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Blurb

 

I was hired to do a job.
But falling for my grumpy boss wasn’t part of the deal.

I love the way he bends me.
His touch is fuel to my deepest desires.
I wish I could be with him forever.
I know he feels the same for me.
His heart is there, beating behind the hard wall he’s built around it.
I can hear it – feel it.
I’ve tried to show him that we could have a future together.
But everything has been hopeless.
Then he showed up to destroy what was left of our love.

Now I must do what I’m getting paid for and do as my new dom commands.


Grant

 

The constant click-clack of the train moving over the tracks lulls me into a state of complete calmness—a state I haven’t been in for the last few days. I’ve felt more pain and anguish in these last three days than in my entire thirty-five years.

Why did Dad do it?

I keep asking myself that question, over and over again. He loved my mother with a passion one doesn’t see too often. How could he have extinguished what they had?

My Aunt Betsy, Mom’s older sister, puts her arm around me and leans her head on my shoulder. Her hair is silky and soft just like Mom’s was. But Mom’s always smelled like roses to me. Aunt Betsy’s smells like lemons and honey. Not bad, but not Mom. “They had a true love. I can’t understand it at all, Grant.”

I look out the window at the dark night, my forehead resting on the pane of glass that separates me from the outside. “Me neither.” My stomach twists on itself, the way it has since I got that phone call that wrecked my world, my mind, my entire belief system.  

Trekking through the vast wilderness of South Africa at night is a daunting task. None of us would be here if it wasn’t for what my father had done.

My younger brother, Jake, moves up to sit in the empty seat across from my aunt and me. His hair is blonde and wavy, just like Mom’s was. He has our father’s light blue eyes though. A perfect mix of them both. “Aunt Betsy, can you tell us about the day they met? I love that story. And you can even leave in the risqué parts if you like.”

My head is heavy as I pull it off the window. I turn my body to lean back and listen to the story our parents have told us a number of times. Maybe there’s something more to the story that we’ve all ignored all this time. Something that will let me know why he’d do such a horrific thing.

With light laughter, our aunt starts the story about how our parents met, “Jack Jamison and Daphne Dupree were about as much alike as night and day. It was beneath the branches of a willow tree that grew along the bank of the Frio River in the hill country of Central Texas that they met for the first time.”

“Dad and Mom sure did love to go back there,” Jake mumbles as he sits back. He lays his long skinny legs out on the bench seat and leans back against the window, much like me. He’s always been my little shadow. He’s not that little anymore, but he still mimics me more often than not.

“They sure did,” I agree as I close my eyes and think about all the fun we had when they would take us to the place they met. “Do you remember how mad we’d get when they’d come back from a secret vacation and tell us where they’d gone, without us?”

Jake nods as a big grin curvesd his lips. “I do. Leaving us at home while they went to play in the crystal-clear water was a crime in my book.”

“Mine too.” I cast my eyes down, thinking the word crime was a thing we used to joke about—and still were. But now that a real crime has been committed by one of our own—our patriarch—it doesn’t sound so funny anymore.

Aunt Betsy pats me on the back. “You silly boys, they wanted to spend time alone, rekindling the love they found that day thirty years ago. It was a love that stood the test of time. I, for one, thought it would last forever.”

“Me too,” Jake says then looks down. I see a tear fall to his lap. He wipes his eye and turns away from us. “I don’t know if I want to hear about this right now.”

Jake is eighteen—too damn young for this to be happening to him. I’m not a hell of a lot more equipped for it, myself. But I’m the big brother, the oldest of the four of us. Our sisters, Jenny and Becca, stayed back home. Only the three of us came to Africa. 

Becca is only fifteen, the baby of the family. Jenny has her hands full with her, I’m sure. I wonder how she’ll take everything, once we tell her what we’ve found out.

Aunt Betsy re-situatesresituates herself, trying in vain to get comfortable. The seats aren’t made for comfort, I’m afraid. We sit in silence, the sounds of the train the only sounds we hear. Until Jake starts to snore and his head drops as he falls asleep. 

