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Barely Living


 


 


"This should be one
of the happiest days of my life," Leah mumbled under her breath, stomping
her foot in agitation.


After four years of
working her ass off to get her degree, she felt just as empty as she had when
she first stepped foot on the grounds of the campus. When she stepped out on
the green in a few hours, she would receive a Bachelor of Science Degree in
Business; not bad for a girl from a trailer park in nowhere Mississippi, so why
the hell couldn't she be happy?


She felt as if she was
drowning, and every time she tried to pull herself to the surface and into a
better mood the current reached out to drag her back down.


Try though she might to
analyze the situation, she still wasn't sure what was wrong with her. Tonight
was the result of four years of hard work; she had focused on nothing else
during the whole of that time, and she knew she should be pleased to have finally
reached the end.


Her relationship wasn't
the problem, she didn't have one. Leah had long ago concluded that
relationships were pointless, and entering into one would only make her unhappy,
and get in the way of the career she was working towards.


Growing up she had
witnessed her parents degenerate into children in their behavior as their
relationship collapsed. That had convinced her that relationships weren't
worthwhile, an opinion that was cemented when her father walked out on her
mother for a younger woman.


She just couldn't see
the point in getting involved with someone who would leave her the moment she
was no longer young and sexy.


Putting on a bare
minimum of makeup, she never wore much, Leah continued to dwell on her
discontent, wondering if it was the future that had her so confused and
agitated.


Now that she finally
had her degree, life was uncertain. Jobs were hard to come by, even with a
degree, and over the next few months she would be lining up interviews, she
hoped. There was no guarantee that she would find a job however, let alone her
dream job, not that she knew what her dream job was.


The only thing she knew
for sure was that she had left Mississippi and moved to Chicago to avoid
poverty, and she had no intention of going back there.


Thinking about the move
from Mississippi, and the possibility of having to go back there if she
couldn't find a job, brought her mother to the front of her thoughts. 


She could have done
anything with her life; one night she'd found her mother's scrap book, it was
filled with pictures of her on stage in Nashville. She was so beautiful and
full of life in those pictures, not like the worn out woman she had left crying
as she pulled her old pickup truck, the one gift from her father she still
possessed, out of the drive, all those years before when she left for college.


Her mother had refused
to talk about her dreams and her life on stage, and Leah had discovered that it
was best not to bring the subject up. The sad look of desire on her mom's face
broke her heart; she deserved so much more than her useless excuse for a father
had ever given her.


From the moment her
father left her for a twenty-something year old slut, Leah had been forced to
watch as her mother withdrew into herself, becoming a shell of the person she
had once been. She stayed as long as she could, but after spending the summer
following her high school graduation watching her mother torture herself over
what she had done wrong, and listening to her cry herself to sleep every night,
she'd had enough.


In her opinion her dad
was a piece of shit, and she hadn't spoken to him since he walked out. It
wasn't the thought that her stepmother was the same age as her that stopped her
talking to him; it was the memories of what he had done to her mother. He was
the epitome of everything she despised about men, and the main reason she
refused to get involved with anyone; with the result that she was a twenty-four
year old virgin, with no interest in changing that fact anytime soon.


Pulling her long dark
hair into a sensible flip, Leah stepped back from the mirror and took a deep
breath in an effort to get her emotions under control. She knew Janie, her best
friend since she moved to Chicago, would arrive any minute so they could walk
down the aisle together.


Grinning at how screwed
up that thought sounded, even in the silence of her mind, she realized the
proceedings that were to take place shortly was as close to a wedding as she
was likely to participate in; at least with her as a principal figure.


Janie was everything
Leah wasn't; outgoing and sexy, and she dated anything with two legs and a
dick. It didn't hamper their friendship in the least though. Leah admired her
friend because she went after what she wanted, and didn’t let anything get in
her way, and that included men.


While Leah didn't get
Janie's craving for the male species, she found she couldn't dislike her for
it. Janie used men the same way other men used women, taking what she wanted
from them and then moving on to the next hunk. Despite that they still fawned
over her like dogs in heat.


In the beginning Leah
had wondered why she didn't dislike Janie for the way she treated men, since it
was essentially the same way her father had treated her mother. Over time she
had come to the conclusion that it was because her friend never promised the
men anything, and consequently never broke a promise, while her father had made
promises to her mother, promises he had broken. 


"I hope your ass
is dressed, girl," Janie called out as she walked into her friend's dorm
room without knocking. "I'd hate to be late for our own graduation."


"In the
bathroom," Leah called back, putting on a coral colored lip gloss before
joining her friend in the main room. The moment her eyes found Janie she
laughed, "Sorry, babe, but that gown does nothing for you."


