sat down on my couch, put my hand over my breast, but couldn’t catch my breath. I kept thinking how Dane wouldn’t be by my side when I went to sleep later tonight or be there in the morning next to me. Tears slipped out of my eyes and dripped down my cheeks. I felt a sense of despair at the prospect of losing Dane even deeper than when my Mother left me. At that moment I knew my heart burned with love for him and I knew I belonged to him. He may have embarrassed me, but if I put aside my shame, I liked what happened to me in Richie’s office. I realized the simple truth that I liked the feeling of humiliation, of shame. The degradation was an essential part of my arousal. The more humiliating things Dane asked me to do and say to Richie, the stronger my sexual response. I liked dressing like a slut in public and getting all those dirty looks from strangers. I loved having my breasts and body exposed during my shift at Hooters and later in front of Richie. I loved seeing the lustful look in Dane’s eyes as he watched me pleasuring my manager with my mouth. I realized I was misdirecting my anger at him.

I looked down at my hands and discovered I had twisted and crinkled the card Dane had given me almost in half. I was lucky the number of his cell phone were still legible. I grabbed my cell phone and called him immediately. He picked up on the first ring.
“Staff Sergeant Smith.” 

“Dane!”

“Veronica. I’m so sorry about tonight.”

“No, it’s my fault. I’m so sorry I yelled at you. I was just embarrassed… about what happened. But I thought it over and I’m not embarrassed anymore. You were right. I liked what happened with Richie. And… I want to be your submissive, Dane… for real.”

“I’ve waited all my life for a woman like you to say that to me. Are you sure?”

“I’m absolutely sure. And don’t ever leave me again, no matter what happens. Come back to me, Dane.”

“Of course. I’ll never leave you again, Veronica. I’m only a few minutes away.”

“Please drive safe.” 

“I’m coming, honey.”

After he ended the call, I tried to blow my nose and wipe my face with a tissue, but the tears just kept spilling out of my eyes. I walked around the apartment taking deep breaths and trying to control my breathing. 

In my bedroom I noticed a white folder he had placed on my dresser labeled, “The Contract”. Suddenly, I wanted to look at the contract and read the secrets held within its pages. I opened the folder and several white sheets spilled out. I kneeled down to pick them up, trying not to dampen them with the tears sliding off my cheeks. I tried to put them back in order when I heard Dane’s car skid to a stop in the gravel out front. The papers fell out of my fingers and I ran through the apartment and opened the front door. Dane jumped out of the car and ran up the front steps. I jumped into his arms, wrapping my legs around his back. He kissed me hard on the mouth, grabbed one of the bags and carried me into my room. We fell together on the bed, holding each other tightly. He sat up, quickly unbuttoned his shirt and removed his clothes. I lay back, looking up at his muscled chest and striated abdominals. 

He turned me face down on the bed, my belly on top of two pillows. With some kind of silk rope he tied my ankles and wrists to the four bed posts until I was unable to move. Dane rubbed me with the most fragrant oil I’d ever smelled over the tight muscles at the back of my thighs and hips. He kneaded the tight muscles on my back. It felt wonderful. Then I felt him spread my cheeks apart and squeeze a thick slippery gel directly over the opening of my back side. He rubbed the gel over my opening with his palms. I had never been touched there by a man in my life. He squeezed more gel on me and I felt a fingertip press down slightly into the opening, slipping in easily. After applying more lubrication, the slippery head and rim of his penis penetrated slightly into the narrow forbidden passageway. I couldn’t believe it. He slipped in slowly, a small amount at a time, until… I couldn’t believe it… I could not believe it… the full length of his penis had entered and filled my ass. He slid out, squeezed out more gel and I felt the head of his penis slip easily in and out of the opening again. There was the same light pressure followed by… an intense feeling of pleasure there. He leaned over and whispered into my ear.

“Have you ever had anal sex before, Veronica?” he whispered.

“No,” I said.

“Are you feeling any pain?”

“No, only pleasure…”

“I can’t believe it’s your first time. The entire length of my penis is inside you. You’re very good at this, Veronica. Do you feel me?”

“Yesss.”

“I’m going to move in and out slowly until I ejaculate inside you. If you begin to experience any pain, your safe word is… red. Say the word red if the pain ever becomes too intense for you and I’ll stop immediately.”

I felt his penis slip out. I heard the sound of more gel being squeezed out of a tube and then Dane slipped his penis into me again. The gel seemed to numb and relax the muscles of my anal area, allowing greater access for his penis to penetrate deeper into my narrow passageway. He began to move his penis in and out of me in a fluid motion. With the help of the lubricating gel, the opening seemed to stretch to accommodate the length and breadth of his penis. I always thought anal sex would be quite painful, but like swallowing semen, I couldn’t believe how easy and pleasurable it was for me. As Dane increased the depth and speed of his thrusting I heard him begin to breathe deeply, as if he was ready to explode. His skin felt moist on the back of my legs. I felt drips of sweat fall onto the skin of my back.

“Are you in any pain, my love? Do you want me to pull out?”

“No,” I said.

“Tell me if you’re in pain…”

“It doesn’t hurt. Go deeper in. Mmmm. That’s better…”

Dane added more lubricant, and buried himself further inside the most intimate place in my body, from the tip of his penis to the root. As he slid in and out, I felt his soft scrotum touching the skin on the back of my cheeks. His oiled hands closed tightly around my neck, as before Dane gave a deep-throated groan and I felt the streams of his semen burst out as he took away my virginity. He pulled out and the thick semen seeped out of my opening and dripped down the back of my inner thighs. 

Dane’s breathing returned to normal and he released my ankles and wrists from bondage. Afterwards, Dane pulled my body close into his arms and I put my palm over the cords of muscle on his chest. We lay together, breathing in unison for a few minutes, our skin slick with each other’s sweat, as if we were no longer two separate bodies, but one conjoined being. Dane peeled away from me and used the bathroom. I heard him tinkling, flushing, and running the faucet to wash his hands.

We just had anal sex. I couldn’t believe it. Anal sex… And I found it incredibly satisfying to be taken that way, just as much as when Dane ejaculated in my mouth and I swallowed the full load of his precious semen. With the help of the lubricating gel, Dane slipped inside my narrow passageway and took his pleasure there as easily as if his penis had penetrated the opening of my vagina. It was something I thought I would never do in my life and now I had done it. There was always a stigma in my mind about anal sex being dirty and wrong and I liked it, a lot, which made me feel deeply ashamed. I liked being penetrated in the ass by a man. I liked feeling a man’s hard penis pumping into my tight space and the sensation of his warm come shooting into me there. I liked the whole experience and it didn’t hurt at all. I was a woman who enjoyed the act of anal sex with a man. I was unable to wrap my mind around this new fact about myself...

Dane came back to bed and slipped under the sheets beside me. He pulled my body close to his with authority, took my breasts in his hands and fondled them. His penis pressed into me from behind. Everything seemed different between us now. I let Dane cross this forbidden line with me and now there was no going back. The act of being mounted from behind and ridden changed us in different ways. While I had a much greater feeling of vulnerability around him, he seemed to squeeze my breasts even tighter in bed and project more confidence as a man. Should I let him do it again to me? Did I even have a choice at this point? 

I had so many questions about the act. Was having regular anal sex with your partner an acceptable form of sexual behavior between two consenting adults? Or was it completely abnormal to allow your man to penetrate you from behind? I wished I had a girlfriend I could talk to who had experience in these matters. At least I didn’t feel sore afterwards. I actually was left with a pleasant warm tingling sensation down there, as if his long thick penis was still fully extended inside me, from the tip to the root. I’m embarrassed to admit it, but it aroused me to have the empty space inside me completely filled. I had never felt closer to a man than after experiencing anal sex with Dane. I liked the feeling and I wanted to do it again and again, but at the same time, despite how pleasurable it was, I was afraid of doing it and felt I was committing some sort of immoral act. It was complicated for me. And there was absolutely no one I could discuss it with or confide in about it. Even if I did have a girlfriend to talk to, how would I even begin to discuss the subject with her?

“Are you sleepy?” Dane asked.

“No,” I said, as quiet as a mouse.

“Then it’s time for you to read the contract now,” he said in his deep brusque voice.

“OK,” I said, happy to get my mind off of what just happened. “I started to look at it and then dropped all the papers on the floor when I heard you pull up.”

“We can’t wait to read it any longer, Veronica. It’s time…” 

Dane reached down to the floor and picked up the papers. He arranged them back into two neat piles and placed them on the bedside table. I suddenly felt nervous around him, like I had invited a live jaguar into the bedroom with me. What had I gotten myself into? I just had anal sex. I never thought in my life I would have anal sex. It didn’t even hurt. And now I wanted to do it again and again with him. Wasn’t sucking on and swallowing his semen twice a day enough for me? Now I also felt ashamed for wanting to engage in such a forbidden sexual act with him. I felt extremely vulnerable around him and this power he wielded over me.

“I’m sorry about… losing my temper earlier. The truth is I liked everything you had me do at Richie’s office and… what you did to me… here. I was just ashamed and embarrassed by how much I liked it. I think that’s why I shouted at you and lost my temper. This is all very new to me.”

“I understand…”

Dane handed me the contract. My heart raced. Was this actually happening to me? Not to a character from an erotic story I was reading, but to me in real life? Was I actually considering this? Becoming Dane’s submissive? Was it just a sexy dream? As I read the contract, I could hardly breathe. Dane stood over me as I read the document he prepared as still as a stone, with a serious look on his face. I couldn’t believe what I was reading. It was a new unknown exotic world I was both powerfully attracted to and deeply frightened by. Holding the paper, my hand trembled as I read the sensual words: sexual slavery to My Lord and Master, labia clamps, pierced nipples, sessions of discipline, the Pleasure Room, spanking table, St. Andrew’s Cross, coitus machine, whips and paddles, collars and leashes, sexual submission to my Dom, and… other men and women the Master chooses, individually, or as a group, for their oral, anal and vaginal pleasure… My name, Veronica Wells, was typed out at the bottom and there was a line for me to sign… until death do us part… Reading through our contract, the guideline for my new life with Dane, I was a small creature hit by a massive wave and then drifting… drifting slowly out to sea…

THE CONTRACT

Roles of Parties

In a desire to express her love and devotion for Sergeant Dane Smith, Veronica Wells agrees to voluntarily offer herself in submission and sexual slavery to Mr. Smith as her Dominant/Master. In this contract, Veronica Wells will be referred to as “submissive/slave” and Sergeant Dane Smith will be referred to as “Dominant/Master”. Submissive/slave agrees of her own free will to give her body, mind and soul over to the Dominant/Master to use as he sees fit. Dominant/Master will care for the safety, health and physical and emotional well-being of the submissive/slave. Once the contract is signed, first names can only be used at a specific time each day. (See Free Periods) Outside of free periods, the only names the Dominant/Master may be called will include but will not be limited to Sergeant Smith, Mr. Smith, Sir, Sire, My Lord, My Master, My True Love. Names the submissive/slave may be called will include but will not be limited to Ms. Wells, submissive, slave, sub, princess, my love, my slave, my love slave, my sexual servant, my mistress, my true love.

Duration of Contract

Veronica Wells, the submissive/slave, agrees on ____ day of ____ year at ____ time, her submission to Dominant/Master will begin. The contract is for life, and can only be terminated if it can be proven to the Dominant/Master or to a qualified impartial third party that Dominant/Master has failed in his responsibility to care for the safety, health and emotional well-being of his submissive/slave. (See Terminating Contract)

Sergeant Dane Smith, the Dominant/Master agrees on ____ day of ____ year at ____ time, his responsibility for the training of his submissive/slave will begin. The contract is for life, and can only be terminated by the Dominant/Master, if submissive/slave fails in her duties as his sexual servant. (See Terminating Contract)

Rules, Duties, Responsibilities of the Dominant/Master

Dominant/Master will provide submissive/slave with a safe and nurturing home environment. He accepts full responsibility for the health, physical and mental well-being for his submissive/slave.

Dominant/Master will be committed to providing experiences with the parameters of safety that will nurture the growth of his submissive/slave into becoming a strong, independent, and sexually free woman. All decisions Dominant/Master makes for submissive/slave will be directed toward this stated goal of helping his submissive/slave to enjoy a happy, sexually fulfilling life free of shame, as a healthy self-fulfilled individual.

Dominant/Master will keep the lines of communication open and respect submissive/slave’s suggestions for altering the rules of this contract, however all final decisions on alterations of the contract will be made by Dominant/Master.

Dominant/Master will create a room in the home set aside for the disciplining and pleasuring of his submissive/slave called “The Pleasure Room”. In this room, Dominant/Master will train his submissive/slave in the pain and pleasure of punishment, using items including but not limited to a St. Andrew’s Cross, a spanking table, ropes to elevate the submissive/slave off the ground, wedges, a simulated coitus machine, silk sashes, handcuffs, whips, riding crops, chains of restraint, leashes and collars, paddles, oils, gels and creams.

Dominant/Master will respect submissive/slave’s safe word and not go beyond her pain threshold, once established. If Dominant/Master hears submissive/slave utter her safe word, which the Dominant/Master has chosen as the word “red”, the Dominant/Master will discontinue the punishment or scene immediately and a free period will follow. Dominant/Master will have the final decision on which course of action should be taken next. In disciplining the submissive/slave, Dominant/Master will cause no permanent marks or excessive pain to submissive/slave’s body, respect her limits once they are learned and cause no intentional mental or emotional trauma to his submissive/slave. Before administering punishment, Dominant/Master will clearly explain to the submissive/slave the reason why she is being disciplined, if there is a reason.

Dominant/Master will keep his body attractive and in top physical condition by exercising regularly, eating healthy food, and being moderate in the consumption of alcohol. He will keep his body clean, hygienic and completely shaved at all times for the pleasure of his submissive/slave.

Dominant/Master will love, honor and cherish his submissive/slave from the day this contract is signed to the end of his life, unless the contract is terminated. (See Terms of the Termination of Contract)

Dominant/Master will keep his relationship with his submissive/slave completely private. Only his closest circle of friends will know the true nature of his relationship with his submissive/slave.

Rules, Duties, Responsibilities of the Submissive/slave

Submissive/slave’s first and foremost responsibility is to be a compliant sexual servant to her Dominant/Master. Her body will be freely offered to be used as a sexual plaything anywhere, anytime, in private or in public settings, twenty four hours a day, seven days a week, as Dominant/Master sees fit.

Each morning upon waking, or any other times of the day of his choosing, submissive/slave will suck on the Dominant/Master’s penis and continue sucking until he comes into her mouth. She will attempt to swallow each drop that is issued, whenever submissive/slave performs oral sex on Dominant/Master.

Each evening when Dominant/Master returns from work, submissive/slave will wait on a floor mat placed against the wall inside the entrance of The Pleasure Room. She will wait patiently for the arrival of her Dominant/Master in the following manner. She will be completely naked, except for an open-crotched G-string. She will arouse herself by using three drops of a stimulating cream directly on her clitoris and will massage into the cleavage of her back side a generous amount of lubricating gel. She will use massage oil on her breasts and body until her skin is slick and fragrant. At first, she will wear chained nipple clamps on the tips of each oiled breast, connected by a chain that will lead down her body, attaching with two clamps to the lips of her labia. In time, when the Dominant/Master deems his submissive/slave ready, the clamps will be replaced by two large hooped rings that will be permanently pierced into the tips of the submissive/slave’s nipples, as a symbol of her perpetual bondage to the Dominant/Master. Submissive/slave will bind her wrists with a pair of metal handcuffs, lay down on the mat in a prone position, arms outstretched, forehead resting on the floor, ass arched. She will wait for Dominant/Master to arrive in this exact position on each evening. When he arrives, submissive/slave will allow Dominant/Master to enter her anally with the assistance of a lubricating gel and thrust inside her until he releases his semen. A free period will follow after the first sexual service of each evening. (See Free Period)

Before resting for the night, submissive/slave will allow her body to be used once more, as the Dominant/Master sees fit, by the penetration of her vagina, mouth or any opening he chooses. If the submissive/slave refuses sexual contact, or is unable to follow or complete directions and tasks given to her by her Dominant/Master, submissive/slave understands and accepts that disciplining and punishment will result from her actions. Submissive/slave also understands that she can and will be disciplined without cause as part of her submissive/slave training. Also, Dominant/Master reserves the right to allow others to discipline his submissive/slave with or without cause, under his supervision, if he deems it necessary for her training.

Submissive/slave will also be required to exhibit her body when asked and submit sexually to other men and women of the Master’s choosing. When asked, she will demonstrate her obedience to her Master by engaging in sexual activities with other Doms, offering her body without hesitation for their oral, anal and vaginal pleasure, individually or as a group, to the Master’s friends and associates. Submissive/slave will submit without question to what her Dominant/Master sees fit to guide her into, knowing that he has her best interests in mind. Through the experiences and scenes he sets up for her, submissive/slave understands that her Dominant/Master desires only that she grow in strength, independence and freedom, unashamed of her sexuality. Dominant/Master will insure the safety of submissive/slave by requiring each participant who has sexual contact with his submissive/slave to provide medical proof, signed by a physician, that the participants are free of any and all sexually transmitted diseases.

Submissive/slave will keep all lines of communication open, express her concerns and use her safe word during all disciplining sessions to make her Dominant/Master aware of her pain threshold.

Submissive/slave will wear the clothes Dominant/Master chooses for her without question.

Submissive/slave will never close a door between herself and her Dominant/Master. Submissive/slave forgoes all claims to privacy upon signing this document.

If she needs to leave the room in the presence of the Dominant/Master, submissive/slave must ask permission and explain where she is going and why.

At mealtimes in the home, submissive slave will sit naked in the lap of Master/Slave and take her food from his own hand, whether alone with the Master or with the Master and His guest. She will sit naked on the laps of others and be fed by others at the Master’s discretion.

If submissive/slave has a complaint in the future about this contract, she will be polite in the expression of her complaint. The contract can be added to or changed in the future if both parties agree. The submissive/slave will accept the Dominant/Master’s final judgment on the resolution of the complaint without question.

Upon signing this document, submissive/slave will wear a leash or collar of the Dominant/Master’s choosing for life, or until the contract is terminated. The leashes are to be used at BDSM parties or private sex games only.

Though there will be no permanent markings given during sessions of discipline, submissive/slave agrees to be marked by a tattoo on a place of her body and of a design of her Dominant/Master’s if he so chooses, and will accept adornments and piercings of any and all kinds, including, but not limited to her ears, nose, lip, tongue, right and left nipple, navel, labia and clitoris. With the clothing Dominant/Master chooses for submissive/slave to wear, she will exhibit these adornments in private as well as in public.

Though in conventional Dom/sub relationships, the submissive/slave does 100 percent of the household duties, this contract stipulates that all chores including, but not limited to cooking, cleaning, shopping, errands will be shared equally by Dom and sub.
Submissive/slave is free to retain her current job, return to her studies if she wishes or develop hobbies which pleases her in the future, as long as her duties described in the contract above are met to the Dominant/Master’s satisfaction.

During gatherings in the BDSM community, submissive/slave will kneel on the floor at her Dominant/Master’s knees, cast her eyes downward, speak to no one without permission, unquestioningly obey any command of her Dominant/Master and accept a leash attached to her neck. In public settings, submissive/slave will show respect and deference to her Dominant/Master, but will not be required to wear a leash or kneel at Dominant/Master’s feet.

Submissive/slave will keep herself fit by exercising regularly, eating healthy foods, being moderate in the consumption of alcohol, keep her body clean, hygienic and completely shaved at all times. She will wear bright red lipstick, mascara and eye shadow every day for the pleasure of her Dominant/Master.

Above all, submissive/slave will answer any and all questions posed to her with complete and total honesty, making direct eye contact with her Dominant/Master, even if the answers will lead to punishment. If a punishment is meted out, submissive/slave will accept the pain and pleasure of her discipline with a loving heart toward her Dominant/Master. The strictest punishments will be inflicted upon the submissive/slave for acting in a deceitful or dishonest manner toward her Dominant/Master, or showing a lack of respect for him by openly disobeying his commands in private and especially in public.

Submissive/slave will inform Dominant/Master of her monthly period, at which time there shall be no vaginal intercourse if she so chooses to abstain from contact in this manner with her Dom. During this time, all other forms of sexual contact are permitted.

Submissive/slave will love, honor and cherish her Dominant/Master from the day this contract is signed to the end of her life, unless the contract is terminated. (See Terms of the Termination of Contract)

Submissive/slave will tell no one about her relationship with her Dominant/Master, keeping it completely in the strictest confidence. Only a small circle of the Dominant/Master’s closest friends will know the true nature of their arrangement.

Free Periods

After the first sexual service each evening, or after submissive/slave utters her safe word “red” or at any other period of the day Dominant/Master decides upon, a period of free time will follow. During this time, first names may be used and the relationship between the parties is on an equal footing. At free periods, submissive/slave must remain respectful to her Dominant/Master.

Issues of Safety

The following lists of actions are treated as hard limits. If there is proof that the hard limits have been crossed, Dominant/Master or a qualified impartial third party can release submissive/slave from this contract.

No acts with bodily functions

No needles or drawing of blood or cutting of the skin

No acts involving children or animals

No permanent scarring or bruising of the body that would need medical assistance

No crossing the pain threshold of the submissive/slave

No withholding of water or food during sessions of discipline

No actions that interfere with the physical and emotional well-being of the submissive/slave

Terms of the Termination of the Contract

Contract with submissive/slave can be terminated if Dominant/Master finds his submissive/slave not able to be trained, constantly disobeys commands, talks back disrespectfully, and refuses to have her body used for sexual services or acts in a shame-based manner toward her sexuality.

Contract with Dominant/Master can be terminated if hard limits are breached, if submissive/slave perceives a real threat of safety or intentional bodily harm, or if submissive feels her Dominant/Master is no longer capable of making safe, sane choices concerning her development as his submissive/slave. Dominant/Master has the right to repair the damage his actions or behavior have caused his submissive/slave before contract is officially terminated. Dominant/Master still has final approval of the termination of the contract, but submissive/slave has recourse of appealing to a qualified impartial third party. If it can be proven to the third party that Dominate/Master has not fulfilled the terms of the contract herein, the contract is null and void.

Renegotiating Terms of Contract

As stated earlier, the terms of the contract can be added to or adjusted, if both parties agree to the changes set forth.

Signature

On the day ___ in the year ___ I, Veronica Wells, do hereby consensually agree to be the submissive/slave of Sergeant Dane Smith, with all that this entails, fully aware of my responsibilities, no matter what the winds of fate may bring, from this day forward and until death do us part.

Signed _________________________________

Veronica Wells

On the day ___ in the year ___ I, Sergeant Dane Smith, do hereby consensually agree to be the Dominant/Master of Veronica Wells with all that this entails, fully aware of my responsibilities, no matter what the winds of fate may bring, from this day forward and until death do us part.

Signed _________________________________

Sergeant Dane Smith

I handed the contract back to Dane with a trembling hand, speechless. He put it back in the file and set it on the dresser.

“Think it over. The contract’s been written to my specifications and is non-negotiable, but I’m willing to hear any concerns you may have. After we discuss it, I expect a signature on it within twenty four hours.”

Non-negotiable? I could hardly talk or respond. I was strangely attracted to the severity and strict rules in it. My mind was overwhelmed by the contract and my tender passageway still felt as if it was filled with his large thick warm penis.

“Veronica? Ms. Wells? Do you understand the contract and what’s being asked of you?” Dane asked.

“Yes… Sir,” I managed to say.

“I like the sound of that word on your pretty red lips.”

Dane reached his finger out and touched my lips. I cast my eyes lower. Slipping into the role of Dane’s submissive was… intoxicating to me. In the silence, he traced the outline of my lips and I gave the tip of his finger a little affectionate kiss.

“It’s a little chilly in here. Do you have a bathrobe or something I can wear around your apartment?”

I nodded and went into the closet to find him one of my old robes. 

“Can we turn up the heat in here?” he asked.

“There’s an old radiator on the floor in the living room that sometimes works,” I said.

“First the spiders, now no heat.”

“I’m sorry. At least there’s a view of Mount Lemon from the front porch,” I offered.

I gave him my old bathrobe and he put it on. We went into the living room and Dane started tinkering with the old radiator mounted into the floor.

“Do you have any tools?” he asked.

“The landlord left a few in a box under the kitchen sink, I think.”

Dane went into the kitchen and brought the box over to the radiator. After a minute the radiator started to make a hissing sound.

“I think I got this thing working again,” Dane said.

I nodded and smiled. 

“Go ahead. Open your gifts, Veronica.”

“Thank you,” I said.

I went through each bag, holding the sexy sheer dresses against my body. It looked like he robbed a high priced call girl’s closet and lingerie drawer. There were some pretty scandalous clothes Dane picked out for my new wardrobe: completely sheer fishnet and lace dresses, V-neck, halter and plunge dresses, chemise and strapless dresses, all in different colors and styles, with matching crotch-less and micro G-string sheer panties, low cut peek-a-boo halter tops, cowl tops and tank tops, lace and mesh tops with flirty matching miniskirts that partially covered the cheeks of my backside. In another bag I found the prettiest and sexiest lingerie outfits I’d ever seen, teddies and bridals, camisoles and chemises, baby dolls and bustiers, corsets, stockings and garter belts with matching sheer G-strings and crotch-less panties. 

Dane picked up a large black bag and started removing strange and wonderful items from it. Reading the labels on the packages, I saw gels, oils and lotions, vibrators and dildos, handcuffs and blindfolds, silk ropes and silk sashes, leashes and collars, riding crops, whips and paddles, as well as something called love balls, a bondage bar, and nipple clamps. Dane kept pulling all these sexy toys one after another out of the same large bottomless black bag like a magician’s trick and displaying them on my couch. My living room was covered with gifts from a Santa who was more naughty than nice. 

He held up one of the small bottles and showed it to me.

“This is a very soothing cream. It cools the skin and makes it tingle, for use after your next spanking,” he said.

I hardly knew what to say.

“Thank you, I can’t wait to try it out… My Lord…” I said.

“You’re welcome, submissive.”

The inside of my belly fluttered at the words. I was his submissive now, for real… Nervously, I picked one of the toys up off the couch, which looked like four miniature clothespins attached to a long pretty silver chain.

“What’s this?” I asked

Dane politely smiled, repacked the large bag with all the goodies and took me by the hand, leading me back into the bedroom. We lay down in bed side by side and Dane put the contract and the bag of toys on a bedside table within arm’s reach.

“These are nipple and labium clamps, Veronica. I wanted to adorn your body with these, in public and in private.”

“Clamps? Do they hurt?”

