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THE PLEASURE’S ALL MINE






ONE

“WE’LL START TODAY’S demonstration with a few basic principles about mummification.”

The little man spoke confidently to the audience from a small, mostly bare stage. I felt my face redden as I listened, even though I had no idea what mummification actually meant. Thank God they turned the lights down first, I thought, bad enough to feel like the squarest person in here, without being caught blushing for no reason.

I’d tried to talk myself out of coming to this anonymous-looking movie theater in the Valley all morning. I’d never been around a big group of kinky people like this before, nor had it ever been a particular life-goal of mine. But I had been trying to meet another suitable man ever since breaking up with my first sexually dominant partner several months earlier. I could not stand one more blind date from the Internet with one more “Sexy MasterforYou” who turned out to be someone else’s straying, dorky husband. It seemed like the only logical choice was to get out of the house and mingle with other sadomasochists in their natural habitat—North Hollywood.

I’d done an online search for kink support groups and had found the Web site for Threshold, the group that was putting on this mummification certification class, or whatever the hell was going on here. Threshold, I’d learned, had been around for ten years or so, throwing regular parties that were the equivalent of singles mixers for bondage-and-discipline types, and their new-member orientation meetings were held on Sunday afternoons. This would give me plenty of time to scope out the scene and still get to bed early that night. I had to be up at the crack of dawn for my executive secretary job during the week.

I’d been a glorified receptionist for almost two years, and did not expect to meet a kinky soul mate at the conservative nonprofit agency where I worked. I didn’t go to church or belong to a gym either, nor was I masochistic enough to sign up for swing dancing lessons at the local community college. In short, I rarely met anyone to date at all, let alone someone who shared my sexual interests. I worried that I might have lost my one chance when I broke things off with the only kinky boyfriend I’d ever had. Hoping I might be wrong about that, I’d made the drive out to the Threshold event and seated myself toward the back of the medium-sized movie theater.

From the tone of his voice, I thought the man with the microphone was smirking, but it was hard to see his expression clearly due to his handlebar mustache. “Although this kind of activity is somewhat labor-intensive, you can make it easier on yourself by having your slave do most of the prep work the night before,” he continued. I listened with increasing confusion as he described a process of cutting up sheets and mixing cornstarch and water to make the necessary supplies for turning one’s sexual slave into a mummy.

Labor-intensive? That didn’t sound very exciting to me. Where was the deep-voiced, slightly imposing older man asking for shy but pent-up female volunteers from the audience for God knows what kind of twisted pleasures on the stage in front of us? Where was the bondage, the discipline, the sadomasochism, for Pete s sake—the “BDSM” mentioned on the Threshold Web site?

I looked around to see if I was the only puzzled member of the audience and noticed a man who bore a striking resemblance to “T,” the dominant man I had recently stopped seeing. My throat tightened and I looked away—could it be. . . ? No. I stole another glance and saw that he was, in fact, a stranger. The hair was similar—a full head of it, brown, parted in the middle, and trimmed to above the ears—and the profile showed the same strong chin and straight nose. But the man in the theater was clearly taller than T, which was apparent even while he was seated. When I wore four-inch heels, T and I stood almost eye to eye. He had always felt bigger to me than he really had been.

I shook my head and forced my attention back to the boring presentation. The man with the microphone had set it down and was dipping small pieces of cloth into a bucket filled with white goo. Another fellow was lying still and quiet on what looked like a hospital gurney in the center of the stage, in pre-mummy nakedness.

“Who wants to give it a try?” The lecturer beckoned the audience to join him on the stage, either as an additional mummy or as a mummifier. About a dozen men and women got up to join him.

I sunk a little lower in my chair, trying to face the undeniable fact that I’d been uncomfortable here since I’d arrived. Most of my fellow audience members had trickled into the theater in couples consisting of one obviously dominant and one obviously submissive person. Many men and women had a length of slim chain between them, as one held the end of a leash that led to a collar the other was wearing. There seemed to be an almost equal amount of dominant men and dominant women among them, and an equal amount of gestures between them that made me cringe.

