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I

Epilogue
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I’m kneeling on the floor awaiting my Master’s return from wherever he is. I am naked but for the collar around my neck, my curly, long hair falling down my back. My nails are freshly manicured, and my body has been scrubbed, shaved clean, and scented with perfume. My breath is slow and steady, and I am filled with excitement. I hear footsteps outside the door, and my throat tightens with anticipation. The key turns in the lock with a slight click and my body tingles at the thoughts running wildly through my head.

I am looking forward to this, as Master has been gone for most of the day. I’m hoping he has forgiven my slight transgression from earlier this morning. I spoke out of turn, out of character, and my face still shows the red hand print on my cheek, although it is fading nicely. I hear Master enter and walk over to my backside. I dare not turn to look at him, as this is his moment. I owe him for this morning.

I’ve never been much of a good submissive, always trying to fight against the rules and social constructs of what this lifestyle entails. Sure, I’ve played around in the bedroom, but when I met him, my rose-colored glasses were ripped off and my skewed perspective was torn apart. I had heard of women who lived the submissive role 24/7, but vainly thought it was a myth or exaggerated lore. Boy, was I ever wrong.

Master and I met at a munch, which is a kind of meet-and-greet for people in the lifestyle. It wasn’t my first, but usually I just went to find someone to bring back to my house for a quick romp in the sheets, sending them on their way without so much as a kiss goodbye. I’d never actually gone into a scene or one of the many ‘pleasure rooms’ where more extreme things happened. I took pride in knowing, no, thinking, that I was in control of my emotions and would never be reduced to ever actually obeying any man. And then along came Master....
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The Meeting
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He was standing in the middle of the room that I was going to walk right by, surrounded by women and men who seemed to be tripping all over themselves just to get closer to him. I thought they were being ridiculous and pathetic. I would never do anything like that, allow myself to be put on public display and degraded while everyone around watched. I respected the ones who did do it, but it just wasn’t my thing. I was going to walk right past this room, as I do with all of them, but my curiosity piqued when I saw all of the people surrounding him. I had to stop for a moment to see what the big deal was. I know, I know – curiosity and the cat.

He was quite a fine specimen, although I knew I’d never want to get close to him. I thought he was just another asshole playing a role for all to see. He had black hair, clipped short against his neck, with small spikes tousled along his forehead. His eyes were focused and I couldn’t see them clearly, but I could feel their intensity. His jaw was strong, clenched just enough to start poking out at the edges. He wore no smile, but his face was soft and friendly enough. His arms were absolutely gorgeous, and you could tell they had been shaped by hard work. His body wasn’t rippling, but you could see just enough to know it looked very nice when undressed.

Two women were laying naked on massage tables, wrists in restraints that held their arms above their heads. Their eyes were blindfolded, and their faces screwed up in ecstasy and something else that I couldn’t define. Their legs were also restrained, but with cuffs attached to chains that were bolted to the floor. They had several sharp, pink lines across their skin, from their naked breasts down to their thighs.

He was holding a whip and about to bring it down on one of them again. The loud crack made my skin bristle, thinking about the pain she must be feeling, but all that escaped her lips was a moan meant for the bedroom. If she was hurting, no one could tell. He repeated the whipping twice more on each of them, and I was about to turn and walk away when he did something that piqued my interest.

He put the ‘weapon’ down and began gently caressing and kissing the marks he had just made. The women gasped in delight, and began thanking him. He slowly stroked each one’s body with those strong hands, and I felt a stir of excitement in my panties. I had never been attracted to one of them, the ones who strut their power and authority for all around. I thought they were just jerks full of bullshit, playing some fake role in a made-up movie only they had the script to. But this one, he seemed different. I don’t know how or why, but he did.

After watching the women being caressed, I heard them being asked if they wanted to go to the ‘next level’. I didn’t know what that meant, so I stayed to watch. They both eagerly agreed to whatever was being offered, and they were unchained, flipped over onto their stomachs and restrained again. Their legs were pulled straight down this time, with them straddling the tables and their bare asses over the edges of them. He grabbed his whip and began making that cracking sound against them.

The women gasped and moaned, begging for more. He obliged, his jaw still set seemingly in stone and his eyes focused intently on his handiwork. Everyone around looked on in awe, or wonder, or ecstasy. I couldn’t understand, but kept watching to satiate my curiosity. He cracked several more times, until there were about six lines across each woman’s ass and thighs. Then he handed the whip off to someone – maybe an assistant? – and began slapping with those hands.

The women were now groaning, surely in pain. He began to rub and then slap, rub then slap, rub then slap, until one woman called out what I presume was the safe word and was released. She was taken to another room by the man who had taken the whip, wrapped in a blanket and sobbing quietly. Only one remained. I had no desire to ever play a part in any of this bullshit. But still, I watched.

The lone woman was covered in harsh pink lines and sweat enveloped her body. He was now putting her on her knees, and readjusting the restraints to compensate for the shift. He grabbed a bottle of lube off the side table and spread it over his hand. He inserted two fingers into her, and she began to moan. He moved slowly, in and out, taking her pleasure to a higher level, as the sounds from her throat became more intense.

He worked another two fingers in, and her voice hit an octave I hadn’t heard before. He asked if she wanted to continue, and she said yes. I wasn’t sure why I kept watching, or how she was handling this, but I continued. That stirring in my panties was now accompanied by a familiar wetness, and I was shocked to realize that I was so turned on by this.

His hand came together into almost a duck beak shape, and he pushed it into her, eliciting a cry that was pure pleasure. He moved in and out, slowly at first, and then in response to her moans and guttural gasps, began plowing into her pussy with feverish focus. She was screaming now, and I was dripping wet with excitement. This was fucking amazing, and so was he. I was hooked right then and there, and knew I just had to get a word in with him.

After the scene was finished and the woman was released, everyone around was clamoring to talk to him. He looked terribly bored and excused himself to go get a drink from the bar. I went to the restroom to double-check my appearance. I looked good tonight, in a tight little black fishnet dress, my breasts and pussy covered with lacy black lingerie. My hair was pulled up and the curls were draping my face and neck. I touched up my lipstick and went to the bar.

I sat down beside him and ordered a drink. I played it cool like I always did, waiting for him to strike up a conversation like they always did. But he didn’t take the bait. He glanced once at me and then nothing. He ordered another drink, a shot of whiskey, and stood up. I panicked, thinking my window of opportunity was closing. I was going to have to start the conversation for once. He walked away before I got the chance.

“You think you’re a sly little fox, don’t you?”

The words were deep and gruff in my ear. I hadn’t felt him come up behind me, hadn’t known he was even still at the munch. I had thought he left after getting up from the bar. I had also left the room, trying to mingle and feeling sorry that I had wasted time and my chance. I turned to look into those eyes, a mix of dark brown and green, and my breath caught in my throat. I had a confused look on my face, which he picked up on immediately.

“Don’t try to play innocent. I saw you stealing glances in my direction earlier tonight. I watched you come out here and try to play it off like you weren’t wondering where I went.” His voice was low and gravelly now, keeping the conversation between us, and that wetness returned in an instant. My breath was ragged and my response was minimal.
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