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INTRODUCTION: THE MANY MEANINGS OF SUBMISSION


Submission means so many different things to different people, which is why I’m delighted to present to you sixty-nine varieties of serving, spanking, obeying, taunting, teasing, worshipping and more. These very short stories offer a glimpse into the mindset of those who live to serve, who desire to be bound or spanked or told what to do—or perhaps all three. They get off on giving themselves over to the men and women who control them, whether in the bedroom or the world beyond.


When the narrator of Corrine Arundo’s “Unanchored” is ordered to masturbate, the “submissive vixen” shares some of the magic of the command: “I love the words, like sharp pokes into my cerebral cortex, tricking me into forgetting everything else but this moment.” In many of these stories, a pet phrase or command is enough to trigger the submissive’s desire.


What many of these submissives want is to be seen, acknowledged, known and valued precisely for their eagerness to give every part of themselves over to another person. “I want to never be able to hide from you,” Joy Faolán writes in “I Want to Feel You,” which perfectly encapsulates the way the tops in these stories exhibit their mastery from the inside out.


You’ll find so much here, from naughty professors to sadistic former students to sex clubs, art galleries, photo shoots and more. Wherever the setting, the submission exhibited in these stories runs deep, far below the surface of the recipients’ tender skin, far louder than their cries of pleasure (and pain). Whether you read one story a day or devour them all at once, I hope these quick and dirty stories turn you on to new authors and new naughty possibilities.


Rachel Kramer Bussel




I WANT TO FEEL YOU


Joy Faolán


I want to feel you.


Not just physically. I don’t just want to feel your cock inside my cunt or your hand in my hair or your breath hot upon the shell of my ear as you whisper to me. I do want those things, but I want more than those things. What I want is deeper and bigger than us both.


I want to feel your power from across the room. I want to know, when I feel your eyes digging into the back of my head and your gaze chasing me through the crowds and finding me despite my attempts to hide from you, that I’ve become the object of your desire. I do not want to feel that I am someone you have to convince of something. I don’t want you to “hit” on me. I don’t want you to walk up to me and charm me or tell me jokes or offer to buy me a drink. It’s not that I don’t enjoy that sort of behavior. I take it as a compliment when men do this to me, but you and I both know that there is something much better, much more powerful, to be had. I want you to pursue me. I want you to hunt me down and make me your own. I want to know that you are convinced that you own me long before I even decide if I want you. I want to be your prey.


I want to feel you.


I want to know, as I walk out of the party that night, that your eyes are following me to my car. I want to feel uneasy about it. I want to have doubts and fears, but I want the knowledge, deep inside of me, that I will belong to you, eventually, because you want me to. Because you’ve decided. Out of all the other things in that room, I want to be the thing that you’ve chosen to be yours.


It won’t be a courtship. I don’t want you to ask me on a date. I want you to tell me where I’ll meet you, when, and how I will be dressed. I want to feel you inside my head. I want to be confused that you know so much about me when I’ve told you nothing. I don’t want to understand that it’s because you’ve been watching me for months. I don’t want to know that it’s because you made up your mind that I was yours long before I knew you even existed. Not yet.


I want to feel you.


I want to feel you taking me over, your tendrils curling through my soul and wrapping themselves around every intimate fiber of my being. I want you to know everything about me. I want you to study my face as we sit in silence. I want you to watch in amusement as I squirm in my chair, uncomfortable in the quiet and wanting nothing more than for you to say something. I want you to watch my mannerisms when I am nervous, happy, fearful, sad, anxious and every other emotion. I want to never be able to hide from you.


I want you to systematically hunt me down, emotionally and mentally, and trap me in your cage. I want you to own me in ways that I will never fully understand. And I want it to be because you decided that you own me. I want it to be because you wanted me so much that it did not matter whether or not I wanted you. I want to be your obsession.


I want to feel you.




NAUGHTY PROF


Louisa Bacio


You say I’ve been a “bad girl” and ask if I want to be punished. If only you knew how naughty I’ve been.


Left my dirty clothes on the floor, forgot to change the empty paper-towel roll and smart-mouthed you. On purpose.


I can take what you can give me, and more. You know my limits, and how to stretch them, as you stretch me—wide.


