
It all started with the T-shirts.  The closet was a pretty good indicator of their relationship, really.  On the left side were Bob’s clothes: suits, ties, pants, jeans, flannel, J-crew, button-down, polo.  On the right side were Hannah’s clothes: some skirts, some jeans, a long vinyl coat she bought for Halloween one year and never wore again, a few blouses, and some miscellaneous clothes from sizes 8 – 12 of her life.  And in the middle were the T-shirts.

They started wearing the same clothes because they both liked T-shirts, and really, it was a pretty natural progression.  There were some T-shirts with band names, some from their respective colleges, and some various company-related T-shirts that they got at company picnics and fundraisers.  But Hannah had a few T-shirts that were really only appropriate for her, T-shirts with logos like Good Vibrations (from the San Francisco store) and I Walk for Breast Cancer, which really could be for either sex, since everyone should walk for breast cancer, but the pink color should have dissuaded most men.  Bob and Hannah wore the same T-shirts, but when he started wearing the shirts that should have been hers, well, she got a little inkling that there may have been a problem. 


She tried not to notice when it progressed a little further.  The blouses started disappearing, then a pair of panties here and there, but she attributed them to the wash.  She should have seen the blouses reappear on the left side of the closet.  


It didn’t really end until she came home from work one day, just early enough, and Bob was modeling a full-length peignoir trimmed in marabou with red pumps and garters.  Some men are into that sort of thing, and Hannah might not have minded all that much if Bob’s new boyfriend Bruce wasn’t giving a play-by-play opinion of the entire fashion show.  Really, that was the last straw.


Maybe I should explain.  You see, I’m Hannah.  Up until that time I just told you about, I was happily married in a little cottage just on the Massachusetts/Connecticut border, living a blissful existence of shared T-shirts and cuddly evenings.  Too much cuddling.  Maybe that should have been another clue.  There was never too much cuddling for Bob, never time to just stop cuddling and get him a beer, never time to go hunting and check out strip clubs with his buddies.  Maybe I should have seen that, too.

It’s not like that now.  Now I live alone, me and the two cats (Oscar and Oliver) and I don’t share T-shirts with anyone.


Really, the divorce was amicable.  It didn’t take long to put through.  We had separate checking accounts, being the “married in the late 90s” yuppies that we were, and we sold the house and split the profits evenly.  I still love Bob, but now I think of him more as a girlfriend than my husband.  So many things were explained by that peignoir, so many things, like why the sex was bad.  Really, that’s the biggest thing.  Bob didn’t seem to have any kinks, and he seemed the quintessential boring husband, but the biggest kink of all didn’t involve me.  I didn’t mind, really.  I would rather he have left me for another man than another woman.  This way I didn’t end up doubting my feminine wiles.  Sometimes I do that.  We all do that, don’t we?  


I’m just glad we didn’t have children to deal with.  Don’t get me wrong, Bob wouldn’t have minded them, but I never considered myself the mothering type.  I think I was too headstrong in my own youth to want to bear another being just like me.  I have no maternal instincts, no biological clock even though I’ll be 30 next year (next year?) and nature should be banging down my door.  You know those dreams you have where you’re pregnant?  Everybody I know says those dreams are somehow exciting, somehow beautiful, and you wake up wishing it were true.  Not me.  Those dreams are nightmares.  I wake up in a cold sweat, praying to God that it’s not real.  I wouldn’t have an abortion or anything, not at this point, since I’m financially stable and I could support a child.  I’m selfish, but I’m not THAT selfish.  Ten years ago would have been different, maybe, or maybe not.  I was still a pretty rabid Catholic back then.  Now, ten years later, still no abortions, thank God still no pregnancies, still capitalizing the word “God,” but relying more on faith and less on church.  Maybe I’m going to hell.

The morning was pretty clear and bright, considering it was October and usually October in New England is kind of dreary.  Don’t get me wrong, it’s my favorite month, but it’s not usually that sunny.  I was just walking, really, just walking around the block when I realized that my life sucked.  Not just a little.  Major suckage, the kind that you only read about in Dear Abby and see on Jerry Springer, that “My sister left her husband to date me and now she’s having my love-child” kind of suckage.  Sure, it wasn’t pretty, but it was a revelation, and it hit me at that moment.  I don’t know why I remember that, but does it matter?  I don’t think so.  It’s not really integral to the story, but I felt the need to tell you.


I decided to go to work.  Nothing makes you think your life doesn’t suck like work, right?  Ha, we both know that’s a lie.  Work makes you KNOW your life sucks.  I was pretty sure by the end of that day that I needed to do something different.  

Work was always the same.  Come in, sit at my little window, chew gum, and take people’s money.  Businesses.  I take the money of businesses.  I open the little blue bag with my scissors, pull out the cash, count it, run the slip through and give it back.  Sometimes I get them change.  Yeah, it’s really exciting.  Was.  It was really exciting.  (Sometimes I forget that I’m telling this story.  So sit down and listen.)  Anyway, this was my life.  I sat there, taking money, giving change, chewing gum, and chatting with my coworkers, and somebody comes by with the newspaper.  Not that this is big news or anything, I mean, I DO see the newspaper now and then, but he left it right on the counter.  It was next to the little dip in the glass where you stick your money.  I stuck my hand through and pulled the paper over to my side.


The newspaper is like nothing else when you’re bored.  It’s like a whole collection of short stories, most of them really boring, and a lot of commercials.  But there are also the comics, and the editorials, and the classifieds.  I opened up the paper and read the comics first, since they’re my favorite, followed immediately by the editorials.  They were thinking about opening up a new restaurant downtown where the old mill used to be, and everyone was excited about it, until they restaurant tried to get a license for a nudie bar.  All of a sudden it was such a stink with everyone.  People worried about what would happen to the neighborhood, blah blah blah.  Two of the letters to the editor were about the nudie bar.  The third letter was about the growing sex trade in the city.  I never saw what the big deal was.  I mean, sex is a part of life, right?  It’s a commodity.  I guess I never thought about it as hurtful to either party.  Sure, the women probably don’t come from great backgrounds, and there’s lots of drug addiction and disease, but I worked retail for a while and there’s plenty of drug addiction there too.  Right around Christmas, anyway.  And disease can occur anywhere.  I often wondered: if prostitution were legal, and you got an STD, could you claim workman’s comp?  The sex trade was pretty big in the city, yeah, but I didn’t think it was anyone’s business.  

After lunch I read the classifieds.  
“Hey.”  The voice behind me made me look up.  

“Oh, hey, Suzanne.”  I smiled.  Suzanne worked about four windows past me, and on Saturdays she ran the drive-thru window.  Suzanne was our financial genius.  We had little signs up in the Fall, you know, ‘Let Suzanne teach you to harvest your money’ and so on.  And she could.  I always liked Suzanne, because she kept me grounded through the divorce and helped us be financially stable throughout our marriage.  Also because she played a mean game of Canasta and drank like a fish when we got together on weekends.

“Up for a little game tonight?”  She smiled, showing her perfectly aligned teeth.  I always noticed them because I had braces when I was twelve, and ever since that point I notice teeth.  I don’t know why.  

“Sure.  It’s my turn to host, right?”  I flipped my palm pilot out of my pocket and tapped to today’s date.  It was blank, like usual.  Why do I even have the damn thing?

“Your turn.”  Suzanne flicked her long brown hair behind her shoulders.  “Seven?”

“Seven sounds good.”  I watched her walk away as I leafed through a deposit from the Calendar Club.  (Boy, was it that season already?  Calendar Club always meant Christmas to me.)  Suzanne had this walk like she knew what she was doing.  We’d been friends for years, but I never understood her confidence.  Don’t get me wrong, I’m a confident person, but she always looked smug.  Almost smug.  She wasn’t unpleasant, but somehow… self-assured.  She always looked like she had just gotten laid.
And maybe she had.  Suzanne always had a boyfriend on the back burner, or a girlfriend if it suited her fancy.  She never came onto me, but then, she knew I didn’t swing both ways.  It didn’t matter to me one way or another.  Maybe she was always having sex.  I don’t know.  Last time I had sex was before the divorce… way before the divorce, and it was getting pretty painful to think about.  At least I had a bottom drawer of amenities to rely on in the absence of a handsome man.

The afternoon sifted by like sand through the fingers of a very fat person.  (That’s not very poetic, but it’s how it felt.  Squeezed, somehow.)  Before I knew it, it was after five, and we were closing up for the day.  There was something to be said for a nine to five job.  You work retail for a few years through college and all of a sudden you appreciate your weekends that much more.  It was Friday and Suzanne had traded off her Saturday shift with Annette to allow for the possible aftereffects of the card game.

“See you at seven,” she called as she climbed into her fire-red Mustang.

“Seven,” I agreed, but my voice was drowned out by the whine of the engine and the low thrumming as she shifted into first gear and peeled out of the parking lot.

I sank into the seat of my 2001 Hyundai Elantra hatchback and rubbed my hands against the tops of my thighs.  It had been a long day, another long boring day.  It was confirmed.  My life sucked.
Suzanne showed up at 6:58.  I noticed because she was always early, and I notice things like that.  Always early. Never late, not even if there’s traffic, because Suzanne accounts for everything.  That’s why she’s such a talented financial advisor.  She makes me sick sometimes, even while being a very good friend.

Nick and Sandy were right behind her.  Nick was the opposite of Suzanne, chronically late.  The only reason he was on time for the game was that Suzanne always told him it was going to start a half hour before it really was.  Then, when he was fifteen minutes late, they were still on time.  Sandy was his live-in girlfriend.  They’d lived together for about four years by this point, and even though Sandy kept saying they were getting married one of these days, I could tell she didn’t care one way or the other.  Some girls are just like that, I guess.  I always wanted to know right off the bat.
“So should we start?”  Suzanne had already pulled four chairs up to the card table.

I cracked open a Corona and offered it to Nick, who shook his head.  “I have an early day at work tomorrow,” he said miserably.  Sandy took it.
“I don’t.”  She swigged a long mouthful and grimaced.  “Lime?”

After we had been properly set up with limes and Coronas, I dealt out the hands and feet to all the players.  Canasta was a game with a lot of cards.  And body parts.

“So,” Sandy said after a few minutes of silence, “I’m thinking of quitting Curl up and Dye.”  

This was old news.  She was always ready to quit her hairdressing job.

“Do it.”  I shrugged.  “Open your own salon.  You’re talented enough.”  I ran a hand through my own hair, currently trimmed into close locks in a pseudo Italian goddess sort of style.  “I’ll always be your customer.”

“Eh, I don’t know.”  She looked at Nick.  “Living on one income is tough.”

Nick didn’t say anything, probably a wise decision on his part.  He was a chef at Chili’s and made decent money only when there was enough overtime to supplement his normally slender paycheck.
“Well, how are your stock options?”  Suzanne shifted into financial advisor mode.  “You’ve diversified, right?”
“We have a little here or there.”  Sandy shook her head.  “I don’t know.  Maybe we’ll just ride it out for a while.  Let me build up a bigger customer base.”

“Couldn’t hurt.”  I always stayed in the middle of the road on these discussions.  They never went anywhere. 

We played in silence for a while, talking only about our cards.  The night wore a little later.  We had just changed the clocks back, so it had been dark since we left work.  

Work.  Was that all I did?  I looked over my schedule in my head.  It sure seemed like it.  I worked, then I came home, and once in a while I played cards.  In the meantime I forged ahead with several unsuccessful relationships, one right after the other, interrupted by brief periods of hiatus.  I was in hiatus right then, sexless, waiting for the next victim.

Maybe I needed something really different.  I mean, REALLY different.  Different to the point of strange.  Maybe I needed… well, I don’t know.  But something.  I wanted to ask Suzanne, but I didn’t want to involve Nick and Sandy.  I didn’t know why.  
As the evening wore on, eventually tiredness set in.  We finished up the hand we were on.

“I’ve got to hit the sack,” Nick groaned, pushing up to his feet and scratching his head.  “I have an early morning.”

“Guess that’s it for us, guys,” Sandy agreed, also standing and gathering up her purse.  She brushed a hand through her short blonde curls.  “See you next time.”
After they left, Suzanne helped me clean up.  “Can I ask you something?” I asked tentatively, suddenly feeling shy.

“Sure.”  She met my eyes, and there was something there.  Curiosity?  Or was it fear?

“I’ve been thinking about doing something different.”  I dumped the Corona bottles into the recycling bin.  “I mean, all I do is work and sleep.  Maybe I should be doing something more with my life.  It just… sucks.”  There, that was the crux of it.  It wasn’t that I didn’t want to go on, or that I didn’t want to live anymore, it was just so boring to do the same thing over and over.

“Well, did you check out the classifieds?”  Suzanne boxed up the decks of cards.

“No, not yet.  I’m not sure what would be different than what I’m already doing.”

She smiled this mysterious little smile, and I realized that after all the years I had worked and played cards with Suzanne, I probably didn’t know her at all.

“Well,” she said after a pause, looking me up and down, “I know a place that might be hiring.  Maybe you should look at the Sunday classifieds tomorrow.”  There was something behind her voice, some emotion I couldn’t quite place.  Amusement?  Humor?  Caution?  I don’t know.  

“Okay,” I said after a pause.  “Where is this place?”

“I think you should just look for yourself tomorrow and see if you notice anything… unusual.”  She smiled smugly.

“Okay,” I said hesitantly.

Suzanne brushed her hair back over her shoulders as she finished putting the rest of the dishes away.  She gathered up her jacket and purse.  “See you at work on Monday.”

After she left, I stared at the empty table, then went into the other room and collapsed in front of the TV.  I didn’t turn it on.  That used to drive my last boyfriend crazy, the fact that I would sit for hours in front of the TV and never turn it on.  I just liked listening to the silence sometimes.  It’s easier to think like that.
I needed something to clear my mind.  I got up and shuffled over to the computer, waking it up from sleep mode.  The familiar green background welcomed me.  I opened up the Internet Explorer window and flicked over to literotica.com.  Time for some bedtime reading.

The first thing I did on Sunday was pick up the newspaper.  It was colder today, that distinctive autumn chill in the air, and I pulled my leather jacket closer in the wind.  The leaves were past peak and falling lightly to the sidewalk.  It was a perfect fall day, and I had no idea where my life was going.
The newsstand had been on the corner since I’d lived there.  The grizzled man rubbed his unshaven jawline as I paid.  “Shaping up to be a nice autumn day,” I said, making conversation.

He grunted.  “Getting too damn cold out here.”  It was always the same.  Summer was ‘too damn hot.’  I smiled and waved as I walked away.  Some people were just unhappy no matter what life threw at them.  Was I like that?

I let the kitchen door slam behind me as I came in from the cold.  Oscar was licking himself on the tiled floor.  Oliver was nowhere to be seen.  
“Hey, baby,” I purred, rubbing him behind the ears.  He blinked up at me with those yellow eyes, meowed, then continued cleaning himself.  I hung my jacket on the coat hook behind the door and settled down at the table, spreading the paper out in front of me.  At first I tried to fool myself (I do that sometimes) by going to the comics, but one run through Garfield and I knew I had to hit the classifieds first.  But the Sunday classifieds in the Springfield/Hartford metro area was going to be big, and Suzanne hadn’t given me any hints.  Maybe I had better move to the couch.

Half an hour later I was at the back of the classifieds.  The Back Room.  I hadn’t seen anything thus far that I would be remotely interested in, but here I was in the dark, naughty little section of the classifieds with the kinky personal ads.  
And there it was.  Right at the top of the section.
Wanted: Strong woman between the ages of 18 and 45 to facilitate control games with willing participants.  No sex.  Acting background preferred.  Serious inquiries only.  Call Felicity at 555-1212.  (Of course, the number wasn’t really 555-1212, but I don’t want anyone to get prank phone calls.)
I stared at it for a few minutes, then looked over my shoulder for some reason.  I don’t know why.  It felt so wrong to be looking in the Back Room and considering applying for a job.
That had to be what Suzanne meant.  But why?  I mean, I was no stranger to power games.  I had played around with some BDSM back in college, but I never went anywhere serious with it.  Would I want to do this for real?

It was crazy.  Of course I wasn’t going to become a professional dominatrix.  I didn’t have an acting background, anyway, unless you count a couple of high school plays and acting like I enjoyed my job, then I had an acting background.  But nothing was going to convince me to start wearing latex and whipping strange men.  I slammed the paper shut and turned the TV on.

Ten minutes later I turned the TV back off and opened the paper again.  Felicity.  Who was this Felicity?  I pictured a woman with a catsuit and red lipstick.  Lovely.
And how did Suzanne tie into all this?  Did she know Felicity?  Did she work for Felicity?  That was impossible.  I sat back.  Or was it?  Suzanne always looked content, smug, like she knew something the rest of the world didn’t.  Would I look like that, if I took the job?  I pictured myself in the role for a moment, then shook my head.  It was ridiculous.

Or not.  Maybe it wasn’t ridiculous.  But there was only one thing to do.  Call Suzanne.
“So you… do this?”

“I might.”  The voice on the other end was hesitant, I was sure of it.  “Why does it matter to you?”  Defiant, then.  Not hesitant.

“No, I don’t mean … well, it’s not … it’s just … well, it’s not what I thought of when I considered a career change.  You know?”

“Give her a call.  You don’t have anything to lose.”

I sighed.  “Whatever.”

“Or don’t.  Be a teller forever.  It’s no skin off my nose.”  Suzanne sighed back at me.  “Look, you wanted a change, I offered you a change.  If you don’t take it, you don’t take it, but don’t go and spend the rest of your life wondering what might have happened if you did.”

I didn’t say anything.

“Okay,” she continued.  “Make your own decisions.  I’ll see you at work on Monday.”

I stared at the phone for a long time after she hung up, and I thought about what I wanted to happen.  I couldn’t imagine what my life would be like in five years if I kept on the road I was traveling.    Well, actually, I could imagine.  It would be exactly the same.  Except the cats would be older and maybe there’d be a man in the picture.  But if I did this… thing, well, maybe things would be different.  Maybe not.  But at least I’d know.
I downed a shot of Sambuca and dialed Felicity.

It was Monday afternoon.  The clock couldn’t move slow enough.  I was dreading my 6:00 meeting with Felicity.  What had I gotten myself into?  Maybe I just wouldn’t show up.  Maybe I would just forget the whole thing and go straight home after work.  Suzanne was conspicuously avoiding me, as much as she could avoid me when she worked four windows down.  I don’t know, maybe she was embarrassed that I’d discovered her secret.  I wouldn’t tell anyone of course, but you never know.  Banking community like that, a little thing like being a sex worker in your spare time would get you fired.  Or at least treated differently, in a fired sort of way.

It was five before I knew it.  I groaned and shook my head.  I was feeling a lot less brave without the Sambuca.  But really, I knew I was going to go through with it, and that scared me more than anything else.  Suzanne was gone before I was, driving off in her speedy little car, and I watched the dust settle in her wake.  Wonder where she was off to so fast.

The directions were scribbled in my notebook, folded back on the seat next to me.  I drove steadily, turning up the Evanescence CD in my CD player and trying to block out my destination.  I could always say no, right?  It wasn’t like they were going to chain me up in the cellar until I agreed.

No, I amended.  That was the job I was interviewing for.  The person who chained people up in the cellar.  I laughed, shaking my head, and drove on.  

I kept checking myself out in the mirror.  I had been extra careful with my hair and makeup today.  I was supposed to look sexy, right?  Wasn’t I going to be judged on that?  I had been a little heavy with the eyeliner, but I didn’t look like a raccoon.  Or a whore.  At least, I didn’t think so.
It started to rain as I turned down a sheltered side street.  Great.  Just what I needed.  No umbrella to keep me dry.  I would have to run.

I pulled up in front of an old two-story stone house, the long driveway flanked by stone pillars.  I checked the address.  This was the place, just like Felicity had told me.  She hadn’t asked me much, just told me to meet her at that address for an interview.  It wasn’t too scary.  I pulled in between the pillars and drove up the long driveway.  There were half a dozen empty parking spaces in front of the building.  I pulled into one and waited for the rain to let up, planning my dash to the front doors.  When the rain didn’t lighten up, I grabbed my purse and made a run for it.  
I was only mildly damp when I reached the front doors and ducked under the sheltering stone arch.  I was two minutes early.  I rang the bell and huddled closer to the door, which suddenly swung open.  

A woman answered the door wearing a maid’s outfit and heels.  She had a silver collar encircling her neck and each wrist.  “You must be Hannah,” she said, her eyes focused on my chin.  “Madam will see you now.”

I followed her into the huge marble foyer, feeling like I was in a movie of some sort.  Maybe a horror movie.  The maid (was she a maid?) led me to a closed door at the bottom of a huge staircase.  “She’s in here.  She’s expecting you.”  With a slight bow of her head, she left me.
I knocked.  “Come in,” said a voice from inside, not unfriendly.  I took a deep breath and entered.

Felicity was nothing like I pictured.  She was probably in her late 30s, long hair swept back into a loose french twist, light curls falling out of it to frame her still-youthful face.  She was sitting facing the door behind a big oak desk with paperwork spread out in front of her.  When I entered, she stood up and smiled, extending a hand.  She was wearing a long gray wool skirt and a button-down blouse, no latex in sight.
“You must be Hannah.  Come have a seat.  I was just finishing up this week’s finance reports.”

“Oh.”  I sat down on the edge of the chair she offered me, looking around the office.  The oak paneled walls shone with a glossy finish, and all the furniture was spotless and obviously kept quite clean.  I tucked my purse under my chair and rested my hands on my thighs, not quite sure what to do with them.  
“So,” Felicity said, shuffling her papers together and placing them neatly in a tray at the corner of her desk, “you saw our ad.”

“Well, yes, I was told to look in the paper by a friend of mine.”

“Suzanne.”  Felicity nodded.  “She had mentioned that she had someone in mind to fill our opening.”

I bit my lip, trying not to laugh at the sudden double entendre that Felicity had just made.  Felicity seemed oblivious, or was purposefully making the joke to see my response.

“Yes,” I responded, straight faced.  “I thought it might be interesting.”
“Indeed.”  Felicity’s expression was unreadable.  “I take it you’ve never done this before.”

I paused, then shook her head.  “Well, not for money, anyway.”

Felicity smiled thinly.  “We don’t do it for the money.  We do it because it’s who we are.  Is it who you are?”

“I don’t know,” I said hesitantly.  “I don’t know if it’s who I am.  I don’t know anything about it.”

“Ah.  I see we have some explaining to do.”  She got up from her desk.  “Come with me.  Let’s take a tour of the house.

She led me through the foyer and another set of double doors, then pulled aside one of the oak panels to reveal another door.  “Through here,” she said, opening the heavy door and leading me down a set of stone stairs.  It was reminiscent of a dungeon, but not unpleasantly so, if that was possible.
It was cool downstairs.  The walls were smooth stone, cave-like, with more doors inset into the walls.  “Would you like to meet some of our clients?”

I nodded.  Were these cells?

Felicity opened one of the heavy doors and led me into what looked like a medieval bedroom.  There was a large bed in one corner, a four-poster, and there was a table in the middle of the floor.  As I looked closer, I noticed that there were manacles inset into the corners of the table, and also some on the walls.  They blended seamlessly.

Seated in a straight-backed chair next to the table, hands clasped in her lap, was a naked woman.

I started.  She looked my age, with tumbling black curls that framed her heart-shaped face.  She did not meet my eyes, but jumped to her feet when we entered the room.

“Hannah, this is Adriana.  Adriana belongs to Sylvan, one of our male Doms.”  
“Um, hi,” I said, not really sure how to greet her.
“Hello, Mistress,” she answered automatically, bowing her head.  

“Adriana does not need to bow to us,” Felicity explained.  “She pays us respect, but she belongs only to Sylvan.”  Adriana didn’t respond, as if she didn’t hear that Felicity was speaking about her.

“And she… lives here?” I asked, looking around.

Felicity laughed.  “No, of course not.  She comes here after work for her training and discipline.”  

I noticed how the girl’s face colored when Felicity said “discipline.”  Her smooth, pale skin looked unmarred, however, and she didn’t look as if she’d been beaten.  I repressed a shiver, thinking of what went on in this room.

“Okay,” I said, thinking of muffins for some reason.  Something smelled like food in here.  Or maybe that was me, being hungry, because it was six and I hadn’t eaten yet. 

“As you were,” Felicity directed, and the girl sat back down.  We left the room.

“And here,” she said, walking to another door, “is Marco.”

Marco was a young man in his early 30s, also naked, sitting cross-legged in a meditative pose on the large bed.  He, unlike Adriana, looked up as we entered and smiled mildly.

“Marco, this is Hannah.”

“Nice to meet you, Hannah,” said Marco, nodding.

“Is Marco…” I began, “I mean, does he belong to someone, too?”

Marco smiled, but didn’t respond, waiting for some clue from Felicity.  

“Marco is a permanent resident here,” Felicity explained.  “He’s a regular, so to speak.  This is his home.  The Doms here share him.”
I nodded, not really understanding, but looking around and noticing that this room was a lot homier than Adriana’s.  It spoke of permanent occupancy.  There were warmly colored lit candles, and the room had been painted a creamy color over the stone.  Neutral paintings were hanging here and there, and the ceiling was covered with a large tapestry.  The lighting came from covered wall sconces.  It was quite beautiful.  I don’t know why I hadn’t noticed it before.
“As such,” Felicity was saying, “Marco has somewhat more… freedoms than Adriana.  He only responds with complete deference to whomever is topping him at the time.”

Topping.  I was familiar with the term.  Topping and bottoming were the different roles of BDSM.  You were either a top, a bottom, or a switch, which was someone who did both.  I had always been a top in the few times I’d participated. 

“We use Marco for training, because he’s very easy to top, and he’s not a fearful submissive.  He’s easy on the new Doms.”

I nodded.  Marco looked very peaceful, but he didn’t speak when we weren’t speaking directly to him.  There was a content smugness about him, something that suggested he was getting everything he wanted.  That smugness wasn’t present in Adriana.
“Felicity,” I said cautiously as we left Marco’s room, “Adriana and Marco are very different.  If they’re both submissives, I don’t understand the difference.”

“It comes from their submissive styles,” Felicity explained.  “Adriana has only one Master.  Around him, she looks more like Marco: content and peaceful.  Around strange Dominants, she is hesitant and shy, because we aren’t familiar to her.”  The way Felicity described Adriana, she seemed more like an animal than anything else.  It was unnerving.  “Marco, however,” she continued, “is a submissive to anyone.  He is equally comfortable with all our Dominants because he doesn’t have one person to get used to.”

“You talk about them like they’re animals,” I blurted out, not realizing until that moment how much it was upsetting me.

Felicity smiled.  “Spoken like a novice.”  I must have shown my affront on my face, because she hastily added, “Not that that’s a bad thing.  It just takes a little getting used to.  You see, submissives, true submissives, like to be controlled, at least sexually.  They like to be treated like property.”
“All of them?”

“No, not all of them.”  Felicity shook her head.  “Everyone is different.  We’re all people here.”

She was climbing back up the stairs at this point, and I realized we weren’t going to see any more of the cells.  

“Most of our submissives,” she said, “enjoy the submission itself.  It’s freeing.”  She climbed out of the hidden door and closed it behind us after I climbed through.  “Would you be surprised to know,” she said, “that Adriana is the general manager of a large retail chain?”

I was surprised, and nodded accordingly.  “But why…” I asked, looking back toward the panel, now hidden, “why does she like to be treated that way?  It’s so degrading.”

Felicity led me back to her office and sat down, shaking her head.  “As long as you see it that way,” she said, “you will never be able to dominate anyone.  Submission is wonderful.  It’s freeing.  It’s a way to explore things about your psyche that you would not be comfortable exploring on your own.  It’s a way to experiment with sexual behaviors that you would normally find repulsive, and sometimes find that you enjoy them.”

“The ad says no sex,” I said quickly.  “I’m not a prostitute.”

“None of us are prostitutes.”  There was a hardness behind Felicity’s eyes.  “Although in this day and age, it shouldn’t have the stigma that it does.  What I mean is that while the job doesn’t require intercourse, sexual activity is part of it.  We are, by nature, sexually stimulating our clients through pain, pleasure, bondage, domination, humiliation, and psychological games.  It’s not all fun and games here.  It’s serious, and people can genuinely get hurt if they aren’t trained.  Our submissives are really in control of every situation, because they tell us how far they want to go and we go no farther.”  
She settled back in her chair and took a sip of iced coffee from a plastic Dunkin Donuts mug which had started sweating because it had been left alone for so long.  “I got started as a submissive,” she said, answering the question that I didn’t even realize I’d been asking.  “I’m a submissive at heart.  I run this house to give people like me a safe, comfortable place to exorcise their inner demons.  A place to let their inner darkness out, where no one will judge them.  And I won’t let anyone in who will judge them or take away that comfort.”  She leaned forward, steepling her fingers, her gunmetal gray eyes boring into mine.  “Can you see yourself in that role?”
“I’m not sure yet.”  I was honest.  It wasn’t as scary as I had originally thought, seeing this place and meeting these people.  “This is a big decision.  I can’t make it immediately.”

She smiled.  “I’m glad you said that.  Before I would offer you a job, I would put you in different situations and see how you react.”

I nodded, picturing some sort of obstacle course.

“How would you feel about watching play that involved intercourse and graphic sexual activity?”

