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Chapter One 

She screamed behind the tightly bound gag—desperately tried to push it from her mouth—to no avail. His arm wrapped around her chest, as her boyfriend all but dragged her along the gravel path. Her bare feet caught every jagged rock. She tried to free her arms, but could not.

Fresh tears ran down her cheeks. Nausea welled up inside her. She tried to pull from his grasp, but his arm tightened around her chest, cutting off her oxygen. Her legs weakened, her lungs ached, and she saw no way out of her present situation. Her boyfriend of three months had turned into a maniac within seconds.

“You know, the more you struggle and the more upset you become, the hotter it makes me.” He breathed against her ear, his voice thick and rough.

She shuddered. His voice shouldn’t sound reassuring. It shouldn’t sound like it did when he made love to her. He repulsed her. Anger replaced panic, and her body went limp.

“Seriously, Kaitlyn?”

She squeezed her eyes tightly shut. Steven yanked her arms apart and held tightly to her wrists. She sank to the ground as he resumed dragging her across it. She screeched in pain, her silk-clad ass scraped against the rough ground.

When the gag slid further to the back of her throat, she choked. The taste of her floral fabric softener made her gag. By now, her voice had become so hoarse nothing came out. In a moment of clarity, she scanned their surroundings.

Trains. She tried to stand, her feet couldn’t catch hold of the gravel, and she slid back down again. With all of her strength, she struggled to pull free of his hands.

“Please!” The gag muffled her pleas.

They stopped abruptly. Behind her, a sliding door clicked on a track. She sobbed. Oh God, this is how I’m going to die. Suddenly, she became weightless, her body lifted into the air.

Confused, she stared up at her captor. A loving smile touched his lips.

She blinked. He’s insane. 

“You’ll think I’m a little less crazed here, shortly.”

Too weak to fight, she just lay in his arms. How many times had he carried her upstairs, just as he did now?

“I know you’re scared, but it will all be over soon. You like being frightened, don’t you?”

Her eyes widened, and she shook her head fervently.

“No?” he asked. “That’s not what I remember. Look around.”

Slowly, she scanned the room. A lone lamp sat at the back of the train car. The car couldn’t have been more than fifteen feet across. A bed with white cotton sheets sat in the corner of the room, a chair in the other corner. Something glittered in front of her blurred vision. Stunned, she followed the length of chain dangling from the ceiling.

What is he going to do? Tie me, and then beat me to death? Rip all my skin from my body while I’m still alive? She trembled as he set her feet down onto the ground. She whimpered when her bruised soles made contact and her legs faltered. He caught her against him. Tears welled again, and her knees collapsed. Everything turned black.

* * * *

Slowly, awareness returned to Kaitlyn, and she cringed in pain. Her eyelids stuck together. A hard, warm male chest supported her body. Cold metal encircled her wrists. A resounding clink echoed inside her frazzled mind. Surprised, she looked above her to see a long silver chain dangling from the ceiling. The metal shackles hung from the end and trapped her wrists.

“Please,” she said through her gag.

“You keep begging, Kaitlyn, but it won’t happen. This

time you aren’t getting free.”

The quiet of his voice against her ear almost soothed her. She shook her head and reminded herself to stay alert.

He pulled away, leaving her toes to graze the floor. The weight of her body forced her forward until she regained her balance on her toes. She winced in pain. Something dropped behind her, and she flinched. It sounded like a bag. A second later, she closed her eyes at the sound of a zipper.

All I wanted was a quiet night at home with a bottle of wine, some music, and my nighty. 

Her body started to shake, again. What did he mean this time? Had she ever tried to break free of him? She’d done nothing but submit to his wishes, wait on him hand and foot. What did it say about her? Her eyes burned. She shut them tightly to prevent more tears.

His fingers wrapped around her ankle. She tried kicking back, to surprise him, but he held fast. She screamed into the gag.

“Kaitlyn, I want you to know, I won’t hurt you. You asked for this. I’m giving you what you want.”

His stern tone set her on edge. She had no idea what he was talking about. Who asks for a kidnapping? She shook her head.

He laughed behind her. Something cool poured over her feet, it stung like hell. He wanted to clean her wounds?

Completely caught off guard now, she just waited. Maybe if she stayed silent for a while, she’d eventually understand. He might tell her what this was all about. She should still be scared, but he did promise he wouldn’t hurt her. Was all of it just some fantasy come true for him?

Mentally, she shook her head to clear away images of being flayed alive.

“The bag you heard hit the floor is full of toys for you. The next few days will be so much fun you aren’t going to know what to do. However, this won’t be very pleasurable until you realize why we are here.”

“Ya think?” she asked, her voice still muffled.

He got it, though; a hard smack to her ass said he understood her words. The slap was painful. He moved in front of her.

“Let’s see if you’re still such a little smart ass with your clothes off.” In one quick move, he reached up and ripped her gown from her. The spaghetti straps gave way. The garment slid from her body like tissue paper.

Could he humiliate her anymore? She looked up into his eyes and saw the humor shimmering in their dark depths. Kaitlyn wished she could pull the long, gorgeous hair out of his arrogant head—anything to wipe that smirk off his face. He shifted from her view. Her own reflection stared back at her in the full-length mirror. In horror, she closed her eyes.

“Open your eyes, Kaitlyn.”

Using the mirror to help her, she searched the room looking for him. Her gaze collided with his when she saw him standing behind her.

“The mirror was my own little addition. You’re my captive, but I want you to watch your reaction to everything I do to you.”

Although his words were strange, his voice held an erotic lilt to it that made the tension in her stiff body loosen. If he wanted her to enjoy their night, why did he have her strung up so uncomfortably? Where were the fuzzy handcuffs he used to strap her to his bed? She blew out a long breath through her nose.

He reached around in front of her with a hanky and dabbed the moisture from her cheeks. “When I’m sure you’ve calmed down, I’ll take the gag off. After all, soon you’ll need to guess what’s going on. Though, I will tell you before you even start, I’m very disappointed in you right now.”

Her shoulders would have drooped if she could have managed it. At a complete loss as to what might be going on, she stayed silent. She didn’t understand either his rough treatment, or his disappointment. None of this made sense. An overnight trip to San Antonio seemed more appropriate.

“Recently, I read about some of this. It said if you can focus on my voice, my actions, you’re less likely to notice your own discomfort.”

Read about what?

He must have seen her confused look. “Did you think I knew how to use all these toys already?” He ran a hand down her back. His fingers traveled over her ass, making her shiver in response. “No, I had to go read about them. I wouldn’t want to hurt you, or cause you any undo stress.”

Her eyes looked heavenward to indicate her restraints.

He laughed in response. “Trust me, it could be much worse.”





Chapter Two 

Sweat broke out on her brow. She didn’t see an air conditioning unit anywhere. He left her hanging to go sit down on the bed. He fumbled through his bag, laid several toys out, but she didn’t recognize even one of them. Well, she did recognize the feather. She grimaced. Tickling wasn’t her thing. And then he pulled out a small, glass, phallic object with a wide base. A glove made of fur. She closed her eyes, embarrassed.

“You know this was your idea. I don’t know why you have to act all shy about it.”

She looked at him one brow raised and mumbled, “I have no idea what you’re talking about.”

“Evidently, you didn’t when I asked you before about it.”

They settled into silence. The fullness of her bladder began to bother her. She looked around, but there didn’t seem to be anywhere she could go. She pressed her legs together. No way would she pee on herself. She fidgeted some more.

“What’s wrong?”

She shook her head. He stood up from the bed. “That isn’t an answer. What’s wrong?”

All she could do was hang her head and cross her legs, one over the other.

He looked her up and down. “So you still can’t even manage to hold it for two hours, can you?”

She stared at him. Her jaw ached from the force of the gag in her mouth.

“No. You can’t pee until I give you permission.”

