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Rules and Rewards

 


Grace’s heart always started beating wildly
on those last few steps before she reached the fifth floor and
Ray’s apartment. It wasn’t about the number of steps; her job as a
Special Enforcer required her to remain in perfect shape, and a few
flights of stairs didn’t tire her. Instead, it was the prospect of
seeing him again that left her a little breathless so that she
needed to calm down before she knocked. She didn’t doubt he would
like to know how excited she became when she was about to see him,
but she couldn’t allow it, just like she couldn’t allow anything
that might hint she wasn’t in complete control of herself and
everything else, including him.

She stopped at the top of the staircase, her
hand tight on the cold metal railing, and took a few deep breaths.
Usually, when she reached this point she reviewed in her mind what
she had planned for their time together. This time, though, she
needed to tell him something. She had wanted to tell him the
previous night, but he had been in no state to hear her when she
had accompanied him back home from their favorite club, Carte
Blanche. She couldn’t stay very long because she had a plane to
catch before night fell, but she was glad she had needed to come
back for this.

Getting herself under control at last, she
took the last few steps to his door. She knocked twice sharply and
had to wait a few moments before the door opened, revealing a
shirtless Ray, his blonde hair tousled, his blinking eyes still
full of sleep. Maybe because he had just awoken, it took him a
second or two longer than usual to drop to his knees when he saw
her, and when he did, the perfect kneel remained obscured by the
shapeless form of his baggy sweatpants. She didn’t miss the slight
wince when his ass made contact with his heels, though.

“Good morning, Ray,” she said warmly,
stepping in and closing the door behind her. She quickly got rid of
her jacket and, standing in front of Ray, tilted his head back so
that she could see his face. “You were still in bed?”

“I was, Mistress. I had a long night.”

A small smile touched his lips on the last
words, and she answered it in kind, acknowledging the scene they
had played at the club. It had been one of their most intense
scenes in the almost eleven months since they had met. Ray had
needed the pain, and Grace had taken care of him with the steely
warmth a caring Dominant showed her submissive.

For a few seconds, she remained in front of
him, simply watching him as the sleepiness left his features. His
usual guard was down, allowing his emotions to pierce through:
surprise that she was there so early in the day; happiness too, and
that made a tendril of pure warmth wrap around Grace; and on top of
it, the same gratefulness he had shown just hours earlier, when
they had finished the scene. All of it mixed together only made
Grace want to kiss him. The good thing about being a Dominant was
that most of the time she got exactly what she wanted.

“Stand up,” she commanded, “sit on the sofa
with me.”

He rose lithely and followed her to the sofa,
just a few feet away. She gestured for him to sit first. His face,
now that he was fully awake, didn’t show any pain when he sat down
on the firm cushions, but the slowness of his movements revealed
that he still hurt. It had taken Grace a little while to figure out
how his vampire physiology affected his pain threshold and healing
speed, but she had a pretty good idea of what she was doing
now.

Without warning, she kicked off her
low-heeled shoes and sat on his lap, one knee on either side of him
on the sofa. He blinked in surprise, then again when she wrapped
her arms around his neck and drew him to her for a gentle kiss, but
he soon caught up. She had given him no instruction, which for them
meant that he could do as he pleased, within their usual limits. A
little hesitantly, he rested his hands on her waist and pulled her
a little tighter against him. She hummed her approval against his
lips before giving them a quick flick with her tongue. He opened
his mouth for her, and her tongue slipped in to find his, teasing
it lightly until he responded. Slow fire spread through her body,
awakening the lust she never failed to experience when she was in
his arms.

He started squirming in that particular way
of his, just enough for her to notice that he was trying to
restrain himself. His cock had grown hard, trapped between them,
and Grace moaned quietly at the feel of it. She yearned to touch
it, touch him, feel him beneath her and inside her. It had been all
about him, the previous night, but the satisfaction of knowing she
had taken good care of her submissive did not cancel out her own
needs. She didn’t have time for this, but she wanted it too much to
deny herself. They would have to be quick.

Pulling away from his lips, she gave him a
mock glare.

“You should be ashamed, Ray. It’s very bad of
you to make me this horny when I only have a few minutes to spend
with you.”

“I’m sorry, Mistress,” he said meekly, but
didn’t sound apologetic in the slightest. “May I take care of your
needs?”

She stood up from his lap and immediately
started working on the buttons of her blouse.

“You may. Lead the way to your bed,
then.”

He hurried off, already scrambling out of his
sweatpants. When she joined him, having undressed as well, he had
straightened the bed sheets and slipped to a kneeling position at
the foot of the bed. With his thighs slightly parted and his hands
at the small of his back, Grace had an unobstructed view of his
cock as it strained toward his stomach. Her mouth watered at the
sight. If only they had the time…

“On the bed,” she asked, glad that her voice
remained steady despite her arousal. “Hands behind your head.”

He was very tense when she joined him on the
bed and climbed onto his lap, his entire body locked as though
waiting for a blow. She settled on his thighs and lightly ran her
fingers over his chest. Could he be so close, already?

“Mistress,” he replied when she asked, a
strained grin pulling at his lips, “I was having a very nice dream
when you arrived.”

“If I had more time I’d ask what I was doing
to you in that dream. Will you be able to control yourself?”