It would be like watching a porno, I thought to myself.  “I don’t think that would bother me,” I said honestly.  “If they didn’t mind my watching.”

She nodded.  “And how do you feel about fetish wear?”

Here I felt my face heat, and I thought of the kinky lingerie I had owned over the years.  “I like it,” I admitted.

“The blushing is cute.”  She took another sip of iced coffee.  “But it will never do.  It will go as you get more comfortable.”

I didn’t say anything, feeling suddenly exposed.  “I’ve owned some fetish wear.”

“Good.  It’s a big part of the job.  It’s mostly for the subs’ sakes, of course, because it’s psychologically quite stimulating to be naked around another person who is clothed.  Speaking of which, how are you with nakedness?”

“It would take some getting used to,” I admitted, “but I’ve always been comfortable with my body.”

“Good.  And have you ever been a submissive?”

“No.”  I looked back into my stranger relationships.  “I’ve always been a dominant.”

“I am going to tell you right off the bat that if I choose you for the job and you accept,” she said, steepling her fingers again, “you will have to play as a submissive first.  I won’t let anyone dominate until they’re had a chance to be on the other end.  It will keep you in your proper perspective.  This also occurs every so often during your employment here.  It will keep you humble and keep you from getting too engrossed in your role.”
She sipped again.  “Because,” she said carefully, “that’s what it is.  For a dominant, it’s a role.  For a submissive, it’s our life.”

“If you’re not a dominant,” I said cautiously, trying not to offend Felicity, “how do you know it’s just a role?  How do you know it isn’t a dominant’s life, too?”

She looked thoughtful, brushing some escaped curls over her ear.  “Well, most of the dominants that I’ve known have never let it become their lives.  You see, in some ways it’s much easier to be a submissive.  To the vanilla world, you’re just kinky.  But to enjoy dominating, you’re a rapist.  A monster.  The rest of the world doesn’t take too kindly to dominants.  So although for many people they are naturally inclined to dominate, it will never be more than an inclination.”  She sipped her coffee again.  “I make sure of that.”

I nodded.  “I think I could do that,” I said.  At least it would get me some sexual action.  “I mean,” I explained, “I could be submissive.  Or I could be a submissive for a session.  I just don’t think it would be comfortable for me.”
“It’s not supposed to be,” she said with a smile.  “That’s what makes it interesting.”

“And intercourse… you said it’s not part of the job.”  I wanted to be clear on this.  If I was required to have sex with strange men, well, I didn’t like that one bit.
“Well, for the male dominants, it’s not such a big deal.”  Felicity shrugged.  “All of our clients make their limits clear in writing as part of their membership contract.  Most submissives are perfectly comfortable with intercourse and oral sex, both performing and receiving.  For the male dominants, they generally don’t mind having sex with the clients.  For the women, somehow it becomes a question of prostitution, like with you.”  She smiled.  “Sex is more invasive for women.  We are naturally the submissive ones, and a female dominant having sex with a male submissive doesn’t always find that she can keep her role as the ‘top.’  That’s why we leave it up to you.”

I nodded again, feeling like one of those dogs that you put in the back  window of your car.  “I don’t think that’s something I would feel comfortable with.”

“That’s why it’s not part of the job description.  But you may be comfortable with it at a later point.  Now,” she said brusquely, “do you have any questions for me?”

I paused, wondering.  Did I have any questions?  Was there anything left to answer that hadn't been answered already?  Was I really going to go through with this?

"If I do decide this is something I want to try," I began carefully, "and you're going to take me on, what sort of clothes would I be wearing?"

She smiled.

I think it was the vinyl that got me, really, looking back on it now.  Vinyl is actually quite flattering if it's put together well.  A well made vinyl catsuit holds in the bulge and folds and brings out the natural curves.  I'd always been attracted to the fabric ever since that Halloween where I went as a Matrix character and got to wrap myself up in delectable black vinyl that made me sweat like crazy and still feel like a sex kitten.  I'd paid way too much for that jacket, but it could always make me feel sexy.

Not like that catsuit, though.  That catsuit I tried on in Felicity's dressing room made me feel like I was born to wield a whip or cat of nine tails.  It was beyond sexy.  It was lurid, unseemly, and something I would never wear in public.  Nor would I wear the knee-high clunky boots clasped shut with jingly chains.  But I liked them.  Oh, boy, I really liked them.

"It suits you," Felicity nodded.  "Lots of our doms have to start with the vinyl skirts before they can move into the whole catsuit.  But I think you carry it off well.  Of course, I think everyone looks good in vinyl."
I turned to look at my ass in the mirror.  She had never looked so good.

"I squeak when I walk," I said out loud, noticing the noise.  

"It's normal.  Think of it as part of the overall sensory experience."  She gesticulated with her hands.  "What do you think?"

"I think this outfit makes me feel a lot better."  It was strange, how I felt that I fit the role once you put some clingy upholstery fabric on me.  I was easy to please.  The clohtes make the man, or woman (dom) as it were.  The clothes were making me, just then.

"I think you should get one for yourself," Felicity said.  "Regardless of whether you end up with the job.  An outfit like that changes your whole demeanor.  I mean, you're a totally different person than the meek little girl who came in here."
I resented being called a little girl, of course.  Most women would.  But she definitely had a point, I mean, I felt like a completely different person.  I felt in control of the situation.  It was orgasmic.

I reached for the zipper, and Felicity came up behind me and started it off for me.  Her cool hands on my exposed back made me shiver.  There was something very sensual about the woman.  You could tell that her entire life's work was making people embrace their inner sexual beings.  She was doing it for me.  She reminded me of Suzanne, so self-confident, so self-assured.

"I will let you get changed," she said, stepping out from behind the tri-fold rice paper changing divider she had set up for me.  I peeled the vinyl off my body and hung it neatly back up on the hanger.  Rowr.  I didn't want to get back into my plain pants suit and blouse, the ones that suddenly made me feel so frumpy, but I did.  Obviously I did, since I wasn't about to come out from behind the curtain stark naked.  Like many of the clients probably did.  Although they didn’t have curtains.

The train of thought was beginning to confuse me, so I stopped thinking and slipped my sensible shoes back on.  Felicity was sitting in a chair waiting for me.
"If you want to explore more," she said, saving me the trouble of asking what happened then, "you should give me a call sometime in the next week.  That should give you enough time to think this over.  You can always back out, but after you start, I prefer two weeks notice."  Just like any other job that didn't require a vinyl work uniform.  "You already have my number, I believe."

I nodded, back to the dog in the window again.  "So," I said, picking up my purse, "I guess that'll be it, then."

She extended a hand.  "It was nice meeting you, Hannah.  I look forward to hearing from you."

It was seven thirty when I left, but it felt like much later.  The sun had long since set, that whole "end of Daylight Savings Time" thing, and it was hard for me to believe that many stores were still open.  I found myself thinking about that catsuit.  I wondered if there was a fetish shop open, then chided myself, since they probably stayed open much later than normal shops.  Their clientele, after all, was probably composed mostly of night owls.  Night owls like me.  Ha, like me, who could usually stay awake long enough to watch the end of Everybody Loves Raymond until 11:30, and never made it past 12.  Me, a night owl.
My car sort of drove itself up to Northampton.  Northampton is this little town in Massachusetts that looks amazingly quaint and conservative on the outside.  On the inside, it's flamingly liberal, hosting most of the Valley's gay and lesbian population and attracting the Rocky Road types (like me?  Was I Rocky Road now?) from all over.

My car sort of steered itself to Paradise Leather, a little boutique-type shop off Center Street that specialized in the sort of stuff I just learned I liked.  (Yeah, just learned.  Right.  Like I didn't know it with that Halloween coat way back when.)  I parked the little Elantra after driving around for a parking spot.  It was late enough that I didn't need to feed the meter, so I just went inside.

The whips and chains might have frightened me if I hadn't just come from interviewing for a sex job.  I felt a little more comfortable at that point.  The multi-pierced clerk behind the counter looked up as I entered, and I felt like I was a little out of place in my blouse and business suit and sensible shoes.  I would have actually felt comfortable in that catsuit.  Fortunately, there was no one else in the store to stare at me.
"Can I help you find something?" she asked.

"Actually, I'm looking for something in vinyl."

She looked me up and down, then again, then came out from behind the counter.  "Let me show you what we have."

Most of the store was leather, and there was a fair share of bondage equipment on the back wall, but there was enough vinyl to pique my interest.  I wasn't too into leather.  It was way too expensive for me, and vinyl just felt sleeker.  She showed me a catsuit that was hanging on the wall, available with or without cutouts for the nipples.  I took the one that was complete into the dressing room with me and pulled it on.  It fit almost as well as Felicity's, probably because it had never been worn.  It zipped closed in the back and it also had a zipped crotch for easy access.  How interesting.  It was a little bit more money than I had wanted to spend, but really, how often did I get things like this?  Never.
I also ended up trying on a vinyl tank top and pants as well as a mini skirt.  I remembered Felicity's comment about the skirt, but I wanted it anyway.  I ended up leaving with several hundred dollars worth of furniture upholstery made into clothing, and I didn't have any regrets about it.  Who was I turning into?  Whoever she was, I liked her.
The drive home didn't take that long.  I was thinking about so many things, none of which interesting enough to write here, even though theoretically this whole thing is not interesting enough to write here except the sex parts.  As I pulled into my driveway, I wondered how those purchases were going to look on my credit card.  My company was probably going to call again to see if the card had been stolen.  They did that when unusual purchases showed up.
I carried my bags into the house and set them down on the kitchen table.  There were no messages on the answering machine, and none on my cell phone (I hadn't checked it since I left work).  I didn't mind, since returning calls was such a pain anyway.  Oliver curled up around my leg as I stood there and Oscar was eating his food.  Oscar was always eating.  Come to think of it, they both were.  I guess that's just one of those things that cats did.  Eat, drink, sleep, lick their crotches.  Not a bad life.
I was starving, so I threw some Totino's Pizza Rolls onto a paper plate and into the nuker.  I grabbed a Mike's Hard Lemonade out of the refrigerator and settled down at the table as the pizza rolls finished, twisting off the top of the lemonade and taking a deep swig.  Oh, it was nice to be home.  The pizza rolls were too hot to eat right away, so I nibbled at the corner while balancing the roll on the edge of my fork.  Mmm, I could feel my arteries hardening, but they tasted so damned good.

After the pizza rolls, I carried my bags upstairs and set them down on my bed, turning on the bedside lamp instead of the glaring overhead light.  I liked the softer, muted tones of the 40 watt bulb.  I dumped the vinyl pile onto my comforter and separated each piece.  I wanted to wear all of it.  I slipped off all my clothes, then slid into the vinyl skirt.
It was then that the company called. The guy on the other end sounded cute. Real cute. The kind of deep, raspy voice that drives a girl crazy. Then I realized how this would look to the person on the other end of the phone. Could they tell what I had purchased? Was there a breakdown of my purchases like an invoice? Jeez, this was going to be just great. Here is the cute-sounding guy on the other line that is going to ask me about my recent purchases of lingere. He introduced himself as "Wook."

"Excuse me?" I said.  "What was your name?"

"Tom Wook.  I'm just calling to confirm that your credit card purchases were authorized."

I rolled my eyes.  I didn't REALLY think they were going to call.  "Isn't it a little late for you guys to be calling me?"

"It's never too late for credit card security."  His voice was low and husky.  I lay back on the bed, wearing only the vinyl skirt.  I bet he was cute. 
"No, I purchased all those items myself."

"Really.  Alllllll of them?"  There was a smile in his voice and I closed my eyes and ran my hand up the inside of my thighs.  

"Yeah."  I was flirting with the credit card guy.  How did this happen?  One day and I'm buying vinyl and flirting with strangers.

"Everything from Paradise Leather?"  There was a shuffling of papers.  "The vinyl bodysuit, skirt, and tank top?  Those were all authorized?"

"Yeah.  They were all authorized.  I bought all those things."  My hands were on my breasts, then my stomach, picturing the credit card guy as a dark, handsome man with strong hands and a talented tongue.  "And I'm wearing one of them right now."
"Really."  He was definitely smiling now.  "And which one would that be?"
"I think you should guess."

"I think you're wearing the skirt and nothing else.  Am I right?"

"Maybe."  I couldn't believe I was doing this.  My mind flicked back to that little line of 'This call may be recorded for customer service purposes.'  Who was recording this right now?  "Are you recording this call?"

"Of course I am."  I could picture him running his hands through his hair.  "I have to have something to keep me warm at night when I go home all alone.  So what do you do for a living?"

"Well, right now I'm a teller at a bank."  I licked my lips.  "But I just interviewed for a new position."
"And what position would that be?  Because if you don't know, I could certainly think of a few."  That voice could drive a woman crazy.  Didn't I already say that?

"I'll give you a hint: it has something to do with the vinyl clothing."

"Hmmmm."  He made a thoughtful noise, and I heard him take a sip of coffee.  "I don't know what it is, but I think I like it."
"I think you'd like it, too."  I touched my breasts again, feeling the nipples harden.  (What was I doing??)  "Would you like me to take the skirt off?"

"I think you should leave it on.  It's much kinkier that way.  What are you wearing underneath it?"

"Nothing," I purred. 

"That's what I thought.  I think I'd like to investigate those purchases of yours, miss.  If you can't prove that they've been authorized by the card holder, I may have to place you under arrest."  His tone was so sexy, I almost came right then.  My hands found their way to familiar territory up underneath my skirt.
"Ooh, and then cuff me."  I tried not to make any noise as my fingers found my clit.  How long had it been?  Too long.
"I think I should cuff you to that bed right there.  I bet you'd like that, wouldn't you?  I'll bet you're that kind of girl.  The Paradise Leather kind of girl."

I was becoming that kind of girl, that was for sure.  "I think that's a fair assessment." (What was I, a sexy bank teller?  Assessment?  I needed to get better at this phone sex thing.)

"You know, I'm the only one here tonight," he said.  

"Oh, really, Tom.  I never would have guessed."  Mmm, one hand on my nipples, one hand on my clit.  Pretending it was Tom, or really, pretending it was anyone.  My phone kept slipping out from under my ear, so I tilted my head to the side to hold the phone down, trying all the while not to press any buttons and hang up.  That was all I needed, an interruption to the only sex I'd gotten in a long time.  

"I'll bet you look pretty hot right now.  All spread out on that bed, touching yourself, mmm.  I could go for something like that right now."
"It's been a long time for me," I said truthfully.  "Too long."

"I think you should keep touching yourself."  (That was the second time he'd said it.  How did he know I was touching myself?  Well, I guess that was the sort of thing you were supposed to do in this situation.  Was he touching himself?  Sitting at the desk in a little cubicle, his professional hands-free headset hooked up to a Pentium computer, my voice softly whispering in his ear?  Boy, that was a long thought.  Longer than I usually had when engaged in these activities.)

"Okay," was all I managed.  Gee, how brilliant.  "I'm touching myself."

"I'll bet you have some toys around there, don't you?"

"Yeah, I might have a few."  I reached over to my bedside dresser and pulled open my bottom drawer.  It was filled with various paraphenalia from all my years of collecting.  "What should I use?"

"Got any dildos?"

"Of course I have dildos.  Doesn't every girl?"
"Find a nice big one for me."  I reached around in the drawer and pulled out Mr. Blue, a soft jelly rubber toy that was almost too big for me.  Almost.  

"Okay, I've got one."

"Are you nice and wet?"

"Yeah, I'm nice and wet.  Want me to put it in?"

"Not yet.  First, I want you to rub it up against your clit.  Get it all nice and wet.  Can you do that for me?"  His voice was so nice.  Have I already mentioned that?

"Oh, yeah, Tom, I can do that for you."  I did as he asked, the cool jelly rubber making me gasp.

"Must feel good."

"It does, oh, it does."  It felt really good.  My little clit was hard as a rock.

"I want you to push it in, a little at a time."  I heard him groan a little, and I knew he was definitely touching himself on the other end of the phone.  Well, I mean, he was touching himself WHILE on the other end of the phone.  He probably wasn't using the actual phone.  That would have been weird.  Weirder than all of this was, of course, since it was definitely very weird.

I pushed the dildo up against me.  I forgot how big he was.  I rarely used this particular dildo.  I felt so stretched as he gently slid inside.  (I always refer to the dildos as "he," since it seems so much more personal than "it," and masturbating is a very personal thing.)  I felt like I was being split open from the inside, in a very good way.

"Is it in?" he asked as my breathing got heavier.  (Could he tell?)

"He's in."  I was definitely breathing heavy.  This was kinkier than I'd been in a long time.  

"How does it feel?"

"It feels… oh, baby, it feels really good."

"I'll bet it does.  I want you to move it in and out, nice and slow."
I gasped involuntarily as I slid him out from between my lips, then pressed him all the way back inside.  Ooh.  That definitely hit some good spots.

"That's it, baby," he was saying, purring into the phone.  "Now I want you to rub your little clit with your other hand."  The way he said the word 'clit' just drove me over the edge.  Well, not really, I mean, it didn't make me come, but it sure drove me crazy.

"I'm doing it," I said unnecessarily, still trying to hold the phone between my shoulder and the pillow.  "Oh, baby."  I took a break from the dildo to pinch my nipples.  My nipples were very important to my orgasm, of course.  I really needed more hands.  And why was I calling him my baby?  He was definitely not my baby.  But at that moment, it didn't matter.
"Tell me when you're going to come."  I heard his breathing get heavier, too, and I knew he was close.  

There was silence on my end of the phone as I concentrated on the dildo, in and out, in and out, and the little circles I was drawing around my clit.  My climax was approaching rapidly, so fast it scared me.  "I'm… I'm going to come," I gasped, feeling my climax impending.
"Oh, yeah, baby, come for me.  Come hard."  His words were little more than grunts, and as I exploded, clenching around Mr. Blue, I could hear his soft moans as well and I knew he had reached his peak.

Afterward, we were pretty quiet.  I felt a little silly in the aftermath.  Make that VERY silly.  And embarrassed.  Very, very embarrassed.  But behind the silly feeling and the embarrassment was this deep self-satisfied smugness that I had never felt before.  It was a nice change.

"So," he said hesitantly, and I knew he probably felt as weird as I did.  Did guys feel weird like that?  I mean, wasn't it supposed to be just sex for them?

"So," I mimicked.  

"So, would it be weird if I asked you for coffee sometime?" he asked me.

I laughed.  "It would be very weird.  But I wouldn't mind.  Except that your headquarters are probably across the country."

"They might be," he paused.  "But then again, they might be right in Springfield Massachusetts."
"Really."  I wasn't sure how I felt about all this.  He was the credit card guy.  He had all my personal information right there, and I wasn't sure how I felt about THAT, either.  "And do you have the nice little screen up with my home address?"

"Of course."  There was a pause.  "And I have a little confession to make."  He sounded really, really sheepish.

"Go ahead."

"Your account wasn't flagged."

"What do you mean, my account wasn't flagged?"  I was confused.

"I mean, we didn't need to call you to confirm your purchases.  And if we were going to call you, it would have waited until tomorrow during business hours, not tonight at ten o'clock."  He sounded REALLY embarrassed.  And guilty.

"So why did you call me?"

"Well," there was another long pause, "I know the woman who runs Paradise Leather."  I thought of the clerk, then realized that at her young age, she probably wasn't the owner, and he was still talking so I stopped thinking and started listening.  "I like to make sure her business is doing well, so I have a little side program running on my computer that flags any purchases in your area made at Paradise Leather on a Visa card.  It's a little illegal and would probably get me canned,"

"Like having phone sex with clients," I interrupted.

"Yeah, like that.  But you know, I'm a curious kind of guy."

"So you always call up the accounts you see and jerk off with them over the phone?"  I was feeling a little used, here, even though I was the one who had done the using, if you looked at it objectively.
"No," he said quickly.  "This is the first time.  But usually when people go in there, they buy one thing, I mean, well, I guess that isn't true, since they buy a lot of things sometimes too, but something about your purchase history looked interesting.  I mean, who buys a vinyl catsuit and mini skirt?"

"And tank top," I added.

"Yeah.  And tank top.  It was pretty kinky, but not so kinky that I would run screaming."

"Does kinky make you run screaming?"  I knew my smile was evident in my voice.  I knew he liked kinky.  I don't know how I knew it, but something in his voice said 'I'm kinky.  Nice to meet you.'

"Okay, okay," he admitted.  "Maybe it does, and maybe it doesn't.  So how about that coffee sometime?"

"Yeah."  I smiled and nodded, even though he couldn't see the nod.  (Why do we do that?  Phones aren't really a new thing or anything.)  "I would like that coffee sometime."

"Can I write down your number?" he asked.  "I already have it, but I want your permission before I write it down."

"Yeah, you can write it down.  And can I write yours down?"  I rolled over and took my notebook off my bedside table and grabbed a pen.  

"Sure."  And then he gave it to me.  Tom Wook.  What a weird name.  A very Star Wars furry creature-type name.  Except the Tom part, which was very brother-in-law normal.

"Can I call you?" he asked.

"Only if you destroy this tape."

He laughed.  "I never taped this call.  I disabled it.  Are you kidding me?  I don't want to get canned.  I like this job.  It gives me some easy money on the side."

On the side.  "So you do something else besides this?"

"Not really," he said.  "But I don't like to think of my job as my life.  I live, and on the side I work."  It was a nice philosophy, really.  Unless your job was to be a dominatrix, in which case, it was the sort of thing that probably came home with you at night.  Like it would if I took up that job.  As I was probably going to, I admitted to myself.
"I'll call you," he said, and for some reason I believed that he would.
"Okay.  I'd like that."

And then we hung up the phone.

I lay there for a long time, staring up at the ceiling, before I decided that the vinyl mini skirt was decidedly uncomfortable and I'd rather I wasn't wearing it.  I shimmied out of the plastic-like material and neatly folded it, then set it on the chair with the rest of the clothing.  I slipped into pajamas and went to the bathroom to freshen up.

It had been a pretty eventful day.  I could only imagine what the next day would bring.

It was strange to face my window at the bank the next day.  How do you count change like normal when you've just interviewed for a job as a dominatrix and had phone sex with a Visa card representative while wearing freshly bought vinyl fetish wear?  
I was smiling, that I knew.  That wasn't TOO unusual for me, since I was a fairly happy person, but doing it while trying not to laugh and while nothing funny was happening was a rather different beast.  Suzanne kept sneaking peaks at me from her window four slots down, and I was trying to avoid her gaze.  I managed to avoid her completely until lunch time, when she cornered me in the break room.

"Well?" she asked impatiently.  "How did it go?"

I shrugged, but that pesky grin was threatening to sneak back onto my face again.  "It went pretty well," I said, trying to sound nonchalant.

She smiled.  "Are you going to take the job?"

I hesitated, looking around.  There was no one there.  I hadn't said it out loud, or even in my head at all, but I knew the answer as soon as she asked the question.  I looked up and nodded, then collapsed into a fit of giggles that I'd been trying to hide all day.  It felt so good to laugh.  The ridiculous nature of the situation was starting to wash over me.  What was I getting myself into?  Well, I couldn't say that my life was uneventful and sucky any more.  That was a luxury that could be afforded to the other tellers.  Except Suzanne, of course, who I was beginning to learn had more to her than meets the eye.

She was nodding, too.  "I'm glad," she said, and with another smile, she walked away and left me to the rest of my lunch.  As if I was able to eat anything after that.  Well, actually, I could eat, because that was something I did pretty damn well.  It came from being part Italian. 

We didn't say anything for the rest of the day.  I wasn't thinking as I counted money and sorted change (probably not a good thing, you know?) for the customers that came in.  Well, I was thinking, but I wasn't thinking about the money.  I was thinking about latex and vinyl and leather and bondage equipment.  I was thinking about my new night job.  That is, if I got the job.

I called Felicity from my cell phone as soon as I got out to my car.  I just couldn't make myself wait until I got home.  She picked up, and we exchanged basic introductions and pleasantries.

"Okay, I want to give it a try," I said, nodding into the phone again because I had this thing about forgetting that I didn't have a video phone.  (Last night I could have used one.  Or not.  Maybe that would have been weirder.  Definitely weirder.  Maybe Tom was ugly.  Not that I was that shallow or anything, but ugly didn't make for good fantasy fodder.)
"I'm glad to hear that," she said calmly.  "Why don't you come by tomorrow and we'll try you out?"

I wasn’t sure what 'try you out' meant, but it sounded like a next step, so it couldn't be all bad.

"Okay.  What time do you want to see me?"

"Well, you have a day job, correct?"

"Yeah.  I work a standard nine to five thirty day.  I can be there by six."

"You should eat first.  Come by at seven.  And leave your inhibitions at home."  Her tone didn't change, but she obviously had a sense of humor.  That comforted me somewhat.  She was so serious the first time I'd met her.
"Okay, can do."  And then we hung up.

The drive home didn't take nearly as long as it usually did (eight minutes) because I was probably speeding while not thinking.  I was glad that there weren't any cops around on the road home.

I parked and dashed into the house, in a hurry for some reason.  I'm not sure why.  Once I got inside, I tossed my bags onto the kitchen table and flipped on the lights.  Oscar and Oliver looked up from their mischief.  They had dragged a roll of paper towels off the counter and rolled them all over the kitchen, sheeting everything in a cottony blanket.  I sighed.

"Okay, guys," I said, tearing off the end of the two towels that were still left on the roll and disentangling the mess from the legs of the table.  It was amazing that without opposable thumbs, two felines could weave so well on this large a scale. 
I was just stir-frying some chicken (Birds' Eye bagged freezer mix, not my own talents) when the phone rang.  I momentarily left the chicken to its own devices and picked up the air phone.  "Hello?"
"So, bought anything on your credit card lately?"

Tom's voice made my stomach do a little flip flop.  What was I, fourteen?  I composed myself by coughing into the phone.

"Nice," he said.  "Sounds like you've been practicing."

"I just had something go down the wrong pipe," I explained.  Like his words, for instance.  Accidentally going down the pipe into my ears.

"Ah."

"And no, I haven't bought anything on my credit card lately, I'll have you know."  I walked over to the frying pan and poked at the veggies with the end of my wooden spoon.  The directions called for me to open this strange solidified lump of teriyaki chicken sauce goo and dump it over the veggies, but manhandling the scissors and cutting the package while still holding the phone against my shoulder was an interesting task indeed.  "You sure pick the times to call," I said.  "I'm making dinner."

"How domestic," he teased lightly.  "Are you wearing the vinyl catsuit?"

With that I accidentally dropped the package, plastic and all, into the frying pan.  I hastily scooped it out and finished cutting it open, then squeezed the frozen goop blob into the pan.  It hit with a splat and sat over my chicken and sugar snap snow peas like a giant pat of butter on mashed potatoes. Or like Godzilla's foot on Tokyo.  If I hadn't made this stir-fry mix before, I might have been worried.

"No," I said through gritted teeth, not really irritated at him but annoyed at my own incompetence, "I'm not wearing the catsuit.  I'm wearing my work clothes."

"Ooh, bank teller wear.  Very sexy."

"So, are you at work right now?" I asked, trying to get the topic off my clothes.

"No, I’m at home right now.  And I see you are, too."

"Yep.  Every day at this time.  Well, except tomorrow, because I interview for my new job tomorrow.  I mean, I already interviewed, but I guess this is to see how well I'll fit in at the place."

"I see." 
"So what are you doing?" 
"I'm eating Dominos Pizza," he said over a mouthful of said Dominos Pizza.  "What are you making for dinner?"

"Birds Eye Teriyaki Chicken and Sugar Snap Snow Peas," I read off the freezer bag. 

"Mmm, that sounds better.  Can I come over?" he asked.

"No."  I smiled as I said it.  "Maybe another time.  Coffee.  Neutral location.  Not straight to my house."

"You're such a spoil sport.  So, what are you doing Friday night?"

Apparently the credit card man was courting me over the phone.

"I don't know what my new work schedule is going to be," I said casually, stirring the now-melting lump of teriyaki goo in with the vegetables and chicken.  "It's going to have to wait at least another week."
"I guess that's fair.  I wish you had one of those credit cards with the picture on the corner so I could see your face on file somewhere."  Again, over a mouthful of Dominos Pizza.  "For all I know, you could be a real dog."

I couldn't help but laugh.  "Do real dogs buy things at Paradise Leather?"

"Of course," he said automatically, swallowing.  "Real dogs need leather loving too."

"Well, you could be a real dog as well," I countered.  "I only know your voice."

"That's true.  What kind of a man solicits phone sex from credit card customers?"

"You do.  Whatever kind of man you are."  I set the timer for the veggies and chicken stir-fry and put the glass cover over the frying pan.  The smoke detector would alert me to any problems while I watched some TV.
"How is the stir-fry coming?" he asked.  

"It has to simmer for twenty minutes," I answered.  "Which is annoying, since I'm hungry now." 

That laugh, warm and low, the kind that made my knees go a little funny.  "I could share my pizza."
"That's okay."

There was a pause while he chewed and I surfed channels on the television.  "Well," he said at last, "you probably want to be going."

"And you probably have pizza to eat."

"I'll call you?" he said, but it was a question, not a statement.  He was asking permission.

"Yeah.  You'll call me.  Bye, Tom."

"Bye, Hannah."  And he hung up.