"Smart ass; it's
what's underneath that counts," Janie retorted, lifting the hem of the
gown to her waist. She laughed at her friend's expression; she was wearing
absolutely nothing underneath.


"Holy hell,
Janie." Leah blushed furiously, shaking her head. Very little bothered
her, she generally just ignored things, but somehow Janie always managed to
shock her.


"Yeah, I'm hell on
wheels." Giggling Janie dropped the hem and put her hands on her small
waist. "Now get your ass in gear, I want to get through this crap as
quickly as possible, I've got a hell of a party lined up for when we're
done."


Leah groaned aloud at
her words. "Janie, you know I don't mind being your designated driver, but
please tell me you won't be getting us kicked out of whatever bar we're going
to tonight." Her friend had a temper, and the last time they'd ventured
out on the town a guy had gotten a little too friendly; it had ended with Janie
throwing him across a table.


"This isn't that
kind of party, girlfriend." Janie waggled her eyebrows. "Now get
dressed so we can go!"


"Where are we
going then?" 


“That’s a surprise,”
Janie told her, grinning secretively.


Leah was curious, not
to mention a little apprehensive. She'd been the non-drinking friend in the
pair since they'd met, and over the years had almost become Janie's bodyguard.
When Janie decided to party she had a tendency to party hard, and Leah had been
forced to look after her on many an occasion when she had drunk too much.


Returning to her
bedroom Leah pulled on the plain brown dress she'd selected for the evening,
and then slid the graduation gown over the top of it. Before leaving the room
to return to her friend she grabbed her cap off the dresser.


 


They made it to the
ceremony just as it was about to begin, and though she was excited to be
receiving her degree, Leah found it to be one of the most boring periods of her
life. She actually breathed a sigh of relief when it was over.


"I thought it
would never end," Janie said with a laugh as she slid behind the wheel of
her little two seat convertible.


"I'm with you
there, but hey, we finished!" Leah stared down at her degree in its
leather holder before sliding into the passenger seat and putting on her
seatbelt.


"Now the real fun
can begin. I hope you enjoy yourself tonight." Janie revved the engine,
smiling at the sound it made.


"This is one hell
of a car." Leah didn't begrudge her friend the exotic ride, but she did
wonder if she would ever have the opportunity to find out what it felt like to
own something so expensive.


"Just another one
of daddy's payoffs for always being busy," Janie said dismissively, an
unhappy look on her face. She quickly pulled herself out of her funk however.
It was one of the things that drew the two of them together; both of them had
worthless fathers. The only difference between them was that her father tried
to make up for being worthless by throwing money and gifts at her.


"At least he's
rich," Leah said with a sigh as they drove off.


"Money doesn't buy
happiness, Leah; you remember that, because people that tell you otherwise are
full of shit."


They'd argued about the
merits of a rich worthless father over a poor worthless father on a number of
occasions so Leah changed the subject. "Where's this exclusive party
taking place tonight then?" Over the course of the four years they'd been
friends Janie had taken her to just about every bar in Chicago, as well as a
significant number of the town's elite homes.


"I told you, that's
my secret until we get there," Janie said with a laugh. "Trust me;
this will be better than any of my surprises so far."


She bit back a groan at
her friend's answer. The last time she'd heard that line they'd ended up on
some rich guy's boat, travelling to Jamaica for the weekend. The trip had been
great, but for her having to watch Janie wrap herself around a guy she barely
knew while she tagged along, that hadn't been much fun.


Keeping her mouth shut,
Leah watched the scenery go by until they drove into Highland Park. Whomever
Janie's friends were, it was clear to her they had money, and she gasped as
they pulled up the cobblestoned driveway in front of a white-washed brick
mansion that had her eyes widening. "Who owns this place?" Leah
wanted to know. "It's like something from another world."


"Rhett's
definitely a different breed." Janie giggled at some insider joke as she
opened the door and got out of the car.


"Rhett? Like in
Rhett Butler?" Leah laughed, the house before her was far more modern than
the beautiful mansion in her favorite movie, but was definitely something to
look at.


"I'll let you call
him that," Janie gave a little wink, "his last name is Hammond, he's
a friend of my new, um, friend."


By friend Leah knew
Janie meant lover, unusually though, she hadn't met the latest man in her
friend's life.


When a tall handsome
man walked out the front door of the house and descended the steps to take
Janie's keys, Leah couldn't help but whistle. "Color me impressed, he has
a valet to go along with the fancy house. What are the chances of him giving me
a job?"


Janie shook her head at
the surprise her friend displayed for something which was, in her experience,
fairly normal, and handed over the keys. "Trust me, hon, I don't think you're
the type of girl to earn money from Rhett, then again…" she trailed off.