By his rather detailed response, I could tell that Dane was quite an expertise in these areas.

“No, not really. It’s just a gentle pinching, like close pins on your skin. These are made for beginners at nipple play. The surfaces of the clamps are designed to evenly distribute the pressure on your sensitive areas. The first two clamps attach to your nipples and are connected by this thick silver chain that sways and swings between your breasts as you walk. The chain continues down the center of your body where the other two clamps attach snugly to the outer lips of your labia, opening the folds slightly. More advanced nipple clamps have adjustable screws to make the stimulation more intense, but yours will feel more comfortable, like someone is gently holding the lips of your sex and the tips of your breasts lightly between their fingertips at the same time. Would you like to try it out?”

“OK,” I said, nervously.

“Remember, your safe word is “red” if you feel any discomfort. Would you like me to stimulate your nipples and labia with my mouth to prepare your body for bondage?”

Bondage. When he said that word, it had the same effect on me as “training sessions” and “submissive”. My thighs opened and the folds of my sex unfurled, as if they desired to be held in bondage by the clamps. Dane looked down at the lips of my vagina and saw it glistening with moisture. As we lay in bed together, he swept his hand slowly through my opening, sending a shiver through my body, and felt the wetness on his fingertips.

“Does the thought of being held in bondage to me arouse you, Ms. Wells?”

I nodded my head.

“That’s good. Because it arouses me too.”

Dane slipped the robe off my shoulders and took my breasts into his mouth and sucked passionately on my nipples, licking them like an animal that had been let loose from its cage. I took a deep breath in and moaned as he kissed and sucked on my breasts.

“Mmmm…”

He spread my thighs further apart and licked the lips of my sex until his face and chin were coated in the juices of my body. I kept moaning as his tongue swept over my innermost flesh. He tilted my hips off the mattress and the tip of his tongue entered the opening of my back side. I could still feel a throbbing sensation where he had penetrated me with the full length of his penis. Then he attached the clamps to the tips of my nipples and to the outer folds of my sex. It felt like Dane was lightly nibbling on my nipples and labium with his teeth.

“Is this OK, Veronica? Not too tight?”

“Mmmm…”

“Would you like to see what you look like?”

I nodded. Dane helped me out of bed and I looked at my reflection in the wall mirror. Dane stood behind me, holding my breasts. We admired the U-shaped chain dangling between my breasts, following it down to where the clamps spread the lips of my vagina open for our view. I shook my breasts slightly and noticed how it made the chain sway. Dane approved of the little jiggling motion.

“Nice…”

I turned to face him and slipped my hands under the robe. I held the base of his warm thick penis, squeezing and rubbing it, cupping his smoothly shaved scrotum in my palms. I decided that was where my hands belonged, from this day forward, on the penis of my Dom. 

Dane lay me back down on the bed and pulled a small vial of cream out of the bag. He put three small drops of the cream directly on my clitoris.

“What’s that? It’s warm.”

“It’s a clitoral stimulating cream, the most expensive and best on the market. It heightens the sensation of an orgasm for women, I’m told.”

After rubbing in the cream, Dane slipped two of his fingers into my sex spread them apart in a V shape, and moved them in and out, in and out. I could not even begin to describe how amazing it felt. My clitoris was on fire with pleasure. I squeezed his penis in response.

“You touch me just right, Sergeant Smith…”


Chapter Six

Dane continued to pet me…

Dane continued to pet me, his two fingers sliding in and out between the clamps chained to my labia, while I held on to the base of his penis. No man had ever taken me to the edge of an orgasm with his fingers and held me there as Dane had done. I looked at him with hooded eyes and parted lips as he petted me.

“It feels so good, Sire,” I said, tilting my head back.

“Do you like to have your body in bondage to me?” 

I bit my lower lip in response.

“Shut your eyes, submissive,” he said.

I complied. I heard him rustling around inside the bag of toys and then felt something round and hard touching the lips of my vagina. I opened my eyes slightly and saw Dane was sitting beside me and holding an enormous artificial pink penis in his hand. He squeezed some lubrication on the tip and began to slide the sex toy in and out. The walls of my sheath stretched open to accommodate and swallow the long thick object, a little at a time. After using more lubrication, Dane placed my hand over my clitoris as he slid the pink penis in and out, deeper and deeper. I rubbed my fingertips over my clit as he pumped it into me until I felt like I was about to explode. I’d never been stimulated in such an intense manner. I let go of my inhibitions and gave myself over to the pleasure, making loud panting sounds, longing for another sex toy to violate my second opening.

Then, for the first time, it happened. As he pulled the penis all the way to the lips of my vagina in preparation for his next thrust, I shifted my hips back and involuntarily squeezed the muscles of my ass together. Pressing down firmly on my clit with my fingers, a stream of fluid suddenly shot out of my vagina in three successive quick bursts. Like a fountain, it splashed directly on Dane’s body and all over his bed sheets, soiling them.

I couldn’t believe what had happened. My first thought was, after having so much sex in such a short period of time, did I have a UTI? Had I picked up some sort of infection? I was so embarrassed I couldn’t talk. I felt much more humiliated than I did after what happened in Richie’s office, which seemed like a million years ago now. Thankfully, the fluid didn’t smell like urine. I immediately turned my head and buried my face in the pillow case. I finally had a boyfriend, sort of, and on our second night together I squirted… something wet… all over him. I couldn’t believe I was unable to control my bladder, like a new puppy that hadn’t been housebroken. I curled up in a ball on my side and wished I could just disappear. Dane gently turned my body over to face him, but I cast my eyes downward in shame.

“Look at me, Veronica…”

I took a deep breath and looked up, surprised to see his bright eyes and warm smile. His torso and arms were still dripping from the awful sticky fluid I’d splattered on his skin. I looked down and saw several soggy wet spots on the bed. I’ll have to change the sheets now, I thought. Did I have any clean ones or were they all in the dirty laundry? What the hell is wrong with me? 

“It wasn’t urine, Veronica, if that’s what you’re worried about,” Dane said. “What you just experienced was a female ejaculation.”

“What?”

“I know it’s rare, but a few women have the ability to ejaculate fluid when they reach an orgasm, just like men. It was thought for years to be urine, but tests proved conclusively the fluid has a different chemical composition. Just like when a man ejaculates, the muscular contractions close off the bladder and prevent the passage of urine. So don’t worry, it’s definitely not urine.”

Dane made me feel a little better.

“What was it then?” I asked.

“From what I’ve read, right before and during an orgasm, the female body goes into a spasm, during which most women secrete a slick substance from their vaginal walls to help with lubrication during sex. In some women a clear fluid, like nectar from your body, is shot out with great force through the urethra. Veronica, you’re the first woman I’ve been with who was able to do it. What did it feel like?”

“It felt like I had to pee and I couldn’t hold back. Then I felt this spasm as you described, followed by this amazing release. It was an awesome feeling, though kind of embarrassing.” 

“Don’t be embarrassed. Your ability to have such an enormous sexual response makes you even more valuable as a submissive. If it ever happens again and you feel the need to release, don’t be ashamed or embarrassed about it. Just let go and enjoy the sensation, no matter what happens, OK?”

“OK… I have to change these sheets. They’re drenched.”

“We can do that later. Are you hungry?”

“I’m starving.”

“I feel like taking you out to dinner. I know the perfect place.”

After we showered, Dane dressed me in a see through short, tight, black mesh dress, black sheer stockings and heels and a tiny G-String. My breasts and ass were completely revealed through the material. The only part of my body that was partially covered was my vagina, but the G-String was so small it slipped into the opening so that the outer folds of my labium could clearly be seen. Dane dressed sharply as always in his military uniform.

I was excited to go out on our first real date. Dane drove me to this fancy resort in the foothills of Mt. Lemon. A valet opened the door for us and we got out. Several of the employees began raking their eyes over my exposed breasts and ass, as well as my G-string under the see-through material of my dress. Luckily, being raised in a nudist colony prepared me to have my body exposed. It was only flesh, after all, but still I felt a little uncomfortable to be the only one walking around the exclusive resort, basically naked. 

At the entrance of the restaurant, we waited in line to speak with the maître de. It was pretty busy and the place was packed. I began getting nasty looks from the other people who were also waiting for a table. Women sneered at me just like they did at the drug store and the men just stared and drooled. When it was our turn, the maître de gave us this pager that would buzz and light up when a table became available for us. We waited together on a bench under the arms of a majestic Saguaro Cactus. I shivered as the temperature began to drop and Dane put his arm around me. I was happy to be out with my new boyfriend, even though I could tell everyone who looked at me thought I was his whore for the night. Earlier in the day looks made me ashamed, but now I just felt a sense of defiance. I looked back at them with a cold glare. Yes, that’s right. I’m his whore. I swallowed his semen and let him come in my ass. I liked it and I want to do it again. I’m his submissive/slave, so what? 

A man in an expensive suit came over to greet us a moment later. He stood above us, staring down at my boobs. Let him look, I thought. They’re pretty and plump.

“Is our table ready?” Dane asked.

When he spoke to Dane, he never looked at me once.

“Are you staying here at the resort, Officer?” the man asked.

“No, we’re just here for dinner.”

“Then I’m sorry, but I’m going to have to ask you to leave.”

“Why?” Dane asked.

“The resort management is receiving complaints.”

“About what?”

“About the way your… date… is dressed. If you would like to have her change into something more appropriate, we’ll be happy to give you a table. There are some very stylish summer dresses in our gift shop within the main building I could show you.”

Dane handed the man the valet ticket for his car.

“No thank you. Please have our car brought around.”

“Yes sir. I’m sorry, Officer.”

The man eyed my breasts one more time and left. The car pulled up and the valet opened the door, all eyes on the curves of my ass. We got in.

“Well, that was embarrassing,” I said.

“This world is not quite ready for you, Ms. Wells,” Dane replied.

Dane drove off the grounds of the resort.

“Everyone was staring at my breasts and my back side,” I said, ashamed.

“I noticed. Did it bother you to be stared at Veronica?” Dane asked.

“Not as much this time.”

“Good. We’re making progress…”

We drove in silence. Dane stopped off at a gourmet pizza place. I had heard it was expensive, but they made the best pizzas in Tucson. After asking what I preferred on it, Dan went in and ordered a large vegetarian pizza for us. As we waited in the car to pick it up, we had a little chat.

“So, what did you think of the contract, Veronica?” he asked.

“You sure put a lot of thought into it,” I said.

“I did. I know exactly what I want in the relationship. The question is do you want to give it to me?”

I nodded, nervously.

“Do you have any concerns with what you read?” 

“To be honest, a little.”

“Which parts, specifically?”

All of it, I wanted to say.

“Well, I guess, uhh, to start with, it seems so final. Like a marriage. For life…”

“While most contracts like this are set for short periods of time, I’m already convinced you’re the one I’ve been waiting for, Veronica. The length of time is not negotiable for me. If you sign it, you will be my sub, with the duties and responsibilities I described therein, for life. I want you, Veronica, on contract, to be my submissive, not for a three month trial period, but until the day I die. If you were on the open market right now, given your looks, talent and submissive nature, every Dom in the Southwest would want a piece of you. I need the assurance that you’re mine, on contract, no matter what happens. Do you understand?”

“Yes, but this is all very new to me. It’s all happening so fast.”

“We could try out the lifestyle without signing the contract if you’d like, sort of like trying on a dress first to see if you like how it looks on you, to see if it fits, before making any long term commitments.”

“That sounds… reasonable.” 

“But you have to understand, Veronica, we can certainly discuss the contract line by line, but in the end it’s non-negotiable to me. Please share your concerns with me and I’ll think about making minor adjustments perhaps, but I know exactly what I want from my submissive. So if you do decide to sign the contract, think it over carefully first and don’t enter into this lightly. Once you sign it, you are mine, completely mine, and there will be no turning back.”

“OK,” I said, nervously. “Thanks for the advice. It’s a big decision. I know you want me to tell you by tomorrow, but I think I may need more time.”

“You have forty eight hours then. I can’t wait any longer. Is that sufficient?”

“Yes, I suppose so…” 

Dane took something out of his jacket pocket. 

“Shut your eyes, Veronica.”

“Another surprise?”

“It’s something necessary for you, at this point.”

I shut my eyes and felt him attach something around my neck.

“OK. You can open them now.”

I looked at myself in the car’s mirror. Dane had given me a thin leather collar with a single O-ring woven into it. 

“It’s pretty, Dane. Thank you.”

“I’ve wanted to give this to you all night. Please wear it for me. It symbolizes to other Doms that we’re dating. I’m afraid without you on a contract another man may steal you away from me.”

“Of course, I’ll wear it, Dane. I love it. And you shouldn’t worry about anyone taking me away from you.” 

Dan picked up the pizza and I held the warm box on my bare thighs on the ride home. After changing the bed sheets, we ate our delicious pizza off paper plates in bed, Dane feeding me each slice from his hand. It was every bit as romantic as a dinner at the resort. After eating, I yawned. We undressed and like a married couple, we fell asleep cuddled up in each other’s arms.

When I awoke late the next morning, Dane had already showered, shaved and had gotten dressed in a new pressed military uniform. How many uniforms did he have stashed away in that suitcase of his? 

When he saw I was awake, Dane brought me some toast and coffee. Breakfast in bed! I yawned, stretched, and then remembered I had neglected to do my morning obligation.

“Dane, I forgot to… you know…”

“Oh, I didn’t want to wake you, you were sleeping so peacefully.”

“Are you busy right now? I’m in the mood to do my duty.”

“I wish you could, but I’m running out to meet Vincent Grey at the night club. I picked out a dress and matching panties I’d like you to wear today. I laid it at the foot of your bed. Also I had time to write a contract for Mr. Stone. If you still want to follow through with the scenario I set up, make sure he signs it and gives you a copy, and don’t forget to bring home a copy of his medical clearance. If he doesn’t have it, don’t let him touch you, for your protection. Remember you are not my sub yet, at least on paper, and have no obligation to meet Mr. Stone this morning. Whatever you do, I’ll see you later tonight back here after 5. OK?”

“Sure.”

“Have a good day, baby.”

He gave me a tender kiss on the cheek like we were an old married couple, even though he was sending me off to be intimate with another man. Strange…

Dane left and I finished the breakfast he prepared. I showered, dressed and did my hair and makeup. When I picked up the light sexy “dress” Dane wanted me to wear, my first thought was, “I cannot possibly wear this out, even to Hooters.” If there was a time to turn away from this new alternative lifestyle, this was it. I took off my bath towel and slipped into the soft flimsy material, thong and fashionable white high heels and looked at myself in the mirror. It was very pretty, I had to admit. Tied at my neck, the white cowl dress had an opening which plunged all the way down to my belly and was tightly banded around my hips. Except for the tight elastic on my upper thighs, the dress rested so lightly on my skin it felt like it wasn’t even there. The thin fishnet material was completely transparent, displaying every inch of my skin. I might as well go to work topless, though I knew the fact that you could see through the dress made my body even more enticing to the eyes. Thank goodness Dane allowed me to wear the thong, though like last night, it barely covered my vagina. I looked into the mirror again and touched the slave collar Dane had given me. I looked at my breasts and they felt empty without the adornment of my nipple clamps. I touched the swollen tip of my breasts, thinking of the clause in the contract about getting my nipples pierced and adorned by jewelry. I wondered how much it would hurt. I shivered at the thought.

As I touched my nipples, my mind drifted over the contract. Thinking about what I read last night made me nervous and light-headed. Did I want to lose myself into that world? Become his submissive? His female slave? Oh God, I think I did. Every time I thought about, I became sexually excited by the idea, but also extremely frightened of it. I saw the pages of the contract on the bedside table. A pen sat on the table next to the pages. How did that get there? My hands trembled and my fingers felt twitchy to hold the pen. I shut my eyes and rubbed my forehead. It felt warm. I picked up the pen and had the idea to impulsively sign the crazy thing, clicking the button at the top several times with my thumb. Then I dropped the pen, as if it was too hot to hold in my hands.

I tried to distract myself from the contract by looking at myself in the mirror again. I took a deep breath and decided I looked pretty. There was nothing wrong with admiring the female form, I suppose. I would meet hungry customers as they walked in for lunch; they would stare at my boobs and I would smile. I would grab the menus from the hostess station and lead them to their table as they undoubtedly would watch my hips sway and the ripples of my ass muscles twitch as they walked behind me. After I seated them, I’d walk back to hide behind my station, chin up, while the entire restaurant gawked at me. It was that easy.

I checked the clock as it was already a few minutes after 10. Ever since I met Dane, time went by in a fluid passage, rather than in a precise predictable manner. My thoughts drifted over to Richie and I immediately sat back down on the bed, remembering how passionately he touched my breasts and kissed me, and how I had given him oral sex in his office just last night. I had done something so intimate to him, sucking on his penis and swallowing the semen from his body. How could I not feel close to him after that? It seemed like an eternity had passed since that moment we shared. How was I going to face him again at 10:30? What was going to happen? Wearing this outfit, I could make a pretty good guess. I liked Richie and had developed affection for him over the last two years. Kissing him and allowing him to touch me only seemed a natural expression of the way I felt for him. Though embarrassed, I was really looking forward to seeing him again. I had never been emotionally and sexually involved with two men at the same time in my life. I wasn’t sure how it was going to work out.

I kept thinking about the enormous sexual response I had experienced with Dane last night. After he had stimulated me with the penis and placed my hand over my clitoris, I remembered how the seminal fluid had gushed out of me in three exhilarating bursts. It was such an amazing release; I wondered if men felt that way when they ejaculated. The feeling was addictive and made me crave for such a deep inner release again. It made me proud to think I was capable of such an overwhelming sexual response, as a woman. It changed me, knowing I had this power inside of me. Perhaps it was time to let go of my shame and let my sensuality out, come what may.

I looked up at the clock and it was a quarter after! I picked up the envelope marked “Stone Contract”, took out the one page and looked at it briefly. I folded it up back in the envelope and ran out of the house, passing sex toys and sexy clothing strewn about everywhere. Ever since Dane appeared, I felt swept up as if in a whirlwind and my apartment had turned into an untidy stripper’s dressing room. Driving to work on Speedway, I tried to concentrate so I didn’t get into an accident, distracted by thoughts of my two lovers.

Only the busboys had arrived before 11 and were busy mopping the floor and setting up the restaurant for lunch. I went directly to Richie’s office and tapped on the door.

“Come in,” I heard Richie say.


Chapter Seven

I pushed open the door…

I pushed open the door and stepped into his office. I saw him standing stiffly beside his desk in a beautiful suit and tie. As I expected, his mouth dropped open when he saw me and his eyes went right to my exposed breasts.

“Veronica… Oh my God, you look… amazing.” 

Holding the formal contract of sexual submission in my hands, I looked at him with respect and deference.

“Are you busy, Sir? I can come back some other time.”

“No, please come in, Veronica. I was expecting you…”

Richie greeted me in the middle of the room, took me by the hand and escorted me to the couch. I sat down and crossed my legs. He appeared shy around me, like a school boy on his first date. He paced back and forth to his desk once, and came back to sit next to me on the couch. He could hardly look at me. I nervously stroked my thin black slave’s collar. He owned me now. I was his property. Dane owned me…

“What’s that you’re wearing around your neck?” Richie asked.

“Oh… it’s something Dane gave me, Sir…” I said.

He nodded. Another awkward moment passed.

“Are you OK, Mr. Stone?” I asked, breaking the silence.

“I’ve known you for over two years, Veronica. Why are you calling me Mr. Stone? I’m Richie. You don’t have to be so formal around me. It feels weird.” 

“Well, actually, according to the contract, I think I do, Sir.”

I handed him the envelope. He took out the single page, unfolded it, and read the short contract.

The Stone Contract

This is a contract between Richard Stone and Veronica Wells.

After providing proof from a qualified physician that Mr. Stone is clear of sexually transmitted diseases, Ms. Wells will meet Mr. Stone in his office Monday through Friday from 10:30AM to 11AM. What goes on in the office of Mr. Stone will be kept in strict confidentiality and are private acts between two consenting adults. Ms. Wells willingly agrees to participate in these acts and no legal actions of any kind can be made against Mr. Stone as a result of what happens with Ms. Wells in the privacy of his office. The only other party involved is Ms. Wells’ boyfriend, Dane Smith. Ms. Wells will keep Dane Smith updated on what occurs in the thirty minute sessions with Mr. Stone. All three parties agree to keep the arrangement confidential as well.

Ms. Wells will from now on no longer address Mr. Stone as Richie. She may call him, Mr. Stone or Sir. Mr. Stone may call her anything he wishes. The contract can be terminated without cause by either party at any time, without recourse to further negotiating. If Ms. Wells feels any discomfort or pain as a result of her encounters with Mr. Stone, the arrangement can also be immediately terminated. If Ms. Wells is late for her appointment, she must make up the time with Mr. Stone on the following day.

Signed_________ Date___________

Veronica Wells

Signed_________ Date ___________

Richard Stone

After reading it, there was a long awkward moment between us. I bit my lower lip and looked down. 

“Do you have the paper that my… boyfriend needed, Sir?” I asked, as discreetly as possible.

“Yes, it’s in my desk. I’ve made a copy for you.”

“Thank you…”

“What do we do next?”

“Do you have a pen, Mr. Stone?”

Richie took a pen out of his inner suit pocket and we took turns signing our names on the contract, as if we were engaging in any normal business transaction. It felt odd, to say the least. Richie folded up the paper and put it to the side.

“I’ll make a copy for you to take home after work... along with the other document…”

I nodded. He paced over to the desk, folded up the signed contract and put it in his drawer. He stood by his desk for a moment and cleared his throat. Finally, Richie walked back to the couch, leaned over and gave me a kiss, very sweetly and delicately, on my lips. It was… nice.

“Veronica, before we… may I talk to you for a minute?”

“Sure, Mr. Stone.”

“You know, last night… in the office… you said you were attracted to me when you first applied for a job here two years ago. I want you to know, I felt the same way about you too! After all this time of thinking about you and seeing you every day, it took every last bit of my self-control not to ask you out. Since it’s strictly against company policy to date another employee, I even seriously considered quitting my job over it so I could ask you out. I know you’ve probably heard a lot about me, sleeping with waitresses, or firing them because they wouldn’t sleep with me. I’ve overheard the whisperings and the rumors. But, I give you my word of honor, I never once did that. If you heard about or saw waitress coming out of my office crying or being fired, I assure you it had nothing to do with sex or intimacy. I’ve even been asked out over the years by several waitresses, but I never once went out with them. But if there ever was someone I would be willing to risk my career over, it would be you.”

Suddenly, Richie went down on one knee in front of me and fished a small box out of his pocket.

“Veronica Wells, I loved you from the first moment I laid eyes on you. Will you make me the happiest man in the world and be my wife?”

I raised my eyebrows in surprise. I suppose now that Richie found a woman who enjoyed performing oral sex; he decided to put a ring on her finger right away. He opened the box containing a diamond engagement ring and offered it to me. 

“Mr. Stone…” 

Richie sat next to me on the couch, took my hand and placed the engagement ring on my finger. He gazed at me smiling with tears in his eyes. I held my hand up to see how the ring looked on me. Or perhaps, I held my hand up and looked at the ring because that’s what you’re conditioned to do when a diamond ring is placed on your finger…

“Are you happy, Veronica? Have I made you happy?” 

“Well, of course…I’m flattered and… completely surprised… I… I don’t know what to say…”

This was the moment every girl fantasizes about, having a handsome man who is crazy in love with her, offering his hand in marriage. Being raised by my hippy Father in a clothing optional house, I’d never experienced a conventional life and it held an appeal for me. I’m sure accepting Richie’s proposal would be the best thing for me to do. I really liked Richie and I could picture myself as his wife. It would help me regain a sense of stability. I could go back to Pima and get my nursing degree. Why wasn’t I more excited?

“Say yes, Veronica. I know we can make each other very happy. My future is very bright. I’m on the short list to get promoted to the Southwest District Manager, which would come with a big bump in my salary. We could buy a nice adobe home in the foothills when I get my raise. We don’t have to get married right away. Maybe next year. There’s no rush.”

“I don’t know, Sir. This is all so sudden. As I told you yesterday, I have obvious feelings for you, but… I have a boyfriend right now.”

“That Sergeant?”

I nodded. Richie stood back up and paced around the room in an irritated manner as he talked.

“Tell me what kind of boyfriend would let his girlfriend be stripped naked in front of another man, slapped and then watch while his girlfriend has sex with someone else? Don’t you see how sick that is? He’s trying to humiliate you, Veronica. He’s not your boyfriend; he’s just some kind of pervert. You’re way too good for him. You should dump him right away. I’d report him to his commanding officer, but I don’t want to involve you in it. I think he’s a sexually deviant person. He’s dangerous for you.”

“No… I don’t think he’s dangerous.”

“How long have you been seeing him? Less than two days? He’s not your boyfriend, Veronica. I know you much better than him. I’ve known you for a long time. We’ve worked together closely for over two years. Didn’t you realize I planned my shifts so I could be on the floor when you were working, all this time?”

“You did?”

“Of course! 

Richie came back over to the couch, sat down next to me.

“How romantic of you,” I said, smiling.

“Normally, I would want to date you longer, and not propose to you so soon. But I’m afraid you’re falling under the influence of this weird guy. Break it off with him, Veronica.”

“I’m really touched and flattered that a handsome successful guy like you would ask me to marry him, but… I can’t answer you right away. I have to think about it.”

“Look, Veronica, I took the weekend off. I booked us reservations tomorrow night at this fancy French Restaurant, Le Rendez-Vous on East Fort Lowell, near your house. After dinner I want to go away with you for the weekend, drive to Vegas maybe or Mexico, do something fun. I’m crazy about you. I want you to dump this guy and meet me Saturday night with an overnight bag. We’ll slip out of town and celebrate our engagement. Will you do it? Will you meet me?”

“I … sort of had plans I think this weekend.” 

“Come away for the weekend with me Veronica”

“I’d like to. It sounds fun, but I’m not sure.” 

“Sit closer to me, Veronica.”

I scooted over on the couch and he put his arms around me.

“You’re so sexy, Veronica. I want you to be my wife. We’ll have a great life together. Have you ever thought about having children, Veronica?”

God… Kids?

“Children?”

“Yeah. I think you’d make an awesome mother. My new salary would be well over 90,000 a year. We could buy a nice house in a good school district. Raise a family together. Have a nice life…”

“It does sound appealing.”

“It’s all I’ve been thinking about since last night.”

“You know, we only have a few minutes left until I have to be out on the floor.”

I put the engagement ring back into the box.

