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When Amelia wasn't being fucked senseless, it seemed easy to pick out what her favorite part about all of it was. The begging.

Oh, yes. Definitely the begging. Next time, when she was looking back, maybe she would land on the twinge of pain and burst of pleasure that came from a firm smack on her ass, but right now, the thought of pleading with a man to have mercy on her was making her run hot. Even here, sitting on the bus, surrounded by loud noises and brightly lit distractions through the window, all she could picture was her master standing over her, contempt in his eyes. God, it was all so real. 

Amelia bit down on her lip and leaned her head against the glass. The plastic seat rumbled underneath her as the bus moved along. Had it really only been a week since she'd been in the dungeon, reduced to a pile of humiliated pleasure and pain? Just a week since she'd been used like a toy, like the slut she was? It felt like months. The ache was building in her again, and it was quicker than last time. It was always quicker than the last time.

Her stop. She stood, holding fast to the pole above her as the bus slowed, then stepped out onto the sidewalk in front of her apartment. It was a cold night, but one couldn't tell by looking at Amelia. She was flushed and her breath came in little pants. Her skin was hot, warmed by the heat growing between her legs. 

Before, she'd been able to go a whole month or more without needing it again. Needing to be put in her place. But like most urges, satisfying this one at night just seemed to make it stronger the next day.

Amelia went into her apartment, set her purse onto the coffee table, and immediately began looking for the number. She had memorized it, of course; good things often stay imprinted in the mind. But her head was not quite in order, and she needed to reference the bit of card stock that held the key to her release. 

But hell, where was it? Not on the fridge; she didn't put it on display. The nightstand, maybe? She hurried to the bedroom.

Almost a year ago, Amelia had been fortunate enough to be handed a simple, plain white business card that had nothing but a phone number on it. It had come from a friend of hers, Ellie. She had said that she had given one away a while ago, one that was for someone else. Mr. King, that had been. But the card she had given to Amelia was for a different master; someone who was a little more suited to Amelia's tastes. For starters, he didn't use a name.

"What do I say when I call, then?" Amelia had asked.

Ellie smirked. "He'll know why you're calling."

"And then...?" The mystique of the whole thing was whetting her curiosity very much. She let that last word draw out, eager for Ellie's response.

"Find out for yourself," her friend told her. "Isn't that half the fun of it?"

She had been right, of course.

Ah, here it was! Amelia triumphantly snatched the little card out from underneath a half-burned candle that lay on the small nightstand by her bed. She hadn't used the card in months, not needing to reference it, but she liked having it by her bed. Seeing it before she went to sleep usually gave her very intense dreams. She would put it back when she was done with it. 

Until then... Amelia left the bedroom and sat down on the living room couch, not counting on her legs to support her once his voice came over the phone. She quickly tapped the number and held the phone to her ear, her breath suddenly very loud in her ears.

It rang three times before being answered. Silence, as usual. She had to be the first one to speak. 

"Master," she said. Her voice betrayed her lust. "It's...me. Your pet. Amelia."

"Pet." One word, so full of disdain, sneered through the phone. "Your voice sounds too familiar. I've seen you just days ago..."

"I know," she said, almost mewling. "I want to come back."

"I don't care what you want." He sounded bored. 

She paused. "I need to come back."

More silence. She couldn't even hear him breathing, but she knew the line hadn't gone dead. Amelia waited, squirming atop the cushion as she did so. Just that voice was enough to...

"Saturday," he said, and the call was ended.

Amelia let out her strained breath in one long whoosh, relief coursing through her. Not the kind of relief she was dying for, but relief all the same. She thought he might refuse, having been with her so recently, and it had worried her. But he agreed, though he hadn't sounded pleased. He would probably take that out on her.

Amelia licked her lips at the thought. She set her phone down on the coffee table, thinking she would relax for a couple of hours before bed, but the noise between her legs was loud and would have none of that. She snatched her phone back up and stepped quickly to her bedroom, the plain business card tucked between two fingers. She placed it back onto the nightstand before sliding onto her bed, lying on her side, her eyes closing as she slipped her fingers down her side and hips, slowly. 

Amelia could tease well. She could even tease herself. 

Blackness was the world behind her eyelids, and she heard her breath; stifled moans; her blood thudding through her ears. Nothing else. Playing with yourself was, as the name suggested, a game. Amelia kept her pants on and tickled at her own waist, letting gooseflesh ripple from where her nails scratched. 

She allowed herself to bite down on her lower lip, hard enough to wince, but not to touch the button of her jeans. If she didn't have her master here to deny her pleasure, she would have to do the best that she could by herself.

Amelia turned onto her back and allowed the blackness to fill with images and memories. Thoughts of being led by a rope around her wrists—oh, she could still feel how it dug into her and pressed the heels of her hands together in most delicious discomfort—down a winding hallway. Blindfolded, of course, blackness meeting blackness, but with dim light filtering through. Not enough to see where she was, but enough to know she was on solid ground, that she was heading towards something. The hand that pulled her rope was inexorable, unconquerable strength; she would go wherever it led. 

Amelia dragged her tongue across her lips and curled her toes as she brought her left hand up to cup her own breast. Even through her shirt and bra, the touch made her pant. 

She remembered the rope being yanked, pulling her forward through a door that had just been opened. Her master had stepped to the side and smacked her hard on the ass on her way through the door, and she had stumbled, falling to her knees. She had been brought back to her feet by her hair.

The memory of that fire in her scalp tore through her, and she bucked her hips, unable to resist any longer. Amelia undid her button and slid down the short zipper of her jeans, using one hand and a wiggle to slide them down her hips while she squeezed her breast and pinched her nipple though her clothes. It was building.

She saw the darkness disappear as the blindfold was yanked off, and her master stood before her. Tall, muscled, and menacing. A bear in human form, and about as patient and forgiving as the animal. His black hair was as short as his temper. His words were laced with power. Like his strength, there was no disobeying them. Master. Never had the word suited someone so well.

She thought of tilting her head back to look at his intimidating height and she brushed across her clit, biting hard into her lip. That touch, even her own touch, was electric. Her panties were still getting in the way, and she slid them down a few inches along with her jeans. The fabric rasped quietly on her skin, and then her hand was between her slightly spread legs once more. 

He told her that she was his property until he said otherwise. That disobedience would be met with immediate punishment, and not the kind that would make her tingle. The kind that would make her scream. His voice was low and powerful, and she knew that he spoke the truth, so she meekly nodded her head. He began to walk around her, and she could feel his eyes as they dragged over her almost-naked form.
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