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Chapter 1
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It was ten o’clock in the morning when Penelope Hart saw the package. She and her co-worker Joan were heading for their favorite table in the library’s break room.

“Hey, girl, looks like somebody’s got a birthday.” Joan smiled. “Why didn’t you tell me?”

Penny joined her at the table, looking at the gift wrapped in expensive silver paper. “It can’t be for me. It’s not my birthday.”

Joan picked the box up and shook it. Something inside rattled. “It’s got your name on it, Penny.”

Penny grabbed the box from her, smiling. “Then hand it over, please. I wonder who would leave this here?” 

The box was flat and square. Her name was printed on the tag in crisp handwriting. Was it a book? As a librarian, people were always giving her books. She tore it open to find something red nestled inside. A ping-pong paddle? How odd. She didn’t play ping-pong. Lifting it out, she realized it was bigger than that and covered in red leather. A little padded. 

She turned it over in her hand, showing it to Joan, who giggled. “What on earth is this?”

Joan pulled a sheet of paper out of the box. “There’s a verse, Penny. ‘How should librarians be spanked? Hard and often! Will you cry when I paddle you? Weeping tears of sweet submission before I make you come? Soon. X’.”

Penny gasped, her cheeks flaming along with her bottom. She buttoned the top button on her prim white blouse, tucking an errant wisp of her strawberry blonde hair behind her ear. 

How could anyone mistake her for a loose woman?

Joan grinned. “Why didn’t you tell me you were getting some nookie, girlfriend?”

“I’m not...I don’t...” Oh Lord, her panties were getting damp.

“Yeah. That’s right, your last date was Paul, the thirty-second man,” Joan said, sympathetically. “This means you’ve got a secret admirer, Penny.”

“A secret sadist, you mean.” She flipped the paddle over. “The stamp on the handle says Missy’s House of B&D.” 

Who the hell could have sent this to her? She was the least sexual person she knew. Mr. Barto from the AV room? She glanced at him as he made his way to the free coffee for what had to be the twelfth time and shuddered. 

No. Not even if someone paid her. 

Someone bumped into a table, and she looked over to find Miles Crenshaw. There must be another emergency board meeting. How many emergencies could a library have? Since Vick Deveroux took over, plenty. 

Joan waved a hand in front of her face, regaining her attention. “Sorry.”

Joan smirked. “Nothing wrong with sizing up the competition. Now, if I weren’t married, I might give Miles there a tumble.”

“Not my type,” Penny mumbled, suppressing a shudder, wondering if she really did have a type. 

“As I was saying, B&D is short for bondage and discipline, Penny. Mr. X wants to tie you up and spank you.”

Penny’s cheeks flamed hotter. Her bottom tightened at the word ‘spank,’ but she refused to react. It was an intriguing proposition, not that she’d admit it. She read the books, but could she really do the deeds? 

“I know very well what it means. Our BDSM downloads are flying off the shelves, so to speak.” She ran her hand over the smooth leather. “As if I would let him. As far as I’m concerned, if he’s not man enough to face me, he doesn’t deserve me.” 

“I do it,” Joan admitted with a giggle.

“What?” Penny gaped at her, noting the twinkle in her brown eyes.

“Every year on my birthday, for sure.” Joan took a deep breath. “The first year it happened, we got in a fight. I was being a bitch.”

Penny grinned, refraining from comment. Her pal could be hell on wheels.

“Anyway, Doug got really pissed off, pulled me over his knee, and paddled my ass—hard. I screamed, I cried, I bit him, but he wouldn’t stop, and the strangest thing happened. I started to get really turned on. You know, wet down there. Well, after he spanked me, he gave me the screwing of my life. I could hardly walk, to say nothing of sitting down, the next day.”

Penny blushed. She could just picture Doug, a burly auto mechanic, paddling Joan’s round bottom. Now some man wanted to do the same thing to her. A little frisson of fear and excitement zinged through her. Shooting an embarrassed glance at grouchy Mrs. Bates, the returns clerk who was passing through the break room, she hoped they hadn’t been overheard.

“Nothing but sluts and hooligans,” Mrs. Bates muttered to herself.

Penny and Joan both burst out laughing, earning a scowl from portly Mr. Powel, the day manager, who manned the Check Out desk up front. 

“Shh.”

Biting their lips, they subsided.

“Oh, crap, keep it down,” Joan muttered, adding nervously, “Here comes Vlad.”

Tensing, Penny looked up. Victor Deveroux was indeed coming their way, here early for the board meeting, she decided. She took in his raven black hair, piercing blue eyes and dark suit, her heart skipping a beat. He was handsome, rich, austere, and way out of her league. Joan, of course, had dubbed him Vlad—the vampire. 

His gaze lit on the paddle she held. One of his raven dark brows arched in surprise, and she thought she saw his sensual mouth twitch in amusement. Blushing, she slipped the paddle under the table, letting it rest on her lap.

He nodded. “Ladies.”

Her pulse raced. Was he going to comment, or reprimand her? But he passed on by without another word. She stood, tossing her cool cup of coffee down the drain. She didn’t need the caffeine buzz today. 

“Back to work.” She walked to her desk and slipped the paddle into the bottom drawer, then locked it.

“So, you’re not going to go to the cops with Exhibit A?” Joan smiled.

“And say what, some anonymous sex maniac wants to spank me?” she said, trying to act casual. “I’ll just forget about it.”