“Please hold the ring in safe-keeping for me, while I think about your offer. Thank you for asking me to marry you, Mr. Stone. I’m going to seriously consider your offer. It’s very tempting, having a life with you, raising your children. Whatever happens, I’ll remember this as one of the happiest moments of my life.”

I kissed Richie with an open mouth. It was a very romantic moment. Richie untied the knot of my dress at the back of my neck to let the sheer material slip off of me. My restaurant manager fondled my breasts as I took his jacket and tie off and unbuttoned his shirt. As I unzipped and removed his pants, boxer shorts and shoes, I felt something different happening within me. I liked Richie and I was looking forward to having sex with him, but I just wasn’t as excited as I was the first time. Even though his hands were all over me, I wasn’t getting aroused for some reason. Just last night I was so excited with Dane that my fluid sprayed out of me like a fountain, but now the lips of my sex were closed tight. I kneeled down in front of the couch, took Richie into my mouth and sucked on him, hoping that by giving oral sex the fire would be reignited within me. Richie tilted his head back in ecstasy as I sucked on the head of his penis. But even though I enjoyed the act of fellatio, I still felt dry down there. 

Then I realized what was missing. It was the two piercing blue eyes of Dane upon me, watching me give Richie pleasure with my mouth. That’s why I had gotten so excited last time with Richie. I liked being watched. It was a huge revelation for me that I was a bit of an exhibitionist. Sex with Richie was nice and fulfilling. He was a sweet, handsome and attentive lover, but I think I needed things a little spicier now. Dane had completely ruined normal sex for me. Would Richie be willing to try new things if I agreed to marry him?

I shut my eyes and pictured Dane standing across the room, watching me give another man pleasure, and then I remembered how Dane had made me come so hard with the artificial penis last night. Had my Dom spoiled me to be with any other lover? When I pictured Dane sliding the artificial penis rapidly in and out of me, I felt a slight arousal with Richie. I removed my G-string, faced Richie and sat down upon his lap, working his shaft inside me, a little at a time.

“You can come inside me without a condom if you want, Mr. Stone. I’m taking the pill.”

I moved up and down on Richie’s lap, rocking my hips on his body, resting his face between my breasts. I looked up at the clock and it was 10:59. I held him closely, cradling him with my arms. I whispered softly in his ear.

“I have to be out at my station in one minute, Mr. Stone. You have to finish Sir, or I’ll be late for my shift.”

Apparently Richie liked me calling by his last name more than he let on. He let go soon after I spoke, grinding his body into me.

“I can’t hold back. I love you, Veronica, I love you,” Richie said. 

With a tremor in his voice, Richie ejaculated into my womb. Despite the fact I enjoyed making him come, I didn’t achieve an orgasm. It was just… nice.

I dressed quickly and made it out to the hostess podium exactly at 11, with Richie’s spermatozoa swimming frantically inside me. As I expected, the see-through fishnet dress had its desired effect. I received looks on everyone’s faces ranging from raised eyebrows to disapproving scowls to ogling drools. If I started my shift with any friends among the staff at Hooters, I ended it without a single ally. All the girls turned their backs on me. Their self-righteous snobby attitude seemed a little hypocritical to me, given that they were bending over all day, flashing their cleavage for tips. At least Richie ate lunch with me during our break so I didn’t have to sit alone. Before I left, Richie slipped a copy of the contract and his medical record into my hand and whispered into my ear.

“Remember. 7PM tomorrow night at the bistro. It will be so romantic. I’ll be waiting for you.”

I rushed home to prepare myself. I thought I could give this submissive/slave thing a trial run, as Dane suggested, before I thought any further about Richie’s proposal. I found an old blue yoga mat in the closet and unfurled it inside the door of my bedroom. I grabbed all the things I needed and placed the contract on the floor beside me to refer to if I needed. I took off my sexy frock and panties and put on one of the sheer, open-crotched G-strings Dane had bought me. I rubbed three drops of the clitoral cream into my sensitive area and oiled my other intimate body parts with the lubricating gel and massage oil, as I was instructed to do on the contract. I reattached my chains, rubbing my nipples between my fingers to prepare them for the clamps. I watched myself in the mirror, attaching the clamps to my nipples and onto my labia, inside the open slit of my panties. I breathed in to accept the biting pinch of the clamps on my tender flesh. Looking down at the contract, I reread a particular passage that excited me.

“In time, when Dominant/Master deems his submissive/slave ready, the nipple clamps will be replaced by two large hooped rings that will be permanently pierced into the tips of the submissive/slave’s nipples and labia, as a symbol of her perpetual bondage to her Dominant/Master.”

Thinking of having my nipples and labia pierced made me feel slightly queasy. My hands trembled and I dropped the pages of the contract to the floor. I wanted to permanently adorn my breasts for Dane and the idea of getting my nipples pierced deeply aroused me, but also the idea of the pain frightened me. Despite the discomfort it would cause me, I decided I would try to make my body a work of art for Dane. I wondered what Richie would think when he saw the large hooped rings dangling from my pierced nipples. Would he like them as well?

The sound of tires on gravel awoke me from my day dream. I quickly snapped the metal handcuffs around my wrists and lay down on the mat as instructed. I supported my weight on my elbows so my breasts were prominently displayed and my nipple clamps wouldn’t press into the yoga mat. I heard him knock on the door and enter. 

“Veronica?”

The sound of his footsteps approached the bedroom.

I felt his presence step in the room and his eyes burn into me. I arched my back to invite him to enter me from behind, my opening relaxed and well-oiled, my sex moist and warm in anticipation of our session.

“Mmmm… Very good. Keep your ass arched for me, submissive.”

I heard the sound of a zipper being opened and trousers hitting the floor. I saw his hand pick up the bottle of lubricating gel I left conveniently at my side and heard the sound of it being squeezed out of the tube and slathered upon his penis. I stayed absolutely still as he kneeled down and mounted me from behind, my slick opening easily accepting the head of his oiled penis. I felt the bulbous rim enter and pump into me, without resistance. I never thought anal sex would be so easy and enjoyable to me. It was, with Dane. I felt a little ashamed at how good it felt. Perhaps it was even more arousing, because the act was so forbidden, so taboo. 

I relaxed and allowed my Dom to take me from behind on my bedroom floor. He pumped into me for several minutes, until I felt a lathering sweat stick to the skin between us. He reached underneath me and entered my vagina from behind with two fingers, slipping them in between the labia clamps. He moved his fingers in and out while penetrating me from behind, filling both passageways at the same time, again and again, with his long slick fingers and his large oiled penis. I needed to have his penis inside me from behind, stretching me, filling the empty space within. I craved the feeling of fullness Dane gave me in my most intimate place. I needed his penis to penetrate my ass and slide in and out in this manner every evening, just as I needed to suck and swallow the semen from his penis every morning and every night. My thighs trembled and I felt a deep release inside as Dane moaned out softly and filled me in the place I most desired with his warm come. I squeezed the muscles of my ass to milk out the last remaining drops. Dane slipped his penis out of my narrow passageway and turned me on my side to face him. He released my wrists from the handcuffs and detached the clamps from my nipples and labium. He kissed me on my lips and neck and sucked on my swollen enlarged areolas. The moisture from his lips and tongue cooled my flesh. He took possession of my breasts and squeezed them with authority. 

Once again, with the help of the lubricating gel, I couldn’t believe how easy and exciting it was to offer my ass for Dane’s pleasure. I experienced an even deeper feeling of vulnerability the second time Dane released his semen into my ass and I didn’t feel quite as much shame from my enjoyment of such an immoral act. 

Dane gazed at me. Out of respect for my Dom, I cast my eyes lower. Dane gently lifted my chin so our eyes would remain in contact.

“Did you feel any pain this time, slave?”

Slave. The word had a profound effect on me. I had become his sexual slave. The idea kept me in a constant state of arousal.

“No, My Lord,” I said.

“It’s remarkable to me that your ass can accommodate the full length of my erect penis after only two sessions. It’s hard to believe you were a virgin there. Are you sure no other man took you from behind before we met? Tell me the truth, Ms. Wells.”

“I never had anal sex before. You took my virginity there. You are the only one, Sir.”

“It comes so naturally for you to suck on and swallow a man’s semen and allow a throbbing hard penis to penetrate you from behind. You’re quite a find, Ms. Wells. You’ll make an excellent submissive.” 

I was filled with a sense of pride at my Dom’s approval. He kept petting my hair and fondling my breasts. Suddenly I felt extremely sensitive. Silent tears leaked out my eyes and dripped down my cheeks, smearing my makeup. Dane took a tissue and wiped my cheeks, but the tears continued to slip out. It was strange to me that I didn’t cry a tear when Richie asked to marry me, but wept uncontrollably when Dane called me a good submissive.

“Why are you crying, Ms. Wells?”

“I’m happy, My Lord…”

Dane wiped my eyes and I gained control of my emotions.

“So… do you want to hear my good news?” Dane asked.

I nodded.

“I got the job.”

“You did?”

I gave Dane a big kiss and hug.

“That’s great news. I’m so excited for you, Mr. Smith!”

“Thank you. I’ll be providing security for a night club right here in Tucson. The one I told you about, owned by my friend, Vincent Grey. The pay is great; and soon we’ll be able to buy a really nice house together, if you’d like. And also… excuse me please.”

Dane threw on his military pants and shirt and a pair of shoes. I panicked and my heart starting pounding in my chest. 

“Where are you going? Are you leaving?”

“Just out to the car. I’ll be right back.”

Dane left the bedroom and I heard the front door open. I put on a robe to see what was going on and walked into my living room. He came back inside carrying several large empty boxes and went directly into the kitchen.

“My friend, Vincent, has this huge home in the foothills. I told him about our situation here with the spiders and the broken radiator so he offered us his place to stay at until we can find somewhere more permanent to live. He’ll be away on business most of the time, opening other night clubs across the country. He showed it to me this afternoon. It’s a beautiful modern adobe, set on a cliff up on Mt. Lemon, overlooking the city. I’ve got the front door key in my pocket. I’ll make you a copy tomorrow.”

“You want me to… move in with you to Mr. Grey’s home?”

“Only temporarily, until we can get our own place.”

“I’m not sure I want to leave here. It’s a big move for me, Dane.”

He looked at me and smiled.

“You mean you want to pay rent to stay in this freezing, black widow infested apartment, when you could live rent-free in a modern, warm glass enclosed home that overlooks Tucson?”

He approached and put his arms around me.

“I know it’s a big change, but come along with me, Veronica. You won’t have to pay rent, you can increase your nest egg to be able to go back to school and we’ll be able to live together in a beautiful place. There’s even a room in the house that’s been set up as a Pleasure Room for us. I can’t wait to show you.”

“A Pleasure Room… Did you tell Mr. Grey about us?”

“It’s OK. He’s also part of the small circle of people in Tucson who embrace our alternative lifestyle. He’s very happy for us, actually.”

Alternative lifestyle? Is that what this is called?

“What about my deposit? I’m breaking the lease and I didn’t give him my thirty days’ notice,” I said

“I’ll make it up to you with my savings, honey. Move in with me, Veronica. Ever since I walked into Hooters two nights ago, all these great things have been happening to me, the most amazing of which was meeting you. You’re my lucky charm. What do you say?”


Chapter Eight

Dane and I gathered all my…

Dane and I gathered all of my meager earthly belongings, including my nursing textbooks from my semester at Pima, into four cardboard boxes and placed them into the spacious trunk of his Range Rover. We decided to travel light, as the home we were going to was fully furnished, and my broken down old couch, bed and sticks of furniture weren’t worth taking. We just tossed it all in the dumpster of my apartment complex. I agreed to toss out all the clothing from my former life. All I had left to wear was the slutty see-through dresses and lingerie Dane had bought me. I suppose you could say I jumped into the deep end of the pool, as far as being a submissive was concerned. There was no going back now. I was one step closer to being Dane’s permanent love slave. I looked at the front porch of my apartment once more final time as Dane hit the gas and sped away north toward Mt. Lemon, following Dane in his Range Rover. I was happy there in that cold cramped apartment, spiders and all. I felt kind of sad to leave it behind.

On the short drive up the mountain, the sun began to set over the city of Tucson. The lights of the city started twinkling below us and the giant Saguaro cacti we passed held their thick arms up to the sky, looking like giant prickly mannequins. Dane saw a convenience store and pulled over. He got out, approached my car and I rolled down my window.

“We’re almost there. Let’s go in and get a drink,” Dane said.

“OK.” 

We went in and grabbed a couple of cold bottles of water. The convenience store clerk who rang us up for the drinks stared at my boobs the whole time. I was used to it by now and for the first time it didn’t embarrass me. Outside the store Dane took me by the arm and guided me over to his car.

“There’s something I want to discuss with you. Hop in while we drink our water,” Dane said.

What now, I wondered. I nodded and got in. Dane asked me to tell him about what had happened in Richie’s office this morning. After I told him about Mr. Stone’s marriage proposal, Dane became subdued, almost sad. Finally, after a long awkward silence, he spoke.

“Veronica, I certainly don’t want to stand in the way of your happiness. I know Mr. Stone offers you a more conventional life, but I want you to know the bond we share, though unaccepted by society, is in fact stronger than any marriage you could have in the vanilla world. And since there’s no divorce, it’s a bond for life between us as Dom and sub. I want you in that way, Veronica, if you’ll accept me as your Dom. I wish we could discuss it further, but I’m pressed for time. I have a daylong meeting tomorrow with Vincent at a new club under construction in Las Vegas. The meeting starts at 7AM sharp, so I’m catching a flight to Vegas tonight.”

“When are you coming back?”

“My flight on Southwest returns around 7:30 PM, tomorrow night, I think. I’ll be away from you for less than twenty four hours, thank God. I’d ask you to come, but I’ll be at meetings all day until I have to catch the flight back to Tucson.”

“Do you want me to drive you to the airport?”

“Thanks, honey, but don’t worry about it. I’ll just park at the airport.”

“I’ll miss you.”

“I’ll miss you too. But I’ll be back before you know it, tomorrow night. Let’s go Veronica. It’s only a couple of minutes more up the mountain.”

I jumped out and continued to follow Dane in my car. We parked in front of a luxurious modern home with an adobe roof built to blend in to the sandstone cliffs. The city stretched out below us. After we brought in the boxes and hung up all my clothes, Dane guided me into another wing of the home, carrying one of the boxes.

“Now I want to show you the room I spent all afternoon creating for us.”

We walked to the furthest end of the house and Dane opened a door at the far end of a hallway. He turned on the lights and ushered me into the world of BDSM. There were all sorts of strange wooded objects inside, some of which he had mentioned in the contract: a long spanking table with built in restraints at the wrists and ankles, a towering X-shaped St. Andrew’s Cross, mats and foam wedges on the floor and two O-rings drilled into an exposed brick wall. Lined up against the other wall was a long table. Dane set the box down, took out all the sex toys and accessories he had bought for me and put them on the table. I noticed a large square box with some kind of metal rod protruding out of it on the floor under the table. We sat down together on a black leather couch and Dane tapped his lap. I sat up on his thighs and put my arms around his neck, resting my head on his chest. I shyly looked around the dark, windowless, austere room.

“So, what do you think?”

“Is this the Pleasure Room, Sire?”

“Yes. You’ll be spending quite a lot of time in here, slave.”

When I heard the word my heart raced and I felt dizzy, falling deeper into Dane’s sensual world.

“Do you like this room, Ms. Wells?”

“It seems… a little scary to me, My Lord.”

“It may look a little severe, at least at first. But it’s called the Pleasure Room for a reason. If you give me a chance, I intend to show you why. But first, you didn’t tell me what else happened with Mr. Stone. Did you have a sexual encounter? I need to know the details. Every detail please…”

I looked down, ashamed. Dane took my chin in his hands and made me look him in the eyes. I took a deep breath and told him that Mr. Stone signed the contract and gave me a copy, along with his medical clearance. I told him how at first we both felt quite awkward, but after Mr. Stone asked to marry me, I confessed to kissing his penis and making love to him on the office couch. I felt terribly ashamed, as if Dane was my husband and I was admitting to having an affair. Dane didn’t change the tone of his voice or appear upset with me in the slightest. He asked if I enjoyed the experience and I told him I wasn’t as aroused by pleasuring Mr. Stone as the first time. I said perhaps the thrill of being intimate the first time with someone new can never be as exciting as the second time, but then I confessed the truth. Though I felt completely debased, I told him it wasn’t as much fun with Mr. Stone without the eyes of my Dom watching me. Dane smiled at the news.

“I knew you were the one for me. Deep down in my gut, I knew it. You’re the one, Ms. Wells.”

He asked me if Mr. Stone ejaculated inside of me. Though I felt like a whore to admit it, I said yes. He asked if I had an orgasm with Mr. Stone as well and I shook my head no. He asked me if it was as pleasurable even though I didn’t have a release and I told him it wasn’t. Dane asked me if I would like to have an orgasm right now and I nodded yes. He asked me if I trusted him, and I said I did. What followed became the most intense sexual experience of my life. I’ll try to tell you exactly what happened to me, in full detail…

Dane turned up the heat in the room and took off my black chemise. He told me to remain seated on the couch, sit back and relax with my thighs open, while he did all the work. I tried to do as he said and relax, but I felt nervous, not knowing what was going to happen next. He picked up the square-shaped metal box I had seen under the table and placed it near me on the couch. It appeared to be an electrical device of some kind. He adjusted the stand so that it was positioned at the level of the couch with the metal rod pointed directly at my pelvis. He plugged the device into the wall outlet. He took a large white wand with a round shape at the end from the long table and plugged that device in as well. Finally, Dane attached a large red penis-shaped object at the end of the rod.

“Spread your thighs open wider for me please.”

I parted my knees, opening my thighs wider for my Dom.

“Now, Ms. Wells. From now on, after this coitus machine begins pumping into you, I want you to fundamentally change the way you think about your body. If you are with me, Mr. Stone, one of my associates, or with a complete stranger, I no longer want you to refer to those lovely mounds of flesh everyone admires so much as your breasts. From this moment further, you will think of them as your boobs or your tits. You called your breasts boobs and tits when you were angry with Mr. Stone for fondling them, and I liked the sound of the dirty words coming from your sweet, innocent mouth. Also, I no longer wish you to refer to your sexual organ as your vagina, but as your pussy. I prefer the word pussy to describe the moistened lips of your sex. And your ass can no longer be called your backside. Is that clear, submissive?” Dane asked.

I nodded, my pussy was moist from the repetition of all the dirty words. From the table, Dane retrieved a small tube of lubricating gel and squeezed the slippery oil directly over the outer folds of my pussy. After gently rubbing the gel into my flesh I became aroused, the inner folds unfurling under his slick fingers. Dane gave me a kiss, stretched a soft blindfold over my eyes and everything went to black. 

I heard a motor begin to make a whirring sound and I felt the lubricated tip of the dildo make contact with the lips of my pussy. As I listened to the whirring sound and relaxed, the tip went in and out in a pleasant thrusting motion. It felt awesome. I would never have guessed I could receive so much sensual pleasure from a device that gets plugged into the wall. In fact, the way my body trembled as the rod penetrated me, it seemed just as pleasurable, or perhaps even more so, than its human counterpart.

After several minutes of gentle thrusting, my opening was able to take in the full length of the penis. The sound of the whirring got louder and the thrusting action of the rod increased dramatically. I heard Dane switch the vibrator on I felt him touch the rounded buzzing surface to my clitoris as the rod of the machine kept thrusting in and out of me. Dane placed my hand on the wand and I used it to masturbate in front of him, while the machine repeatedly drilled in and out of my pussy. I shut my eyes and began moaning loudly, not caring what I sounded like. Breathing quickly in and out, I suddenly felt an uncontrollable urge to pee and shifted my hips back, moving the penis out. With a loud crying moan, a tremendous shower of liquid spurted out of my pussy three times. My hips bucked forward and my thighs convulsed, spraying the table, the couch, and the frame of the machine as well as soaking the wooden floor in front of me for several feet. I trembled and panted from the release, my muscles twitching.

I felt the lubricated head of the penis slip back into me. I assumed Dane must be controlling the speed of the thrusting rod, slow at first, and then faster and deeper. I worked the vibrator on top of me in a circular motion and felt another explosion coming on, as if a gallon of water was building up and about to be pushed violently through a tiny slit inside me. I shifted my hips away from the thrusting rod just as Dane removed the blindfold. Seeing him kneeling on the floor directly beside the machine, his handsome face and blue eyes just inches away, I moaned again and the water came out in gushing waves. Dane allowed his mouth, face and chest to be sprayed by my seminal fluid. After my second release I leaned back on the couch, breathing deeply. Dane turned off the machine and sat next to me on the couch. I collapsed into his arms and Dane fondled my… tits.

“Mr. Stone may not have made you come, but I just did Ms. Wells, twice, with the help of technology…”

My head was spinning and I had soaked the couch with my fluid. I couldn’t talk. Dane cradled me, naked in his arms, and I felt completely at peace. Dane ordered us a fancy dinner from a restaurant nearby. While waiting for the food to arrive he showered me, cleaned himself and changed into a new uniform. He slipped me into a pretty white silk robe. The food arrived and we had a great meal. Afterwards, Dane told me it was his birthday on Sunday.

“It is? Happy Birthday, My Lord,” I said

“I’ll be thirty two. I hope I’m not too old for you, Ms. Wells.”

“No. You look much younger than your age, Sire.”

“To celebrate my birthday, as well as my discharge from the military, I was going to invite three buddies from the base over Sunday night. One of them is married and he’s going to bring his special lady. She’s a submissive too, as well as his wife. I’ve wanted to have you meet my closest friends and this seemed like the perfect opportunity.”

“It sounds fun. Great. I’m excited to meet them, Sergeant Smith.”

Soon it was time for Dane to catch his flight. He packed his suitcase quickly and was off, kissing me goodbye with a smile. I watched the headlights from his car recede. I went into the master bedroom and fell asleep solidly and slept for twelve straight hours, perhaps even longer than that. I guess I needed the sleep after all the kinky sex.

The next morning I had the funniest feeling lying in the unfamiliar room. I felt weary, as if I had just run a marathon. I thought I had woken up, but my eyes were still closed and I was actually asleep and dreaming. Everything in the room was dark. When I tried to open my eyes, I couldn’t. I became afraid and called out Dane’s name for help, but realized something was being held over my mouth, blocking my voice. Finally, with an effort of will I opened my eyes and brought myself back to consciousness. It was very strange, indeed.

After a cup of coffee and toast, I dressed in a sheer turquoise blue halter top dress that barely covered my ass and drove down the mountain in a frantic attempt to find a birthday present for Dane.

I kept going over and over that line in the contract about getting my nipples pierced. I thought what a great surprise it would be for his birthday if I got it done. On a whim I drove to this tattoo shop I had always passed on Speedway and checked it out. When I went in, a bell rang on the door and a pretty slender girl around my age or perhaps a few years older came out through a tie-dyed sheet separating the shop from a back room. She had a colorful tattoo of a bird on her chest and several piercings on her ear lobes, septum and tongue. I assumed she had them on other places as well, not apparent to the eye. He looked at my tits and then gazed back up with a tender look in her eyes. I noticed she wasn’t wearing a bra either. She smiled

“I’m Zalia, can I help you?” she asked.

“Yes, I was wondering… Do you do body piercings here?”

“What a pretty dress. What’s your name?”

“Veronica.”

“Well, Veronica, I’m a member Association of Professional Piercers and I can take care of you. Where were you thinking of getting a piercing?”

“I thought it would be sexy to get my nipples pierced.”

“Well, you’re in luck because breasts happen to be my specialty. Follow me please.”

I went into the back room with Zalia and she asked me to take off my top. She went over the potential side effects from the piercing, bleeding, swelling, possible infection, touching my breasts and holding them in her warm hands. She said no one should kiss my nipples for at least two months during the healing process. I nodded, hiding the queasy feeling I had from what she said.

“Do want to see what they look like? I have some pictures of work I’ve done on my I-Phone, or I could just show you the real thing.”

“What do you mean?”

Zalia lifted her shirt up and showed me her small pert breasts. There was a silver piece of jewelry shaped like a barbell piercing both nipples. They looked mesmerizing.

“Guys go crazy over these, if you’re into guys. Girls too…”

I nodded and decided to have the procedure done. I signed a consent form and Zalia prepared the needle and jewelry. She dipped a toothpick in what looked like black ink and made a mark on each nipple about half way between the areola and the tip. 

“Now, try to relax, Veronica. You’ll feel an intense stinging pinch and it will be all over in less than a minute. I’m the best in the business so you are safe with me,” Zalia said. Holding a frighteningly sharp needle in her gloved hands, she told me to take three deep breaths in and out. On the third breath she clamped her fingertips tightly around my left nipple and guided the needle toward the mark she made on the skin of my right nipple. As soon as I felt the tiniest prick I panicked, pulled away from her and yelled.

“STOP! I’m so sorry, Zalia. I’m such a chicken-shit! I’m not meant for this kind of life. I’m not. I’m sorry, I’m not…”

I put my hands over my eyes and started sobbing, knowing I would never be able to pierce any part of my body, except my ears, to please my Dom and fulfill a requirement of the contract. Zalia was very understanding and told me nipple piercing wasn’t right for everyone. She had me try on an assortment of non-piercing nipple jewelry, attaching several different adornments to my tits, pretty red and blue jewels that individually dangled from each nipple and shiny gold chains that looped attractively between my breasts. I looked at myself in the mirror and cheered up immediately. The non-piercing jewelry looked just like the real thing. I was so happy and relieved I could get the same effect, without all the pain, blood and swelling. Zalia playfully fondled me as she attached the adornments. 

“Would you like to try out some non-piercing labia and clitoris jewelry?” Zalia said with a smile.

“Uhh, sure. Why not?” 

Zalia told me it was her lunch break and she was going to close the shop so we could have some privacy. I heard her shut and lock the front door. I waited for her, topless, in her back room. 

“Ready?” she asked with a smile.

I nodded. Leaving the nipple jewelry on, I allowed Zalia to remove my stockings and panties. I could see she was excited by the fact that the lips of my pussy had opened for her. I wasn’t the slightest bit embarrassed to be aroused by another woman. I never in my life thought it would happen to me…

Zalia took two jewels out of a tiny black bag. She stroked my pussy and affixed them to the sides of my labia with a small clamp. Two azure-blue jewels dangled off a gold chain pendant at the end of each ring, matching the gems dangling from my tits.

“It looks really sexy on you, Veronica,” Zalia said, looking at my reflection in the mirror.

“Thank you! I’ll buy them!” I said. 