Before the demonstration started, a man a couple of rows in front of me had whined softly at the woman who still held onto his leash, even though they were seated.

“But I just got comfortable,” he fake-pleaded, rolling his eyes in exaggerated disgruntlement. “Ouch!” he yelped, as the woman pinched his ample waist.

“You still too comfortable to get up and get me that water like I told you?”

The man scowled as he rose from his chair, and the woman giggled, as did the couple seated next to them. I had encountered a similar mentality on the online bulletin boards I’d visited in recent months, looking for clues from other women who identified themselves as being submissive, as well as the dominant men who flocked to them. It seemed to me that being submissive, to some people, indicated a willingness, if not an outright desire, to be treated like a bratty child. I didn’t even like the way most people treated real-life bratty children. I certainly didn’t want to fuck someone who thought foot-stamping and swift retaliation were suitable acts of foreplay.

If I was going to let somebody boss me around, especially in public, I’d want them to be doing things that relaxed and excited me, not put me on guard. Maybe a deep voice ordering me quietly to do things, tugging gently but insistently at the hem of my shirt or zipper of my jeans, warm hands touching me wherever they wanted to—stand here, take this off, bend over, don’t make a sound, spread yourself for me, hold this inside you, not with your hands.

Of course it would have made me painfully envious if I’d seen anything like that in the theater, but I’d have taken an excruciating blast of jealousy any day over what I actually encountered. After the pinchy pair, I’d seen another couple impersonate some regular old domestic violence down near the stage toward the bottom row of seats. The man ordered the submissive woman he was with to take her blouse off (nudity was allowed), and I could see from her face that she clearly hadn’t heard him. If I could see it, I didn’t get why he couldn’t see it, or if he had, why he’d still yelled in her face and yanked her shirt up over her head as if she’d insulted him somehow with the delay. She looked genuinely sorry, at any rate, and I felt my heart sink, for her and for me. Was I crazy to think I might ever find a sexually dominant partner who’d be nice to me?

Suddenly I felt a nudge on my right shoulder. An older man, perhaps in his sixties, was grinning at me from a couple of seats away.

“You should go down there,” he urged, pointing to the stage.

I looked at him, surprised. I could tell that he meant to be jokingly friendly, but it aggravated me. It would never occur to me to poke a stranger and tell him what he should or shouldn’t do, whether I knew he was into sexual submission or not. I resented that he had taken me for someone who was open to receiving orders just from the look of me.

“That’s not really my thing,” I said politely and shook my head, hoping to discourage further interaction.

“Well, what is your thing, missy?”

A lame attempt to make flirty small talk was one thing; calling me missy was another. I wanted to tell him my thing was being left alone. And then I thought, I don’t have it in me to be bitchy to an old man right now. Fuck! I was just so deflated from the whole experience.

“Um.” I rolled my eyes around the room, pretending to consider his question. “You know, I’m still sort of new, and I just came here to watch.”

I offered another tight smile and heard a man’s voice cut across the rows above us.

“Leave her alone, Richard, ya pervert.”

The old guy next to me and the man who’d yelled at him chuckled warmly at each other. I turned around to see if I could get a look at the owner of the slightly scratchy, Midwestern-sounding voice.

A man with graying blond hair was smiling at me. He looked to be in his early forties—a dozen or so years older than me—and his pleasant face was almost cute, I thought. I turned back to the demonstration below, grateful to be out of the conversation with old Richard.

“We’re not always this boring,” a whispering voice came close to my left ear. I turned around, startled. The man who had teased Richard into leaving me alone had moved down a row, and was sitting directly behind me.

“It’s . . .” I didn’t want to bash the mummy act, but by now I just didn’t have the energy to come up with a good lie. Before I could make a stab at diplomacy, he interrupted me with a wave of his hand.

“It takes forever, it’s not that sexy-looking, there’s not even any pain involved—you don’t have to say it, I know it’s boring. I just don’t want you to be scared off from joining. Some of us are a lot livelier than this, especially at the parties.”

I laughed, relaxing a little. Maybe this group wasn’t so bad after all; maybe I was still a little defensive in the aftermath of T. The guy behind me seemed easy enough to talk to. And there was something else as well—there’s not even any pain involved. The words had caused a little chill to run through me.