“Right,” Joan said, laughing.

***
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THE NEXT TWO DAYS WENT by normally. Then, while heading to her desk after lunch, Penny noticed another package.

“Oh!” Joan squealed. “Open it. I can’t wait to see what he sent.”

“I can.” Penny sighed with trepidation. Did she want to get turned on again? It seemed so naughty. 

Cautiously ripping off the blue wrapping paper, she opened the box, and gasped. Shiny silver handcuffs were nestled inside. She pulled them out, shivering. They were lined with soft fleece. And there was something else in the box. Black leather. A blindfold. Her knees were rubbery and her panties damp again. 

She sagged into the nearest chair. “Oh, my.”

Joan started reading, “‘You will call me master when we meet. You will beg sweetly for my pleasures, and my punishment. Devotedly, X’.” She fanned her face with the letter. “Hot stuff.”

“Kinky stuff,” Penny protested. She wasn’t that kind of girl. Heck, she’d only had sex a few times, and she hadn’t found it all that satisfying. If this ‘X’ thought he could turn her into some kind of sex slave, he had his work cut out for him.

“Same thing. Hey, he sent sweets for the sweet.” Joan pulled a red lollypop out of the box and handed it to her. 

Penny blushed. It was shaped like an erect penis. She took the gifts and put them in the drawer with the paddle, not that she meant to ever meet him.

***
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THE FOLLOWING DAY, near the end of her shift, there was another package. 

“This is getting silly,” Penny protested, opening the red box. She lifted out a silver-colored metal chain with clips on either end. It was heavy enough to be real silver. She looked at Joan for clarification.

“Nipple clamps,” Joan whispered, so Mrs. Bates wouldn’t hear.

She took it from Penny and opened one clasp. “He gets your nips nice and hard, then he clamps these babies onto ‘em. The chain adds weight, tugging at your tortured nipples.”

Penny gasped, fascinated. Her nipples tingled, beading. “Have you used them?”

“No.” Joan softly ran her fingers over the chain. “But, I’d like to borrow them.”

Penny snatched them back. “No way. I’m not adding to your lude behavior.” Or giving them up. She added the nipple clamps to her drawer of naughty things, her nipples jutting, tingling. Her panties were damp again, damn the man. How could he do this to her?

“There's another note,” Joan said.

“Of course.” She groaned. “What now? You will grovel before me some day? Promises, promises. So far, he’s been nothing but a tease.”

“’Meet me at the Grand Hotel, room five seventeen, at noon Saturday. X’.” Joan giggled. “Girl, you’re gonna get it now.”

“Well, I’m not going to do it,” Penny firmly protested. 

Still, she was dying to know who X was. He knew her movements, had access to the library. The only man that worked here was Mr. Powel, and she had it on good authority the rotund gentleman was gay. She thought about Vlad for a second, her nipples tingling. Now, he was good looking. But, he was also stiff and formal, not to mention snooty. And he wasn’t here that often, being the new head of the library’s board of trustees. Besides, he wouldn’t have the desire to send such things to her. It couldn’t be him. No, it was somebody else, probably one of the library’s patrons. It wouldn’t hurt to check out Missy’s House of B&D. They might be able to tell her who he was and put her out of her misery.

***
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AFTER WORK, SHE DROVE to the parking lot at Missy’s House of B&D. It was a good thing she’d researched its location on her home PC this week, because it was hard to find. They didn’t advertise, but her dogged determination had paid off. A small sign reading ‘Private Club’ told her she was in the right place. 

The restored Victorian mansion was charming, like something out of a fairytale. Was the Big Bad Wolf waiting inside, ready to paddle her? 

Not likely, she decided, tamping down her excitement while plucking her courage. When she entered the building, the first thing that hit her was the silence. It was plush, decorated in jewel tones, and empty. Where was everyone? She’d half expected to walk in on an orgy. The curtains parted in a doorway on her left, and a man walked out. He was older, and well dressed in a blue shirt and tan chinos. 

She let out a sigh of relief, no black leather or whips. 

“How may I help you, pretty one?”

Pretty? Her? “Um, well, I’d like to talk to Missy please.”

“You’re talking to her Dom, love. My name is Samuel.”

She blushed. “Her Dom?”

“Her dominant master. Missy is my sub’s name. It’s homage to her, so to speak.”

“Sub?”

He smiled, his eyes twinkling. “Yes, submissive, dear child. You’re new, I see.”

The very word submissive made her tremble. She needed to correct him quick. “Well, I’m not...that is, I don’t...”

“Sit.” He pointed to a chair behind her.

She frowned. “No, thank you.”

“Sit,” he said, gruffly, raising a brow.

Gasping, she sank into the chair.

He patted her on the head. “Obstinate, but quite trainable. You’re a true submissive, love.”

Trainable. She shuddered, her nipples peaking.

“Now. What is it that you want?”

“Some things were sent to me—some obscene gifts.” She gulped as his interested gaze pierced her. “I demand to know who sent them.”

“Oh.” He smiled. “You must be Penelope.”

Shocked, she gaped at him as his voice lingered over her name. “How do you know about me?”

“Simple. My friend is the man that sent the naughty gifts to you, love. Meeting you, I can now understand why he’s crazy about you.”

He’s crazy about you. But who was he? She tried not to focus on the teasing way Samuel said naughty. She wasn’t naughty, or crazy about a secret stranger. “Who?”