A nod was all the answer she needed. Raising
herself onto her knees, she took hold of his cock and gave it a few
fast strokes before guiding him inside her. She was so wet already
that he slid in easily, but she hissed at the feel of him
stretching her. She stilled for a couple of seconds when he was
fully sheathed, enjoying the sensation. Beneath her, Ray was
clearly trying very hard not to move. She leaned forward, letting
her hardened nipples trail over his chest as she kissed his chin,
lips, and right cheek.

“Ready?” she asked, and before he could
answer, she sat up and started riding him fast.

A couple of times at first, his cock slipped
out, and she had to break her rhythm to guide him back in. She soon
found the perfect pace and angle, however. Single-mindedly reaching
for her orgasm, she let her hands simply rest on Ray’s chest. She
didn’t think he could have taken any more stimulation.

Thrusting herself hard onto his cock, she
tried to keep her gaze on his face. He was biting down on his lower
lip, and his eyes were narrow slits, but his attention remained on
her the entire time, drinking in the sight of her like a thirsty
man who had found an oasis in the desert. Being so important to
another person was still something new for her, and in the end it
was what pushed her over the edge and into breathtaking
pleasure.

Panting, she stopped moving with his cock
deep inside her and threw her head back, letting her orgasm engulf
her. Her body was shaking, sparks running along her spine and
limbs, making her crave more, even now. Ray’s hands were always so
cool, so gentle… She shook her head at the thought, spoiling her
enjoyment a little as she reminded herself that she couldn’t stay
much longer.

With a sigh of regret, she lifted herself off
Ray and sat next to him. He shuddered, and his hips rose from the
bed for a second as though searching for contact. His cock was
bobbing lightly on his stomach, glistening with her wetness.

“Would you like to come, Ray?” she whispered,
not trusting her voice to remain even, if she spoke any louder.

His voice rasped as he answered, no louder
than a murmur. “Yes, Mistress.”

She couldn’t help grinning. “I thought you
might. Give me one good reason why I should let you come.”

She watched him as he thought. She could only
imagine how hard it was to find an argument that would satisfy her
when he was on the edge of an orgasm and had been kept there for
far too long already. In the past months, she had tried to test his
limits and denied him pleasure for longer and longer periods of
time. She had yet to find the point where his submissive stance
broke. On the contrary, his enjoyment seemed in direct correlation
with how long she made him wait; hers as well, in fact, since she
loved to watch the pure gratitude and abandon on his features when
she finally gave him permission.

“Mistress,” he said at last, a small quiver
in his voice betraying his tenseness, “I think… I think you like to
look at me when I come.”

She thought about his words for a moment, a
little amused that she was so transparent to him. His tongue peeked
out to lick his lips as he waited for her answer.

“I do, yes. You’re very pretty when you
come.”

If she had not kept such a close watch on his
face, she might have missed the flash of triumph that passed there.
She couldn’t help reminding him that even if he was right, she
still had the reins.

“Although you’re very pretty when you hurt,
too.”

She pretended to consider the thought while
continuing to observe him. With his need so great, Ray wasn’t
keeping his expression under as tight a control as usual. His eyes
widened, just a touch, and he blinked fast a couple times, but
there was no fear on his face. Whether she chose pain or pleasure
for him, he would be content.

“Yes, I think I’ll let you come.”

Even as she said it, she took hold of his
cock and started stroking it, her hold tight, her movements fast,
just the way she had learned he liked. Yet again, she could only
regret that she didn’t have more time to make this last. She leaned
back on her left arm, her face coming closer to his so she could
watch the play of pleasure on his features. He turned his head to
look at her and blinked rapidly, moaning very low, his pupils so
dilated that the black swallowed entirely the green accents of his
hazel eyes.

“Go ahead,” she murmured.

As much as she wanted to look down at his
pulsating cock, she kept her eyes on his face as he came. The shock
of orgasm always made him appear so open for a second, all
pretenses, barriers, fears, and hopes stripped away to leave only
him. She’d never tire of watching him come.

“Very pretty, yes.”

He didn’t reply to that, but looked at her
through foggy eyes and, just barely, smiled. Holding his gaze,
Grace ran a finger across the stripe of semen on his stomach and
brought it to her lips. He blinked furiously as she sucked on it
with barely exaggerated relish. A low moan passed his lips, and he
jerked again, as though the last of his orgasm were wrenched out of
him.

“Pretty,” she said again, “and very tasty,
too.”

He squirmed a little: embarrassed or pleased,
she couldn’t have said.

“Thank you, Mistress.”

With a little sigh, Grace slid back from
between his legs and stood. She had stayed with Ray longer than she
had planned already, and while her mother was home with Laura, she
had to go finish preparing their trip.

“No, thank you,” she said as she dressed, looking back at Ray. “You were
good today. Very good, indeed. And I’ll know you’ll be just as good
while I’m gone.”

At once, he sat up on the bed, his blissful
expression vanishing in a blink. Regret flashed through Grace. She
should have told him earlier, as she had originally planned, rather
than rob him of his afterglow. She had let herself be caught in
their games, however, and she had almost forgotten what she had
come to tell him.

“Mistress?” he said, all the questions he had
all too clear in that simple, shaky word.

Letting her blouse hang unbuttoned over her
chest, she sat back on the bed next to him and gave him what she
hoped was a reassuring smile.

“I promised Laura we’d go to Orlando after we
moved to the new house. We’re leaving tonight.”

He bit down on his lower lip again, but while
earlier she had known it meant he was fighting back his orgasm, now
she couldn’t tell what thoughts the unconscious gesture
revealed.

“What’s on your mind? Tell me.”