I tried on and purchased a few other unique jeweled panties. One came with a teardrop-shaped blue crystal attached to a G-string that penetrated my pussy when I wore it. Another had tiny delicate gold beads woven into an open-crotched thong that outlined my pretty pink inner flesh like a picture frame. Still another, when worn, drew the eye to my clitoris with a small golden ring.

“You look so pretty in these, Veronica.”

“I’ll buy them all, Zalia. They’re lovely.”

“You can wear them under your panties or without anything at all...”

“I love everything you’ve shown me. This is my new favorite store!”

“You’re the cutest girl I’ve ever seen, Veronica. Ever since I saw you walk through my door my heart’s been pounding.”


Chapter Nine

Then I was kissed for the…

Then I was kissed for the first time on the lips by another woman. 

“Zalia…” I whispered.

“You’re the cutest girl I’ve ever seen, Veronica. Ever since I saw you walk through my door my heart’s been pounding…”

I couldn’t help responding to her soft lips and caressing touch. Zalia laid me back on the couch, kissed down my neck and sucked on the tips of my adorned breasts. She slipped one and then two fingers inside my vagina, pressing on the upper wall and sliding them in and out while using the tip of her tongue to lick between the gold ring encircling my clitoris. She spent a long time pleasuring me and I have to admit I fully enjoyed it. Being a woman, she seemed to know exactly how to kiss and stimulated me. As Zalia licked and sucked on the wet lips of my labia and clitoris and simulated intercourse with her fingers, I moaned out and experienced a deep release inside. Afterwards, Zalia gazed into my eyes and tenderly kissed me. 

I felt compelled to repay her sexual favor, not because she made me feel so good, but because I was attracted to her and wanted to know what it felt like to sweep my wet tongue over a woman’s body. We shifted our positions on the couch, our bodies wrapped around each other. I took off her jeans and panties, noticing more piercings on each side of her labia. I opened her thighs and kissed and licked her, while stroking her with my fingers, copying her technique. The little gold rings piercing the sides of her labium felt sexy on my tongue and she seemed to go crazy when I repeatedly licked her there. She trembled underneath my tongue as I gave her an orgasm with my mouth and fingers. Afterwards we kissed tenderly and fondled each other for a long time. We didn’t move until we heard a knock on Zalia’s shop door.

With flushed cheeks, we dressed quickly and went hand in hand back into the shop. Zalia opened the front door.

“Are you open?” the customer asked.

“Yes,” Zalia said.

“What an interesting shop,” the customer said, wandering in.

Zalia asked in a soft voice when she could see me again. Slightly embarrassed, I told her I had a boyfriend, so I wasn’t sure. I gave her a credit card and nearly maxed out my $1000 dollar limit with one purchase. She gave me the friends and family 10% discount and I thanked her for saving me some money, almost $90 dollars. I really went crazy buying almost every piece of jewelry in her store. I suppose I would have to work extra shifts at Hooters now, to replenish my savings for nursing school. But at least I had several wearable birthday presents for Dane. I told Zalia I had a wonderful time, kissed her cheek and left the store. I looked back at her once more and waved at her through the glass door. She waved back, looking at me with a sad longing in her eyes. My first experience with a woman was quite beautiful, I thought. So I learned I was bisexual, to add to my new found revelations about myself. What else awaited me in this new life?

I drove back home. Wandering around my new home, I went into the Pleasure Room and stared at the long spanking table with the thick ankle and wrist straps and the frightening large wooden cross. What would happen to me when Dane strapped my body to that thing, I wondered. I felt a shudder run up and down my spine, looking at the assortment of whips and paddles. I had to admit that allowing Dane to have anal sex with me in the Pleasure Room was erotic, but he seemed to always want something more from me. “You’ll be spending quite a lot of time in here, slave,” I remember he said. In the harsh light of day, the Pleasure Room definitely scared me. 

I went back into the bedroom and read through the contract again. I went through it line by line, thinking about how I felt about it. I decided to write Dane a note, detailing my feelings about the contract. I thought perhaps it would be easier to write it all down, rather than tell him in person.

Dear Dane,

You’re in Las Vegas right now and I miss you a lot. I read over the contract again. I am seriously thinking of signing it and entering into this life with you. But I need to share a number of concerns I have.

The part about being used as a sexual plaything in private and public settings and your right, as my Dom, to offer me to other men or women, alone, or in a group, frightens me. I do like touching and being touched by you and Richie, but I’m not sure I want to have that level of intimacy with just anyone. I’ve never dated two men at once until three days ago, and never had sex with two people at the same time in my life. I have to admit the idea is kind of sexy as a fantasy, to please two men at once, or even a woman, as you watch. But in reality, I’m not sure I can do it. What if I wasn’t attracted to the people you introduced me to or if they were rough with me or asked me to do things to them I didn’t want to do? We definitely need to discuss this. 

The part about being disciplined without cause makes me nervous too. I liked being spanked in a sexy way, but the whips and chains and paddles in the Pleasure Room are a little intimidating to me, Dane. Also the idea of other men disciplining me is scary. I trust you, but what if the other person is actually a sadist and really wanted to hurt me? How could seeing me get hurt be sexy to you? And, as you know, I was very embarrassed when you gave me a spanking in front of Richie. I’m working on getting over those feelings of embarrassment and shame, but it may take some time.

Also the length of the contract makes me nervous. Submissive/slave for life? If I change my mind, what then? I have a tendency to change my mind every other day. Only the Dominant/Master can release me from the contract. I don’t want to feel trapped in the relationship.

I wish I understood you better, Dane. Most men would be extremely jealous and angry if their girlfriend or wife were attracted to or intimate with someone else. Not only are you not jealous or angry about it, you seem to be actively encouraging my infidelity. I agree that, so far, allowing me the freedom to be with Richie has not destroyed what we have together, but isn’t there the risk of one of us falling in love with someone else, if we’re allowed to be intimate with others outside of our relationship? Can you explain why you have this need to share me with others, Dane? Perhaps if I understood you better, it would help me decide how I feel about it helping you to fulfill these fantasies of yours. Tell me if you can or write it in a note if that’s easier for you.

You never mentioned in the contract if you would also be free to be with other women or take on other submissives. Do you have the desire to be with other women Dane, besides me? I’m not saying I’d object to it. I mean how can I, if you’ve given me the same freedom? I just know if I saw you in the arms of another woman it would make me feel weird, like you’re not attracted to me anymore. I’m sorry if I feel that way, I just can’t help it. I guess I’m the jealous type.

Some of the things we’re already doing I enjoy. I really like wearing the sexy clothes you pick out for me every morning and I like being fed and bathed by your hands. Maybe I’m weird, but I find it incredibly sexy to submit to you in those areas. But to always have to ask permission to leave the room, explain where I’m going, and never close a door between us, even while using the bathroom? I find that both embarrassing and stifling. I don’t see how giving me privacy in the bathroom interferes with me growing into a strong and confident woman.

In the end, I’m open to a discussion about most of the contract. I’m not against trying a few things out and then deciding if I feel comfortable with the scenarios you want to set up for me. There is only one thing in the contract which is non-negotiable for me. I will not now or at any time in the future pierce my skin as a symbol of my submission to you. I tried today, but couldn’t do it. (I’ll tell you the story when I see you later) I’m afraid of the pain and I don’t like the idea of you not being able to touch or suck on my breasts for two or three months during my recovery from the procedure. What’s the point of that? In the contract you said cutting of the skin is a hard limit, didn’t you? We can discuss tattoos, but I don’t want any part of my body cut or pierced. I’m sorry if that’s a deal breaker for you, but if it is, so be it. (I did find a creative solution to this problem, but it’s a surprise I will show you in person upon your return.)

Your adoring though somewhat confused submissive, Veronica

I found an envelope and put my note in it and placed the envelope with Dane’s name written on it next to our contract.

I felt a little better about sharing my apprehensions with Dane, but the entirety of it still made me extremely nervous. Though I was somewhat attracted to it, I had so many issues that perhaps this alternative lifestyle choice just wasn’t right for me. I wonder if other women who had signed a contract as a submissive had the same questions and anxieties about it as I did. Perhaps I could to talk to the wife of Dane’s friend about my feelings at the birthday party tomorrow night.

I decided to take a nap. I checked my cell phone and found it odd that Dane hadn’t attempted to call me the whole time he was gone. I knew he was probably busy at the orientation for his new job, but couldn’t he have given me a quick call or text? I fell asleep, exhausted by my experiences with Dane, Richie and now Zalia.

I awoke trembling and sweating from a nightmare. In the dream, Dane had taken me, handcuffed and naked, to some kind of dark club filled with large masked men. In the middle of the room was a single thick post mounted into the floor. Each man stood with a whip in his hand watching me with cold eyes through the slits in their masks. Dane dragged me in by my elbow and handcuffed me to the post.

“Please no. Dane, please. No! Don’t!” I shouted. “Red! Red!”

Ignoring my safe word, Dane tied me to the post and then walked away to watch the show. The men approached me, one by one, lashing me on my back with their whip. I wept loudly from the pain and fear. I could feel blood trickling down my skin and saw it dripping to the floor. After they were done punishing me, Dane released me from the post and led me to a bed against the back wall of the room.

“Dane! No! Look at me! I’m bleeding! You promised to protect me! I don’t want to do this! Please! Why are you doing this to me? Dane! RED! RED!”

Dane handcuffed my arms over my head to the bedpost and walked toward the door.

“Dane! Where are you going? Don’t leave me here alone with these men! Where are you going? DANE!” I shouted, sobbing.

As the first two swarthy men approached me, Dane left the room and shut the door behind him.

“DANE!”

I sat upright in my bed, shivering and breathing rapidly. The surroundings were completely unfamiliar, and then I remembered moving out of my familiar apartment into this new home. I looked up at the clock and suddenly remembered my dinner date with Richie, which I had completely put out of my mind until that moment. My hands shaking, I made the impulsive decision to leave Dane. I got out of bed, showered, threw on the first dress I saw and packed whatever I could fit into my suitcase. I went out to my car, threw my suitcase in the trunk, jumped in and sped down the mountain toward the French restaurant near my old apartment. I realized that I would never be able to give myself over to Dane as his sub. It would never be the right choice for me. It was cruel to leave without a note, but I felt this was my last and only chance to escape form Dane’s clutches. When the tears dripped off my cheeks, dampening my sheer pink dress, I discovered how much I had lost control, emotionally. I had to find some stability in my life and return to what felt familiar to me.

I nearly got into a car accident when I maneuvered through the traffic. I pulled up at the back of the parking lot and saw Richie standing at the entrance of the restaurant, waiting for me to arrive. I turned off the car, put my hand on the door handle and cracked it open. If I walked out, I’d most likely never see Dane again. The thought of that made me break down and sob onto my steering wheel. I felt like I was on the verge of a nervous breakdown. 

Impulsively, I shut the door and drove toward the airport. What airline did he say he was on? Southwest? What time did he get in? I parked and ran as fast I could to the baggage claim area. My exposed tits jiggled up and down like mounds of Jell-O as I ran. I ignored the sneers and leers of the travelers in the airport. Dane’s flight had already gotten in and I saw him waiting at the baggage claim area. Dane seemed to sense me coming before he saw me. He turned and walked briskly toward me. I jumped into his arms, wrapping my legs around his waist, kissing him frantically.

“What a surprise! Thanks for meeting me. I’m sorry, honey, I feel so stupid. I left yesterday without your cell phone number so I couldn’t call you while I was away. Your cheeks are all wet. You’re crying. What’s wrong, Veronica? Are you OK?”

I whispered into his ear, holding him tightly.

“I want to be your sub, Dane. I think I want to sign the contract. Just promise me you’ll never leave me again, OK? I practically fall apart when you’re away from me. Promise me.”

“Of course, Veronica. I’ll never leave you again. From now on you accompany me on all future business trips. I give you my word.”

Dane gave me his handkerchief and I dried my eyes. We picked up his luggage and left the airport. I followed Dane back to the foothills in my car. When we got home he peeled the dress over my head and took off his own clothes quickly. We started kissing in bed like teenagers. I jumped out of bed, told him I had a surprise for him and shut the door between us, even though it was against the rules. A moment later I came out adorned in intimate body jewelry, my tits and pussy linked together by gold chains.

“Happy Birthday, Dane,” I said.

Dane couldn’t take his eyes off me. He asked if I had my nipples and labium pierced. I told him the story of how I tried to go through with the procedure, but then chickened out at Zalia’s shop after hearing how painful and sore I would be afterwards. 
“Then Zalia introduced me to this non-piercing body jewelry,” I said.

“It looks like the real thing,” Dane replied, impressed. 

“You don’t want to have my tits be off limits to you for the next few months, do you?”

“Hell no! I’m so glad you didn’t go through with it, Veronica. It was insensitive of me not to think of the pain it would’ve caused you. Please accept my apologies. And you’re right. It’s not worth it and you look so sexy like that.” 

While Dane sat on the bed, I modeled all the other pieces I bought and promised him I would wear the erotic jewelry without clothes whenever he wanted.

“Only the jewelry?” he asked.

“Yes,” I replied.

“Whenever I want?” he asked.

I nodded. He smiled and said it was the best birthday present anyone had ever given him and loved how the jewels looked on me.

I told him I had some concerns about the contract and nervously handed him the note I had written this afternoon. I stood by the bed as he read my letter, watching his face closely for clues to his response. After he finished, Dane deleted the requirement to get my nipples pierced and crossed out the lines in our contract about keeping the door open when I was in the bathroom and always having to ask his permission to leave the room or tell him where I was going. He told me the last thing he wanted to do was stifle or embarrass me. But before I had a chance to discuss my major concerns, he asked me to sit down on his lap. He spoke to me like a teacher instructing his new student on the rules of the classroom.

“While I’m willing to compromise on the privacy issues Ms. Wells, the other parts of the contract are non-negotiable. My right to use you as a sexual plaything falls at the very heart of our relationship. I know you’re apprehensive about what it is I’m asking you to do, but you admitted that being used in his manner is a fantasy of yours. You said you didn’t know if ‘you can do it’, rather than whether you wanted to do it. It’s my belief that, deep down, the idea of being in bondage to me as my slave is sexually exciting to you. Ultimately, it is the path to your personal freedom and a release from those feelings of shame that caused us to have our first and I hope last fight back at your apartment yesterday. Your safety and empowerment are my main concern, Ms. Wells. If you trust me and engage in the scenarios I set up for you as my submissive, the bond between us will only grow stronger. Of course, even though you play the role of my slave, the relationship is consensual and you’ll never be forced do something against your will. Regarding the discipline sessions, I will not allow your pain threshold to be crossed and you have your safe word to protect you. And I know you’re afraid of the commitment so I propose a trial run at my birthday party this evening, before you decide whether you can sign on to the rest of the contract as written.” 

Despite what he was proposing, it all sounded somewhat reasonable the way Dane described it to me. And since his birthday party was that evening, I agreed to try out the Dom/sub relationship for the night. If a scenario presented itself to try out one of the clauses of the contract, I promised Dane I would give it a try, even if it might make me uncomfortable. Once I made my decision, I was happy and at peace about it. I felt I’d made the right choice not to leave Dane that night and go off with Richie, despite the fact I hurt Richie’s feelings by not showing up at the restaurant. I did feel a little guilty about that.

Dane put the contract back on the shelf and asked me what else I did while he was gone. I told him about my sexual experience with Zalia. I described how I was upset when I realized I couldn’t go through with the piercing and how Zalia comforted me. I confessed to Dane how we brought each other to an orgasm with our fingers and mouths. Dane didn’t seem to be upset at all by my afternoon dalliance. In fact, he seemed very supportive of it, by the lustful look in his eyes as I told him the story. I had the feeling that Richie would not be quite as accepting of my sexual explorations. I told Dane how I would be open to having an intimate encounter with another woman in front of him, if he desired it. I noticed all this sexy talk had made his penis very stiff and I asked him if he would like me to pleasure him.

“I would, submissive.” 

I immediately dropped to my knees beside the bed and took his engorged penis into my mouth. I sucked on him vigorously, my bejeweled breasts dangling. I took his scrotum into my mouth and suckled upon it for several minutes, taking my time, kissing the soft and sensitive area, and licking over the tiny blue capillaries just under the smooth skin with the tip of my tongue. I made him moan out when I did this, which I loved to hear. I licked up his shaft, sucked hard on the tip, while swirling my tongue around the rim. I set the head of his penis near my lower lip, tugging and pulling on his shaft as I spoke my sexy words.

“My lips, my tongue, my mouth are yours, Sire. I want you to feel free to come inside my mouth any time you wish, day or night. I am at your disposal. If you wish, I will no longer take in food, but only live on the nourishment you provide several times a day through the tip of your penis. I love your penis, My Lord, and I love swallowing every drop of your come. Don’t hold back, Sire. You know what I like, so please, I beg you, give me what I want…”

Dane groaned and his semen streamed out directly into my open mouth. I rubbed and sucked on him until I milked and swallowed every last drop of his semen. He lifted me up from the floor and we fell back on the bed, holding each other.

“Oh my God, Veronica, that was so great,” he said, panting.

“It’s so easy for me to do it. I’ll be glad to please you with my mouth, or any other place, any time you like, My Lord.”

“I’m so sleepy. I wasn’t able to rest on the plane.”

“Hold my breasts and cuddle close to me then...”

It wasn’t long before Dane had drifted off. After such an emotionally exhausting day, I felt sleepy too. After three days and nights together we were both in bed by 9:30PM, like an old married couple. It felt nice in his arms. 

When I woke up the next morning, Dane was seated at a table in the bedroom writing a letter. I didn’t wish to disturb him, so I got out of bed, threw on a dress and sandals and followed the buzzing, chirping sounds of nature through the patio into the wild outdoors. The remote property was situated on a high desert cliff in the midst of undeveloped chaparral. I didn’t see any other homes as I looked around. The desert floor was blooming. Prickly pear cactus and the stiff sharp needles of the yucca and agave surrounded me. The giant Saguaros loomed impressively above me casting shadows, their thick arms raised to the sky as if in supplication. The smell of sagebrush filled the air, reminding me of the smudges my Dad would ceremoniously burn in his sweat lodge to clear away bad spirits.

I thought I’d take a short walk around the property to give Dane a chance to finish his letter. After a few minutes of hiking I started getting a little hot and thirsty. As usual I wasn’t paying any attention to where I was walking and had foolishly left the house without taking water. I had always been a day-dreamer, but the last few days it had gotten much worse. I looked around for the house, but I couldn’t see it in the glare of the sun. I think I had cut a winding path down a hill and around a bend, but I really had absolutely no sense of direction. I turned carefully around and started to walk back up the hill hoping to see the house when I first heard it. A large rattlesnake had slithered into my path several feet away, and curled up in the sun. Shit! My heart started racing and I tried to swallow what little saliva I had. Suddenly I felt dizzy and extremely thirsty. The desert was thick with vegetation, so I didn’t see a way around it. The powerful coiled snake held its ground, like I had trespassed on its territory. I don’t know how long I stood still sweating in the hot sun. The snake inched closer to me and I decided to slowly back away from it. I glanced behind me when I heard the distinct sound of a second rattle. It was even more terrifying because the sound of the rattle was louder and closer to me, but I couldn’t see where the snake was. I wanted to scream, but my voice was caught in my throat. I stood absolutely still, my sheer dress soaked through with sweat, listening to the rattling sound becoming louder and more aggressive. I was scared to look behind me at the other snake. The rattlesnake in front of me slithered closer and there were thick cactus on either side of me. I had never felt more terrified in my life.

Then I saw what appeared to be the silhouette of a lone figure on the landscape, but it may have been beams of sun playing tricks with my eyes. I heard an extremely loud gunshot that left a ringing in my ears. The horrible snake flopped once and lay lifeless in the sand.

“Dane!”

“Shhh… Take two steps, very slowly toward the head of the dead snake!”

I took a few tentative steps forward. 

“STOP!” he shouted.

I heard another booming gunshot echo through the desert. I could almost feel the whisk of the bullet pass by my leg. The rattling stopped. I turned around, looked down and froze. The second rattlesnake lay just a few feet away within striking distance of my leg, motionless. A moment later I felt Dane’s hand grasp my forearm.

“Are you OK, Veronica?”

I nodded my head, without breathing.

“It seems the local wildlife has developed an infatuation with you just as I have…”

Dane handed me a cold bottle of water and I drained it with a shaking hand, water dribbling down my chin. Still holding the weapon in one hand, Dane put his other arm around me and we slowly walked back up the hill and around the bend to the house.

“I’m sure you don’t need to hear this, but it’s not a good idea to go off on a hike alone around here. Stay close to me from now on, Veronica. Unlike the snakes, my bite is not filled with venom.”

“OK, definitely. From now on, I will.”

“As your Dom, it’s my job to protect you, Ms. Wells. I hated to kill them, but they got a little too close for comfort to you.”

We went inside and I made sure the door was shut, leaving all the hideous creepy crawly spiders, snakes, lizards and centipedes outside. I decided I would not be exploring nature any more today. Please, Dane, tie me up in the Pleasure Room where I’ll be safe and sound. No more outdoor excursions for me. I sat on the couch and Dane brought me an iced tea he had just made. In the security of the home I finally stopped trembling. The refrigerator was stocked and Dane made some toast and fresh fruit for our breakfast. He had been treating me like a princess, doing all the cooking and cleaning so far in our relationship without complaint. I really needed to start pitching in to help Dane with the house work.

We spent the afternoon rehearsing the proper party etiquette of a submissive, which didn’t seem too hard or uncomfortable of a role for me to play. After socializing over drinks, dinner, coffee, cake, I agreed to take part in a training session in front of his friends. I tried to get Dane to say exactly what he had planned, but he wouldn’t tell me. I agreed to comply with his wishes without hesitation to the best of my ability, even though I would be in front of a group of strangers. After tonight, I’d have a much better idea of whether I liked being a submissive.

Dane needed to pick up some last minute supplies he forgot for the party and left me alone to prepare myself and greet the guests as they arrived. I took a shower, shampooed and blow dried my hair, painted my lips bright red and my eyelids blue in the alluring way Dane liked, and then anointed my body with fragrant oil I found in the bathroom cabinet.

I turned from the mirror to put on the sheer clothes Dane always laid out for me on the bed, but found none there. At first I thought he forgot to pick something out for me, which would be unusual given his attention to detail regarding what he wanted me to wear. Then I saw a sealed envelope on my pillow with my name on it. Had he left me written instructions this time? I opened it and the note inside read: 

“You said you would wear the jewelry and only the jewelry whenever I wanted. This is what I want you to wear this evening. I wish to show you off to my friends, Ms. Wells.”

What Dane chose to cover my body with could easily fit in the palm of his closed fist. In the envelope were two small red crystal pendants that dangled an inch off my nipples and a tiny thong waistband made of gold beads strung together that framed the shape of my labia, drawing one’s eye directly to the exposed lips of my pussy. After I adorned my flesh I looked at myself in the mirror, a pretty harem girl ready for the slave auction. I was proud of my body, with feminine curves in the right places, thick silky long black hair and pretty brown eyes. Since it was Dane’s birthday, I would make it a memorable one by putting aside my shame and greeting his friends completely nude.

When I turned to leave the bedroom to wait for the guests to arrive, I saw an envelope on top of the contract with my name on it. I carefully ripped it open and sat down on the edge of the bed to read it.

Veronica,

Meeting you Wednesday was the most significant thing to ever happen to me. I can only thank my lucky stars that you agreed to go out with me. It has been the most emotionally and sexually fulfilling relationship of my life so far and yet it is still brand new. Even if you chose not to sign the contract with me and married Mr. Stone tomorrow, I’d still consider these few days to be the highlight of my life.

You asked me why I’m like this. I’m just as confused about it as you are. I’ve asked myself this question over and over and thought long and hard about it. I had a normal childhood and upbringing, but I always wanted to have a sexual relationship with a submissive woman. I tried to live in the vanilla world and pursued conventional relationships with women, but I never found them satisfying. I went into the military service to beat these thoughts out of me. But even after basic training and multiple tours in Afghanistan, my thoughts would always return to this fantasy woman who I thought I would never find. Now that I met you, it doesn’t seem real, like you’re just a woman that has stepped out from one of my dreams, or I’ve simply imagined you. I look at you while you’re asleep, unmoving in bed, and I think that you’re not real and I fight the urge to shake you back to life.

The fact is, Veronica, you are a sexually powerful and responsive female. Women such as you have been documented as having the ability to achieve 60-65 orgasms in a single hour of coitus. A sexually active man releases his tablespoon of semen on the average of 3-5 times a week or less. While I think I’m a passionate lover, even on my best days I know I would never be enough to fulfill your desires. As a woman with a strong sexual desire such as you, it pleases me to see you satisfy and be satisfied by multiple partners, men or women to a degree I could never hope to match on my own.

Please try to understand me, Veronica. It seems the more other men are attracted to you, the closer to you I feel. It doesn’t mean I’m not in love with you because I enjoy seeing you pleasuring another man. And I do feel a sense of jealousy when I see you with someone else, but I’m trying to put these petty feelings aside to allow you a richer more fulfilling experience in life. You are like the sun, Veronica, and all of us are like planets revolving around you. You shine your light and give your warmth to all of us and I simply feel lucky to be in your orbit. By giving you this freedom, I can only hope you will not fall in love with someone else and leave me, Veronica.

Would Mr. Stone encourage you to explore this side of your nature, or would he, like most insecure husbands, shame you for straying from his side? You would never be allowed to touch or be touched by another man or woman if you agree to enter into a conventional marriage with your restaurant manager. He would never allow your sexuality to be open to new and diverse experiences. He would always need to be the center of attention and this new found fire inside of you would soon be nothing more than smoldering embers and dust. And spanking you, in public as well as in private is just a public declaration to assure me and everyone else who you actually belong to. 

So that may be some of the reasons behind my behavior and my desire to make you my submissive/slave. I don’t know if this helps in your understanding of me. I will love you for the rest of my life, regardless of the choice you make. 

All My Love, Dane

After finishing the letter, I held it to my breast. I felt so close to Dane for revealing such intimate thoughts in the note. I owed it to him to see if we were compatible as Dom and sub. I decided to let go and follow my inhibitions, my instincts as a woman. Checking the time, I knew our guests would be arriving any minute. I tried to run through my mind the names of the friends Dane had invited, friend, Clint Rogers, Aiden Moore, James Franklin and his wife, Wendy Franklin. I received a text from Dane and opened it. My heart started beating rapidly as I read it.