He shook his head. “I can’t reveal that, love.” He pulled back a curtain. “But I’ve got more goods for sale, if you want to send something to him.”

Penny rose, unable to stop herself, as she walked into the back room to look. She gazed at a row of nipple clamps on display, clasped to the mannequins’ plump nipples, and gulped, her mouth going dry. She noticed the silver ones that X had sent her. Sterling and heavy, as she touched them, her nipples began to tingle, jutting out against her thick cotton bra. Appalled, she stepped back, hunching her shoulders, so he wouldn’t see.

“You should meet him,” Samuel said behind her.

He knew about their proposed rendezvous. How embarrassing. 

She turned to go, but a man and woman entered the building. When they walked past, she noticed the woman’s wrists were cuffed in front of her, her nipples hard, her eyes shining with excitement. The man, walking fast behind her, carried a black paddle. 

Penny looked at Samuel. “What goes on here?”

“Anything that two consenting adults want to happen. The rooms are sound-proofed.” He added, softly, “So, no one will hear you beg for it.”

She flushed. As if she would. “I have to go.”
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Chapter 2
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Penny stood outside the hotel room Saturday, half an hour early. Not that she meant to submit, but she wanted to see X, was aching to see him. She had to know who he was. 

Letting herself in with the key the desk clerk had handed her, she felt like she was doing something forbidden. Naughty. But she wasn’t going to submit. She’d come to tell him just that, and to snoop. He wasn’t here yet, or so the desk clerk had said. Did the desk clerk know why she was here? 

She walked through the suite of rooms. Someone was staying here, she noted, eyeing his books on the coffee table. His slippers sat by the king-sized bed. Mr. X had big feet. She tried not to think about the size of his penis. She moved on to the exercise equipment in the corner—a weight bench and a rack with a pulley system—how odd.

She strode into the bathroom, featuring a big whirlpool tub and walk-in double shower. His toothbrush was by the sink. It seemed wrong peeking at his things, but she needed to know something about him. 

She made her back to the bedroom, looking at the book on his bedside table. His choice in reading was interesting. Mythology. She turned, looking at the king-sized bed. It was covered with a silver velvet throw. Old fashioned yet traditional. She ran her hand over it, shivering. It was sensual to the touch. 

She paced the bedroom’s thick carpet, looking for something with his name on it. She didn’t have much time. Her hands shook. She wiped them on the skirt of her dress.

Then she noticed the gifts from her naughty drawer laid out in a row on top of the dresser—her nipple chains, blindfold, handcuffs, and paddle. Her breath caught in her throat. How had he gotten them? They were still locked in her desk. Next to them was a big box of condoms—king size. She gulped. 

The door opened, and she turned. Her eyes locked with his piercing blue ones, and her middle turned quivery. 

“Vlad,” she said with a gasp. 

“You may not speak until your master gives you permission, Penelope.”

Her bottom clenched as she stepped back, stung by his masterful tone. It was no-nonsense, determined, and hot. He stood there, staring at her, handsome as sin, but formal in his dark tailored suit. 

She hunched her shoulders so he wouldn’t see her budding nipples. “But you’re not my master. Why should I obey you?”

“Then why are you here?” he demanded.

She bit her lip. Why was she here? To snoop? Maybe see him—and more.

“Strip,” he commanded.

She jumped, startled. Her hand went to the top button of her dress. 

Wait, why was she obeying?

“That’s good,” he praised.

As his dark raspy voice poured over her like honey, she sighed, acknowledging to herself she secretly wanted this. 

Stripping off her dress, she stood, trembling, in just her panties, bra, and shoes. His hot gaze roved over her, and her nipples tingled.

“Kick your shoes off and come here.” 

With a gulp, she did as he commanded, feeling like a wanton. She’d never paraded in her undies before a man. Did he like her figure? She looked up at him, curious and turned on.

“Eyes down,” he said.

Tearing up, she looked down. He was angry, strict. Would he use the paddle? She blushed, her bottom heating as she thought it. Finally, she stepped into his space, halting before him, smelling his sandalwood cologne. She’d noticed it before at the library. How long had he been watching her, thinking about dominating her, having sex with her? Shivering, she waited for him to say something. 

He reached out to stroke her hair, undoing the clip at her nape, fingering a strawberry-blonde curl.

“What a good girl,” he praised. “Your hair is lovely, Penelope. I want you to wear it down like this, but only for me.”

She shivered, getting wet, excited and scared. 

He reached behind her, unfastening her bra. She stood frozen, embarrassed as he slipped it off her. His hands were on her breasts, warm and rough. His fingers teased her nipples, making her blush harder, as she bit back a moan. It was so good, so sexy. She leaned into his touch, wanting more.

“Such beautiful breasts,” Vlad murmured. “And so responsive.”

Her face flaming, she pushed them into his hand, and he pinched her nipples. 

“Oh.” It hurt and felt good.

“No talking,” he warned. “That’s one demerit.”

Demerit? She wasn’t a child. 

She glanced at the paddle on the dresser, and shuddered. Would she let him use it? Did she want him to discipline her? His fingers, pinching and tugging at her nipples, made her gasp. Then, his hands moved to the waistband of her panties, pulling them down, exposing her curls. Her hands moved to cover them.

“No.” He smacked her bottom.

“Ouch!” His red handprint throbbed on her bottom. Her hands fell away from her curls.

“Better,” he said, rubbing her ass.