Aunt Betsy smiles, pulls an old blue blanket and a tiny pillow out of the overhead compartment and gets Jake settled in so he’s a little more comfortable. Then she comes back to sit with me and asks, “So, Grant, would you like for me to continue with the story?”

It’s been many years since I’ve heard the story about Mom and Dad meeting. I think I need to hear it again. Maybe in that story will be a shard of information about what would eventually happen to them. Right now, nothing makes sense.

“Sure, Aunt Betsy, tell it to me.”


Grant

 

The train pulls into the station and we get off. All three of us are weary from the long trip but we’re only a little while away from getting on a plane that will take us back home to America. A place my father has already been taken.

He was handed over to the American Embassy and sent to Oregon. He confessed to cutting my mother’s wrist, murdering her. And he won’t say why. He won’t say anything else, as a matter of fact.

I notice everyone stopping and dropping their heads as mother’s black casket is taken off the train and put into a waiting car. The long black car will transport us to the airport. Jenny is making the funeral arrangements.

We’ll bury our mother in the cemetery that’s just a couple of blocks away from where they lived and we all grew up. And our father will spend the rest of his life in anon Oregon Penitentiary for murdering her.

Jake climbs into the car first and Aunt Betsy follows. I get in last, sandwiching our aunt between us as Jake asks, “When do you think the trial for Dad will begin?”

“There won’t be one,” I tell him. “He confessed.”

“I know that,” he says. “But there will be something, won’t there?”

Aunt Betsy takes over, “No, a judge will decide how much time he’ll get.”

“He’ll get life,” I say as I rub my temples. “You know he will. And I’m glad for that. If he was out, I’d kill him.”

Jake glares at me. “You don’t know the whole story. Don’t be so quick to judge our father, Grant.”

“And we don’t know the whole story because our usually talkative father refuses to tell us anything more than the fact that he cut her wrist. He didn’t say it was an accident. He didn’t say another damn word about it. He went willingly with the rangers and he went willingly with the officers who took him back to Oregon. He did it, Jake. He killed our mother—his wife! The woman we all thought he loved more than anything. He killed her. He deserves to die for that!”

Aunt Betsy’s hand covers mine, patting it to quiet my shouting. “Grant, hush now. We’ll get nowhere throwing around harsh words about anyone. Your father is in shock, that’s why he’s not talking more about what happened. He’ll come around. He’ll tell someone what happened. I know he will.”

Jake’s eyes, so much like our mother’s, narrow. “What if Mom was having an affair and he found out and he killed her over that?” 

“Shut the fuck up, Jake!” My entire body shakes as anger bursts out of every cell in my body. “If you say another bad thing about our mother, I don’t know what I’ll do to you. So just shut the fuck up!”

“Okay, boys.” Aunt Betsy runs her hand over my leg. “Let’s be quiet and just relax on the ride back home. There’s a lot to do when we get back. Put this fighting behind you both. If I have to spend every visitation day with your father to get to the bottom of this, then I will. We will find out the truth. Don’t worry, or fight, or speculate about things.”

Arriving at the airport, we wait in the car as Mother is transported to the bedroom in the private jet I chartered. We were asked to wait for them to secure the coffin before we came in. None of the nice people who’ve helped us with my poor mother’s body want us to see anything we shouldn’t.

At least I was able to secure her a private ride home, instead of coming back in the belly of a plane full of strangers.

Being the CEO of a multi-billion-dollarmultibillion-dollar cellular company and having more money than most didn’t stop tragedy from finding me. All the money in the world can’t change what’s happened.

And I can’t stop thinking that love can’t really exist if my father could do this to the woman he seemed to love more than anything in this world. 

Love cannot be real!

We’re given the wave that tells us to come aboard. The walk to the jet is slow and somewhat arduous. It’s as if my feet don’t want to go where I need them to. The plane that holds my dead mother isn’t a thing I really want to get on. But I have to, so I take the seat across from my aunt as Jake takes one in the very back. I see her looking at me and she asks, “What about that nice girl you’ve been seeing, Stacy? Is she going to help you through this?”