He lowered his eyes and hunched his
shoulders. He looked as though she had just promised him
punishment, which she couldn’t understand.

“I’m trying not to ask if I can come with
you, Mistress.”

An inkling of what was going on in his head
brushed Grace’s mind. She sometimes envied vampire senses. Ray had
once told her he could know, with just a whiff of her scent, if she
was angry, scared, excited, or anything else. It would certainly
have been a useful skill to possess when dealing with him. All she
had to rely on was what he had told her of himself, and she had
gathered only tidbits of his fears and desires over the months.
This fear, though, she thought she knew.

With a finger beneath his chin, she made him
raise his head again until he was looking at her, and gave him a
warm smile.

“I wish you could come along, but this is a
girls’ outing. Laura, my mom, and me.”

He nodded. “Yes, Mistress.”

Her finger slid from his chin to his cheek.
He leaned into her touch, a kitten seeking more petting.

“That doesn’t mean I won’t be thinking of
you,” she murmured. “Will you be thinking of me?”

“Yes, Mistress.”

She could always tell when he wanted to roll
his eyes at her. He never did—of course not, he knew better than
that—but the twitch in his eyebrows and the too carefully
controlled look he gave her was enough of a sign. The first time
they had played—a smile floated up to her lips at the memory—she
had punished him for wanting to roll his eyes at her. She hadn’t
done it since, giving him credit for controlling himself well
enough not to do it, but sometimes she wanted to. She tapped her
fingers to his cheek, nowhere near hard enough to be a slap, just a
gentle reminder to behave himself.

“I hope thinking of me will be enough to keep
you occupied, since you won’t leave the apartment.”

He looked surprised at that, and his brow
furrowed in confusion. “Am I being punished?”

“No. I’m just
in a jealous mood. I don’t want this—” She ran her fingertips over
his hand. “—or this—” She leaned in to kiss him lightly. “—to touch
anyone else while I’m gone.”

From the corner of her eye, she could see his
cock twitch. She smiled. She knew he liked it when she was
possessive, and she never missed an opportunity to assert her claim
on him. She kissed him again, barely brushing her lips against his,
before forcing herself to stand. She had only stayed too long
already, and if she wanted to have time to freshen up and change
before her flight, she needed to leave now. She started dressing
again, aware as she did that Ray’s eyes followed her every
movement.

“You’ll get a nice reward if you follow the
rules,” she said after a moment.

He nodded absently. “Thank you, Mistress. Are
there any other rules?”

“That’s about it. No leaving the apartment.
No touching anyone with any part of your anatomy, and that includes
no touching yourself.” She thought for a second and added a rule on
a whim. “And no talking to anyone. Not even me, unless I talk to
you first.”

She grinned at his disgruntled grimace. She
might be pushing things a little, but she was sure he would enjoy
the game she had planned for him. All she hoped was that he
followed her rules so that she could reward him as promised when
she returned.

 


* * * *

 


It was only a few hours after Grace had left
that Ray realized she hadn’t told him how long she would be gone.
Night had fallen, his usual feeding time. He stood in front of his
open fridge and contemplated the near emptiness dejectedly.

“Damn.”

It would have been easy to call and order
fresh blood from the deli, but he wasn’t supposed to talk to
anyone. He would have to ration himself, he decided. He doubted
that was what his Mistress had had in mind when making up the
rules, but he was intent on following them to the letter just the
same. Not only he didn’t want to disappoint her, but she had also
promised him a reward if he obeyed. She was a wonderful Dominant,
always fair, and he didn’t doubt that the reward would be on par
with the difficulty of the task she had set.

He finally left the small kitchen without
feeding. He had fed before going out to the club the previous
night, he could go without blood for a day if he had to. Hands in
his jeans’ pockets, he looked around the living room. The stereo
and piles of CDs waited next to the sofa, while the black screen of
the television faced it. Neither was all that appealing, not when
he could still detect Grace’s lovely scent if he breathed in
deeply. He followed his nose to the bedroom, where her aroma was
even headier; arousal and pleasure, those were his favorite scents
on her.

As enticing as it was, the bed would have
been too much when he wasn’t allowed to touch himself. He paused a
few feet from it before going to sit at the desk. He shifted a
little before finding the best position; the pain from the previous
night hadn’t completely faded yet, and Ray was clinging to each
precious sensation. He opened his drawing pad and flipped through a
few months’ worth of drawings. Most of them were of Grace, most of
them memories he cherished. He finally reached a blank page and,
picking up a pencil, started sketching with light, easy
strokes.

The shape of the headboard appeared first
without Ray ever needing to look at the bed for reference. He then
added Grace in front of it, her back to the wooden board, broadly
defining her body for now, knowing he would come back to complete
it as soon as the first sketch was finished. His own shape, in her
arms, pulled a frown to his brow. Somehow, it never seemed quite
right. He didn’t stay on it very long, though, and after adding the
few creased lines of the bed sheets around them, he returned to
Grace’s face. Eyelashes appeared beneath his careful touch, the
soft curve of her lips, eyes that burned with pride and
concern.

His need for pain came and went without rhyme
of reason, and it had been particularly intense in the past week.
For the first time, he had ended up asking Mistress Red for help
rather than forcing her hand by committing missteps on purpose. She
had given him exactly what he craved before taking him home and
just holding him for hours. He hadn’t thanked her for it, not
properly at least, and now he regretted that he wouldn’t be able to
do it for a few days.