I thought about him as I ate dinner that night.  He wasn't fishing for more sex.  He was genuinely interested in meeting me.  Or he was a stalker.  I had never had a stalker before, and that made me feel a little honored while it creeped me out at the same time.  But he wasn't a stalker.  Really, I'd come on to him the night before, not the other way around.  He has just gone along with it.  And contributed quite a bit.

The chicken stir-fry was really good.  I ate half the frying pan's worth, which was supposed to be two or three servings, and put the rest in a Gladware container.  (I love those things.  You can throw them away when you're cleaning out the refrigerator and you find scary stuff, but you don't feel bad when you throw it away because it wasn't your mom's tupperware that was handed down from past generations.)  I washed dinner down with a cold glass of two percent milk and some Chips Ahoy cookies.  Nice and healthy.  Mmm, chips ahoy.
I watched television for a little while, then surfed the internet until eleven.  I yawned and decided it was time for bed, then climbed the stairs and changed into my pajamas.  It didn't take me long to fall asleep.
Work flew by.  It usually dragged, bills and change and deposit slips and those little white carbon papers, but that day rushed past me like a blur.  Suzanne had covered someone's shift in the drive thru, so I didn't see her at all until it was time to leave.
"Good luck tonight," she said as we locked up.

"Thanks," I replied, taken aback.  I didn't know how close she was to Felicity, but apparently she knew about my interviews and things like that.  Interesting.  I wondered who else know.

I didn't ask, because then she was in her car and pulling away.  I reflexively checked myself out in the rear view mirror.  Still looked good, but it was obvious I'd had a long day.  I was glad for the extra hour before I had to be at Felicity's doorstep.  I pulled into a little sub shop up the road and went inside for some dinner.

Forty-five minutes later, relaxed and refreshed, I was back on the road en route to the end of my Catholic upbringing and the gateway to my ultimate damnation.  I was cheerful about the whole thing.  There were probably going to be some interesting things going on that night.  I remembered what Felicity said about being submissive before I get to take any sort of official role, and my stomach twisted a little bit.  Twisted in a good way, I mean, not in a "Gee that sub sandwich was a bad idea" way.  It made me excited.  No sexual activity for what seemed like a lifetime, and then phone sex one day and kinky BDSM submissive action the next.  Things were looking up.

I was at the familiar long driveway before I knew it.  I pulled into a parking spot, took a deep breath and let it out, then gathered up my purse and went inside.  I had dressed a little more casually to work that day, something comfortable but still sexy.  Sexy was important to my self-esteem.  I had thought about taking the vinyl with me, but decided against it at the last minute just in case someone from the bank had needed to check in my car.
"Nice to see you, Hannah," Felicity said, meeting me at the door.  "Please, come in."  The maid was nowhere in sight that night.  

I followed Felicity to her office and sat down opposite her.  "Tonight we're going to test how you react to being on different sides of the equation," she began.  "I mentioned that the last time you came here."  I nodded, and she went on.  "First, we're going to fill out this survey.  Well, you're going to fill out this survey.  I'm going to give you enough time.  This is given to every client who comes here.  It's a written record of your safe words, your limits, and your gray areas.  This lets the dominant know what he or she can and can't do with you."  Felicity got up and poured herself a cup of tea from the carafe of hot water she had sitting on a little end table near the corner, then came back and sat at the desk, pushing a small stack of papers across the table.  They were carbon papered into triplicate and clipped onto a clipboard.  "Let me know if you don't know what any of the words mean," she said.  I picked out a pen from the cup full of them on the desk, then settled back into the desk chair to peruse my option.
The first section was for sexual history.  I felt like I was at the gynocologist's office as I filled it in.
Full name: Hannah Antonia Maraccio.  Yes, my initials spell out "Ham"  Do you have a problem with that?

Date of birth: April seventh, nineteen seventy five.  A mighty good year for sex, drugs, music, and the birthing of beautiful children like myself.  Ha, I crack myself up.

Sexual Orientation.  I found this part really interesting.  Rather than an option to just circle "Straight," "Gay," or "Bisexual," there was a continuum from one to five.  One was straight, Three was bisexual, and Five was gay.  I never really considered myself bisexual, even though I'd had fantasies now and then, so I gave myself a two.  I figured that was fair.

"Sexual History: Number of partners."  I wrote down a neat little "four" into the box.  I knew that was below the average, but I was never promiscuous.  I was proud of my "four."  No drunken hook-ups in that list. 

The next line was multiple choice.  "I have engaged in sexual activity with a) Only men, b) Only women, c) Both women and men.  Sexual activity is described as genital to genital or oral to genital contact."  No Bill Clinton weaseling out of that one.  I circled A, because I'd never done anything with another woman.  

Another multiple choice.  "A) I have been tested for sexually transmitted diseases within the last year, and my results were negative.  B) I have been tested for sexually transmitted diseases within the last year, and my results were positive for (fill in the blank).  Please indicate below whether this has been treated.  (Fill in the blank.)  C)I have not been tested for sexually transmitted diseases within the last year."  I circled A.  After the divorce, I got tested for everything on the books, including HIV.  I had no idea what Bob had been bringing home at night from Bruce.  Then I looked up.

"What would happen if a client lied on this form?" I asked.  I had no intention of lying, but if I were going to have sexual contact with these people of any sort, I wanted to make sure they were telling the truth as well.

"We test everyone for sexually transmitted diseases when they come here, regardless of whether or not they say they've been tested."  Felicity was working on some paperwork and didn't look up as she answered.

I went back to the survey.  "Have you ever been convicted of a felony?"  No.  "Have you ever been arrested for sexual assault?"  No.  Nice to know that question was on there.  "Please supply the names of two references who could attest to your personal trustworthiness."  

"Um, what will these references be told?" I asked, hesitating.

"They'll be told we're a third-party reference verification service," she replied.  "No word about the content of your job."  That eased my mind, so I put Suzanne's name down and one other friend from my graduate school years that I kept in occassional contact with.

The next part was the meat and potatoes of the survey.  First it said, "Relations with a male dominant."  Then it listed a sexual activity, then a check box for "Yes," "No," and "Maybe."  I took a deep breath and let it out.

Oral sex: giving.  I hesitated.  What a way to start out the survey.  I had no idea what the hygeine was of these people.  I checked "Maybe," then went on.

Oral sex: receiving.  Yes.  I wouldn't mind a little of that.
Anal sex: receiving.  No.

Vaginal sex: receiving.  No.

There was no option for vaginal sex: giving.  I looked up.  "This is the same quiz for men and women, or is there a different one?"

She nodded, looking up and brushing a hair behind her ear.  "This is the female submissive's quiz.  The dominant's quiz is a little different, but there's one of each quiz for each gender."
I nodded and went back to work.  

Vaginal penetration with objects.  Yes.  I did enough of that on my own.
Anal penetration with objects.  I paused, then checked off "yes."  I had toys of that nature, too.
Bondage.  Yes.

Mummification.  No.

Blindfolding.  Yes.

Gagging.  I looked up at Felicity again.  "If you're gagged, how do you use your safe word?"

"If you're gagged," she said, "you're given an object to hold, usually a bell.  If you drop the object, it's the same as uttering your safe word."

That made me feel somewhat better. Gagging: yes.

Auto-erotic asphyxiation.  No way.  I shuddered.  

Nipple clamps.  I found myself turning red, and checked off "maybe."  I'd always wanted to try some of those.

Hot wax play.  Another "maybe."

Enemas.  No.

Douching.  No.  I was too prone to infection to risk something like that.
Watersports.  No.  I didn't want anyone peeing on me.

Scat.   No.  The same rule went for other bodily excretions as well.

Tickling.  Yes.  What an odd question to follow scat and watersports.

Bestiality.  No!!  Why was that question even on there??  What was happening in that cellar when I wasn't around?

Spanking with bare hand.  Yes.

Spanking with object.  Yes.

Caning.  No.  That was going a little too far.

Whipping.  No.  Same situation.

There was a section for "Relations with a female dominant."  Hmmm.  

Then there was the exact same list of sexual activities.  My answers were exactly the same on all counts, but I checked off "No" for Oral sex: giving.  I didn't feel that comfortable yet.

As I reached the end of the survey, I found that I was sweating a little.  This was weirder than I expected, and I surprised myself by not being offended by any of it.  This was a sex job.  I was going to be involved in a sex job.  What would I put on my taxes?
I signed my name at the bottom of both sheets and dated it, then handed it back to Felicity.  She perused it leisurely, and I found myself getting redder and redder.  "But you only say you're a two," she said absentmindedly.  I shrugged, self-conscious.

"I couldn't have a relationship with a woman," I admitted.  "Sex is a different thing, but a relationship would just be weird for me."

She nodded, then went back to the form and looked it over again.  "Are you ready to start tonight?" she asked.

I nodded, swallowing hard.

She smiled.  "Good.  The first thing I'm going to need is a blood sample."

She led me down a hallway that led off the office, not the same door I came in.  How big was this place? I wondered.  She entered one of the side doors and led me into an examination room.  "Anna will be in momentarily," she said.  "Anna is a registered nurse.  She'll be taking a vial of your blood for the STD test and doing a basic checkup."  

I nodded and waited, looking around the stark room.  It looked just like an examination room like a hospital would have, complete with cotton balls, tongue depressors, a blood pressure thingie on the wall, a scale, an eye chart (what the hell was that for?), and a set of wooden cabinets.  I was still looking at everything when Anna came in.  Like the maid, Anna wore a silver collar and bracelets.  She looked at me politely, but didn't smile.

"Please roll up your sleeve," she said, preparing a syringe and vial.  I rolled up my right sleeve to just above my elbow.  My veins had always been easy to find, so she was able to extract the two small vials' worth on her first try.  
"You have easy veins," she commented.  "Mine are impossible to reach.  They're so far below the skin."  She wrapped up the vials and handed them to an assistant that had suddenly appeared right outside the doorway.  He left too fast for me to notice whether he was wearing the same collar and bracelets.  

"Please take off your clothes," Anna said, then, without prelude.  I started and stared.

"All of them?" I asked.

She nodded.  "I've turned up the heat, so it will be warm in here within the next few minutes."

She made no move to leave.  "Aren't you going to draw a curtain for me or something?" I asked, modesty suddenly creeping in.  I felt my cheeks heat.  What was that I had just said the other day about nakedness not bothering me?

"No," she replied simply, no explanation given.  I disrobed, then, and folded my clothes up neatly, standing in front of her, naked.  She was medical and detached in her examination.

"Please step onto the scale," Anna said, gesturing.  I stepped gingerly onto the cold metal surface.  First she checked my height.  Five feet, eight inches.  I weighed one hundred fifty-five pounds.  "It seems to be mostly muscle," she commented.  "You're a runner?"

I nodded.  Hated it, but did it almost every morning.  

"That explains the compact body mass."  Was that a compliment or an insult?  I was proud of my figure, working hard to keep it at a nice size eight.  I stepped off the scale and back onto the cool tile.

"Please sit on the examination table," Anna directed, gesturing to the bed in the middle of the floor.  I hopped up and sat down as she fitted a blood pressure cuff on me and took my blood pressure.  

It was at that moment that a slip of paper was pushed through a mail slot in the closed door and fell at Anna's feet.  She bent, picked it up, and read through it.  "You're clean," she said, then placed the paper into a file folder that was open on the countertop.  "No diseases."

"Can I get dressed now?" I asked. 

"No."  Anna picked up the bundle of my clothes and put them into one of the wooden cabinets.  "You'll be wearing this for the rest of the evening."  She opened up a closet drawer and removed what looked like a heap of black material.  "You're lucky," she commented.  "Usually the Mistress just has everyone be naked."  

I picked up the material and found that it was a black corset and thong, with a sheer skirt to wear over it.  "I put this on now?" I asked.

She nodded, and again didn't leave.

It took me a few minutes to put everything on.  Everything fit, which I found strange at first.  "How do you know my size?"

Anna looked momentarily proud.  "I'm very good at what I do," she said.  "And you're a size eight in shoes as well, right?"  She handed me a pair of tall heels out of another cabinet drawer.  "Put these on."

I felt ridiculous.  It wasn't sexy, just ridiculous, and I was starting to think that I was the dumbest person imaginable for getting myself into this.  I could lose my job for this.  My job, my reputation, everything.  What if this place was being videotaped?

After I had been properly attired to look like a two-dollar hooker, Anna opened up a back door leading out of the examination room.  It was a staircase.  "You'll go down these stairs," she said, "and wait in the center of the room.  He'll be there shortly."

Maneuvering down the stairs in stiletto heels made me hope once more that there was no videotaping going on.  I walked down the spiral staircase into another hallway.  At the end of the hallway was just one door.  I opened it and entered.

The room was small, more like a bedroom than a prison cell.  It looked like Marco's chamber.  Everything was lit with candles and the room was warmer than I had expected.  Still, I found myself shivering.  The large bed was the focus of the room, a four-poster bed covered with a soft down comforter.  I sat down on it, sinking into the surface.  They hadn't told me what to do when I got down here, so I just sat and waited.  While I sat and waited, I looked around the room.

There were no manacles on the walls here, nor any strange torture implements that I could see.  There were several cabinets that looked to have been locked, and a large chest on the floor next to me.  I ran a hand over the surface, but figured I wasn't supposed to open it, so I didn't.  

There was another entrance to the room.  There was a side door that I hadn't come through.  I knew he would enter through that door, and the anticipation was driving me crazy.

As the moments passed, I noted that the anticipation was getting me aroused.  I added it to the mental checklist of sensory experiences that were new.  I wanted to remember this so I could be a good dominant.  Keeping the submissive waiting gets them horny.  
But as a few more moments passed, the horniness was laced with annoyance.  When was he going to get here?

Just as I thought I should just lay down and go to sleep, the side door clicked open.  I jumped at the sound, goosebumbs breaking out all over my body.  I was excited.  I was more excited than I had been in a long time.  I licked my dry lips, heart pounding, all in the seconds that it took him to open the door.

He was very handsome.  That was the first thing I noticed.  Tall, with dark hair that fell lazily over his brow.  He was clean-shaven, with a strong jaw, dark eyes, and soft-looking lips.  I licked my lips again.  He was older than me.  He must have been in his mid-thirties, not much older, but a little bit.  He was wearing a button-down silk black shirt tucked into black slacks.  What was it with this place and black?  There was something folded in his back pocket.  I realized it was my agreement, and my heart pounded a little more.  He didn't say anything, just entered the room and closed the door behind him.  I heard a lock click shut over the blood rushing in my ears.  Funny how just the anticipation could make me so nervous.
He looked me up and down, still not speaking.  He was appraising me like a piece of meat, or like his next conquest.  It was unnerving.

"So," he said at last, and his voice was rich chocolate.  "You're Hannah."

"Yes," I answered.

"You will address me as 'Master' or 'Sir' at all times," he said immediately.

"Yes, sir," I stammered, amazed at how naturally it fell out of my mouth.

"Tonight," he said, "you are my property to do with as I choose.  I will test your limits and I will make you want me like no woman has ever wanted a man before.  By the time I'm done, you'll be begging me to make you come."
His words were making me wet.  Another mental note, from the part of my brain that hadn't yet shut down.  Telling the submissive what you were going to do was very, very arousing to the submissive.  Maybe it was arousing for the dominant, too.  His eyes were dark and brooding, just like every stereotype I'd ever read about in cheesy romance novels, and he certainly looked aroused.
"You won't need those clothes," he said brusquely, taking a key out of his pocket along with my agreement.  He set my agreement down on the end table and used the key to unlock each cabinet, then the trunk.  When he saw I wasn't moving, he stopped.  "I said get undressed," he snapped.  "Don't make me tell you again."

I hastily pulled off the heels and dropped them on the floor, then unwrapped the silk skirt and also let that fall.
I was reaching for my corset when he came over to me.  "Stop," he said softly, and his tone was completely different.  "Let me do it."

I shivered as his hands brushed across my collarbones, then gently unfastened each stay on the corset.  He parted it and let it fall to the floor.  His lips dipped down to nuzzle my ear, and my knees almost buckled right then and there.  He hooked his thumbs in the waistband of my underwear and pulled them down and off me.  Then he slowly nuzzled his way back up to my mouth and drew my lips under his.

My resistance melted completely.  Did I sign some sort of waver about kissing?  Was that on the form?  I didn't care anymore as his tongue flicked against mine, sipping from my lips.  That low moan I heard was mine, I realized, but it felt too good to be embarrassed.

His lips returned to my ear.  "You're going to like this," he whispered.  "But first, you need a safe word."
"Red means stop," I said softly.  "And yellow to slow down." 
"Red means stop.  Yellow means slow down."  He repeated it to me, and I nodded.  He was almost smiling as he kissed me again.
I didn't notice I was back on the bed until I was on my back and he was still kissing me, leaning over me like a lover.  This was not at all what I expected.  I certainly wasn't about to kiss strange men, and if they thought I was going to, well, they had another thing coming.  But his kisses were so good… how many women had he done this for?

He stepped back abruptly and looked at me.  "Lay down all the way."
I did as he requested, laying back on the soft pillows, my body dying for more of his touch.  He opened the chest next to me and came back out with something I couldn't see.  I looked over as he took my wrist in his hand and fastened a soft velvet wrist cuff around it.  He wrapped the cuff with a long cord and secured it, then pulled my wrist up to the bedpost and fastened it there.  I pulled, but couldn't move.  This was getting serious.  What if he decided to rape me?  I couldn't do anything about it.  Somehow, though, I knew this wouldn't go beyond my agreement.  I trusted Felicity.  I had a copy of a legal contract, anyway, and that was enough.

The same was done with the other wrist before I knew it.  I was stretched out quite far, and suddenly self-conscious of my nakedness.  I drew my knees together.

He only smirked.  "How do you feel?"

"Nervous," I responded.

His smile faded.  "That would be 'Nervous, Sir,'" he corrected, and he suddenly pinched my nipple.  Hard.  I yelped, tears coming to my eyes at the unexpected pain.

"I'm sorry, sir," I said automatically.

"You won't make that mistake again," he said.  He stepped back.  "Now, the rules are as follows: I will only stop with your safe words.  You can beg me and plead for me to stop and I won't listen, but if you give your safe word, I will respond immediately.  Do not forget your safe word.  What is it?"
"Red means stop.  Yellow means slow down."  I said it automatically, then added, "sir," hastily.

He smiled a little.  "Okay, then."

One of the cabinet doors opened, and I caught a glimpse of all sorts of strange paraphenalia.  I strained to see, but couldn't.  He removed a camera and walked over to me.  I suddenly wished I could cover myself up, and strained to pull my arms closed.  He didn't seem to notice as he snapped a few close shots.

"Spread your legs," he said.

I hesitated, but then remembered the nipple twisting.  That had hurt more than I expected, and I didn't want to do it again.  I realized that a spanking from this man wouldn't be all fun and games.  I lifted my knees and parted them, exposing myself.  He took a close-up picture of my pussy and I almost died from the shame of it.  What would happen to that film?

"I'll bet those references of yours would be interested in this film," he said calmly, setting the camera aside.

"No," I gasped out automatically.  I didn't want those pictures getting out.

"Did I give you permission to speak, slave?" he said harshly, and I flinched.

"No, sir."  Was that meek little sound my voice?  What was it about this man that made me submissive?  Of course, being tied to the bed could have something to do with it.

"You give me some very interesting options," he said, pointedly looking over my agreement.  "This might take a while."

He knelt on the bed in between my legs, and I was again reminded of my nakedness next to his clothed presence.  He looked me up and down, then touched my face with one fingertip.  The contact was electric, running straight down my body, and I jumped.

"A little sensitive, are we?" he asked, now using both hands to run down my neck and chest.  He traced circles around my breasts, avoiding the nipples, which had drawn up into sensitive peaks because of the stimulation.  Then he quickly flicked his fingers over them.  I jumped again.  He didn't say anything.  He traced his fingers down my ribcage, then tickled me.

I gasped, trying to escape.  It was like tiny spiders crawling all over me.  I hated being tickled.  Why did I check "Yes" for tickling?  Being tickled was miserable.
"Would you like me to stop?" he asked.

"Yes, sir," I begged, panting.

"Say please."

"Please," I begged.  "Please stop tickling me."

And he stopped.  I didn't really expect him to, and it almost disappointed me.  I was surprised at my own feelings on the matter.

"Spread your legs," he commanded again, and I obeyed him without thought.  He looked down at me, then one hand brushed gently up over my cleft. 
It was like an electric shock running through my body, and I gasped, arching off the bed.  He did it again, his thumb stopping to circle my clit a few times.  I closed my eyes.  There were little mewing noises escaping my throat, but I couldn't stop it. 
He stopped touching me as suddenly as he started, and I was left gasping for breath.  He stood up and walked away from the bed.  I was confused.  Where was he going?  Wasn't he going to touch me anymore?

"I think you want more," he said unnecessarily.  "Do you want more?"

"Yes, sir," I said, nodding.  I sounded ridiculous.  I sounded groveling.  But I was being honest and I wanted him to touch me again.

"I can either tickle you some more, or you can suck my cock and I'll keep touching you."
I stared at him, for a moment not sure if he was serious.  When he didn't say anything else, I assumed he was.  But it was fair: he was giving me a choice with something I'd said "Maybe" to.

"I want you to keep touching me, sir," I said softly.

He walked over to me.  "Tell me what you want to do for it," he whispered.

"I want to… suck your… cock," I whispered, embarrassed.  My whole face heated.  I had never talked dirty like this.

"I didn't hear you," he said.  "I think you want to be tickled."

"No!" I gasped.  I didn't want any more tickling.  "Please let me suck your cock.  I want to suck your cock."  How quickly did this happen, that I was submissive with a few fingertip flicks over my clit?

He untied the cords from the headboard, but left the cuffs on my wrists.  He pulled me up, not hard enough to hurt, and quickly tied my hands behind my back again.

"Kneel," he directed.  I knelt down in front of him awkwardly, hoping this wasn't going to be too difficult.  It had been a pretty long time.
He unzipped his pants, not bothering to remove them, and freed a larger-than-average piece of anatomy.  It wasn't that bad-looking, for a penis.  I mean, penises in general weren't very attractive, but for a penis, this one was kind of nice.  I wished I'd had use of my hands as I leaned awkwardly forward and put my mouth over the tip.  He tasted a little salty.  I tentatively sucked harder, taking more of him into my mouth.  I swirled my tongue around the tip, something my first boyfriend had really liked.
"Suck harder."

I did as he commanded, sucking harder.  He put his hand on the back of my head and thrust into my mouth, going just far enough but not enough to make me gag.

"That's right," he grunted.  "Good little cock-sucker, aren't you?"

His words made me wet, and I was embarrassed to admit it.  His dirty talk was really getting to me.  
"Oh, yeah, baby," he said.  He reached down and twisted my nipples, not hard enough to hurt, but hard enough that I gasped.  His movements were getting erratic, and I sucked harder, desperate to make him come.  I normally wouldn't care one way or the other, but I knew that if I made him happy, he would be good to me.  I wanted him to be good to me.

I swallowed when he came.  Not that I had an option, since he wasn't withdrawing from my mouth, but swallowing was just easier.  It had never bothered me in the past.  

When he was done, he pulled out and looked at me.  I didn't look up at him, both a little embarrassed, and afraid he would see the eagerness in my eyes.

"Stand up," he said, and I awkwardly got to my feet, which were falling asleep.  They were starting to get pins and needles, and I shifted back and forth.  I wanted him to pleasure me.  Or punish me.  At this point, either of the two options was likely to arouse me just as much as the other.
"Lay back down on the bed," he said.  I did as he asked, climbing unsteadily onto the soft mattress and laying back down.  My bound hands were pressing into my back rather unpleasantly, and I would rather he have untied them, but I figured that it wouldn't be a good idea to say that.  
"Do your wrists hurt?" he asked.  

I nodded.  "Yes, sir," I said.

"Good.  There should be a little pain."  He got off the bed and rummaged around in the chest next to me, pulling out something on a long chain.  I swallowed when I saw what was in his hands.  Nipple clamps.

I had agreed to those, I remembered.  And really, I was excited about trying them out.  They held a lot of promise.  I could see that they were designed with a little adjustable screw on top to tighten or loosen them, and the ends had little rubber tips to keep the metal from biting into my skin.  Well, that was nice, at least.

"Do you know what these are?" he asked, smiling and kneeling next to me on the bed.

"Yes, sir," I said.  "They're nipple clamps."

"And what should I do with nipple clamps?" he asked, tracing a finger between my breasts, which I now noticed were thrust forward because my arms were tied behind me.

"You," I hesitated, then went for it.  "You should put them on me."
He smiled again.  "Okay," he said and leaned over me.

There was a gentle pinch, then a sharper one as he attached the first clip.  I gasped involuntarily.  The sensation was stronger than I thought it was going to be, but not altogether unpleasant.  I closed my eyes and bit my lip as he repeated it on the other side.

"Tell me you like it," he whispered, but his voice never lost that commanding tone.

"I like it," I whispered, and it was true.  He took up the chain between the clamps and tugged a little on it, and tiny needles of pain shot through me even as I felt my body throbbing for more.  Is this why?  Is this what true submissives got out of it, this pleasurable pain?  Why did losing control feel so good?

He suddenly thrust two fingers inside me, and I yelped and squeezed my eyes shut.  Not because it hurt, but because it didn't.  It felt amazingly good.  He rubbed upward, pressing against my g-spot even as his thumb circled my clit.  I felt an orgasm approaching, which was infinitely surprising, since I was usually unable to come without a lot more stimulation.
"Not so fast," he warned, easing off.  "I'm not through with you yet.  You've been very bad, you know.  You keep defying me.  When I tell you to do something, you aren't supposed to hesitate.  When I ask you a question, you should answer me immediately.  I think you need a little reminder that you are still my slave."  

He lifted me bodily, one hand under my knees and one beneath my shoulders, and unceremoniously set me down again on my knees on the bed.  

"Lay on your stomach," he demanded, and I eased down slowly so as not to throw myself on my face.  My wrists had begun to grow numb, and even though the weight was off them, being tied like this was very uncomfortable.  I flexed my fingers as I lowered myself onto my stomach.  I cried out when my nipples made contact with the surface of the bed, twisting the clips at an odd angle and sending a new wave of sensations through my body.

Without saying anything, he pulled on the wrist restraints and loosened them just enough for him to slip a finger in between the velvet and my wrist, but not enough that I could remove my hands.  It was just enough to make them stop hurting.  I made a note to remember that.  Pay attention to your submissive.
 "You have a very nice ass," he said, running his hand over it.
"Thank you, sir," I said meekly.  He ran his hand over the smooth skin of my ass, then just as suddenly brought his hand down on it in a hard slap.  I yelped.
"You can make as much noise as you want," he said.  "But you are going to get ten slaps whether you like it or not."  Then he brought his hand down on me again.

Normally, I suppose it wouldn't have been so bad, because he wasn't really slapping that hard.  But every slap pressed my nipples into the fabric and made me yelp again as little needles pressed into me.

Halfway through, he stopped and rubbed my cleft.  "This is getting you excited," he said, and I buried my face in the pillow as he slapped me another time.

"She doesn't take it very well, does she?"

The voice was unfamiliar, and my head jerked up to see a strange woman in the room.  She was wearing a vinyl bustier and skirt with knee-high boots, and she was sitting in a corner near the door, tapping her fingers on her bare knee.  Her long red hair was tumbling loose around her shoulders, and she looked a little bored.  
"At least she's not crying," my dominant responded, and slapped me again.  He didn't know I was biting my lip to keep from crying, not so much because it hurt (even though it did hurt) but because it was humiliating to be spanked like a five year old, and even more humiliating to be watched while it was happening.  Humiliating, but arousing at the same time.  It was a day for strange contradictions.
"Count the last three," he ordered, and he slapped me again.

"Eight," I said, trying to keep my voice steady.  "Nine," I continued, and then  "Ten."  And it was done.

He patted my head lightly, like I was some sort of pet, and I felt my hands being swiftly untied.  "Sit up," he demanded, and I did as he said, rubbing my wrists, the chain between the nipple clamps swinging as I moved.

He didn't introduce the woman.  I wasn't sure why I expected him to, since he didn't even introduce himself.  I didn't know his name or anything.  

"I think it's time for this."  

It was the woman speaking.  I looked over as she emerged from the trunk with a dildo, roughly the size of Mr. Blue in my bottom drawer back home.  This probably should have upset me, or embarrassed me, but at this point I just wanted to be fucked by something.  Silicone was an acceptable substitute.
She tossed it on the bed next to me and went back to sit on the chair.  

"I think you're right," he said, picking up the dildo and examining it.  "Here," he said, handing it to me.  "You know what to do with this.  Lay down."

I did as he asked, laying on my back on the soft bed and testing the texture of the phallus in my palm.  I could do this.  It was just like being at home.  Just like phone sex with Tom Wook the credit card authorization man.  Even less weird than phone sex, because I wasn't going to describe what I was doing.

And yet… somehow this was weirder than everything else.  Why?  Because no one was "forcing" me to do it?  Maybe that was it.  I didn't mind being spanked and tied up and fingered, because I couldn't "help" anything that happened to me.  I just had to submit.

Here, though, I didn't have to submit.  I had the choice.  (Well, I always had the choice, but now without the bondage, it wasn't such a predetermined choice.)
"Well?" she said impatiently, recrossing her legs.  "Get on with it already."

"Put it in you," he directed bluntly.  "Fuck yourself with it."