“No,” I say as I look out the window as the sun begins to rise. “I’m not going to see her anymore.”

“Why not?” she asks with surprise. “She’s a sweetheart.”

“She is,” I say then look at her. “And I could fall in love with her. And I don’t want that.”

Aunt Betsy’s ponytail moves with her head as she shakes it. “Grant, stop.”

“No, I don’t want to love anyone. Not anymore. Not ever.” Sitting back, I think about nothing more than what I need to do to keep breathing in this moment. Anger is filling me. Hate is taking over. I need to find a constructive outlet for all this pain.

My insides are hot, as if molten lava is pouring through me. My head feels thick as I think about all that’s occurred. What my father has done is turning my brain into something I don’t recognize. It’s shutting out all the good emotions I once had.

What I believed to be real is not. There is no love. There is only pain. Betrayal. Murder.

I’ve never felt like killing anyone in my life. But I could kill my father so damn easily now. I trusted that man. I will never be able to trust another soul in this world. 

The anger that’s filling me is unbearable. I don’t think it will be leaving me, ever. I have to find some way to release at least some of it or I’ll do something insane. I feel the insanity clutching me already. There has got to be something that can ease it for me.

The jet takes off and I close my eyes, trying my hardest not to scream obscenities as we take my dead mother back home. I never saw this coming. I never thought this could happen to our happy family.

We were a happy family. Then Dad came along and ruined it. He ruined my mother and now he’s ruined me. I will never be happy again thanks to that horrible man.

My heart pounds, my body is hot, and I need a release of some kind. Surely there is something that will help me. Surely this will not take me over completely.  

I wonder if there’s a place where I can take out my aggression on a willing participant. My skin comes alive as I picture myself with a whip, working out my emotions on a naked, faceless stranger. My cock gets hard as a rock as my imagination runs with the image, and all I want to do is fuck the shit out of some woman then walk away without her wanting more from me.

Now, where can I find that?


Grant

 

Two years later

A dreary morning finds me driving aimlessly. It’s been two years since my father murdered my mother and I’m tired of waiting around to see if dear old Dad will ever open his mouth about what he’s done.

He took a guilty plea and received a punishment of life in prison, but he’s never told his story. We know Mom’s left wrist was cut. The cut was so deep that it went all the way to the bone. The coroner estimated it took her twenty or so minutes to bleed out. Enough time that my father could’ve stopped her from dying. A tourniquet could’ve been fashioned out of a piece of cloth and wrapped around the wound to put pressure on it and slow the bleeding until they could get to help. Dad was a police officer. He would’ve known what to do.

But my father didn’t do a damn thing. And no one knows why.

He’s never said how the wound was inflicted, other than admitting he cut her wrist. There was a knife that was found with her blood on it. It was her left wrist and she was right handed; she could’ve done it to herself. I’ve thought through every possible scenario in the two years since it happened.

In this last year things have started happening to me that have only added to my confusion. Things I don’t understand. Sometimes I think I can actually hear my mother’s voice. It makes me think I’m going insane, so every time I catch a shadow out of the corner of my eye and hear her voice, I shake it off. I leave wherever I am to get away from the insanity that seems to be trying to close in on me. The dead don’t speak—I know it’s all in my head. 

My father wouldn’t give anyone any information, so I suppose we’ll never know anything more about it. But there iswas a suspicion that has been lurking in the back of my mind that my father took the blame for something he didn’t do. But why he would do such a thing is still a mystery.

With everything weighing heavily on my mind, I head toward Wilsonville, Oregon to the Coffee Creek Correction Facility. My father has been placed there, and it’s the weekend for visitors. What better way to spend a drizzly day than trying to talk to my father in a prison yard?

***

White tents have been erected to keep the rain off the inmates and their visitors in the outdoor area where the prison building meets the outside. My father hasn’t come to me yet, even though I’ve been signed in for thirty minutes. Time is running out, and I’m sure he knows that. 