“Please take care of our guests, Veronica. I give you my permission to be with them, but only if you find them attractive and if it pleases you to allow them to touch you. Remember, you are the one in control of whether you wish to experience a moment of intimacy or not. You are always in control, Veronica. Remember that. Clint and Aiden are about to arrive. I’ll be home soon, after I’ve given you a moment to become better acquainted. Also, after dressing in the jewels, please do one last thing for me. On the table in the Pleasure Room, there are three small glass balls connected to a plastic retrieval cord. If you’re in the mood, try stimulating yourself with a few drops of the clitoral cream and slide the glass balls into your sex. I’m anxious to see how you like the feeling… Please never forget that I love you, Veronica. P.S. Did you read my letter?”

I walked through the silent adobe to the Pleasure Room and massaged my clitoris with the cream. A warm pleasant sensation spread though my vagina and I slipped the glass balls one by one into my vagina. I breathed in deeply and stood up, feeling the balls shift within me. As I slowly walked back to the living room to await the arrival of the guests, the balls gave me an internal massage, rubbing against the walls of my sheath. It was a most sensual feeling. I sat down on the couch, shut my eyes and felt the sensation within me.


Chapter Ten

I heard the doorbell ring…

I heard the doorbell ring and opened the front door. I smiled and looked up in a demure fashion at two men, who introduced themselves as Clint and Aiden. Dane instructed me not to make eye contact with the guests, so at first, I didn’t see what the men looked like. I knew they were soldiers of some kind by the tan color of their military trousers and that they were large men. When I introduced myself with a bowed head and shook their large hands I smelled the pleasant musky odor of their cologne. Both men introduced themselves to me. Clint brushed my breast with his hand and rested the back of his index finger against my swollen areola as he examined the red jewel suspended from my nipple. He commented on how pretty I looked for Dane’s birthday party. I thanked him. The men put down the two small gift bags they brought. Aiden went into the kitchen and I heard him put the six packs of beer he brought in the refrigerator. He came back into the living room with three beers, opened them and handed one to Clint. Aiden asked me if I’d like a beer. I took one and said thank you. We sat down very close together on the couch, with me in the middle, my knees touching the officer’s legs. I could feel the eyes of both men upon my body, staring at my flesh. With both officers fully clothed and sitting so close to me, I became noticeably aroused, the lips of my vagina parting and curling open for them, revealing the looped end of the retrieval cord within me. I had the urge to wrap my arms around my breasts or cup my hands in my lap to hide my arousal. I fought the impulse to cover myself, shut my eyes and took a deep breath in and out. There was nowhere else to put my arms so I let them come to rest on each soldier’s thigh. The men sipped their beers. I don’t usually drink, but I thought a few sips of beer might help me relax about being nude, aroused and in such close proximity to two unknown lustful men. After a second sip I set my drink down on the coffee table in front of us, unintentionally arching my back and showcasing my heavy tits as I leaned forward. The men leaned forward in unison and set their beer bottles down beside mine. They rested their arms in the narrow space beside my legs and I could feel the warmth from the back of their hands touch the skin of my thighs. Clint made the first move and I didn’t resist his advance. He placed his left hand very gently on the middle of my right thigh and left it there. At the same time Clint made small talk with me to put me at ease, asking where Dane and I had met. I told them the story of meeting Dane where I work at Hooters Wednesday night and how he helped get rid of the spiders that had made a nest at my front door. I thought they’d like the joke Dane had said at the time, so I repeated it.

“Spiders are like terrorists. And you don’t negotiate with terrorists.”

Both men laughed and broke the tension between us. I felt Aiden grab my left inner thigh and give it a playful squeeze.

“Dane is so damn lucky, I hate him. Are there any nice girls left at Hooters you could introduce me to?” Aiden asked.

I told them to come by during the lunch shift and I’d introduce them to the girls there. In the awkward silence that followed, the men sipped their beers and set them down, keeping their hands on my inner thighs. I brushed a strand of hair behind my ear, bit my lower lip and then summoned the courage to look each of the men directly in the eyes. They were a little younger than Dane and both were very attractive and virile men with nice non-threatening faces. Looking back down, I could tell both men were sexually aroused. I decided it was time to finally and completely give in and let go, come what may. I reached over to the table and showed them the text Dane had just sent me. Clint set the phone down and lifted my chin with his fingertips.

“Would you like to take care of your guests now, little one?”

I nodded yes and offered Clint my open lips. He kissed me deeply with his tongue while he slid his hand down my inner thigh, pressing it against the moist lips of my sex. I felt his long fingers enter my vagina and stroke the glass balls, pressing them gently into the depths of my sex. After the long kiss with Clint, it was Aiden’s turn. He turned my head to face him and took my lips into his mouth. Aiden kissed me long and deep, while squeezing and fondling my tits. I shyly moved my hands over their thighs, found their erections and rubbed them over the legs of their trousers with my open palms. I had never in my life thought I would be involved in a sexual encounter with more than one person at the same time. I was surprised how comfortable I felt with the situation.

Suddenly the men picked my thighs off the couch and pulled them apart as wide as they could go. They held me firmly against the back of the couch while Clint brushed his fingertips over the lips of my sex. I smelled the strong musky odor of my arousal as Aiden took his turn stroking his fingers in and out of me over the glass balls. I squeezed their penises firmly as the men touched me, feeling their hard shafts pulse with blood through their clothes. 

The doorbell rang again. Aiden removed his slick fingers from my opening and I released my hold on their erections. I took a deep breath and stood up, feeling the two pairs of eyes on my backside as I walked to the door. I greeted James and his wife, Wendy, and let them in. After looking over my body, they both affectionately kissed my cheek. Wendy was attractive with pale skin, long brown hair and a graceful willowy body and James was well built and muscular, like the other two gentlemen. I ushered them into the living room where they greeted Clint and Aiden. They set down the gifts beside the others on the coffee table. I asked James and Wendy if they would like a beer and they said yes. I took Dane’s birthday cake from Wendy and went to the kitchen to set it down. I came back in, gave out the beers and sat back down in between Clint and Aiden. James sat on the opposite couch. Rather than sitting next to James, Wendy kneeled down on the floor next to James’ feet. She put one hand around his legs, rested her head against his knee and smiled at me. James gently stroked his fingers through his submissive’s hair. Wendy seemed very content and at peace at the feet of her Dom.

As the men talked, Wendy and I stared at each other, knowing we shared a common bond as submissives of dominant men. There were so many questions I wanted to ask her about her marriage to James. Wendy gazed at my breasts and the open glistening lips of my pussy. Wendy’s lips parted slightly and she licked them once. She looked back up into my eyes and smiled. I returned the smile.

Dane arrived a few minutes later and greeted his friends. He gave me a very affectionate kiss.

“Have you all had time to get acquainted?”

I nodded, smiled and then whispered into his ear.

“I read the note you left me, Dane. It was very sweet and I think I understand you much better now.”

I gave him a kiss on the cheek. He looked at me deeply, fondling my breasts, an expression of tenderness in his eyes. We kissed and then turned to the group. Each of them were smiling at us.

“I hope you’re hungry. Dinner is in 15 minutes,” Dane announced.

We retired into the dining room for dinner. Dane broiled some salmon steaks in teriyaki sauce and served sautéed vegetables over a bed of rice. The food was delicious, even more so that Dane fed me in front of the group while I was seated on his lap. I noticed that Wendy ate in the regular manner, seated next to her husband at the table. I suppose the patterns in BDSM relationships are as individual and diverse as the likes and dislikes of couples in the straight world. After dinner, Dane opened his presents. Clint and Aiden gave Dane a bottle of an expensive cologne and gold cufflinks and James and Wendy gave him a nice wrist watch. Dane thanked everyone for their generosity, especially on the Army’s meager pay. James asked if Dane was happy to finally be discharged from the military and Dane put his arm around my waist.

“Now I am,” Dane said, giving me a light kiss.

The men went out onto the patio to talk and drink the cognac Dane purchased for the party. When we were alone, Wendy came over to me and held my hand.

“Hi,” she said.

“Hi, Wendy,” I replied.

Still holding hands, Wendy and I went into the living room and sat together on the couch to talk, our legs folded up underneath us. I asked Wendy if she didn’t mind me asking a few personal questions and she said not at all. I asked her if she felt her rights as a woman were affected by her choice to be in a submissive relationship. Wendy emphatically said no, she was not submissive at all in the business world, working as a head nurse at the University of Arizona’s Trauma Center. She explained that was where she met James, who was moonlighting as a physician in the intensive care unit there. She found it empowering to find a man where she could enact sexual fantasies she had until then only dreamed of. Also James was comfortable with her bisexuality and allowed her to explore it under the right conditions with the right women. I asked her if she was comfortable with an alternative lifestyle. She said yes and that it was a common misconception that women are coerced into BDSM and the relationships aren’t consensual. She asked me all about Dane and if I was happy with him and if I had signed a contract yet to be his submissive. I told her that we were still feeling things out, but I was happy so far in the relationship and it seemed to be leading in the direction of a long term commitment between us. She kissed me on the lips and told me she was happy for me. Wendy told me that they had signed a contract as Dom and sub four years ago and when they got married in the conventional sense, James didn’t have to be redeployed back to Iraq or Afghanistan. The military allowed James to work as a physician at the VA Hospital so they were never separated again. I smiled and told Wendy I was happy for her. She put her arms around me, resting her cheek on my breasts.

“I like you, Veronica. I hope we can be friends.”

Suddenly, Wendy kissed me in between my cleavage. I didn’t stop her. Wendy placed her hand on my inner thigh and kissed the tip of my nipple, above my gem. She swept her fingers between the decorative beads, slowly over the wet open lips of my sex. I stroked my fingers through her long hair as she touched me. It was the second time in the same weekend I gave my body to another woman. I had to admit to myself now that I liked the touch of a female hand on my body, their soft tender lips upon my skin. I never imagined I would find sexual contact with another woman so erotic. Wendy seemed to know intuitively how to touch me and where to elicit the most pleasure. I couldn’t deny to myself how good it felt to be touched by an attractive woman.

I watched as Wendy slid the tips of her fingers over the curled lips of my sex. I breathed out, feeling the intense pleasure of her lips on my jeweled nipples, her fingers teasing the sensitive nub of my clitoris. I looked down to watch Wendy stroke me, the soft moist flesh of my labia shimmering in the bright lights of the room. I looked up and saw the four men had come in from the patio and were finishing their drinks, silently watching as Wendy aroused me. I had no idea how long the men had been standing there, staring. I felt embarrassed I had allowed myself to be kissed and stroked by another woman and how wet and aroused it made me. Wendy slowly pulled out each glass ball from my pussy, one by one. With her eyes closed, Wendy put each ball in her mouth and sucked upon them with relish as the men watched. I patted Wendy’s shoulder lightly and whispered into her ear as discreetly as possible.

“Wendy, the gentlemen are watching us.”

Wendy opened her eyes and smiled shyly at the men. She put the love balls aside, kissed my lips once more, stood up and went into the kitchen. The men stood absolutely still and continued to devour me with their eyes. I looked up just once to make eye contact with Dane and the rogue winked at me. I squeezed my thighs together and looked down again. I wished I had a sheet or a pillow nearby to cover my nakedness. I had never felt as exposed in my life. Thankfully, Wendy broke the mood by retrieving the birthday cake. She lit the candles as James switched off the lights. We sang “Happy Birthday” and Dane blew out the candles. Each of us had a piece of chocolate cake in the living room, and I began to relax again. As the men spoke, I sat at Dane’s feet, imitating Wendy, and wrapped my arm around his calf. I had this unexpectedly pleasant feeling sitting below him in a deferential position, resting my cheek on his thigh. I know it may sound strange, but it didn’t feel the least bit demeaning to me. It just felt incredibly sexy and feminine to be near him, under him. I think Dane’s friends at the party envied his dominant relationship with me, by the lustful glances they kept casting in my direction all evening. In my mind, I kept imagining what it would be like to pleasure the three men on my knees while Dane watched. The sexual fantasy frightened and excited me. I wondered if I would get a chance to make my fantasies a reality…

Dane grabbed another beer for his friends and asked the group to make their way into the Pleasure Room and wait for him there. When we were alone, we sat on the couch together and kissed. It was nice to finally be alone with him and play my role.

“You look very attractive tonight, submissive.”

“Thank you, Sir.”

“You know, I feel extremely happy and proud to be your Dom. You look so fetching with the jewels on your breasts and the beads outlining the pretty lips of your vagina. I love the way you look. I believe they are all quite envious of me, as if I had found a treasure in you. Did you enjoy being kissed and touched by my friend’s wife?”

I bit my lower lip, looked down and nodded. Dane took my chin and raised it. 

“You know, Veronica, usually a sub must ask permission of her Dom before she allows herself to be touched by another man or woman.”

“I’m sorry, Dane. It just sort of… happened… before I could stop it. I’ll make sure to ask permission next time.”

“There’s no need to apologize, my sweetling. It’s hardly your fault. You are such a refined beauty, such a rare sensual creature, it’s impossible for you to be left alone in a room without being touched and kissed by a stranger. I’ve come to expect other hands upon you, stroking you, enjoying the beauty of your flesh each time I leave you alone, and so should you. We can’t fight it any longer, Ms. Wells. As I mentioned in my letter to you, the more I share you with others, the closer I feel to you. I know now that every time I leave you alone, there is the possibility of a sexual encounter happening to you. What else can we do about it, other than accept the situation and allow you to be shared?”

“If you wish, you tell the guests to not touch your submissive, My Lord.”

Dane gave me a warm embrace.

“That’s like asking for the sun to stop shining. No, it would be a sin against nature for me to keep a beauty such as yours all to myself.”

He kissed me, quite tenderly.

“So, our guests are waiting in The Pleasure Room. Are you ready for this, Veronica?”

“I think so, Dane. I feel more comfortable with your friends now. I’m nervous but I think I can do it.”

“Good. Come with me then. Let’s see how you respond in your first training session in public. Please remember to address me in a more formal manner, during the session.”

Dane put his arm around me and led me into the Pleasure Room. His friends sat in four chairs arranged in a semi-circle facing the bondage equipment. There was a video camera mounted on a tripod pointed directly to the center of the room. A long spanking table had been set up with built in restraints for the wrists and ankles. Dane asked me to sit on the table as he talked in front of the group. I hopped up on the table, my boobs jiggling and jewels swaying from my nipples.

“Thank you all for coming to my birthday party. As you know, the persons in this room are the closest friends I have in the world. I met the love of my life a few days ago who you’ve been admiring all night, Veronica. Other than a short private spanking I gave her, this is our first training session, and I’m glad you could be a part of it.”

Using the end of a riding crop, Dane angled my face toward the camera. Dane walked over to the camera and pushed a button. I saw a tiny red light come on above the camera’s lens.

“Do you see this camera, submissive?”

I nodded yes.

“Do I have your permission to film your first training session for your education as well as the future enjoyment of myself and others who I chose to show it to? You are under no obligation to agree to this. “

I looked down before I gave my answer. I knew my answer before speaking it. I wanted to be filmed and I wanted the film to be shown to others.

“I don’t mind being filmed, My Lord.”

Dane used the riding crop to lift my chin again.

“Please speak directly into the camera lens, submissive.”

I looked into the small camera and answered.

“Yes, Sire. I agree to be filmed and you can show it to whomever you wish, if it pleases you, My Lord.”

“Very good.”

Dane came close to me and faced the camera as he spoke.

“In this session, I will try to determine my sub’s pain threshold and see if her body responds favorably to the disciplining I’m about to give her. Now, sub, are you being coerced in any way to submit to this session?

“No, My Lord.”

“Are the acts between us done in a consensual manner?”

“They are, My Lord.”

“You must desire to be spanked and whipped by your Master even more so than I wish to punish you. One day it is my hope you will long for it, as a person in the desert longs for a refreshing drink of cold water. Submissive, do you give me permission as your Dom to slap you with a paddle and lash you with my whip in front of my friends?”

“Yes, My Lord, I give you my permission.”

“It’s not enough that you give me permission, princess. I need you to want to be punished by your Dom. To find your joy, your fulfillment in it. To look forward to these sessions even more so than our sexual encounters. Did you like it when I slapped you on our first date, when you rebelled against my rule of never wearing a bra again to cover your pretty breasts?”

“Sire, I’m ashamed to admit it, but I liked when you slapped me on my behind. It aroused me to be spanked by you. I learned too you were right about not wearing a bra. Going without a bra has made me feel freer, more empowered and sexier as a woman, just as you said it would. I’ve come to realize that you do know what’s best for me.”

“I also feel strongly that you will like being spanked again and whipped, especially in front of others. When we go the BDSM clubs in the future, I may tie you to a post and whip you in front of a crowd like this, or let others whip you as well. Would you like me to do that, Ms. Wells?”

“I think I would, Sire. I’m not sure why, but the idea is sexy to me, as long as you watch over me to make sure I’m safe.” 

“Of course, I will. Let’s get started then, my sweetling.”

Dane held up a wooded paddle and a riding crop in front of me.

“Please select which you would like your Master to use first, the paddle or the whip.”

“The paddle, if you please, Sire.”

“Come off the table and kneel at my feet, submissive.”

I did so and looked up into Dane’s cold unsmiling eyes. I noticed how pronounced his cheekbones were from below and how rounded and high they jutted out from his upper cheeks. Dane held out the hard thin paddle to me.

“Kiss the tip of the paddle.” 

“Yes, My Lord.”

I leaned forward, touched my lips to the paddle and left behind a red mark from my lipstick on the wood.

“Very good. Now stand up, stretch your arms out, and lay down on the spanking table, submissive.”

“Yes, Sire.”

I laid my upper body down on the padded surface. Dane cuffed my wrists and ankles to the wooded table. 

“Are the restraints too tight?”

“No, Sire.”

As soon as I was restrained, I felt myself relax and take a deep breath. I realized I enjoyed giving in to the bondage, especially in front of his friends. He turned my head out so I could see them watching me and so the camera could record my facial expressions during the training session. Dane addressed the group.

“The purpose of this session is to establish a pain threshold so I can better ascertain the level at which the punishment passes from pleasure to pain for this submissive. Remember, Ms. Wells, your safe word is “red”. Say the word “red” when you have reached the limit of your pain tolerance. Are you ready?”

I nodded and closed my eyes. I arched my ass upwards in anticipation of my lesson. My body jolted when the crack of the paddle stung the skin of my ass. It was considerably more intense being spanked by a wooded paddle, rather than my Dom’s open hand. There was another slap, and another. The lips of my pussy became moist and I could feel my body give itself over to the discipline. Dane seemed to be immediately aware of my arousal and paused the training session. He slipped his hand under my hips to stroke the folds of my labia with his open palm. I could smell the strong raw scent of my sexual arousal from the spanking. Dane spread my cheeks apart and licked me from behind while sliding two of his fingers in and out of my womb. I opened my eyes and watched the breathless reaction of his friends as Dane pleasured me with his fingers and tongue. 

After teasing me for a few minutes, Dane resumed the spanking. Blood rushed through my body, making my skin feel warm and tingly. It helped that I was securely tied to the table. If I was able to resist, I think it would’ve hurt more. Tears dripped down my cheeks, even as my lips were curled upward in a half-smile. I lost count of the amount of times Dane slapped me. My ass felt on fire and I opened my eyes.

“Red,” I said quite calmly.

Dane released me from the restraints, wiped the mascara off my cheeks and rubbed a cooling gel on the enflamed skin of my backside and through the cleavage of my hips. I took a deep breath in and out. The sting disappeared. Dane helped me to a sitting position after the massage. He placed a cushion at his feet and told me to kneel upon it. He walked over to the camera and readjusted it so it was closer to us and angled downward. He approached me, held out the leather crop of the whip and I kissed it delicately. Then Dane told me to remove his trousers. After undressing him, I took his penis as far down into my throat as I could and sucked on it in front of his envious friends. Almost immediately, I felt myself become sexually aroused at being watched and filmed performing fellatio on my Dom. I pulled out, suckled on his scrotum and licked up the side of his shaft. I heard the snap and felt the lash of the whip across my back as I passionately sucked on the head of his penis. The whip sounded a lot worse than it felt. The tassels were of the softest velvet and the sting was much less severe than the hard wooden paddle. In fact, I could hardly feel the whip at all. Though Dane enjoyed spanking and whipping me, he was extremely gentle, considerate, and in the end, a rather lenient Dom. Even though I had basically given him permission to discipline me as long and as hard as he wanted, I knew now that he wasn’t doing this to hurt me, but to sexually excite me. I liked how his penis grew harder in my mouth to the snapping sound of the whip. I also knew I would always be safe no matter what happened to me. As long as my Dom was near, I would be under his protection.

Dane towered above me and I looked up into his hooded eyes. Coating the sides of his penis with my saliva, I slid my palm up and down his shaft while sucking firmly on the rim. I saw myself in the reflection of the wall mirror performing fellatio on my Dom while his rapt friends looked on. Dane’s whip snapped upon my skin and the camera recorded it all. I increased the speed of the tugging motion and the suction of my lips over the skin of his penis. Suddenly, I heard Dane groan, drop the whip and release his semen into my waiting open lips. When the back of my mouth was filled I swallowed and the creamy fluid slid easily down my throat. After sucking out the remaining drops, Dane helped me to my feet. After catching his breath, Dane pulled up his slacks and spoke.

“That was good, very good, my sub. Now please face the three men seated in front of you and look into their eyes.”

I looked out and saw the men, frozen with lust, their erections painfully trapped inside their military trousers. He attached a leash loosely around the thin material of my collar.

“Out of courtesy to our guests, I’d like you to kneel and allow my friends to whip you as you bring each of them to an orgasm with your mouth as well.”

Dane handed the end of the leash and the whip over to James. I lowered my head in submission before the men and gave in to my Dom once and for all, not because he asked, but because I wanted to do it. It was just as Dane said. Though the collar and leash were around my neck, I was the one in control. It was my decision to submit. James led me to the men and pulled down slightly on the leash until my knees were on the floor. Dane repositioned the video camera to continue recording my session. Kissing the tassels, I bowed before the men, my ass arched, my forehead resting on the ground, and my arms outstretched. In this position I offered my body to be flogged by the invited guests and my lips to be used for their pleasure. 

I felt a soft blindfold slip over my eyes and all was dark. I was lifted up to a kneeling position and for my comfort a pillow was placed under my knees. Fingers brushed through my hair and I felt the outline of an erection pressing against my cheek. Like an appreciative kitten I nuzzled my lips and face against it. I felt the crack of the whip kiss the skin on my back. Feeling for the zipper in the darkness, I removed the pants, socks and shoes of the guest. I kissed and licked his penis, cupping the scrotum in my palm and tugging on the base. The crack of the whip kissed the skin on my back.

“Mmmm, little one,” I heard the guest moan.

He whipped me with the soft tassels and repeatedly thrust himself into my open lips until he released his issue, shooting it directly into my mouth and over my tongue. I had become quite adept at quickly and effortlessly relieving a man of his tablespoon of semen and swallowing, without spilling a drop.

The other guests had already removed their clothes and were anxiously awaiting their turn. They held their erections out to me and I serviced them both at once, rubbing the shafts of the penises with my two hands while offering wet kisses on the tips. I felt the rim of a glass touch my lips. 

“Drink,” I heard my Dom say.

Dane knew how thirsty I was before I realized it myself. The refreshing water was poured slowly into my open mouth.

“Thank you, My Lord,” I said.

I felt one hand cup my breasts and another stroke the lips of my pussy from behind. I opened my lips and a penis entered my mouth and then another. I sucked as hard as I could on the rims. I felt the whip snap down on my shoulders once again. I alternated between men, kissing and licking and sucking until they could not hold back any longer. They ejaculated the sweet-tasting nectar of their bodies, first one man and then the other, filling my mouth with their semen. 

After swallowing the remaining drops, I was helped to my feet and sat down on a soft couch. I heard furniture being moved and then Dane’s voice spoke.

“James, do I have the right to use your submissive for the purpose of the training session and to film her?”

“You do,” James replied.

I felt two soft breasts brush against my skin and a pair of lips suck on my nipples. My arms were lifted above my head and my wrists handcuffed against the wall. Wendy fondled and kissed my breasts and petted the open folds of my sex with her fingers. It felt so good to be touched by another woman and kissed. I felt her soft warm breasts touch mine as she kissed me with her tongue.

“I can still taste my husband’s come in your mouth…” Wendy said.

“Wendy…” I whispered.

“I can taste James and Aiden and Clint and Dane on your lips. You’re so pretty Veronica. I think I’m falling in love with you.”

She kissed me on my neck and tits. I opened my thighs for her and she licked the innermost flesh of my pussy. I leaned back and gave in to the pleasure of the tip of Wendy’s tongue swirling over my clitoris.

After Wendy stopped kissing me, I felt the lubricated head of the thrusting rod touch the outer lips of my pussy. I heard the whirring sound and the rod started pumping in and out of me, first slowly, then at an increasing speed. A vibrator was placed over my clitoris while the machine thrust deeper and deeper into me. I began panting and moaning softly. After a few minutes of being drilled mercilessly by the machine and stimulated by the vibrator, I felt the strong urge to pee. I shifted my hips back and a stream of seminal fluid shot out of me in several bursts. The smaller and narrower lubricated head was then pressed directly over my ass. The machine pumped slowly and my opening widened to allow entry. More lubrication was added and the rod slipped further into my passageway. The whirring sound increased and the rod pumped in and out in short rapid thrusts. My muscles throbbing and trembling, another surge of fluid spurted out of me. Completely spent, I moaned out the word, “Red”, and the machine immediately slowed to a stop. The blindfold and handcuffs were removed and I fell limply into Dane’s arms. I cuddled in his lap, my head resting on his chest. 

“Bring it to me,” I whispered. “I’m ready to sign it now,” I said.

Dane’s eyes opened wide.

“The contract? Are you certain?” he asked.

I nodded yes.

Dane left the Pleasure Room and returned a moment later with the paper. He held it in front of me and gave me a pen. His four friends gathered closely around us. With a weak and trembling hand, on just the fifth night I spent with Dane, I signed the amended submissive/slave contract, for life. Smiling, Dane signed the contract with a flourish after I did. He kissed me and his friends approached to embrace and congratulate us. Wendy sat down and put her arms around me. 

“Veronica, I’m so happy for you!” Wendy said.

Dane took me in his arms.

“Let’s continue our celebration on another occasion. For now, I think I’d like some time alone with my sub,” Dane said.

We said goodbye to Dane’s friends and retired to the bedroom. He lay me down on the bed and speared me immediately with his erection, slipping inside my moist sex easily, still very open and aroused from the session with the machine. He pumped into me for several minutes, pinning me to the bed with hands pressed against my upper arms. Just as he was about to come he grabbed the vulnerable area around my throat and squeezed the flesh of my neck softly. My internal muscles trembled and I came as Dane released several shuddering bursts of semen inside me. He turned me on my side and pulled our bodies close together, squeezing my breasts hard in his fists.

