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The dates on the reservation confirmation coincided with the dates Em had been instructed to book off work. She looked up at Daniel, who sat next to her on her living room couch with questioning eyes, not sure exactly what she was looking at. His expression was expectant as he pushed his thick rimmed glasses up his nose, his slightly raised eyebrows encouraging her to figure out what she had been handed. She looked back down at the printed page. The header read, “Leather Persuasion Resort.” Underneath it was the resort’s contact information and location, followed by the details outlining the accommodations, add-ons, and check-in/check-out times. Photos showed a beautiful luxury cottage with an ocean view... well, a view of the water. 

Em scanned the address under the page’s header. The US Virgin Islands. This place was in the Caribbean, which confirmed the water in the photo was, in fact, the ocean.

She looked back at the pictures. There was a shot of a beautiful glass-encased shower with every type of shower head available. Another image boasted a bed that was most definitely larger than a king. What confused her though was its design. Its bondage-friendly design, though subtle, was obvious even to her novice eyes. The wood-beamed ceiling above had less subtle hard-points, one of them even having an O-ring attached to it.

“What is this place?” she asked, still scanning the page and admiring the lush living room and generously-sized deck.

“It’s a lifestyle resort. I thought it would be a nice way to celebrate your collaring,” he said, fingering the discreet collar around her neck. It was a simple surgical steel band, thin enough to give one the illusion it could be bent easily, but thick enough to accommodate the lock at the back, where only a unique Allen key could open it. The key hung around his neck, binding her to him and announcing his claim to her.

It was sweet, the way he looked at her as if she had a say in the matter of whether she’d agree to go. Their arrangement had clear outlines. He owned her. She was property and, save for the few limits penned in their contract, she had to do exactly as he said. This included things like taking time off work when he ordered her to, so long as it didn’t interfere with her career, or her financial or family obligations. 

“A lifestyle resort?” she said, not ever having considered that those types of places even existed. It was naive of her; because of course they did. The thought of a space that catered to things she had only explored with Daniel intimidated her. Each time they were together, he showed her yet another creative way to play and she was not so naive to think that there weren’t others more creative, or more sadistic, than him.

“You may speak freely, pet,” he said, granting her permission to voice her thoughts.

“It sounds... intense,” she admitted.

He nodded with understanding. Empathy even. “It is a big step, but I thought it would be a good thing for us, and particularly for you. I don’t particularly feel good about the isolated nature of your involvement in the lifestyle, and it’s important you see for yourself what it’s like for others, and in public.”

Public. The word alone made her ears prick and her eyes widen with apprehension. 

“This place is safe. No cameras, strict confidentiality. It’s a safe haven for people like us. No one will ever know you were there.”

“My work...” she whispered, worried about overstepping even though he had granted her liberty to speak openly.

“I considered that. I would never risk your career,” he said with mild annoyance, probably by Em’s insinuation that he hadn’t considered it.

She pressed her lips together firmly and nodded. “Okay.” The word was more of an acknowledgment than compliancy, because in the end, she really had no reason to object. The rules were being respected. As long as he was truthful about there being no risk to her work, she had no choice but to go.

“Good girl,” he murmured with a smile. He tapped his foot, signaling she should kneel on the floor before him while simultaneously ending her ability to speak freely. Em put the papers on her coffee table and moved to do as she was asked, keeping her eyes down the entire time. Daniel spread his feet so that she could fit between his knees.

“Rest your head on my lap,” he instructed, “and tell me about your day.”

Em took a deep breath as she laid her head on his thigh and thought of her day. “It was frustrating,” she started. “I was asked again to do something that is beyond my scope and when I pointed it out, I was practically reprimanded.”

Daniel hummed at that and began running his fingers through her hair. He had once described it as obsidian and insisted she always wear it down. Daniel gave little away, but Em knew he loved her hair and its unruly locks. She settled into his lap more deeply, welcoming his gentle touch and enjoying the way he managed to navigate through her loose but tangle-prone curls.

“I was told I was being difficult, but when a male colleague sets the same boundaries, he gets an apology.” Em’s rage rose in her chest as if the conversation had just happened anew. It burned, amplified by the years of disrespect and the constant fight against the chronic underestimation by her colleagues.

Daniel’s response was to press his fingers firmly against her scalp. He didn’t move, just applied constant pressure until Em relaxed her shoulders. “Continue,” he said.

“I stood my ground but I’m sure I’ll pay for it next week.” That was all she cared to share, and she sank more deeply into Daniel’s lap as he continued to massage her scalp.

“Most men fear strong women, pet,” he eventually said. “When a woman sets a boundary, or says no, it’s the equivalent to challenging his manhood, especially in a professional setting. Your boss’s ego is fragile, and he will most likely choose to save face than to go up against you again next week. I guarantee he will act as if nothing had happened. Remember, pet, dogs bark and bite without ever understanding why. They just do. Would you take it personally if a dog bit you?”