We met in college, like many couples. Except you were the returning student, and I the professor. Every time you came to my office hours, you called me “prof,” with a slight turn-up of your lip and a semi-mocking tone. Should I have known then how quickly you’d get me to lift my skirt, bend over the desk and let you spank me?


On the first day of the fall semester, you sat in the last row, chair tilted back, leaning against the wall, arms crossed over your chest. While the rest of the students were the expected age, late teens to early twenties, at twenty-nine, you were only a few years younger than me. Among the lanky boys in the class, you stood out as a man, with broad shoulders and a self-confidence that unnerved me.


I tried to ignore the stare of your blue eyes, the curl of blond hair that refused to stay off your forehead. How I wanted to twist it. And each week, you moved one row closer, until midterms, which brought you to the front. As I lectured, each time I passed, the scent of your cologne filled my senses.


I’d never had a teacher-student relationship. It was a barrier I wouldn’t break. On the day of the final, you borrowed my textbook. One by one, everyone finished, turned in their tests and left, until only you and I remained in the room. You stood, stretching your arms upward, your blue T-shirt lifting to expose a taut belly covered with a soft curling of hair. I tried to look away—to look occupied with something else—but you caught me, and smiled. By your saunter to the front, I could see you knew your power.


Already, you controlled me. I just didn’t know it yet. I hadn’t surrendered my will.


As you handed over the book, your fingers grazed mine. “You know, Ms. Yvette, I really enjoyed your class. It’s a shame I won’t have you again. I’m graduating.” Your voice lifted at “have,” offering a double meaning.


Heat flushed up my chest, and my cheeks. “Thank you, Scott. It’s been my pleasure.”


“Not yet.”


The moment you walked out the door, I lifted the book to my face and inhaled your alluring scent. You’d left a mark on my property. It wouldn’t be the last.


I flipped through the pages, stopping on a blue Post-It note stuck on titillating.


Friday, 7 p.m. Coffee shop on Grand. Wear your black skirt, nothing underneath.


My hands shook. Could I? Would I? The message didn’t ask. It demanded.


Anticipation tingled through my sex, and I grew wet. I’ve never dated someone so forward. Although I’d harbored fantasies of submission and giving up control, no one had ever followed through. I’d hinted with my last boyfriend, but he never took the bait. Did something in me call out to you?


The days passed slowly, until Friday evening finally arrived. I dressed, sliding up the skirt, putting on my panties, removing them, then putting them on again. It wasn’t even a date, was it? I didn’t plan on sleeping with you on our first date. How would you know if I wore them or not? I stuffed a pair in my purse, and right before getting out of the car, slipped them back on.


You stood outside the restaurant, in the shadows, leaning against the wall. “Hey prof, over here.” I moved toward you, and the minute I was within reach, you slid your hand over my ass, pulling me against the hard ridge of your cock. Your mouth pressed against mine, taking what you wanted. If anyone had seen us, they’d have pegged us for longtime lovers.


Trailing small bites along my neck and chin until reaching my ear, you said, “Such a naughty girl, not listening to me.” To make sure I knew what you meant, you snapped the elastic of my underwear on the curve of my ass. “Now I’ll have to punish you so you listen next time.”


A warm heat rushed between my thighs. No matter how much I tried to fool myself, I became fully aware of your intentions. You guided me toward the back alley, a hand on my elbow. Darkness blanketed my sight. When we reached the farthest depths, you pushed me against the brick wall.


“Hands up high, and spread your legs wide. I want your ass out.” You punctuated each order with a slap to my inner thighs, forcing them apart. Your fingers flicked over my core, feeling the slickness. “I’m not going to do anything you don’t want. Do you agree to this?”


My voice stuck in my throat. My mind told me to say no and get the hell out of here. There was still time to stop whatever was about to happen. But I didn’t want that.


“Yes.”


Without another comment, you reached under my skirt, gripped both sides of my panties and ripped them off. “In the future, you will listen to what I say, correct?”


“Yes.”


“Good. Now for your lesson.” You stuffed my own panties in my mouth to silence my screams, and folded my skirt up, tucking it into my waistband and leaving me exposed. The unfamiliar texture on my tongue distracted me, until the first smack hit my bare ass. Instinctively, my hips pivoted forward, and you held me steady.