It had been so long since I’d experienced any kind of pain that felt good. I wondered if this man was skilled at making it feel like something I’d want more of.

“I’m not scared off,” I said, and turned around in my seat so I could get a better look. He had blue eyes that crinkled into slivers when he grinned, which he seemed to be doing every time I glanced his way.

“My name’s Clark.” He reached across the back of my seat and I shifted to shake his hand. He gave me a firm and gentle squeeze before settling back into his chair.

“Nice to meet you. I’m Joan.”

“So, you going to join? You can come to our next party if you do—it’s in a couple of weeks.”

“I don’t know really. I’ve never been to a party like that and I’m not sure I’m ready, honestly.” Everything I had done with T had been just the two of us in hotel rooms, and I had been self-conscious enough even then.

“You ever played before, or is this all new to you?”

“Both, I guess. I had a, um, Master”—I still felt weird using the term, but wasn’t sure what else to call him—"for about a year and a half, and we did a lot of things together. That ended a few months ago. But I still feel pretty new.”

“I’d be happy to help you change that, if you like.” It came out more like a half-joking offer of assistance than a smarmy come-on, which made me laugh.

“Thank you, but I’m probably not ready to play publicly,” I began. He cut me off.

“I didn’t mean just at the party. I meant if you’re comfortable coming to my place or having me over, I’d love to play with you.”

“How do you know that you’d love to play with me?” I asked, feeling slightly suspicious for the first time.

“I know that you’re polite. I know that you’re genuinely submissive.” He looked at me seriously.

I didn’t want to badger him, but I wanted to know why he was so sure of the latter assessment. Was it just because I’d mentioned having a previous dominant partner? How did he know we hadn’t broken up because I wasn’t genuinely submissive, whatever that even meant?

“I know that you’re cute—” He crinkled his eyes at me again. “—and I think I’d be a good person for you to play with. You have a lot of anxiety, and we’ve already established that I’m safe and experienced.”

“It’s true that I don’t get a creepy vibe from you, but just because you haven’t attacked me here in public doesn’t necessarily prove anything.”

Clark laughed without a trace of defensiveness. I knew for sure that I liked him then.

“I have to go, but here’s my number.” I bent to grab a pen out of my purse. I was afraid if I stayed any longer, I’d end up following Clark home that very day in a rush to finally get some physical relief. “I’m pretty busy through the week, but maybe we could talk sometime next weekend?”

Could it really be this easy, after all this time? When I handed Clark the piece of paper with my number on it, he took it with one hand and grasped my wrist softly with the other, circling the width with his thumb and middle fingers.

“You’re pretty tiny,” he nodded, “but I definitely have something that’ll fit you.”

I felt my face getting warm, but let my hand stay in his, until he dropped it gently and smiled his goodbye.



On the drive over to Clark’s place a few days later, I felt distracted by thoughts of the upcoming meeting. It had taken exactly one phone conversation for me to decide to meet him at his house for the kind of kinky sex I’d been craving ever since things had gone south with T. As my little car chugged and wheezed along the freeway, I wondered what it would be like to feel Clark’s large hands around my waist instead of my wrist. Or maybe he’d start by holding my wrists above my head, pushing me face-first up against a wall, and using his other hand to spread my legs? Would he order me calmly to bend over some piece of furniture, like T had the first time we’d met, telling me softly to lift the skirt of my dress so he could look at me, touch me, remove my panties himself?

A large sign registered in my peripheral vision and I realized with a start that I’d come close to missing the exit. Once I’d gotten off, I took an instantly critical stance of Clark’s hometown. It seemed to be one charmless duplex or apartment building after another, with desperately unattractive little stores and sprawling gas stations filling in the few gaps. One of Clark’s explanations for choosing it had been the low price of his condo, and the built-in privacy it offered for his “private dungeon.” By my estimations, he could also have saved whatever money he’d spent on equipment and just considered the drive over torture enough for whomever he played with.