Focused on his work, he didn’t notice time
passing, didn’t pay any mind to the protests of his body, aching
from remaining in the same position for far too long. Even the
familiar prickling at the base of his skull warning him of the
impending sunrise didn’t give him pause. He wanted to put this
memory onto paper now, before any of the details faded, and he
didn’t care how long it took. All that mattered was that it had to
be perfect.

When he finally put the pencil down to rub at
his tired eyes, he was smiling. In front of him, the moment was
captured onto paper, crisp lines and softer shadows. He ran a light
finger along the curve of Grace’s face and, for the first time
since she had left, wondered what she was doing, and whether she
was thinking of him as she had promised she would.

Exhausted, he fumbled out of his clothes and
crawled into bed. He was asleep almost as soon as his head hit the
pillow, and it wasn’t long after that before his dreams took him
back to the previous night.

 


* * * *

 


A few hours passed before Ray was pulled out
of sleep again by an insistent knock on the door. A little groggy,
he stood and threw on sweatpants, taken by a strong feeling of deja
vu. Could it be Grace behind the door, he wondered as he went to
open it, and even if he knew it was unlikely, he couldn’t help
being disappointed when he found a deliveryman in front of his
door.

“I’ve got a package here for Ray Evelt,” he
said with a slightly raised eyebrow at Ray’s state of dress.

Ray almost replied aloud before remembering
he wasn’t allowed to. He settled on nodding, hoping it would be
sufficient. When the man handed him an electronic notepad and
stylus, Ray took them gingerly, careful not to touch his hand by
accident.

“Sign here, please.”

After holding a pencil for hours, the slim
plastic stick felt oddly awkward between his fingers, and his
signature on the small screen was illegible. It didn’t seem to
bother the deliveryman, who handed him the box before leaving with
a bored, “Have a good day.”

The square box was a little bigger than two
feet high, and it was surprisingly heavy. Ray hesitated when he
noticed Grace’s name on the return address, and wondered whether he
had permission to open it. Just then, he saw the small annotation
by his name, scrawled in her handwriting.

“Yes,” he read aloud, “you can open
this.”

Chuckling, he took the package to the kitchen
and sliced the tape holding the top closed with a knife. A red
plastic container appeared, with a piece of paper resting on top.
When Ray grabbed the note, he noticed the container was
chilled.

“Your fridge looked a bit empty,” the note
said. “I thought you might have a need for this.”

His hands shaking a little in his haste, he
opened the lid of the insulated box. He counted three containers of
animal blood and as many expired transfusion bags, all kept cold by
ice. He smiled and shook his head. To think he had thought that he
couldn’t love Grace any more than he already did!

He pulled out a bag and warmed it while he
stashed the rest in his fridge. After fasting for an entire day,
the fact that she had given him the blood made its taste even
better, and he savored every mouthful of it. He wished he could
have thanked her, but she had warned him against speaking even to
her. He thought about it for a while. She hadn’t said anything
against text messages, so he could try that. On the other hand, it
was the middle of the day, she had to be having fun with her child,
and he didn’t want to bother her.

In the end, he gave in. She had no way of
knowing it, but her rule about not talking to her had hit too close
to home, reminding him of his Sire’s demand that Ray not call him.
He would keep it short, he decided, his fingers fumbling a little
on his cell phone keys. Just to show his gratefulness, nothing
more, and especially not to intrude.

He sent only two words,
thank
you, hoping she wouldn’t
see it as breaking the rules. Mere minutes passed before his phone
rang with her reply of only one word: welcome. He smiled, feeling calmer now that he knew he could
contact her if he needed to.

 


* * * *

 


When knocking on his door woke Ray the next
day, he hurried to open it, already excited. Could Grace have sent
him another gift? He had been following her rules exactly, and
while he was beginning to have cabin fever, he kept telling himself
that it would be worth it to make her proud. He hadn’t expected her
to reward him as he went along, though.

The same deliveryman as the previous day took
his signature and handed him, this time, a package that was barely
any bigger than his hand. Again, a small inscription on the top
gave him permission to open it. Ray tore the tape off with eager
hands, and almost dropped the small digital camera he found inside.
He turned it between his fingers, puzzled. Blue and silver, it
looked brand new. Surely Grace could have made good use of it on
her trip, so why would she have left it with him?

He understood when he turned the camera on
and saw that there were pictures in the memory. His mouth dry
already at the idea of what he would see, he went to lie down on
the bed and only then summoned the first picture with a touch of
his thumb. He chuckled, amused, when the screen lit up. Of course
she wouldn’t send him naughty pictures of herself. She was much too
reasonable for that. As a reminder of her, however, her foot in a
high-heeled gleaming leather shoe worked quite well. He was almost
sure they were the same shoes she had been wearing the very first
time he had seen her at the club. The memory stirred in him, and he
smiled.

Another press of his thumb revealed a second
picture. The three brown dots, arranged in a triangle, were
familiar enough that their sight sent a jolt through his spine and
straight to his balls. The freckles sat at the very top of her
right thigh, just inches from the trimmed curls that hid her sex.
He had kissed or licked these same freckles many times, and even
though he would never dare say it aloud, he called them his spot in
the privacy of his own mind.