Em shook her head and his dark jeans felt rough against her cheek. “No, Professor.”

“Your boss is a dog who’s nipped at your heels. Nothing more.”

“Thank you, Professor,” she said quietly, envisioning her boss’s head on the body of a chihuahua that circled her feet while barking hysterically. The resentment that had seated itself deep in her gut dissolved instantly with the comical image.

Daniel’s fingers stilled. “Stand up.”

Em stood, keeping her eyes trained on the floor. She heard him sigh indulgently and it ended in one of his trademark hums.

“I don’t know what to do with you tonight,” he murmured. “I’ve had a difficult day. A difficult week, actually, and I have a lot of pent-up frustration. Unlike you, pet, I don’t occupy a position that affords me a lot of power. I have no path for recourse, just the dismal option to accept and move on.” He spoke as if he was bored and Em imagined he was. She had sensed his distancing from his work. It wasn’t hard to note considering his excitement over his field of study. He flexed his fingers.

Em whimpered at that and stole a glance at his face. His pale green eyes were distorted from his thick glasses and her heart stopped when her gaze met his. His eyebrows shot up.

“Still struggling with that are you?” he mused.

Em had roving eyes, and they betrayed her every time, making her break protocol. She was not to make eye contact unless asked or during low protocol. “I’m sorry, Professor,” she gasped, bringing her gaze down quickly.

“Tsk, tsk, tsk. I do love when you give me a good reason to punish you, pet. How about we go to the bedroom.” As much as it sounded like one, Em knew it wasn’t a suggestion, but an order. She practically scurried towards the hall that led to her bedroom and waited for him on her knees, facing the foot of her bed. His navy socks came into her line of vision before he sat on the bed in front of her.

“Remove them,” he said, his voice low.

Em pushed up his jeans so she could roll down the socks before pulling them off.

“Now my belt.”

Without looking up, she blindly reached for the buckle and undid it, waiting for him to shift so that she could pull it free from the belt loops. Em folded it in half and presented it to him in open palms.

He took it from her then stood. “My pants.”

Again, without looking, Em managed to undo the four buttons that were in the place of a zipper before pulling the jeans down his powerful thighs. Daniel was a scholar, and he dressed like one, but once his clothes came off, he was nothing but taut skin and muscle. She took the chance to admire him; his perpetual tan that defied the seasons, the fine honey brown hair that feathered his legs, and the way his muscles rippled as he shifted to lift each foot for her to pull the jeans free.

“Stand and face the bed,” was his next order.

Em took his jeans with her as she stood and folded them before placing them off to the side of the bed, then did what she was told. She felt the cool leather of the belt as it was rubbed on the nape of her neck. It sent shivers down her arms, leaving goosebumps in their wake. She was still fully clothed, wearing her power suit that was a smart, burgundy blazer with a matching skirt. Underneath the blazer, she wore a cream, ruffled blouse. She hoped Daniel wouldn’t ruin any of the garments, particularly the blouse as it had been a rare find from a vintage shop.

As if hearing her thoughts, he instructed, “Remove anything you want to save.”

She wanted to save all of it, right down to her undergarments, but Em knew if she did that, he would destroy everything, so she quickly removed her blazer so that she could save the blouse, then put the blazer back on. She folded the blouse in half then placed it on top of his jeans.

“Such a good pet,” he murmured, pushing her to bend over the bed.

Em whimpered again when she felt her skirt was being pulled up and over her bottom. The belt traced invisible lines on her bottom, and she heard the crack before she felt the burn of the belt’s leather biting into her skin. She gasped from the unexpected pain and bit her lip to keep from protesting.

“I think I will give you twenty of these for the eye contact,” he announced. “That first one won't count.”

Em swallowed another protest and braced herself for the next impact.

“Count,” he growled.

“One!” screamed Em when he hit her again. Heat bloomed from where leather made contact with skin. She counted two, three, four, and by five, she was already feeling itchy hot pin pricks of heat at the crown of her head.

“When are you allowed to look me in the eye?” he asked, practically snarling the question.

“When I’m told to. Six!” The belt cracked against her skin, punctuating her answer.

“And when else?”

“During low protocol, Professor. Seven!” Then she counted eight through fifteen before he paused. Em sagged against the bed, panting from the intense impacts with no warm-up. She heard Daniel take in a trembling breath before leaning over her so that his lips brushed the shell of her ear.

“Five more, pet, but don’t think that’ll be all. This is just the consequence of your mistake. Afterwards, I need to find my release.”