You continued to spank me barehanded. One cheek, and then the other, until my flesh burned and you moved lower to the curve of my ass and upper thighs. Tears spilled down my face as I lost count.


“Hush,” you said, your fingers soothing over the soreness. You pushed your fingers into my aching sex and rubbed my clit with your thumb. I moaned against the gag, and pushed my ass against you. “You took it like such a good girl, and now you get your reward.”


I heard the sound of a zipper going down, then the foil of a condom wrapper. Your thick, hard cock nudged against my pussy, and you dove into me, to the hilt. My knees rubbed against the wall from the force, and I steadied myself for the fucking I was about to receive. One hand slipped under my bra to tweak my straining nipple, while the other massaged my clit. Already on edge, I shattered, my body convulsing in climax. You pumped into me until you came, biting me on the shoulder.


“You’re mine now.”


A week later, I moved into your condo.


* * *


Here we are three years later, and I’m still not trained. As you open the front door, you take a look around. Your gaze lands on me lying on the couch, watching cartoons, my feet propped on the armrest.


“Have you been a good girl?”


“No.”


Oh, baby.




STRIP


Medea Mor


Strip.”


The command came suddenly, his voice waking her from her reverie.


They were in his car, on their way home from a family get-together. They’d just entered the snowy lane that served as a back entrance to their sleepy town. They’d be home in less than ten minutes.


“Excuse me, Sir?” she asked, not sure whether she’d heard him correctly.


“Strip,” he repeated.


She obeyed, as she always did when he gave her that order. A titillating bolt of anticipation shot through her as she unfastened her seat belt, but taking off her long winter coat in the narrow passenger seat proved to be a harder task than she’d anticipated. She nearly hit Sir in the head as she pulled her right arm from her sleeve, causing him to swerve. No sooner had she succeeded in peeling off the coat than the next challenge presented itself in the form of her sexy black minidress. She heard him chuckle beside her as she struggled with the long zipper and clumsily wiggled from side to side to wrench the tight garment down over her hips. She was glad he’d told her not to wear any underwear that day; two items fewer to struggle out of made her assignment just a little less cumbersome.


“The boots, too, Sir?” she asked a little tentatively when she had folded her coat and dress and put them on the backseat.


He shook his head. “Leave the boots on, girl.” He continued driving, a mysterious smile playing on his lips.


She sank back into her seat, wondering what he had in mind for her. Was he going to let her sit naked next to him to display her to the world, showing off his devoted toy in all her glory? Or was he going to pull over to the side of the road, slide his seat backward and fuck her while she rode him, the snow-laden trees the only witnesses to her moans and his groping hands? Or was he finally going to make good on his promise to fuck her over the hood of his car? That would be a chilly experience, she suspected, what with the car having been outside in midwinter temperatures for hours. However, she trusted Sir implicitly, and if having her on the hood of his car was what he wanted, she’d comply. What was more, she’d probably enjoy it. She couldn’t deny that the thought of being taken on his car sent a small thrill through her, raising goose bumps on the back of her neck. When she looked down, she could see her nipples poke forward, hardening at the thought of his hands on her body and the cold bite of the steel below her.


They drove in silence for two more miles before he suddenly pulled over to the side of the road. “Out,” he commanded.


She stared at him, dumbfounded. “Out, Sir?”


“You heard me, girl. Get out of the car.” To her dismay, he showed no intention of getting out himself. His seat belt remained resolutely fastened and the engine kept running.


“But…but it’s at least five miles to our home, Sir,” she protested. “And it’s freezing.” And I’ll probably catch pneumonia and die, all because of this whim of yours. That is, if I don’t die of embarrassment first.


He shot her his sternest look. “I believe I gave you an order, girl.”


That humbled her. “Yes, Sir,” she mumbled contritely. The last thing she saw before she turned away to open her door was his smile, an odd mixture of triumph, curiosity and anticipation.


She got out of the car, a little nervous but strangely turned on by the thrill of not knowing what was in store for her. From the corner of her eye, she saw Sir give her an encouraging smile as she slammed the door shut behind her. Then, to her acute horror, he drove off—slowly, very slowly, but unmistakably increasing the distance between himself and herself.