I rubbed it against myself, enjoying the sensation and closing my eyes.

"Keep your eyes open," he barked suddenly, and I obeyed.  

Slowly I slid the hard shaft into my pussy, licking my lips as it rubbed against every good spot on the way.  When it was in as far as it would go, I slid it a little bit out, then back in.  Ooh, this was good.  This was what I needed.

"Rub your clit."

I didn't need to be told twice.  My right hand rubbed in between my folds, finding my nub as my left hand moved the dildo.  It wasn't going to take long.

"Gee, have you done this before?" he knelt in between my legs, not touching, just watching.  "Keep your eyes on me.  And don't come."

What the hell kind of direction was that?  Wasn't that the point of this?  I was annoyed.  The annoyance was quickly replaced with more horniness, though, and I couldn't deny that I wanted that orgasm very, very badly.

"Don't stop rubbing until I tell you to," he directed, and leaning over me, twisted the little screw on the top of each nipple clamp.

I had almost forgotten about them until he did that, but the motion brought a fresh jab of pain through me and with it, a fresh jolt of arousal.  I had to rub more gently to keep from orgasming.  I watched him, and he watched me watching him.  It was highly erotic, charged with sexual energy, and I could almost forget the situation.  I could imagine him my lover.

"Stop," he directed, and I jumped.  He took my wrists in his hands and lifted them away, leaving the dildo as it was.  What was he going to do?  He moved up to straddle my waist, pinning my hands on either side of my head and holding them there.  The velvet cuffs were replaced around my wrists, more quickly this time, and my hands re-bound together over my head.  This was familiar somehow.  It wasn't frightening anymore, but arousing instead.  Arousal without the fear.
He stayed kneeling over me, blocking my vision, but then I felt movement between my legs and I jumped again.  I did a lot of jumping, it seems now.  Lots of jumping.
He smiled at the confused, aroused expression on my face as I felt the dildo pushed in deeper, then pulled out and pushed in again.  It was the woman.  He was holding me down and she was fucking me.  There were smooth, delicate fingers tracing over my folds, finding my clit and pinching it.  I whimpered.  Oh, it was good.  
A sudden tug on the chain connecting the nipple clamps brought me back to reality.

"She's going to fuck you with that dildo," he whispered, bending down and kissing me on the lips.  "And I'm going to torture these cute little nipples of yours until you come.  But I'm going to tell you when to come, and don't you try to do it before I let you or you'll be begging for a spanking like that one you had earlier.  Got it?"

"Yes, sir," I nodded, gasping to speak as the rubbing on my clit became more insistent.  He pulled on my clamps, tweaking the nipples, which were now red and swollen.  Oh, an orgasm would be very good at this point.  The dildo was moving in and out so nicely, but the rubbing had suddenly stopped on my clit.  That was a good thing, because a few more seconds and I would have been hard-pressed to stop the orgasm.  
"Do you want to come?" he whispered, tugging on my nipples.

"Yes, sir," I said.

"I'm not convinced."  He was nuzzling my breasts now, sucking the tips around the nipple clamps, licking the soft skin and making me moan.  The gentle brushing touch between my legs was replaced with something warm, soft, and very wet.  Oh God… oh, she was sucking on me.  She was sucking on my clit and I couldn't get away, holding down my legs, my arms tied… oh, the helplessness was mind blowing and I wanted just one thing, one thing, one thing to end it all.

"Please," I was keening.  "Oh, please let me come."  It was getting too hard to fight.  In a few moments permission wouldn't matter.  "Please, sir, let me come.  I'm begging you."
"Do you need it?"

"Yes, I need it.  I need it!"  I was pulling at the bonds, anything to end this.  The orgasm was fluttering there, just out of reach, and every time I was almost there, she lifted her mouth away.
"Tell me you need me."  He was looking into my eyes now.
"I need you."

"Tell me you're my slut.  Tell me you're my slave.  Tell me I own you."

"Yes!"  It was so close, so close that I could taste it.  "I'm your slut, oh, your slave!  I'll do anything.  Please!  You're my master.  My master.  I belong to you."

"Only to me."

"Only to you!"

"Okay," he whispered, one hand on each breast.  He pulled the clamps off my breasts.  "Come for me, Hannah."

There was a white-hot flash of pain that rushed through my body as the blood ran back into my nipples, and I came hard around the shaft of the dildo as she sucked firmly on my clit.  Everything faded away and there was the pleasure, just waves of pleasure and the mind-numbing potency of orgasm.  I was dimly aware of the strain of the fabric on my wrists as I arched, his mouth against mine, my cries muffled against his lips.
When I opened my eyes, she had left as if she'd never been there.  She had been there, of course, because I hadn't imagined it.  He was untying my wrists and I was drooling.  Blushing, I closed my mouth and wiped my face on the pillow.

"I…" I began, but he placed a finger over my lips as he set the dildo in a shallow basin next to the trunk and put the clamps and bondage cuffs away.
"It's okay," he whispered, taking me in his arms.

I was crying.  Why was I crying? 
"It's normal," he said.  "They all cry at first."

I wanted him to hold me.  I didn't want him to let go.  I didn't know his name, I didn't know anything about him, but I knew that if he left at that moment I would be useless to everyone.

"When you calm down a little," he said, wiping the tears away with his thumb, "I'll explain these feelings to you."

"Why…" I stammered.  "Why do I feel so close to you?"

He smiled.  "I will always be your first Master.  And probably your only one, since you're going to be a dominant.  And a good one, at that.  But your first Master is the first person who brings those feelings out that you didn't know you had, and there will always be an attachment there.  It will be hard to get over, I'm warning you."

I nodded.  That was easy to understand.  I felt more attached to that man at that moment than I had felt to anyone since Bob before he turned into Roberta-Bob.  
"Here, put your clothes back on."  He opened a door in the cabinet, and I was surprised to find my clothes in there.

"I dropped those off upstairs," I said.

"It's a little laundry chute," he explained.  "Brings your clothes down here without making us send someone up to get it."

I felt a little better once I was dressed.  Better, and embarrassed.  

He extended a hand, which seemed way too formal for the man who had just brought me to mind-blowing orgasm.  "My name is Daniel."
"Daniel," I repeated, but it didn't fit.  He didn't look like a Daniel.  "You don't look like a Daniel," I began, then hastily added "sir" because it felt right.

He laughed.  "It's over," he said, stroking my hair.  "Don't call me 'Sir' anymore.  But no one calls me Daniel.  I'm Dante to my clients."

"Dante."  That fit better.  "Like the inferno." 

He nodded.  "Yes, like the inferno.  I guess you can say it's my stage name, so to speak.  You'll probably want to come up with your own."

"What's wrong with Hannah?" I was a little defensive of my name.

He grinned.  "Hannah doesn't really sound like the name of a Dominatrix.  That, and you'll want to avoid being stalked."
That was something I hadn't forseen.  "What do you mean… stalked?"

Dante sighed, running a hand through his perfectly shaggy hair.  "Well, it happens more to the female doms than the male doms.  Sometimes you get a client that gets a little more attached than normal.  We try to avoid that by switching up the doms, but it still happens.  When you get a client that gets clingy, he'll try to find you, and it's easier if he doesn't know your real name.
"Oh."  This was a little more serious than I imagined.  Getting attached.  I could see myself getting attached.  I already was attached, who was I kidding?  He was rubbing my head, his hands so gentle, and it had been a long time since I'd been touched by a man in any way, let alone the way he'd been touching me for the last several hours.  I wanted him to kiss me.  He looked down into my eyes, and it was all I wanted.  I closed my eyes and waited.
Abruptly, he stood up.  "Hannah," he said, "we can't do this.  You're still coming out of sub space and you're extremely vulnerable."

Normally, I would have snapped back about not being vulnerable, but the snap just wasn't in me.  "What's sub space?" I asked.

"Sub space," he explained, still standing a safe distance away, "is that place where your brain is taken over by your body and you'll do anything to get fulfillment."
"Yeah."  I reflected.  "I've been there."  I felt my face heat, thinking of the things I said and the way I acted.  "Oh, God."  I put my face in my hands.  

"Hey, it's okay."  He was smiling as he sat back down.  "It's normal.  It happens to everybody the first time.  For submissives, it happens every time.  That's what makes it pleasurable.  It's a heightened state of receptiveness."
I sighed.  "I feel like an idiot.  An amazingly satisfied idiot."  His smell was arousing me again, and I kept my fingers tightly interwoven in my lap.  I noticed that he was avoiding touching me any more.  He didn't want me to get attached.
"Here," he said, standing and motioning me to stand up.  "Would you like to watch someone else?"
"Oh, I don't know if I can," I protested.  "This soon?"

"I think now is the best time."  

I got to my feet.

"Come with me," he said, opening a side door.  I followed him down a short hallway lined with doors, and we walked into a small room with a large one-way mirror facing out.  

"Wait," I asked suddenly, my stomach turning.  "Was there a mirror in my room?"

"No," he assured me.

Something else made me uneasy, and I couldn't put my finger on it, until… oh.

"What about the camera?" I asked quickly. 

"No film."  He closed the door behind us.  With the door closed and the lights off, I could see into the room in front of us.  There was a young woman kneeling in the center of the floor, hands tied behind her back, her long blonde hair braided in one long tress behind her.
"Can she hear us?" I whispered.

"No," he answered.  "It's soundproof."

"Who is she?" I asked.  She was younger than me, only in her early twenties, but she didn't look frightened at all.  She looked at peace.

"Her name is Myra.  She's a client here.  Been coming every since her twenty first birthday, I believe.  She's a lifestyle submissive."

I was unfamiliar with the term, and told him so.

"A lifestyle submissive," he said, "makes this a part of their life every day.  She lives here."

"That must get expensive."

"She works here to pay part of the cost."  He pointed.  "Notice her bracelets and necklace."

It was a collar, not a necklace, made of the same smooth metal that I'd seen on the maid and the nurse.  "So that means…" I began.

"They're indebted to Felicity."  He nodded.  "Myra is one of the cooks here.  This is not her room.  She sleeps in another chamber, but this is the discipline room for her."

"Who is her Master?" I asked.

"She is a lifestyle submissive, but she answers to many masters.  There are three men here who are her dominants.  I am one of them."

I was surprised and ashamed of the sudden jealousy that welled up inside me when he said that.  I wanted Dante for my own, but I wasn't ready to admit that to myself.
The door opened behind Myra, but she didn't look up.  A tall black man entered, naked from the waist up, his muscular torso hairless and taut.  He was wearing black leather pants that accented his tight ass and sizeable package.  I caught myself staring.

"Slave."

His voice made me jump, deep and rumbly, and I looked up to see that there was a speaker mounted in the corner.

"It's piped in," Dante said, having a seat on the couch in front of the window.  I sat next to him, wanting to touch him, but instead watching the scene in front of me.

"Yes, Master."  Myra didn't look up.  

"Why are you here?"

"Because I disobeyed you, Master," Myra responded, and her voice was shaking slightly.  

"What did you do?"  He walked around to face her, his hands on his hips.

"I touched myself, sir, when you told me not to."  She still wouldn't raise her eyes.

"And why did you touch yourself?"

"Because I was horny, Master.  I wanted you to fuck me."

"Whose decision is it when I fuck you?"

"It is yours, sir."

He grabbed her by the braid and pulled her head back, forcing her to look up at him.  "Who owns this mouth, slut?"

"You do, Master," she responded.

He dropped her hair, and she lowered her head again.  "Yes, I do.  And who owns your pussy?"

"You do, Master," she repeated.

"And I will tell you what you can and cannot do with it.  Now stand up."
She stood stiffly, having obviously been kneeling for some time on the hard floor.  I could see that her knees were red.

"That's Apollo," Dante said, and I repressed a giggle.  The names were just a little too "American Gladiators" for me.  "He'll never say it, but Myra is one of his favorites."

Apollo went to the cabinet, then returned with a large knife.  I put my hand over my mouth, but he only sliced through the ropes binding Myra's wrists.  She kept her hands there.

"Lay on the frame," he ordered.

Myra walked over to the machine in the center of the room, which was shaped like a T supported parallel to the ground.  The bottom of the T was padded, and I could see why as she put her hips against it and stretched herself out, reaching her arms out to either side and holding the end of the T as she spread her legs.  Apollo quickly tied her wrists to the ends of the T and her ankles to the wide supports, so Myra was spread-eagled and bound bend at the waist.
There was another exchange between them, and he took something off the wall.  It was a long, thin reed: a cane.  I shuddered.
He made her count to twenty, one for each swish of the cane.  When he finished, her back and buttocks were covered with long red lines, and she was crying.  My heart twisted.

"I can't do that to someone," I told Dante.

"Not everyone does the caning thing," he said.  "Some people aren't into the spanking at all, in any form.  Myra's into it."

After the caning, Apollo rubbed some sort of numbing salve into the welts.

"It's good stuff," Dante commented.  "Takes most of the sting away.  We buy it by the caseload."

"Oh," I said suddenly, because I had looked away for a moment only to find Apollo fucking Myra.  Her head was turned toward us, and there was a look of sheer ecstacy on her face.  Was that what I looked like?  She looked like she was in complete bliss.  Then, he was rubbing something else onto her, withdrawing, and…

"Oh," I said.  "He's…"
"…fucking her ass," Dante finished, nodding.

I stared, open-mouthed, watching the display inside the room.  How could that be pleasurable?  But she seemed to be enjoying it, her mouth open, her eyes closed, fists clenching around the ends of the T.  Apollo was slapping her ass and pinching her nipples and she was begging for more.

He didn't make her wait for her orgasm.  After she came, he came, then pulled out and cleaned up, throwing away the condom and leaving her tied to the T-frame.  He walked back over with a few things from the trunk next to the T-frame (were there trunks in every room?) and pushed a large-sized plug into her ass, then strapped a small vibrator over her clit and turned it on.  I could hear the dim buzzing in the stillness.  He told her to keep everything where it was, and then he left the room.

"How long will he leave her like that?" I asked.

"Until she learns her lesson," he responded.  "Probably about a half-hour or so.  Maybe longer."

I watched for a few minutes as Myra went into several more orgasms, thrusting her hips against the T-frame and making incoherent noises (as I had likely done).
"Nothing more to see here," Dante said, getting up and leaving the room.  I followed him.  "Now, for something a little different."

The next room we went in was the same as the last, one-way mirror, couch, and speaker.  This time it was a man who was submitting to a female dominant, a rather nice change.  So this is more of what I'd be doing.
It was the woman who had been in my room, I realized as she turned to face the mirror.  The man was licking her boots.  Hmm, that was interesting.  He was untied, not wearing a collar or bracelets.  So not a lifestyle sub.  Just a client.  I wondered how much he was paying to submit to that woman.  Probably a lot.

I instinctively didn't like her, and I wasn't sure why.  Probably because she had seen me so vulnerable.  It was embarrassing.  I was glad she couldn't see me sitting there.

Then she was sitting on the edge of the bed and he was eating her out under her skirt.  Hmm.  Again, interesting.  She was obviously enjoying it, holding his head there until she had an orgasm while we watched.  Then she had him get up and she let him jerk off, alternating between tugging mercilessly on a cord wrapped around his balls and slapping his ass with a many-stranded flogger.  At last he came, moaning her name.  He called her Venus.

Venus, what a completely unoriginal name.  Appropriate, though, given her occupation.

"So do you do this full time?" I asked Dante, beginning to feel more like myself again and less like an adoring servant.
He nodded.  "I used to be an auto mechanic," he confessed, looking a little sheepish.  "This started as just a hobby.  But I got to be known in some circles as a responsible dominant, and before you know it my phone was ringing off the hook with clients.  I brought them to Felicity, and together we started this place.  It went so well that I quit my job, and now I do this full-time."
"How do you keep it from becoming your life?  Doesn't it mess with your head after a while?"

He shrugged.  "I'm not sure.  It's always been part of my life, so to say it messes with your head, well, I've always been messed up.  But if I get particularly screwed up, I let someone dominate me for a session."

"Oh."  I licked my lips unconsciously at the thought of Dante naked and writhing beneath me.

We left the room as Venus was finishing up, and Dante took me upstairs out of the basement and into a normal sitting room.  He was still wearing his black outfit and I was back in my banking clothes.
"Tomorrow," he said, "you'll learn to dominate someone on your own.  You'll want something to wear."

I nodded.  "I already have something."

"Good," he said.  "Now I need to talk to Felicity.  Wait here."

He left the room, and I was alone for a few minutes, left looking around.  A few minutes stretched into fifteen, and Felicity came back alone.

"Dante has highly recommended you, and I think you can begin right away."  She sat down.  "You'll be training for the rest of the week, and we'll pay half your starting rate to do so.  If you work out all right, by the end of the week we'll begin your pay on regular rates.  I can offer you a thousand dollars a week."
I choked.  Fifty two thousand dollars a year was a lot more than I was making as a teller at the bank.  It wasn't glorious retirement money, but it was a nice sum nonetheless.

"So I'll get paid five hundred dollars for this week?" I choked out.

She smiled.  "Yes."

"How much do you make here?"

"Enough."  She looked around.  "We employ a fairly large staff here, so we need to be expensive to make a profit after all our expenses."  Felicity looked thoughtful, her eyes on the empty wall.  "Oh, yes.  Dante."  She looked me in the eyes.  "Don't mistake tonight for anything more than it was: the beginning of your training.  Don't make it mean more than that."
"Okay," I agreed softly, swallowing.  That was going to be difficult.

"Now, if there's nothing else," she said, "you're free to go.  Be back tomorrow night, same time, same place.  And bring some appropriate clothing."

Suzanne was in my apartment when I got home.

"What are you doing here?" I asked, surprised and a little alarmed.  I hadn't given her a key.

"I got a key from the super," she explained.  "I told him I was your sister and I was here to feed the cats.  He knows you have cats, right?"

"Yes," I said.  "Nice to know that anyone can get in here."

"So tonight was your first night."  Her eyes bored into mine.  "Who was it?"

I hesitated.  What did I tell her?  I didn't know who she was in Felicity's little cast of kinky sex characters.  Well, this was the time to find out.  "It was Dante," I said, and I was surprised that my voice didn't shake and my face didn't blush.  Maybe this was progress.

"Ah, yes."  Felicity's eyes got reflective.  "I had Dante once."
Again, the surge of jealousy.  I repressed it.

"He's the best there, you know," she said.  "Of the men.  Dante gets most of the new people."
"So who are you?" I asked, hanging up my coat and joining her on the couch.  "What do you do for Felicity?"

"I'm…" Suzanne hesitated.  "Well, I guess I'm a sub."
"You?"  I was incredulous.  "I was sure you were a dom."

She shrugged, a sly smile on her face.  "I started as a dom.  But that first session really got to me, and I never got over it.  So I became a client."

"You don't have a collar," I noticed.

"That's because I don't live there," she explained.  "But I keep the books for Felicity.  I'm a payroll supervisor.  And as such, I get treatment for free."  She was still smiling, smugly even.  Happy.  Content.  

"So, who did your first session?" I asked calmly, leaning back against the couch cushions.
"Dante," she said after a pause.  "He's quite incredible, isn't he?  Did you have him alone, or did someone else come in?"

"Venus came in," I said, and my face heated unexpectedly.  Damn.  I thought I was over that.

Suzanne smiled.  "I didn't know you swing that way," she said, and she looked a little too interested for my comfort.

"I don't," I said hastily.  "I mean, I don't have any objection to it, but it's not something I'd want all the time."

She just nodded, but that little smile didn't really leave her face.

"So," I said, still trying to regroup my thoughts, "how long have you been doing this?"

"About two years now," Suzanne confessed.  "Well, on and off for the first year, before I became full time.  I've been full time for a little over a year."

"And you're happy like this?" I asked incredulously.  "I mean, don't you want to find a steady relationship?"

She hesitated, and I could tell she was choosing her words very carefully.   "Well," she said after a pause, "I guess I do.  But some of the relationships I've formed with the dominants, well, they're almost like marriage in a way."
"But they're NOT marriage."  I looked at her.  "You're not monogamous, and you're not starting families, and you don't even live together."

"It doesn't matter."  She dismissed the question with a wave of her hand.  "For right now, this is what I want.  Now do you have any coffee around here, or what?"
We ended up talking for half the night.  I finally made her go home about three in the morning, but I didn't really want to.  It was nice to have someone I could actually talk to about these strange feelings and have them understand.  Not like any of my other friends, the few that I had, or my family.  God, no, not my family.  They could never know about this or I would be ostracized from all future family social gatherings, and I was looking forward to that Thanksgiving turkey.

The morning came, as it always does, and I was staring at the ceiling of my bedroom in a sleepy stupor.  I had slept fitfully, despite the intense workout my body had received, and the morning found me unable to move for several minutes despite the klaxon blazing of my alarm clock.  Eventually I rolled over and shut it off (Bob had always said the alarm sounded like I was preparing for a Russian invasion) and got up to take a shower.  My muscles were sort in places they hadn't been sore in a long time, like my inner thighs, my forearms from where I'd pulled on the bonds, and my genitals themselves.  (Funny, why were genitals plural?  I only had one area, not two, and there was just one opening and one clitoris.  Maybe that was why: two areas of sensitivity.)
I lingered in the shower, not caring that I would have to rush through breakfast to get to work, only focusing on the sensations in my body and washing the accumulated sweat and grime away.  Eww, grime.  I eventually dragged myself out of the shower, styled my hair using the normal assortment of hair goop, and pulled on work clothes.  The business suit felt constrained.  I threw my vinyl catsuit in the back seat of the car under the emergency blanket and left my mean looking black boots on the back seat, their straps and buckles shining in the early morning sunlight.  I realized that I didn't even have time for a real breakfast, and resolved to grab one of those yummy McGriddles from the McDonalds up the street.  I hadn't had time to run that morning, either.  Boy, I was just turning into one big slug.
I got to work, settled into my station at the window, and spent a drearily uneventful day counting change and handling bank deposits.  This was the life that sucked.  Ah, yes, now I remembered.  Go to work, go home, play cards once in a while.  Not fun and I wanted to avoid it.  Maybe if this dominatrix job paid off okay, I could leave the bank.  But did I want it to become my life?  Would I be able to escape once I got involved?

On my lunch break, my cell phone rang.  That was highly unusual.  I didn't really give out my cell phone number.
"Hey, baby," said a soft voice on the other end of the phone.  "What are you doing?"

"I'm on my lunch break, Tom," I murmured, looking around me at the empty room.  "How did you get this number?"

"Oh, we the credit card company have plenty of ways of finding people," he said mysteriously, but I could tell that there was a smile in his voice.  "How's that night job coming?"

"It's coming," I said, trying not to give anything away as Mary Beth walked through the break room and into the bathroom.  

"Are you wearing that vinyl catsuit yet?"

"Not here," I said.  "I'm at the bank."

"Ah, but I'll bet you'll be wearing it tonight, won't you?"

It was all just a little bit creepy, but I couldn't put my finger on why.  Maybe because he always jumped right into sex when he called, no preamble, no asking about my day.

"I don't want to talk about this here," I said abruptly, then winced because I knew how I sounded: mean.

"Oh, okay," and his voice was back to normal.  Normal was immensely sexy, but normal was also not bedroom voice quality.  Not quite.  It could get there quite easily, though.
"So what do you want to talk about?" he asked, and from the sound on the other end of the phone he was eating something.  He didn't talk with his mouthful, but I could definitely hear him chewing.

"What are you eating?" I asked, looking regretfully down into my own bowl of instant Ramen noodles.  

"Chinese food," he said, swallowing.  "With chopsticks, because I'm talented like that."

I smiled despite myself.  He was probably very cute.  "What kind of chinese food?"

"Pork fried rice and orange chicken," he answered, and it made my stomach rumble.  Much better than ten-for-a-dollar Ramen noodles, which filled me up but still left me somehow unsatisfied.  There was enough sodium in one to kill a horse, so maybe that had something to do with it.  Of course, his Chinese food was probably just as full of sodium as my Ramen noodles.  Only his tasted better.

"Where did you get it?" I asked.

He laughed.  "What, you want some or something?  There's a little Chinese restaurant on the corner of Maple and Ash in downtown Springfield.  I thought for sure you would have found it at some point.  It's legendary."

"Mama Wok?" I asked, remembering that amazing chinese food I'd been given once at a business function and had sought after ever since on rainy nights when leftovers weren't cutting it.  "Oh, I love Mama Wok."

"We should meet there sometime," he said breezily.  "What are you doing tonight?"  Then before I could answer, he answered himself.  "Oh, night job.  Right.  Maybe I could pick you up after work."

Nice as this Tom Wook seemed, I wasn't ready for him to pick me up after work yet.  I didn't even know the guy, despite several phone calls and that one session of hot phone sex.  Mmm, hot phone sex.

"Nah," I refused gently.  "I don't know what time I'll be out."

"Maybe you could call me," he insisted, "and we could meet for a nightcap?"

"Okay," I agreed.  That wasn't so scary.  The bars would be busy on a Friday night, and it wouldn't be so frightening.  We wouldn't be so alone.

"What bar?" he asked.  "I really like the Night Hook on forty third and Pleasant."

"Night Hook?  I've never been, but it sounds like a murder mystery.  Let's go someplace else."  I scoured my memory.  I'd never been much of a bar person, not even in college, but I'd gone once or twice with grad school buddies.  "How about… oh, how about the French Pelican?"
"Okay, I can find that," he said.  After we made plans and I got his cell phone number, I reflected on what a strange name the French Pelican was for a bar.

Five thirty rolled around like it always does, and I was left with the evening's events spinning in my mind.  I had a vinyl catsuit in my backseat and a date after I played Dominatrix to strange men.  I wondered if Tom REALLY knew what I did with my evenings.  Maybe he thought I was a hooker.

I had a Turkey sub from the same place as the night before, the little sub place with the cute little green awning whose name escapes me now.  Then, finishing up, I drove to Felicity's castle.

It really was a castle.  I mean, no stone parapets or anything, but it was several stories high and it probable extended deep underground.  From the outside, it looked like one of those large rich houses that you always seen and are never sure you can afford, but you know your probably can't, but it was larger in the back.  The whole back yard, actually, was fenced in with tall stone walls, and you couldn't see what was back there unless you were actually walking out from inside the house.  There only seemed to be one external entrance to the back yard and that gate was solid wood.  How very interesting.

I parked in my usual spot and made my way up the front doors.  The maid let me in, and I watched her carefully, knowing that she did this job to pay for her indiscretions (or were they discretions?) at the hands of one of the dominants.  One or more of the dominants, I amended, since they seemed to work in teams.  I wondered what her family thought of all this, and what strange sexual compulsions led her to seek this lifestyle as the way to reach fulfillment.  I had all these profound thoughts in the time it took her to lead me down a hallway (what, were there hallways everywhere?) into a large sitting room.  

Felicity walked in a moment or so after I did, presumably having had been summoned by the maid or some other unseen lackey.  I had the vinyl catsuit in a briefcase and the boots in a brown paper bag.  I probably looked like a cross between a well-dressed grocery clerk and a business woman who had stopped to pick up some pre-cooked chicken for the way home.

"I see you have clothes," Felicity observed, looking from the bag to the briefcase.  "Why don't you put them on, and we'll take a look."  She drew out a changing screen, and I realized that I was in the same room where I'd first tried on the clothing she had pre-supplied.
I stepped out from behind the curtain in my catsuit with boots, feeling both ridiculous and sexy at the same time.  Was that possible?
She looked me up and down, scrutinizing, walking around me and studying my outfit (and my body) from every angle.  "It's very nice," she observed.  "Where did you pick it up?"

"Fantasy Leather in Northampton," I explained.  "It's a nice little shop."

"Yes, I do frequent that store," Felicity nodded.  "And we get all our toys from 'Oh, My,' which is a little sex boutique in the Maplewood shops.  We have an account with them.  Now how difficult is that to get on and off?"

"Not that bad," I said, shrugging.  It had a zipper up the back that I could stretch to reach myself, so I didn't need help putting it on.  
"Oh, easy access," she noticed, observing the zipper at the crotch of the outfit.  "Although you're going to find that the zipper gets caught in any pubic hair you have, so we advise shaving."

I already trimmed and shaved the edges, and told her so.  "And doesn't shaving itch?"

"Like you wouldn't believe," she nodded.  "But after the first day, you get used to it quite easily.  Pick up a nice gel like Bikini Zone or Bikini Plus, and you'll be all set."

"Okay," I observed, suddenly self-conscious.  "I'll do that."

"Do it this weekend," she corrected.  "You'll have a few days off to get used to it."  She did one more walk around, then nodded.  "Good.  Now, we're going to have you walk in and observe Jasmine and Marco.  You remember Marco from your first day?"
I did.  So he was to be my first victim.  Client, I amended.  Client.

"I haven't met Jasmine, yet," I said.  

"You'll meet her now," Felicity said with a smile.  "Now do you have a name for yourself?  I assume Dante told you about our little pseudonyms."

I nodded.  This was one of the things that had kept me up the night before.  "Artemis," I said.  

"Ah, Artemis," she said, nodding.  "The goddess of the hunt and virginity.  What an interesting choice."

I was surprised that she knew her Greek mythology that well.  "Yes," I said.  "I felt it was somehow appropriate, in that I'm new at this and can use as many goddesses on my side as possible."