Obviously, he doesn’t want to face me. The last time we laid eyes on each other was when I drove him and Mom to the airport to leave on their trip to South Africa—a place Mom always wanted to go but never had. They’d seemed happy that day. There wasn’t one reason in the world for me to suspect that Dad was going to kill the woman he’d seemed to love more than life itself in a matter of a few days.

Mom had kissed me goodbye and given me a hug. Dad had shaken my hand and told me to take care of my younger brother and sisters while they were away. I assured them I would and told them to have a nice time.

A couple of years have passed since that fateful day. I know Dad might have a hard time seeing me. But he has to get over that some time, and this might as well be the time. I’m tired of waiting to find out why he killed my mother.

As I sit here at this picnic table, I have nothing else to do but think. I’m thinking about the club a few of my male friends and I have in the works. 

We have talked in great detail about what we want. With money put into an account just for the club we’re planning, we’ve purchased a piece of land just outside the Portland city limits. 

Nothing currently sits on it. It’s a flat piece of land, and we all decided that building underground will be the best thing to do. What we’re making is going to be on the taboo side of life, for most people.

The more hidden it is, the easier it will be to run it without interference from people who would tell us that what we’re doing is sinister. 

Most people don’t want to have to explain the one room in their house that’s filled with things that most others would consider to be torture devices. Whips, chains, ropes hanging on the walls and bondage equipment filling the room—these could be a red flag to those moral people who think anyone who is into this sort of thing must be insane. Or morally bankrupt.

I’m neither, nor are the men who sought to partner with me to build us a playhouse of sorts. One where men and women will come willingly to participate in things that are better off kept hidden from polite society.

Lately, I’ve been reading things and making rules our members will have to abide by. So far, I’ve found the list to be getting longer with each article I read. But we’ll make sure our club is safe, sane, and consensual.

I’ve been watching an old man and his family talk while I’ve been waiting. They are an animated bunch, using their hands to say nearly every word. I think they must be a blast to sit and listen to. They all laugh a lot, including the inmate.

It’s funny to me how they can be so joyful when one of their own is trapped behind these tall fences with razor wire topping them. From the moment I drove up to the prison, I felt the heaviness in the air here. No one wants to be here—it’s a punishment. How can anyone be happy inside these fences?

My attention is drawn away from the happy group as someone catches my attention in my peripheral vision. An orange color moves and sits on the other side of the table. Turning my head, slowly, my eyes land on my father.

For the first time in a little over two years, I am looking into the glassy, pale blue eyes of my father. “You look terrible.”

He doesn’t say a word back to me. He looks right into my eyes, but he says nothing. The guard who has brought him does say something, though. “He doesn’t speak.”

I look at the guard as I nod. “I can see that.” Then I look back at the man who should be happy to see me. “How’s he getting along here?”

“No one bothers him,” the guard answers me. “He keeps to himself.”

“Do you know if he needs anything?” I ask, even though I have no intention of making his stay at the prison any better. He deserves to sit alone and sad for what he’s done to our family. 

“If you ask me, then I’d say he could use some pencils and legal pads. He seems to think a lot. Maybe he could write down some of those things he’s thinking about.” The guard’s meaty hand clasps down on my father’s narrow shoulder. “He has a lot going on inside of him—a lot weighing on him. My heart aches for him sometimes. He sometimes hasgets a look to him that’s heartbreaking.”

“Are you aware of why he’s here?” I ask the tall, muscular man who seems to have some empathy for the killer who sits in front of me.

“I am.” He clears his throat, making me look at him instead of the shell my father has become. “People do all kinds of crazy things we don’t all understand. This man is your father. You share blood, DNA, and history. You both love the same people. The rivers that connect you two run deep.”

“You make it sound romantic. Let me assure you, it’s not.” I look back at my father, who sits there stoically as we talk about him. “I don’t know the man who’s sitting in front of me. He’s not the man I took to the airport that day a couple of years ago. He’s a stranger to me now.”

“That man you knew is still inside of that body. Why not talk to him like you used to? Why not see if you can help him regain who he once was?” The guard steps back a few steps. “Ignore me, young man. Visit with your father.”