She stood rooted to her spot for a second, too petrified to move. As the cold wind howled around her and snowflakes melted on her breasts, she followed the car with her eyes, scarcely able to believe that he’d leave her like this in the middle of winter. She breathed a sigh of relief when the car came to a halt about one hundred feet down the road.


She stepped forward, hearing the molten snow splash under the high heels of her boots. The road was slippery, and she had to watch her step in order to avoid slipping.


When she was nearly within touching distance of the car, she caught Sir’s eye in the rearview mirror. He was smiling at her, teasing her, challenging her. She smiled back, not really understanding the nature of the challenge, but determined to rise to it, anyway.


He revved the engine. Slowly, ever so slowly, the car pulled away from her again, leaving her to the company of the wind and the snowflakes.


She understood the challenge then. He was watching her in his rearview mirror, avidly following her every move, her every facial expression. She’d better give him a good show.


Straightening herself and pulling her shoulders backward, she took a deep breath, allowing the crisp winter air to pervade her lungs. As she began to walk, she relished the cold wind lashing her skin and making it tingle. Each time a snowdrop alighted on her arms, she felt a thrill she had not experienced since childhood—a joy once cherished but forgotten, a throwback to a time when she’d been innocent, before she’d met him.


Suddenly, she began to enjoy the challenge. As she put one foot in front of the other, exulting in her nudity, the cold and the opportunity to show off for Sir, she felt her hips sway from side to side, and the sexiness of the move sent a pulse of pleasure coursing through her, resonating deep in her pussy.


He’d pull away from her again when she reached the car. She knew it in her bones, but the thought didn’t faze her, because at some point he’d stop and reward her for putting on such a good show. She knew that in her bones, as well, and the thought made her pussy pulse with excitement.


Focusing her eyes on the tiny rearview mirror she could see in the distance, she gave him her most seductive smile. Then she took another step forward, and another, swaying her hips in a way he’d once told her drove him wild.


Onward, ever onward. Toward him and toward her reward.




TRAINING MY DOM


Tilly Hunter


He started it. We’d flirted by text for weeks. Filthy texts: I want to feel your hard cock deep in my throat, I’m going to lick your pussy until you scream…


Tell me where your imagination’s been today, I wrote during a quiet moment at work.


I thought about some handcuffs, came the reply. His mind was obviously not on office business either.


I asked for clarification: For you or for me?


I was thinking of using them on you xx.


Halle-fucking-lujah.


I’d wondered how to suggest that he might like to tie my wrists to the bedposts. He’d shown promise, pinning me down at the elbows with his arms and holding my hands. He was strong. We’d messed about, me trying to escape his grip, glad I couldn’t, breathless by the time he pushed my legs apart with his own and shoved his cock inside me. But actual bondage…I didn’t want to send him running for the hills. We had a definite spark, obvious from the moment mutual friends introduced us, and I really thought we could have a future together. He’d even mastered how I like my tea. Strong and sweet.


But I couldn’t go on letting him think vanilla sex was enough. He had the potential to give me what I needed, but I agonized over how to coax it out of him. Jeez, the man didn’t even watch porn on his laptop, let alone the sites I was drawn to late at night. He thought vanilla was just a flavor of ice cream.


I think that’s a very good idea, I replied. Later, over a glass of wine, I confessed, “Actually, Sam, I’ve been wondering how to ask you to tie me up. I love it when you hold me down and fuck me hard.”


He hadn’t thought through the implications of one pair of handcuffs, the fact that with my arms locked in metal behind me it would be difficult for me to lie on my back for sex. And he seemed uncomfortable with the idea of making me do anything. Even after he cuffed me and I got to my suddenly weak knees and tongued his cock into my mouth, instead of grabbing a fistful of hair and fucking my face, he helped me to my feet, sat me on the edge of the bed and licked my pussy. He finally relocked the cuffs at the front and used a scarf to tie them to the top of the bed, then fucked me into mindless incoherence. It was a start.


After the cuffs, we bought a gag. And I showed him the blindfold I owned. The ropes. The nipple clamps. All this stuff I was familiar with. But not Sam. Sam didn’t know that if you’re gagged facedown, drool is going to pour out of you onto whatever is beneath—his pillow, the carpet, bathroom tiles. Sam didn’t know that the shape of my nose meant I always had a sliver of vision under the bottom of the blindfold, unless he tied something over the top to press my eyes closed. And Sam didn’t know that the initial bite of the clamps was just the start. That eventually the nipples would numb only for fresh pain to flood in with the returning blood on their removal.