Penny couldn’t help it, she leaned into his touch. 

He eased back, and she stepped out of her panties.

“Go lay down on the bed, Penelope,” he ordered, suddenly gruff.

Shimmering with excitement, she did as he commanded, climbing on top of the velvet spread. It tickled against her back.

“In the center.” 

She inched over. He was going to make love to her, bring her pleasure. She could hardly wait. Although, she wasn’t sure she had what it took to be the sexual wanton he thought she was. Still, she was willing to give it a shot. Her sex was wet, quivering, her nipples tingling. When he looked at them, they jutted out harder.

“Give me your right hand.” 

She reached out to him tentatively. Holding hands wasn’t exactly what she had in mind. 

Instead, he pulled a handcuff from the nightstand drawer and slapped it on her wrist, quickly fastening it to the headboard. 

Shocked, she could only gape at him for a moment. Licking her dry lips, she whimpered, “No...I don’t.”

“Quiet, slave.” 

Penny’s mouth snapped shut as his suddenly hard tone stung her. She shivered as he methodically cuffed her other wrist. He wasn’t kidding about this bondage stuff. As he stood, looking down at her, she couldn’t help wriggling. Excitement and terror warred inside her. 

He reached for her blindfold. 

“No!”

He turned, scowling. “Don’t make me gag you. I want that pretty mouth free.”

Free for what? His cock? Samuel’s words came back to her. He’s crazy about you. She shuddered. She’d never had oral sex or given it.

He lifted her head, sliding the blindfold in place, tightening it so it shut out all light. Beneath it, tears stung her eyes. It was frightening to be blinded like this. 

She waited. Why wasn’t he touching her, taking her? 

Then, he spread her legs, tied them to something so they were lewdly splayed open.

“You’ve got the most beautiful pussy, Penelope,” he said softly. “It’s pink and perfect for me.”

She was mortified. 

The bed sagged as he sat next to her, his finger caressing her labia. She sighed, straining toward him. This was what she wanted, what she craved. He kept circling her sex, playing with her, driving her mad. Why didn’t he take her?

“Speak. Who am I?” He tickled her clit.

She gasped, arching toward his teasing finger. “Vlad. Um...I mean, Mr. Deveroux.”

“No.” He flicked her clit hard.

“Ow,” she cried as pain shot through her. She wouldn’t call him Master. No way.

“Who?” he demanded, smoothing over her clit.

“I’m not calling you that.” She sobbed in frustration.

He spanked her mound. “Who?”

“Ouch.” Pain rippled through her.

“Do you want me to fuck you?” he asked, sticking a finger into her wet pussy. “Speak.”

How could he make her ask him? It was shameful. She didn’t talk like that, didn’t use those kinds of improper words. He shoved another finger into her, and she gasped with pleasure. 

“Yes, I want you to fuck me,” she bit out. 

Then, he pinched her clit. Pleasure—pain—goodness me.

“Not until you ask me properly, naughty Penelope,” he said, rubbing her clit.

She whimpered when he pulled away.

“Speak,” he demanded.

Sobbing with need, she cried out, “Fuck me, please.”

“Please, what?”

“Please, Master.” Her pussy clenched, aching for him. 

She heard his zipper, felt the bed sag again as he moved between her spread legs. He was still dressed, his pants rubbing against her naked thighs. How naughty. The head of his cock butted against her mound. He was hard and wide, definitely extra large. 

She whimpered, wondering if she could hold him. Instead of taking her, he bent to suck and nibble on her nipples. She arched, rubbing against his cock, crying out.

“Shh,” he demanded. “No sound, four demerits.”

She whimpered silently as he sucked and nibbled on her nipples, drawing them deep into his hungry mouth. His cock thumped against her, teasing her, but not taking her. 

“Please, Master,” she sobbed.

“Five demerits,” he growled, moving to suck the other nipple.

She shivered, the sucking making her hotter, driving her wild. She tugged against her restraints, writhing under him. “Please, Master, fuck me.” She wailed.

“Six demerits,” he growled.

She felt the broad head of his cock entering her. “Oh!” He was huge. 

He kept filling her, relentless, stretching her.

“Seven demerits,” he bit out, shoving farther inside.

She whimpered as he thrust his big cock the rest of the way. He lay on her, flattening her, breathing hard. 

Vlad the Impaler, indeed. If Joan only knew. 

He drew out, slamming back into her. She saw stars beneath the blindfold, her pussy rippling as he slammed into her again.

“Don’t you dare come,” he ordered with a growl. “Not until I give you permission, slave.”

Permission to come? He couldn’t ask that. 

She shuddered, crying out, as he pumped inside her.

“Shh.” Holding her bottom tight, he thrust in and out of her.

Her pussy clamped onto his cock, milking it hard as she came, screaming. 

When she recovered, he was still pumping in and out.

“Bad slave,” he grumbled. “No self-control.” He pumped into her again, coming.

His weight lifted from her and his cock pulled out. 

What a mind-blowing experience. She’d never come so hard. 

He lay down beside her. Why wasn’t he undoing her restraints? He ran a hand over her breast, pinching the well-sucked nipples. She arched toward his hand, feeling the pull deep inside. She gasped while her pussy rippled and grew wet again. 

“Oh, my. Twice?”

“Shh. You’ve been a disobedient girl, Penelope.” He pinched her nipple. “How should I punish you?”

“You can’t. I won’t let you.” 

