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Dear Reader,

I must acknowledge no book gets written in a
vacuum. It takes a team of people to write and produce a book. I’m
grateful to have such a support group around me. Special thank you
to Mechele Armstrong, for being a fantastic critique partner. Thank
you to Katriena Knights, who edited the earlier version of this
story. And most importantly, thank you –dear reader- for completing
the writing process by allowing my characters to live for you.

 


All the best,

`Mel

 


 


 






























































About
the story:

Written by Melissa Combs

Sir
demands complete submission. But sometimes she has trouble living
up to what he expects of her. Luckily, Sir has the patience to
punish in the most erotic ways possible, even when she’s naughtily
disobeys his physical pleasure denial order.



 


 


 


HIS PLEASURE

 


An erotic short story.

 


Sir kissed her on the lips. “Drop your
panties.”

She could feel heat scorching its way up her
neck to stain her face. Sometimes it was very hard to be modest
around Sir. He wanted a lady by day and a slut by night. She’d
perfected her roles in his life, but he never stopped with the
tests.

“Drop your panties!”

Noting the change in his tone, she lowered
her lashes. “Yes, Sir.” Best not to push him until she gauged his
mood. As they’d negotiated, Sir could be a sadist at times.
Although pain and pleasure sometimes mingled, she wasn’t a
masochist, a fact Sir was well aware of. Like a good submissive,
she lifted her dress out of the way to shimmy her panties down. She
gasped as Sir dropped to a knee with a marker in his hand.
“Sir?”

“Hush.”

Her thighs quivered as he wrote his name
across her hairless pelvic bone. What a truly wicked thing for him
to have done. His hands were gentle as he helped straighten her
panties.

When he stood, he placed another kiss on her
lips. “No climaxing until I say so.”

She trembled. Oh… Pleasure is his to give
me, and ours as a couple to enjoy. For him to be able to control
such a thing…

His thumb caressed her cheek. “I’ll
call.”

She nodded, knowing he always called at
least once a day to see how she was doing. The calls were something
she looked forward to.

“Stay safe.”He left her then and went to
work. He’d marked her… Wicked or not, arousal stirred. Wantonly so.
She always enjoyed his shows of domination, of control. Once in a
while he’d send her to work wearing a special piece of jewelry or
with a toy inserted.

As the minutes passed, as the hours passed,
frenzy lit in her soul, knowing he’d marked her as his. She stayed
wet and needy. A cool glass of lemonade outside didn’t help the
increasing desire for release. Her folds were swollen, her clit
tight and extended. Achy.

The phone buzzed and she grabbed for it.
Sir’s calls didn’t last long. He called to check on her, but it was
really for her benefit. Silly or not, she liked knowing he was
okay.

“Are you following my rule of the day?” His
voice dragged across her nerve endings like a lover’s caress.

“Of course. I always mind you.” She curled a
lock of her long hair around a finger. Well… she tried to please
him. Only on occasion did she push one of his buttons in some
bratty way, and never in clear defiance of his authority. He would
probably say she pressed him too often, but in her mind she did her
best. Sometimes she lacked self-discipline and self-control. It was
just too hard to be as controlled with herself as he thought she
needed to be. And like all girls she sometimes did silly, careless
things.

The important thing was she knew rules
needed to be imposed and then enforced across his paternal, capable
lap. Her Dominant’s lap was a caring one.

She was such a lucky submissive to be under
his protection.

She crossed and recrossed her legs as she
listened to him for a minute longer. Longing stirred hotly in her
pussy. Just listening to him had caused her body to respond and
drench her panties.

At that moment, she didn’t feel like a good
girl. She felt naughty.

When the call ended, she imagined Sir was
still there with her, guarding her womanly folds. Her inner muscles
spasmed in need. She imagined having Sir there with her, making
love to her… with her… They were both nude. She’d willingly kiss
his welcoming mouth as he urged her to climb onto his lap.

“Oh, God…” Sir would be so hard. She loved
being able to sit in his lap and take him into her cunt. Yes, after
a spanking she loved for Sir to fill her with his cock, to use her
pussy until they both climaxed.

Liquid heat swirled in its sweet dance of
growing pleasure.

Her inner muscles would clench and hug his
length as she rode him in ecstasy. Panting, pleading for more.

Unable to take it a moment longer, she slid
her hand under her dress and into her panties. His property was
swollen and needy. She moaned in desperation at how wet she’d
become. Her fingers set about toying with her extended clit.
Tension knotted in her body. Time and again, she whimpered and
moaned as the pleasure built. She loved riding her Sir to climax.
She loved feeling his hot release in her depths even more.

The climax that washed over her was fast and
hot. She groaned, enjoying the brief moment of bliss…

Only then did she realize what she’d done.
“Oh, God…” She’d lost control. She rushed into the house to wash
the evidence from her fingers. She’d climaxed. A moan tore from her
throat as she looked at herself in the mirror.

No. No. No. What had she been thinking?

She’d been thinking of one of her very
favorite things. Making love with her Dominant.

Maybe he wouldn’t know…

She wanted to lie to him. She couldn’t let
him know what she’d done… what a bad subbie she’d been. They’d
negotiated -- she’d given Sir control of her pleasure. This wasn’t
pushing one of his buttons -- this was breaking a rule.