These things I taught him. Slave training in reverse.


Now, we’d booked a dirty weekend in a cozy cabin, miles from civilization, for our first anniversary. Sam really came into his own as a dom. And yet he was still Sam. Tender, considerate and far more romantic than me. I hadn’t even noted the date we’d first met, but a couple of months ago he’d asked, “Would you like to go away for our anniversary?”


“Sure. When is that exactly?”


So there we were, isolated in the middle of nowhere. Where no one could hear me scream, as he put it. I was standing naked on a hard slate floor beneath the mezzanine bedroom, arms high up my back in a box tie, rope wrapping them tight against my torso. More rope strung up from there to the bars of the balcony above, pulling me onto my toes. Ball gag, silk blindfold and silver bar nipple clamps screwed tight—and then screwed some more.


I’d taught him to let me squirm before moving in for the action. That night, he left me until I was a whimpering, drooling mess, then he swung me to face the wall and spanked me. He’d perfected a ruthless, swatting action. He aimed right for the most tender spot he knew—not the meat of my butt but to the side, near my hip. I danced for him, hopping from one foot to the other, squealing around the gag, until I thought I could bear no more. I swung myself back, pressing my ass into the cool wood paneling for protection. He had other ideas. He tugged on my nipple clamps until I winced. Until I danced away and exposed my ass again.


It turned into a game. I heard him chuckle about it. I’d turn my front to him and he’d abuse my nipples. I’d turn my back to him and he’d beat my ass. I was screaming, “No, no, no,” through the gag, but never once wanted to use the safe signal, a decisive shake of the head accompanied by three low grunts. He left me no time to analyze, no willpower to resist. When he reached between my legs and rubbed my clit, I came in seconds.


He half-carried me to bed and held me while I fell asleep. The next day we walked in the woods, hand in hand. Lunch in a country café followed by tea and cake. Sensible footwear and shower-resistant fabrics. Admiring a view, enjoying a moment of sunshine between clouds. Simple pleasures. Normal holiday activities. Damp throbbing in my cunt the whole time, kept frustratingly strong by his gentle hand on my ass, his tongue darting between my lips, his strong chest pressed against my tender nipples through clothing. Normal couple activities.


“I’ve got an anniversary present for you,” he told me as we arrived back at the cabin. It was beautifully wrapped in burgundy paper with gold bows. He was thoughtful in everything. I opened it carefully, not ripping the paper. A collar. An inch-wide leather collar with a traditional buckle. I idly wondered if my trousers’ shower resistance worked from the inside. Otherwise I’d be sitting in a puddle.


“Thank you,” I murmured. I looked him in the eye and said it louder. “Thank you.”


“From now on, when we play, I will put this on you. When we’re finished, I will take it off. You do not touch it. Understand?”


“Yes.” Oh yes.


“If you want to play, you may ask to wear it. But you must get to your knees, place your hands behind your back and bow your head before saying the words: ‘Please, Sir, may I wear my collar?’ Understand?”


“Yes.” Oh yes. Sam buckled it around my neck and I wore it with pure indulgent joy for the rest of the weekend and the journey home.




DEAR SIR


Kay Jaybee


Dear Slut,


As you were not permitted to speak, your task today is to write a detailed account of how yesterday’s events made you feel.


Sir.


Dear Sir,


Forgive me Sir, but this was the first time one of your fantasies frightened me.


It wasn’t that it would hurt, or that I’d feel small or neglected. I have faced your ropes, clamps and whips. You’ve kept me tied in a cupboard, spanked me until my flesh blooms from pink to scarlet, bound and gagged me before playing with my helpless body for hours, and sent me shopping wearing only a short coat, leaving me fearful that I’ll accidentally flash my butt or pussy to the world. These humiliations I don’t fear.


I confess, Sir, I’m often anxious in the fulfillment of your fantasies; my palms prickle, my pulse races but anticipation makes my clit burn. As I obey you, my thighs become slick with need, and sometimes, Sir, I fear my breasts will swell so much with desire for you that they’ll burst from my bra.