She smiled.  "I think it's a good fit.  Now, if you'd like to follow me downstairs, we can go see Jasmine and Marco."
She opened a back door that led into another room, off of which was a hidden panel with spiraling staircase.  Apparently there were dozens of hidden passages in this house.  It would take me some time to learn them.

She led me to Marco's room, but turned right at the last minute into a side room.  "So all these rooms have two-way mirrors," I observed.  "But the one I was in last night does not."

"Well, it's a safety reason as much as anything else," Felicity explained, letting me into the small observation room and closing the door behind her.  "I make sure that everyone is observed every few shifts, make sure they're performing to standards and they aren't crossing any boundaries with the clients.  Oh, here's Marco's sheet."

She lifted a clipboard off a hook near the door and flicked on the tiny LED light that was attached to the top.  The light was just bright enough to illuminate the well-worn sheet.
"How often do you update these?" I asked Felicity.

"Every six months," she said, "or whenever the client requests.  Usually they request a change every month or so.  Trying out new limits, for instance."

Marco was quite a free spirit, but definitely heterosexual.  He would not allow any contact with a male dominant, not even observation.  He was comfortable with any sex act by a female dominant, including being on the receiving end of penetration.  Odd, for someone who was obviously so uncomfortable with a challenge of his masculinity.

Jasmine was already in the room when I looked up.  She had entered at some point while I was reading Marco's form.  She was a tall Amazonian-looking black woman, her long hair in tight braids hanging loose down her back.  She had muscular arms and legs, toned and trim, barely an ounce of fat on her body.  Her outfit was designed to show this off: a black short skirt and halter top, both leather, and chunky black heels.  I couldn't help but stare at her.  She moved like a panther as she stalked the room.
Marco was sitting meditatively on the bed, head down, like I'd seen him the first time.  He was quite handsome, now that I took another look at him.  He had sandy hair that was cut a little shaggy, clean-shaven, wearing only pants.  His chest was muscular and had a small amount of light hair.  He looked like he was of average height and build.

Jasmine didn't speak to him.  She just looked at him and he moved off the bed and knelt down at her feet, knowing what she wanted without her even asking him.  I could see that he was already erect through his pants.  

Then she said something, but it was so soft that it barely came through the speaker.  I couldn't understand her, but Marco could, because he stood up and unfastened his pants, undressed to nakedness, and set his pants aside and knelt again.  Jasmine walked around him a few times, observing his naked body, then asked him to stand up.  This time I could hear her.
She directed him to walk over to the wall and stand facing her.  He did as she commanded, his penis bobbing at attention as he moved.  Jasmine opened a cupboard drawer and pulled out what looked like a little leather strap with fasteners on the end.  She handed it to Marco.  Marco, obviously knowing what to do with this, strapped it around the base of his penis, behind his balls.  Ah, a cock ring.  I'd never used one, but I was familiar with them.  This one had a small D-ring on it near the bottom that I could barely make out.

"She likes using those," Felicity pointed out, breaking the silence.  "The restraints."

Jasmine told Marco to turn around and face the wall.  He did, and she fastened his arms above his head to the manacles that were imbedded in the walls.  They were just tall enough that he had to stand completely upright to reach them, and couldn't move.  I licked my lips without realizing it.  He had a very nice ass, and the muscles quivered just a little.

"What should I do with you?" Jasmine asked Marco.  

"Whatever pleases you, mistress," he answered automatically.
She emerged from the cabinet drawer with an anal plug, similar to the one I'd seen used on Myra, but it had a little D-ring on the bottom as well.  Jasmine dripped a little lubricant on the plug and approached Marco.  I couldn't see what was happening because she was blocking my view of Marco, but I could figure it out.  I was bright like that.

I could see, however, when she attached the D-ring on the cock ring to the D-ring on the anal plug with a short chain, so it was pulling his penis down toward his legs.  That had to be somewhat unpleasant.

"Would you like to be spanked?" she asked him.

"Yes, mistress," he answered, and he probably did.  I could see how a good spanking was erotic.  A little shiver went down my spine at the thought of Dante's hands on me.
She used a flogger.  "Now watch how she uses that flogger," Felicity said, pointing.  "She's very good at it.  She just grazes the skin, enough to sting but not enough to leave marks.  As she gets warmed up, there, just like that, she lets more and more of the leather strands hit his skin.  It will leave red stripes for a little while, but not as much as a caning.  A flogger should not leave welts.  We have other tools for that."  She dropped her hand, and it fell on my thigh.  She didn't move it and I didn't ask her to.  I wasn't sure how, and it didn't really feel inappropriate.  My whole body was tingling from watching the show in front of me, this intimate display of bondage and domination, and the touch made me want more.
Jasmine unfastened Marco's hands and had him turn around, then refastened his hands to the wall again.  She unclipped the chain from between his legs and his cock bobbed up to attention again.  His face was red and he was panting slightly.  She started again with the flogger, this time letting the ends of the strands flick his erection.  He flinched every time, but his arousal didn't wane.
"Doesn't that hurt?" I asked, flinching.  
"Probably," Felicity acknowledged.  "I don't have a penis, but it certainly hurts when it's your pussy."

I stared at her for a moment, then realized she was serious.  Was that even an option on my submissive sheet?  It was probably included with "spanking."  I found myself wondering what that felt like.
"That vinyl must be warm," Felicity observed.

I nodded.  It was very warm, and I was glad it was lined.

"Want to go in there?" she asked.  "Are you ready?"

I hesitated.  Well, now or never, right?

"Okay," I said, and left the observation room.

Marco looked up when I entered.  I remembered the part in the ad about acting skills, so I put on my best swagger and put my hands on my vinyl-clad hips.  The catsuit and boots definitely made me feel very sexy.  Very sexy indeed.  Marco thought so too, because his now-flagging erection revived at the sight of me.

I didn't acknowledge my presence in the room at all by introducing myself, and Jasmine didn't even seem to notice me except to give Marco a particularly nice lash across the stomach for the fact that he noticed me.  I walked over to the cabinets and started opening up drawers.

I was obviously new at this.  The first set of drawers held only clothing.  Oops.  His clothing.  He was looking at me curiously, forgetting to lower his eyes, realizing I was new at this.  I tossed a contemptuous glance at him and improvised.

"Why does a slave need all this clothing?" Was that my voice?  I sounded so… tough.  It was kind of exciting.  "The only things a slave should wear are the marks of his mistress."  There, that was pretty good.  Now onto the next bureau.

Pay dirt.  Wow, what was some of this stuff even for?  I realized that it was not the time to explore, so I pulled out something I recognized.  Ah, nipple clamps.  These I could handle.  Not too intimate, not too painful.  Just right.
"Do you know what these are?" I asked Marco, walking up to him and holding up the clamps.  Hmm, an odd sense of déjà vu from the night before.  

"Yes, mistress," he answered, and I liked the sound.  "They're nipple clamps."

"And what should I do with them?" I asked.

"Whatever pleases you, mistress," he responded automatically.  At least his eyes were downcast now.  

I didn't think it was possible, but he got even harder as I attached the nipple clamps.  These were tweezer clamps, just like pinching tweezers without any sort of screw adjustors or anything.  I knew they were less severe than the alligator clamps from the night before, so I wasn't that worried about hurting him.

"How does that feel?" I asked, tugging lightly on the chain between them.  My voice was husky.  I couldn't believe how much this was all turning me on. 

"It feels good, mistress," he responded, and I could tell that he was enjoying it.  His breathing got shallower.

"Let me see that," I asked Jasmine, reaching for the flogger.  Wow, where was this surge of courage coming from?  I didn't care.  This was kind of fun.
I didn't know how to really use the flogger to whip, but the strands of leather were soft over my fingers.  I lowered the flogger to his erection and used the soft strands to caress his skin.  He inhaled sharply, and his hands clenched in the manacles.

"Do you like that?" I asked.  I remembered that he still had that plug up his ass, and was probably REALLY enjoying the attention.

"Yes, mistress," he said, and I moved the flogger gently back and forth, then a little rougher.  Okay, I could do this.  I lifted the flogger away and lightly whipped my own hand with it.  Yes, I was preparing, but mostly I was trying to see how it felt.  A light sting.  Not that bad.  I gently whipped him, trying to keep the same consistent feeling that I had used for my hand.  Not too hard.  Didn't want to really hurt him.  He jumped as the strands contacted his aroused flesh, and I felt a rush of adrenaline.  He was mine to do with as I chose.
After a light stroke, and then another, I returned to gentle stroking with the leather.  He relaxed, and the head of his shaft was turning a distinctly purple color as it strained against the leather of the cock ring.  

"Makes you want to come, doesn't it?"  I was right up in his face, whispering in his ear.  I could smell his arousal, and it was heady and strong.  Wow.  I wanted some stimulation of my own.

"Yes, mistress," he said softly, and I watched a small drop of pre-cum ooze from his tip.  Yes, he wanted me.  Wow, how long had it been since someone wanted me?

"I think," I began carefully, mentally running through the list in the other room, "that you should have to give me a little something before I let you get anything."  Wow, was I really going through with this?  Then I caught a glimpse of myself in the mirror.  Vinyl catsuit, chunky boots, short hair touselled and wild, face flushed.  I looked sexy.  I looked a little out of control.  But I liked it.  And I was going through with it.
I looked to Jasmine, but she had taken a seat on the chair and was just watching me, her long legs crossed.

"What do you think?" I asked.  "What should this slave have to do?"

She smiled a little.  "You deserve an orgasm of your own.  The person in control always goes first."  She nodded, and with that gave me permission to take over.

I unhooked the manacles and let Marco's arms down.  He rubbed his wrists and stood there, waiting.  I reached between my legs and unzipped the crotch of the catsuit.  This was suddenly embarrassing, but I was aroused, and this was only fair.  This was something they did here.  I sat on the edge of the bed.

"Use your mouth only," I instructed.  "Keep your hands behind your back at all times.  Jasmine, can you take care of that?"

Before the words were out of my mouth, she was on her feet and his hands were bound behind his back.  He looked up at me, careful not to meet my eyes, and there was definite lust there.  He wanted to do this.  

There was no preamble as he leaned forward and started to work.  Wow, someone had trained him well.  He was working my clit with an expert tongue, sucking and licking, and I was trying hard not to make any noise.  I was being watched, both by Jasmine and by Felicity behind the mirror, and the thought turned me on even more.  
The orgasm ripped through me unexpectedly, and I gasped despite myself.  He kept licking and sucking until I came down off the high, letting me down easy, but didn't stop.  I hadn't given him permission to.

"Stop," I commanded, and he leaned back on his heels and waited.  "Stand up," I said, more gently, and re-closed the zipper of the catsuit.  "Thank you, slave," I said as gently as I could, and his whole body flushed with the praise.  

"Sit on the bed," I directed, and he did so.  I stood up at the same time.  I reached for the flogger again, then changed my mind and looked back in the drawer.  Hmm, a vibrator.  That should be interesting.  And it had batteries.

I found a blindfold in the drawer and walked over to Marco, then put the blindfold down over his eyes.  His breathing got heavier immediately.  His nipples were red and swollen by this point, and the plug was probably getting very uncomfortable.  Perfect.

I turned the vibrator on and let him listen to it for a few seconds before lowering it to press against the bottom of his shaft.  He jumped, but didn't make a noise.  I ran the vibrator all over his cock as his breathing got heavier.  He was trying not to squirm.  I took up the chain between his nipples and started tugging gently, then a little harder, and his hips began to buck.  The male orgasm was such an interesting thing, I reflected.  So helpless, so ungainly, with the bucking and thrusting.  But then again, was mine really that different?
"Tell me you want to come," I directed, and I reached between his legs to unsnap the cock ring.

"I want to come," he said immediately.

"I could leave, you know," I found myself saying, and wondered where this script was coming from.  This was not me.  This was Artemis.  Artemis had taken over.  "I could just leave you without any release, or straddle your face and make you bring me to a dozen more orgasms.  Why shouldn't I do that?"

"You should do whatever pleases you, mistress," he said automatically, but his voice was choked.  This was getting to him.  

I tugged a little harder on the chain.  He was flowing freely now, on the brink of orgasm, his heart pounding so loud that I could see the veins in his neck.  Sounds gross, but really, it wasn't.  It was kind of sexy the helplessness I could wreak on this man.

"Beg me," I ordered, and he started begging.
He began to plead, asking me to let him come, begging both me and Jasmine, who was still sitting in the chair tapping her foot absentmindedly.  I felt another rush of adrenaline like the first time, and I wanted to make him wait.  I wanted it to hurt.  I tugged harder on the chain and turned up the vibrator, pressing it against his very head.  He started bucking and thrusting, and he was definitely struggling against his bonds.  There was a pleading, slightly panicked tone in his voice as he asked one more time if he could come.
"Yes," I whispered at last, pulling off the clamps.  "Come for me."  And as he thrust into the air, release crashing through him, my body rocked with the force of my own orgasm.

I stepped backward as the aftershocks washed through me, unsure what had just happened and shocked.  Marco came back to reality slowly, and Jasmine was untying his hands and getting him tissues from the top of the bureau.  He removed the plug himself and dropped it into an empty trash can next to the bed, which Dante had explained to me was for toys that had yet to be cleaned.  Marco was shivering slightly as he cleaned himself up, smiling absentmindedly nonetheless.

"Thank you," he said softly.  I nodded, not sure how to respond (was "Your Welcome" really the best response?) and walked out of the room.

I went back into the observation room, or at least, I opened the door to the observation room and stood there, looking at Felicity.  She was sitting on the bench, hands demurely in her lap, but there was a smell of female arousal and sex in the air that betrayed her.  I smiled slightly at her, and she blushed.  She BLUSHED.  I made Felicity blush.  That was a new kind of power.
"That was very good," she said after we had returned to her chambers and I had changed out of my vinyl clothes into jeans and a T-shirt.  (A non-Bob T-shirt.)  "That was one of the best first sessions I've ever seen.  You're a natural.  How did it feel?"

"It felt… " I paused, looking for the right word.  "good," I sighed at last.  "It felt really good."

"As good as last night?" she asked.  

I pondered that.  "Good in a different way," I responded carefully.  "This was more personally fulfilling, and last night was more sexually fulfilling."

She nodded.  "I understand.  I think you have a place here, if you want it."

I smiled.  "I'll take it."

I left that night with a personalized business card (it called me a personal consultant), an appointment to come back during the day the next day and see the ins and outs of the place, and a sense of fulfillment that I hadn't had in quite a while.  And still, I felt apprehensive about meeting Tom Wook.

I picked up my cell phone and turned it on.  It was eleven o'clock.  Would he still want to meet for a night cap?  I looked like a woman who had been freshly fucked.  That would probably send an interesting message.  Was I about to get more action that night?
My phone beeped, and I checked my messages.  "Sorry, Hannah," it began, and my heart sank a little.  "I got held up at work.  A buddy of mine had to go home and take care of his sick kid and I was left covering the night shift.  I'm not going to be able to meet you for a drink at the French Pelican after all.  Why don't you call me back on my work phone," here he gave me the number and his extension, "and we'll set up a new date."

Okay, so I was disappointed.  How come?  Didn't I just have enough excitement for one day?  I drove home, unable to beat the disappointment, and arrived in just under fifteen minutes.  I brought my stuff in, played with the cats a little, and was unable to postpone it any longer.  I picked up the cell phone and called Tom.

"Hey, baby," he said when I introduced myself.  "I'm sorry about tonight."
"That's okay," I shrugged.  Oh, right: he couldn't see the shrugging.  When would I remember that the phone was not an appropriate way to express non-verbal communication?  "I just got home anyway."

"Did you have a good night?" he said, and his voice was its usual sultry self.  "I thought about you in that vinyl catsuit."

"Well, actually, I did wear it tonight."  I undressed while speaking to him, slipping out of my jeans and pulling a nightgown down over myself and throwing my dirty clothes in the hamper.  

"Ooh, don't tease me like that," he said.  
"Are you the only one there tonight?" I asked, rubbing my breasts through the material of the nightgown.

"Yeah," he said.  "But actually, I'd like to talk instead of have sex tonight."

I groaned inwardly.  Oops: that wasn't inward.  

"What?" he said, and there was a smile in his voice.  "Only after my body?"

"I don't know what to talk about," I said.  

"Well, I'm sure you can manage," he teased.  "Tell me about yourself."

So, we talked.  And didn't have phone sex at all.  It was okay, really, since my body was worn out from earlier, but my hormones were still raging.  I found out that he hadn't always lived in Springfield, and he actually lived in Connecticut and commuted to Springfield.  Enfield Connecticut, so it wasn't a very far commute.  He grew up in Georgia, an Army brat, and his dad was currently retired in Florida with a 40 year old wife.  His mom was dating around, also in Florida, but he told me they were definitely staying on opposite coasts.  I told him that my family was still together, happily lingering on the north shore of Boston, just far enough away that they didn't drop in to visit, just the way I liked it.  We talked about our jobs, and I managed to avoid elaborating on my position at Miss Felicity's Parlor of Sin and Decadence.  Okay, so that wasn't the real name of the place, but I called it that in my head.  I talked about being a teller and he talked about his credit card authorization gig.  Fun.  We talked about our pets, our houses, and our likes and dislikes.  Really, it was a good conversation, and it made me glad that I had unlimited nights and weekends with Verizon wireless.
"So," he said at last, when the clock was striking two, "I should probably let you get some sleep."

"Yeah," I said regrettfully.  The conversation had been fun, even though there was no phone sex.  He was a nice guy.  Maybe there really was some relationship potential there beneath all the sex.

"So when are we going to get together?" he asked me.

"Not tomorrow," I said.  I had a date for poker at seven after the day with Felicity, and I couldn't put it off without tipping off Nick and Sandy that something was up.  

"Dinner on Sunday?" he suggested.  "It might be nice to meet you over food instead of alcohol."

I ran Sunday through my mental agenda planner.  "Okay," I said.  "Sunday sounds good.  Five o'clock?"

"Let's make it six," he suggested.  "I have some afternoon errands to run."

"Six, then."  I agreed, nodding.  Ah, the nodding over the phone.  I could blame lack of sleep on that sort of idiocy.

"Olive Garden in Springfield?" he said.  "You take your own car so if I'm a crazed stalker you don't have to ride home with me?"

Okay, so I HAD been thinking that, but he didn't need to know.  "Of course I know you're not a crazed stalker," I lied reassuringly.  "Six o'clock at the Olive Garden in Springfield.  How will I know what you look like?"
He paused.  Obviously he hadn't thought of this.

"I got it," I said.  "I have a maroon and gold scarf.  I'll be wearing that and waiting in the foyer."

"Maroon and gold.  Got it."

He didn't need to know that I had the scarf because I was a Harry Potter fan.  He would recognize the scarf and that was enough.

"See you Sunday," I said.

"See you Sunday.  Goodnight, babe."  And then he hung up.

Babe.  Somewhere during the chatting, stalking, and phone sex, I'd become a babe.  I thought about how that felt, and settled on: pretty good.  Overall, it had been a pretty good day in general.

I plugged my phone in to charge, pulled the covers up over myself, turned off my alarm (ahh, Saturdays) and went to sleep.

I woke up at about ten thirty.  Wow, I never slept that late.  Something about wild sex with strangers and I was a very tired person.  I rolled over, slipped a birth control pill down my throat and got out of bed.  I was sore again in those very nice places.  I took a nice hot shower and let the water wash away my sins (yeah, right), then got dressed in my favorite jeans and a baggy sweatshirt.  Lunch was some Chef Boyardee ravioli out of a can and a little french bread to dip in it.  How very classy.  I looked around the kitchen.  The place was a mess from my frequent absences, and needed to be cleaned.  I spend the next half hour cleaning the kitchen.
It was close to noon by the time I finished.  Hmm.  I should probably go to Felicity's.  I looked down at myself, decided I would change when I got there, and went upstairs for my clothes.  The vinyl catsuit was in a heap on the floor, disgusting, and I didn't want to wear it again.  How do you clean vinyl?  I settled on the vinyl skirt and tank top, hoped it was warm in the basement, and some heels, then fed the cats and headed out to my car.
Felicity's gardener was outside in warm clothes trimming the hedges when I arrived.  "Miss Felicity wants you to pull around back," he said, pointing to another driveway on the side of the house leading around the backyard.  I did as he asked, pulling around behind and finding a second parking lot at the bottom of the hill.  This one was more crowded.  I locked my car, grabbed the bag with my clothes and shoes, and walked up to the back gate.  There was a little sign saying "Employee/Client entrance only."  I guessed that I fell into that category now, so I walked through the door into a dimly lit tunnel and down a long hallway.  Eventually it let me into a small drawing room that I didn't recognize at all.  There, sitting in an armchair, was Dante.
"Hi," I said, suddenly self-conscious of my jeans and sweatshirt.

He smiled, and I noticed he was also dressed in more comfortable clothing than the last time we'd seen each other.  "Hi," he said.  "You don't need to get changed," he answered my question before I even asked.  "Come with me into the dominants' chambers."

I followed him into a room off the main sitting room.  The room was empty except for a couch and one door on each side: Men and Women.  "You can hang your things up in the women's room," he said, pointing.  "It's a changing room, not just a restroom.  There's probably a dresser for your things."
I went into the empty women's changing room and found a dresser with my name on a little card on top, just like Dante had said.  I folded up the vinyl skirt and tank top and tucked them neatly into the top drawer.  I looked around.  Apparently there were seven other female dominants, and I was number eight.  I set my heels down on the shoe rack next to my dresser.  Each dresser had a shoe rack next to it, and except for mine, they were all full.  There were mirrors above each dresser.  I saw myself reflected back and forth, a frumpy looking twenty-something (twenty latesomething) in a baggy navy sweatshirt and jeans.  No makeup, either.  Gorgeous.  I went back into the main room.
Dante was on the couch waiting for me.  "Sessions don't begin until five," he said, "so we have the afternoon for me to show you everything."

"Everything?" I asked.  "Didn't you already show me everything the other night?"

He laughed, and it was a sexy sound.  Was he capable of making a sound that wasn't sexy?  "I mean, I'm going to show you all the stuff we use.  You got to use a little of it last night, but I'll introduce you to all the tools of the trade and how they work."
"Isn't this a bad thing?" I asked suddenly as he led me down the spiral staircase.  "I mean, you spending this much time with me.  Isn't this bad for the whole sub/dom attraction problem?"

He shrugged, his back to me as he led me down to the bottom foyer.  "Well," he said after a pause, "it might be.  But I requested this job."  He looked back at me and smiled.  "I like you."

My heart did a weird little flutter when he said that, and I chided myself.  Business.  This was business, right?
He walked into an empty chamber, and it was the same one we'd started in.  Oh, boy.  I looked over the bed where it had happened, saw the trunk, saw everything just as it had been that night.

"Shouldn't you do this before the first session?" I asked.  "I mean, I was already dominating Marco last night.  Shouldn't you have shown me all this beforehand?"

"Well, usually on the first session, the new dom doesn't do all that much.  We expected you to watch Jasmine, maybe taunt Marco a little, be verbal, but not to do much physically.  You went right for the cabinet, though, and found out about some stuff that I would normally show you today."  He opened the first cabinet drawer.  "Tell me what you know about all these things."

I looked in.  These were bondage tools.  "Handcuffs, wrist straps, blindfolds, normal bondage stuff," I said.  "This is familiar to me."
"Good," he said.  "Next drawer," and pulled it open.

Nipple toys.  "Nipple clamps," I said, poking delicately through the chains.  They were laid out in neat little rows, perfectly organized by intensity.  The ones he'd used on me were right in the middle.  "What are these?" I asked, picking up some heavier clamps with little bulbs on the ends.

"Buzzer clamps," he explained, fingering the bulb.  "This is a battery pack that makes them vibrate.  They're a little heavy, but nice."  He handed them to me.  I used the little controller on the end of each clamp to test the vibrations.  On high, they were a little strong, but not unbearable.  Of course, this was on my fingertip, not my nipple.
"They're fairly intense," he said.  "But these are the worst."  He pulled out a clover clamp, and I winced.  

"Yikes," I said, and put them back in the drawer.

The right side of the drawer were different types of gags.  Ball gags, which slipped in your mouth so you couldn't talk (ha, wasn't that the point of a gag?) as well as an interesting gag with a front part I didn't recognize.

"It's so you can clip a dildo onto it," he explained.  "Popular for use on some of the male subs, I suppose."

The next drawer was full of floggers and canes.  Lots of scary stuff.  The whipping and spanking implements were the most scary for me.  
"They aren't that scary," he said as if reading my mind.  There was a paddle that looked like a ping pong paddle, with leather on one side and fur on the other.  That one wasn't so bad.  I slapped it against my hand, first the fur side, then the leather side.  Neither had a particularly bad sting.  

"Okay, I wouldn't mind this one," I said, then withdrew a slender bamboo cane.  

"The skinnier they are," he explained, "the harder they sting."

I pawed through the whips, the floggers (which weren't so bad) and the rest of the canes.  "Okay," I said.  "Maybe I could do this.  But I wouldn't want to receive."

He nodded.  "Well, there's always six months from now when you redo your sheet."  He was close to me, close enough that I could feel his body heat against my back, and when he spoke, it was right into my ear.  "I hope I get to do that session, too."

I blushed again and stepped carefully away.  "What's next?" I asked, looking around.

He opened up the trunk. 

I waited for a minute, somehow afraid of what I'd find, and then walked over and peered in.  It was divided up into several compartments, each of which was filled with a variety of different sex toys on trays that lifted and revealed more when the lid was put back all the way.
Vibrators and dildos of every shape and size lay before me.  It was like a bottom drawer dream.  "Wow," I breathed, leaning over the trunk.  "I could have a lot of fun in here."

"All silicone," he said, "so the waterproof ones can be sterilized by boiling."
"And the ones that aren't waterproof?" I asked, picking up one that was obviously jelly rubber."

"They have cleaners for that," he explained.  

"All stocked with batteries?"  I turned one on.

"Yeah," he said.  "From what I hear, it isn't great for the life of the batteries, but we use them so much that it doesn't matter.  We have an entire box of batteries in every room."

"So if this is in every room," I paused, lifting a remote butterfly wearable vibrator out of the trunk and examining it, "how do you keep everyone from playing with themselves?"

He laughed.  "Well, sometimes we let them do it.  It's fun to watch from the observation room.  But most doms just rely on the honor system, and random peeking through the two-way mirrors.  They know that disobeying an order results in punishment.  Like Myra, for instance."  I saw him look at me out of the corner of his eye.  "How would you like to be punished like that sometime?"
I knew that was coming.  "I'm not big on the caning thing," I said, but I couldn't avoid the wetness between my legs.  Why was he doing this to me?  He knew I was attracted to him in a pretty heavy way, but it was only physical.  He wasn't getting out of my system, rather, he was getting into it.

"Too bad," he observed, and let me go through the box some more.

The next tray below the vibrators and dildos were anal toys.  Some plugs of various sizes, both vibrating and non-vibrating, and some anal beads.  "Any questions?" he asked.
"No," I said, picking up a set of the beads.  "Interesting."

"Ever used a set of those?" he asked, nodding toward the beads.

"No," I shook my head.  "You?"

He shrugged.  "They're not bad."  Was that color I saw creeping into his cheeks?  

"Aah," I said, smiling.  "I see."

"I should have used these on you," he commented, and I pointedly ignored him.  Not because I disagreed, but because reliving that night wasn't something I could do and not end up jumping his bones.  Or begging him to jump mine again.
I kept poking through the trunk and came to harnesses, well, one harness, designed to hold a dildo.  Very exciting.  I put it back and found double dildos in the bottom.

"So people actually use these?" I asked incredulously.

"Not really," he admitted, taking it from me and turning it over in his hand.  "If a female dominant is going to penetrate someone using a strap-on, she doesn't usually bother getting herself off at the same time.  It's difficult, you know," he commented.  "You'll figure that out on your own.  Best to get your rocks off first, or else you'll be distracted from the task at hand.  It's all about the submissive, you know.  Remember that."
"I'll remember that," I said.  "So why do you have these at all, then?"  I ran my hands over the smooth surface of the tool.

"Well," he said, "there's a reason they're on the bottom of the trunk.  We don't use them much.  The only times I've seen them used are when we ask a female submissive to fuck another submissive, and we want them both to enjoy it."

"You do this often?"

"Not really."  He shrugged.  "Most of the female submissives have no interest in it.  Of course, generally they'll do as we ask, though."

I tossed the dildo unceremoniously back into the bottom of the trunk.  "So that's it," I observed.  "Lots of sex toys you've got here."

"Well, there is one more thing, but you can't use it until you're trained."  He opened up another cabinet drawer and removed a large black briefcase-shaped box and handed it to me.  I opened it up, and there was a device I'd never seen before, and there wasn't much I hadn't seen before.

"I give up," I said.

"It's a violet wand," he explained.  "A tens unit.  It works with electricity."

He walked over to the wall and turned off the light, then moved around in the dark doing something.  I presumed he was turning it on, and was correct when I heard a distinct hum before the whole wand began to glow purple in his hand and sparks vibrate around it.  "Want to see how it works?" he asked, and I found myself actually frightened.
"No," I blurted out, a little more harshly than I intended.  Something about the aura of ozone, the way his face was dimly lit in the purple glow, made me shudder.  "Get that thing away from me."

He turned it off immediately and switched the light back on.  He looked chagrined.  "Sorry," he said, turning it over in his hands.  "It's safe, though.  The electricity only passes half a centimeter into your skin."