He swallowed hard before moving on to the
next picture. The barest hint of black lace on the side of the
frame and a lovely curve in the center could have been abstract to
anyone else looking at this image, but Ray hummed softly at the
sight. When his Mistress wore this lacy corset, he always knew she
had big plans for the night. Just the sight of it was enough to
make him hard—and even now, even if all he could see was a scrap of
fine lace, all he could guess was the swell of her breast, his cock
was responding as though she had been standing in front of him. He
started reaching down, but stopped mid movement and grunted
quietly. He couldn’t touch himself. She had expressly forbidden
it.

He took a few seconds to cool down before he
went ahead and called the next picture. This time, he groaned
aloud. He could practically taste her skin as he followed the curve
of her neck with his eyes. He had never bitten her, nor did he
think he ever would, but she didn’t mind him licking and sucking on
her neck as long as he left no mark. It meant a lot to him that she
trusted him enough to allow him access to her neck. He doubted many
Special Enforcers were as trusting. Then again, not all Special
Enforcers were in BDSM relationships with vampires.

He licked his lips, wishing she were there so
that he could truly taste the saltiness of her skin, or even touch
her. Unconsciously, he arched his hips off the bed, seeking
friction he wasn’t allowed to find. When would she be back?

There was one more picture on the camera. He
brought it up while biting down on his bottom lip. A bright red
mouth came to life on the screen, the lips slightly parted, a smile
just beginning to form. Ray’s cock twitched almost painfully.
Without thinking, he traced the lips with a finger. He would have
given the world to be able to kiss her at that moment, or even just
to see her smile at him.

As though answering his thoughts, his phone
rang at that moment. He jumped out of bed, leaving the camera
behind, and went to retrieve the phone in the kitchen. The text
message was brief.

What are you doing?

Almost feverish, he answered right back.

thinking of my Mistress

He waited after he sent the message,
wondering if she would reply, and beamed when, after only seconds,
she did.

You got the pictures then?

yes Mistress

Are you being good?

He hesitated at that. He had been good and
followed the rules, but it was becoming increasingly more
difficult. He wanted her to know that.

doing my best, he finally answered.

I knew you
would. Have to go. XO

Ray continued to do his best and ignored his
cock for the rest of the day, but even a cold shower did little to
calm his raging thoughts. Every time he blinked, one of the
pictures would surge into his mind, so innocent and yet a promise
of so much more. His dreams, when he finally went to bed in the
early morning, did not help in the slightest, far from it.

 


* * * *

 


When the deliveryman knocked on the third
day, Ray was ready, waiting by the door and impatient to see what
new way Grace could have found to torture him this time. By now,
the man had given up trying to be polite, and the exchange of
signature against mail was made without a word.

After assuring himself that the invitation to
open the padded letter-sized envelope was indeed scribbled in the
front, he tore the package open and reached inside. His fingers
played over the satin fabric before he pulled out a black nightgown
with narrow red ruffles around the décolleté and hem. Holding it at
arms’ length by the spaghetti straps, Ray tried to imagine Grace
wearing this pretty number. It didn’t seem like it would hide much
of her; the top would leave most of her breasts exposed, while the
bottom would barely cover her ass. Was she going to wear this for
him, he wondered? Was this a promise of things to come? There was
no note in the envelope to enlighten him. He took an experimental
sniff at the garment to find out if she had worn it before. A whiff
was enough. His cock hardened at once, and he closed his eyes shut
to try and get a grip on himself. Judging by the familiar musky
scent that clung to it, she had done more than wear the nightgown.
She had been a very naughty Grace while wearing it.

He knew what she looked like when she touched
herself. One of his drawings showed her lying on his bed, legs
spread and slightly bent, a hand on her breast and the other
between her thighs, but the memory was seared into his mind,
branded there by the frustration at having been forbidden doing
more than watch and the lust that had consumed him for days on end
after that. He could feel the same frustration now, the same need,
made worse by her absence and his inability to touch himself.

Abandoning the nightgown on the sofa, he
retreated to the bedroom, immediately realizing it was a bad idea
as the thought of what he had last done with her on this bed
assailed him. She would never know, he reasoned with himself. He
could jerk off, and never have to say a word about it.

But it would be betraying her trust, he
objected to that treacherous little voice. He didn’t doubt she
would ask if he had obeyed her when she returned, and he wouldn’t
be able to lie to her. He didn’t want to lie to her.

The alternative was touching himself now, and
admitting to it later. He would forfeit the reward she had promised
and earn himself a punishment, but punishments could be fun,
too…

Grunting in frustration, he picked up his
phone and sent Grace a message, pushing on the small keys furiously
and having to correct his spelling several times.

how sorry would I be if I broke the
rules?

He sat down on the sofa, cell phone in one
hand and the other one clenched in a fist on his thigh to wait for
her reply. Almost half an hour passed before he finally received an
answer, and the minutes seemed to become hours as his need only
heightened.

I would be more sorry than you, I think.

He frowned at her answer. What was that
supposed to mean? Why would she be sorry if he didn’t earn his
reward?

Taking deep breaths in, he got himself under
control before writing her again.

you’re making it hard

The answer, this time, came much faster, and
left Ray rolling his eyes at the phone, yet grinning.

Don’t I
always?

 


* * * *

 


The fourth day of Grace’s absence brought yet
another package, this one oddly shaped as it was less than two
inches thick but two feet wide by almost three feet high. Ray
started reaching for the top flap but froze as he noticed the
inscription on the front, bigger than the notes had been so
far.

Do NOT open yet.

He glared at the few words. In his head, he
could hear them in Mistress Red’s clipped tone. Was this yet
another way to torment him? Wasn’t he getting crazy enough, walking
around the apartment and being in turn bored out of his mind and
aching with want?

