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“Hurts?”

“Uh-huh,” Vadim murmured as Max kept
stroking his hair.

The curtains were drawn, and the dimly
glowing bedside lamp was the only source of light. This room could
be anywhere in the world, anywhere in time. Behind the window,
there must be a vast expanse of dark skies over the frozen Moskva
River and dots of traffic along its banks, forming serpentine
lines, but it was of no importance now, not for the two men in
here.

Max sat on the bed, wearing only his boxers
and a faded gray t-shirt, with his back propped against the
headboard, and Vadim lay naked beside him, his head resting in
Max’s lap. To Vadim’s dismay, it wasn’t the aftermath of a BDSM
scene, which he would have enjoyed. He was suffering from a grossly
pedestrian headache. Even hardcore masochists often disliked
headaches, and Vadim wasn’t into that kind of pain either.

Partly, this was his own fault, and it made
him all the sullener. He shouldn’t have worked late, until the
tension in his neck and shoulders had become almost unbearable and
he’d started feeling like he had tiny grains of sand in his eyes.
At least he should have stopped after that and returned
home, to Max. But he’d chosen to ignore these warning signs because
he’d wanted to finish some alterations to his project the client
had requested. The small architectural firm he worked at was
currently overloaded with commissions, and it was good of course,
in terms of payment, but it also meant the boss was expecting
everyone to play for the team and do extra hours, especially Vadim:
he tended to never refuse. An exemplary workaholic, and sometimes
in a rather self-harmful way, he could immerse himself into what he
was doing so completely that he totally lost the track of time and
forgot about eating and taking respites.

Max, being his Dom, tried to break his
self-destructive habits, but they took over now and then, like it
had happened today. And instead of having fun, they both were
waiting for Vadim’s meds to kick in.

Vadim sighed unhappily.

“I spoiled your evening. Again.”

Max scratched his nape. “Hmm. Maybe you
spoiled your evening, but mine seems to be tolerable. I have
a very naked sub in my bed. Why would I complain?”

“But you’re not doing anything to me!” Vadim
protested petulantly.

He didn’t want Max to be angry, of course
not, but it would have been so much easier to take a scolding or to
tough through a SM scene with a headache than endure this
undeserved sympathy.

“Actually,” Vadim added as an afterthought,
“you could. I mean, do something. Whatever you planned for tonight.
You don’t have to wait until I’m better.”

It was Max’s turn to sigh.

“You’re incorrigible. Tomorrow I’ll spank
you for suggesting this. We’ll never be scening when you’re
unwell. I think we’ve discussed it already, and not just once.”

“I’m sorry,” Vadim hastened to
say—automatically, and thus not quite convincingly.

Max should have stopped petting him, should
have gotten angry at last, but he didn’t, and Vadim pressed his
head into Max’s caresses, both craving them and hating himself for
this weakness. It would have been great to be pampered like that
after an intense scene, but now? It was unfair he should get any
relief after he’d screwed up.

And yet it felt so good…

Max started massaging Vadim’s scalp with his
fingers spread like a claw, and Vadim couldn’t help but let out a
muffled whine. He quickly bit it back, embarrassed, but of course
the small sound hadn’t gone unnoticed.

Max chuckled. “If you want to be vocal, I
don’t mind. In fact, I might like it. By the way, won’t it be
easier for you to endure the pain if you groan?”

“It’s not that bad,” Vadim
retorted.

Producing any sounds wouldn’t stop the dull
throbbing in his head anyway. Yet, to be honest, there was certain
appeal in pressing his face deeper into Max’s lap and letting his
frustration out in undignified whimpering. But Vadim didn’t want to
appear too needy. It was just a headache after all; he’d been
through worse.

Max seemed to have sensed his
uncertainty.

“Are you shy? Let me help you then. Why
don’t we play a game of what if, since we have an idle
evening home anyway? Imagine you are hurt more severely than you
are. I’ll supply you with details. Let’s say you’re not only a sub
but my slave. Unlike many other slaves, you were allowed to have an
education, and now, in addition to enjoying your … um … sexual
services, I rent you out to an architectural firm, so you would
practice your profession and bring me money. Your boss … what’s his
name again?”

“Olég Borísovich,” Vadim said, not sure
where the story was going, but temporarily distracted from his
misery.

“Oh yes, Oleg Borisovich. Russian
patronymics are confusing. I get that it’s a form of respect, yet
some bosses seem to dislike them if they want to appear younger…
Okay, back to our story. Oleg Borisovich appreciates your talent of
course, but treats you like any other slave. So when a client
complains he’s not entirely satisfied with your work and says it
needs alterations … what is your boss going to do?”

“Make me apologize?” Vadim suggested.

“Yes, and?”

“Punish me?”

The second guess earned him an affectionate
pat on his rump. “That’s my clever boy. Of course, he would want to
punish you, publicly. Right there, at your workplace, with all of
your colleagues present. Wouldn’t he?”

“Uh. Yes, I suppose,” Vadim agreed
timorously, already starting to have some suspicions where the
storyline might take him. His cock gave a feeble lurch in
approval.