I pulled up in front of his place and leaned into the car’s air conditioning vents, hoping to chill my skin before subjecting it to the sweatiness of the air outside. It was hot that day, even back in civilization, so I knew it’d be a scorcher between my car and Clark’s front door. I flipped down the visor to take a look in the mirror. I was glad to see that all the time I’d spent on emphasizing my best features that morning hadn’t gone to waste—my eyes still looked wide and green, my lips a little plumper than their actual size, and my skin was nearly flawless with the light coat of foundation and powder. I imagined that my shaved, moisturized legs looked creamy white instead of ghostly pale under the short black dress I’d washed and dried the night before, and I felt pretty confident when I rang Clark’s doorbell.

As the door swung open, I was treated to a smell not unlike the one I used to encounter when I’d worked at an animal hospital. Stepping into his front room, I realized that, rather than having done even the slightest bit of tidying up, Clark must surely have hired someone to come over and make a mess. I’m not saying that people need to do every last dish and straighten every magazine on the coffee table before I arrive. I do, however, think it’s normal new-sex-partner behavior to try and make your living quarters look like a place a person might want to sit or lie down in, and to rid it of any assertive smells that aren’t of the pleasant variety. Still, I remained stubbornly optimistic. Maybe the dungeon itself was where he’d concentrated all his cleaning skills.

I took a deep breath and forced myself to exhale slowly, realizing suddenly that I was more nervous about what he might think of me once I was naked than what I thought of his messy front room. I looked to Clark for some sign of how this type of thing was supposed to proceed.

“You want to go upstairs?” he asked. He had dressed casually in a dark blue polo shirt and faded jeans and seemed completely relaxed.

Thank God, I thought. “Sure.” I forced a smile out of the nearly frozen muscles on my face.

As he led me to the dungeon at the top of the stairs, I felt my fantasies disintegrate at the sight of it, this secret chamber that had been the subject of my daydreams over the last few days. It had been soundproofed, and the windows covered to protect the neighbors from freaky tableaux, but, rather than a dungeon, it felt to me like a closet. Someone’s big walk-in closet that had been cleared out except for some miscellaneous dusty stuff that nobody wanted and that the closet owner had been too lazy to take with him. I tried to think kinky sex but instead kept coming up with images of vacuum cleaners and Hefty bags.

I walked over to a rack on one wall that held several whip-like objects and some leather cuffs of varying sizes. I was hoping to disguise the disappointment I felt with a noticeable interest in his equipment.

“Want to see what some of them feel like?” His voice was casual and low behind me.

I turned to face him. “Sure,” I said again, feeling hopeful and self-conscious at the same time. I let him steer me to the opposite side of the room, where some kind of homemade, padded bondage rack had been placed up against the wall. He pulled gently on my hips, positioning me in a slightly bent-over shape.

“Okay, we’re gonna start with a warm-up.” Clark began flogging me lightly with a multistranded whip I hadn’t seen or heard him pick up.

His strokes came within a few seconds of each other, and I heard more than felt them; over the thick cotton of my short dress, the leather strands might as well have been landing on someone else’s ass for how much impact they were having on me.

Clark stopped for a moment and stepped up behind me.

“Is this okay?” he asked softly, lifting up my dress and tucking the back of it into the waistband of my underwear. I nodded twice and felt myself start to breathe heavier—his nearness and the warmth of his fingers as they grazed my skin were a bit more like what I’d had in mind.

Still, I continued to have to strain to feel any of the strokes as Clark went through a buggy whip, riding crop, and a couple of small paddles. I wondered why he was going so easy—he knew I had some experience. Was I supposed to ask him to do it harder? Or would that be impolite? I didn’t know. With T, I’d generally been out of breath and halfway to needing a break five minutes into any of our encounters. I was trying to conjure the right way to phrase a question when I felt Clark’s hands in the waistband of my panties again, this time taking my dress back down and smoothing it over my ass.

“That’ll do for now,” he informed me cheerfully, and patted me gently on the shoulder, ushering me casually back out the dungeon door. He suggested I make myself comfortable in the guest bedroom directly across the hall while he went to make a quick phone call.