Spank! 

His palm slapped her mound, and she shrieked. It hurt.

“Wrong answer, naughty slave.” His hand soothed her spanked mound, tickling her clit.

She sighed, arching toward to him. More fucking, Vlad, she wanted to beg. 

His finger slid to her anus, tracing it, tickling it. 

She tensed. Not there!

“Have you ever had anal sex, naughty Penelope?” He wet his finger with her juices and slid the tip of his digit into her ass. “Speak.”

“Oh,” She moaned at the strangely pleasurable sensation, tightening against him. “No, that’s dirty.”

“Nice and dirty.” He chuckled. “It’s where bad slave girls get fucked. But, don’t worry, Penelope, we’ll work up to that. I’ll introduce it to you slowly, like a good master should. Would you like that? Speak.” He spanked her mound again.

She yelped at the flash of pain, her ass tightening around his finger. “Yes, Master.”

“Excellent,” he said, tickling her anus and clit at the same time.

Her hips rose from the bed at the filthy, good/bad feeling. She shouldn’t like it, or allow it, she told herself while quivering against his probing digit. 

He bent down, his finger still partially inside her bottom. His warm breath caressed her mound. He was breathing fast, she realized. He licked at her pussy, her labia, sucking them into his mouth. 

Nobody had ever... 

He nipped them lightly—first one, then the other. 

She moaned, thrashing, overcome with pleasure. 

He licked her clit, and she screamed.

“That’s eight demerits,” he said against her.

His warm breath made her tremble. He went back to sucking her clit, drawing it into his mouth, nipping at it. 

She whimpered as pleasure-pain washed over her. Vlad was a perfect nickname for him, she decided. He was a vampire, a pussy vampire. His tongue thrust into her, licking. She came, muffling her shriek, her clamping on his tongue. 

Then, he did it to her again, licking, sucking, making her come again.

When he finally pulled away, she was limp, drained. She felt her head and shoulders being raised, as the bed sat up electronically. It startled her, and she whimpered. Her cuffed wrists were pulled back, her legs still restrained.

“Open your mouth for your master,” he commanded.

She’d never given oral sex before, but there was no denying her master, she knew. 

Penny opened her mouth, feeling the blunt head of his cock brush her lips. Tentatively, she reached her tongue out, to lick him. Salty, sweet, male—her tongue swept around the velvet head of his cock. She licked a drip of come off the slit, and thought she heard him sigh.

If only she could only see him while she was doing this wanton act. Opening her mouth wider, she took the head of him in her mouth, feeling it twitch. Sucking, she slid up and down it, as far as her bonds would let her go. His hands gripped either side of her head, holding her steady, as he pushed into her mouth. She gurgled, him push deeper. 

“That’s it,” he husked. “Open your mouth wide for your master, Penelope.”

She shuddered, him pumping between her lips, trying to please him. He was pulsing, tightening, getting bigger.

“When I come, I want you to swallow it,” he said tightly. “Don’t spill a drop, you hear me?”

She could only gurgle as he fucked her mouth faster. He came in hot salty spurts. Sucking and slurping, she gulped his cum, feeling it drip down her chin, and onto her breast. When he pulled out of her mouth, she sighed.

“You spilled.” He smoothed the cum around her nipple. “How shall I punish you?”

She kept silent, bottom tightening, waiting for it, at his mercy. The bed shifted as he got up. He undid her wrist cuffs and her leg restraints.

“Give me your hand,” he ordered.

What was he going to do, rap her knuckles like the nuns had in elementary school? Trembling, she held out her hand. 

He grasped it, giving her a tug. “Come.”

She wiggled to the side of the bed. Standing beside him, her knees buckled. She’d never been so well fucked in all her life. She reached up to remove her blindfold.

“No,” he snapped.

She let her hand drop, tears stinging her eyes at his hard tone. Why was he so mean? She’d done all the things he’d said. 

He tugged on her hand again, and she followed him, padding barefoot over the carpet. Where was he leading her? When they stepped on the cool tile, she knew it was the bathroom. She heard water running, smelled jasmine bath oil. 

He was going to give her a bath? While the water ran, he abruptly sat down on something, tugging her over his knee. 

She screeched, startled.

“Quiet!” 

She could feel that he was still dressed, while she was naked, over his knee. Her butt, raised up in the air, tightened. His hand slapped her ass. 

Spank! 

She screamed.

“Quiet, or I’ll gag you.”

She sobbed, whimpering against him. Joan was crazy if she thought this made her hot. 

Spank! 

His hand smacked against her ass again. She bit her lip, stifling her cry, her mound pressing against his wool pants. But there was a small spark of pleasure.

“Better,” he praised, rubbing her ass. “Four more.”

Her bottom tensed as tears wet her blindfold. “Sadist bastard.” 

Spank! 

His hand slapped the bottom of her ass, making her jump forward as she squealed. 

Spank! 

She whimpered as his palm flattened against her left cheek. 

Spank! 

Her right cheek. He was playing with her, enjoying it. And damn, her pussy was getting wet again. Her legs inched apart. Maybe Joan wasn’t making it up. 

Spank! 

She screamed as he hit her harder. She lay over his knee, crying and aroused. He gently rubbed her bottom, making her sob, his caress tender now.

“I knew you’d cry,” he said softly. “Was it a good spanking, Penelope?”

She stiffened. She couldn’t answer that. It was too personal. 