“You’re mine now, all mine, sub.”

I lay captive in my Dom’s arms for several minutes until I heard his slow steady breathing on the back of my neck. Before I shut my eyes for the night, I looked at the pages of the contract haphazardly lying at the foot of the bed. When I pulled the blanket up to cover us, a lone sheet of paper fell off the bed and drifted back and forth on its journey to an easy landing upon the floor.


Chapter Eleven

When I awoke the next morning…

When I awoke the next morning Dane had already left for work. I only had a few minutes to make it to work on time. I got out of bed gingerly, a little sore from the festivities of last night, showered put on the lacey, neon green fishnet dress and see-through panties at the foot of the bed with matching heels and made it to Hooters by 10:30.

I still felt very guilty about not meeting Richie on Saturday night. I never actually committed to meeting him, but I still had the feeling I stood him up. I gently knocked on the door to his office.

“Mr. Stone? Are you there?”

I tried to turn the knob but it was locked.

“Mr. Stone? I’m sorry I wasn’t able to meet you Saturday. I’d like to talk to you. Mr. Stone?”

“Go away, Veronica…” Richie’s voice called out.

I supposed he wasn’t in the mood to see me, so I gave him some space. I never saw Richie come out of his office that day. About half way through my shift I was at the bar helping one of the waitresses pick up a large drink order, and the bartender gestured to talk to him privately at the far end of the bar.

“Hey, Veronica, Richie told me to pass on a message to you. I love the way you look lately, but apparently some customers are complaining about the see-through clothes, so Richie said you had to tone it down a bit on your next shift. He also gave me this envelope to give you.”

“OK, thanks.”

The bartender walked away and I opened the envelope in privacy. I took out a single piece of paper that had been ripped in half. It was the contract. On the back of it was written two lines.

“How could you choose that pervert over me? You broke my heart, Veronica.”

I folded the paper, put it back in the envelope, placed it into my purse and returned to the hostess station. I felt bad about hurting Richie’s feelings, but I was oddly calm and not emotional at all after reading his note. Perhaps it was a mistake to have been intimate with Richie.

After my shift I returned to the foothills and prepared myself for my first night as Dane’s official sub. I oiled my body, applied the nipple and labia clamps, bowed down in the prone position inside the door of the Pleasure Room and waited. I heard my Dom’s footsteps approach and he entered silently, standing above me for a long moment. I didn’t move a muscle. I felt the leather end of a riding crop pick my chin up off the floor.

“Raise your neck off the floor, sub.”

Dane’s voice sounded deeper, more forceful and authoritative. He took off my collar and replaced it with a thicker and heavier leather collar. He buckled it around my neck rather tightly. I saw in the mirror across the room that the collar had two large metal rings attached in the front and back of it. He attached the leash to the ring and he picked me up off the floor with it. Then Dane handcuffed my hands behind my back and attached the handcuffs to the ring at the back of my collar with a golden chain.

“This is your new collar, sub. I expect you to wear it while you’re in the Pleasure Room, from now on. Is that understood?”

“Yes, Sire.”

I accidently made eye contact with Dane during my response and he gave me a little sharp smack on my backside with the riding crop. I know he could’ve done it much harder. I appreciated the fact that he held back.

“While in the Pleasure Room, you may never make direct eye contact with your Dom, unless specifically requested to do so. Your eyes should be cast respectfully downward, or at the eye level with your Dom’s waist, focused solely on pleasuring him with your mouth. Now, on your knees, sweetling.”

I kneeled in front of Dane as he undressed completely. Dane lifted me up again by the leash and walked me across the room to a large foam wedge on the floor.

“Look into the mirror, submissive. You may make eye contact with me now.”

I looked up and saw Dane in the mirror. He looked a little taller and held himself more rigidly.

“Look at my penis. Do you see how aroused you’ve made me?”

“I do, My Lord.”

Dane slipped the soft blindfold over my eyes.

“My penis is yours, Ms. Wells.”

“Thank you, My Lord.”

“Do you like wearing a blindfold?”

“I do. It’s very sexy to me.”

“Do you like being my submissive, Ms. Wells?”

“I do, Sire. I love it.”

“How does it make you feel, to be my submissive? On a personal level?”

“I feel… attached to you. I feel closer to you than I’ve ever felt to a man in my life. I feel the need to be close to you. I don’t like it when you leave me, even if it’s just for a day.”

“I feel the same way about you, Ms. Wells. I’ll never be able to be apart from you again. I need you to be with me, always.”

I felt Dane wrap his arms around my waist, slide his hands underneath the thick gold chains attached to my nipple clamps. He fondled my breasts and stroked the lips of my sex. I liked not being able to see what Dane was doing. Deprived of sight, I could only feel the touch of his hands, the stroke of his fingers.

“I don’t know how you feel, Ms. Wells, but my heart aches for you when we’re separated. My heart burns with love for you when you’re away from me.”

Dane squeezed lubricating gel onto my backside and rubbed it through my cleavage. I arched my hips to his touch and began to feel my opening relax under his attentive fingers.

“When I think of you, my chest literally hurts by how deeply I feel for you. I love you, Ms. Wells. I love you more than life itself. This is not just a sexy game I’m playing. I’m emotionally involved with you now.”

I felt two of his fingers slip inside me from behind.

“I have feelings for you too, My Lord. And… I love you. I’m very attached to you as well…”

I felt Dane pull down on the leash. I laid down the wedge and felt the head of his lubricated penis easily slip into me, immediately filling my opening. I gave my body to Dane for his pleasure, and mine. I breathed in, relaxed, and felt myself open to accommodate the bulbous rim. Once inside, the full length of his penis slipped in. He stroked it in, pulled out to lubricate the tip and then pumped it back in and out of me with abandon. I felt no discomfort as he thrust his erection into me, claiming me as his own. With one last powerful thrust, Dane speared me deeper than ever before and filled the empty tight passageway inside with his warm come.

After the sex, Dane took me into his arms and carried me into the dining room, wrapped in a sheet. We fell into a routine where Dane would cook something for us to eat and we would share with each other the events of our day, while I sat naked on his lap. Dane liked to keep the handcuffs on me during dinner. Even though we were in a free period, I didn’t mind. Sometimes my wrists would be cuffed in back, sometimes in front, but they would always be attached for the evening to the O-ring at the back or front of my leather collar. While in my Dom’s presence, I was his chained prisoner, his willing sexual servant. His hands were all over my breasts as we talked, kissing them, sucking and licking on my enlarged nipples, still bound by their clamps.

I told Dane what happened with Richie at work. Dane fished out the envelope from my purse and examined the contract, ripped in two.

“Well, his loss is my gain, as far as I’m concerned. How do you feel about it, Ms. Wells?”

“I feel bad about it, Sire. He asked me to marry him and I think his feelings were hurt when I turned him down.”

“Perhaps you’ll have another chance to make things right with him later?”

“I don’t think so. He’s completely avoiding me… How was your first official day on the job at the night club?”

“Great. The construction is almost completed and the grand opening is scheduled for this Friday night. Vincent Grey flew in from Las Vegas and will be here through the weekend. Most of the day we watched the workmen, discussed plans and… talked about you…”

“About me?”

“Vincent wants to meet you tomorrow night. He says he has an exciting business opportunity he wishes to discuss with you.”

“With me? What could it be?”

“I guess you’ll have to wait until Tuesday night to find out. I’ll need some new business attire for my job. It’s about time I hung these fatigues up in my closet, for good.”

We went to the Tucson Mall that night and picked out some sharp-looking suits for Dane at the Express store, while everyone ogled my boobs and ass. It’s funny. If you had seen us walking around with our shopping bags and stopping to eat a frozen yogurt, we would’ve looked just like a normal couple. As I looked at the faces in the crowd I thought, “I’m the only woman here that’s sexually alive, without an imposed sense of shame about my body. I may be considered an immoral woman, a whore, but who cares? I’m happy and content walking through the mall, holding my Dom’s hand, despite their looks of judgment, of scorn.”

The next day was pretty uneventful. Despite the contract being ripped up, I knocked on the door at the appointed time, but he didn’t open it. Richie continued to give me the cold shoulder at work and I barely caught a glimpse of him. I wanted to apologize for not meeting him on the weekend, but he must’ve still been mad at me. I felt lucky to still have my job as a hostess, after what happened between us. I guess there’s nowhere in the employment handbook that says you can get fired for turning down a manager’s marriage proposal.

Dane sent me a text of the address of the night club and I drove there to meet him directly after work. I was excited and intrigued by the opportunity Mr. Grey wanted to discuss with me. The location of the club was down Speedway on the outskirts of town. I don’t remember seeing any restaurants or clubs out that way. Finally, I located the address at what looked like an abandoned brick building and parked. A large door was left open so I went in.


Chapter Twelve

The interior of the building was…

The interior of the building was dimly lit. I walked across an ornate marble floor toward a plush red curtain separating what appeared to be a lobby area from another larger room. I pulled back the curtain and saw several workmen on ladders hanging theatrical lighting above a proscenium stage. There were several rows of cocktail tables being polished and set up.

I walked back into the lobby and down a darkened corridor. There were several rooms on each side of the hallway. I had the urge to explore each one but the doors were shut. Near the end of the corridor I noticed a door was open and a light shined from within. I looked inside and a large man seated behind a table spoke to me.

“Are you here for the interview?”

Though the man didn’t speak loudly, his voice resonated. The walls were lined with wood to enhance the acoustics. I heard a clicking sound, as if a switch had been turned on and then an audible whirring sound. It sounded similar to Dane’s movie camera. Was I being filmed again? I couldn’t see a camera in the room.

“Interview?” I asked.

“Come in and shut the door behind you.”

I shut the door and it made a resounding thud.

“Name please,” the man said.

“Veronica Wells. What’s your name, if you don’t mind my asking?”

“You may refer to me as Dungeon Master.”

“Dungeon Master?”

“I am the keeper of the keys at the gentlemen’s club. I escort clients and guests to and from the locked rooms, as well as provide instruction in disciplining techniques, as needed. Please remove your shoes.”

“My shoes? Why?”

“You actually are a submissive in training, are you not, Ms. Wells? Have you not been trained properly by your Dom? It’s a simple request. I’ll ask you once more. Please remove your shoes.”

“There must be some mistake. I’m here to meet Dane Smith, who was just hired as head of security here, I believe.”

“There is no mistake. I am conducting the job interviews for Mr. Grey. Stand up and place your hands on the pole in the center of the room. If I have to ask you a third time, there will be consequences. According to your contract, Ms. Wells, your Dom has given me permission to discipline you.”

I could tell the Dungeon Master was all business, his fingers twitching at the end of the riding crop he held in his hand. I stood up, removed my heels and placed my hands obediently on the stripper’s pole. The Dungeon Master stood behind me and untied the halter top of my dress, slipping the straps off my shoulders. I watched the light silk garment fall to the floor. 

“Your Dom has asked me to adorn your nipples while in the club.” 

He opened his palm and attached the large hooped rings tightly around my nipples. In my reflection I looked like a bound slave girl ready for the auction. The Dungeon Master handcuffed my wrists together around the pole and picked my dress up off the floor. If I knew I was to be exposed, I would’ve worn my sexiest open crotched panties. I shall be better prepared next time, especially if I am to be on camera, I thought. Even though the Dungeon Master had me right where he wanted me, he chose not take advantage of me, not even a quick slap or squeeze of my breasts. I looked over my shoulder and gave him a sexy pouty look. Being bound by a stranger and the threat of being disciplined with a firm hand was a powerful trigger for me. He returned my look with a steely gaze.

“Do you have a question, sub?”

“I do, yes. Other than providing lessons in discipline, is there anything else you’re a master at?”

“You are a sassy sub, aren’t you, Ms. Wells.”

Rather than answering, I licked my lips. Arching my ass and pressing my back side against him, I could feel his erection beginning to grow. He immediately took a fistful of hair in his grip, turned my head to the side and forced his tongue down my throat. With his other hand, he gave my breasts the vice-like squeeze I was asking for. He walked around me, took me in his arms pressing my body against the pole between us and kissed me quite romantically. 

“I wish you weren’t collared, Ms. Wells. I’d like to make you mine,” he said.

I took his large fingers in my hands and kissed the tips of his fingers.

“My Dom is generous and shares me with other men I’m attracted to. And it’s your lucky day, Dungeon Master. I happen to find you attractive. Shall we give your twitchy fingers a little release?”

I grasped the pole tightly in my bound wrists and bent over to offer myself to be disciplined. I felt the Dungeon Master remove my panties and slip them off my feet. He wrapped one arm around my waist to keep me steady and whipped me hard with the riding crop on both cheeks several times. The sting was heavenly. I heard the riding crop hit the floor and felt the Dungeon Master’s shaft enter me from behind. Tasting the tears in the corner of my mouth, I let him pump into my sheath with abandon.

“Is this one of the perks of working here, Dungeon Master?” I asked.

“Mmmm…”

He unchained me from the pole, turned me around and I dropped down to my knees on the cold cement floor in front of him. The Dungeon Master moaned and released his semen into my open mouth and over my obedient tongue. I tilted my head back and easily swallowed his sweet tablespoon of nectar.

“Have I passed my audition, Dungeon Master?”

After catching his breath and dressing, he responded.

“I’m certainly going to put in a good word for you Ms. Wells. You are the most qualified young woman I’ve seen you far. I’m going to recommend you for the headliner position at the club.”

“Thank you, My Lord.”

“Your dress and shoes will be returned after the interview process is over. Put your panties back on now,” he said, handing me my tiny sheer G-string.

“Please follow me, Ms. Wells.”

I slipped on my panties. Holding me by the elbow, the Dungeon Master ushered me down the corridor and unlocked one of the doors. Looking in, it appeared to be some kind of waiting room, with several couches and loveseats. Before going in, he slipped into my right ear a tiny device and whispered to me in the doorway.

“You will be given instructions through this small device I’ve placed in your ear. Follow through with whatever instructions you’re asked to carry out with the young woman on the couch.”

I nodded. Dungeon Master flipped a switch on the wall, but rather than a light going on, I heard the whirring of the camera or cameras hidden in the walls of the room. A pretty slender woman was seated on a couch in the far corner of the room. Her wrists were chained above her head to the wall and she was struggling in a futile manner to break free of her chains. My competition for the headliner act had the face of an angel and the body of a supermodel. I felt a stirring inside to be close to her, to comfort her, to take away her pain, her shame.

“Ms. Dubois, I’ve brought you someone to keep you company,” the man said

“Please, let me out of here! I don’t want to be here anymore. I don’t want to interview for the job any longer. Please let me go!” the woman cried, tears slipping down her cheeks.

The Dungeon Master seated me on the couch, very close to the bound woman. The woman recoiled.

“Please don’t hurt me! Please!”

Ms. Dubois pleaded and struggled in an extremely fetching manner.

“Why don’t you let her go, Master? It’s clear she doesn’t want to be here.”

“You know I can’t do that, Ms. Wells. That’s up to Vincent Grey to decide.”

“How about a compromise then, Master? Her poor wrists are chafed from the handcuffs. Could you unchain her from the wall at least? I promise to make it worth your while.”

“And what do you propose to do in exchange for my act of kindness?”

“Anything your heart desires, My Lord.”

“Anything, Ms. Wells?”

“Sure, anything you want, My Lord. All you have to do is unchain her…”

The Dungeon Master approached Ms. Dubois. She cringed as he unchained her wrists from the O-ring above her head.

“Until our next meeting, Ms. Wells.”

The Dungeon Master walked out and firmly closed the door behind him.

“Thank you. That man scares me.”

I smiled when I heard Dane’s voice give me my instructions through the listening device.

“Hi, sweetheart. You’re doing great. Put your arms around Ms. Dubois and comfort her.”

He had been watching me and listening the whole time. Did this have something to do with Vincent Grey’s “job opportunity” for me, I wondered? I put my arms around the distraught woman and she fell onto my breasts and wept. I could feel the moisture of her tears on my cleavage.

“Come now, stop crying, honey. What did that awful man do to you?”

“It was horrible! He forced me stand at a pole like a stripper and he undressed me. When I refused to go with him, he put these handcuffs on me, put me over his knee and spanked me. It was humiliating. It’s still red. Look.”

She pulled down on the back of her panties, showing me the sweet delicate curve of her pale white cheeks and the red slap marks the Dungeon Master had left there.

“In the drawer of the table beside the couch is a bottle of massage oil. Pick it up and give her a full body massage,” Dane’s voice said.

I retrieved the oil and began rubbing it into her neck and shoulders.

“Oh that feels so good…”

“What’s your name, sweetie?”

“Roxanne.”

“Roxanne, I’m Veronica. Lay down here on the couch. I’m going to rub this fragrant oil into your back and make you feel better. I’m going to take care of you Roxanne. You’ll see. Just close your eyes and relax.”

I positioned her face down on the couch and sat on the back of her legs. I kneaded the muscles of her back with the oil.

“Oh, it feels so good Veronica. It smells good too…”

For the first time in a week, I didn’t feel like a sub. Just as the men have done to me, I was now taking advantage of the beautiful vulnerable creature underneath me. I realized I enjoyed being the one in control. Now I knew what a pleasure Dane must feel when he tops me in the Pleasure Room, my cuffed wrists chained to the wall, my ass arched for his convenience over the foam wedge. It felt good to be the assertive one for a change and get what it is I wanted, though I did like giving in to my Dom as well. It aroused me to know Dane must be in an office in the club somewhere, watching, listening and filming my seduction scene of Roxanne. Was he making a naughty movie for us to watch together? 

“You’re very pretty Ms. Dubois. Do you know that?”

“Thank you. You give a marvelous massage. You’re very talented with your hands…”

“Tell her not to be afraid…” the Dane said.

“Now don’t be afraid my sweet, I’m going to rub away the pain that bad man caused you...”

I rubbed my oiled hands under her panties and between the cleavage of her cheeks. I used the palm of my hand to gently rub the oil over her opening.

“No one has ever… touched me there,” Roxanne said.

“How does it feel to be rubbed in such a sensitive spot?” I asked.

“It feels… nice…”

I turned her around on her back and rubbed her breasts with the oil. Her skin was shimmering in the light.

“You’re… touching my breasts…”

“I know. Look me in the eyes Roxanne. Don’t worry. It’s just part of the massage…”

I rubbed my oiled thumbs and index fingers over her nipples, making them erect for me. She breathed in and stared at me.

“Why did you come for the interview Roxanne?”

“It was a big mistake. I thought it was just a topless bar and I could apply to be a waitress but then, before I knew what was happening, I was being handcuffed and spanked by that horrible man.”

“You poor thing.”

I began to slide my hands down her body to her inner thighs. I slipped her panties down her legs.

“Wait. What are you doing?”

“Just making you more comfortable.”

I spread her thighs and ran my tongue over the open wet lips of her vagina.

“Oh my God. What are you doing? Stop it. No…”

Ms. Dubois started to wiggle under my arms. I pressed her thighs into the couch to hold her still and continued to lick her moist labia, flicking my tongue over her clitoris. I enjoyed the feeling and taste of my tongue on her wetness and how aroused it made Ms. Dubois to be kissed and suckled upon in her most private spot.

“Very good, Veronica. Now tell her that you’re being watched by hidden cameras. Tell her if she stops struggling and pretends to let you make love to her, you’ll help her escape,” Dane said.

I whispered in Roxanne’s ear what Dane told me to tell her, word for word. Roxanne looked at me, nodded and stopped wiggling underneath me. She seemed to agree to the plan rather easily. Was she also a part of the scenario Dane has seemingly set up for our amusement?

“OK. Inside the top drawer on the other side of the couch there is a strap-on penis. Attach it to your waist and make love to the sweet Ms. Dubois, Veronica. Have fun,” Dane said.

I reached behind me, opened the drawer and attached the strap-on penis around my waist. I looked down at Roxanne and slipped the penis easily inside the unfurled slick lips of her sex.

“Oh my God, what are you doing now?”

“Just lay still, honey. They’re watching,” I whispered.

It was the most amazing feeling, entering Roxanne and taking her. Slipping in and out of her, I felt like I was a boat riding the surface of the breaking waves. Roxanne had closed her eyelids, tilted her head back and parted her lips as I rhythmically rocked and swiveled my hips into her. Roxanne moaned and I felt her pelvis tremble beneath me. After her breathing calmed, she opened her eyes and I pulled out of her. I leaned over her and kissed her tenderly. She looked innocently up into my eyes.

“The key to the door is in the drawer honey. Unless you’d like to take her a second time, you may let our prisoner go, if you’d like. Her dress and shoes are right outside the room,” Dane whispered.

I put my index finger up to my lips.

“Shhh,” I whispered.

I retrieved the master key, stealthily opened the door and brought Roxanne her dress and shoes. She slipped back into her clothes. I held her hand and walked with her to the doorway and stopped.

“Aren’t you coming too, Veronica?”

“I wish I could,” I replied, looking down.

“Come on. We’ll escape together!” she said.

“No. I’m a prisoner here. I’ll never be able to leave here now. But you can escape, Roxanne! Run! While you still have the chance! Run, Roxanne!”

Roxanne turned to me and gave me a kiss.

“Thank you for rescuing me,” she said.

“Go and remember me!” I said

“I will!”

I watched Roxanne run down the hallway and heard the front door slam on her way out.

“Perfect, Veronica. Perfect. Now walk down to the end of the corridor, through the double doors and enter the first door on your right,” Dane instructed.

I found the door easily and opened it. I could see two men seated in front of several television screens and computers. In the light shining from the console panel, I saw a well-dressed older gentleman stand up and approach me. He greeted me in the center of the darkened room.

“Let me introduce myself to you, Ms. Wells. I am Vincent Grey…”

“It’s a pleasure to meet you, Sir.”

Mr. Grey turned back to Dane, silhouetted by the light from the screens.

“You are right, Dane. Veronica is even more enchanting in person than on film. And you needn’t talk to me so formally, Ms. Wells. I want you to be an equal partner with me in the endeavor. This establishment I own is the first of its kind in the US, with five other clubs exactly like it opening over the next twelve months in Las Vegas, LA, New York, Chicago and Miami. Come on in and sit down. Let’s talk about this,” Mr. Grey said.

Mr. Grey escorted me across the shadowy room and Dane greeted me with a kiss.

“You were magnificent, Veronica. We captured every second of it on high definition cameras, from four different angles. These large hoops look so sexy dangling from the tips of your breasts.”

“Thank you, My Lord. I’m glad that my performance pleased you.”

Both men sat back down. I kneeled down beside my Dom, with my eyes cast lower.

“You may make eye contact with Mr. Grey, sub.”

“Thank you, My Lord. I’ll do so.”

I looked up at Mr. Grey. He was an exceedingly handsome older man with a full head of black hair, distinguished silver sideburns and a pleasant face. He held a small slip of paper in his hand.

“I haven’t named my club, so there is no signage out front for the grand opening on Friday. I was going to call it the D.O.M. Club, but I think I’ve changed my mind. On the table behind me is a contract my lawyer has written for you, Veronica, to appear as the headline performer at the club here in Tucson for the next two months. You would then travel with us to open up the other five clubs across America, over the next year. In my hand I’m holding a check I’ve written out to you in the amount of $500,000. I want you to be my star and open up these six establishments nationwide, and I intend to call each one, Club Veronica…”

“This is the job opportunity I told you about, honey,” Dane said in an excited voice.

I couldn’t believe it. $500,000? I shook my head once, blinked and wondered if I heard him correctly. 

“Go ahead, honey. Take the check. It’s made out to you,” Dane said.

Mr. Grey placed the check in my hand.

“I don’t know what to say. $500,000? It’s too generous, Mr. Grey,” I said.

“After seeing the video of you Dane shot in my home Sunday night, as well as what just happened here, I am convinced you are worth every penny and more. With the selling of future videos which you will star in as well as tips from private sessions in your Pleasure Room here as well as in the other clubs across the country, I’m quite sure you will easily clear well over a million dollars a year. The contract is of course renewable, depending on the success of our business. After one year, you will be able to discontinue your relationship with Club Veronica, if you choose to become a nurse, which Dane has mentioned is an interest of yours. But now, with the money saved up, you’ll have the financial freedom to completely focus on your studies. If you like the job, your contract will be automatically renewed with a 10% annual pay increase built in. If all goes according to plan, by the second year of operation, I will plan a worldwide expansion, if we are profitable in the U.S. If the business fails, even after a few months, you are guaranteed the full payment of the $500,000.”

I shook my head, not believing what I was hearing.

“Is this actually happening?” I asked. 

“Of course,” Dane said. 

“You can read the contract or have a lawyer of your choosing go through it,” Mr. Grey said, “but essentially this is what your job would entail here at Club Veronica. The doors would open, Thursday-Sunday at 7PM. and the evening’s entertainment would begin at 8. After purchasing drinks, the guests would go into the theater you peeked into when you arrived this evening. There is room for 200 guests and the opening weekend has sold out in advance to the BDSM community in Tucson alone. You will be on stage enacting a scenario which Dane will arrange for you that will last thirty minutes. After the performance, you will have a thirty minute break, where you will retire to your plushly decorated private room. From 9PM until 12PM, you will give private shows for six selected clients who will each pay a premium to have the chance to be alone with you for thirty minute intervals. Each client will be made aware of the hard limits established in your contract with Dane and know they will lose their membership privileges at Club Veronica if they even once go beyond those limits with you.”

“There will be security cameras all over your room and I will be watching every move of each guest to ensure your safety, Veronica. I will station myself in the adjoining room, watching and listening. I will be able to protect you from any harm in a matter of seconds, if anything happens,” Dane added.

“You will fulfill their fantasies, man or woman, whatever it is, during this half hour. The private shows at this point will be limited to two persons alone with you at one time. You will be able to interact with your client base through Twitter, Facebook and email through our company website. I will have my tech support guy put it together for you ASAP. Your email address will be vwells@clubveronica.com. You will be in complete control of the private sessions that go on in your room. Whatever happens or does not happen will be up to you. If you are asked to do something that you are uncomfortable with, the session will be discontinued or renegotiated by management with the client. All clients visiting you in your room will submit medical proof that they do not have any sexually transmitted diseases. Condoms will always be used by the guests, unless you decide otherwise. If seeing six guests per night becomes too burdensome for you, we can negotiate reducing the hours of your private performances to four per night. After this opening weekend, we should be better able to gauge your capacity of how many guests you can reasonably entertain. You will be off Mondays, Tuesdays and Wednesdays. Dane tells me you are very committed to your hostess position at Hooters and you might have a hard time leaving it. You may continue to work there on your days off from the club, but I don’t recommend it. Your body will need some time to rest and by contract, you’ll be leaving Tucson in two months anyway to accompany Dane and me to Las Vegas where you will be opening our second Club Veronica,” Mr. Grey said.