Afterward, Sir, when I’ve done what you’ve demanded, my sense of achievement is huge. Especially when I’m rewarded with a climax for a task well done. A task completed for you. To make you happy, Sir.


If I haven’t performed to your standards, then my palms sweat. My body trembles, and my heart rate triples as, naked and trembling, I excitedly wait to see what I’ll have to do to make amends for disappointing you.


This time though…this time I was afraid in a very different way. I couldn’t stop thinking this was your way of replacing me. That after seven years, you’d become bored with my service. I’ve been expecting dismissal since my fortieth birthday, Sir. Every day I think it will be the day you swap me in for a younger model, with less marks of life upon her fresher flesh.


Yesterday the shine in your hazel eyes was as deep as I’ve ever seen, as you took me by the wrists, pushed me to my knees and instructed me to listen as I sucked your cock. An opportunity had arisen for us to live out one of your long-held fantasies.


I’m always grateful to be allowed to take your length within my mouth, Sir, but as I listened yesterday, goose pimples dotted my arms, and it took more effort than I’ve ever known not to react negatively to your plan. I could tell by the speed with which you came between my lips that you were more excited by this than your low steady voice was letting on.


You’ve shared me before. Invited men here, and instructed me to do their bidding as you looked on, your pride in my obedience as intoxicating to me as any of their touches. There have been women here, too. You have carefully placed advertisements for females who have always wanted to be with a woman, but have never dared, have brought strangers to our home to use me in whatever way they want. I love observing you, Sir, as you become voyeur, your strong hand wrapped around your cock, wanking in time to these willing amateurs’ laps at my clit.


Yesterday was different. I wonder as I write for you, Sir, if perhaps you saw the uncertain fear in my eyes as I obeyed you. I hope not. Truly, Sir, it never occurred to me not to obey.


We were to visit a younger woman. Much younger. A twenty-year-old. She, you informed me, had let you know in no uncertain terms that she wanted you. You’d initially informed her that you were spoken for, but she hadn’t given up. In the end you bluntly told her there was only one circumstance in which she could see you fuck. A circumstance she agreed to.


You gave me one hour to shower and dress in my best underwear, black hold-up stockings, miniskirt, and a black vest top. Then I was to slip on a sweater and boots and wait for you in the car. I was to say nothing. Nothing at all.


I felt sick as you drove, your cock visibly hard beneath the denim of your jeans, your red shirt crumpled, your short hair spiked up, the stubble around your chin making you look every bit as attractive as when I first knelt before you.


Young and mature. That’s what you wanted. You would fuck us both at the same time. You would enjoy observing her young skin against mine. Sir, never have I felt so frightened. How could I compete with a woman half my age? I was so conscious of the gray within my hair, the wrinkles that highlight my eyes. Sir, I was convinced I’d enter her home as your Slut, but leave as nothing.


You kissed me as we stood on her doorstep, before placing a finger on my lips. Despite my unease, I felt the frisson of power you engender flow through every fiber of my being, hardening my nipples as it shot on a course that aimed between my legs with ultimate certainty.


The front door opened. She looked at you, Sir, and then at me. Her eyes gave little away except that she was nervous. I hadn’t expected that. It was her home, yet you pulled me up the stairs into her flat, leaving her to trail behind us. The way you looked at me, Sir, it was as if your blazing eyes were telling me you’d never wanted me more.


You stripped me faster than ever before. I thought my blood would burst from my veins it was pumping so fast. My competitor’s eyes widened as you told her to strip at the same time as you did.


Once naked, oh Sir, it was not her you fell on, but me! Your lips met mine, and your cock buffered against the slight pot of my belly. It was so hard not to make a sound. I remained mute though. This girl wasn’t going to take you from me because I’d failed.


Twisting me to look at her, I saw how huge her tits were, how rounded her belly was, and I was desperate for you to let me fall upon her pliant flesh. Thank you, Sir! For you pushed me down, burying my face between her luscious breasts, letting me squeeze and flick her nipples, as you slipped on a condom and slid inside me.


Pushing a finger into her glistening channel, you took us together, your eyes never leaving the line of contrast where our flesh met. Mine light and fit from regular sex, hers softer, pale, plentiful, and deliciously yielding. I could have become lost in her, but only because you were there, Sir, only because you wished it.