She pleaded with her eyes.

“No. And the more you think about it, the worse it’ll get.”

She huffed and pressed her thighs together. She snuck a glance in the mirror. What a strange sight to see herself like this. Almost like everyday, without the chains of course. It wasn’t like the times he had turned her around in bed to face the mirror, grabbed hold of her hair, and told her to watch herself getting fucked.

This was different. She felt vulnerable like this. She stared at herself, more out of curiosity at this point, or maybe because there was nothing better to look at. She had to admit she looked pretty good with her arms pulled tightly above her head. It gave her small breasts a perkiness they lacked when her arms were down, her stomach long and lean. Her cleanly shaven pussy hid between her thighs. Just to play she moved them apart. Her thighs resembled the trim and attractive girls from the sports catalogues that he liked so much. She scoffed. As if one of those girls would ever be found in this position.

Kaitlyn cocked her head to the side. Dangling from iron shackles, she resembled someone from another era. Kidnapped for his pleasure. Hadn’t that been a fantasy of hers for a long time? For whatever reason he did this, he didn’t seem to mean her harm. Right?

She couldn’t deny her body’s reaction to the eroticism of hanging, shackled and bound. Her nipples hardened at the idea of staying strung up and forced to accept the pleasure he wanted to show her. Frustrated with herself, she turned her head away from the mirror. Her pulse sped up. Only a freak would want such things. She dared another glance from the corner of her eye. Her flushed cheeks were only a small sign of the things going on inside her right now. Her swollen labia would not go unnoticed by Steven for long. She clamped her mouth tight around the gag. Wrong. This was just wrong.

She saw him look up from his spot on the bed. He unraveled something, but she didn’t see what it was because she ducked her head.

“Still too shy to look at yourself, eh?” He stood up from the bed. Thankfully, he hadn’t seen her staring at herself in the mirror. She avoided his eyes as he walked up behind her.

He reached out a hand and slid his fingers down her rib cage. She giggled and tried to move out of his way. “Feeling a little better?”

She nodded and tried to wiggle her tongue out of the gag. Both of his hands came around to her front, grazed over her breasts. She watched, noticing how much more tan his skin was next to her own.

He tweaked her nipples. “I love your tits. I love how my hands are larger than them. Gives me so much power over you when you know that I’m bigger than you.” His large hands slid over her taut stomach and pulled her back against him. “To know how helpless you are to escape me.” He breathed against her ear, his tongue flicked out to test the lobe, and she shivered against him. “I also love how easy you are. So easily aroused, to bring to orgasm. I bet you really need to pee now.”

The steady drum of her bladder came knocking. She gritted her teeth, dragged from her haze. “Asshole,” she muttered.

He slapped her ass. “You are in no position to argue with me right now. That will cost you another five minutes of holding it.”

She whimpered and tried to kick him, but he had already moved out of the way.

“I’ll tell you what. You promise me no more bitchy comments, and I’ll take the gag off.”

She paused for a moment before she nodded. The worst that could happen was that the gag would be replaced, right?

He stood in front of her, but reached behind her to untie the gag. He dropped the white cloth to the floor. “I’ve dreamed of making you wear that gag. You’re a smart ass when you’re PMSing. I could only imagine how you’d act being kidnapped without explanation.”

Her eyes narrowed, and she opened her mouth to protest. That mocking smirk on his lips, the raised brow, and his arms now folded across his chest, all just dared her to test him. Prove him right. She clamped her mouth shut.

“Attitude counts double. You might keep that in mind for future reference. You still have three minutes.”

She willed herself to breathe through the throbbing of her bladder. The thought of a possible bladder infection as a result of this crossed her mind, and she groaned. “Why don’t you just tell me why I’m here? I thought you meant to kill me, but I don’t see any torture devices.”

He laughed and kissed the tip of her nose. Kaitlyn scrunched her face. “I know how much you hate it when I do that, but I like it. To answer your question, no, I’m not going to kill you. This is for you and, evidently, I don’t play a very big role in it except as tormentor. So, we’ll be improvising a little. And no, I’m not going to tell you anything. You have to guess.”

“Can you give me a clue?”

“Yes.”

She waited. He said nothing. Her bladder began to pound in earnest. She crossed her legs back and forth. Trying to think past her need to pee became more difficult by the second—her hands were beginning to tingle and the cuffs were becoming painful. “Why couldn’t you have chosen padded handcuffs, or something?”

“Because that wouldn’t make you think. Besides, these are more real.” He stepped around her, back to the bed again.

“I need to pee.”

“One more minute.”

“I need to pee now.”

“Gag?”

She shut her mouth. Guessing was not easy for her. “You keep saying I wanted this. I don’t remember ever telling you that.”

“You’re right. You didn’t. Hence the reason for my disappointment.” He pulled a coffee can from the bag and walked over to her.

Her eyes widened. She tried to move backwards. “I am not peeing in that can.”

He cocked his head to one side. “That’s up to you. You can pee on yourself, but I’m not going to clean up the floor.”

“Ewww.”

“Now, spread ’em.”

She spread her legs just far enough so that he could press the can between her thighs, under her pussy. “Can I have a little privacy?”

“You don’t want privacy. So, no.”

She turned her head and scratched her chin against her shoulder, closed her eyes, and hid her face. Whether she wanted to or not, urinating without assistance or permission was not an option, so she proceeded to drain her full bladder. To her amazement, her nipples pricked beneath his scrutiny. She finished, and he removed the can, never saying a word.

She snapped her eyes shut when she saw him come back to her and kneel at her feet. He used a wet wipe between her legs to clean her up. He kissed the top of her shaved mound. “You will have to excuse me if I make any mistakes in this fantasy. It might not be very dominant to kneel at my girlfriend’s feet; however, I find the sight of you like this to be very beautiful.”

She wanted to know what he meant by that, so she opened her eyes. He still knelt at her feet. His dark head bent back to show the love and affection in his dark brown eyes. There wasn’t the smart-ass smile from before. Instead, it was a smile of adoration. It made her nervous, her heart fluttered strangely in her chest. In three months, the two of them had never said I love you. The two of them here together, the way he looked up at her, made her think of how sweet he was every other day of the week. She needed to tell him how she felt.





Chapter Three 

The moment ended swiftly, and he stood once again. “Would you like to guess, or would you like me to just embarrass you, here and now.”

Did he just want to humiliate her? “I just don’t know. I wish I did, none of this makes sense. I’ve never said this is what I wanted, or needed, at any time that we’ve been together.”

He looked disappointed again. “It’s ok if you don’t want to play. I’ll tell you why you’re here.”

With her eyes, she followed his confident steps back to the bed, where he held up a plain, leather-bound book. He opened it and read aloud. “I’ve had this fantasy for a long time that I don’t dare tell anyone. Either from fear they will run, or fear they might try it. I’ve always had this strange fantasy of being kidnapped. Really kidnapped. Preferably by someone I don’t know very well, but someone who had the right amount of control to keep pushing until I could enjoy it. I want to be cuffed from a ceiling in real iron handcuffs so that way I can feel the bite of the sharp edge into my wrists. There needs to be a bed in the room, so my captor can lay me down and make love to me, after teasing me with all sorts of sensual devices.

“This all started because of a dream I had many years ago. This dream was of me being kidnapped and taken to an old, run down train station. It wouldn’t matter if I screamed or tried to run away; no one would hear me, and no one could help. I was at the kidnapper’s mercy for days on end. It seemed like weeks when it was probably only one. He used me and brought me pleasure, day in and day out. He fed me, washed me, and, to my chagrin, made me pee in a can. I could keep nothing from him. I was his captive. As his captive, secrets were not allowed.