“Sorry, it’s my brother’s birthday today and I wanted to make sure I didn’t miss him, with the time difference in Minnesota,” he explained about ten minutes later. “How you feeling?” he asked, smiling brightly at me.

“I’m okay,” I lied. I noticed that something in Clark’s manner suggested that this had not been just a temporary break in the activities. I sat up straighter and tried to keep my voice steady as increasing frustration took hold. “Did I say something, or has something happened that I’m not aware of, ‘cause I kind of thought . . .” I looked at him for a clue to what was going on.

“You know what, kiddo, I don’t think we’re going to do this today. I sense that you’re not ready.” He sounded like a coach informing an injured player of the sad news that he’d be on the bench for the rest of the season.

“But, uh . . . “ I struggled to make sense of what I was hearing. “I thought that’s what you invited me over here for?” I was sure at first that this was some misunderstanding. He thinks Vm not ready, I know I am, surely we can clear this up.

“I like to feel a connection to the subs I play with. Has it occurred to you that maybe I’d like to feel more between us than just sex? That maybe I’d feel used if we messed around before that connection was established?” He thumped his chest with an open hand.

For half a second, it almost made sense, what he was saying. And then I wondered, hadn’t he known when he invited me that we weren’t connected yet? And if a connection was absolutely necessary, wouldn’t it have made more sense to attempt to establish it outside of such a sexually charged place as his personal dungeon?

I sat motionless on his bed then, staring at the textured white wall directly across from me. I wasn’t sure what he expected of me now, or what I felt like doing anymore. Leaving in a huff seemed too revealing—hard to argue that there is enough of a connection if you’re prepared to bail just because someone won’t put out when you want him to. Staying seemed the opposite of anything desirable; the only tolerable activity that I could think of right then was the obliteration of consciousness brought about by nasty sexual acts. I couldn’t fathom what I should do next.

“So, what is it you want from me then, if that’s not why you talked me into coming over here?” I finally blurted out.

We had gone through a whole ritual of his supplying references, discussing the things I absolutely didn’t want to do, and me telling a trusted friend where I was going and when I’d be back. We could have had a more dangerous time meeting up at the local Starbucks, for my money.

Clark chuckled. “Why don’t you lie back on the bed and I’ll show you?”

I perked up a little at that—maybe this was just some kind of mind game, a test, and he’d be launching into the more enjoyable stuff if I passed? Feeling tentatively hopeful, I eased my way into a flat position on the bed and stared at the cottage-cheese ceiling while Clark picked up one of my hands and then the other, lightly stroking each finger. It did feel kind of nice. It didn’t turn me on at all, but it was relaxing, like part of a professional massage or something.

“Okay, now it’s your turn,” his perky voice interrupted my semi-nap and I opened my eyes halfway.

“Hmm?”

“Now you do me. Here, I’ll teach you.”

I sat up, stone-faced, and let him show me what he wanted me to do. I guess this could be considered some kind of sadisticforeplay if I were a glass-is-halffull type of person, I thought, more perplexed than ever. As Clark stretched out on the bed, I began to do to his fingers what he’d been doing to mine a few moments before. A couple of minutes into the literal hand job, Clark fell fast asleep.

Dropping his hand in stunned silence, I lay down again, getting as many inches away from him as I could while still being on the same bed. His throaty snores felt like little sonic slaps to my face. I couldn’t seem to help but take it personally.

I mulled it over, trying to figure out what had gone wrong. Let’s see . . . he invited me here to have kinky sex . . . I showed up groomed, dressed nicely, and in a willing and eager mood . . . he showed me his homemade dungeon . . . and now he’s asleep instead of perversioning me. It seemed like some vital piece of information was missing, but I couldn’t locate it no matter how many times I ran over the afternoon’s events in my mind.

I sat up again, accepting at last that he simply wasn’t going to go back to flogging me or doing anything else I’d fantasized about. I gritted my teeth against the sound of his sleepy cuddling noises when he stirred next to me.

“How you doing, sweet thing?”

I bristled at the endearment and mumbled that I was fine, excusing myself to use the bathroom.