His hand cupped her mound. “You’re wet, naughty Penelope. Speak.”

She shook her head, sobbing. 

Spank! He spanked her mound. It quivered, as pain tightened it. 

“Yes,” she cried out.

“Good slave,” he said, rubbing away the hurt. He pushed her off his lap to land on the floor.

Startled, she yelped, and started to rise.

“No. Stay.”

She settled back down. She heard him walk away to turn off the taps and then came back.

“On your knees,” he ordered, pulling off her blindfold.

She rose onto her knees, blinking at the suddenly bright light.

“Spread your knees apart” 

She did, acutely aware of her nudity. He was still wearing his shirt and tie, for Pete’s sake.

“Good. Eyes down,” he barked.

She dipped her gaze, peeking at him from under her lashes. He was handsome, her master.

“Put your hands on your knees, palms up.”

She did, trembling. How must she look, naked, spanked and well fucked?

“You are in your first submissive position, naughty Penelope.”

Submissive position. Her pussy fluttered.

“Up,” he said. “And into the tub.”

She stood and walked toward the whirlpool tub, embarrassed. She’d never bathed with a man before, never done a lot of things before. 

She was astounded when he took her hand, gently helping her into the tub. She eased into the swirling water with a sigh. It immediately soothed her spanked bottom. When he started scrubbing her shoulder with a sponge slathered with jasmine body wash, she blushed. Staring up at him, she watched his blue irises contract when he scrubbed her breasts, paying extra attention to the nipples. They jutted out for him, tingling. He moved down, scrubbing her tummy, down to her curls. She squeezed her legs together, earning a black scowl from him. She opened them, and he scrubbed her pussy, rubbing the clit, over and over, until she came, crying out. She opened her eyes to find his sensual mouth tightened, sweat on his brow.

“Turn over, onto your knees.”

She blanched. Was he going to spank her again? Biting back a sob, she did as he said, getting on her knees, holding onto the edge of the tub. The sponge was on her ass, scrubbing hard, swirling around her spank marks, making her whimper. He sponged down between her legs, rubbing her pussy. 

Then, he moved to her anus, making her tighten and pull away. 

He swatted her wet bottom.

She sobbed, stilling. 

He soaped her anus, working a soapy finger inside, swirling and scrubbing. Her ass tightened around his finger, and her pussy rippled.

He laughed and pulled his finger out. “Bad slave.” He smacked her wet bottom again, playfully this time. “Up,” he said, yanking the plug.

She stood, a bit wobbly, and took his hand as he helped her out of the tub. 

He dried her with a plush towel, then led her to the vanity.

“Bend over,” he said, roughly.

She bent over, hands on the sink, bottom thrust out. What would he do to her now? Her cheeks clenched. 

Waiting, she heard him disrobe. He was getting naked? Why? Then he was behind her, sucking on her neck. His big hands squeezed her spanked bottom. 

She moaned, pressing against him, getting hotter. He reached between her legs, touching her pussy, running his fingers over her labia, toying with her clit. She shivered against him, growing wetter. He pushed one, and then two, fingers into her, stretching her. 

She humped his hand, groaning.

“Shh,” he admonished.

His cock brushed her pussy—hard, throbbing. She whimpered, needing it so bad.

“You’re so wet, naughty librarian. Are you ready for your Master to fuck you?”

“Oh yes, Master,” she cried. “Fuck me, please.” 

She felt every hard inch of him slide into her, her pussy hugging him. He surged into her, driving her against the sink, and she moaned with pleasure. Grasping her hips, he pulled almost all the way out, then surged into her again. 

She was shivering, gasping for breath, as he took her hard. “Oh please, Master. Yes, Master,” she repeated. 

He reached for her clit, pinching it, and she came, tightening around his cock.

He came, thrusting hard, and holding her tight. He sagged against her, his breathing harsh. 

When he pulled out, she collapsed against the sink. 

Vlad was insatiable. 

He turned the shower on. “Come,” he barked.

She stood, turning to look at him, her pussy still rippling. “What?”

“One demerit,” he growled, reaching for her. He pulled her into the big double shower with him.

She looked at him, seeing him naked for the first time. He was handsome, even more handsome naked. Powerful upper body, washboard abs. He worked out, she surmised. Strong legs, big feet. Of course, his cock, even limp, was enormous.

“Wash me,” he ordered.

Well, he’d washed her, it only seemed polite to reciprocate. She reached for a sponge on the ledge and a bottle of body wash. Sandalwood scent. She added some to the damp sponge, and approached him. He stood there, stiff as a statue, watching her. Wasn’t he even going to help? 

Frowning, she lathered first one arm, then the other, and moved on to his flat stomach. Looking at his cock, she panicked and dropped to scrub his feet, soaping both legs. She came to his cock, eye level, and blowjob level. Blushing, she scrubbed it, and watched it grow before her eyes. 

Peeking up at him, she took in his smile as the water rinsed the soap away.

“Open your mouth,” he ordered.

She did, tongue flicking out to taste him, taking the head of his cock inside her mouth. It grew, twitching as she sucked on it harder, longer. He slid in and out of her mouth, holding her head steady while he fucked it, making her gag a little on the deep strokes. 

Pulling away, he tugged her to her feet and entered her while standing up.

“Wrap your legs around my waist, Penelope.” 

She did, his hands gripping her bottom while he thrust hard into her, slamming her down onto him, making her take more until she came. 