“Vincent and I have discussed this at length and I have told him the situation with Richard Stone, the contract you signed with him and his unanswered proposal of marriage to you. He has ripped his contract with you in half, effectively ending your contractual obligation to him. We have discussed this matter with Mr. Grey’s lawyer. He told me, under most situations, your contract of services with Mr. Stone cannot be officially ended unless in writing, but by his ripping up the document, the end of your contract with him can be implied. I know it would be more professional to give Hooters a two week notice, but we need you all day here tomorrow, Veronica. The club will be decorated with large photographs of you in every room and on the walls of every corridor. I think it would probably be best for all parties concerned to resign from Hooters effective immediately and I’ll have your resignation letter hand delivered to Hooters first thing tomorrow morning, if you choose to accept the position here,” Dane said.

I looked at both men, breathed out and brushed my fingers through my hair. I didn’t like the idea of just quitting, without giving Richie time to replace me, and leaving him short-handed for tomorrow’s shift, but I didn’t see any other option. The Wednesday lunch shift is pretty slow usually and I’m sure one of the waitresses could cover for me pretty easily. I’m sure Richie would have no problem replacing me, since all the waitresses want the hostess position and I saw a stack of applications several inches high of girls who applied to work there. Thinking of Richie, our moment of intimacy seemed like a distant memory to me now, even though we had sexual intercourse only four days ago. Mr. Grey broke the silence in the room.

“I don’t mean to pressure you to decide, but I have searched for several weeks to find the right woman to be the headline performer of my clubs and I was actually about to delay the grand opening here in Tucson, which would’ve in turn set back the scheduled openings of my other five clubs, costing me close to a hundred thousand dollars at the very least. So I felt extremely fortunate when Dane was discharged from the military last Friday, came to interview for a job with me and told me all about you. You will be my star, Veronica. And I’m going to make you an exceedingly wealthy woman. You can take the contract home; talk it over with your Dom if you wish.”

I placed my two hands on Dane’s knees and looked up dutifully into his eyes.

“My Lord, may I ask, would it please you for me to accept this position?”

“I think it’s a great opportunity for you and yes, it would please me.”

“May I whisper something in your ear, Sire?”

“You may…”

I whispered my request in Dane’s ear and he nodded, agreeing to it right away.

“Mr. Grey, I will sign the contract right now, without reading it, under one condition, which my Dom has just agreed to.”

“What condition is that, Ms. Wells?”

“That my submissive/slave contract with Dane be amended to include co-ownership… with you, Sir… If it pleases you.”

“With me? But child, I’m well over twice your age.”

I stood up from my kneeling position beside Dane and sat down on the lap of Mr. Grey, put my arms around his neck and shoulders and kissed him tenderly with my tongue. He put his thick arms around me and held me securely against his chest. I breathed in and smelled his fragrant musky cologne.

“Mr. Grey, when I first saw you a minute ago, I felt a stirring within me, despite your age. Not since I met Dane have I felt such feeling. Despite your age, I think you’re an exceedingly handsome man. I love your thick black hair, your silver sideburns and your dark eyes. You may be older than me, but you look like a much younger man and I can’t help it if I find myself sexually attracted to you. I know it’s rather taboo, but I seem to be drawn to all sorts of things society disapproves of lately. If you’ll take me as your business partner in this endeavor, will you also allow me to serve you as your submissive?”

“Are you sure you don’t mind sharing Veronica with me, Dane? She’s quite a catch.”

“It would be my pleasure to share Ms. Wells with you, Vincent,” Dane said.

“Then I’d be honored to share you with Dane and act as your Dom, however I’m afraid I will only be able to see you just a few times a month due to my travel schedule.”

“Then we shall make the best of our short time together, Mr. Grey.”

“Alright then. Bring me the thick contract on the table behind me, submissive, and the pen next to it.”

“Yes, My Lord.”

I stood and picked up the stack of papers. It felt heavy in my hands.

“Kneel before me, place the contract on my lap and turn to the final page.”

I did as my new owner bid me to do.

“Are you sure you don’t wish to read the contract before signing it, Ms. Wells?”

“No, My Lord. I trust you completely.”

I smiled up at Mr. Grey, looked down and happily signed on the dotted line to be the headline performer of all six Club Veronica’s in the United States over the next year.

“Please bring me a blank sheet of paper and an envelope, if you have one handy, Sire.”

My two Doms looked over my shoulder as I composed my resignation letter to Richie. I knew it would be a difficult letter to write and I thought it best to get it over with while I had the courage.

Dear Richie,

With mixed emotion and deep regret I am handing in this letter of resignation to you. I apologize for not giving you a standard two weeks’ notice. I hope you will have no difficulties replacing me as the lunch shift hostess. I’ve enjoyed my time working at Hooters. Thank you for the opportunity.

I will remember with bittersweet fondness the intimate moments we shared. You are such an attractive man, Richie, and a passionate lover. I am sure you will make the right woman very happy as your wife. I’ve thought very seriously about your proposal of marriage. While extremely flattered that you would consider me to be a worthy wife to a good man such as you, I must decline your offer. It has nothing to do with how I feel about you. I still like you very much, more than just friends actually, but I don’t feel ready to make that kind of commitment and however unacceptable to society this may sound, I’m not sure I would be happy and fulfilled in a strictly monogamous relationship. And in the last week, not to be offensive in any way, but I’ve discovered I am also attracted to other women, which I don’t think I will be able to suppress any longer. I hope this explains why I can’t accept your proposal of marriage to me. 

Yours Truly, Veronica Wells

I folded the letter, placed it in the envelope, licked it closed and handed it to Dane. He said he’d make sure Richard Stone received the note first thing tomorrow morning. Mr. Grey handed me the check. I looked at in disbelief. If only my Father would call me to tell me where he was, I would buy him back our home if it was still on the market, in cash. I smiled, fantasizing going into the sweat lodge with Dad and then jumping into the cold pool he built. Then I remembered my Dom. I handed the check over to him, with a bowed head.

“Why are you handing me your check, Veronica?” Dane asked.

“I am your slave, My Lord, and thus am not allowed to have individual ownership of property. Everything I earn at Club Veronica is yours,” I said.

“While that is the case in a typical Master/Slave relationship, our arrangement, by contract, is entirely different. All the money you earn or possessions you have are completely yours to keep, Veronica. You are my slave in bed, but not in actual life.”

“You are far too generous with me, Master.”

“Come Veronica. I’d like to give you the grand tour of the club I’ve named in your honor,” Mr. Grey said.

Mr. Grey pressed a few buttons on one of his keyboards.

“The recent video has downloaded and will be projected onto the club’s walls,” Mr. Grey said.

“Stand up, my sweetling. In the contract, you are to appear completely nude as you walk through the club,” Dane said.

Mr. Grey watched as Dane removed my G-sting, so now I was completely naked in front of the two men, except for the slave girl rings hanging from my tits.

The men took me by the hand and escorted me out of their office and into the main hallway leading to the lobby of the theater. Projected against the walls in large flickering images were scenes from the training session Dane filmed during his birthday party on Sunday. Tied down to the spanking table, the camera showed a close-up of the ecstasy on my face as Dane slapped me with the wooden paddle. I saw the tender flesh on my ass turn from pale white to beet red.

“We will continue to collect images of your sexual experiences that will eventually be projected all across America. You’ll be quite famous, Ms. Wells,” Mr. Grey said.

“Do you like the club, Veronica?” Dane asked.

I nodded enthusiastically. A workman walked toward us and he gazed in awe at my body as we walked by.

“Soon the world will know what a sexually powerful and responsive woman you are,” Dane said.

We sat on a comfortable couch in the lobby and watched in amazement as scenes from the erotic video played. Projected against the large walls, I saw myself, blindfolded, giving oral sex, one after another, to James, Clint and Aiden, and then receiving cunnilingus from James’ wife, Wendy. With my wrists chained over my head against the wall, I saw Dane lubricate the tip of the thrusting rod and slip it inside me. I watched the artificial penis slide in and out of my pussy at an increasing rate of speed until I leaned back and released my nectar in several gushing bursts. Seeing it, I could hardly believe the amount of fluid that spurted out of me. Dane changed the plastic dildo at the tip of the thrusting rod to accommodate the smaller, narrower opening of my ass. I watched the artificial penis pump slowly in and out at first, and then penetrate in deeper with rapid thrusts. After watching me release in the video a second time, Dane and Mr. Grey placed their warm large hands on my inner thighs. I kissed Dane as he stroked the open folds of my sex with his two fingers. Then I turned to Mr. Grey and he kissed me hard on the lips as he fondled my breasts. When he came up for air, Mr. Grey spoke.

“Shall we finish the tour, Ms. Wells?”

“I’d like that, My Lord,” I said.

After showing me the interior of the Veronica Wells Theater with the proscenium stage and multileveled table seating, the gentlemen guided me by the arm down to the opposite end of the corridor to my private bedroom.

“This is the room where you’ll give private performances for our guests,” Mr. Grey said.

The men escorted me inside, shutting the door behind them. Mr. Grey showed me the large walk-in closet with a large collection of sexy costumes and lingerie outfits. I noticed Dane had already moved my sexy sheer clothing and new dresses into the closet. Intuitively, I suppose he knew I would accept the job offer from Mr. Grey. I saw my nursing textbooks placed neatly in rows on a small bookshelf in the corner, next to all my sexy high heel shoes, organized in racks. My nursing career would have to wait. I was about to start my career as a performer in Mr. Grey’s night clubs. So Club Veronica would be my home now, my new home…

In the middle of the room was a large four poster bed with a sheer curtain around it and light pink silk sheets inside. Against the left wall was an assortment of whips, paddles, handcuffs, silk ropes and blindfolds in easy reach and against the right wall was a screen playing the sexy videos of me. The walls opposite the bed were mirrored. There was a post in the middle of the room and a St. Andrew’s cross at the far corner of the room. On a bedside table was a full bowl of condoms and a remote for the CD player. I turned to the two men and kneeled to undress them.

“Since this is your first time with our sub, would you like to be alone with Veronica?” Dane asked Mr. Grey.

“Whatever Veronica chooses,” Mr. Grey replied.

“If it pleases your Lordships, I’d like to practice with two men at once, since I am rather inexperienced in that regard,” I said.

“As you wish, submissive,” Dane said.

I undressed each man completely, folding their clothes in neat piles side by side and then bent over to kiss the tops of their feet. As I kissed my way up their legs and thighs, I reached up and closed my hands around their two thick shafts. The final fear I harbored of making love to two men at once drifted pleasantly away. I knew if I was able to do it once, the idea of doing it again would no longer intimidate me. In fact, it came quite naturally to me to please both men. While stroking Dane’s shaft, I kissed the tender underside of Mr. Grey’s scrotum, sucking it into my mouth. Then I switched, kissing Dane and fondling Mr. Grey, as they ran their fingers through my hair and petted me. Mr. Grey pressed a button on a remote and a large screen dropped from the ceiling upon which the video of my sexual encounter with Roxanne played. After both men were properly aroused, Dane lifted me to my feet. He instructed me to sit down upon Mr. Grey’s body on the soft bed. As I watched the tip of my tongue separate the lips of Roxanne’s labium in the video, Mr. Grey’s long shaft slipped easily and deeply into the moist folds of my sex. 

I looked down from the screen and saw a pretty woman dressed in a light blue sexy French maid’s costume enter the room. She appeared to me as if in a dream, her long silky black hair cascading over her right shoulder, her red lips and her green cat-like eyes. 

As Mr. Grey continued to thrust himself in and out of me, I heard Dane’s voice.

“Ms. Wells, let me introduce your handmaiden to you, Sandrine. She’s been hired to clean your room and change the linen between your nightly appointments, provide for your meals as well as keep you company here if you request her presence. She is well aware of her job requirements and is quite eager to please you.” 

“Bonjour, Mademoiselle,” Sandrine said in a shy enchanting manner.

“Bonjour, Sandrine,” I said.

Reaching under Sandrine’s short skirt, Dane slipped her lacey panties down her legs and helped her onto the bed. Sandrine straddled Mr. Grey’s chest, opened her thighs wide and offered her cleanly shaved pussy to his lips. I embraced Sandrine’s body and rested my cheek on her back. I felt Dane rub a cooling gel into me from behind and felt his shaft slowly and gently penetrate my opening, slipping and sliding in and out, deeper and deeper, to complete my sexual pleasure. In unison, my two Doms increased their speed, pumping into both openings with abandon, as Sandrine tilted her pelvis and arched her back, forcing her sex deeper into Mr. Grey’s mouth. Pressed between my two Doms, I heard their deep-throated moans as they released their seed inside me at the same moment. I squeezed their shafts with my muscles inside, milking out the last drops of their semen. I breathed in and out deeply, feeling empowered by giving an orgasm to two men at once. Both men pulled out of me and helped Sandrine off the bed. Sandrine shimmied back into her panties and the two men dressed back into their fine pressed clothes. Sandrine smiled down at me, curtsied and left the room. Mr. Grey came over to the bed, bent over and tenderly kissed my forehead.

“Thank you, Veronica. That was magnificent,” Mr. Grey said.

“It was my pleasure, My Lord.”

After we were alone, Dane sat down next to me and held my hand.

“Are you OK, Veronica? Are you happy with the new job?”

I nodded and smiled.

“Are you happy with Sandrine? She is very pretty, isn’t she?”

“She is. I find her very attractive, Sire.”

“Are you hungry, my pet?”

“A little…”

“I’ll have Sandrine make you something to eat.”

“Thank you, My Lord. Will you be dining with me this evening?

“Unfortunately, no. I’ve asked Sandrine to feed you your meal and be your bedmate for this evening.”

“Do you have to leave again?”

“Yes. Vincent has asked me to fly with him to Las Vegas tonight to assist him in overseeing the construction of Club Veronica there. We’ll be gone until Thursday evening, but I will be back for opening weekend. Tomorrow you’ll meet with a photographer who will spend the day with you. As well as video projections, Vincent plans to decorate the walls with sexy photographs of you. So get some sleep and look your best for tomorrow.”

“I will, Sire.” 

“I need to catch a flight, my love. Will you think of me while I’m away?”

“Of course, My Lord. Every minute you’re gone, I’ll be thinking of you.”

“Part of me wants to keep you tied up here, forever, under lock and key. To make me feel better about leaving you alone with all the workmen here, I want to chain you to the bed and lock you in this room.”

“I am your submissive and your slave, My Lord. Do with me as you wish.”

“Lift your arms above your head, sub.”

Dane cuffed my wrists behind my head to the posts of the bed.

“It arouses me to be left chained to the bed by you, Sire. May I comfort you just once more before you leave?”

“You may…”

Dane removed his trousers and straddled my shoulders with his knees, placing the tip of his penis against my lips. I shut my eyes and he slipped his shaft deep into my throat and I suckled him.

“I love you, Veronica,” Dane said.

I opened my eyes, winked at him and sucked on my Dom as hard as I could. He let go of his inhibitions and thrust himself wildly into my mouth. Despite how it may have looked, it didn’t hurt me at all. I had no trouble giving my mouth over to Dane for his pleasure. The harder he thrust himself into my mouth, the better it felt. It didn’t take long for my Dom to groan out and come for a second time. Streams of his seminal fluid filled my mouth and slid down my throat as I swallowed. When his breathing returned to normal Dane pulled his trousers back up. He kissed me once more on the lips and on the tips of my breasts. 

“I love you, Veronica.”

“I love you too, Sire...”

He forced out a small smile for me, turned and walked out the door. I heard the key click in the door knob and I was locked in my bedchamber.

Later Sandrine came to my room and fed me my dinner. After eating, Sandrine released me from the handcuffs, disrobed and lay down next to me on the bed. I played through my mind the various sexual encounters on my first evening at the club, with the Dungeon Master, Roxanne Dubois, Sandrine, Mr. Grey and my Dom, Dane Smith. I put my hands around Sandrine’s breasts and pulled her close to me. I heard the lock turn in the door and I drifted off into a pleasant sleep…


Chapter Thirteen

When I awoke, I felt warm water from a soft sponge and a pair of hands…

When I awoke, I felt warm water from a sponge and a pair of hands fondling my exposed breasts. Even though I was awake, everything was dark, as if my eyes were covered by a blindfold. The hands felt nice touching me, squeezing my flesh. Except for the hands, it seemed like I was alone, floating in the midst of a vast ocean. 

A moment later I realized I was lying in bed with a large plastic object painfully shoved down my throat. I tried to remove the object, but my body wasn’t reacting the way I wanted it to. I rocked back and forth on the bed and thrashed my arms and legs around, but the same hands that had fondled my breasts were now pressing my arms down into some sort of restraint. I immediately liked the feeling of having my arms pinned tightly to the mattress. Under the restraint, I relaxed. The feeling of helplessness was sexually arousing to me. Now anyone who wanted could touch my breasts and there would be no way for me to resist. I wanted the hands to touch me again, to stroke my innermost flesh. I became wet thinking about it. I fell back into a deep sleep with the uncomfortable plastic object still shoved down my throat. 

I woke up to the feeling of warm water and my breasts being fondled again. It seemed like I’d been asleep for days, yet I still felt physically exhausted. Though completely awake, I still couldn’t open my eyes. I wished I could see who was touching me. The pair of hands patted my skin with a dry towel and covered my breasts with a light material. My wrist restraints were released and my body was turned to the side. The skin on my back was rubbed with a cool lotion. The hands drifted down to my hips, rubbing my most intimate place. They lingered there, touching and rubbing me. The small opening relaxed and the lips of my sex became moist again. Then I was turned onto my back and my arms were placed back into the restraints.

My eyelids felt heavy and I felt a dull ache in my head. With a great effort of will I slowly was able to open my eyes. The bright overhead lights in the room made me blink. Where was I? The hazy image of a man in a blue uniform came into focus. He was very attractive with piercing blue eyes, thick sandy hair and a pleasant smile. He looked very familiar to me.

“Veronica… you’re back!”

I wanted to say “Back from where?”, but the large uncomfortable object in my mouth prevented me from talking. The man leaned over as if he wanted to kiss me. He put a cool hand on my forehead and whispered in my ear so no one else could hear.

“I’m so happy you’re back, Veronica. It was touch and go there for a few hours after the accident, but now I know you’re going to pull through just fine.”

Accident?

“I’m going to squeeze your hand now. Blink your eyes once if you can feel me squeeze your hand.”

My sexy nurse squeezed my hand and I blinked. He pressed a button on the pager attached to his belt and smiled. 

“Do you remember me, Veronica? I sat across from you in a class, a little over two years ago. Do you remember when that big rattlesnake curled up near your car in the parking lot? I was the guy who came to your rescue and scared it away with a stick. I never introduced myself to you back then. I’m Dane Smith, Veronica. I’m the overnight nurse assigned to take care of you here.”

Dane Smith… So now I had a name to attach to the naughty hands that touched me in the middle of the night. 

“Do you remember the snake, Veronica?” he asked.

I did recall the snake, but remembered the incident much differently. I had gone for a walk in the desert, gotten lost, and suddenly found myself surrounded by two large rattlesnakes. I was terrified. Then Dane appeared on a hill and used his pistol to kill both snakes, rather than scaring them away. But I did clearly remember it was Dane who had come to my rescue. I blinked again and he smiled.

“You do remember!” he whispered in a quiet but excited voice. “When you didn’t show up for the next semester at Pima Medical Institute, I asked the secretary if she had any idea what happened to you and she said you took a leave of absence from the nursing program. I was so mad at myself for not talking to you when I had the chance or getting your number. I thought I’d never see you again. I couldn’t believe it when you showed up as a patient here after your accident.”

I was a nursing student at Pima? I remembered seeing those commercials advertising the school on late night TV. Yes, I did remember going there for at least a semester before I ran out of money. As I was trying to make sense of things, a phone rang.

“Excuse me, Veronica, I have to answer that. I just paged the Doctor on call,” he said.

I watched Dane walk a few steps over to a nurse’s station to answer the phone. He was only a few feet away and I could hear everything he said.

“Hi, Dr. Franklin. Sorry to wake you. Thanks for returning my page. I’m Dane Smith the overnight nurse in ICU assigned to Veronica Wells, the coma patient who was admitted around seventy two hours ago… I’ve got some great news. She just opened her eyes. Yes! Just a few minutes ago. Yes, she’s responding to my voice and touch. She’s a little uncomfortable. Can I remove the two-point restraint? No, she’s calm and coherent. She won’t pull out a line. Great, thanks. I’ll keep an eye on her. I’ve been titrating her off the fentanyl and versed drip. Yes, she’s making eye contact with me. Yes, Dr. Franklin, she’s over-breathing the ventilator. It was set at twelve and the machine’s recording sixteen breaths a minute. No, she’s had no seizures since being admitted into the ER. Yes, Doctor, I’ll watch over her closely. I’ll let you know if anything changes.”

As Dane talked on the phone, an erotic dream I had been having flashed through my mind in absolutely vivid detail. I was at my job, waiting tables at Hooters, and a man who looked exactly like Dane sat down in my station. He was handsome, dressed in a military uniform and we did some extremely naughty things together… 

My sexy night nurse finished his phone call and came back to my bedside. He released the restraints from my arms, looked down at me and smiled.

“I’m sorry we had to tie up your arms, Veronica. We were afraid you might pull out one of your tubes.”

I wished I could’ve told him I didn’t mind being tied up. I actually kind of liked it. 

“Dr. Grey will be here with the critical care team to evaluate your condition in the morning.”

Dr. Grey?

“I know you’re uncomfortable. I’m sure the Attending Physician will give the order to have the respiratory therapist remove your ventilator. I’m pretty sure, after some further tests, you’ll be discharged soon, maybe even tomorrow. Do you want me tell you what happened to you, Veronica?”

I managed to move my head slightly, despite all the tubes.

“You were admitted at University of Arizona Medical Center with a concussion after a bad car accident on Speedway about three days ago. After you had a seizure the ER team intubated you and gave you some drugs that knocked you out in order to protect you from further seizures. You’re completely out of danger now though. By the way your clothes got ripped in your car accident, so I took the liberty to buy you a new cute dress. I think you’ll look really pretty in it. It’s hanging in the closet.”

A new cute dress. What a nice and thoughtful man. Under the plastic mask, I smiled.

“I’m so happy to see you again, Veronica.”

As he continued to speak, his soothing voice started to fade and I nodded off to sleep. When I woke up later, Dane was gone. My eyelids were very heavy and closed. I remembered more of my sexy dream: becoming Dane’s submissive, signing a contract just like in the dirty books I read, engaging in oral and anal sex, being given away as a sexual toy to Dane’s friends… 

A voice in the room spoke.

“CBC, chem panel, CT scan, UA/Utox, chest X-ray, all came back negative. The overnight nurse said the patient was awake and responsive during his shift, over-breathing the ventilator. Look, she’s waking up.”

When I opened my eyes I was surrounded by men. I read the names off their white uniforms: Drs. Grey, James, Clint and Aiden. The men looked very attractive to me in the sheen of the fluorescent lights, tall and handsome in their clean, starched coats. I began to have sexual thoughts about them as they examined me and discussed my case. 

An attractive older physician with thick black hair and silver sideburns approached me and took my hand.

“Ms. Wells, welcome back. I’m Dr. Grey, the Attending Physician here. Can you hear me?”

I nodded.

Dr. Grey tapped my leg and pinched my skin slightly.

“Can you feel this, Ms. Wells?”

I nodded again. You can pinch me harder if you want, Doctor.

“Let’s put the order in for the Respiratory Therapist to extubate her. Check her again in an hour. If she’s OK, have the nurses disconnect the catheter and feeding tubes.”

Dr. Grey smiled down upon me.

“You’ve had a bump on the head and a concussion, but you’re recovering just fine now, Ms. Wells. Tomorrow morning I’ll reevaluate your progress. If you’re feeling better and drinking fluids on your own, I’m sure you’ll be ready to be discharged. OK?”

I nodded again and the doctors left the room. A few minutes later a physician pulled the awful plastic tubing out of my throat. Although I felt sore, I was much more comfortable. Later, two very pretty nurses came into the room, who introduced themselves as Roxanne and Wendy. They helped me sit up in bed and got me to drink water from a straw. They removed the feeding tubes and the catheter. They got me out of bed, helped me to use the restroom and then helped me back into bed. I was able to sit up and I drank some more water as the two nurses freshened me up with a wet cloth and brushed my hair. I know they were just doing their job, but I discovered I liked how the two nurses touched my body in bed. Despite my embarrassment, I realized I was sexually attracted to them. I couldn’t deny I enjoyed the company of these two women. I fell asleep and had an erotic dream about the women.

Richie, the restaurant manager from my job, came to visit me later in the day. He greeted me quite warmly and was very happy I had finally woken up from my concussion. He sat with me for about an hour and we talked. He said when I didn’t show up for our date Saturday night, he suspected something was wrong and found out about my car accident. He told me his love for me had grown stronger after I got hurt and now he was even more convinced we were meant to be together. The promotion to District Manager of the Hooters restaurant chain had gone through which included a nice bump in his salary. He took my hand and looked down at me with love in his eyes

“Now that you’re feeling better, Veronica, have you thought any more about my proposal? I certainly don’t want to pressure you about it. I just want to be able to start our relationship, be intimate with each other and plan our future together. I’m so attracted to you, Veronica. I’ve wanted to be with you for so long. I don’t think I can wait a moment longer. As soon as you’re discharged, I want you to come home with me so I can take care of you. Your car was totaled in the accident, so I’m going to pick you up, the minute they release you from the hospital. Would you like that, Veronica? Would you like to move in with me?” 

I remembered Richie and I had been dating for several months and we were an item at Hooters, but outside of a little heavy petting, I don’t remember us having sex together. I told Richie I liked him, but I wanted to take it slowly and discuss our future after we’ve been together longer. Though he looked a little disappointed, he nodded his head in agreement. I wondered if he’d still want me to be his wife if I shared all the dirty sexual fantasies I had been having. I told him I had a bit of a headache so I could rest. He gave me another chaste kiss me the cheek and left. I shut my eyes and took a short nap.

When I woke up, I didn’t remember my dreams. I lay in the hospital bed, contemplating my future. Should I marry Richie and raise his children? Or should I run in the other direction and offer my services to one of those strip clubs on the edge of town and learn to be a pole dancer? Should I quit my job and go back to Pima Medical Institute and finish my nursing training? Or should I keep my job, save up some money and date Richie for a while longer to see if we were in fact compatible? Then I suddenly remembered the exact events which led up to my car accident, in detail.