It seems like whenever I’m angry outside of my own home, I find myself locked alone in a bathroom. I think my penchant for sitting on a closed toilet lid and hashing over the shortcomings of others developed in my childhood, when the bathroom was the only room in the house where I could be alone and unquestioned. There was something that soothed me about returning there, even in a strange place. Behind the locked door, seated eye level with the sink, I could let my face fall into the rich scowl I’d been holding back with great effort for the last half hour.

“Hey, you hungry for pizza?” Clark called from the bedroom next door.

“Yeah, that sounds great,” I yelled back. I was actually famished by that point. I hadn’t eaten a big lunch because I hadn’t wanted to have a bloated stomach the first time he saw me naked. Yeah, I was fucking hungry for pizza. I ran my hands under the faucet just to make some kind of bathroom noise and then stepped back into the hall. Clark was leaning against the frame in the doorway to the guest room, waiting.

“You want to drive down there with me or stay here and nap?”

“You know what? I am still kind of tired. If you don’t mind, I think I’ll just lie down for a little while until you get back.”

As soon as I heard Clark’s garage door close I surprised myself by starting to cry. As I lay back down on the guest bed, warm tears tickling my hairline, I worried that this fiasco was a sign that I just wasn’t going to get to have good kinky sex ever again. I could not for the life of me understand why, but there was no mistaking that it didn’t seem to be working out for me. I thought briefly of leaving while Clark was at the pizza place, but the prospect felt somehow even more humiliating than what had already gone down. Or not gone down, to be exact. Why should I have to scurry off like some criminal on the run? He was the one who’d been an asshole, not me.

When Clark returned home with two greasy circles of cheese and meat, I had a couple of slices before saying a fake-friendly goodbye. He said he’d call me, and I bit back the urge to spit why?

In the weeks following, I tried to go with the idea suggested by a friend, that possibly the universe was simply sparing me from getting involved with someone who wasn’t right for me. Maybe everything happens for a reason and for the best, ultimately, and so there was nothing to be upset about. But something about that theory struck me as fishy. I knew so many people who were having sex with partners who weren’t right for them. I was the last person who would have invited the powers that be to intervene and save me from the same fate. Who asked YOU to help? I felt like yelling at the sky.

One night a little while after our chastity party, Clark called me again, wanting to know when I was coming back to his house.

“Things are kind of hectic right now,” I answered noncommit-tally, and walked the cordless phone into my back hallway. I visualized pitching it into the toilet, at the same time considering how to wrap up our conversation immediately.

“Yeah, for me too. Plus I got dragged out to keep my friend company during her slow shift at the dungeon the other night,” Clark offered disjointedly.

I wondered if she was a friend he’d previously deemed ready and had the graciousness to fool around with, and raised my middle finger to the phone in the bathroom mirror.

“What do they do there?” I asked casually.

“They do sessions, straight spankings and stuff, no sex. Don’t you know what a commercial dungeon is?” he asked.

“I guess not,” I said, suddenly interested in what he was telling me.

“Girls get paid to play with strangers. If they don’t have experience, they have to start out as submissives. It’s part of why most of the subs there aren’t any good to play with anymore—they’re all dommes in training, they’re not even into the sub sessions they do,” Clark snorted.

I walked out to the front of my studio apartment and squatted down on the edge of my mattress. “What do these women look like?” I asked, squinting skeptically at what I was hearing.

“All different kinds,” he said, “but mostly pretty average. Some of the dommes are pretty hot, but mostly they’re just normal-looking girls. Why?”

“So you don’t have to look like a model to work there,” I mused, getting up to turn on my computer. “Do they have a Web site I could look at?”

“Yeah, it’s www.dominionsm.com, but I’m telling you, you don’t want to work there,” Clark warned suddenly.

“Why not?”

“Because I’ve seen it ruin several perfectly good submissives. They get lots of clients ‘cause they’re the real thing, and then all of a sudden they’re burnt out and won’t even play in their personal lives anymore!” he fumed.

“I already have a job,” I said evasively, and decided not to point out that if he really thought I was so “perfectly good,” he shouldn’t have blue-balled me the day I went to his house. I thanked him for his advice and said good-bye.