“The dream was fascinating. It stayed with me for many years. I’ve dated many men, but none that I felt could hold a candle to this sort of fantasy. Steven, on the other hand, seems like the perfect guy to see this through. He is more strong-willed than I. He loves to try new things, and he fascinates me even more at every turn. I find I truly want to do things for him, cook for him, clean for him, whatever it is that would make him happy. Considering what I do for a living, this sounds strange. I’m constantly in control, yet when I’m with him, I want to lose all that control.” He took a deep breath and continued.

Her mortification grew with each word. She’d denied knowing what was happening, refused to remember those words she’d written in her diary and her culpability of this whole experience. Now they haunted her.

“I think I should stop now. I’m getting turned on just writing this.”

Shameful tears coursed down Kaitlyn’s hot cheeks. She turned her head away from the mirror, too horrified to look at herself. “I can’t believe you read my diary.”

“You should believe that I would read your diary. As you even said, I’m more strong-willed than you. I knew you were keeping this from me. Why didn’t you tell me about it? We could have done this easily.” His voice sounded soothing, but there was nothing soothing in knowing that her deepest, darkest secrets had just been laid out in front of her.

“Get me down from here. I don’t want to talk to you right now.”

“Wrong answer, Kaitlyn. May I remind you once again, that you aren’t in any position to argue with me?” He walked up to her and thrust his hand between her legs. To add to her shame, she had grown wet with the idea of him knowing everything about her. Seeking out his answers, even when she would not give them to him.

She clamped her legs shut. “Stop it. I said I don’t want to talk. That also means I don’t want you to touch me.”

He licked the tips of two of his fingers. “Too bad. This says otherwise. There is nothing wrong with what you wrote.

We haven’t been together long; this would have made the perfect scenario for the two of us.” She didn’t say anything so he continued. “I guess it wouldn’t have been much of a fantasy had I dragged you here with your knowledge, would it?” Still, she said nothing. “So, does the man in your fantasy tie you up everyday, or is there something different he does?”

Bile rose in her throat, no answer would come out. Complete humiliation finally set in. Her arousal only made it worse. Her tears wouldn’t stop, her frustration built. “Just get me the fuck down from here and leave me the fuck alone,” she demanded.

He turned on his heel, opened the rail car door, and stepped out into the night, leaving her completely alone and still tied up.





Chapter Four 

“ARGH!” She kicked her legs in frustration and pulled at her wrists until her arms ached.

“Bastard!” she screamed at the closed door. She wished she couldn’t see her reflection in the mirror. Tears burned her eyes. She had no idea if he would come back tonight, or not. What if he left her here for the night and went home? “Who the fuck leaves someone hanging?”

She kicked again. “Get me down from here!” she screamed at the top of her lungs. “Of course, no one is going to hear me screaming. Wasn’t it my fantasy to be tied up in a place where I couldn’t get out?” Tears of pain, and anger, coursed down her cheeks. “Stupid diary. Stupid fantasies. Stupid men who can read.”

A little voice in her head rang out as her voice of reason.

He did everything you told him to do. 

“Yeah, but he didn’t have to do it so well.”

You never would have bought it if he had discussed it with you first. That’s your problem, Kate. You lose men constantly over things they should have known, but never would have, if they hadn’t looked for the information themselves. He’s only doing what you wanted him to do. 

“He still shouldn’t have read my diary. That is none of his business.” Her argument sounded lame even to her own ears. It’s not like she kept the diary hidden. It sat on the nightstand, pen in place where she left off. Why? Because she was always too lazy to put it away.

Secretly, she had wanted him to find it. If he found it, that meant he’d probably read it. Then he might do it. At least he wasn’t like her other, wimpy boyfriends who would have run at the mere thought of being asked to give instruction. Or worse, if she’d tell them what she wanted, they refused to do it because it wasn’t their idea.

No, Steven was different. He could handle it. He could take as much as he gave. The day they started dating, he had said to her, “Always be honest. I hate liars.” 

She had been honest, except for this. She couldn’t tell him, but couldn’t let go of her little fantasies. In her fantasies, she had full control. There were no surprises. It just never occurred to her that her fantasies could ever be reality.

She looked in the mirror. Her cheeks were red from crying, but her vision blurred as exhaustion began to creep in. Her arms and shoulders ached, and now even her wrists hurt. Her rib cage strained with each breath, and she had to pee again. No privacy for a full weekend. No way out. The second he had told her he wouldn’t hurt her, it changed everything. In the mirror, she could see that her vulva was still puffy–it was obvious that, although her arousal had somewhat faded, she still wanted this. Needed him. “It would be like me to fall in love with a man who won’t take no for an answer.”

* * * *

Steven kicked at a rock as he stormed around the abandoned train station. It wasn’t truly abandoned. He waved to the train station manager. He was a kinky, old fellow himself, so when Steven had asked about the possibility of using the train yard, the man just laughed and handed over the keys.

Something had broken him, and that something was Kaitlyn’s submission. He’d worked so hard over the years to keep his dominant nature a secret. He’d done everything within his grasp to see that she wouldn’t have to go through the same humiliation, and awkward friendships, that so many others had. Yet Kaitlyn—innocent, little Kaitlyn—had written countless tales in her journal. All of them giving her submission to her partner.

He’d seen it in her from the moment they met. The way she didn’t hold eye contact for very long. The way she did as he asked without question or grumbling. He loved testing the waters a little in bed, and with little things outside the bedroom. “Honey, could you get me a glass of water?” or “I bet you could serve up a really great dinner.”

Sneaky, yes, but it was all he could have. Now, the more he got to know his Kaitlyn, the more he wanted to control her, dominate her, show her everything in her little book of fantasies, and explain the details. He shoved his fingers through his hair. This was a bad idea. The whole weekend was a bad idea. Too close. He was just too close to sitting her down and asking her to wear his collar.

He would just go back in there and tell her flat out he couldn’t do this. Take her down from her bondage and send her back home. She deserved that much. She didn’t deserve his hand reddening her ass, or his commands on how to behave, react, what to say, and how to say it. His groin tightened at the thought of her on her knees in front of him, awaiting his demands. He turned around mid-stride and stalked back to the train car.

* * * *

Kaitlyn had been silent for a few minutes. Talking to herself had solved nothing. Everything depended on him. When Steven returned, she would apologize and be the woman she wanted to be for this night. A woman at his full beck and call.

The rattle of the sidecar door grated as someone pulled it to the side. Steven’s dark hair was mussed from running his fingers through it. The dark circles under his eyes told her the lateness of the hour. He was usually in bed by eleven; it had to be well after by now. His booted foot stepped up onto the wooden floor. His eyes never met hers.

“I have to pee.”

He sighed. His shoulders slumped. “Here, let me get you down so I can take you home. I understand this is a bit much for you, and I should have thought about that first. I apologize.”

As he reached above her head to grasp the cuffs, she slid her foot up the inside of his thigh. “Please don’t.”

He lowered his head and met her gaze. The pain was clear in his dark gaze. It took her breath away. He seemed to be searching for something. Honesty? “You don’t need to do this.”

Emotion, guilt, and remorse rode heavily upon her, hampering her speech. “It is you who didn’t have to do this. You are offering me a chance of a lifetime, and I’m being a total bitch over something that really isn’t that big of a deal. Just…when I heard my own words tonight, it scared me. I felt as though you were prying, but how else could you have pulled this off without doing just that. No, I should be thanking you, and I want…no, I need, you to continue.”

She blinked away tears as they threatened to fall again. Instead of replying, he grabbed her face between his large palms and brought his head down for a fierce kiss. He inhaled sharply and pushed his tongue past her lips. She allowed the invasion, weakening to his demands. His tongue pushed her own back in her mouth. He bit at her bottom lip, kissed the tip of her nose, her closed eyelids, which only made them heavier with desire.

“If you don’t do something with me soon, I might just explode here and now.”

He kissed her cheek, his palms moved down the side of her face to her neck, where he thumbed the pounding pulse ever so softly. “Does that mean you have to pee? Or cum?”