He held her that way for a long time as she sobbed, overcome by emotion, water pounding on them.

He turned off the shower and stepped out, him still inside her. Dripping wet, he carried her into the bedroom.

She moaned with every step as his cock rubbed inside her. Her pussy rippled against him. 

He laid her, still wet, on the edge of the bed, and rammed into her over and over until he came, and she exploded with him. 

When he pulled away, she lay there, panting.

“Stay,” he ordered.

She lay still, too tired to argue, and heard the water in the sink running. He came back and washed her pussy. 

She blushed, closing her eyes. Would she ever get used to that? 

He dried her with a towel, and pulled back the covers.

“Come,” he said.

She crawled between the sheets. He covered her up, and she fell asleep. 

When she woke hours later, it was already dark outside. How long had she been here? 

He wasn’t in bed. She sat up. 

The lights came on, making her blink. 

She looked at the wet bar in the sitting room. He was sitting there, watching her. He was dressed again, this time in a robe and slippers.

“Up,” he ordered.

She got up, but sidled away from him, acutely aware of her nudity. “Vlad, it’s been fun—mind-blowing actually—but it’s time for me to go.”

“No.”

She froze. “What did you say?”

“You heard me, naughty slave. Now, assume the position.”

Her cheeks flamed. “I’ll do no such thing. A few games are okay, but it’s gone far enough.”

“Do you want a paddling?”

Her bottom clenched. “No.” She looked around. Where were her clothes? “This is illegal, Vlad.”

“Do you want to call a cop?” he asked politely.

“No,” she said with a frown.

“Then don’t make me repeat the command. Down.”

She sunk to her knees before him, her legs spread, head bowed, as she shuddered.

“Very good,” he praised.

She watched him pour himself a drink. He stood there, watching her, like she was an exhibit or something. His plaything. Her knees hurt, her nipples tingled, her pussy clenched, growing wet.

“Come,” he said.

She stood and walked to him. When he held out his glass, she thought he was offering it to her. A black scowl when she reached for it made her drop her hands, along with her gaze.

“Better,” he said.

He rubbed the cold glass over her left nipple, and she gulped as it got harder, stinging. He bent to suck on it, drawing it into his hot mouth. She trembled, her middle melting, as he sucked harder. Then, he held the glass to her right nipple, swirling it, making her shiver as she moaned.

“Shh,” he scolded, then sucked her right nipple.

Her knees wobbled as he drew it hard into his hot mouth. She whimpered when he stopped. He put down the glass and reached up to pinch both nipples, rolling them in his fingers, tugging on them. Gasping with pleasure, she leaned toward him.

“Who’s playing with your pretty tits, slave? Speak.”

“M-m-master,” she stammered with a cry when he pinched them.

“Very good,” he said, his hands dropping. “Come.” He turned and walked to the dresser.

She followed him, her nipples hard, aching points.

“Are you ready to wear your jewels, naughty librarian?”

She shivered at the nipple clamps in his hand. Could she take it? At his frown, she murmured, “Yes, Master.”

He reached for her left nipple, pinching it, rolling it.

She closed her eyes and shoved it out at him, moaning. It felt so good. Cool metal clamped down, pinching it, extending it, making it sting. Gasping, she looked at him.

“You will wear it to please your master.”

She shuddered as he played with her other nipple, getting it ready. Yes, she’d do it to please him. Moaning with pleasure, she pushed the other nipple out at him as he tugged on it. The cool clasp clamped down, making her squirm. It hurt, but not as much as she had feared. She opened her eyes to look down at her tits. The silver clasps pinched the nipples, jutting them out even more. They were swollen, red. She whimpered. He dropped the chain and she gasped. It hung, tugging on her poor tortured nipples, pleasure/pain shooting through them.

“Walk for me,” he ordered.

She took a few cautious steps, the chain swinging. She looked helplessly back at him.

“Over to the table. Sit.” 

She slowly walked over to the table and chairs, nipples tortured, biting her lip. The table was set for two. Light glinted off champagne glasses. A bud vase contained a single red rose. She sighed. The chain moved, tugging on her nipples. Tears welled in her eyes. 

He pulled out her chair, ever the gentleman. Blinking back tears, she sat, letting him push her chair in.

Someone knocked on the door. 

She startled, blinking at him. 

He was watching her. “Dinner,” he said, walking to the door.

She panicked. She couldn’t let the room service person see her. She started to get up.

“Sit,” Vlad said sharply.

Wincing, she sat back down. 

He opened the door and stepped out into the hall. 

She heard him talking, joking with the deliveryman. This was her chance. She could jump up, cry out. She heaved in a shaky breath. Her nipple clamps tugged, her pussy contracted, raw from his loving, but still randy. She stayed put. 

How had he turned her into this shameless wanton?

He came back into the room, shutting the door behind him, locking it.

“I have to go home.” 

“No. I want you to stay for the weekend and take your preliminary submission lessons. An obedience course, if you will.”

She gaped at him. He sounded serious and strict. He set a plate before her. Quiche, salad, strawberries, and chocolate mousse. All her favorite foods, how did he know? Her stomach rumbled, but she waited, minding her manners. He carried his plate to the table with the same foods.

Sitting next to her, he nodded. “Good. You may eat everything but your dessert.”

He couldn’t tell her what to eat. 