As I waited for my prehistoric desktop to go through its laborious connection process, I thought more seriously about the dungeon. I’d been half kidding myself when I asked Clark for the information on it. Who, I thought, would hire a square-looking secretary to do any kind of sex-related work? But his description made it sound different than I had at first imagined. If other women who didn’t look like movie stars made money at it, who’s to say I shouldn’t check it out?

It seemed ideal, really. Instead of meeting someone from a personals ad or at some other gathering of faux vampires, fey Goths, or passive-aggressive suburbanites, I could meet a well-behaved pervert in a private, chaperoned, and safe place. I suspected that, by this point, I could enjoy being dominated by almost anyone who bathed and had a good attitude, especially since I wouldn’t have to be kissing or fucking him. It sounded almost too perfect, to think I would get to satisfy all my cravings without any pressure to decide or explain my further romantic interest in a person, or lack thereof.

My jaw dropped as I scanned the Web site a few minutes later. Clark had been right. With the exception of a couple of the dom-inatrixes, all of the women pictured were, at best, averagely attractive. I’m no supermodel, but I was at least as cute as most of the women staring back at me from my computer screen. I felt the same rush of dazed excitement I’d had the first time I’d gambled in Reno, when I’d won a five-hundred-dollar jackpot on a slot machine that had just taken my last silver dollar. Within an hour of receiving my initial e-mail, the owner of the dungeon invited me in for an interview. / have some experience as a submissive, I’d written, and I’m prompt and reliable. Two weeks later I was seated in the plush, cherry-scented waiting room at the dungeon, waiting for my first client to arrive.






TWO

“HEY, HOW HEAVY are you, Marnie?”

Samantha had called out the question from the front desk. I’d been waiting awkwardly in the adjoining lounge area for about half an hour, not making any conversation with her or the other woman I was working with that first Saturday afternoon. Samantha was voluptuous and heavily made-up, and looked to be in her early thirties. Her fantastically large breasts pressed softly against the top seam of her latex bra. She wore matching latex shorts that showcased her textured thighs and broad hips. I wasn’t used to women with natural bodies revealing them outside of the locker room at the gym.

I had developed an instant crush on her.

Taylor was the physical opposite of Samantha—tall, not an ounce of fat on her, and, other than a little black eyeliner and some lipstick, her smooth pale skin appeared untouched by man-made improvements. She wore shiny red patent leather boots that flared out like a superhero s when they got to the middle of her long, lean thighs. She must have had on some actual clothes as well, but all I remember from that first day is those amazing boots.

“Um, I think I’m about a hundred and seven pounds right now; I’m not sure because I don’t have a scale at home,” I began to answer.

“No, I mean how heavy of a spanking can you take?” Samantha laughed.

“Oh! I think I can take a pretty heavy hand-spanking,” I said, feeling my face redden.

“What time are you gonna come in, Bill?” I heard Samantha say. I looked at Taylor, sitting cross-legged in the opposite chair. She smiled back at me encouragingly.

“Would you happen to know anything about the guy Saman-tha’s talking to? I’m a little nervous today and not sure what to expect,” I said.

“Oh yeah, Bill. I’ve played with him before.” She paused. “I started as a sub but now I’m a switch,” she confided. “He’s just a very regular client who likes straight, over-the-knee hand spanking. He’s really good about respecting limits, but you have to remind him about giving a good warm-up. He spanks pretty hard.”

“Marnie, I just got you your first session!” Samantha yelled.

“Wow, that’s great!” I had actually started to feel a sense of panic well up in my chest, but I didn’t want Samantha or Taylor to know this. A man was coming to this place to see me, in order to cause me pain. Erotic pain theoretically, the kind I tended to fantasize about almost constantly, but my rational mind worried about the sound of it, regardless. “Is there anything I should know about him?” I called back.

“Yeah, he’s a hard hand-spanker. But it’s not that bad—my ass always goes numb a few minutes into it,” Samantha assured me.

“Oo, not mine!” Taylor said. “Mine just burns the whole time. But Samantha’s right, it’s not that bad. And he only sees girls for half an hour at a time.”