She giggled, the last of the tension ebbing away. “Both.”

He moaned against her lips, their eyes opened at the same time. “I like it when you need to pee and cum at the same time. We’ll work on that later, though. Your arms have to be hurting by now. We’ll practice more tomorrow. For now, I want to take you to bed.”

She stared up at him, dazed. “Are you sure? I can handle a little more.”

He laughed lightly. A key in one hand, he wrapped the other around her wrist and undid the cuffs. Her arms fell to her sides, weak and tingling. Her legs trembled with the effort to hold her body upright. She leaned against him for support. The precious man that he was, he lifted her into his arms and carried her to the bed. “You’re still my captive, and I’m still going to have my way with you. Some things you won’t like, and some things you will. That’s the only promise you get from me.”

She grinned against his chest. “Oh please don’t, sir,” she said, feigning as much innocence as she could muster.





Chapter Five 

The musty smell in the old train car overwhelmed her. She coughed and pulled the sheet closer to her body. With her nose against his chest, she inhaled his cologne. The scent washed over her, creating a warmth deep inside her. She curled closer to him to absorb his heat into her chilled body.

He breathed deeply, and wrapped an arm around her shoulders. “Remember I said there would be things you wouldn’t enjoy?” His deep, sleepy voice kept her from going back to sleep.

“Mm hmm,” she murmured.

“Get up—we’re going to hang you back up again.”

Her shoulders dropped. “I know it’s no where near sunrise yet.”

“Your point?”

“Nothing,” she muttered and rolled over to get out of bed. She grabbed the empty can and took care of the only business she wanted to take care of at that time of night. She waited patiently, shivering in the damp car. He flipped on the light and cleaned her. A task she could no longer perform on her own. It felt strange, but comforting in a weird sort of way.

“At least, you’ve stopped fighting me on something.” He grinned and took her hand to walk her over to the middle of the room.

Her arms, although still sore, had healed considerably through the night. She said nothing but allowed these ministrations to be performed. Kaitlyn yawned and wished she had it in her to shoot daggers at him with her eyes. Her wrists secured, he gently tugged at her nipples. She concentrated on nothing more than him.

“I’m really proud of how well you’re doing so far. Haven’t asked me any questions, or belittled our weekend once.”

She smiled. “There is nothing to complain about. After all, if I were to look at the situation, I did ask for this.”

“Now you’re getting it.” He tapped the end of her nose with his finger.

What was the deal with her nose? She bit back the laugh that threatened to bubble over.

His fingers danced across her abdomen. Ripples of pleasure coursed through her. He cupped her breasts, and then pulled them gently away from her chest. Mesmerized, she watched as he lowered his head and flicked his tongue across each nipple.

The pleasure he created in pulling her breast away from her body had her pussy swelling in seconds. His teeth nipped over the hardened bud of her nipple. His tongue continued its onslaught; it wrapped around each areola, laving circles around each one. He squeezed her breasts and worked her nipples. Her head fell back between her shoulders. Her eyes fluttered closed, and she could no longer suppress a whimper.

“Do not cum until I give you permission.”

She panted her answer, unable to form a response. She shivered, trying to block the sensations. The hot, wet tip of his tongue glided over her neck. Her pulse jumped and sent electric currents through her body. He dropped her breasts and pulled her in close to his half-dressed body. Her thighs rubbed against the soft twill of his slacks; his chest hairs tickled her breasts.

She groaned, helpless to relieve the tension building in her body. The bulge in his pants pressed between her legs, and his teeth nipped at her neck. Again, he kissed his way farther up the side of her neck, swirling the tip of his tongue in her ear, nibbling her ear lobe. She squirmed against him, panted, and whimpered, “I can’t take much more.”

His low, throaty laugh made her shiver. “Oh, I think you can handle much more. You’re just being bratty.”

Her head swam when his fingers slid down her back. Something cold and hard pressed against her back entrance.

She stiffened against him; her eyes found his. He grinned

down at her. That lazy grin made her shiver in pleasure.

“What are you doing?”

“A little toy I just bought.” He dipped his little “toy” down, slid it into her wet channel. She gasped when he hit the right spot, then he removed the object to press against her anus once again. This time she refused to tighten, knowing that, no matter what, it was going in.

“Just relax, baby. I’m not going to play with it, just leave it inside you while I make you cum.”

That word again. She groaned. Her body throbbed with need. Her heart rate was so high she thought it would leap from her chest. She pressed her buttocks back, as if reaching for the rounded head. “Then please, get it over with.”

He leaned forward and pressed her hips back against his erection. “How would you feel to have two men taking you at once. One from behind, one in front, filling both your holes.”

Her knees buckled, and she groaned. Shaking from the inside out, she could barely speak. “Yes.” Like a cat mewing, she begged. “Please.”

Still he rubbed the hard end against her hole, teasing her, melting her, testing her. “Don’t want me to be gentle, do you?”

She shook her head violently. He thrust the object deep inside her ass. Her muscles reacted, spasmed around the smooth, phallic toy. The pain engrained itself into her head, and she shuddered, desperately holding onto the orgasm she wasn’t allowed to have. “Oh, God, Steven. Please…please…I need to come.”

Shamelessly she tried to lift her legs, press her sex against him. Filling her ass with the toy only made her beg more. His fingers found her tight, wet entrance and slid inside. He curled his fingers upwards, meeting her most sensitive core.

“Come,” he breathed against her lips.

His fist held tightly to her hair, his lips crushed hers with unrestrained force, pushing his tongue past her teeth. She could only whimper and follow his command. She screamed into his mouth unable to return the kiss as he tongue-fucked her mouth.

When the shudders of satisfaction finally passed, she slowly brought her legs from around his body to allow them to dangle below her. She didn’t even have the energy to form a well-balanced pose. Her head rested against her arm. Her juices ran down the inside of her thighs. “Oh my God, Steven. Where did you learn how to do that?” she asked, trying to catch her breath.

He laughed and let go of her enough to run his hands down her back and over her rib cage. “You make it easy to please you, sweetheart.” His voice deepened, thick with passion.

She knew she should offer him something but couldn’t muster the energy to move. Even his tickling didn’t seem to elicit the same laughter, her muscles clenched and released as he stroked her.

“You’re so cute. It’s like petting a cat.” He dug his nails in, stroked down her back.

Just as he said, she followed his movements and sighed. “Steven.” She breathed his name. Her ass clamped down on the toy. Her pulse raced, sweat beaded her brow, her feelings of trepidation gone. Her frustration at being woken up to play in the middle of the night, continued to fade. More than awake now, she sank into his control over her body. He moved around to her back and grated his nails over her buttocks. The heat of his scratches cooled, she spread her legs wishing to feel his fingers deep inside her aching core once more.

“I never knew you wanted two cocks inside you, Kaitlyn. That’s very interesting to know.”

She tensed. “Steven, I don’t. I don’t really want two real cocks inside me.”

He breathed against her ear. “So only me and a toy?”

She swallowed hard and nodded. His fingertips cascaded over her skin. His free hand was everywhere. Over her breasts, down her back, around her ribs, and over her thighs. She trembled all over, begged for more with her whimpers.

“So easy to please. So responsive.” He whispered in her ear. “This is what attracted me to you.” He breathed. His nails glided around to her front and gently twisted her nipples. She came upright, instantly. Her muscles tensed beneath his ministrations. “Look at yourself.” He commanded.

Slowly, she opened her eyes and watched his long fingers manipulate her nipples. One hand slid upwards to her neck, the other between her spread thighs to play with her wet clit. As it was slipping and sliding over her clit, she couldn’t help but gyrate against his hand. Her eyes, only half open to follow his movements, watched her own body react with abandon.

“When I first met you, I saw the excitement in your eyes. You enjoy new relationships. You love to get to know a man inside and out. Remember when I sat next to you on the bench in the park?”