“So, you’re looking nothing like yourself,” I say as I look my father over and see only the slightest resemblance to the man I once knew. The man I trusted. The man who broke me. “And you’re a hell of a lot quieter than you were. I remember when I would come in late, after drinking and chasing women when I was far too young to be doing it. Boy, you’d lay into my ass—shouting, cursing, threatening to take my car away.”

I stop and wait to see if his expression will change. I want to see if anything changes in him. If the sound of my voice sparks something in him. If my reminder of how things were will shake his soul so he can finally tell me why he did what he did. Or maybe tell me he didn’t do anything. 

Darkness is building inside me once more as my father says nothing, and I’m losing my grip. Shaking my head to push the anger back down, I find a lump lodged in my throat.

My mother’s voice is ringing inside of my head. “You have to help him,” it’s telling me.

I close my eyes and shake it off as I tell myself it’s not real. How do you help a man who’s not willing to help himself, anyway?

He moves a little, and I look at him. His eyes are on me, and a single tear falls down his cheek. I can’t take it anymore. Fury fills me as that tear trails down his wrinkled cheek. How could he do this to me?

Fighting my instincts to jump up and grab the man by his throat and end his useless life, I get up and walk away. I will not allow myself to feel sorry for the man.

My mother is dead. He won’t let us know what the fuck happened. He isn’t the one I want to feel sorry for. He is to blame. Mom’s death is on his shoulders. That’s it, end of story.

I make it five steps before I stop. Turning around, I see my father get up and walk to the guard, who’s looking at me with conviction in his brown eyes. 

He holds my eyes as if by magic. I can’t look away even if I want to. I know it, and he knows it. “Wait.” The guard puts his hand on my father’s shoulder. “Do you want to talk to him anymore, Mr. Jamison?”

Without turning back to even look at me one last time, my father shakes his head and walks away from me. The guard turns to go with my dad. 

I’m shaking with all kinds of emotions when I turn to leave. The man I knew is gone. I can’t see him ever coming back, and I don’t know if I’d be able to accept him if he did return to normal.

Walking to the parking lot, I open the door to my Jag. On the front seat, there’s a brand new box of pencils. Under that is a legal pad of yellow paper. I bought them to jot down notes for when I think of things that might be interesting for the new club.

The only thing on the pad of paper is the sketch I drew of a castle. I leave it on top and take the things back to the prison, leaving them with a guard and asking if they could be taken to my father. 

I leave once more, feeling empty and numb. Hating my father and the whole damn world, too. 

Nothing makes any sense to me. My parents loved each other. How can a man who loves a woman take her life?

Will I ever understand? 


Grant

 

One year later

“You have a call on line one, Mr. Jamison,” my secretary tells me over the intercom.

Pushing my hand through my hair, I sigh as I pick up the phone. “Grant Jamison here.”

“Hi, Grant, it’s me, Jake.”

With a huff, I hang up the phone. My brother and sisters can all go to hell for all I care. They all have one thing in common. They all think our mother had more to do with her death than anyone knows about.

After seeing my father, I know he would’ve talked to me if he was innocent. He and I had been closer than he was to any of my siblings. I have the money to get him a barrage of lawyers and a trial. All he had to do was open his mouth and tell me he was innocent. But he’d kept his mouth shut. And the tear that he’d let fall free told me he’d done it. He’d killed the woman he’d loved. 

There is nothing I want to hear from my brother and sisters. Until they stop trying to convince me that Dad is innocent, they are as dead to me as our mother and father are.

I have other things to take my mind off my family. Things I can escape to when the nagging thoughts try to fill my head. Thoughts about my younger brother and sisters and how things are going in their lives. Thoughts about my poor mother, wondering if she’d suffered when she died. Thoughts about my father and whether he’ll actually burn in hell for what he’s done to us.

Recently, my brother and sisters have gotten this idea that we should have our dead mother’s body exhumed and autopsied. Of course none of them can pay for all that, hence why they’re bothering me about it. I see no use in doing that. It’s obvious to everyone how she died, why do even more damage to her body?

My eyes go to the phone that’s sitting on top of my mahogany desk top. Jake’s call is bothering me for some reason. Maybe I shouldn’t have hung up on him.