Leah turned to stare at
Janie as the implications of what she had said penetrated her brain. "You
mean he pays women for…" she cut off what she had been about to say,
partly because she didn't want to suggest that someone her friend knew was that
kind of person, and partly because the front door had opened just then to
reveal a butler in a tuxedo.


The sight of the man
made her eyes widen, it was clear to her that Rhett, whoever he was, had far
more money than he knew what to do with if he could afford to employ someone
just to open the front door.


"Good evening
ladies; if you would kindly follow me." The butler waited until they had
entered before shutting the door. He then led the way across the polished
marble tiles of the foyer.


Leah and Janie looked
at each other, barely suppressing their laughter at the stern expression on the
man's face, as they followed him over to the door he held open for them.


The room they entered
was huge, and boasted a wooden floor that had been polished to perfection. In
the center was a massive table, adorned with a pristine white cloth and covered
with dishes containing every food imaginable. Fragrant blooms nestled among the
huge sterling silver platters, while at the near end bottles of champagne,
surrounded by crystal goblets, awaited opening.


"This is
definitely some setup," Leah whispered, wondering why they were the only
two there, when it was apparent the feast was meant for many more.


"Rhett likes to go
all out when he is accommodating guests." Janie grinned. "Now where
is that date of mine?"


"Hello, gorgeous,
you're late."


The new arrival, who
Leah immediately surmised was Janie's date, was handsome, she couldn't deny
that.


"And this must be
the elusive Leah," he said, holding out his hand and smiling, though only
after lifting Janie into his arms and twirling her around, before setting her
down with a kiss.


"Leah, this big
hunk is David, David, my best friend Leah." Wrapping her hand in his Janie
looked up at him adoringly.


Leah was stunned by the
depth of feeling in her friend's eyes; she'd never seen Janie look that way at
a man before. "It's nice to meet you, David."


"And you, Leah, I
feel like I know you personally, even though we've just met; Janie speaks about
you all the time." As if it wasn't something he did usually he laughed
when he shook her hand. 


"Thanks, I
think," Leah said, raising an eyebrow in her friend's direction, wondering
what Janie had said about her, in her opinion she wasn't interesting enough to
talk about.


"Everyone else is
already down in the basement, but if you would like to eat first I'll stay with
you," David told Janie, the look on his face suggesting that she was the
most important thing in the world to him.


"Um, Leah, would
you mind if we grab something to eat after I introduce you?" Janie asked
nervously. That night amounted to a coming out party for her and she was more
than a little concerned. No one outside of those involved in it knew about her
secret life, not even her best friend, and she wasn't sure how Leah was going
to take what she had to say.


Seeing Janie so
nervous, and obviously embarrassed, was a first for Leah; her friend had never
been anything but confident and in control before, no matter where they had
been or what they were doing. "I'm really not that hungry," she said
finally. She had no idea what was going on, but it was clear that it was
something out of the ordinary.


"Okay, well what
I'm about to share with you is something I've been hiding for a long time."
Janie hesitated, biting her lip anxiously. "This is a big step for me,
letting you into this part of my life, but if you can't handle it, I'll
understand. Just say the word and I'll drive you straight home; I just hope
that it won't change our friendship."


Leah could see the
desperation in her friend's eyes and felt a moment's panic. What could be so
bad that Janie would worry about their friendship, she wondered. "Janie, I
love you, but I have to be honest, you're scaring the shit out of me right
now."


"I think you're
making things worse than they need to be, babe. Just take her downstairs; if
she freaks out, we'll take her home." David winked at Leah before turning
and holding out his hand to his date. Janie took his hand and David smiled.
"Just stay close behind us until we introduce you, Leah." With those
words he led off with Janie at his side, while Leah followed behind them, her
stomach tying itself in knots.
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Open eyes


 


 


David opened the
basement door and ushered Janie inside, "Close the door behind you,
Leah." He smiled at her before wrapping his arm in Janie's and leading her
down the carpeted stairs.  


Leah nodded and walked
through the door, closing it behind her nervously.  As she descended the stairs
into the huge basement her eyes widened in surprise and trepidation; never in
her life had she seen anything like what was before her eyes.  She held her
breath as she took in everything.


There were close to
fifty people filling the huge space, all of them in a series of unimaginable
positions.  The furniture that graced the room was completely foreign to her,
as was the sight of people being whipped, or bound to strange objects.  She
felt her head grow light as she looked around at the sensual chaos, and had to
remind herself to take a breath.


"You okay,
Leah," Janie bit her lip, fearful that her friend was going to completely
freak out and run back up the stairs.