She nodded and blew out a long breath, trying to control her orgasm. His hand around her neck applied a small amount of pressure. Her sex tightened.

“Your nipples were hard as rocks when I sat next to you and asked your name. You practically begged me to take you right then and there. But you wouldn’t do that would you? Good, little Kaitlyn made me wait and wait.” His fingers moved faster against her clit, slipped inside her pussy. She groaned and pushed down on him to no avail. “You’re soaking my hand,” he whispered again. “When I finally coaxed you into bed, it turned out to be the hottest sex of my life. I’d never had such a responsive partner. So willing and eager to play.”

She whimpered. “Please, Steven.”

“Please what?”

“Please let me come,” she begged, with a shaky cry.

Only one of his fingers moved slowly, in and out of her pussy, but it was enough to drive her mad. She needed to be filled, stretched, the way it was every time they made love.

“Not until you admit to me that you want to be my good, little slut.”

She cried out, not wanting to admit anything of the kind about herself. She panted and squirmed against his hand.

“Look at yourself, Kaitlyn. Look how much you beg with your body, not just that sweet, little mouth.” He frigged her clit again, and she jumped, trying to break away from him.

Frantic to get away, she pressed her buttocks against him, but only met a rigidness that had her soaking his fingers even more. The squishing of her juices against his fingers made the moment even more humiliating.

“Admit it, Kaitlyn, you strive to be a good girl, but deep inside you’re nothing more than an eager, little slut needing to play. Needing a man to take control.”

Her eyes closed. “Please, Steven, I need to come. Please don’t make me say it.”

“Open your eyes, sweetheart. Tell me.”

His fingers stopped their torture. Needing to come more than she needed her dignity, she opened her eyes and met his determined expression. The look on his face was her undoing. Her pussy sucked his finger. “Steven, I want to be your good, little slut. Please let me come.”

“Come.”

She cried out, her thighs spread as wide as she could force them. Her body shuddered and shook uncontrollably. Her orgasm had never felt like this before, so freeing, so utterly amazing. His hand gripped her neck tighter and thrust deeper into her, this time not removing his finger as he played with the bundle of nerves. Her legs sought him out, straining to wrap around something, anything. And then the most unexpected response came from her. She cried. All the stress, secrets, and the lies she told to keep her secrets came flowing from her in a sob.

His arms wrapped tightly about her waist and pulled her close in to his body. “You were perfect, baby, just perfect.” He whispered against her neck where he kissed her repeatedly, “You’ve shown me more than I could have ever thought to have from you. Beautiful, beautiful.” He stepped in front of her and gathered her against his chest, not releasing her bondage. She rested her head against his shoulder until the emotions passed.

“I can’t believe I just did that,” she finally said, heaving a heavy sigh.

He comforted her by petting her head softly with his hand. “It’s okay, baby. That happens from time to time when a person finally lets go.”

Tenderly, he undid her restraints and carried her back to the bed. She fell into a deep sleep, almost immediately.

* * * *

Kaitlyn tried to bring her arms to her sides but, instantly, came up short. She came fully awake with a start and stared around the darkened room. Nothing. Steven wasn’t even around. She remained still, listening for any sound of movement or breathing. It wasn’t long before she became acutely aware of a weight at the end of the bed. The mattress dipped just enough to move her leg. Before she could respond, his hard wet tongue delved between her ass cheeks. The tip of his tongue worked around her tight hole, driving downward every few strokes to penetrate her pussy.

She sighed. She lay her forehead back down on the bed and wiggled her wrists to test her restraints. Much more comfortable than the chains. “I should really rethink my fantasies,” she thought aloud.

She heard his slow throaty laugh from behind her, and his tongue dipped down further to taste her. “This is much more comfortable, huh?”

She nodded, and then realized he couldn’t see her. “Yes, it is. And your tongue feels amazing.”

She gasped when he swirled his tongue around her pussy, and she pressed her buttocks towards his face. Something soft and delicious roamed over her back, relaxing her downward again. He rubbed the object over her back in big slow circles and down her buttocks; all the while his tongue played havoc with her dripping pussy.

“It’s going to be my turn to take you this morning, finally my turn to come,” he said against her mound.

She squirmed against his hot mouth, wishing he’d just be quiet and work. An unbidden image of him standing at the head of the bed, pressing his cock between her lips, had her moaning for more. His other hand slapped her ass hard enough to make her cry out, the soft fur glove that covered his hand soothed away the sting.

His teeth nipped at the back of her thighs. The bed dipped when he sat up. His firm hands spread her cheeks. Cool air caressed her exposed anus. One finger slid down between her cleft and circled her tight hole. She squeaked and tried to move away.

He slapped her ass again. “Don’t move. Don’t ask questions. Just trust me.”

She calmed, hoping he wasn’t going to put anything in her ass. He lowered himself fully over her body, gave her a peck kiss to the corner of her mouth, and retreated. In his place, he set something soft and silky against her cheek. The heavy scent of rose filled her senses. The petals tickled, but she focused on the perfumed smell.

The velvet head of his cock pressed against the entrance to her ass. She forgot about not wanting him inside of her and strained to meet him as he slid fully into her, stretching her as far as possible. Her eyes rolled to the back of her head. Her moan of pleasure filled the train car.

“You’re about to get the spanking of your life,” he said against her ear. As he pushed himself upright, he slapped her backside even harder. Two pains at the same time, both burning, both forcing her to go deeper inside herself to accept what he offered. His hand smacked her ass to the same rhythm of his strokes. Her face buried in the pillow, to lessen her screams, as he fucked her hard and fast. She arched her burning ass towards him, begging for the pain.

He panted above her, muttering things she couldn’t understand. The fur glove stroked over the welts, cooling her. She couldn’t keep up now as he started on the other cheek. The scent of the rose distracted her; he knew it was her favorite. She groaned in pleasure, lost her ability to meet his thrusts. Her hips stopped moving, her muscles tensed as she tried to hold back her orgasm. He removed the rose from her face, and a thick rubber object was placed against her lips, he pressed it past her teeth without saying a word. She latched onto it and sucked. She groaned, needing to come, but not without permission.

The sting turned into a slow burn inside of her. Sucking on the rubber dildo left a terrible taste in her mouth and did nothing to cool her ardor. Somehow the thought of sucking cock, while being drilled from behind, was more than she could take.

He must have registered her thoughts because his guttural command of “come” sent her spiraling over the edge. He dropped down onto her, his chest flush with her back, their hips meeting in time. Their sweat mingled as he joined her in a final orgasm. He clung to her wrists; his feet slid against the bed as he tried to push himself deeper inside of her. All she could do was lay there and shudder beneath him. Helpless to pull him deeper inside her. Helpless to do more than sigh her satisfaction and drift back into sleep.

* * * * 

Steven stared down at the woman in his arms. She nuzzled her cheek against his chest, her yawn interrupting his thought. He’d turned the three-way lamp on low, so that when she awoke, she could have her senses back. Fifteen very long years of interest in the lifestyle, and he was finally getting his feet wet.

She ran her hand down his chest. “I’m hungry.”

He laughed, sitting up to retrieve some snacks from the bag and two bottles of lukewarm water. “Yeah, me too.”

When he handed her a package of dried fruit and crackers, he couldn’t take his eyes off her. She gave him a nervous smile and averted her gaze to concentrate on opening the packages. He felt lame. Like a schoolboy losing his virginity. Her dark brown hair was matted against the side of her head, her cheek red from sleeping so hard on one side. Her thick lashes outlined sleepy blue eyes. In short, she took his breath away. And she didn’t deserve to be with a man like him.

“How is your backside?”

She blushed and ducked her head. “If I told you it felt great, would that sound odd?”

He reached out and caressed her cheek. “Not in the least, sweetheart.”