"Does it burn?" I asked.

He nodded.  "Burns your skin from the inside out.  Like cooking in a microwave."

I shuddered again.  "I don't ever want to be trained on that."

"It won't hurt you, though," he protested.  "Felicity had all these wands specially made.  They turn off automatically after several seconds of direct contact with skin.  It's impossible to electrocute someone or cause anything more serious than a mild sunburn."
"Still," I said, and couldn't take my eyes off the violet wand.  I took a deep breath and let it out.  "Got electrocuted once," I said, and couldn't stop from blushing.  It was embarrassing, even after all this time.  "Stupid, really.  I grabbed a neon gas tube in high school chemistry, and it broke.  But the feeling…" I shuddered again, remembering that helpless pulsing.  "My lab partner tackled me to break the connection.  He could have been killed, made into part of the circuit himself, you know, but it ended up okay.  I was in the hospital for a few days for observation, but other than some burns, no lasting damage."  I watched as he packed up the violet wand.  "Well, no lasting physical damage."

"It's okay," he said.  "there are only three of us trained on it.  Nobody else wanted to be."

"You, and who else?" I asked.

"Me, Venus, and someone you haven't met named Minos."

"Minos?" It was unfamiliar to me.

"Son of Zeus and Europa," he explained.  "Made one of the three judges of the underworld after his death."

"You're really into this mythology thing, aren't you?" I asked, watching him get up and put the briefcase away, then return to the bed.

He smiled.  "You too, Artemis."

I blushed again.  What was it about this man that turned me into a blubbering fool, embarrassed at the slightest touch?

"Okay, I have to confess something," he said suddenly, standing up.  He looked up at the ceiling, then back at me.  "You see that ceiling tile up there?" he pointed up at the ceiling, and I followed his gaze to a reflective air vent.  

"Oh God."  I closed my eyes.  "So who was up there watching?"

"Nobody, actually," he said.  "I made them lock off the room.  But yes, there's an observation deck up there."

"Why did you lie to me?" I protested.  "I guessed there was one all along."

He shrugged.  "We all know about it.  It's kind of like a 'hazing the new guy' thing to lie about it, but usually you don't find out for weeks.  We just bring you up there and let you look down through the floor, and you figure it out on your own."

"So are there any rooms here that you can't see into?"

He shrugged.  "The bathrooms don't have windows or cameras.  Other than that, well, everyone can see everything."

In some ways, it made me feel better.  I had someone watching my back.  In other ways, it made me feel worse.  I would never be alone.

"So you really do like me, huh?" I said, looking over at him.  "Really really, and not just some sort of dom/sub thing?"

"You aren't my sub," he explained.  "And yeah, you're kind of fun."  He smiled.  "I wouldn't mind banging you."

I rolled my eyes.  "Gee, you're so genteel."  I wasn't feeling quite so fluttery anymore, just aroused in general.  "I can't do this, you know."  The words surprised me even as I said them.  "I can't have sex with you."

He didn't look surprised.  "I'm not asking for you to have sex with me."

"You were going to."  This I was sure of.  At least, I thought I was sure of it.  Wasn't I sure of it?

"Yeah, probably."  He looked at me again, hair falling over his brow, and he was amazingly sexy.  "I know, it's a bad thing, but it's been a while since I found somebody who's a nice mix."

"Mix?"

"A real switch."  He smiled at my confused expression.  "You know, a switch?  You're not a real dom, but you play it well.  I watched you last night.  You really get off on it.  But as a sub, well," he shook his head, "it's been a while since someone's responded to me like that.  I'll be you'd still call me sir if I asked you."

"Maybe, maybe not."  I flicked the bottom of my sweatshirt between my fingers.  "But I'm not going to have sex with you."

"Is there somebody else?" he asked.  "Somebody you aren't telling me about?"

"Maybe, maybe not," I repeated, and I was thinking about Tom Wook.  I didn't even know the guy, and I was thinking about him in terms of a relationship.  Great.  "Point is, it isn't much of your business at this point."

"Sure it's not."  He shrugged.  "But if this maybe, maybe not thing ever becomes a maybe not, I'm available for coffee.  And hot, hot sex, too."  He winked and got off the bed.

I followed him out of the room into another room, this one filled with different pieces of equipment.  Like a gym for sex play.

He walked me around and showed me how to attach a victim to each piece of equipment, each time by demonstrating with his own body.  It wasn't too hard, but I found it hard to believe how many different ways there were to strap someone to a sex table.  

"Everything's padded where it needs to be," I observed.  "For the victim's comfort."

"Victim?" he repeated.

"Client," I changed my word choice.  "The client."

"Is that how you see it?" he asked.  "Did you feel like a victim?"

"A little," I admitted.  "It makes you feel helpless.  I mean, it makes me feel helpless.  It made me feel helpless the other night."

"And how did that helplessness make you feel?" he asked, walking over to me, backing me up against the stone wall.

My breathing quickened.  "Good," I admitted.  "Really, really good."

And then his mouth was against mine, kissing my resistance away, and it was so different from the kiss the other night.  There was nothing controlling in this kiss, nothing that made me feel helpless at all.  On the contrary, it made me feel … well, it made me feel like nothing else.  Empowered.  Emboldened.  It made me feel something that caused me to twine my fingers in his hair and kiss him back, hard, like I hadn't kissed anyone in a long time.

Suddenly, he pulled away.  "I think we should call it a day," he said abruptly, running both hands through his hair like I noticed he did when he was nervous. 
"Yeah," I agreed, trying to control my breathing so it didn't look like I was panting.  

"Are there any other things you have questions about?" he asked, looking around the room.

I checked everything out.  "No, I think I've got it."

"Okay, then."  With that, he turned on his heel and abruptly left the room.
I waited a moment, confused, then followed.  He had already disappeared up the staircase.  I followed, went back into the changing room and ran into Venus.

"Hey," she said when I walked in, and again, the blushing happened.  

"Hi," I returned, swallowing.

She smiled at me, and maybe I didn't hate her quite so much.  "You can leave your stuff in the dresser," she said.  "You don't have to bring it home with you every night.  You can also use the closets, but you'll want to label your garments."  She was shimmying out of a vinyl corset, and I tried not to stare.  She was very well built.

"How do you clean vinyl?" I blurted out, looking down at the dresser where I had my only clean outfit yet.

"Oh," she said, turning around, naked from the waist up.  "You just toss it down your laundry chute.  That's the little panel above your shoe rack."  She pointed, and I looked at the wall.  I hadn't noticed, but yes, I had my own personal laundry chute.

"How do they clean it?" I asked.  "I mean, do you just hose it down or something?"

"I don't know.  Never cleaned the stuff myself."  She turned back to her own dresser, which was two down from mine, and pulled a tank top down over her head, then followed it up with a sheer blouse.  She was sexy even in her normal clothes.  I was in a sweatshirt and jeans.  Sigh.  She was wearing a short skirt and heels, and she changed out of them into another slightly longer skirt and heels.

"Hot date tonight?" I asked.  "I thought things didn't start until six."

"I have an afternoon date," she said.  "Then I come back and do a midnight to three shift."

"Short shift."

She shrugged.  "We usually only work about three or four hours at a time.  One to two sessions.  It's tiring, and many of us have day jobs as well."

"What do you do?" I asked her, sitting down on the bench as she fluffed up her wild curls and shook them back.  "I mean, for a day job."

She snorted.  "Actually, I'm a high school teacher."

My mouth fell open.  "Can't you…" I began.  "I mean, won't you…"

"Lose my job if they find out?" she finished, and I nodded.  She shrugged.  "They won't find out.  Only Felicity knows my real name, and she's sworn to confidentiality about my other life."

"Do you tell your dates?" I asked, leaning forward.

She shrugged again.  "Sometimes.  Not usually on the first date.  Unless it's a bad date, and I think it'll scare them off."  Venus laughed.  "I only tell unless it gets kind of serious."

"Who have you told?"

"No one."  She put on glasses, and all of a sudden didn't look so intimidating.  "Never had that kind of serious happen to me."
"Oh."  Huh.  I wondered if this "lacking of a serious relationship" thing was universal to the profession.  "Does anyone around here have a steady partner?"

"Jasmine's married," Venus replied.  "He's not even a submissive.  But she doesn't have sex of any kind with any of the submissives, and that's their agreement."

"Wow.  That must be tough.  I think I'd get too jealous.  That's always been my problem."  Yeah, jealous.  Definitely a big problem with me.

She looked at me, glancing up and down like as if she were surveying me.  "What about you?  Steady partner?"

I shook my head.  "I might be seeing someone now.  I'm not exactly sure.  But I used to be married."  I shrugged.  "He left me for another man."

Venus laughed instinctively, then covered her mouth.  I smiled to let her know it was okay.

"No, I laugh at it myself, now," I replied.  "I mean, our relationship was basically just a well-developed friendship anyway.  We stayed amicable after the divorce."

"That's nice to hear, in this day and age," she nodded.  "Most people fight."  She rubbed the edge of her blouse (the hem, I mean) between her thumb and forefinger, as if thinking.  "I've never been married.  Don't know that I ever will be.  This gets to be like a calling, you know?"

"You're good at what you do," I said, then blushed as I realized what I'd just said.

"Thanks," she said, pretending not to notice the innuendo behind my comment, even though I was sure she recognized the statement for what it was.  "I like it, at least, better than I've liked any of my other jobs.  It's more fun.  But it can take over your whole life."  She looked at me.  "Don't let it become your whole life, Artemis."

I nodded, still getting used to answering to that name.  It would be my name for good, now, when I was here.

"I've got to get going," she said, picking up her messenger bag and slinging it over her shoulder.  "I did an early session for a client today, but now I have to go have dinner with my family."  And with that, she was gone.

I was lost in thought as I drove home, wondering what my life was turning into.  Oh, well, nothing to get too concerned about.  Life was short, right?  Isn't that what all the self-help books said?  I was supposed to try new things.

I pulled into my driveway and killed the engine, then sat in silence thinking for a little while about nothing in particular.  Then I grabbed my purse and went into the house.

I had just enough time to grab a quick dinner before they would start arriving for cards.  I was just putting the last dishes in the sink when Suzanne showed up, early as usual, but looking slightly more frazzled than she usually did.

"What's up?" I asked, rinsing my plate off and sticking it into the dishwasher.

She shook her head absentmindedly.  "Nothing," she said after a moment.  "Just a busy day today."  

I wondered if she'd been at Felicity's place.  "What did you do?" I asked, pulling out the card table and setting it up in the middle of the room, pushing the more formal dining room table out of the way.  I grabbed a few chairs.

"Lots of things," she said, sitting her purse on the table, and it didn't take a rocket scientist to figure out that she didn't want to talk about it.
Nick and Sandy showed up right then, saving us the trouble of awkward silence, and before long we were settled into a healthy hand of Texas Hold'Em Poker, betting with Dollar Store chips and wishing they were real.

"It's been a hell of a day," Nick complained, or commented, depending on how you looked at it.  He rubbed one of the white chips between his thumb and forefinger.  "I wish I could just go back to bed and start the day over."

"Would you really want to relive it?" I asked.  "That seems like a bad thing to do if the day sucked."  Ha, sucked.  Just what I was saying my life did about a week or two ago… how long had it been?

"Nah, I mean, I'd like to start the day over so I could call in sick and sleep it away."  He took a sip of Bud Light (eww) and belched a little.  "This was the only thing I looked forward to all day."

"It wasn't so hot at Curl Up and Dye," Sandy commented as well, upping the ante as Suzanne (the dealer) flipped over two cards.  "I had to do three perms today, and I don't think the smell will ever come off my hands.  If I open up my own salon, I'm never doing perms.  Get your damn hair curled someplace else, people."

Hmm, this evening was definitely turning out worse than I anticipated.  I would much rather be playing some kinky BDSM games with Dante or eating at the Olive Garden with Tom Wook, or really, doing ANYTHING else besides sitting there listening to them complain.  "Let's talk about something lighter," I suggested.  

"What, you don't have problems like the rest of us?" Suzanne snapped, completely uncharacteristically.  "Too good to have problems, eh?"

Where did that come from?  I looked at her, and there was some sort of hurt behind her eyes that I hadn't seen in a long time.  "What did I say?" I asked, on the verge of looking at my two hole cards again.  "I didn't mean to offend anybody.  But this is supposed to be fun."

She sighed, and the tension went out of her shoulders.  "I'm sorry," she said, looking around the table.  "But I'm having some personal issues right now."  She bit her lip.  "A relationship isn't going so well."

I didn't even know Suzanne had relationships.  How do you have a relationship, when you're going to Felicity's Palace of Sin (or whatever the place was called) and having strange men and women coerce you into decadent sexual activities?  Mmm, decadent sexual activities.  But really, how was that meshable (is that word?) with having an outside relationship?

"Who's the lucky person?" Nick asked, completely nonchalant, oblivious to the fact that this person probably wasn't all that lucky if Suzanne was this upset.
She shrugged.  "I don't really want to talk any more about it," she said, and the fight was gone out of her voice.  I knew her, though, at least enough to see that the fingertips she clenched around the cards were white, and the fight wasn't completely out of her.

The rest of the evening was tense and unpleasant.  The rule was that we played until everyone ran out of chips (except the winner, of course), and I found myself playing with more risky betting habits than usual.  If I didn't win, usually I was at least the first runner up, but that night I was first to push all my chips into the center of the table for a lousy pair of sixes.  I just didn't want to deal with Suzanne's silent hostility anymore, or the negative energy from Nick and Sandy.  Okay, Sandy wasn't so bad, but Nick was just bleeding with tension.  Yay for a quiet, relaxing Saturday night.  Everyone had to fold or follow suit with my "all in" bet, and everyone followed suit.  Apparently everybody wanted the game to end.  
Nick won, with three of a kind (tens), and helped us stack up the chips into their little trays.  Apparently the tension was out of the table after that, because everyone was smiling as they left.  Even Suzanne looked a little less tense as she gathered up her bag, always the last to leave.

"Do you want to talk about it?" I asked gently, afraid of incurring her wrath again.

She looked at me.  "Not really," she said.  "It's just been a rough day."  And she left without another word.

It was just me and the cats as I folded up the card table and put it away, still wondering what was happening with Suzanne.  Nick and Sandy, well, they were always up and down like a teeter totter.  Suzanne was stable.  She was the stable one.  Even if she did happen to be a closet submissive into kinky sex and power games, at least on the outside she was stable, and when that went away, well, it didn't seem like there was hope for any of us, least of all me.

The phone rang.

"Hey," said a familiar voice at the other end of the phone.  

"Hi, Tom," I mustered, settling down on the sofa.  I didn't feel too much like talking, but knew it would cheer me up.

"Hey, you sound like you could use something to cheer you up," he said, almost as if he could read my mind, but that would be reserved for a science fiction novel.

"Yeah," I replied casually, flicking the edge of the knitted afghan between my fingers as Oliver batted at it.  "It was a good day, but a weird evening."

"You had poker night tonight, right?" he said.  "You and the girls?"

"Girls and a guy," I clarified.  "And yeah, it was poker night."

"Lose all your money already?"

I smiled a little.  "Nah," I said.  "Well, yes, but I could have probably held on for another few hands.  We don't play for real money, anyway."

"So why are you done playing so early?"

"If you didn't think I'd be done, why did you call me?"

"I was bored."

"Night shift again?"  I took a sip of chai tea that I had left sitting on the table from dinner.  Lukewarm.  I made a face.  "Still calling around soliciting phone sex?"

"No, I'm home tonight."  He sounded relaxed, like he was indeed at home.  Like he was sitting in a warm bubble bath or something, which of course men didn't ever admit to but probably did.  "I just was hoping your game would be done early."
"And so it is.  Looks like it's your lucky day."  And then there was a little space of empty silence, just uncomfortable enough that I was going to make something up to fill it and found myself blurting out, "Look, I need to tell you what I do for a living."

He paused, and maybe the line was disconnected, I couldn't be sure until he said, "Okayyyyy," and held onto the 'a' noise at the end.  "You're a bank teller."

"And I have a night job," I confessed.  Why was I going to tell him this?  

Simple.  Because if he ran away in fear, I wouldn't have to deal with relationships conflicting with work.  Because work was fun.  Because I didn't want to give work up.

"I know you have a night job," he said.  "I saw your purchases, remember?"

"Yeah, well, you probably think I'm some sort of underground model or something."

And then he laughed, and it was a laugh that irritated me even while it kind of turned me on.  It was a strangely powerful laugh.  Where did that come from?

"You're no model," he said.  "I don't know what you do, but it sure doesn't involve prancing around for the admiration of your peers.  I can tell that about you."

"I'm a dominatrix."  I liked the word.  I liked saying it.  I liked that it gave me a sense of power, like wearing really tall boots with a short skirt gave me a sense of power.  And a draft.

"A new dominatrix, then."

"How do you know I'm new?"

"Because you just bought the clothes."

He had me there.  "And don't you think that's weird and kinky shit?" I countered.  Why wasn't I getting a rise out of him?

That laugh again.  "Of course it's weird and kinky shit," he murmured.  "That's why I like it."

"I'm having sex with strange men," I blurted out, which wasn't entirely true, since I wasn't having intercourse, and the sex I was having included women as well.

This brought about a pause.  "I see," he said.  "Well, that's interesting."

"And women," I added hastily.

"That's VERY interesting."  Great, now I'd inspired his latent (or not-so-latent) lesbian fantasies.  "And how many of these strange men and women have you had sex with?"

I paused.  He didn't sound so offended.  Strange.  "Well, I haven't had real sex sex with any of them."

"I figured as much."

"And the ones I did anything with, well, um, two men and one woman."

"You dominated all these people since you got started?"

"No," I said, hesitating.  "I was dominated by one of the men and the woman.  The second man was my first role as the top."

"I see."  I heard a shifting noise on the other end of the phone.  "And who did you prefer to Top, the man or the woman?"

I closed my eyes, my tension wavering into arousal, my hand slipping down my pants unbidden.  "The man," I said.

"And what is his name?"

"Dante," I said without thinking.  Oh, shit.  This was probably a bad thing, right?  Well, the name Dante still preserved his anonymity.  Right?  Of course.  It had to.  

"Dante," he repeated.  "Would you like it if I was Dante right now?  Do you like to be dominated, my new little dominatrix?"

I don't know when his voice had changed, when the power had slipped into it, but he had that same commanding tone that Dante and Venus had used when I obeyed them without thought.  He brought that out in me.

"I would…" Yes, I would like it very much, but instead, I found myself saying, "I would like it if you were you and I was me."

The tone was gone from his voice, then, as quickly as it had come, and I felt as if I had been doused with cold water when he said, "I think I will see you at dinner tomorrow," closing the conversation.
"I think I will see you as well."  It was the wittiest thing I could think of to say, the alternative being something incoherent.

And he hung up on me.

What the hell had just happened?   He wasn't mad, at least, he didn't sound mad, and we still had a date.  And I was touching myself again with the cats looking at me strangely.  Great.  I pulled my hand out of my pants, hung up the phone and shook my head.  What a weird day.

The next day was Sunday.  I had another day off, yay for that, and I slept in and enjoyed the sunshine pouring in through the windows of the house.  I took a nice, leisurely shower in steaming hot water and touched up my shaving.  The itching had basically subsided after the first day or so.  That gel stuff really helped.  
Did my hair, got dressed, looked around the apartment.  What to do?  What to do?  Time for a trip to the mall.  I wanted a new outfit for my hot date that night.
The mall I went to was the largest in the Northeast, the Holyoke Mall.  Set right off route ninety one north, this mammoth mall was a beacon of light in the dull slum-ridden back alleys of Holyoke. Not that there weren't some nice areas of Holyoke, but the predominant aura of the city was drug-infested and poverty-striken.  The mall, though, was beautiful, big, and safe for the non-sketchy denizens of that part of the world.

My first stop was Icky, Sticky, and Goo.  That candy store had the most amazing sour candy strips, which I had been tempted lately to devour by the bagful, as I liked to do when stress got to me or friends were becoming psychopathic bitches.  I stopped in and loaded up with a half pound of mixed strawberry, strawberry-banana, and green apple flavors, with one or two blue raspberry thrown in for good measure.  Mmm, candy.  Once so armed, I could take on the clothing stores.

Eventually, after about an hour of shopping and an hour of eating the candy, I found the perfect outfit.  Not too frumpy, not too scandalous, but a nice mix.  True, the frilled-bottom little skirt didn't exactly scream "dominatrix."  Okay, so I put it back.  Not that I wanted it to scream dominatrix, but frills just weren't me.  Then, the next perfect outfit, which I actually bought: a short black skirt, not long enough for work at the bank but not short enough for work at the sex parlor, in a tight knit material.  I matched it up with a cleavage-baring (but not too cleavage-baring) sweater in emerald green, and grabbed some matching shoes at DSW.  They matched the skirt, not the sweater, since emerald green pumps were more suited to the Wizard of Oz than they were to me.  They were chunky pumps, not exactly fuck-me heels, not exactly silver buckled ass-kicking boots, but somewhere in between.  I liked them.
So really, unless Tom turned out to be a total asswipe, I was going to get laid that night.  And while getting laid was good, getting laid while not worrying about job performance was better.  Either way, new undergarments were needed.  Fortunately, they expanded a brand new Fredericks of Hollywood upstairs from the food court, and I made a beeline for it.

I wanted a black bustier.  Not lacy, because lacy wasn't me.  I found the perfect one in black satin, lacing up the front, and when I tried it on under the sweater, there were no "I'm wearing funky undergarments" lines to be seen.  Perfect.  The best part was that it had garter straps.  Perfect.  True, it came with a thong and thongs weren't really my thing, so to speak, but if I couldn't find better underwear I would just accept the butt flossing as part of the look.

I walked out with the bustier, a cute pair of black bikini panties that were NOT a thong, and a new pair of thigh-high black nylons.  Perfect.  I also walked out about a hundred dollars poorer, but hey, I didn't care.  Spending money was an art form, baby, and I was Rembrandt.
By the time I got home, it was after four.  Yikes.  What time was my dinner?  Seven?  Sure, seven sounded good, for the sake of the story.  Seven.  I was a girl, first and foremost, and I took my time getting ready.
Step one was a friendly session with Mr. Blue.  I'd been damn horny all day, and going into that date with that sort of attitude was bound to cause some wrong decisions.  So I relieved my pent-up frustrations and followed it up with a nice hot bath with little peppermint foamy bath thingies shaped like snowflakes that I'd picked up on clearance at Waldenbooks.  They dissolved and made a nice bubbly foam, which I took my time luxuriating in.  Mmm, baths.  I ate the last of the sour strips in the tub.  Thank God for simple pleasures, right?  Then I climbed out, toweled off, tackled my hair, and got dressed.

I was successfully on my way at about six thirty.  Springfield traffic wouldn't be bad on a Sunday, and I wasn't worried about arriving late.  I kept checking my hair in the mirror, like a typical girl, and wondered if my lipstick was too dark.  Did men still like dark lipstick?  The dating thing was still foreign to me, and my latest sexual experiences weren't exactly in the realm of normal.  Ha, I was a kinky bitch, wasn't I?  Sexy undergarments and all.

I pulled up in front of Olive Garden at exactly six fifty seven.  Perfect.  This gave me two minutes to sit in the car and hyperventilate, one minute to walk to the door and enter, and one minute to nonchalantly find Tom.
My stomach dropped.  Dammit, I'd forgotten the maroom and gold scarf!  That was how I'd said he was supposed to recognize me.  Fuck, fuck, fuck.  Okay, make that one minute to panic and one minute to get creative.  Ah, this was perfect.  I scanned my car for something that would work.

Two minutes later I was standing in the lobby of the Olive Garden restaurant holding a hastily written sign that said, "Pretend I'm wearing a maroon and gold scarf."  Really, it wasn't the most creative thing in the world, and it got some strange looks from the elderly couple that passed me ("don't talk to that woman, Thelma,") but I knew who I was, and Tom would too.

I turned to peer into the lobby of the restaurant, thinking maybe I'd missed him, when a familiar voice behind me made me jump.  

"I think you're looking for me."

My first thought was, "Why is this man single?"  My second thought was, "Well, I'm single."  That was all the thinking that occurred while I sized him up.  Handsome, but not threateningly so.  His appearance didn't scream "Hey, look at me!  I'm either gay and in denial, or I'm a male model and too good for you!" but he was definitely a looker.  He was taller than me, always a plus since I'm not that tall, with short brown hair so light it was almost blonde and probably lightened up in the summer.  He had nice, normal blue eyes, not psychopath eyes, and a warm smile.  No weird teeth, also a good thing.  Broad-shouldered, well-built but not muscle man built, clean fingernails.  (Why do I notice fingernails?)
So I tried to make this scan quickly and unassumingly, but I was caught.

"Do I pass inspection?" he asked, and his voice was that low rumbly voice that I remembered from phone calls (and phone call sex).  

I blushed.  Me, blush?  Me, the dominatrix, blush?  Yeah, well, what's it to you?

"You pass," I said, nodding and trying to be nonchalant.  I turned, and he put his hand on the small of my back to guide me through the set of double doors.  Nice, a gentleman.  This guy's mom had raised him right, it seemed.  Always a bonus to find one with manners, but unlike Bob, one that wouldn't turn out to have a boyfriend.

Apparently Tom had already called ahead, because when we walked in and gave our name, there was a table waiting for us.  I loved walking in ahead of everybody else who was waiting.  It made me feel so envied, and I liked feeling envied.

The waiter brought us menus and silverware, and I settled down with a nice glass of White Zinfandel to peruse my options, especially the one sitting opposite me.  Nice.
"What are you having?" he asked over my menu.
"Not sure," I responded.  Ah, food talk.  Saved the trouble of us having to make real conversation.  Were we even capable of doing that?  "The Taste of Italy looks good.  Lasagna, Fettuccini Alfredo, and Chicken Parmiagiana."  Wow, I was hungry.  The macaroni and cheese with cut up hot dogs that I'd had for lunch didn't really do the trick for filling me up.
"That sounds good."  He perused the menu a little more, then set it down.  I did the same, and we waited for the waiter.  "So."  He began.  
"So."

"So what did you do today?" he asked politely, folding his hands on the table and smiling.

"Well, I slept in, then went shopping."

"Did you buy that outfit?" he asked, looking me up and down, as much as he could when I was seated.

"If you must know, yes, I did," I said, smiling, proud that I didn't blush.  Yay for the not blushing thing.

The waiter showed up at that time, and we both ordered the Taste of Italy as the waiter set a large bowl of insalada in front of us and a dish of breadsticks.  He disappeared again, and we were left with conversation.

"I like the outfit," he said.  "If I may be so forward, I hope what you're wearing under it is as pretty as what's on top."
Ah, there was the blush I'd missed.  "And I suppose you think you'll find out," I commented.

"I can only hope."  He folded his napkin into his lap and handed me the basket of breadsticks.

We switched to small talk, and chatted amicably about the weather, our day jobs, our personal political views, our childhoods, and all sorts of other things that you discuss if you're comfortable with someone.  As we finished our meals, I realized that that's what I was: comfortable.  He put me at ease, although I occassionally caught him looking at me with something akin to hunger in his eyes, at which point I turned back to my second glass of White Zinfandel and changed the subject.  We didn't discuss my night job at all, and when I thought I was home free, he suddenly looked up from the Lemon Chiffon dessert we were sharing.

"I'd like to see you work," he said huskily, low enough that only I could hear him.  I knew he didn't mean as a bank teller.  

"I don't think you're allowed," I said, and for all I knew, it was true.  Maybe Felicity wouldn't like to have dates hanging around, getting free entertainment.  

"Can you find out for me?"  He touched my hand with his, the first contact we'd had since entering the restaurant, and his touch was like an electric current running through me.  

I nodded, not sure what else to do.  "Okay," I said.  "Although, I'm new at this.  I haven't even had a session alone yet."

"You probably will tomorrow," he said.  "Think about it."
Mention of going back to Felicity's made my stomach curl up a little.  Not that I didn't want to go, mind you, but rather, I was a little afraid of seeing Dante again.  The way he made me feel… oh, I know it was just because he dominated me, but still!  The man could kiss.  His presence electrified me.  But Tom… Tom had a distinctive sexy atmosphere about him, as if he knew he was going to get lucky that night, even though I hadn't admitted to myself yet that the date was going a lot better than I'd anticipated.

"You know," I said cautiously, "I have no intention of giving up my night job, even if I end up seeing you again."

He smiled as if he found this amusing.  "Well, why would you?"

This took me aback.  "Why… what do you mean, why would I?  Most relationships should be exclusive."

"Do you have feelings for these men?" he asked, and he was holding my hand over the empty cake plate.  

"No," I lied, thinking of Dante. 

His eyes narrowed a little, and his grip on my hand tightened.  "I am very good," he said softly, "at knowing when someone is lying."  His demeanor right then frightened me a little, but I was ashamed to admit that it excited me at the same time.  "Who do you have feelings for?"

"Nobody," I lied again.  They weren't real feelings, right?  They were just … well, okay, they were feelings, but they weren't "I like you" feelings.  They were "I want you to fuck me again" feelings.  

"Dante," he said softly, and suddenly let go of my hand.  "What is he to you?"

"He's nothing to me," I said, raising my voice a little.  What, he was possessive on the first date?  Wonderful.