Gazing at his determined expression, she decided that he could. She nibbled on her salad, and caught him watching her mouth. She moved on to her quiche, which was delicious. Heaving a sigh of relief when he started to eat, her nipple chain tugged, and she gasped. Luckily, he seemed not to hear.

She wouldn’t put it past him to tug on that cursed chain. She speared a plump strawberry, bringing it to her mouth, nibbling it. She felt him watching her. It was exciting. Emboldened, she ate another, licking the juice off her lips. A peek told her he was aroused, his cock stirring under his robe. 

Suddenly, she was nervous. 

He stood, taking off his robe. He was naked, and hard.

“Position one, now,” he demanded.

Blanching at his harsh tone, she stood, walked over to him, and sank to her knees. 

He scooped his finger into the chocolate mousse and held it in front of her. “Suck, it off.” 

Shocked, she took his finger between her lips, sucking the dessert off. She was trembling, her arousal peaked. When he pulled his finger out, she sat back, gasping as her nipples tugged. She watched him spread chocolate mousse on the head of his hard cock, and gulped.

“Suck,” he ordered.

She hesitated—it was so naughty. Flicking her tongue out, she tasted him and the mousse, then opened wider, slipping the head of his cock into her mouth. She sucked. He began to move in her mouth, over and over, deeper and deeper. 

“Open your mouth wider, Penelope.” 

She complied as he pushed deeper, holding her head, fucking her mouth. She didn’t want him this way. It was demeaning. Still, she grew wet, her pussy twitching as she gagged on his huge cock.

“When I come,” he hissed, “swallow it all. Don’t miss a drop, or I’ll have to punish you, naughty librarian.”

He came, spurting into her mouth. She swallowed, feeling cum run down her chin. 

She’d be punished. She started to cry. 

He pulled out of her mouth, and she dared a look up at him. 

He was frowning, his blue eyes dark and dilated. He touched the cum on her breasts, lifting it up on his finger for her. 

She licked it off, shuddering, dreading her punishment.

“Up,” he said. “Into the bedroom.”

Blinking away tears, she walked toward the bedroom. Would he paddle her? Would it be worse than the spanking? Her nipples tugged, and she shivered. 

He walked over to the funny exercise equipment—the frame with pulleys.

He took her right hand, and pulled it up, manacling it to the top of the frame. She whimpered at the tug to her clamped nipple. He did the same to her left hand. She gasped at the pull when both her breasts lifted. She was stretched, taut, and scared. He bent down to secure her ankles. Her legs spread. Her pussy got wet again. Was he going to take her like this? It was an exciting possibility. But he’d promised to punish her. 

She watched him walk to the dresser and pick up her red paddle. Her bottom clenched. Oh, no! 

He stepped beside her, and kissed her shoulder. “Time for punishment, Penelope.”

She shuddered, her nipples tugging. 

He rubbed the paddle on her bottom. “Ready?”

“No,” she cried, shuddering. 

He drew the paddle back, and she moaned in anticipation. 

Smack! 

She shrieked.

“No sound,” he grumbled, covering her mouth with his hand.

She cried muffled sobs into his hand. 

Smack! 

“Oh,” she yelped. 

Smack! 

“No, ouch,” she cried into his hand. 

Sobbing, she heard him drop the paddle. What other tortures did he have in mind? 

“Tears of sweet submission,” he said, brushing a teardrop off her cheek.

She cried harder. When he held out his finger, she obediently licked the drop off.

He went behind her, kissing her neck, sucking on it, biting. She shuddered, her pussy getting aroused. His hot lips ran down her spine, making her shiver as he knelt behind her. She felt his lips on her paddled bottom, kissing, licking, soothing the fire from her paddling. He nipped her, and she trembled. 

His hands spread her ass cheeks and he licked her anus. 

She shrieked, tightening at the unexpected touch of his hot tongue.

“No,” he said, and stabbed his tongue in her ass again.

She cried as his rough tongue pushed at her tight bottom, burrowing inside. She gasped, her pussy and bottom rippling. 

Then he drew his tongue out, and she felt his finger, rubbing, probing. It had something cool and sticky smooth on it.

“I’m lubing your bottom, naughty slave.” He stood and walked to the dresser.

She groaned, her bottom still rippling. When he came back, carrying what looked like a short, stubby, thin dildo, she shook her head. He wasn’t going to...

He stepped closer, showing it to her. “This is your butt plug, naughty librarian.” He smiled, holding it up to her lips, and she kissed it, reluctantly. “Very good,” he praised with a smile. 

He walked behind her.

She tensed while he parted her cheeks. The plug touched her anus, and she jerked away.

“No,” he said. “I’m opening your ass, naughty slave.”

Shuddering, she stilled. She felt it entering, stinging and stretching as he wedged it firmly inside her. 

He backed away. 

The butt plug stayed in place, holding her open, feeling too big, too invasive. 

She cried quietly as he stood, then walked around to face her. She stood captive, stretched, bottom plugged, and peeked up at him. He was smiling, satisfied, because he’d done this to her. She shuddered, her nipple chain tugged, and she gasped. 

He stepped closer, nearer. Was he going to kiss her? She blushed. With all they’d done, he’d never done that. His mouth brushed hers, and she sighed, closing her eyes. Her pussy got hotter as he thrust his tongue inside her mouth. She sucked on it, earning a groan. He touched her tits, tugging on the chain. She yelped into his mouth at the pleasure/pain that zinged through them, making her pussy contract, her anus ripple around her butt plug.

She felt
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