She took a few bites, a thoughtful expression on her face. He reached down to grab a few snacks for himself. When the words finally came out of her mouth, he couldn’t help but feel even more connected.

“This whole weekend has been strange, but not in the sense you think it might be. It just feels right. I’ve never thought of myself as a person who would enjoy these sorts of things, but it’s like I’ve been missing something my whole life.”

He gave her a gentle smile. “It’s always nice to find what you’ve been missing.”

She set down her snacks. “Do you ever feel that way?”

“I have everything I need right here.” He patted her knee and leaned forward to give her a quick kiss on the lips. “Ready for sleep? Or round two?”

“Definitely sleep.” She grinned.





Chapter Six 

“Come on, sleepy head, it’s time for us to leave.” His voice made her limbs tremble again. A cool hand stroked down her back.

She whined. “Do we have to?”

“Of course we do. We need to be out of here before the station manager’s shift is up.”

She rolled over and smiled in his direction. Once again, it was black as night in the train car. “Are you sure you don’t want to tie me up and slap my pussy with that little slapper again?”

He nuzzled her neck, and she wrapped her arms around him. “If I did that, we would be here the rest of the day.”

She held more tightly to him when he would have retreated. “When you take me home then?”

He kissed her forehead, and finally she released him with a sigh. “When I get you home, I want you to sleep. You’ll need it.” His hand rested on her bare belly, his long fingers spanning her waist. “You know I like a woman who’s greedy for sex.”

Slowly, she sat up, her heart still light despite having to leave. “Then you’re going to like me a lot.” She laughed.

He left the bed. She heard his feet padding across the car floor. The flick of the light on the lamp stole their solace. She stared sadly at the bag of toys and tried to shake the odd sensation of loneliness that now seeped its way into her bones. She looked up and caught him gazing off somewhere above her head. Even relaxed, his naked body resembled an Adonis.

His staring did not cease. Kaitlyn rose from the bed and walked over to him. Did he feel the same withdrawn feelings she did? Did he feel just as empty? Without saying a word, she wrapped her arms around him and clung to him as though she’d seen a scary movie. She trembled, even when his arms came around her. “Are you alright?”

He kissed the top of her head and cradled her closer to his warmth. Her heart ached. Something was off.

“I’m fine, sweetheart. We just had an intense weekend is all. I think I need some sleep and cool off time, as well.”

He didn’t let go of her though. If he had, it would have been her clue that something wasn’t right. I could tell him I love him. When she looked up, she disentangled her arms. He was smiling down at her with such adoration she didn’t want to add anything else to their intense weekend.

They dressed in relative silence. Kaitlyn assisted Steven in taking down the bed and packing it in the bed his truck. She had never noticed that it was right next to the train car. “You said your car was in the shop.”

He winked and opened her door. She laughed and climbed into the cab. During the ride, they both fell silent. She stole glances his way, but they revealed nothing of how he felt. He knew she’d enjoyed herself this weekend, knew she didn’t have to tell him so. Her fingers twisted in her lap. He held her clasped hands in one of his, draining away her worries with his quiet strength.

“I’m a little confused, Steven.”

His gaze, briefly, left the long strip of highway to look at her. “Why is that?”

“Is there something wrong with people who enjoy this? I mean, it’s a full kidnapping that I fantasized about.”

One corner of his lip lifted. “If there is something wrong with you, then there is something wrong with me. And we’ll be wrong together.”

They laughed. It was cheesy, but he was right. They’d figure it out together.

* * * *

Steven watched Kaitlyn cross the threshold of her front door before slowly pulling away from her home. Their houses were only ten minutes apart, which made him glad. Any longer, and he would have too much time to think.

He needed downtime; he needed space. He felt edgy, lonely, and frustrated. He couldn’t shake it. His fingers gripped the wheel when he turned out onto the main road and pressed the gas, watching the speedometer slowly move up toward sixty. And then he let up again. He didn’t want to lose his guest bed.

He just couldn’t hurt her. As much as he wanted to torture her, control her, it wouldn’t do. She had no idea what she was getting into. And who was he to initiate her? Fifteen very long years waiting to find that woman who would understand his needs, and he didn’t have the courage to take it. All the lonely nights, misguided girlfriends, somehow seemed worth finding Kaitlyn. She made the ones who thought it was fun and games, and those that thought it was sick, seem like nothing in comparison. Kaitlyn was much too open to keep her lifestyle a secret. He knew all too well how difficult it could be to hide your true self from friends and family.

To make matters worse, over the short time they had been together, it had become increasingly difficult not to dominate her. Every fiber in his body screamed for him to take control. He knew, from his limited contact at clubs and from his friends in the lifestyle, that this would not happen unless the other person was also willing. Submission was written all over her. From the way she quietly stood during a meal to fill his drink to the way she allowed him to control her in the bedroom.

There were days she refused to meet his gaze, sought out his needs and desires, would seem content to just curl up in his arms. Nights she had ended engagements with friends to spend the evening with him. The breathless way she answered the phone, as though she’d run for it. She wanted to please him.

And then, there were those days that her headstrong nature would rear its head, and he couldn’t even so much as step left without permission. She could meet him word for word, curse him to hell and back again. Still, there could be no telling what her response may be. Without talking to her, he’d never know. He couldn’t take being rejected. Not again. Not from the woman he loved and wanted to spend the rest of his life with.

“I just need a few days to recoup. That’s all. Just a few days.”





Chapter Seven 

He hadn’t called in three days. The high Kaitlyn had been on slowly registered as the worst low ever. She felt cold at night, weepy during the day. The previous day at work, she had cried at her desk. The overwhelming sense of abandonment kept her on shaky ground. His not calling made it worse. Kaitlyn wondered if the barrage of emotions had anything to do with the intense level of play she’d just experienced. She wrapped her sweater more tightly around her body and hunkered lower into her desk, staring at the numbers in front of her.

Her gaze traveled to the bent red rose drying on her desk. A rose she would keep forever. One that held memories of everything she never thought she’d experience again.

A knock sounded near her open door. She looked up. Janine, a woman who worked two offices down stood there with worry written clearly on her face. “How’s it goin’, hon?”

Kaitlyn shook her head, and tears formed in her eyes. Her friend shut the door and crossed the room. Bending low, she gathered Kaitlyn to her in a bear hug.

“Janine, I don’t know what’s going on.”

“What did he do? Tell me about it.”

Kaitlyn pulled away and wiped at her eyes. She felt her experience might be too difficult for others to accept, so she kept her answer short. “He hasn’t called in three days. We had an amazing weekend, and then he just disappeared. No phone call, no note, and no flowers. Nothing.” She sobbed, buried her face in her hands.

“Oh, Kaitlyn, I’ve never seen you so worked up about a man before.”

“I’ve never been dumped before.”

Janine laughed and, when Kaitlyn shot her an angry scowl, she tried to apologize. “Oh, sweetie, I don’t think you’ve been dumped. What happened this weekend? Maybe I can help.”

Kaitlyn’s face heated all the way to the roots of her hair. “I don’t think I could tell you about it. You would think I’m weird.”

Janine snorted. “With everything I’ve been through in my life, I doubt you could surprise me.”

Kaitlyn sighed and gave Janine a sidelong glance. She couldn’t hold eye contact for this conversation. She told the story slowly, leaving out very few details.

Janine listened intently, never said a word, until Kaitlyn finished. “You two certainly had a very intense weekend”

“Wouldn’t it mean he’d want to talk to me? I always thought the more I allowed in a relationship, the more the man would want me. I’ve never opened up like this before to anyone.”

“Maybe it isn’t you he’s scared of. Maybe he’s scared of himself. What you’ve told me about Steven suggests he isn’t the sort to just walk out on a woman without an explanation. Maybe he just needs some time. Maybe he has no idea how he’s to top this and freaked out.”