As if he read my mind, his gaze softened.  "I'm sorry," he said.  "I just find you so…" he paused and looked at me.  "So amazing," he finished.  "I want to make you feel what this man can make you feel."  There was that hunger in his gaze again.  
I looked down at the empty dessert plate, then up at him.  "Let's get the hell out of here," I whispered.

He raised his hand and flagged down the waiter for the check.

I was glad that I'd cleaned my apartment and put my sex toys away as I dragged him up the stairs into my bedroom, reluctant to let his mouth slip away from mine.  The cats were wisely staying downstairs, ignoring the fumbling humans and their guttural moans and gasps.

"Oh, Hannah," he breathed, letting his suit jacket fall to my floor, tumbling with me onto the queen sized bed and pulling my lips to his.  "Are you… are you…"

"Yes, I'm sure," I mumbled, tearing at his buttons as he fumbled with the clasp on my skirt.
"Slower," he said, sitting back and breathing.  "I want to see you."

The shyness had passed, and I didn't feel uncomfortable standing and letting the skirt fall to the floor, then pulling the sweater up over my head and standing before him in my bustier, panties, nylons and heels.  Yeah, this was getting familiar now.
At this point, he was wearing only pants, his shirt having been disposed of and his shoes and socks littering my stairs.  "Nice," he commented, looking me up and down.  "just like I had hoped."

"Heels on or off?" I asked.

"On," he said.  "But lose the panties."

I unfastened the garter hooks long enough to slide the underwear off, then hooked them back on again and got back on the bed.  Yes, the whore in me was coming out, but I wanted real sex, from a real man, with a real cock, and Tom was the man I had chosen.

He rolled me only my back.  "You're so beautiful," he breathed.  "You're more beautiful than I imagined."  

I smiled.  "You're everything I hoped for."

"So you're a dominatrix," he said, raising himself up on one elbow as his hand traced lazy circles around my belly button.  "No offense, Miss Hannah, but it doesn't seem like you."

"I get into it," I replied, enjoying the attention, staring into his eyes.  "I get into a lot of things."

His teeth nipped my earlobe.  "What if I want you to be a submissive tonight?"

"I don't think I'd mind," I commented.  "But I don't have any bondage equipment and even if I did, it doesn't come out on the first date."

He smiled again.  "Not trusting, are we?"

"Not without a binding legal contract."  I smiled back.  "But you can do your worst without it."

He knelt up.  "Before this goes any farther," he said, "no means no with me.  I don't play with safewords on the first date."  Hmm, he knew about safewords, and it sounded like he'd done this before.  Maybe this would be interesting.  "Also," he said, "I'm using condoms."

I nodded.  "And I'm on the pill," I said, "just in case you're wondering."

He nodded back.  "Now that we've got that out of the way," he began, "I think you should touch yourself for me."

Well, this was getting underway rather quickly.  I lay back down, raising my knees to either side as he sat inbetween my legs and got a good view.  I closed my eyes as I slid a hand down to my folds and found my clit.  Ooh, that was nice.  I rubbed my favorite pattern with my right hand, and before I knew it, my left hand was tweaking my own nipples.

"Nice," he whispered, and I felt hot breath on my other breast as he took the nipple into his mouth and began to suck.  Oh, it felt good.  I opened my eyes to look at him and found that he was staring at me, looking up as his tongue rubbed delicious patterns over my tip.  Our eyes locked, and I breathed in sharply again as I felt him slide two fingers into my pussy.

"Oh, you're so wet," he whispered, kissing me on the mouth.  

I never got aroused this easily.  I took my hand away to twine my fingers in his soft hair, and he suddenly pulled away.

"I didn't tell you to stop touching yourself," he said sharply, and I flinched as a wave of arousal coursed through my body because of his sharp tones.  

My hand went back between my legs and resumed its job.  He leaned down again and began kissing my nipples, careful to tuck the fabric of the bustier under my breasts to give easier access.

"So," he whispered, lifting his head, his fingers still working their magic inside me, "how does it feel?"

"It feels good," I whispered.

He stood up, his hand sliding from my warmth and making me mewl in disappointment.  He undressed, first his suit pants, then his black silk boxers.  Oh, nice.  His erection was prominent, nicely sized, framed with a down of light brown hair.  That was going to feel a whole hell of a lot better than Mr. Blue felt.  
"Can I touch you?" I asked, surprised at how easily I fell into the role of the submissive.

"Would you like to?" he asked, and he wasn't taunting, just asking.  

I nodded.

"You can stop touching yourself," he said, and knelt on the bed next to me.

I took his velvety length into my hand, and he breathed in deeply.  He was so firm and warm.  "I don't want to dominate you tonight," he whispered into my hair, kissing my earlobe.
"I don't think I want to be dominated tonight," I concurred.

And then he was on top of me, kissing me, his hands everywhere and his mouth everywhere else, and there was a flurry of condom wrappers and kisses and he was inside me, hot and hard and deep, filling every ache that silicone had been unable to satisfy.
"Oh," he groaned, and I could feel his pulse deep in my body.  "Oh, you're so tight.  It's been so long."

"Yes," I whispered.  "It's been so long."

He looked at me, tangling his hand in my hair, and brought his lips to mine as he moved inside me.

I slipped a hand between our bodies and found my clit, leaving both his hands free to fondle my breasts and nipples.  He pinched and squeezed as he drove home inside me, and I was lost in his mouth and the waves of pleasure building inside me.

"I'm going to…" I began, but he kissed me, and I let the climax build with no further prelude.  It was there, just out of reach, closer, closer, as he thrust deeply into me, and I closed my eyes and bit my lip.

"Oh!"  It took me by surprise, then, washing over me and racking my body with muscle spasms.  I knew I was digging my fingernails into his back, then, but I didn't care, clutching his warm body to me as he continued to thrust.  As I came back to myself, he brushed his lips over my forehead.

"You okay?" he asked, touching my lips with his thumb, and I was touched suddenly with the tenderness of it all.

"Yeah," I answered, the pleasurable afterglow making me smile lazily.  "But I want to feel you come."

He kissed me, then, and began thrusting again.

I dug my fingernails into his ass, urging him on, harder and faster, using my kegel muscles as best as I could to clench around him.  His thrusts got more erratic, and he threw his head back and moaned as he came inside me.  I held him close, a shiver running through my body as I felt his muscles relax on top of me.
"Well," he said at last, lifting his head and looking down at me.

"Well," I replied, now feeling just a tad bit sheepish.  Funny how the post-orgasmic wave of unease can settle over you so quickly.  "Coffee?"
A few minutes later we were relatively dressed and sitting across from each other at my kitchen table, listening to the coffee percolate and munching chips with Newman's Own Pineapple Salsa.

"So do you have to get up early in the morning?" I asked.

He nodded.  "I'm at work for 9."

"Me too.  And then I have a night shift."  Not that it was really work or anything.

"Have you given any thought to giving up the bank job?" he asked, leaning back and balancing my kitchen chair on two legs.

I shrugged.  "A little," I admitted.  "I'm still pretty new at this, but the pay is really good and the hours are flexible.  It's probably the best job I've ever had."

"Everybody says that after the first two days," he said knowingly.  "Give it a little more time."

"I don't want to work two jobs forever," I said.  "But if this…" I waved my arm across the table, indicating that I meant him and me, "this thing we have, it probably won't mesh too well with my second job."

"I might be able to live with it," he said.  "But we would have to lay out some ground rules, and a first date is too soon to do that, at least for me."

"Well, a first date is too soon for me to have sex, too," I commented, "but here I am."  Wearing a robe and slippers, across from the man who wasn't Dante and didn't have to be.  "Do you date often?" I asked.

He shook his head.  "Haven't dated in about four months," he said.  
"Why not?"

"I get jealous too easy."  He poured some of the coffee into a mug and added sugar.  

"That will never do," I commented.  "That doesn't work for me at all."

"I've gotten over it, I think," he said.  "It's not so much that I'm jealous if I know what's going on.  But if I don't, well, my mind goes all crazy with imagining things that could be happening."

"You can't watch me work every day," I said, "or do a rape kit on me to make sure I haven't been having sex with other men."

He sighed, shaking his head.  "This is different, though.  Somehow, having it out in the open makes it easier.  But this you and Dante thing…" he sipped his coffee, "that might bother me."

I had some coffee of my own.  "There's nothing there," I promised.  "Just normal work stuff."

"And what, he'll just keep dominating you now and then, when you get out of line?" his nostrils flared, and he caught himself and took another sip of coffee.  "Eh, I don't know.  I just don't know."
"Well, this is all getting a bit ahead of ourselves, anyway," I commented.  "This is, indeed, a first date."
"And what a nice first date it's been."  He smiled at me, a genuine smile that made me smile back.  I just couldn't help it.  "I should probably be going."  He stood up.  "I think I have some other pieces of clothing on your stairs."
I helped him recover them.  "Bye," I said at the door, and he leaned in for a kiss that lingered just long enough.  Strange, how formal things can become even after sex, when you're both at the door at the end of the date.

"Bye," he whispered.  "I'll call you."

As the door closed behind him, I thanked myself for making decaf coffee, because I was exhausted.  I swallowed the last of it and dragged my ass up to bed.

Eight o'clock came way too early for my comfort.  Maybe I should give up this bank thing, I thought again in the shower.  Maybe I could make a living being a dominatrix.  But could I make it a life?

Deposits, change, deposit slips.  Deposits, change, deposits slip.  The day ticked by like the hands of a slow-moving clock, and I longed for five thirty when I could get into my car and drive to Felicity's and forget my troubles with a flogger and a vinyl catsuit (which, coincidentally, I had brought with me for cleaning).  Suzanne was absent from work, strangely enough, and I wondered if her bad day the other day had gotten to her.
"Hey, anybody seen Suzanne?" I asked Kerri at lunch.  "I haven't talked to her since Saturday."
"She called out today," Kerri said.  "Said she wasn't feeling all that well."

"Thanks."  Well, at least she wasn't dead.  That was a plus.  How could I be so callous about it?  She was my friend, and even snapping at me didn't excuse the fact that I'd forgotten that.  Kerri was working the drive thru for Suzanne and work went on, just as it would go on if I quit.  Someone would cover my window and they would hire someone new, and I would exorcise my own inner demons on nights and weekends.

That night, after work, the drive seemed to go slower than usual.  I decided against my usual sub and instead chose a greasy double cheeseburger and french fries from McDonalds.  Fattening, yes, but I didn't care.  It was a fattening kind of night.

I remembered where I was supposed to park and pulled around back of the large castle, following the lighted path down to the secondary parking lot and killing the engine.  Busy night, for a Monday.  Everybody probably needed a little sex play after a tough beginning to the work week.
I walked down the lit hallway, vinyl catsuit over my arm like a simple suit jacket, and went into the women's dressing room.  Venus was already in there.  I dropped my catsuit down the chute to be cleaned and changed into my familiar vinyl skirt and halter top.  Since she wasn't speaking to me, I figured she didn't want to talk.

After changing, I saw a manilla folder on my desk.  I opened it, and there was a female submissive's permission form in front of me.  A woman this time.  Interesting.
"That's how we get our orders for the night," Venus said in the silence, nodding toward the folder I was holding.  "Felicity sets them all out ahead of time.  The room number is at the top."
Room number 4.  Okay.  I sat down to review the rap sheet, as it were.  She didn't want anything anal, no giving or receiving oral sex, and her safeword was "Banana."  Interesting.  Everything else she rated either an "ok" or a "maybe."  She was okay with either a female or male dominant.  Good, because I'm a woman.

"To Room 4, then," I said, tucking the manilla folder under my arm and heading down the staircase.

Dante had given me a pretty thorough walk-through of the rooms and passages, so it wasn't hard to find my way down to Room 4.  I paused outside the door, then decided to step into the observation room first.

In the center of the room was a young woman (what, was everyone under the age of 30?) sitting cross-legged on the bed, looking scared.  She didn't look like she wanted to be there.  Great.  I had a reluctant submissive.  Well, here went nothing.
I walked into the room, doing my best to look dominant, figuring that there was probably someone watching in case I did anything wrong.  The girl's name was Mary Jane.  Like Spiderman, I thought.  She lowered her eyes immediately when I walked in.  I saw that she was trembling.  Aw, shit.  I wasn't anticipating this.  She was afraid of me!  She didn't wear a collar, so she didn't live here.  Maybe she was new.
"First," I said, and I said it quietly but firmly, "tell me your safe word."

"Banana," she repeated, "mistress."

"Very good."  I liked the way she said mistress.  "Tell me why you're here, slave."  That seemed a safe place to start.

"I've been a naughty girl," she said, and her skin flushed, whether with embarrasment or arousal I couldn't be sure.  "And I deserve to be punished."

"Do you want me to punish you?" I asked, walking over to the top drawer.  Hmm, floggers and light bondage equipment.

"Yes, mistress," she replied.

"Lay down on your stomach," I directed, and she did as I asked.  I used some of the bondage equipment to bind her wrists to the bedposts and her ankles to the bottom ones.  Her ass was flushed, and her breathing was quick.  She was attractive, and while I wasn't sexually attracted to her, I could recognize that she was a pretty girl.  Her eyes were wide and innocent, and her blonde curls were tumbling down over the pillow.  Something about seeing her naked and helpless brought an urge out in me, an urge to conquer, to push her limits.  It was heady.  
I couldn't, though, because I was new at this and apparently, so was she.  I looked carefully at her face.  Her wide blue eyes were teary.  Maybe she could use a little pleasure instead.
Hmm, magic trunk of toys.  I removed a little pink vibrator that had a nub at the bottom designed to stimulate the clitoris.  I turned it on low, and she tried to turn around and see what I was holding but I was too far behind her.  I gently brushed the tip over her swollen clitoris, and she gasped.  

"Oh," she said, her hips bucking into the mattress.  

"Do you like that?" I asked.

"Yes, mistress," she responded, a little pink tongue wetting her lips.  I rubbed back and forth over her folds, watching her response.  She was breathing heavy now, and I gently pushed the vibrator to the hilt inside her.

"Keep it there," I directed.  Then swish, flick, crack, and her ass jumped off the bed at the touch of my flogger.  I barely brushed her, but she gasped as if I'd used a cane.  

"Oh!" she exclaimed, and the vibrator slipped out a little.  I pushed it back in. 

"Hold it better," I said, and slapped her ass with my hand.  I could see it clench as she tried to hold the toy inside.  I started up a gentle rhythm with the flogger, alternating sides of her ass, five light strokes on each (to get her warmed up) and then five heavier strokes.  Then I turned up the vibrator and listened to her gasp again.

"How many strokes was that?" I asked sternly.

"Twenty one!" she said quickly, and obviously she had been worried about losing count because she looked relieved as soon as she said it.

"Good," I said.  "How does the vibrator feel?"  Obviously it felt good, because she was thrusting her hips into the mattress and trying to get more stimulation.

"It feels good, mistress," she said.

"Does it make you want to come?"

"Yes," she gasped.

Immediately I turned it off, but I left it in place.  "And why should I let a little slut like you come?" I asked harshly, then flinched internally as the brutality of my tone surprised me.  
Obviously she wasn't sure if she should answer or not, so I took a gentle crack at her ass for good measure, and she immediately said, "You do whatever pleases you, mistress!" and squirmed again.

I turned the vibrator back on.  "I'm not going to help you," I said, and sat down in the chair.  "And I'm not going to untie you.  So if you want to come, you need to figure out a way to do it yourself.  And when you're ready to come, you need to beg me for it."  This should be interesting to watch.

She paused, biting her lip, trying not to squirm, but the sensations were obviously too much for her and she started thrusting her hips into the mattress.  She closed her eyes and spread her legs a little more, trying to get more contact with the mattress.  She found it, because she let out a little sigh and broke into a rhythm.  I could tell when she was getting close, because her breathing got more erratic and she started making little mewling noises.
"Oh!" she begged.  "Please, mistress, can I come?"

"No," I said, and tried to look bored.  "You'll have to do better than that."

She was breathing really hard then.  "Please?  Oh, mistress, I want to come so bad… I'll do anything!"  She thrust harder, and I walked over, turned the vibrator up, and sat back down.  "I need to come, mistress!"

"You're a horny little slut, aren't you?" I asked.

"Yes," she said, and she blushed suddenly.  It was cute, actually.  

"Say it," I said.

"I'm a horny little slut," she gasped.  "and I want to come, please!"

"Okay," I said.  "Come."

She thrust harder into the mattress, then closed her eyes and let out a keening wail as she came.  I watched her, fascinated by the way she thrusted and writhed on the mattress, then collapsed in exhaustion and blinked her eyes open.

I smiled, then walked over and  removed the vibrator and dropped it into the "clean me" basket.  I gently undid her bonds, but she didn't move, waiting for me.
"It's okay," I said, more gently this time.  "You can get up."

She sat up and rubbed her wrists, her eyes heavy-lidded.  I just kind of sat there.  Was that it?  Did I just leave now?  My question was answered as she lay back on the bed and drew herself under the covers, then closed her eyes as if to sleep.  I left the room.
Felicity was standing outside the observation room.  Somehow I was not surprised.  "Good," she said.  

"Do I just leave like that?" I asked.  "Do they all sleep afterward?"

"Some do, some don't," she shrugged.  "Some are up for another session.  She wasn't, though.  But with some, you don't have to stop after one orgasm.  Often they'll just keep going."

"She seemed new," I observed.

"This was her first session," Felicity said.  "I wanted to see how you would deal with her.  I was right in the room in case you went too far.  But you did fine."

"So what happens now?" I asked.  "Do I get someone else?"
She nodded.  "We prefer you to work a three to four hour shift.  You have time for one more.  He's in Room 7."

I read through his rap sheet and went in, determined to do a good job again.

I left about an hour and a half later, mentally and physically exhausted.  It was very emotionally draining to never show feelings, to just be hard and tough and dominating.  I needed a hot shower and a change of clothes.  And a session with Mr. Blue, since I was now hot and horny and didn't make either of my submissives get me off.  It felt weird now that I was sleeping with Tom.  I went back to the dominant's locker room and went into one of the shower stalls.  The water was hot and refreshing and I just stood there, letting it wash my tension away.
I got myself dressed and tossed my vinyl clothes down the chute.  My catsuit was now hanging up on my clothing rack, cleaned and smelling fresh.  They were quick with the cleaning, whoever worked in the laundry room.  Nice.

I passed an open door in the lobby and paused.  How had I never noticed this door?  I walked to the doorway and peered inside.
Wow.  There was an amazing buffet inside, food spread out on long tables all over the room.  And sitting right in the middle, housing down on a chicken leg, was Dante.

"Is this here every night?" I asked, walking in.  He jumped slightly when he heard my voice and turned around, swallowing his chicken.

"Yeah," he said.  "An average of fifty people pass through here on a weeknight, and everybody eats.  It's part of the fee they pay."
I grabbed a plate and loaded up on chicken, beef, mashed potatoes, basically everything I could fit on one plate, and took a seat opposite Dante and started chowing down.  We ate in silence for a while.  

"So," he asked, looking up, "how'd your hot date go?" 

I looked up abruptly.  "What do you mean?" I asked.

He shrugged and smiled.  "Well, you didn't show up last night.  That means hot date."

"Or I could have just been taking a break from this place."  I chewed and swallowed.

"Nah.  Your face just totally says 'I had a hot date last night.'"  He smiled.  "So how was it?  Did you get lucky?"

My face flushed.  "The date was fine, thank you, and I don't think it's anyone's business whether I got lucky or not."

He nodded.  "I see."  He reached over and speared a piece of chicken off my plate with his fork and ate it.  I moved my plate farther back, and we resumed eating in silence.
"Is he as good as me?" he asked suddenly.

Typical guy.  

"We didn't have sex," I said.  "I mean, you and I didn't have sex.  Not that I'm saying whether or not I had sex last night, because that's none of your business, but whether we did or we did not, it doesn't matter because I have nothing to compare it to."  There, did that make any sense?  I had no idea.

He was just smiling mildly as he got up and got a new plate, this time with salad and caesar dressing.  I remember thinking as he sat back down that Suzanne probably made some of this food every night.
"So why didn't I find out about the food when I got hired?" I asked.

He shrugged.  "I don't know.  You didn't ask.  Just kept eating before you came."

I watched as a submissive (collar and bracelets and all) came into the room and took away the dirty dishes on a tray, then reappeared and refilled several of the food trays.  Everything was nice and hot, kept that way by heat lamps, and I got up and refilled my plate.  Yum.
We made small talk for a little while until we were both full.  I got up to bring my plate to the dirty dishes tray, and jumped as I saw Suzanne's face in the window to the kitchen.  I looked again, and she was gone.

My cell phone rang as soon as I got into my car.  I shut the door and answered.

"Now that you're done, how about some coffee?"

Tom.

"How did you know I was done?"

"Where do you want to meet for coffee?"  He acted as if he hadn't heard me at all.  "I like the Red Rock Café."

"Sounds good," I said, exasperated, looking down at my jeans and sweatshirt.  "I'm not dressed for a date."

"Then I'll see you in a few minutes," he said, and hung up.

Five minutes later I was pulling into the Red Rock Café, totally and utterly confused as to where Tom was getting his information.  He was already seated at a booth when I got there and ordered my iced chai tea latte.  I sat down opposite him.

"I'm beginning to think," I started, "that you are nosier than I expected."

He smiled.  "And I am beginning to think," he continued, "that you have no idea how nosy I am."

A little suspicion crept over me as I looked outside at a green Subaru Outback Sport, a Subaru Outback Sport that I had seen at Felicity's parking lot.

"You were there," I hissed, shaking my head.

He smiled.  "Felicity let me in.  Turns out it's normal for significant others to stop in now and then."

"You told her I was your significant other?" I asked, sipping my tea.  

He nodded and took another sip of coffee.

I found myself a little irked, but a little flattered as well.  "And who did you watch?"

"I watched both sessions, he said.  "But I liked the first one a lot better."

"Something about that thing all guys have with two girls, huh?"  Geez, all men were alike.  Except Bob, who preferred Bruce.  Shudder at the thought of sleeping with Bob.
"Could be."  Another sip of coffee, another mysterious smile.  "I saw you having a nice little dinner conversation, too." 
The hair stood up on the back of my neck.  "Oh," I commented, because that was all I could think of.  "Yes, it was a nice conversation."

"He's not bad," Tom shrugged.  "I can understand what you see in him."

"I don't see anything in him," I insisted.  "It was just a thing."

"Whatever," he said, shrugging again, like his arms were on a spasmodic pulley system or something.  He didn't say it arguably, just casually, as if he really didn't care.  Maybe he didn't.  
"I'm not staying up late again, tonight," I said abruptly.  That was my way of closing off the coffee date, even though the way he was absentmindedly stroking my hand was definitely disturbing.  

"That's okay," he said.  "I have something to do tonight, anyway, before I get home."

"Okay."  I finished my tea.  "So is that all, then?"

He smiled.  "At least make some small talk."

So we made small talk.  There was definitely something curious about him, something I wanted to find out more about, and he had a charisma that made me always want to be near him.  It was a dangerous combination.  Dangerous and heady.
"Enough small talk," I said.  "I really do have to get up early in the morning."

"Okay," he said, and he stood up to give me a kiss, which I accepted.  Sweet.  "I'll call you."

And he undoubtedly would, I thought as I walked out to my car.  Boy, I needed a good night's sleep.

I was awakened in the morning by the telephone ringing.  I sat up, groggy, but it was a wrong number.  I still had an hour left to sleep before I had to be at work, but I couldn't fall back asleep, so I got up and took a shower after laying in bed staring at the ceiling for a while.  Showered, got dressed, had some cereal, fed the cats, and was out the door for another long day.

I didn't actually turn on my cell phone until my lunch break.  I sat there at the table, heating up Ramen, and I had a message.  It was Felicity.
"Hannah, I don't know when you're going to get this, but you need to get down here as soon as you can.  It's Dante.  Do whatever you can to get down here."

My heart twisted in my chest, and I saved the message and left the Ramen.

"Mabel," I said, rushing hurriedly up to my boss.  "Is there any way I can get off for the afternoon?"

She frowned slightly.  "Why, what's wrong?"

Might as well be honest.  "I just got a call from my night job.  There's something wrong with one of my coworkers and they need to see me right away."  Was that it?  There was something wrong with Dante?  Who would do something to Dante?

Maybe someone who had "something to do" before he went home after coffee?  My blood ran cold.

"Yeah, we're having a slow afternoon," she agreed.  "It's a good thing, since Suzanne's working extra hours at her other job and asked for the day off, too.  Go take care of what you need to take care of."

"Thank you, Mabel," I breathed, and leaving my Ramen boiling in the microwave, I grabbed my coat and purse and dashed out the door.

I had a few minutes to think over the message while I drove like a hazard to everyone else on the road on the way to Felicity's house.  What had happened?  What was wrong with Dante?  I felt sick inside.  If this was in any way connected to Tom, I didn't know what I was going to do.  Was he just too jealous to deal with competition?  Was that the problem?  Did he hurt Dante because he couldn't handle the competition?  What would happen if he did something to Bob, too, because Bob once slept with me?

I pulled around back and cut the engine, then grabbed my keys and purse and ran through the long corridor into the main lobby.  Felicity was waiting there, sitting on the bench outside the dominant's changing rooms, drumming her fingers on her thigh and just looking sick.  She jumped to her feet when I arrived.

"Oh, Hannah, thank God you're here," she said, grabbing me by the hand.  "I just called the ambulance right before I called you."

"When did you call me?" I asked.  "I didn't get the message until lunch."

"I didn't find him until eleven," she said, wringing her hands, "when I got up to check on lunch.  The ambulance should be here any moment… oh, Felicity, I don't know what happened to him."

She dragged me by the hand into the male dominant's changing rooms, and I clapped my hand over my mouth.  There, lying in the middle of the floor, was Dante.  He was half-dressed, like he had been getting ready to shower or something, clad only in his pants.  He was laying on his back, mouth open, eyes closed, blood trickling slowly from behind his head.
"Oh my God," I murmured through my hand.  "Is he dead?"

She shook her head and knelt by the body.  "He's breathing, but only shallowly.  I called the ambulance, they should be here by now…"
"Why did you call me?" I asked, as I heard the screech of tires and the ambulance siren loudly outside the door of the house.  We left the changing room just in time to see  submissives start appearing out of the doors, everyone curious as to what was going on, and it was a sea of silver bracelets and collars.  

"I called you because you were the last person with him," she hissed softly, directing everyone to stay out of the changing room and leading me out to the front door to greet the ambulance.  "I'm not sure if you saw anything."
Ah, I was a suspect.  Okay, maybe not, since she didn't look like she was blaming me of anything.  
Two men came out of the ambulance carrying a stretcher.  "Ma'am," one of them greeted Felicity, then nodded at me, extending the same "Ma'am" my way.  I nodded back.

"He's right in here," Felicity said, beckoning and going back into the house.  We walked through a sea of submissives, which parted like the red sea at one wave of Felicity's hand, and led the two paramedics into the changing room.

They went right to work, hooking up an IV, checking vitals, doing all sorts of EMT slash paramedic type stuff.  Before I knew it they had Dante hooked up to a respirator and loaded onto the stretcher, strapped down and looking like death warmed over.
"Is he going to be all right?" Felicity was asking, chasing after the paramedics with me following closely behind.

"Too soon to tell," one of them replied.  "You can't ride in the ambulance, but you can follow us to Cooley Dickinson Hospital in Northampton."

Felicity turned to the crowded room, which now presumably contained every submissive and dominant in the entire house, all murmuring amongst themselves.  I looked around and spotted Suzanne in the back of the crowd.  She was staring at me, deathly pale, her lips drawn tightly together and a faraway look in her eyes.  I knew she had always preferred Dante, based on what she had told me.  And now I had taken him away from her.  Or, rather, Tom had.  If he had done this.  Of course he hadn't done this.  Right?
"Willow," Felicity said, turning to one of the submissives.  "Make sure everyone gets back to their quarters if they want to stay.  There will be no sessions tonight."  Willow nodded and turned to a small group.

"Sterling," Felicity continued, turning to one of the dominants that I'd never seen before, a short, curvy blonde.  "Get the phone list.  Contact everyone and let them know that sessions have been cancelled.  Tell them that we'll send out a mass email once we know his condition."  She turned to me. 
"Artemis," she said, "I'm going to the hospital.  I think everyone has everything under control here.  I'd like you to come with me."

"Okay," I nodded.  "Let me get my coat."

Next thing I knew I was following Felicity's black Mustang through the streets of Springfield, breaking most major traffic laws along the way and praying the cops didn't catch us.  We made it to Cooley Dickinson hospital in record time, but still not after the ambulance.  Which was a good thing, since if we'd beaten the ambulance, I would question the efficiency of the medical profession in Western Massachusetts.

"We're here to see Daniel Tosches," Felicity said at the front desk, and I did a double take.  She'd just completely absolved his anonymity in front of me.  Either she trusted me, or she figured I already knew.

"Room 325," the candy striper said.  "He's just arrived, though, so you won't be able to get in there for another few minutes."

"We'll wait there," Felicity said, and I followed her up two flights of narrow stairs to the third floor.  She ran briskly up them, and I marvelled that even with my regular running, she was in better shape than I was.  

