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After work, I ditched my usual routine and hopped into the sleek SUV of this guy I'd met at the local kink club. His name was Jake, and something about him had me hooked from the start—those intense sketches he showed me on his phone, raw depictions of women lost in submission. We cruised into an upscale neighborhood, pulling up to a sprawling house tucked away from prying eyes. The garage door slid shut behind us, sealing off the world.

He led me inside through a side door, and right there in the entryway knelt this stunning young woman in a skimpy maid outfit that left little to the imagination. Thin lace top clinging to her curves, a tiny black skirt riding high on her thighs, her skin glowing under the soft lights. A leather collar hugged her neck, a small tag dangling from it like a badge of ownership.

Her eyes lit up when she saw him, but flicked to me with a quick flash of annoyance before she ignored me completely. "Welcome home, Sir," she said softly, rising to take his jacket and hang it up.

"Victoria, meet Emily—my live-in sub," Jake said casually, like it was no big deal. Then to her: "And this is Victoria. She's your Mistress for the weekend."

He motioned me to the couch in the living room, and I sank into the plush cushions, my pulse racing. Emily bustled off, returning with drinks on a tray. She set his down with perfect deference, kneeling beside the coffee table until he nodded. But when she glanced my way, there was a spark of defiance in her eyes, like she wasn't thrilled about sharing the spotlight. She backed away quietly, leaving us alone.

I shifted uncomfortably, wondering if I should bail. Here I was, a married woman with a stable life, stepping into this guy's world because his drawings had stirred something dark and hungry inside me. Those images of bound women, their bodies arched in ecstasy and pain—they made me picture myself in their place, craving that release I'd buried for years.

"Why bring me here if you've got her?" I blurted out, jealousy mixing with curiosity.

He smirked. "You're different. You know what you want, don't you? Deep down, you're ready to let it out."

I couldn't argue. The air between us thickened, and before I could respond, Emily reappeared, holding a smooth, polished cane—thin and flexible, clearly well-used. She knelt before him, her voice trembling. "Sir, I didn't finish my tasks today. Please punish me."

Her mix of fear and longing hit me hard. Jake's face stayed cool, but the scene unlocked old memories—nights I'd spent on my knees, chasing that thrill. Part of me envied her youth, her tight body, but I knew my own curves had their appeal, the way they jiggled under impact, bruising just right.

"Twenty on the ass, ten on the tits," he commanded. "And ten more from your new Mistress."
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