The morning after Richie’s marriage proposal I drove aimlessly up and down Speedway, stopping off at a burrito stand for lunch. I drove some more and decided to stop and explore this little obscure strip mall I had passed by a million times. I went into a curious little shop called Zalia’s. It looked like they sold drug paraphernalia and did tattoos. There was no one else in the shop when I got there and I browsed through the merchandise. I saw some sexy body jewelry in a display case that caught my eye. On the wall I noticed photographs of various women’s piercings. In one particular picture, a very feminine woman stood with the fingers of her right hand touching the top of her right shoulder, her long hair swept over her left shoulder. Her eyes were cast downward, her breasts and torso exposed. It was as if she was embarrassed to be photographed topless and couldn’t look into the lens of the camera. Her nipples were pierced and two large hoop rings dangled off the tips of her breasts. I found the picture extremely sexy and I suddenly knew I wanted to have my nipples pierced to look exactly like that woman.

I felt the presence of someone standing next to me, watching me as I stared at the picture. She said her name was Zalia, the shop’s owner. She had short hair and a willowy, slender body. She wore a scoop-necked shirt without a bra which showed off the tropical floral tattoo that covered her upper chest. She asked me what my name was and I introduced myself to her. I asked her if she could give me a piercing like the one in the picture. She said sure. I asked her if it would hurt and she said yes, but she would attempt to limit the amount of pain. She had piercings in her eyelid, her nose, her tongue and other places covered by her clothes, she said. You get used to the pain, she told me. She told me my nipples and breasts may be sore for two to three months afterward. The pain of the procedure both frightened and attracted me.

Zalia locked the front door, took me into a back room and sat me down on a comfortable couch. Without asking me, she untied the halter top at the back of my neck and exposed my breasts. She cupped my boobs in the palms of her hands and rubbed my nipples between her thumbs and index fingers. My nipples immediately responded to her touch, becoming more erect than I had ever seen them before, extending a full inch off of the tips of my swollen areoles. Zalia took liberty with my large nipples, sucking them into her mouth, swelling my sensitive flesh even further. I didn’t walk out of her shop or even stop her from kissing me.

“You have very pretty breasts, Veronica.”

“Thank you,” I said, nervous about being touched and kissed so intimately for the first time by another woman.

Zalia had set out the piercing equipment on a tray. She dipped a toothpick in a black ink and made a mark that tickled me half way up my nipple. Zalia firmly squeezed my left nipple in the fingers of her left hand and guided the piercing needle toward the black mark on my nipple with her right hand.

“Are you ready, Veronica?”

“I’m scared,” I confessed.

Zalia gave me a light kiss on my lips. I felt a growing wetness between my thighs and my heart was beating fast. I looked her in the eyes and kissed her back, licking her lips once with my tongue. Zalia smiled, put down the needle and laid me down on the couch. I let her remove my skirt and panties. Holding both nipples tightly between her fingers, I felt Zalia’s tongue sweep over and through the open lips of my vagina. For several minutes Zalia licked and sucked on the nub of my clitoris, pressing my body down on the couch. She made me so wet I trembled inside, my muscles quivering against her mouth. Ashamed by responding sexually to another woman, I stood up off the couch and dressed quickly. Zalia leaned back onto her couch, smiling, her mouth and cheeks damp from the moisture of my body.

“Where are you going, honey?” she asked.

“I’m sorry, I have an appointment,” I said.

“Do you still want to get the piercing?”

“I think I changed my mind. I’m sorry if I wasted your time, Zalia.”

“Don’t be sorry, honey. You didn’t waste my time at all.”

“I’ll come back again and buy some jewelry when I have more time, OK?”

“You’re welcome here any time, day or night, Veronica.”

She opened the door for me and I left. I couldn’t believe what had just happened to me. I actually had a sexual encounter with a woman. I wondered what Richie would think of his future wife now? I decided to go for a hike in Sabino Canyon for the afternoon to clear my head and think things over and then I returned to my apartment to get ready for my date with Richie. I took a shower, thinking about how nice it felt to be kissed by Zalia. I put on a cute summer dress, brushed out my hair and put on my make-up. I had just enough time to make it to my date with Richie, but I still had no idea what I was going to do about his proposal. The last thing I remembered was being in my car, making a turn at a light onto Speedway and merging into traffic. And then everything went to black.

What was I going to do now? Richie was offering me a nice life and I really was quite fond of him, but what about these sexual fantasies I was having and the actual sexual experience I had with Zalia before my accident? Something had awakened in me which I couldn’t deny. And what should I do about my attraction to Dane? I loved the way he fondled my breast in the night.

When Dane came into my room later that evening, I pretended to be asleep. He gave me a sponge bath. I felt Dane gently lift up by arms and wash under them. Then he untied the front of my hospital gown and exposed my breasts. He swept the soft damp cloth over them and spoke to me.

“One of the nurses said you had a boyfriend who’s been visiting you. I’m not surprised. You’re so pretty, Veronica. I suppose it’s too late for me, after all this time. I suppose he’ll probably be picking you up tomorrow morning to take you home.”

Dane brushed the cloth down my torso. I let my thighs open at his touch. 

“Veronica? Are you awake?”

“Do you fondle the breasts and rub lotion on the ass of all your patients, Mr. Smith?” I asked in a flirtatious voice.

I knew I had embarrassed him and he took the wet cloth away from my body. 

“No… I… uhh… as your nurse… I was just trying to keep you clean, to make sure there’s no pressure sores on your skin.”

“For a professional nurse, you sure spent a great deal of time on my tits and ass…”

“I’m… sorry. I didn’t mean to…”

“I’m just kidding, Dane. I like it when you touch me. In a way, I think it was you who helped me to wake up from the coma. You brought me back to life, Dane.”

I smiled and gestured for him to come toward me, so I could whisper in his ears. He stepped closer and leaned over me.

“I’ve been having such sexy dreams while I was asleep, Mr. Smith,” I told him.

“That sometimes does occur, Veronica, after a head trauma such as yours,” he said.

I had the overwhelming urge to tease this man, after all the indecent dreams and fantasies I had about him. Though I was a little sleepy and coming off my pain medication, this time I was fully alert and awake, ready to make my dreams a reality.

“Shut the curtain around my bed,” I asked Dane in a soft voice.

“Would you like some privacy?”

I nodded my head yes.

“Do you need some time alone?” he asked with a frown.

Staring him deep in the eyes I slowly shook my head no.

“I want some time alone… with you.”

“OK,” Dane said, pulling the curtain closed.

“There’s something I want you to do for me, Dane,” I whispered.

“Of course. What would you like, Veronica? I’ll do anything for you.”

“It’s something we should’ve done a long time ago.”

I gazed deeper into his eyes, arched my back and opened my lips. Dane leaned over and met my lips, kissing me very tenderly. I guided his hand, placing it directly over my sex. He rested it there for a long moment over my wet panties. I pressed down with his fingertips on the thin cotton material so he could feel how aroused I was for him.

“Veronica…” Dane whispered.

I took Dane’s other hand holding the sponge and slid it back up my torso and over the mounds of my breasts. I squeezed his fingers over my areoles and nipples and water trickled out of the cloth, the droplets tickling my ribs on their way down across my body. I held his hand against me and he gripped my breasts firmly through the cloth.

“You know, I felt you touch me when I was unconscious, Dane. I felt you touching my breasts, squeezing and fondling them at night. The first thing I felt when I woke up was your nice hands all over my breasts. Did you like touching them, Dane?”

“God, yes… I know I shouldn’t have, as your nurse, but I couldn’t resist.”

“Do you normally touch your female patient’s breasts when you bathe them?

“Yes, but it’s not normally so…”

“Not normally so what, Dane?”

“So… sexual.”

“But it is with me. Is that what you’re trying to say?”

“Yes.”

“Did it make you aroused, to fondle my breast while I was asleep?”

“I’m sorry. I knew it was wrong. I really shouldn’t have…”

“Were their cameras filming us so everyone could see?”

“No, I… dimmed the lights when I… bathed you.”

Out of propriety, Dane tried to withdraw his hands from my body but I didn’t let his hands go, squeezing his palm around my areolas.

“Don’t be sorry. Don’t move away. Can’t you see how much I like it, Dane? Perhaps I should show you.”

I pushed aside the elastic of my panties and guided two of his fingers into the moist unfurled folds of my sex.

“Oh my God, Veronica, you’re so wet…” he whispered.

“I’m wet for you, Dane. Why didn’t you talk to me at school?”

“I guess I was shy and you’re so pretty.”

“You don’t have to be shy with me, Dane. Do you like my body?”

“Yes…”

“You’ve kept my breasts very clean since I’ve been here.”

“They’re the most beautiful breasts I’ve ever seen.”

“You like my breasts, Dane?”

“I love them, Veronica. I think about them all day long. I can’t get them out of my mind…”

He leaned over to kiss me again and I licked his lips with my tongue.

“I know you like them, Dane. In my dreams, since my accident, I’ve been having fantasies about you.”

“Really? What kind of fantasies?” 

“In my dreams, I actually want to become your submissive, Dane, your sexual slave… How does that sound? Would you like that?”

Dane eyes lit up as he looked at me, his lips slightly parted, the edges curled into the beginnings of a smile.

“You know, I’m at your mercy here, Dane. If you’d like, I’ll remove my panties for you and you can have your way with me. You can put the restraints back on my wrists if you want, I promise I won’t fight back, or tell anyone. I’ll do anything for you, Dane. Just tell me what you want me to do and I’ll do it for you. What would you like me to do for you?”

Dane stared at me intensely and seemed mesmerized by the movement of my lips.

“Would you… touch yourself for me, while I watch?”

I smiled, removed my panties, opened my thighs wide and touched myself.

“Mmmm,” he softly moaned while watching me rub my clitoris with my fingertips.

I could see his erection grow into a nice bulge under his loose light blue nurse’s uniform.

I shut my eyes and began to stroke myself more swiftly and deeply when a phone at the nurse’s station began to ring very loudly. Dane stared down at me with open lips as the phone continued to ring. He breathed out, frowned and brushed a strand of hair away from my eyes. Then Dane opened the curtain, closed it and went out to answer the phone. I heard him talking on the phone for what seemed like a long time. I tried to wait for him, but by the time he came back to my bed I had fallen asleep. 

I had my third erotic dream during my last night in the hospital.

Dane took me in a limousine to the opening night of the club I was hired to perform in. When we pulled up to the front, I saw a large electronic sign of a flower opening and shutting its petals, like the kind of eye-catching signs you would see on the Las Vegas Strip. Above the sign I was surprised to see bright lights illuminating the entrance with the name, “Club Veronica” written in French script. I felt honored to have the night club named after me. When I went up the red carpeted stairs, the crowd on either side of me stared. I realized Dane had dressed me in two blue jewels that dangled from the tips of my bare breasts and two matching teardrop pendants hanging from gold rings that were attached to my labium. I wore a leather collar and clear high heels to complete my outfit. As I entered, the club was packed with bodies. There were video projections on every wall of the footage Dane had shot of me pleasuring his friends and being kissed and fondled by two attractive women. After a thirty minute performance on the stage where I was brought to multiple gushing orgasms by the thrusting rod of a coitus machine, Dane walked me to a room in the back of the club, unlocked a door and let me in. There were several men already waiting in a line outside the door. Dane and I sat on the large bed in the middle of the room. Several sex toys and bondage equipment were scattered about the room. Dane placed a soft blindfold over my eyes and whispered into my ear.

“This is your new home, Veronica. Are you ready to entertain your first guest?”

“I am, My Lord.”

“I’ll be watching over you and protecting you, submissive.”

“I put my trust in you, Sire.”

I heard Dane walk out and shut and lock the door. My first guest for the evening entered.

I woke up in my hospital bed, touching myself. I looked for Dane, but it was already morning and his shift must have ended. The critical care team visited me while I was eating breakfast and the handsome Dr. Grey signed my discharge papers. Some of the other young physicians came by to wish me well. I could tell they were attracted to me by their awkward demeanor.

One of the nurses helped me put on the sexy new dress Dane bought for me. Every time the nurse touched my bare skin I felt a heightened sensuality, a tingling throughout my body. I looked into the mirror and I could see the contours of my body through the light silky material. The dress was revealing, but classy. I liked Dane’s taste in clothes. Perhaps I would let him dress me from now on.

Richie soon arrived, gave me a kiss on the cheek and wheeled me out of the hospital. The monsoon season had begun and there was a dramatic downpour outside, the raindrops falling fast and hard like bullets from the sky. Richie helped me out of the wheelchair and guided me to the curb where his car was waiting. I got in, already soaked from the rain. I looked out the window and saw Dane standing in the midst of the shower in front of the hospital entrance, holding up his hand and waving goodbye to me. Just as Richie started the car, I opened the passenger door and got out.

“Veronica, where are you going? It’s pouring out. Did you forget something?”

“I’m sorry, Richie. I can’t go with you. Here…”

I handed Richie my letter of resignation from Hooters.

Dear Richie,

With mixed emotion and deep regret I am handing in this letter of resignation to you. I apologize for not giving you a standard two weeks’ notice. I hope you will have no difficulties replacing me as the lunch shift hostess. I’ve enjoyed my time working at Hooters. Thank you for the opportunity.

I will remember with bittersweet fondness the intimate moments we shared. You are such an attractive man Richie and a passionate lover. I am sure you will make the right woman very happy as your wife. I’ve thought very seriously about your proposal of marriage. While extremely flattered that you would consider me to be a worthy wife to a good man such as you, I must decline your offer. It has nothing to do with how I feel about you. I still like you very much, more than just friends actually, but I don’t feel ready to make that kind of commitment and however unacceptable to society this may sound, I’m not sure I would be happy and fulfilled in a strictly monogamous relationship. And in the last week, not to be offensive in any way, but I’ve discovered I am also attracted to other women, which I don’t think I will be able to suppress any longer. I hope this explains why I can’t accept your proposal of marriage to me. 

Yours Truly, Veronica Wells

“What? You’re quitting? What about our relationship? Our marriage plans?” Richie asked.

“I’m sorry, Richie. There’s really nothing else for me to say.”

I turned away and heard his voice shout out over the sound of the pouring rain.

“Wait! Veronica! Get back in the car! What about our life together? Let’s talk about this!”

Through the downpour, I walked into the arms of Dane. He smiled and squeezed me tightly.

“Veronica!”

I heard Richie’s voice trail off as I walked arm and arm to Dane’s car. We got in and drove to the nearest bridge overlooking a wash. We got out and watched the empty bed of sand fill with a stream of swiftly moving water. Soon the sun came out and the rain abruptly stopped. Dane looked down at my body. The soaked material of the dress clung to my breasts and exposed my nipples. He kissed me tenderly in the sunshine. He told me how pretty I looked in the dress he bought for me. We kissed again and then Dane drove me home.

On the way I asked Dane to stop off in front of the Zalia’s shop and we went in together. Zalia was glad to see me again and I told her about my terrible accident last week on Speedway. Zalia gave me a warm hug and told me she was glad I wasn’t more seriously hurt. We browsed the shop and Dane bought me some sexy nipple and clit jewelry that I told him I liked. When it was time to go Zalia kissed me rather intimately in front of Dane when  I promised I would come back to see her soon. Dane watched me return Zalia’s rather intimate kiss. 

In the car I told Dane I wanted to start out our relationship by being completely honest, so I confessed to having a sexual encounter with the pretty girl in the shop on the day of my accident. Dane said he could sense a strong connection between us. He didn’t seem threatened or upset by the news, as I’m sure Richie would have been. When I asked Dane if he was OK about my attraction to other women, he told me it would be OK with him, as long as I was always honest about it and if he could be in the room to watch. I smiled and agreed to the plan, relieved to have finally found someone who was just as kinky as I was!

“I really like that you’re so open-minded, Dane,” I said.

When we parked on my gravel front yard and walked up the steps of my porch, Dane totally freaked out.

“What the fuck is up with these spiders!”

There had been a nest of spiders living right near my front door in the top corner of my porch awning for a long time. They’re pretty common in Tucson and I’ve gotten used to it. I left them alone and they never bothered me. I guess they’d grown in number since the last time I really looked.

“You mean the Black Widows?”

“Black Widows? They’re Black Widows? Shit!” 

The flirtatious words just spilled out of my mouth.

“Now why would a big strong man like you be so afraid of a few little harmless spiders?”

I tapped Dane’s lips lightly with the tip of my index finger a few times as I said the teasing words. His lips felt soft and moist and I suddenly wanted to feel them all over my body. After teasing and touching him so provocatively, I suppose I deserved everything that would be coming to me later that night. 

“A few? There are hundreds of them! And harmless? Their bite is poisonous!”

“Yeah, I know.”

“Have any gotten into your house?”

“I saw a couple on the windowsill and killed them with the back of my shoe. I’ve been trying to get rid of them. I read that American Indians would give spiders an offering of tobacco and ask them politely to leave and go make their home somewhere else.”

“Uh-huh. And did you try that?”

“Yes.”

“I don’t think the spiders were listening…”

Dane took my hand and marched me over to the cars. He drove me in his car, without asking, to the nearest Circle K. He ran inside to buy something and came back out a minute later.

“What did you buy?”

“You’ll see.”

Back on my porch, Dane whipped out the bottle of bug spray.

“Raid. Spiders are like terrorists, Veronica. And you don’t negotiate with terrorists.”

Dane sprayed the whole can of Raid all over the nest and the spiders went into a frenzy, trying to escape, falling to their death off their webs. By the time the can was empty, he had soaked every last spider with a coating of toxins. Though I felt bad for the spiders, I was a little relieved they were gone.

“Thank you. That’s better, actually.”

“Can I wash my hands in your apartment? I got some of this shit on me. It’s burning my skin.”

“Of course.”

What else could I say? I invited Dane into my house, into my life. He washed his hands in my kitchen sink and I gave him a towel. After wiping his hands he suddenly took me in his arms, grabbed the back of my hair with his fist and kissed me hard on the mouth and neck, pressing his body into mine. It was the most romantic moment of my life.

After our passionate kiss, we stood looking out my front window together, arm in arm. The sun had come out and the peak of Mt. Lemon could be seen through the clouds. I noticed Dane had circles under his eyes.

“You must be exhausted, Dane. Did you stay up all night?”

“I knew you were going to be discharged today. I didn’t want to go home.”

“Are you sleepy? You can take a nap in my bedroom if you want.

“I’m too excited to sleep.”

“Well, if you want to take a nap, it’s the door on the left past the kitchen. You can’t miss it.”

“Thanks, I might crash later.”

“OK.”

“Veronica, it’s a little chilly in here. Do you have a bathrobe or something I can wear around your apartment?”

I nodded and went into the closet to find him one of my old robes. 

“Can we turn up the heat in here?” he asked.

“There’s an old radiator on the floor in the living room that sometimes works,” I said.

“First the spiders, now no heat.”

“I’m sorry. At least there’s a view of Mount Lemon from the front porch,” I offered.

I gave him my old bathrobe and he put it on. We went into the living room and Dane started tinkering with the old radiator mounted into the floor.

“Do you have any tools?” he asked.

“The landlord left a few in a box under the kitchen sink, I think.”

Dane went into the kitchen and brought the box over to the radiator. After a minute the radiator started to make a hissing sound.

“I think I got this thing working again,” Dane said.

“You’re very… handy,” I said

He nodded and smiled. 

“Hey, Veronica?”

“Yes?”

Dane looked over at me in that shy charming way of his.

“I think I want to do it.”

“What?”

“What you said earlier. What you dreamed about while you were in the coma. I want you… to be my submissive… Ms. Wells.”

“Well, I think we may be able to make some suitable arrangements, Mr. Smith.”

We went into my bedroom and I sat down at my computer desk. Dane stood right behind me, his hand resting on my shoulder. I turned on my computer and printer and typed into my search engine, “Dominant/Submissive Sample Contract. I printed out several varieties of contracts to discuss with Dane. We sat down on the couch and read over the various clauses together. Dane and I decided to write our own contract together, when we got to know one another a little better. We kissed each other tenderly on the couch and Dane fondled my breasts through the sheer silky material. I rested my hand over his thigh. I had finally found my Dom, not in my imagination, but in my real life. I felt happy and excited inside, in a way I had never felt with Richie.

We went into the kitchen and Dane started preparing lunch. I grabbed a stack of paper and a pen and sat down at the dining room table. As the cheese melted into the quesadillas on the stove, Dane noticed me tapping my pen on the table.

“What are you doing, baby?” Dane asked from the kitchen.

“So much has happened to me lately that I had the idea to write everything down, even my sexy dreams. Now that I’ve woken up from my coma, I thought maybe I could make an erotic story out of it.”

“An erotic story. That’s a great idea. I could even take care of you while you write it, if you want to take a break from your job at Hooters for a while.”

“That’s very sweet of you, Dane. I know it would be fun to write, I just don’t know who would be interested in reading it.”

“I would be,” Dane said.

“You’re sweet, thank you. I just don’t know where to start.”

“Why don’t you think of a title for your story, to get you started?” Dane suggested.

“Well, at first I thought of “The Contract”, but that sounds like a John Grisham novel.”

“Yeah, I suppose it does.”

I wrote my second idea for the title at the top of the blank sheet of paper. 

“How about this?” I asked.

Dane came out of the kitchen with the quesadillas and set the plates down on the table. I showed him the title, The Memoir of Veronica Wells.

Dane smiled when he read it and placed his hand lightly and affectionately on my shoulder.

“That’s perfect, Veronica,” Dane said, “just perfect…”

I looked down at the blank sheet of paper and began writing…

Property of Edward James Teaser

“Tell me then, pretty girl. Say what I wish you to say.”

“I have given you my heart and soul, My Lord.

“My Lord Edward.”

“My Lord Edward.”

“And?... Tell me now, submissive. And don’t be nervous. Tell me what you truly feel, slave girl…”

“I…”

“Yes?”

“I am…in love with you, Edward. It’s true. I love you, My Lord.”

The only time I ever heard Elizabeth tell me she loved me was during out bondage and domination games. I loved to hear her say it, even if it was only during our fantasy. I loved it.

“Very good. I know you are in love with me, sub. But words and actions are entirely different. Remove my clothing please.”

“It is my pleasure, My Lord.”

Elizabeth placed a pillow on the floor and kneeled upon it. She dutifully removed each article of clothing until I stood before her, fully aroused. With one hand she held me around the base of my shaft and with the other she cupped under my scrotum. She looked up at me, waiting for her instructions. I took a handful of her thick wavy blond hair in my fist and held her by her leash with the other hand. I looked down at her with a hard look in my eyes and spoke.

“You know now what I need you to do. Suck on me as hard as you can until I’m about to explode and I will tap on your shoulder when I want you to stop me from coming.”

“It is my pleasure to kiss you, My Lord.”

“It is not your pleasure. It is your duty, sub.”

“My apologies, My Lord. It is my duty.”

“We shall take care of your little error later. Proceed.”

Elizabeth nodded and took my throbbing penis into her mouth. The harder she sucked and the deeper she swallowed me; the tighter I gripped her by her silky long golden hair. I was not my intention to hurt her or cause her pain or discomfort, but I let go of the leash and squeezed one of her breasts firmly, to make her mine. She liked the pressure on her hair and skin and I could tell it aroused her to be fondled roughly, but not too roughly. When I looked down at her taking the underside of my scrotum into her mouth, suckling upon the thin sensitive membrane of skin and then licking back up the sides of my shaft and over the swollen rim, I felt the surge building up within me. But it was the swaying of her voluptuous breasts as she sucked up and down on my penis that always seemed to trigger the onset of my orgasm. I quickly tapped her shoulders and she immediately squeezed my shaft with her vice-like grip, cutting off the escape route of my seminal fluid. She kept firmly applying pressure until my seed was contained. After overcoming this initial surge, I gained complete mastery over my ejaculation. Now my seed was locked away until the moment I chose to release it.

“Did anything come out of my penis, sub?

“Just a drop, My Lord.”

“Did you enjoy the taste?”

“Yes, it tasted a little sweet and salty, the tiny drop of your precious come, My Lord.”

“Did it leave you wanting more?”

“Yes, Sire.”

“Perhaps later. We will see if you deserve another taste. Now you said it was your pleasure to kiss me, rather than your duty. I know you apologized, but you must be taught a lesson due to your error. You may choose which you will be disciplined with first, the whip or the paddle. Go get them and bring them to me, quickly child.”

Elizabeth jumped up and retrieved the sex toys from where she kept them hidden away in her closet. She kneeled down before me, placing the whip and paddle next to me on the bed.

“If it please your Lordship, I would like to be paddled first.”

“I see. And why do you always choose the paddle first, in our training sessions? Say it and don’t be ashamed.”

“I like to be spanked by you, My Lord.”

“And why is that, submissive? Tell me.”

“I… like the feeling of it. I like to hear the slapping sound and feel the sting. I like the pleasant tingling sensation afterwards.”

“Very good. And?… Tell me the truth girl.”

“And… because I’m a naughty girl, Sire.”

“You are naughty. You are my naughty girl Elizabeth, aren’t you?”

“Yes I am, Master Edward.”

“And I am the only one you are able to be this naughty with, aren’t I?”

“You are the only one, Sire.”

“And one last thing before you feel the pleasure of the paddle. Tell me. What is your name?”

“My name is submissive.”

“No, your birth name.”

“My name is Elizabeth Rose.”

“And who are you, Elizabeth Rose?”

“I am the Property of Edward James…”

I nodded.

“That is correct, Ms. Rose. You are mine and you will always mine.”

I held the paddle down to her lips and she reverently kissed it while staring up into my eyes, leaving a red lipstick mark on the flat thin layer of padded wood. Elizabeth stood up, sidled across her bedroom and placed her hands on the back of her chair. She leaned over and prepared herself to be spanked. I stood up and approached her from behind, catching a glimpse of myself in her vanity mirror. All those daily sit-ups and push-ups changed my appearance. My soft tummy was gone and replaced with striated abs. I had cuts in my arm and chest muscles for the first time in my life. I looked strong and in command. Standing behind her with the paddle in my hand, my penis extended out from my pelvis like a rod of steel. I stretched out the elastic of her G-string and slid it over her feminine curved hips and down her legs. She stepped out and kicked them over toward her closet where she kept her soiled laundry bin.

I stroked my hand up the back of her thigh and between the soft cleavage of her cheeks, my fingertips lingering in the moist open folds of her sex. I loved seeing Elizabeth like this, patiently awaiting her discipline session, ass arched, breasts swaying underneath, hands gripping the arms of her chair. As the specter of Death waits around the corner to claim me, this memory of Elizabeth, offering her ass to be spanked, makes the totality of my life worth living.
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