Em trembled at the darkness that dripped from his voice. It coated her in an inky black promise. “Yes, Professor,” she said, breathless. He stood and the next five hits came in quick succession, leaving her breathless, both from the pain and having to count while unable to breathe because of the pain. “Thank you, Professor,” she said once she caught her breath.

Daniel slowly pulled her up and into his arms. He buried his face in her hair. “I need you to bring me my bag. I left it at the door.” He held her for a moment before releasing her so that she could do as he’d directed. She padded softly through her apartment and found the brown leather bag next to his shoes. It looked a lot like a doctor’s bag, but longer, to accommodate the various impact toys he had chosen for the evening. Em returned to her bedroom with it and put it on the bed. 

Still trying to rely on her peripherals to avoid accidental eye contact, Em watched him regard the bag, as if contemplating whether he should open it. Em’s bottom still burned from the belt, but the itch from the sting had subsided. At least she was warmed up, she thought. 

Daniel finally reached for the bag and opened it. Em watched through her lashes as he pulled out fur-lined leather cuffs, a cane, a flogger with rubber tails, and an acrylic paddle. Em was convinced he was set on delivering the most amount of pain he could manage and she shuddered.

“Are you ready, pet?” he asked, a wicked gleam in his eye.

She wasn’t, but still answered, “Yes, Professor,” because that was her purpose; to serve him and his needs. And tonight, her Professor needed her tears.​
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Em’s stomach was in knots. The plane was mid-descent and the palm trees and crystalline ocean grew closer. Em was embarrassed to admit that this would be the first time she’d gone south enough to see palm trees in person. There was that one time she had made a house call to a client’s home at a previous job, and the woman had had palm trees planted around her indoor pool. That was probably the closest Em ever came to experiencing what a tropical climate might feel like.

Even then, it didn’t prepare her for the wall of humidity that she walked into when exiting the airport. She tried to stifle her gasp, both from surprise and the brief moment she believed she may suffocate if she took even one step further away from the airport’s A/C. Her gasp was quickly followed by an appreciative hum. The humidity wasn’t so oppressive and was oddly light once she got over her shock. She took a deep breath, feeling excitement more than apprehension for the first time since Daniel had presented the trip to her.

“Lovely, isn’t it, pet?” he asked, and she nodded in agreement. 

Daniel explained that they needed to take a shuttle to Virginia Key and from there, a sea-plane that would land directly at the resort to maintain privacy. This made Em relax a little more. Although Daniel had reassured her that there was very little chance of their activities coming out, she still worried. Worrying was, after all, a major part of her job description. They made their way to a section in front of the airport that had a sign reading ‘shuttle drop-off and pick-up’. It was moderately busy, and she wondered how many people were on their way to the same resort. She ruled out the families, but a group of young women caught her attention. They looked so innocent. She couldn’t imagine any of them doing the things she and Daniel did together. Em blushed just thinking about it and wondered if anyone could tell by looking at her or Daniel the things that they got up to.

Em knew she exuded absolutely no sex appeal, let alone the image of someone who was sexually adventurous. Even now, she felt silly as she melted in her cardigan that she was too reluctant to take off. She loved her suits and blouses that buttoned up to her neck, but today, Daniel had insisted she wear a white, spaghetti-strapped, flower printed sun dress that he had purchased for her for the trip. In fact, her suitcase held little of her own clothes and were all new things he had purchased for her to wear over the week. Her cardigan had been bargained for with her skin when she had pleaded with him to wear it over the dress. In short, Em was uptight outside of her time with Daniel behind closed doors. It could be seen not only in her fashion choices, but in the way she held herself, head high, pursed lips, and molten brown eyes that challenged anyone who dared to look at her. Anyone, except Daniel.

Daniel, however, held all the possibilities of passion and debauchery despite his scholarly appearance. He looked like a professor with questionable morals and a habit of seducing his female students regularly. His jeans hugged his legs almost too tightly and the only thing left holding onto the illusion was his sport coat that was now folded in half and hanging over his arm. Otherwise, his black T-shirt made him look like he was ready to pose for a designer jeans advertisement. They must look odd together, Em thought.

As they waited for the shuttle, Em’s enthusiasm for the tropical air waned and she quickly started to feel like a wilted flower. No... a soggy mop, she mused in self-deprecation. Em believed she looked presentable on the best of days, but humidity threatened her hold on that claim very quickly. A little bit of sun and eighty-five degree weather had her flushed rather than glowing, and her hair decided to find out just how big it could get with its black curls succumbing to frizz. Daniel held out a hand fan without a word. Em looked at it, positive she hadn’t packed one and wondered where he had gotten it from.

“Take it pet, you’re practically melting.” His tone was even, simply stating a fact, but there was no denying the forethought and care it represented and Em took it gratefully. She was even more grateful when she found the shuttle had A/C.