My mother’s voice whispers in my head. “Call him back.”

I hate how my brain conjures up her voice. I hate how I think I see her sometimes. I hate it all. 

There are those pesky thoughts again. Time to get rid of them. Picking up the phone once more, I make a call that will help put my mind at rest, at least for a while. “Isabel, meet me at home please.”

“Yes, Master. I will be there in fifteen minutes.”

“Good girl.” I hang up the phone and head out to do something to take my mind away from all that I can’t control. 

Isabel Sanchez is our first hired employee, and I’m the man in charge of training her. The other owners of The Dungeon of Decorum will be taking on the training of the various men and women they hire to become trainers themselves. 

Isabel has something about her that attracted me right from the start. I want to train her myself. She’ll be more than just a trainer though. Young, not quite finished college, and ready to try anything—she’s perfect for the job of managing new memberships. 

She’ll be the first person anyone who comes to the club will interact with. Isabel will need to be highly informed about what kinds of things will happen in the club, which is only months away from opening.

We already have a bunch of men who want memberships. In order to keep our clientele above average, the yearly dues to join the club are a bit on the outrageous side. But we don’t want to worry about riff- raff. Men of great wealth live by another set of rules, anyway.

Consideration seems to be bred into most men with a knack for making money. Most are ready to help others who have money-making ideas by not only investing in the idea but helping the goal see the light of day. And when it comes to stepping on toes, they tend to tread lightly.

Most of them do, anyway.

Isabel and I will work out the kinks. She’ll set up auctions where willing women will come to the club so our members can bid on them. For a certain length of time they’ll get a contract, binding the woman to them. The woman will benefit by getting the majority of the money the man pays for her, not to mention the pleasure she’ll receive by his hand—or whip, more likely. It’s a win-win.

Since we’ll just be starting out, we need a woman who other women will feel comfortable talking to about what will be expected of them. Isabel needs to experience the acts, not just read about them.

I’ve made a room in my home to help educate her. It’s equipped with everything we’ll be supplying in the private rooms at the club. The entire room is a prototype for what we’re doing in the club.

Coming into my playroom, I find Isabel kneeling near the door. As instructed by me when we first discussed her training, she’s fashioned her hair in one long braid that hangs down her back. Her dark hair shines as she bows her head, waiting for further instruction. 

I’ve given her a leather corset and matching panties to wear and nothing else. It’s the first time I’ve seen her in this outfit as this will be our first time in my playroom, and I already feel my cock reacting.

         She’s been given reading material that I expect her to add to when making a manual for our new members and submissives. She has a lot on her narrow shoulders, but she’s being paid a lot to do it. I’ve told her about the way the BDSM lifestyle is practiced. Love doesn’t have to be a part of any of it—and it won’t be for us. We will exchange power, nothing more than that. And honesty is the top priority. Both parties have to be honest, or things won’t work to benefit either party.

I want Isabel to be the best sub in the whole club. I want her to be what other women strive to be. It’s going to take extensive training to make that happen. And she’s said she’s ready to learn.

Walking past her, I breathe in the smell of leather that hangs in the air. “Get up, sub.”

She rises but keeps her deep brown eyes down. “Yes, Master.”

“Good girl.” I take her by the chin to make her look at me. “We will start with the rack.” I point to the wooden device where her head and hands will soon be locked between pieces of wood. She will have to bend over to put them in there, and then I’ll lock her in so she can’t escape.

Walking over to the rack, Isabel waits for me to put her in the medieval device. I pull the top bar up, gesturing for her to position her head and hands accordingly. A small sigh comes out of her as she looks at the device and then at me. “And the safe-word is red?”

I give her one curt nod. “It is.”

Closing her eyes, she bends over and I lay the wooden bar over her head and hands, trapping them, then I cltick the lock shut on the end of the two pieces. “Comfy?” I joke with her.

“Not one bit,” she replies. “But I don’t think it’s supposed to be.”