He left the package by the door and stepped
into the kitchen to warm up some blood. As the microwave hummed, he
turned back to look at the innocent box. What could possibly be
inside?

The same question obsessed him for the next
few hours, and he ended up having to stash the package beneath his
bed so he wouldn’t see it anymore and be tempted to open it. Even
so, he knew it was there, and couldn’t help wondering what she had
sent him this time, and why he wasn’t allowed to open the box yet.
Was it a test, maybe? Would she check, when she returned, to see
whether he had opened it or not? Was his reward inside, and the way
to earn it was to leave it alone?

The questions tumbled in his mind, as
maddening as his frustration from the previous days. He considered
sending Grace a message, but couldn’t figure out what to say that
wouldn’t be whiny or obnoxious.

Night finally fell, and it was past seven
o’clock when his phone rang. He expected another message, but this
time, it was Grace’s voice that greeted him when he picked up the
call.

“What are you wearing?” she asked, foregoing
greetings.

He knew that tone. That was Mistress Red’s
“no nonsense, I will get my way, and you’d better hang on for the
ride” voice. Playing around now would have been a mistake.

“Blue jeans and a t-shirt.”

“That sounds like too much. Take off the
t-shirt.”

He hurriedly did so, afraid he’d miss her
next words if he delayed.

“Done?”

“Yes, Mistress.”

He considered dropping the t-shirt to the
floor but remembered how much she disliked messes. It was one of
the first things he had learned about her. Still listening to her,
he went to drop the t-shirt in the hamper.

“Good. If I were there right now, I think I’d
pinch your right nipple and make it harden.”

A shiver ran down Ray’s body and straight to
his groin. “Mistress,” he offered, unable to keep the smile out of
his voice, “if you want I could do so for you.”

She chuckled. “Clever boy. Go ahead, then.
Trail your fingers on that beautiful chest of yours and pinch that
innocent nipple.”

“Yes…” The word ended on a hiss. After the
restrictions of the past days, even such a small touch felt
heavenly.

“Mmm, that sounds nice. I wish I could see.
But you can show me. Take a picture for me, Ray.”

It took him a second to remember where he had
left the camera; he had abandoned it on the nightstand after
looking at the pictures again the previous night. He went to pick
it up and, awkwardly holding the phone in his left hand and the
camera in his right, turned it toward him a few inches from his
chest. The camera made a quiet beeping noise when he took the
picture. He looked at the screen and shrugged at the result. Good
enough, he supposed.

“What did you do with the nightie?” she asked
suddenly.

A sudden thought crossed Ray’s mind, and he
had to bite the inside of his cheek not to laugh hysterically. He
hoped she wouldn’t ask him to put it on.

“Under my pillow,” he replied when he had his
voice under control.

“How sweet. Pick it up for me.”

He sat down on the bed and, dropping the
camera at his side, reached for the satin nightgown.

“Mistress Red?” he asked, making his voice as
meek as he knew how.

“Yes Ray?”

“Am I allowed to ask what you did while
wearing this?”

She laughed. “I thought of you, that’s what.
Are you thinking of me now?”

A flash of heat coursed through him at her
words. “Yes, Mistress.”

“Good boy. Lie down for me, now, and run the
nightie over your chest. How does it feel?”

He did as she asked and hummed lightly.
“Nice.”

“Can you imagine it’s my hand touching you
now?”

He wanted to reply that her touch was even
softer than that of the satin, but that wasn’t what she had
asked.

“Yes, Mistress. It is you touching me.”

The volume of her voice dropped, becoming
huskier. “You’re hard, aren’t you?”

His hips thrust up of their own accord. His
mouth was dry, making it hard to speak. “Yes.”

“Those jeans must be uncomfortable by now.
Take them off for me. And take a picture for me so I’ll see how
hard you are.”

He didn’t hesitate for a second, dropping the
phone onto the bed. He unbuttoned the jeans and hissed when his
cock was finally freed. Raising his hips off the bed, he pushed the
jeans down, then kicked them off. He could hear Mistress Red
speaking on the phone and picked it up again.

“Not yet, Mistress.” He grabbed the camera
and aimed it at his cock, feeling just a little foolish. “Almost…”
The camera beeped and he turned it around to look at the picture.
He grimaced, then tried again from a little further away. This
time, the screen displayed his entire cock and balls. That ought to
please her. “Done, Mistress.”

She hummed again. “I can’t wait to see. Touch
yourself again with the nightie, Ray. Run it over your skin. Over
your cock. Your balls, now. Is it still my hand caressing you?”

He closed his eyes, focusing on the throaty
words sliding in his ear and the feel of satin on his aching cock.
Lost in the sensations, he almost forgot to reply.

“Yes, Mistress.”

“Now answer this for me. No lie. You know
I’ll know if you lie. Have you wanted to touch yourself since I
left?”

He chuckled soundlessly before being able to
answer. “Just about every minute of every day, Mistress.”

“And did you do it?”

He had never been so glad to be able to speak
truthfully, and a bit of pride shone through his words. “I didn’t,
Mistress.”

“That’s my Ray,” she said, almost purring.
“You’ll get your reward soon. But in the meantime I want you to
come. Will you come for me, Ray? Will you stroke yourself with the
nightie and imagine it’s my hand making you harder and harder?”

He moaned, as much an answer to her words as
a response to the silky touch on his flesh.

“Just like that, yes,” she murmured. “Touch
the tip for me now. Is it wet?”