“Of course he would,” Max confirmed gravely.
“The client—what is he like? Dressed in a smart suit, I presume,
all immaculate? He watches you standing there, waiting for your
fate to be determined. You’d bet there is a smug grin on his face,
dark and anticipating, but you keep your gaze demurely lowered,
like a good slave should. You only see his shiny oxfords.

“Oleg Borisovich tells you to bend over the
conference table and lower your pants. ‘Now, what shall we do?’ he
says, addressing the unhappy client—who must be not entirely
disconsolate now. ‘First, I think, this negligent slave should be
whipped, wouldn’t you agree? After that, it will be for you to
decide whether you might want anything else.’

“It occurs to you that you should protest,
simply because you know your master wouldn’t like it. It hasn’t
happened before; you’ve always excelled at your work and strived to
be perfect, for the fear you might be deprived of the small freedom
it allows you. You dread not only the punishment itself, however
humiliating and painful it might be, but its aftermath. It’s very
likely you’ll be marked, and there’s no way your master will
overlook it, even if no one informs him what has happened. He’ll be
furious, angry with you, because you must have screwed up,
and had to be beaten, and now you’re spoiled goods, your failure
written all over your skin. You’d rather your master corrects you
himself, no matter how strictly. Besides, the words about
anything else the client might want to do to you seem
ominous. You don’t even want to think what they mean.”

All the while, Max had been rubbing Vadim’s
shoulders and back soothingly, in rhythm with his words—and in
contrast to them. Sometimes he used firm, broad strokes, kneading
Vadim’s muscles, sometimes barely skimmed his palms across Vadim’s
skin, and his touches were pleasant and mesmerizing. Vadim felt
himself unwinding into them, floating on the dark current of Max’s
story, but not afraid of drowning in it. Fantasizing about
something so humiliating and utterly nonconsensual should have made
him feel guilty and unclean, because what kind of a person would be
aroused by it? But Max somehow made this daydreaming safe
instead.

“So you ask Oleg Borisovich to call your
master,” Max went on in a hushed voice, like he was telling a
bedtime story. “You practically beg him. But he tells you to shut
up. Of course, he wouldn’t bother. He’s irritated you haven’t
obeyed his command at once. ‘Would you rather we restrain you?’ he
says. ‘I might call security if you keep being unreasonable.’

“You don’t want security involved, oh no.
These guys follow you with wolfish hunger in their eyes whenever
you pass them by—a handsome slave they would eagerly use if they
are given a chance to lay their hands on you. They believe you are
nothing but a fuck-toy and shouldn’t be allowed to work along with
free men. So you prefer Oleg Borisovich doesn’t call them in, if
it’s the only choice you have.

“And here you are, slumped over the table,
clutching hard to the edges, your chest flat on it, and your pants
pooling around your ankles. Undoubtedly, the view is highly
enjoyable for everyone.”

Max’s finger trailed down Vadim’s spine to
the crevice between his buttocks—and back up. Vadim barely
suppressed a shudder. Max must have noticed he had … um …
exhibitionistic inclinations, but felt unsure about acting on them.
Maybe his past experience was to blame for that. Max never pushed
him into scening in public, and Vadim was glad he didn’t because he
might have freaked out. It had happened once, before Max, and Vadim
didn’t like those memories, to say the least. This, though … being
exposed and vulnerable without anyone actually seeing him … it was
unexpectedly hot.

“All of your colleagues are gathered here,
in the conference room,” Max continued, “to watch your punishment,
as an example for slaves and entertainment for free workers. You
are told to spread your legs wider unless you want them fixed with
a spreader bar, and you obey instantly, for you are already
regretting your feeble protests. When you are given direct orders
and threatened with immediate consequences, when you are stripped
of your ability to make decisions for yourself, it’s almost easy,
not thinking of the future anymore, being afraid only of the very
next moment.

“What’s about to happen is terrifying and
humiliating enough to make you forget anything else. You know the
punishment will wreck you. You used to toy with an illusion that
your colleagues treated you like their equal. But nobody speaks in
your defense. No matter if they enjoy the spectacle or simply don’t
care, tomorrow you won’t be able to look at them and not remember
they’ve seen you like this, with your bare ass presented for
chastising.

“They don’t have proper floggers or whips at
the firm, which is negligence, in a way, but a wooden ruler is
suggested as an alternative. It is brought in, and the client
suavely approves this choice of implement. Oleg Borisovich slaps it
slightly against his palm—and you hear the subtle thud, thud,
thud… Did you know there was a specific word in English for
this kind of punishment—rulering?”

Vadim didn’t immediately catch up with the
question, too much into the story.

“Er. No. I think.”

“I’m sure I must have noticed it somewhere
in the works of Dickens,” Max explained nonchalantly. “Victorians
seem to have been so meticulous about punishments.” He gently
manhandled Vadim away from his lap, so Vadim’s head would be on a
pillow instead, and then scurried down the bed, probably having
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Would things be easier
for Vadim if he really couldn’t do anything but obey?
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