“No, it’s not.” I walk around behind her and grab her ass with both hands. “And you’re very exposed to anything I want to do with this fine ass you have. I could spank you, flog you, paddle you, or simply fuck you.”

“What’s the fun in that?” she asks then laughs a bit. “Sorry, I’m not taking this very seriously, am I?”

“I think you and I can have a bit of fun with it. As long as you learn and are able to relay information about this type of thing—that is what’s important. You aren’t my actual sub.”

“Are you going to get one?” she asks, making me wonder if I will.

“There’s going to be a bevy of beauties strolling through the club, why would I settle for one-on-one with anyone?” I cock my head to the side as I look at her round ass, trying to decide what I want to do with it.

I’ve never had an ass just waiting there for me to do anything I want to it. It’s odd, really. I can literally do anything at all to her. She’s helpless to stop me. And we are in my home, not at the club where there would be people to hear her scream.

It suddenly occurs to me that she’s put herself at great risk. “I should bring this up, since it came to my mind, Isabel. You shouldn’t do this with anyone, outside the safety of the club. It’s dangerous, you know?”

Her voice is sweet, reverent, sincere, “Thank you, Master, for looking out for my well-being. It’s appreciated.”

Walking over to the table with the assortment of devices on it, I pick up the paddle. I haven’t had much practice at this sort of thing—I’m still in the learning stage myself. But so far, what I have done, does it for me. It takes away all thoughts of anything other than what I’m doing.

I walk back to her and smack her on the left butt cheek with the paddle. It makes a thudding sound and I notice she doesn’t flinch at all. “Did that hurt?”

“Not really. Hit me harder.”

I give her another smack, a bit harder, and she yelps. “That one smarted, didn’t it?”

Her light laughter peels through the air. “No. I just wanted to see if I could make you think it did.”

I walk around her to chastise her face to face. Only her face is at the same level as my cock, and I realize this position will be great for oral sex, too. “This contraption has all kinds of uses,” I murmur as I squat down to get on her level. “Isabel, no trying to make me think something affects you if it doesn’t. Okay?”

“Sure, I’m sorry. I’ll keep quiet until it actually stings. You’re being too easy with it. I think you should either do it over and over, or once really hard.” She wears a serious expression. 

I have to admit, I didn’t think she’d say such a thing. It intrigues me. “I like the over and over idea. Maybe throw in a few kisses between them. Get you good and heated up. The idea is for you to find it sexually stimulating after all.”

Isabel’s lips pull into a smile. “You know, this thing just might work for some of your less handsome men. If the girl is stuck like this and never gets to see him, then she can still be stimulated even if she isn’t attracted to him.”

“And masks can be worn too,” I say as I think about the physical attraction part of the whole thing.

“Yeah, by both men and women who think that might help with things.” She chews her bottom lip a bit. “Not being attractedBeing unattracted to a man can cause a woman not to get stimulated, and vice versa, no matter how much money is involved.”

She’s right, and I grab the small notebook and pen I’d put on the nearby table of torture devices. I jot down a few notes about that before I go back to work with the paddle. 

Pulling the bottom of the leather corset up, so her ass cheeks are fully exposed, I run my hands in circles over them both. I give one a smack then do the same to the other. I do that three times each, then I run my hand over her ass again. “How does that feel?”

She’s panting a little. “Pretty damn good. I think if you keep going I’ll get into it.”

I continue with the smacking and rubbing combo, and she begins to moan. I run my hand over her leather covered pussy and find it’s warm. Prying the leather away from one side, I run my finger through her slit, finding her wet. “You do like it.”

Her moan is low and growly. “I do. And I’d like to see if anything else that’s meant to hurt me does just the opposite. How about you use that leather belt?”

Putting the paddle away, I get the belt and go back to her ass. It’s bright red, and I think it should rest for a bit. “You’re kind of red. I think we should do something a little different while you cool down back here.”

Moving around to the front of her, I run my hand over my hard cock. Isabel wasn’t the only one turned on by the paddling. She licks her plump red lips. “You wanna pop that into my mouth, Master?”

With a nod, I say, “If it gets uncomfortable wiggle your fingers, since your mouth will be full.” 