“Yes. ”

When she spoke next, he noticed the catch in
her voice, maybe because it matched his own, and wondered what she
was doing, so far away from him.

“From the very first time we played, I
thought you had a beautiful cock. Always so responsive, always so
hard for me…”

He stroked himself a little faster at her
words, unable to hold back the whimper that was rising in his
throat.

“Are you getting there, gorgeous?” She
sounded close to panting now. “Are you ready to come for me?”

“Yes, Mistress.”

“Then go ahead, Ray.”

The pent up need from the past days finally
broke through. Ray grunted, his hips arching clean off the bed as
he thrust into his tight fist and finally came, the strands of his
semen absorbed by his Mistress’ gown. His orgasm washed over him,
leaving him trembling and blank-minded.

Shaking, he breathed into the phone, “Thank
you.”

“Oh, you’re welcome,” she murmured in his
ear. “Take a last picture for me, would you? Your face this
time.”

He felt almost too languid to move, but he
did as he asked. This time, he didn’t check what the picture looked
like, and merely let the camera fall back to his side. Seconds
passed in silence as he listened to her breathing on the other side
of the world, it seemed.

“Have you enjoyed your gifts?” she asked
after a little while, her voice more even now.

“Yes Mistress. Very much.”

“You didn’t open the last one, did you?”

“No, Mistress. Can I open it now?”

She laughed at the eagerness in his voice.
“As soon as we hang up, yes. But I’ll tell you what’s in it. There
are a few pencils, a new drawing pad, and an empty frame.”

“An empty frame?” he repeated, now
intrigued.

“An empty frame, yes. And when I return, I
want to see a portrait inside it. A portrait of you. A really nice
one. Large. Something I can put in my new house.”

“I will try,” he said, a little apprehensive
already.

Part of him was thrilled that she wanted a
picture of him in her new place. He had gone there, one evening
after she had first bought the place, and she had put him to work.
He had made a mess of two walls before she had realized that being
good at drawing did not mean he knew one end of a paint roller from
the other. Laura had teased him mercilessly about it, until he had
sketched flowers and a castle on the walls of her bedroom and
received a hug for his trouble. Behind the thrill, though, remained
a simple fact. He had never been any good at drawing himself.

“You’ll do more than try. You don’t want to
disappoint me.”

“No, Mistress, I don’t.”

“Goodbye, Ray. I’ll see you in two days.”

“Goodbye, Mistress.”

He lay there for a while, just getting
himself under control. When he had stopped shaking, he drew the
nightgown over his face and breathed in her scent again. It was
mixed with his now. He smiled.

The smile faded again when he realized what
she had said. Two days. That didn’t leave him much time to do what
he had never been able to do successfully in years of trying. He
was rather good at portraits, but he had never been able to draw
his own and be satisfied with it.

With a sigh, he pulled the nightie away from
his face and fumbled on the bed for the camera. He held it above
his face and took several shots of himself smiling, frowning, even
sticking out his tongue. When he looked at them, they all seemed
stiff to him, forced. He wouldn’t pull anything good out of this.
The only one that was halfway good, maybe, was the shot of his
blissful face, but he didn’t think that was what she had had in
mind when asking for his portrait.

Grinding his teeth, he reached over the side
of the bed and beneath it. When he opened the last package, he
found inside, as she had promised, an empty frame, a new drawing
pad and a few pencils. Picking up the pad and a pencil, he flipped
it open to the first page. Now if he could only figure out where to
start…

 


* * * *

 


Getting out of the car, Grace winced. After
six days of almost non-stop walking, her feet were killing her, and
the high heels she had on did not help in the least. Still, the
trip had been worth it. More stars had been shining in Laura’s eyes
when she had put her to bed tonight than were hanging in the sky
above her now.

She tightened her raincoat’s belt at her
waist; the night air was fresh, and she wasn’t wearing much beneath
the coat. Starting to walk toward the building, she pulled out her
cell phone and hit the first preset number. The tone only rang
twice before Ray picked up.

“Good evening, Ray. Is my gift ready?”

She entered the building even as he grasped
for an answer.

“I… I’m sorry, not yet, Mistress.”

She frowned at that. She hadn’t expected him
to disappoint her. “What a shame. You were doing so well. Why
didn’t you finish my drawing?”

Keeping a hand on the railway, she started up
the staircase. Hopefully, the five flights of steps and the
eternally out of order elevator would soon be a thing of the
past.

“Maybe I disobeyed for more than this silly
drawing,” he replied, sullen.

Although taken aback, she didn’t break her
stride and kept going up. For a few moments, she let silence hang
between them, heavy and reproachful.

“You haven’t answered my question,” she said
at last, her voice colder now. “Not only that, you’re being rude to
me. Is that what you’re trying to do? Give me a reason to punish
you so that I’ll forget about the drawing? Don’t you know me better
than that by now?”

She had reached his landing. Keeping the
phone at her ear, she knocked.

“I’m sorry, Mistress,” he murmured into the
phone before opening the door.

She stepped inside, flipping her phone shut,
and he imitated her as he slunk down to his knees. He placed the
phone on the floor next to him and immediately pulled his arms
behind him, crossing his wrists at the small of his back. His eyes
remained downcast, as was proper until he was given permission to
look at her. Even with his game on the phone, Grace couldn’t help
smiling. His posture was always perfect, but it was the tension at
the back of his neck that pleased her, that beginning of
expectation that told her just how much her presence here, in front
of him, was affecting him.