We arrived outside room 325 and waited while the medical personnel buzzed around a figure we couldn't see, presumably Dante, laying motionless in the bed.  Presumably motionless, anyway, since I already said we couldn't see him.

"Are you family?" the doctor said, rubbing his hands together and walking outside, closing the door behind him. 

"I am," Felicity said.  The doctor looked at me, but said nothing when I said nothing, and turned back to Felicity.  

"He's my brother," Felicity explained.  "I'm Felicity Tosches."

I did another double take.  How had I missed this?  I looked hard at her, and I could see it.  Even though she was blonde and he brunette, they had the same high cheekbones, same large, liquid eyes, similar height and mannerisms.  How had I missed the relationship?  

"Miss Tosches, I'm afraid things don't look so good for your brother."  He shook his head.  "Daniel is in a coma.  It appears to have been caused by blunt trauma to the back of the head.  Either he slipped and hit his head, or it was caused by another party."  He grimaced.  "I'm afraid, Miss Tosches, that that looks like the more likely alternative."  Felicity nodded.  She had been expecting this.  The doctor continued.  "We've directed the police to your residence, and they'll be investigating the crime scene.  If Daniel wakes up, he may be unable to identify his attacker, since he was hit from behind, but any help that you can give the police regarding enemies your brother may have had, well, that would certainly be useful."  He sighed.  "It's too early to tell your brother's condition right now.  There may be other internal injuries that we haven't been able to detect.  Either way, whatever hit him knocked him out clean, and we aren't sure if he's going to regain consciousness."

It hit me like a sack of bricks, and I almost crumbled right then.  They weren't sure if he was going to regain consciousness.  Dante was a vegetable, right behind that door, and I could do nothing because I might be the reason he was in there.  My stomach churned, and I felt like vomiting.

The doctor left us, and Felicity sank down onto a bench in the hallway, breathing shallowly.  Her eyes were distant for a moment, then came into focus and turned sharply to me.  "I need you to tell me what you know," she said.  "Dante's never gotten as close to anyone as he's gotten to you.  He doesn't let this happen.  It's been only a week, and he's been hanging all over you like I've never seen him do before.  Somehow, you're connected to this, and I want to know how."

I unconsciously slid back from her in my seat, moving away from her determined stare.  "I didn't do it," I said abruptly, holding up my hands as if to ward her off. 

"I know you didn't do it," she said.  "You were just as smitten as he was.  But you know who did, don't you?"

I looked down at the floor.  "Tom," I whispered softly, swallowing.  "I think Tom did it."

"Your boyfriend?" she asked, but there wasn't any surprise in her voice.  "The one who wanted to watch you last night?"

"He's not really my boyfriend," I said.  "We've only gone out a couple of times.  But he's so intense… and last night he said there was something he needed to take care of before he went home."

"This happened this morning," she said.  "Dante went home right after you did last night.  He came in early to work with some of the new tools today, and that's when it happened.  I watched him come in this morning."  She shook her head.  "If it was Tom, he didn't do it last night."

"I don't even know if he has it in him," I protested, hands out to the sides.  "I've never seen him for more than a few hours at a time.  I've never seen him angry or anything.  Did he seem angry, watching me?"

"No," Felicity said thoughtfully, rubbing her chin.  "No, he wasn't angry at all.  He seemed very aroused, actually.  He said he wouldn't mind doing you right then and there.  'Do it to her proper,' I think were his exact words, and if I weren't there he probably would have been jerking off right there in the observation room."  Two candy stripers walked by just as she said that, and they tried not to make it too obvious that they had started eavesdropping on our conversation.  Felicity didn't seem to notice.  "But if he's the jealous type, well, you never know."  She looked at me.  "Does he know about you and Daniel?"
I nodded.  "I told him Dante's stage name."  My stomach was still twisting, making me feel sick.  "He didn't seem upset by it, though… I mean, he wanted me to pretend he was Dante the first night we had sex."  I colored a little.  "I don't understand the guy."

"Well, the police are going to want to talk to him," Felicity said, shaking her head.  "And they're going to want to talk to both of us."

We barely had any time at all to visit Dante's lifeless body before the police were there for questioning.  They told us Crime Scene Investigators had closed off Felicity's house and put the submissives up in a local hotel, which Felicity volunteered to pay for (and was not denied that privelege).  Prosecutors separated the two of us and took us out of the hospital, down to the station for questioning.  I stared at the plain walls of the interrogation room, wondering why I felt like I was a suspect.  I had an iron-clad alibi.  I had been at work at the bank all morning.  Maybe there was something to be said for having a bank job after all.  Where else would I have been, sleeping?  Unable to verify my alibi with anyone?

"Miss Marraccio, our Crime Scene Investigators have confirmed that Mr. Tosches's injuries resulted from a blow with a heavy object to the back of the head, and from what Miss Tosches has given us regarding information, it is estimated that the attack occurred at approximately ten thirty this morning.  Can you verify your whereabouts at this time?"
"I was at work at the First National Fleet Bank of Woronoco," I said.  "My coworkers can verify that I was there the whole time."

The investigator was pacing in a way that made me decidedly nervous.  I knew that someone behind the two way mirror was calling the First National Fleet Bank of Woronoco and verifying that I had indeed worked there that morning.  Boy, those people worked fast.

"Miss Marraccio, do you have any idea who could have done this to your business associate?" he asked, stopping pacing abruptly and sitting opposite me, the sudden movement unable to touch the firm hold that hairspray had on his finely sculpted gray hair.  I watched the unmoving hair for a moment before answering.

"I'm not sure," I began, and I tried to put some of that dominant attitude into my body language to remove the quaver from my voice.  I didn't want to incriminate Tom if for some reason they'd already ruled him out.  "Do you have any suspects?"

He smiled slightly.  "Miss Marraccio, how would you categorize your relationship with Mr. Tosches?"

Should I have a lawyer for this?  I wasn't a suspect, right?  "We're business associates," I said.  "He trained me."

"I see.  So you have, by nature, a sexual relationship?"  He wasn't taking notes, just staring at me, drumming his meaty fingers on the metal table top.  
"It is strictly business," I defended myself.  "I'm not a prostitute.  I do not engage in sexual acts for money."  Well, not really.  

"Miss Felicity Tosches runs a legitimate business operation, that is true," the investigator nodded, and I finally read that his nametag said Vince Sternum.  Interesting name.  Hit you right between the ribs.  Ha, that was a good one.  "Not exactly a place you'd like on a tour of the town, but she operates within the legal parameters of what she does."  He waved his hand, dismissing it.  "What I'm getting at, Miss Marraccio, is, do you have a jealous boyfriend who may not appreciate your 'training,' per se, with Mr. Tosches?"

Maybe my face blanched, but something in me gave it away, and he smiled a little.  "What's his name, Miss Marraccio?"

"Tom," I said, and my mouth was dry.  "Tom Wook.  But I don't think…"

"Miss Marraccio, the reason that I ask for his name is because we have an employee of Miss Felicity Tosches's establishment who is willing to testify that she saw a man that she identified as your boyfriend enter the establishment this morning shortly after ten o'clock and leave before eleven carrying a lead pipe."
My head spun.  "But…" my mind went blank.  He couldn't have, could he?  Could he?  I wanted to vomit.  "I think I'm going to be sick," I said weakly, and leaned over the metal trash can.

There were no changes in Dante's condition by midnight that night, when I finally was told I could leave the precinct and could check with Felicity on his condition.  I left a message with the appropriate parties that I was not going to be at work the following day, and could someone please cover for me, and I found that I didn't care if it got covered or not.  I was too worried to care about work.

I sat in my car in the police parking lot, staring out the windshield, when I saw a familiar figure walking into the building, his hands cuffed behind him.  Tom.  He didn't see me.  His face was contorted in anguish, or was it rage?  And I shuddered with fear or revulsion or some other strong emotion and started sobbing into the steering wheel.

The next day, eight o'clock in the morning, I met Felicity for coffee at the Dunkin Donuts up the road from the hospital.  "Well," she said when I got my coffee and sat down, "Dante is looking a little better.  They're saying his injuries aren't as bad as they originally thought, but there's some swelling on his brain that has to go down before he has a chance of waking up from the coman."  She smiled weakly.  "So, I guess, there's good news in there somewhere."
"Felicity," I said, "they said someone saw Tom enter the building.  Did you see him come in?"

She shook her head.  "No, and I don't know who did see him.  I see everything that comes in and out of that building, but yesterday was busy, and…" she trailed off, then took a sip of her coffee and looked forlorn.  "Maybe I just missed him."  She shook her head, her usually tidy french twist falling loose around her heart-shaped face.  "Hannah, I don't know."  She looked at me.  "And I let him in, too, and I let him watch everything he wanted to watch.  I didn't even think twice."
"I had sex with him," I said softly, sipping my own coffee.  "I don't know what I'm going to do.  I want to see him, but if he tried to kill Dante, I don't want to see him.  I wish I knew what was going to happen."

We spent another day at the precinct.  "What's going on?" I asked, tugging on the sleeve of the investigator when he refused to get off the phone.  He looked at me like I was some annoying little child, which really, I suppose I was.  He eventually hung up and looked at me.

"We're going to a preliminary hearing as soon as we can," he said.  "To determine if we have enough information to go to trial."

"What charges?" I asked.  "Did he confess?"

"His statements are not really any of your business," the investigator said.  "But we are going to trial with attempted murder."

It was at this point that I knew I wasn't very good at picking boyfriends.

The investigator looked out the window of his office into the lobby of the precinct.  "We have to do some final questioning of the witness," he said, "before we are sure we have enough evidence to go to trial.  We still have no weapon and the CSI team is still investigating the photographs."  He sighed.  "Ladies, I'm not sure what to tell you.  I wish your brother would wake up and let us know what happened.  But maybe our witness will give us some more information."

Their witness.  I looked over into the adjacent office, and sitting there, answering questions in her business suit, was the last person I expected to see.
Suzanne.

"I called my boss and took a short leave of absence," I told Felicity at lunch.  "Mabel was pretty understanding, but I think she's a little pissed off underneath it all."  And Suzanne was testifying against Tom.  Suzanne saw Tom, lead pipe in hand, leaving Felicity's house, and she was willing to swear it under oath.  Suzanne, who I had known for years, who was my card playing partner, my partner in crime, Suzanne who had gotten me into this dominatrix thing, the only person who could swear something to me and make me believe it no matter what.  If she said he did it, he did it.
And that made me sick inside.

"I have to see him today," I said, shaking my head sadly.  "I just have to.  I have to talk to him and find out if he did it."

"Well, you'd better hurry up," Felicity offered, "because if they can't find the murder weapon today, I'm sure they can't hold him any more.  One witness's testimony is not enough in the face of no evidence whatsoever."

"Have they combed the house for evidence?" I sipped my coffee again, knowing that the caffeine was probably not enough to settle my shaking nerves, and then knowing also that caffeine didn't settle anything.

"I'm sure they have," Felicity offered.  She sipped again, looking thoughtful.  "But…" she paused… "the house does have a lot of secret passages that would only be known to someone who worked there.  Maybe we should do some investigating on our own."

A warm rush ran through me.  Adrenaline.  "Okay," I nodded.  "I'm going to go talk to Tom, and then I'm going to meet you outside the precinct.  We'll take one car."

"Mine," Felicity nodded.  "My Mustang beats the pants off your little Hyundai Elantra any day."

I smiled.  "It's a date."

Fifteen minutes later I walked up to the bars of Tom's prison holding cell and stared down at him, swallowing hard.  He was sitting on the edge of the bunk, his elbows on his knees, staring at the ground.  He didn't look up when I approached the bars.

"Tom," I said.  I was surprised at the sudden ache in my chest.  

"Hannah," he replied, and he looked up.  His eyes were bloodshot and bleary.  "I didn't expect that you'd come to see me."

I shook my head and sank down into a chair next to the cell.  "Why'd you do it, Tom?"

He splayed his hands out to the sides in a helpless gesture.  "I didn't do it, Hannah!  You have to know me better than that."

"I don't know you at all," I replied, voice as cold as my insides.  "I don't know what you think you're getting away with.  I don't know why I ever trusted you.  What, are you going to try to off anybody else I ever slept with?"  There was anger, now, anger I hadn't seen coming, anger that made me want to wring his neck.  Then, as quickly as it had come, it passed, and I was just left feeling drained.
"It's not like that at all," Tom protested, then sighed wearily.  "Look, I didn't even go into the house that day.  I had the day off from work and I slept in."

"Nice alibi."  Like anyone was going to be able to back that up.

"I know."  He shook his head.  "I don't know why that woman says she saw me, but she didn't, unless it was someone who looked like me.  I wasn't anywhere near there."

"And what was it you had to take care of before you got home after we had coffee?" I asked.  "Knock off anybody else?"  I was surprised at the bitterness in my own voice.

"I had to get my dry cleaning at the twenty four hour place," he explained, and even I knew it was a feeble excuse.  "I hate going in the morning because it's always so busy."

"I don't know, Tom," I said.  "I've known Suzanne a lot longer than I've known you.  And frankly, I just couldn't figure you out when we met."  I shook my head.  "I never figured you for the violent, jealous rage type."

He leaned back against the wall and rubbed his face with both hands.  "Jesus, Hannah," he said, shaking his head.  "You're so fucking difficult sometimes."

"Are you gonna hit me with a lead pipe, too?"  Okay, I was a little snarky.  I admit it.

"And what the fuck is that all about?" he asked suddenly.  "A lead pipe?  What is this, Clue?  I just walked in with a big lead pipe and beat the snot out of Dante's Inferno, or whatever the hell his name is, then walked out, dripping blood all over the floor?  Why wasn't there a blood trail?  Why wasn't there any sign of a struggle?"  He sighed.  "The court system is severly fucked up.  I mean, it's Springfield.  How many muggings and murderings are going on right now, as we speak, and I'm supposed to have hit some guy with a lead pipe and not even finished off the job?"  He shook his head.  "This place is wacked out."

Apparently we were in the ghetto, now.  Wacked out?  Who even said wacked out?  "Well, if you didn't do it, your lawyer will be able to get you off, no trouble."  

"Yeah, and that will look really good to my boss.  I get hauled off to prison for beating some guy nearly to death, and you think I'm still going to have a job when I return from this little 'leave of absence,' even if I do get off?"  He shook his head.  "I'm done for."
Just then, he looked so amazingly pitiable that I thought, well, maybe he DIDN'T really do it.  He stood up and walked to the bars and put his hands over mine.  His hands were cold, but his touch was gentle.

"Please," he whispered.  "I didn't do this.  If you can find some way of proving that, I'll…" he paused.  "Well, there isn't much I can do for you.  But I'll be forever in your debt.  You have to believe me.  I'd never hurt anyone like this, especially not if I knew how much it would hurt you."  He touched my face with his open hand.  "You're the best thing that's ever happened to me, Hannah."

So, I'm a mush pot.  I've always known that.  And either this guy was sincere, or he was the biggest con artist who'd ever walked the planet.  But either way, no one had ever touched me that sweetly, and I closed my eyes.

"Okay," I said when I opened them.  "I believe you.  I don't know why, but I believe you, and Felicity and I are going to find out the truth."

He smiled, and his smile was a sudden ray of sunshine.  "Thank you, Hannah.  You won't regret this."

"I'd better not."  And I stepped backward, out of his touch, and left the precinct.

Felicity was waiting for me in her souped up black Mustang convertible, which had its top up due to the harsh November weather.  "Let's go," she said as I climbed in, and peeled out of the parking lot.  Nice thing to do around the cops, I thought, and buckled my seat belt.

"So what did he tell you?" she asked as we whizzed through back roads.  

"He says he didn't do it."  I shrugged.  "And I guess I believe him."

She looked over at me, keeping her eyes off the road just long enough that I got a little frightened, and then turned back to face forward.  "Well, if you believe him, either he's telling the truth or the guy's a good liar."

"Who knows.  But if Tom didn't try to kill Dante, then who did?"

She shook her head.  "Let's do a little search for evidence on our own."

So that's how we ended up, one hour later, crawling down a dusty staircase on our hands and knees with a UV light.  "If there's blood here, it should floresce," Felicity said, holding the light up above the stairs.  "The chosen weapon had to leave the changing room in one of three ways.  If it's not this staircase, and it's not the front door, it's the back door."
"Lovely."  I coughed, sending clouds of dust up into the air.  "What if the weapon never left the changing room?" I asked suddenly, looking up at the top of the stairs.  "What if it's been in there the whole time?"

She looked at me, then up at the top of the stairs, which we had reached the bottom of.  "Okay," she said.  "Let's do a better search up there."

So we turned off the lights and combed every inch of the dominant's changing room, looking for blood traces.  We could see the pool of greenish light on the floor where Dante had lay, his blood running in rivulets across the hardwood floor, but the trace of blood went nowhere.

"Whoever did this must have wrapped up the tool," Felicity observed, and I agreed.  "But they would have had to have done something with it."

"Aren't there any other passageways out of here?" I asked, looking around.  "There's the front door, the door into the showers, and that secret staircase into the kitchen."  Then, we both paused.  

"The kitchen," Felicity repeated, and we both nodded, and rushed down the stairs.

The kitchen was, of course, deserted, with everyone having been removed from the house until the investigation was done.  "You know, we're probably committing some major law breaking here," I observed, "since this is a crime scene."

"No one declared the kitchen a crime scene," Felicity pointed out, and we started going through drawers and shining the light over the countertops.

"Wait," she said suddenly, hovering near a small chute near the sink and holding up the blacklight.  I walked over, and we saw a small smear of blood on the flap door.  "That's the laundry chute," Felicity breathed.  "Whoever hit Daniel wrapped the weapon in some sort of cloth and pushed the cloth down the laundry chute.  They must have washed the weapon in this sink.  But what could they have used?"
"I can think of a few things," I responded, and motioned for her to turn around.

Somehow we hadn't noticed that in the center of the kitchen, hanging from hooks in the ceiling, were several dozen pans, including three cast iron frying pans.  And one of them flouresced under the blacklight.

"Ladies and gentlemen," Felicity said triumphantly, "I think we have our murder weapon."  She took up a cloth from the counter and gently unhooked the pan, careful not to leave her own fingerprints on it.  "Of course, all traces of the suspect were probably washed away, but you can't be too careful.  I don't want my fingerprints winding up all over this thing."  She set it down on the countertop and breathed a sigh.  "Now, let's find out what happened to that cloth."
The laundry room was a dark, dismal place at the very basement of the house.  Felicity told me that it had been soundproofed when the house had been built to prevent the rattling and clanging of the industrial sized machines from waking up the submissives on the next floor up.  Everything was dank smelling, and it wasn't very well lit by the individual hanging bulbs from the ceiling.
"Why don't you have this place redone with some nice recessed lighting?" I asked, looking up into the gloom.  "Not that it isn't lovely and bright as it is, or anything."
"Oh, shut up," she said amicably, combing through piles of unwashed sheets and blankets.  "There's probably enough DNA on these sheets to drive a forensic expert crazy."  She lifted up one of the bedsheets, which flouresced amazingly well.  She shuddered and dropped it back into the pile.  "Let's see, here," she said, walking in between the barrels.  "I think this is the laundry pile from the kitchen. Yes, it smells like chicken grease."  She poked through the pile.  I looked over her shoulder.  

"Ah hah!" she proclaimed triumphantly, pulling a soiled rag out of the basket with two fingers.  It was brown and crusty with dried blood.  "I have a feeling this is a tasty bit of evidence."

"Well, not so tasty," I contradicted, wrinkling my nose at the smell of the unwashed sheets and dried blood.  "But stick that into a plastic bag and let's get out of here."

She did so, and we walked up the stairs together to the next floor.  This was the submissive's quarters, underground, the floor that I'd originally thought was the deepest part of the house.  Apparently I'd been wrong again.

"Let's call up the police and get this stuff taken in as evidence," I suggested, looking at the plastic bag.  "No offense, Felicity, but this place is pretty damn creepy when nobody's having sex in it."
I turned to walk up the next staircase, but was suddenly surprised by a loud "whump" noise behind me.  I spun just in time to see Felicity crumple to the floor without a sound.  Behind her, holding a frying pan aloft, was Suzanne.

"I knew you little cunt sucking bitches would come back."  Suzanne finished fastening my wrists into the manacles and stepped back, examining her handiwork.  "Couldn't leave well enough alone.  I don't know why you didn't believe me that that jackass boyfriend of yours didn't try to kill Dante.  It was a perfectly plausible story.  Jealous boyfriend offs competition in a fit of rage."
"Isn't that what you're doing here?" I asked, studying my predicament and trying to remain calm.

"Shut up."  She started rummaging around in the tool chest.  "It's not my fault you had to go and overstep your bounds.  I got you this god damned job in the first place, but no, that wasn't good enough.  Had to go hook up with the alpha male."

"Dante?"  So that's what this was about.  "Dante did the same things for me that every dominant has to go through."

"Sure."  She shook her head.  "You don't think I was watching you?"  She stared at me, hard, and I flinched despite myself.  There was nothing in her eyes I recognized.  She was cold, cruel, and completely different than the Suzanne who used to play cards with me every week.  "I watched you two every time you were together.  I snuck into the observation deck from your first session, in fact.  Had a nice little time of it, didn't you?"

I felt my body flush.  She pulled something out of the bureau, something heavy in a black briefcase.  I shuddered.  No, please, not that.

"And then I watched you afterward.  He took you in as his special little pupil.  He wanted you, you fucking bitch, and you were too dumb to realize it."  She shook her head.  "I was Dante's, you know."  She set the box down on the bed and then sat next to it, running her hands over its surface.  "Or at least, I would have been, if you hadn't arrived.  He was supposed to be my master, and I was supposed to be his slave, and only his.  None of this crap where they trade me off to different people every other night."  She shook her head.  "He had almost agreed to it, too."

"So why did you tell me to take the job?" I asked.  "I mean, if you didn't want competition?"

"You weren't supposed to be competition."  She snarled the words at me, rubbing her hands together.  "You were supposed to be just one more dominant.  I thought that if you took the job, Dante would have more time to focus on me instead of the other submissives."  She sighed, and for a moment she was the Suzanne that I knew.  "Don't you know?" she asked.  "It all started that night that you asked me about relationships.  You asked me if I'd be okay with my role, knowing I'd never have a steady relationship, a family, kids, the whole nine yards."  She shook her head.  "It really got to me.  I was supposed to have that with Dante."

"But Dante works here," I protested.  "He wouldn't have left for you."

"Of course he would have," she snapped back.  "Before you came, he was coming to me for almost every session.  Your session was the first he had done for someone else in over a month.  I had been his and his alone for over a month, and he had been all mine.  But they you come along, and all of a sudden he's entertaining the other submissives again and they give me Apollo.  You hear that?  They give me fucking Apollo, for Christ's sake."  She shook her head again.  "I couldn't believe it.  I knew then that you both had to go."

"But why try to kill Dante?"

"He was never going to be mine again."  She stared at the floor.  "He was lost to me after you came, and I knew I'd never get him fully back again.  I tried, though.  I met him in the changing room.  I told him that I wanted to be his slave, and I wanted him to take me as his master.  And you know what?  He fucking LAUGHED at me.  He called me a silly little girl and told me he would never take a permanent submissive."  She looked away, but I could see a tear slip down that alabaster cheek.  "So I went back to the kitchen and I took up a frying pan and I came up behind him.  I thought I had killed him, you know?"  She looked up at me.  "I was just so angry… I just wanted him to go away forever.  I wanted to hurt him like he had hurt me.  I didn't find out until the paramedics came that he wasn't dead.  Then I panicked, because I knew that he would someday convict me.  He would know that I had done it."  She rubbed her hands together anxiously.  "So I knew I had to off you both.  I had to get rid of everybody who could tie me to the scene.  And after I take care of you, here, I'll take care of him in the hospital.  Just one more vistor, right?  They'll never notice when I poison him.  They'll never notice it."  

Her eyes were feral, unrecognizable in their animal gleam, and I found myself tugging at my bonds.  "What are you going to do to me?" I asked, and I was panicked like I'd never been before.  

She opened up the case.  "Well, I learned that this is your favorite toy, is it not?"  She pulled out the violet wand and turned it on, and the electric hum made my knees watery.  Oh, God, please, not this.

"It won't hurt me," I said bravely.  "It's been modified."

"All the violent wands in here are modified," she said, "but there are certain little characteristics of a violet wand that can make it deadly nonetheless.  It can, for instance, ignite intestinal gases and cause a rupture in your abdominal cavity."  She walked over and tapped my stomach.  "Wouldn't that be a pleasant way to go?  I could just shove this cute little dear up your ass and wait until you bleed to death."

I was pulling harder now, trying to get the bonds to release me.  What the hell had I gotten myself into?

"They'll know it was you," I said, shaking my head.  "They'll find your prints."

"Not necessarily," she said.  "I'm pretty good at cleaning up after myself.  Especially if Miss Felicity is the one using the wand.  Bring her in here, make it look like she fell and hit her head while teasing you with the wand.  Just two more kinky bitches getting their rocks off, right?"

"It's not going to work.  That's the stupidest plan I'd ever heard."  Yes, it was pretty stupid, but either way it looked like I was going to end up dead, and that was decidedly not something I wanted to have happen.  "You'll never get away with it."

She was unbuttoning my blouse, now, parting the soft halves of the cloth and exposing my skin.  I pulled harder.  Dear God, wasn't anyone in the building?

"Help!" I started screaming as I saw the violet sparks.  "Somebody, help me!  Isn't anyone there?"  I pulled harder.  "HELP!!"
My screams were silenced when she shoved a ball gag roughly into my mouth and fastened it behind my head.  "Shut up, you bitch.  It didn't have to be this way.  If you hadn't fallen for my Dante, I could have just let you both live.  Now I'm going to have to beat Felicity again, and she's been nothing but nice to me, and that bothers me, you know?"

Sparks on my stomach, burning, making my muscles twitch as she ran the wand down my body.  I was crying out into the gag, but nothing was happening.  She stepped back to get a large knife.

"Oh, don't worry," she said, smiling, "this is just to cut away your pants.  Can't have anything getting in the way, can we?"  She was still smiling sweetly as she sliced at the material, cutting them off me, cutting at my underwear, leaving me naked from the waist down.  Oh, God, she was really going to do it, and I was going to die in the most horrible way possible…

Until I saw Felicity stir behind her.  I saw her blink once, then twice, then open her eyes and look at me.  Her eyes widened.  

I shook my head slightly, trying to let her know to be quiet, not to make a noise.  Did she hear me?  Did she understand me?

She did.  She nodded slightly.  Suzanne approached again, this time holding the wand between my legs.  I felt the sparks against my clit, sending jolts through my body.  First I felt my body grow aroused despite my wishes.  The electricity was painfully stimulating, and even though I pulled and squirmed, I found my body responding.

"Ah, you like that, you little whore."  She smiled.  "Now, let's see how you like this."  She approached me again, reaching to insert the wand, and that's when it all happened.  Felicity was on her feet and tackled Suzanne, knocking the wand across the room and unplugging it.  I saw arms and legs flailing wildly, nails raking, and then I saw Felicity slam Suzanne's head into the stone floor.  I passed out.

When I came to, I was lying in a hospital ward.  Sitting next to me was Felicity, and behind her…

"Tom," I said weakly.  "Tom, they let you out."

"Of course they let me out," he grinned.  "They had to."

"Yes," Felicity continued.  "Suzanne seemed to have forgotten that I have all the submissive's rooms recorded at all times.  Just a way of keeping up on them, you see.  We got the whole thing on tape."

"And Dante?" I asked.  "Any better?"

Felicity smiled.  "He woke up this morning.  Still a little groggy, but he was able to recognize me and stay awake long enough for me to give him the short version of what happened."
I leaned back on the bed.  "Wow," I said, shaking my head.  "I never thought it would be her.  I've known her for years."
"Suzanne had a jealous streak a mile wide," Felicity explained.  "I'm actually surprised she never went after anyone before.  She's always been possessive of Dante."

"Tom," I whispered, holding out my hand.  "I'm so sorry I doubted you."

Felicity stood up.  "I'll leave you two alone," she said.  "I'll be right out in the hall."

"What happened?" I asked.  "I just passed out, why am I here?"

"They were worried you'd undergone some trauma, so they checked you out.  Turns out nothing major.  Felicity has a slight concussion, but they let her out of bed long enough to see you when it looked like you were stirring."

"Thank you," I whispered, taking his hand in mine.  "I'm sorry I thought you were a murderer." 

He smiled, then kissed me gently on the lips.  "I know things have been a little weird," he began, running a hand through his hair, "but maybe we can just start over."

I nodded.  "I think that's a good idea."

"Go buy some more vinyl clothing," he said, "and I'll call you to check if it was an authorized purchase." 

I laughed out loud at that.  

"So what happens now?" he asked after I quieted, and his tone was serious.  "What are you going to do?"

I leaned back against the pillows.  "Well, I'm not sure that being a dominatrix is really for me," I admitted.  "I think I'm a little more of a switch than I'd care to admit."  He grinned, and I continued.  "I don't think it's quite so bad, being a bank teller.  I might like to moonlight at Felicity's now and then, though.  That is… if you'd be okay with that."  I held his hand.  

He nodded.  "You know," he said thoughtfully, "I think that would be just fine."

"Jealous?" I asked.

He smiled and kissed me again.  "Just a little," he admitted.  "But I think I can live with it."