Both of them laughed, and it eased Kaitlyn’s tension, slightly. “I think I’ll call him again.”

Janine patted Kaitlyn’s knee. “Why don’t you take the rest of the day off and go see him instead. Sounds like you two need to sit down to a heart-to-heart.”

Kaitlyn nodded. The client she was setting up the advertising campaign for could wait, there were much more important matters to take care of.

* * * *

Nervously, Kaitlyn knocked on Steven’s door. His job as a loan processor allowed him to work from home. A perk she didn’t have. His modest, suburban home engulfed her in loneliness, but she smiled remembering the times she’d played housewife.

Just as she was about to knock again, the door swung open. A bleary eyed man she barely recognized, stood at the door with a cotton robe wrapped loosely around his body.

“Kaitlyn.” He breathed her name.

A need to be the assertive one came over her, and she pushed past him into the house. His normally immaculate space lay completely disheveled. Empty beer cans, plates, cups, even cigarette butts lay in ashtrays. The place smelled like a bar. Instantly, her hand came up under her nose as she surveyed the damage.

“Steven, what is going on here? Did you have a party last night?”

He stepped around her and picked up some of the mess that surrounded them. “Not exactly. Just me on a weekday.”

She raised a brow and set her hands on her hips. Unable to handle the stench, she opted for staying busy and opened a few windows instead. “Yeah right. As anal as you are about tidiness, I don’t believe a word of it. Try again.”

“Kate, there are some things you don’t know about me. I don’t want to talk about them.”

Kaitlyn shook her head. “Not going to work, Steven. You’ve left me hanging for three days now. I’ve been an emotional wreck over things I don’t understand. It would have been nice to have you around to help me through it. Something.” Tears burned her eyes again, and she fought them back. “Now tell me, what the hell is going on.”

“Kaitlyn, it isn’t that easy. This weekend. What we did…”

“Did I scare you? Did you not enjoy it? Am I not the type of girl you take home to see Mom, anymore?”

“You know my parents are dead. There isn’t anyone for you to meet. No, you didn’t scare me, and I think it’s quite obvious I enjoyed it.”

“Then what is it, damn it?” Her voice rose with each syllable. “I laid everything out for you last weekend. Your not calling has done nothing but make things worse.”

“Kate, I’m sorry. I needed some space.”

Kaitlyn only glared at him.

“You have no idea what you’re getting into. You have no idea how much it turns me on to tie you up. To see you begging me to make you come. How good it feels when you serve me.”

Goosebumps rose on her arms. Her body felt sucked into his words, melting her core. “You have no idea how good those things feel to me too,” she whispered. “So, you left me hanging because it felt good?”

“Sort of.”

“You better start talking, pal, because I don’t have all day.”

“I lost my last girlfriend over this. She wanted to have a kinky night, but not the way I wanted it. She left a few weeks later. Couldn’t even look me in the eye. She thought I was a domineering asshole, if I’m quoting her correctly.” His tone changed to smug, but he brightened when he made eye contact with her again. “Kaitlyn, I want you with everything that is in me right now. I’ve never met a woman like you. But the things I want to do to you—to make you do—I’m just not sure you’re serious about this.”

“Why not? And what do you want to do to me?”

He reached for her then, cupped her cheeks in his damp palms. “I want to do things like tie you up and torture you mercilessly. Make you beg to come, make you give up all your control to me. I want that ass of yours not pink, but bright shining red from my hand print. I want you walking around town with a butt plug. I want you to serve me day in and day out. I want to be the one you look to for support, love, happiness, sadness. I need to take care of you. Physically and emotionally.”

“I have a job,” she answered, breathless. Could she have put it any better?

He smiled a loving smile. A smile that said she just didn’t get it. “A job would not hinder our home life. I work too. We have the same schedule. You would come home to serve me.

I can’t accept just a bedroom submissive. I want all of your submission when you are in my presence. When you aren’t in my presence, you should be thinking of me.” He dropped his hands from her cheeks, and she felt cold inside. “I can’t ask you to do those things. You have a life, friends, and family. You have your freedom to go out as you please. Many of those rights would be taken away. Given over to me.”

He must have seen her confused expression. “We’ll talk more in-depth about it sometime. It’s hard for me to even imagine that I would actually get to live the life I’ve always dreamed of. Yet, without that, I need some time to get my bearings straight. You bring out a side of me I’ve kept very well hidden for most of my adult life.”

Everything he said was everything she felt herself. She loved to serve him, loved the way he tortured her. “Stop pushing me away. Steven, I’ve never felt more right about anything in my life either. Everything you talk about sounds utterly fascinating. Wonderful. Freeing. Why can’t we be like that? How come it has to be that complicated? And understand, I’m not even sure I know that I can do this. There is fear on both our parts. I risk the chance of screwing all this up and losing you.”





Chapter Eight 

“I’m sorry it’s that complicated, Kaitlyn. Truly, once rules are established, it becomes the everyday. You couldn’t imagine yourself in any other position. It’s okay to be afraid. I’m sorry I’m pushing you away. I’m just scared you’ll learn I’m a freak.”

She laughed. “Well, if you’re a freak, then so am I.”

He laughed with her, and then sobered. “Most in this lifestyle have had tendencies their whole life. Their fantasies speak of it at every turn. I’ve never met anyone with more natural submissive tendencies than you. And I’ve met a lot of women. Most of them had to be trained. You’d only need to learn to control that mouth of yours. When I read your diary cover-to-cover, I saw a side of you that you had never shown before. Yet, for some, it’s just fun; it’s a little bedroom kink for them. I needed to be sure if there was more.”

Out of the corner of her eye, she saw her little leather bound notebook. “Still can’t give up my diary?”

The corner of his mouth lifted. “I’ve enjoyed reading your entries.”

“I’m glad they’ve entertained someone. Some had been in there for so long I was sure the paper would yellow before I was able to experience any of it.”

He smiled at her answer and turned to pick up more of his mess. Frustrated, she followed him.

“So you think I could be a natural, huh?”

“Yes, I do.”

“Then why aren’t we doing this now instead of arguing about how much we like it?”

He turned to her, his expression so serious she stood rooted to the spot. “Tell me, Kaitlyn, exactly how it feels to know that you would be a true submissive. Not just some kinky sex toy.”

Her hands shook as she fought for something to say. He was testing her loyalty to their relationship, wondering how committed she would be to giving herself over to him. To finally give to him everything she had held back from every boyfriend she’d ever had. She rambled the words as quickly as possible. “I feel like I would finally be coming home. Everything you’ve said sounds so wonderful. I’ve had boyfriends break up with me for being too dependent. For wanting and needing to do things for them that they could do for themselves. I’ve had others take advantage of me, and I’ve had to leave. I’ve never known anyone in my life that could appreciate what I have to offer and think of it as a good thing. My fantasies have always been that. I’ve been too scared and ashamed to share them with anyone. So to finally have someone that I could open myself up to completely…it’s a huge burden off of my shoulders. And if you rejected me now, it would break my heart.”

He grabbed hold of her. His hand gripped the back of her head. Pupils dilated, his head descended, his hard lips making contact with her soft mouth. She moaned and leaned into him. Her heart skittered in her chest as she grabbed for his shirt to pull him closer. Not nearly enough, she wrapped her arms around his back. Her tongue darted into his mouth to meet his thrusts. Everything around them stopped except for his breathing and the movement of his mouth on hers.

With a groan, he pulled back.

Dazed, Kaitlyn just stared up at him. “What was that for?”

“For being so perfect,” he answered gruffly. Kaitlyn remained quiet, unsure of what to say, and he continued. “I’ve seen what being in this lifestyle has done to friends of mine. How they are ridiculed by family members, ousted by friends. How they have to keep their lives secret from everyone they know. I already live my life in hiding. You would have to too.”

She nodded. “I understand, Steven. Not everyone would understand an attraction to being dominated. I promise I won’t blab my mouth to everyone.”