The rest of the afternoon was encompassed in
panic. What would he do if he somehow found out on his own? What
would he do if she told him? Would he forgive her?

In a desperate attempt to reassure herself,
she admitted he could sometimes be forgiving. He knew she’d had no
other Dominant in her life before him. He knew she made
mistakes…

Somehow, she managed to fix dinner on
time.

The phone rang, startling her, and she
glanced at the clock. It had to be Sir. Sometimes he called on his
way home; other times he called when he’d be running late. Just as
she called him if she ran late.

Answer the phone. Answer the phone.

No, she couldn’t answer the phone.

He’ll know…

The phone stopped and started back up again
a minute later. It stopped ringing, only to start once more.

It was Sir. It had to be.

Not wanting him to worry, she picked up the
receiver with a shaking hand. “Hello?”

“Are you all right?”

“Sir…” She forced herself to go on. “I’m so,
so sorry… I…” She’d broken a rule. Shame burned her face. She
couldn’t admit it aloud.

There was a moment of silence before he
finally spoke. “I’m on my way home. Do you need anything?”

“No, no.” She gulped. God, he was so good to
her. He always asked if she needed anything on the way home though
she rarely ever did since she did the majority of the shopping.
“I’m sorry…”

“I’ll be home soon.” Then he was gone.

There was no denying the fact that she’d
angered him. She knew she had. What would he do? Would he leave
her? Want someone who was better at following orders? What if she’d
pushed too many buttons in the past? Would breaking a clear rule be
unforgivable?

Tears swam in her eyes as she hurried to
finish dinner and get it on the table like she and Sir liked it.
Dinnertime together was always important.

She jumped at the sound of the door opening
and closing.

Footfalls warned her of Sir’s approach.
“What have you done?”

“I didn’t mean to. I… I came.” She
whimpered. She covered her mouth with her hand, trying to hide the
quivering of her lower lip. Pleasure was his to give and theirs to
share. “I’m…”

“Go into the bedroom.”

“Please, I’m so, so sorry…” And she was
sorry. For her, the thought of punishment was far more pleasant
than the actual ass spanking, which she’d likely earned. A spanking
would be light punishment. If pushed too far Sir would objectify
her humiliatingly. Would he force her to pack as he watched?
Moaning, she folded her arms across her breasts protectively. “What
about dinner?”

“Do as I say.”

“I won’t do it again…” She winced, knowing
it was likely a lie. They both knew masturbation was a weakness of
hers.

“No, you won’t.” He pointed towards the
bedroom.

Maybe he could be distracted. “Please don’t
send me away…” For the first few months they’d lived together being
put out had been her biggest worry. A good Dominant was hard to
find. Or so others had told her. Sir was a good Dom and a good man.
“I can be good for you.” At least she’d behave for a little
while.

“What?” His voice grew gruff as he took a
step toward her.

“Please don’t send me away.” God, she was so
very lucky to belong to him.

“Go into our bedroom.” He pointed.

“Yes, Sir.” A huge weight bore down on her
as she hurried to follow his order. God, she’d failed. She hadn’t
followed his order. One simple order. Well, for her, it was a big
rule. And the only rule she really had trouble following.

“Take your clothes off.” His face was tight.
It was clear she’d made him unhappy.

Her heart pounded as she did his bidding.
Nude, she covered her breasts. “Please, Sir, forgive me.”

He turned away from her to retrieve
something. Her knees knocked as he approached her with cuffs. “I
beg you…” She’d learned a long time ago Sir liked to be begged.

Sir clasped her arm. “Be still. You’ll only
make this worse.”

“Oh, please don’t do this!” Her cry landed
on deaf ears.

She whimpered and hung her head as he bound
her wrists behind her back. Humiliation heated her skin. How she
hated having her breasts thrust out in such a vulnerable way. It
didn’t matter how much Sir had tried to get her used to being nude
in his presence. She was a modest girl at heart.

He wrapped another set of cuffs around her
ankles. There’d be no fighting. No struggling on her part. He
demanded she take her punishment.

“Please, Sir… I can be good. Just let me
prove it.” Would he discipline her and leave her aching for his
body, then send her away?

“Hush.”

Unsure of what was to happen, she stood
there watching as he went through his belongings. “Please, Sir,
only use your hand.” He had truly wicked things among his
belongings. Some of his toys she hated some of his toys she
despised, others she feared.

“Enough!”

She gulped when he finally turned around
with a belt in his hand. Though she’d been threatened with it a
time or two, he’d never used it on her before.

 

“Please, Sir! Don’t do this!” Panic pounded
in her heart. Again, her cry landed on deaf ears. How disappointed
he must be in her. In the past, begging had sometimes helped her
cause.

Tears blurred her vision as he urged her
down over his capable lap.

“Five swats. You’ll count through them.”

She whimpered. She wasn’t any good at
counting during punishment. His thighs were hard under her middle.
Her breasts dangled down like heavy weights. “Please! I beg you to
stop!” She started to cry then.

For a moment or two, he ran the belt back
and forth over her bottom. The action didn’t prepare her for the
first pop of the belt. “One!”

It’d been no slap or
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