The group of young women didn’t board with them. But a couple and two single women did, all candidates that Em had disqualified. The fact that she couldn’t tell was both comforting and worrisome. If there were no obvious telltale signs about who partook in the kind of depravity their destination suggested, she couldn’t hide. It meant people could look at her and give her the same odds as the rest for being kinky.

The couple sat in front of them, and they were leaning in close to one another, murmuring and giggling the entire way. The two women tapped away on their phones and Em wondered where they came from, because she couldn’t imagine missing the scenery by being on her phone. Her nose was practically glued to the window as she took in the cloudless sky, vegetation she half recognized, and the glimmering ocean when nothing obstructed the view. She stayed that way until the shuttle stopped, bringing them to a dock where the seaplane waited for them.

***
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“WELCOME TO LEATHER Persuasion,” a man dressed in white chinos and a buttercup yellow, short sleeved polo shirt greeted them. He was barefoot, his auburn hair windswept, and his eyes crinkled with a smile that Em was positive never left his face. They were the last to step onto the dock and stood behind the two single women and couple. An attendant helped the pilot unload their luggage before moving to stand slightly behind their host.

“My name is Grant,” he said with a slight bow. “Please, follow me and we can get you checked-in and settled into your accommodations. First time guests will have the opportunity to sign up for orientation.” He turned and led the way to the main building that overlooked the beach.

The new arrivals followed him and Em guessed they were all first-time guests, the way they looked around with curiosity. There wasn’t much to see, as the walk was short and the pier they had landed at was right in front of the main hotel building. Em looked up at it and quickly averted her gaze when she spotted a naked woman leaning against the railing of her balcony, her breasts displayed with pride. With her eyes only, she peeked a glance at Daniel to see if he noticed. He was looking straight ahead, and she followed his gaze to where another resort employee was waiting at the hotel lobby’s entrance. He stood tall and with impressive flourish considering he was still. Unlike Grant, this employee wore pressed linen pants and a blazer. 

Em desperately wanted to comment on the man’s blazer to Daniel. How is he not sweating? she marveled, considering she wore nothing but the white sun dress (sans panties as requested by Daniel) and a wide-brimmed sun hat and was still ready to melt into the sand. She had given up on her cardigan the moment they had left the shuttle’s A/C to board the seaplane and had resigned herself to the fact that knits had no place in this heat and humidity.

Grant nodded at the blazer-wearing employee and parted with a quick smile. Everyone’s attention was now on him.

“Here at Leather Persuasion, we strive to accommodate all of your desires, kinks, and mutually consensual impulses,” he said with a mischievous wink. “We offer this with the promise of privacy and peace of mind. To ensure this, we ask that you leave your phones at reception. You will have access to them whenever you please, but they may only be used in the designated areas. Aliases on the resort are encouraged. Most importantly, have fun!” He turned towards the lobby with a wide, flourishing wave of his arm, and they filed in after him. The ocean air swept through the lobby and although there was no A/C, the marble and high ceilings allowed the breeze to circulate through, and Em was happy for the break from the sweltering sun.

They checked-in and the blazer-wearing host waited off to the side with a clipboard that Em hadn’t noticed before. He waved them over once they had finished at reception.

“Hello...” started the host.

“Daniel,” Daniel said, offering his real name. “You may introduce yourself,” he said to Em, giving her permission to speak.

“I’m...” she faltered, having not prepared an alias. ‘Em’ was nondescript enough, but she was too paranoid to give it. She was certain that they all had access to their registration information, but she still didn’t want to speak it out loud in front of other guests. 

“You can call her Selene,” he offered for her.

Em looked up at him with wide eyes, understanding the meaning behind the name. ‘Professor,’ wasn’t just an honorific, Daniel was, in fact, a professor of ancient mythologies of various civilizations. Selene was a moon goddess, or rather, the embodiment of the moon itself. Daniel had once explained to Em that he believed she was a true symbol of the feminine. For him to have bestowed such a meaningful name on her made her wonder if there was more to their arrangement than his ownership and her service. She cleared her throat quietly to hide the air that had caught in it.

The host smiled. “Nice to meet you both. My name is Lance and I’m in charge of guest relations. See me as your fun coordinator. I’ve assigned a mentor to you, her name is...” he paused to reference his clipboard, “Natalia! She is at your disposal for whatever you may need to ensure your trip is everything you wish it to be.” He pointed at Daniel’s hand. “I see you have your keys. Did they tell you where you can find your cottage?”

Daniel nodded.

“Lovely! Before I let you go to get settled in, I need you to sign up for orientation. We have a few time slots available: five, six, or seven. They last for about forty minutes. I encourage you to explore the resort but to abstain from any type of play outside of your personal accommodations until after orientation. This is to ensure all our guests have the best experience by knowing the resort rules and expectations.”
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