Briskly, she took off her raincoat and threw
it over the back of the nearest armchair. She pushed away her smile
before turning back to Ray. Running her fingers through his hair,
she lightly pulled his head back so she could see his face. He
looked a little worried, and if that was possible, relieved at the
same time. She had missed him, she thought as she watched him in
silence, more so than she would have thought. More than she would
care to admit aloud, especially after he had purposefully tried to
anger her. One day, maybe, she would tell him, along with a few
other things she hadn’t been able to put into words so far. She
wondered, though, if he had missed her as much as she had missed
him.

When her eyes had had their fill of his face,
she gently tugged on his hair twice, the signal for him to stand.
She watched his eyes as he did; they were burning with gold.

Yes, she thought, he had missed her a lot,
too.

“Show me the drawing, then,” she said, trying
to sound stern despite the smile that wanted to pull at her lips,
“so that I can decide how much you need to be punished.”

He gave a small bow and said, “In the
bedroom, Mistress.”

“Lead the way.”

She followed him, watching the stiffness of
his back, wondering what he would think of her surprise for him.
Even if he hadn’t completed the drawing, he had still earned his
reward. She couldn’t wait to ask him, and see his reaction.

She sat on the
edge of the bed as he walked to the desk, and waited for him to
bring the drawing pad to her. He knelt down in front of her and
opened the pad to the first page before presenting it to her. She
took it quickly, hoping he wouldn’t notice her slightly trembling
hands. His face was there, more detailed than in any of his
drawings she had seen, beautiful and rich yet half obscured by her
own face. Their barely parted lips were just millimeters apart.
With his open eyes and her closed ones, it was hard to tell whether
they were about to kiss or just ending a kiss. There was such
tenderness rising from these few pencils lines that her throat
tightened. She had to push the words out to be able to speak.

“It’s beautiful. Not what I asked for, but
beautiful.”

She closed the notepad and carefully placed
it by her side on the bed. Then, leaning toward Ray, she cupped his
face in both her hands and detailed his features.

“Maybe…” She chided herself for her
hesitation and started again. “Maybe I should have you in my house
rather than just a portrait.”

His eyes widened in shock.

“Would you want to?” she continued. “It might
be a bit strange to live with a S.E. and a child, but it would be
nice, too.”

His lips worked soundlessly for a second. A
slither of ice formed in Grace’s stomach, and she shivered. In her
imagination, he hadn’t struggled so much to find a response. Her
hands dropped away from his face, and she forced them to her sides
so she wouldn’t wrap her arms around herself

“Mistress…” he said at last, hesitating with
each word, “what about Laura’s father? Aren’t you afraid he might
make difficulties?”

She shrugged. “Let him just try.”

For just a second, a flicker of something
that resembled panic crossed his face. Grace’s spirit plummeted.
She had been so sure…

“Sunshine,” she said quietly.

Ray looked at her, not bothering to hide his
surprise. It was the first time either of them had ever broken a
scene by uttering a safeword. She watched him stand and rake his
fingers through his hair, looking thoroughly confused.

“Why?” he asked.

“Because I want to know what’s really going
on in your head. Not what you think I want to hear. I don’t want to
force you to live with me. Either you want to or you don’t. I just
thought…”

She looked around. The décor was innocuous
enough, but in the past weeks it had started to grate on her.

“He paid for this place,” she said, more
quietly now. She didn’t pronounce his Sire’s name; he would know
whom she was referring to. “Every time I come here, it feels like
his shadow is looming over us. I thought it might be the same for
you.”

Without a word, he lay down on the bed, his
hands beneath his head. She turned her body toward him to see him
better. He closed his eyes, and something tightened in Grace’s
chest. She hated when he tried to shut her out. If they had still
been playing, she would have reprimanded him for it. As things
stood, all she could do was ask, “Talk to me, Ray.”

A few seconds passed until he finally took a
deep breath and opened his eyes to look at her.

“From the moment I was turned until a few
months ago, I lived with someone. And I liked it. I liked knowing
someone… cared enough about me to keep me close. I liked… no,
I needed it more
than I would have imagined. When Keller left town, he left me
behind like I was no more than a piece of furniture. I don’t like
living alone, but…”

He stopped. A muscle ticked in his jaw. In a
blinding flash of awareness, Grace understood what he was afraid to
say aloud. She finished for him.

“But you’d rather live alone than risk moving
with me and have me tire of you.”

He grimaced, apologetic. “Something like
that, yes.”

Reaching over, she trailed her fingers over
his cheek, nose, and lips. He kissed her fingertips when they
touched his mouth, and she smiled.

“I could promise it’ll never happen,” she
murmured. “But I can’t know that. No one can know that. Not humans,
not vamps, not regular couples, and not us. You have centuries in
front of you. You can’t spend them being afraid you’ll be hurt
again.”

They watched
each other in silence, and Grace could only wonder if anything she
had said would make a difference. She could, of course, demand that
he move in with her, but why would she? She had only meant to show
him how much she cared and trusted him, how much she was learning
to love him.

After a long moment had trickled by, he sat
up then climbed off the bed before sliding to his knees at her feet
again.

“Ray?” she said, afraid to hope.

“Yes, Mistress, I would be honored to live
with you.”

She smiled and leaned down to seal the
decision with a kiss.

“Now, then,” she said when she pulled back
again. “You didn’t finish my drawing. I think that deserves a
punishment.”

 


The End
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