It was your eyes that took away my fear, Sir. When you told me to put my finger inside her while you played with her tits, and she filled my palm with juice, yelling out her joy, I knew that this truly was one of your fantasies. This was not about replacing me.


I hope this account pleases you, Sir.


Slut.




PUT YOUR HANDS UP


Sommer Marsden


It’s all through the party that I wait. I love the company, our friends and family over to see our new home, but under it all runs a thread of distraction. A steady pounding beat of arousal that catches me in my throat, my chest, between my legs.


He’s wearing his pocket watch. The round watch is in the small pocket of his vest, the shiny chain clearly visible. Everyone is commenting on how suave he looks. Garrett smiles and blows it off with a joke. But I can look at that chain and hear him in my head: Put your hands up…


I flutter around like a coked-up butterfly, briefly forgetting what’s going to happen to talk to someone I love or someone I haven’t seen in ages. But then he walks in and I see that chain and my cunt flexes wetly and my mind goes a little fuzzy. His hazel eyes find me, and he grins that grin that turns me to nothing but liquid and hope.


It’s already eleven at night and I wonder if these people will ever, ever leave.


Finally, thankfully, they do. When the door snicks shut, Garrett turns to me. “You got yourself pretty wound up about that party.”


“I always do,” I admit. My voice is just little puffs of air.


“You know I don’t like that. You should have more faith in yourself as a hostess.”


I look at my feet. I really had worked myself up into a froth. I’d snapped at him and I panicked and at one point even cried that we would not have enough food or booze or guests.


I’d been a mess.


He looks at the watch as if regarding the time. He’s not. “Go upstairs, Izzy.”


I turn on my heels, my body thrumming with anticipation. Anticipation of pain. Of pleasure. Of peace. Garrett will take me all the way up so that I can come all the way down.


When I reach the top of the stairs he yells, “Get ready for me.”


I don’t have to ask. I know exactly what to do.


I take my dress off delicately, then drape it over the back of the armchair by the bed. I roll my hose down, careful to remove my panties and my bra and fold them neatly. Then I sit on the end of the bed with my knees pressed together to wait for him.


He takes his time coming up the steps. Every time his foot strikes the carpet I grow more restless inside, more desperate.


When he enters the room, I stand. My feet are planted dead center on the throw rug. It looks like a big black-and-gray bull’s-eye. I curl my toes to the nap and try to remember to breathe. He smiles at me perfunctorily as he walks past me. I hear the whisk of his belt coming out of the loops. His clothing whispers conspiratorially as he takes it off. Then there is a sudden crack of sound and I jump.


The crop is black and blue. Garrett jokes that it’s the same colors as the hues it imparts.


“How are you, Izzy?”


Vibrating…


“I’m better.”


“Better now that you’re alone with me?”


“God, yes,” I say, forgetting myself. I blush like we’re new lovers. He smiles, running the crop along the back of my thigh so a slow tremble begins at my knees and seems to roll through me like a wave.


“Good. I’m glad. Now let’s say we work out all that angst.”


The pocket watch is gone, but I know what time it is. I nod and try not to brace myself. It’s better if you don’t.


“Put your hands up,” he says. I see that his cock is hard just saying it. This is a matter of will—my will and his.


I put my hands up like I’m under arrest.


He strives to make me break. I strive to persevere. In the end, everyone wins. I like my pleasure with a pain appetizer. Garrett likes to watch my face as I struggle and either surrender or succeed. I am rewarded when I win, and rewarded when I lose.


The crop slides up the back of my thigh, whisks pleasantly along my bottom, drags lazily along my lower back. I don’t know—not at all—where he will strike. The urge to brace myself is nearly overwhelming.


The first strike—much like a snake—comes along my flank. I must not put my hands down. Not until he says that he is done. The natural urge is to cover yourself when hit. I must resist that urge.


The second and third blows crisscross each other and my arms begin to shake. My pussy clenches, hot and greedy. I chew my bottom lip to focus. He taps the crop against my pounding clit—gently, but enough to make me quiver. I cry out but keep my fucking hands up.


The crop bites at the top of my thighs, the swell of my ass, the crack between my cheeks. It snaps at my legs and my calves and I tremble, sweating just a bit on my upper lip. But I keep my arms up as my anxiety ratchets higher but then begins a swift descent. I am finding my peace, my Zen.