His hand cupped her cheek, and she pressed into his palm. “You’re such a good girl, Kate, that’s why I love you so much. Everything is just so uncomplicated for you.”

Her heart skipped a beat. He loved her? She tried to concentrate on everything he was saying. She felt so giddy inside she just wanted to hug and kiss him. “Things just are what they are, honey. Nothing wrong; nothing complicated.”

“I’m talking about you wearing my collar with my initials on it. I’m talking about you being my submissive. I would own you. Mind, body, and soul. As far as I’m concerned, it’s the closest two people could ever get to one another.”

Kaitlyn nodded. The idea sounded intriguing. “Let me get this straight. You would own me…you’d have full control over me at all times. Do I get a say in anything?”

He grinned, dropped his hand, walked to the couch, and sat down, one ankle crossed over his knee. “You get a say in everything, Kate. It’s about us. Our rules, our lives.”

She scratched her head. “Tell me how that is different from anything else we’ve been doing?”

His shoulders dropped. “It’s just different. Everything is different. Everything changes. It’s a mindset, it’s a feeling, and it’s a lifestyle. Right now, you have a say in everything from the get go. I would have you fill out paperwork with likes and dislikes, down to the smallest of details. I would get to know exactly how you liked things and offer up new suggestions for your enjoyment and mine. And there are things you might not like so much, but I want to show them to you anyway. Unless it’s a hard limit of yours, you have very little say in the matter.” He searched her face before continuing. “Your only way out is a safe word, you would use it wisely because, to use it improperly, would break trust. You would trust me to see to your needs. We would work on boundaries together. We would work together to be the couple we want, and need, to be. We would find balance, unity, love, trust, respect, and we would be closer than any two people you’ve ever known. Anything you enjoy is yours.

Assuming it doesn’t cross my own boundaries.” He smiled. “It’s not like in past relationships where something is too strange to be discussed. We could have that threesome with the bondage, dildo, and forced sex experience you want. And you would never have to ask me for it. Just wait until I bring it to you. You could communicate anything to me without feeling humiliated, because here, what we have, there is no guilt. Nothing is taboo and nothing is wrong,” he said the last words quietly, reverently, as if this was of the greatest importance to him.

Her heart filled longingly for a love like that, a relationship of no-holds barred.

“You would wear my collar. That mouth of yours would be punished for smarting off to me as often as you do.” He grinned. “It’s about us. Our rules, our lives.”

Kaitlyn swallowed hard. “This would all take a lot of trust on my part.”

“On both our parts,” he said softly.

She nodded. He would have to trust she would follow directions and not let him down.

“What about our sex life?”

“What about it?”

“What happens with that? I’ve heard a little of what you’re talking about. I do have the Internet, and a very kinky best friend at work. She talks about spankings, whippings and such.”

He smiled. “Personally, I have a thing for nipple torture.”

Her eyes grew big, and she grabbed her breasts. “These puppies are way too sensitive for torturing.”

He had a devilish grin. “Then here is your first lesson. Is nipple torture a hard limit? Or is it something we could work towards, gradually?”

Kaitlyn thought hard, but could never imagine it. She shook her head. “I don’t know.”

“Come here, sweetheart.” He kept his voice low and seductive.

If she were a cobra, she would have been charmed by now. She tried to laugh off the situation, but couldn’t. Already her palms were sweating, her heart beating so frantically in her chest her legs shook.

“Kneel in front of me.”

She did as he said, her eyes never leaving his.

“Lower your eyes.”

She did as he told her.

“You’re wearing buttons on your shirt. I like that.” His calm demeanor relaxed her rigid back. “Now, when I want to get to you, I just have to tell you to open your shirt.” She didn’t move. She felt heady and weak. “Open your shirt, Kaitlyn.”

Her jaw trembled, weakly. She opened each button of her shirt, exposing her breasts in her pushup bra.

“I love these bras you wear. They display your breasts like a table. I’ll have to eat a piece of that chocolate pie you make so well off here one night.”

She smiled, but said nothing.

“When you’re given a compliment, it’s customary to say, ‘Thank you, Sir.’”

She cleared her throat and blushed. “Thank you, Sir.” Her voice was hoarse even to her own ears. Her breath shallow.

“Pull your bra down and offer your breasts to me.”

Without hesitation, she reached for the demi-cup edges and pulled them down until the cold air caressed her nipples rock hard. As if to make her offering more complete, she thrust her breasts out towards him.

“Hands behind your back.”

She complied.

“You offer your breasts to me in invitation, to do whatever it is I want to do to them. This is implied, but whatever boundaries you set would be followed explicitly.”

He reached forward and cupped her breasts, his thumbs stroked softly over their sensitive tips. “You see, you never start off rough. You raise the body temperature. Raise the breathing. You’ll feel yourself sort of floating after a while.”

She took a deep breath. Everything he said slowly happened, one degree at a time. She felt dizzy, weak, her mind fuzzy. He withdrew his hand, and when he touched her again, his fingers were wet. He squeezed just enough to lull her into a sense of security and rolled them ever so gently between his fingertips.

“You see, the torture could be almost anything. I could command you not to come. I could make you come until you beg me to stop.” He squeezed a little harder. “Or the torture could simply be something wonderful and beautiful.”

Her breathing became shallow as she concentrated on his words. She rocked back on her knees. Not once did he let go, pulling her by her nipples until she was forced to follow his movements. She heard him slide off the couch and sit in front of her. “Sit back on your heels. It will be difficult for your first time.”

She trembled as she did as he said.

“Spread your thighs.”

She did. Her skirt bunched at her hips opened an entirely different feeling. She was vulnerable to him now. He had access to her.

“How does it feel?”

“Amazing. I’ve never been so light-headed.” She kept her eyes closed. Her hands had stopped twisting behind her back.

Without warning, he pinched her nipples, just a little until she winced. The pinch stopped, her pussy drooled, and she shuddered. So close to orgasm.

“For now, you can come as much as you want. But know, as you start to come, the pain will increase.”

She nodded. Thus far, what he described as pain was nothing more than a prick of pleasure. He quieted and manipulated her hard nipple—he twisted, pulled, rubbed his thumb over the raw flesh. Her breathing escalated. Blackness settled over her where she felt everything, but nothing hurt. She didn’t know what it was. She tried to fight it, shook her head.

“Don’t fight it. It’s subspace—the place where pain and pleasure meld together. The place where there will only be you and I.”

He held tighter to her nipples until she whimpered in pleasure and thrust her breasts out farther. She panted now, barely felt her body being moved to straddle his lap. The pressure of the head of his cock pushed towards her entrance, passed through her tight barrier, and she fully sheathed him. He gave one hard twist to her nipple, and her world exploded. She rocked against him, bounced on his lap so hard and fast that, before she had an idea of what was going on, his hot cum spurted inside of her, sending her over the edge again. She couldn’t hold herself upright, and he caught her against his chest, his arms encircling her back.

She continued to ride him, her nipples aching from his so-called torture. She trembled in his arms, suddenly cold, as reality settled back in.

“Beautiful, Steven,” she said wistfully. “Please, I want to work to be your submissive. I know I could do this. We already do. It just gives a name to how I feel. I need to submit to you. Please don’t turn away out of fear.”

He sat her up and stared into her eyes. His eyes clouded with pride and pleasure. “I want this as badly as you do, Kaitlyn. I love you so much. I don’t want to frighten you.”

“Steven, I love you too. I want us to work. Work the way we want it. We’ll make some adjustments, but I could see this working.”

She watched his Adam’s apple bob as he swallowed hard.

“That’s the first time you said you loved me.”

She smiled. “I wanted to tell you at the train, but I couldn’t get the words out.”

“I think we’ll do well together, sweetheart. We just need some practice,” he said. “I agree, Sir.”
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