“Well, is it gonna be tolerable or . . . ?” I’d been craving a good spanking for so long now, but the way they were talking about Bill made me wonder if I wasn’t in over my head.

“Look,” Samantha suddenly barked, “how do you expect to make it here if you can’t even handle a simple spanking?”

“I can take a simple spanking!” I protested. “I just don’t know how to tell if your idea of heavy is the same as mine.” I wasn’t pleased with the insinuation that I might be a wimp.

“Well, maybe we should show you,” Taylor said, and then looked at Samantha, shrugging. “Are you comfortable with that, Marnie? You know you don’t have to do anything you don’t want to do here. . . .”

Was she kidding me? Was I comfortable having one or two cute girls spank me just for the hell of it? I tried to contain my glee and pass myself off as coolly agreeable. “No, totally, that’s fine, I’m comfortable with it. If I know what to expect I’ll be able to know whether I can take it.”

It sounded so pragmatic, I was sure neither of them could tell how turned-on I was. I don’t know if they would have been glad or put off by it; I just didn’t feel like risking any potential alienation on my first day.

“Okay, come in here,” Samantha instructed. “I’ll show you what I think of as light, medium, and heavy swats, and you tell me what’s okay with you,” she said as she pulled me into one of her arms, bending me slightly at the waist so that my face was over her shoulder and my ass stuck out in front of her. “You ready?”

Taylor joined us, standing behind Samantha so that she and I were nearly face to face. “Is this okay with you?” she stage-whispered.

“Uh, yeah, this is definitely okay,” I said. “And yes, I’m ready.”

“This is light,” Samantha informed me, and gave me a quick slap on the seat of the little sundress the owner had suggested I wear for my first shift. “This is medium,” she announced, and then spanked me slightly harder. “No, wait, this. . .” She spanked me again, harder this time. “ . . this is medium.”

“Okay,” I agreed.

“Now here’s how Bill spanks,” she warned, and delivered a satisfying amount of sting to the apple of my right cheek.

“Can you do that again?” I asked, “I just want to make sure I understand.”

“Sure,” she said, all business, and spanked me again. When she let me up, I started laughing.

“No offense, but I can’t believe you guys had me worried over that.”

“Yeah, but with Bill it’s not like what I just did. It’s more like a machine gun, right, Taylor? No warm-up, no rhythmic pace with breaks and build-up, just batn-bam-bam-bam-bam!” she smacked her hands together hard several times.

“That’s all right. If you’re sure you hit me as hard as he will, I’ll be fine. You said he’s a nice guy and everything . . .”

“Yeah, he’s okay. He’ll even come in for a session if he knows one of us is in trouble with rent or something. He’s just kind of geeky, that’s all. He’s the sort of guy who wouldn’t mind if Taylor or I walked into your session. He’s like family around here. He just,” she thought for a moment, “he just thinks of himself as our disciplinarian. He really believes he’s helping you, straightening you out and stuff.”

“Well, I don’t know how much straightening will result from it, but he’ll definitely be helping me if he shows up,” I said.

I wasn’t thinking only of the physical release either. I just felt much better knowing that my very first professional session would be with someone who seemed to be thought of as a kind of house mascot. And even if hand-spankings were about the safest kind of SM activity a person could engage in, it was good to know that things weren’t likely to get out of control. One of my biggest worries had been that I might get hurt in the wrong way at this job.

As if reading my mind, Taylor looked at me with real concern and said, “If anything ever starts to happen in a session that you’re not comfortable with, you can end it immediately if you want. We’re all here to back each other up.”

“Thanks,” I said, nodding, although I had a hard time understanding how that would work. If all went well, there would be other sessions where I’d be alone in a room with a man, perhaps bound, but certainly at a physical disadvantage no matter what. “If that should ever happen, how would I, you know, ever get out if I needed to?”

“There’s an intercom in every room if you need to call for help,” Samantha explained.

I didn’t want to risk being called a coward now, after establishing that I was, at least, not a lightweight, but I still had to ask. “What if I’m, you know, tied up, or have a gag in my mouth?”

They looked quickly at each other.
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