She nods, then opens her mouth. Pulling my T-shirt off so I can have an unobstructed view, I pull the waistband of my pants down to release my cock and ease my erection into her hot mouth. I move slowly at first, letting her get used to it and seeing if she can deep throat it in that position. 

When I find that she can, I put my hands on the wooden bar and move my hips as I watch my cock slide in and out of her mouth.

The sight is mesmerizing, and I like the way it feels. No other part of us is touching, just her wet mouth on my cock. I can feel every little movement on my cock, as that is all that’s being stimulated.  In no time at all that familiar feeling is welling up inside of me. “Wiggle your fingers if I can come in your mouth.”

She wiggles them and I go for it—it’s messy though. She isn’t able to swallow well from this position, and my thick fluid is draining out of her mouth, making ropey white trails down each side of her ruby red lips.

But God damn it, she looks sexy as shit like this. 

Her comfort is important though, so I hurry to get a cloth to wipe her up then clean myself off. “That was hot!” I rub my cock clean. “What did you think about it?”

“Um, well, it was okay. Not a lot happened for me, but you were taken care of, and that’s a sub’s job. It wasn’t unpleasant.” She opens and closes her mouth a few times, adjusting to the emptiness. “You’re really big.”

Now I feel kind of crappy about it. Standing there, I watch her work her jaw to relax it and think I should do something about that. She’s still learning, so she’s not yet getting the same satisfaction a more experienced sub would get just from giving me pleasure. I let her out of the rack and take her hand, leading her to the bed. “Lie back on the bed, I should reciprocate.”

With a smile, she does as I’ve said. Pushing the leather to one side, I get on my knees and lick her pussy. Over and over I lick her clit then run my tongue through her warm folds until she’s shivering with an orgasm.

As she comes, my cock goes erect again as I think about how great her pulsing cunt will feel all around it. Jerking my pants down, I push her further up on the bed. Climbing on top of her, I sink my cock into her and stay perfectly still as her orgasm works magic on me.

“Yes,” I moan then look at Isabel. “I’m going to fuck you, and I want you to start learning how to come on demand. You have to hold it back until I allow you release. Okay? Are you up for that?”

Her hands move over my shoulders as she grips my biceps. “I think so.”

Flying by the seat of my pants, I quickly come up with an idea I think might help. “I want you to pick something out behind me to look at. Focus on it until I tell you that I want you to come. Then I want you to lock eyes with me and see if that doesn’t induces an orgasm. Ready?”

“I’m ready.” Her dark brown eyes move off mine as she looks over my shoulder and I focus on her face, thrusting into her. Deep, steady thrusts that bury me all the way inside of her hot wet walls. Over and over, I make the same move. Then I slow down before I change things up and go hard into her with sharp thrusts.

She’s handling it all well, her breathy little moans finally getting to me as the wave begins to crest. “Look at me, sub.” Isabel cuts her dark eyes to mine, and we stare into each other as I fuck her. My cock jerks. “Cum!” I slam into her at a furious pace, and her body does as I’ve commanded it to.

We come together, making me elated. Our first encounter is a highly successful one. She and I will be able to work well together.

Excited about our new endeavor, I climb off her as she catches her breath. I grab another cloth and clean her up before cleaning myself. “What do you say to some more impact play, Isabel?”

She leans up on her elbows as she huffs and puffs. “I say, how about a bottle of water first?” A grin and one arched eyebrow make her look incredibly attractive to me.

I grab us each a bottle of water, and we down them. “Thank you for saying something. I’m going to have to get this little routine figured out, and making sure my partners don’t get dehydrated is pretty important.”

Putting the empty bottle down, she asks, “Do you want me to use any of this stuff on you?” She winks at me. “Ever been fucked in the ass with a vibrator?”

With a chuckle, I wink at her. “No, and hell no.”

“Well, you’re missing out. Let me tell you.” She looks around the room and points to the shackles that hang from the wall. “Wanna do that?”

“Hmm, that does sound good.” She gets up and we head to the far wall. “Raise your arms up and I’ll cuff them to
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