Four more sharp blows and I am sobbing but my hands are up like a good sub and I haven’t covered myself against his blows. I’ve kept myself open to him.


“Good girl,” he growls and drops the crop. “I’m very pleased.”


So pleased that he grabs my aching upper arms and spins me to the wall. He plants my hands against the cool plaster and knocks my legs wide apart. A single finger is inserted into me and he flexes it. I shudder and sob and he laughs softly.


“Do you know how wet you are?”


“Yes,” I confess.


And then he’s in me. Big hands gripping the bell of my hips, his cock nudging me apart before thrusting in again, deeper and deeper it seems with every stroke. I push my forehead to the wall and shut my eyes and let all the worry left in me spiral away. He’s here and taking care of me and I won. I was successful. I was a good girl.


Garrett’s mouth comes down hot and wet on the back of my neck. The skin prickles and my nipples spike. He’s driving into me with quick, brutal thrusts. My womb clenches up, my pussy grows taut. He finds my moisture and spreads it to the plump knot of my clit. In just a few slick swirls, I’m coming. I succeeded, I am allowed.


I climax with a great sob, feeling utterly boneless. Empty of worry or stress or fear. I’m empty but for him. He yanks my hips back against him, presses his teeth to my neck and whispers, “Good girl,” once more before coming with a growl. The room grows silent. My hands are still up.




CRUNCHES


Annabeth Leong


Long before I noticed myself getting wet while doing sit-ups for Shira, she attracted me. Her thick librarian glasses seemed incongruous with her brightly colored workout clothes. Considering her abundance of lean muscle, she had a magically generous ass. I wanted her immediately, even more than I wanted to be like her.


The way I am, that meant I also wanted to do as she said, as much and as well as possible. I wanted to hear her call me a good girl.


Sexual fantasies blurred most of our initial consultation. I kept imagining sweat dripping off the ends of her long black hair as she tied me to the suspension training hookups dotting the gym walls and forced me to pull at my restraints until I passed out from the effort. When she asked if I thought she would be a good personal trainer for me, I just stammered.


The first few months, even when I thought she didn’t know, my desire got me unprecedented results. It warmed my heart to think about the complimentary notes she could write into my file, about how I was so hardworking, so dedicated and so devoted to our process. I couldn’t have cheated on her dietary suggestions any more than I could have slept around behind a beloved girlfriend’s back.


The pounds melted off. I did double takes at the elegant shape of my neck in my shadow. Every movement I made, I felt Shira watching, controlling and approving—even when I was alone.


One day, after she’d put me on the adductor machine and had me squeeze my thighs together against heavy resistance, I gave in to the urge that had been building. I rushed home, ripped off my sweats and jumped into the bathtub with my vibrator in hand. I held myself in a half crunch (careful to pretend I had an orange under my chin for proper neck position), and stayed that way until my pulse pounded like a jackhammer and it felt like every drop of blood in my body had gathered just below my tightened abs. I shoved the vibrator deep inside my cunt, switched it to maximum intensity, then clenched every muscle in my body until I came. As I gasped and shuddered, hot water splashing around my shaking thighs, I could have sworn I heard Shira’s voice, counting off the spasms.


The next time she squatted near me while I did crunches, the smell of my arousal wafted from my cunt, sharp and undeniable. Her face didn’t change, but a few moments later, I scented an answering tang. I moaned softly, but only the burning red of my cheeks acknowledged the sound.


When she emailed my weekly workout instructions later that evening, I couldn’t believe my eyes. Crunches and adductors and the locust and the exercise bike—a routine guaranteed to arouse me beyond all reason. I had hidden nothing from her. And at the bottom of the email, an especially odd note: Remember, you can always stop a session if you feel uncomfortable for any reason—just tell me you need to take a break. I must also formally request you refrain from other workouts of any kind. I don’t want you to stimulate your muscles on your own, without my supervision.


I stared at my computer screen. I don’t know how the message would have looked to someone who’d never tried BDSM, but I couldn’t mistake Shira’s hidden meaning. She’d given me a safeword and an order to refrain from masturbation, all without stepping out of her role as my personal trainer.
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