Nodding her head, Leah
took a few more deep breaths and tried to calm her racing heart.  It was pretty
obvious to her that Janie was involved in some really strange shit since she
brought her here, and she was trying to keep an open mind because she was her
friend.  Her mind was in shock, but what surprised her the most was the fact
that she wasn't completely repulsed by the sight before her.


Her hazel eyes turned
to a pair of women, one of whom was bound; her hands stretched high above her
head, while the other flogged her. The sounds of pleasure escaping the lips of
the woman being flogged sent a strange wave of heat through her body. That
surprised her more than the act she was witnessing.


"I told you you
were making more of this than you needed to." David smiled as he watched
Leah’s face, and the expressions that crossed it.  It was apparent to him that
she was enjoying the show. "Leah I'm going to ask you to wear this while
you're down here, so no one mistakes you for a submissive." He pulled a
sterling silver bracelet from his pocket and waited for her to give her
consent.


Reluctantly, Leah tore
her eyes from the couple and nodded, still too shocked to speak. She held her
hand out to David and he slid the cool metal onto her wrist.  


"If you feel like
joining in," he grinned widely, showing a perfect smile, "just take
it off."


"Um no, I think
I'll just watch," she whispered as her face flushed bright red.


David laughed deeply.
"Shame." He pulled Janie into his arms and whispered into her ear,
when he finished she walked away.


Leah was about to
follow, until David's voice stopped her. "Give her a few minutes, Leah,
she's going to change." He smiled at her again and held out his arm.


She took his arm,
feeling a little uncomfortable not having Janie with her, and he led her over
to a long leather couch. He motioned for her to sit and then joined her.
"Listen, Leah, this was a huge step for Janie, so I hope you're okay with
this."


"I love Janie like
a sister; I'm not sure about all this," she whispered softly, not wanting
to be heard by the other guests, "but if this is what she wants, I'll
support her."


"I'm glad she has
a friend like you then. Just one more thing; we don't talk about this
room."  His voice turned stern.  "I'm sure you understand that we all
have lives outside of what you see here. Janie assured me we could trust you,
and I trust her completely."


For reasons she didn't
understand, his change in tone made her nervous and she nodded quickly. 
"I promise I won't speak about it." She hated how the intensity in
his eyes made her voice shake.


"Good." He
smiled warmly, the earlier demanding tone gone from his voice. "Who knows,
maybe you'll discover it's something you'd like to try."


Leah’s eyes widened at
his comment and she shook her head quickly. The response made him laugh and she
blushed deeply again.  She clenched her hands tight in her lap and lowered her
eyes; she was in so far over her head she couldn’t see the surface anymore and
her heart was pounding painfully in her chest.


Janie returned then and
Leah was startled to see she was completely nude, except for a slim black
leather collar. Strangely enough, Leah had to admit her friend had never looked
more beautiful. Janie had always been gorgeous, with her long legs, beautiful
face and long, silky blonde, hair, but she appeared almost humble this way,
with a slight flush to her porcelain skin.  It suited her, Leah thought to
herself.


Janie knelt at David’s
feet, thrusting her breasts up proudly, a content smile on her face. "May
I speak, Master?" she whispered the question respectfully.


"Yes you can,
babe." David reached out a hand and lightly caressed her hair.


"Are we okay,
Leah?" Her eyes lifted to her friend’s, desperate for her to understand
that this what she needed.


"Janie, I could
never not love you." She smiled, fighting the blush that rose to her
cheeks at her friend’s position. "If this is what you truly want, then you
have my blessing."  She meant it, she thought to herself as she kept her
eyes on her friend’s face, not wanting to look at the body on display.


"This really means
a lot to me, Leah, I would never want to jeopardize our friendship, but it's
been very hard hiding the truth from you."  A relieved sigh left her lips;
it had taken her two years to get up the nerve to share her secret lifestyle
with her friend.


"Leah, I'd like to
play with my pet, if you're comfortable being here." David smiled and
glanced down at Janie with a heated glance.


"I'm fine."
Though she wouldn’t have admitted it if she had been asked, she was curious to
know what her friend did.


"Thank you."
David smiled and stood up. "If you get too overwhelmed, please feel free
to return to the buffet upstairs." He held out his hand to Janie and she stood
to follow him across the room.


Left to her own
devices, Leah glanced around the room through lowered lashes.  She had to bite
back a gasp as she noticed a couple on a strange looking bench.  The male
partner had the female bound by her hands and legs and was taking her
forcefully from behind.  She turned her eyes away quickly, feeling as if she
were invading their privacy.


All around her people
were engaged in sensual acts of pleasure and pain; the smells of sex and
leather were inescapable. She had no idea why, but she found herself getting
excited, and had to cross her legs to stop the strange feelings between her
thighs. Her eyes found David and Janie and she thought her heart would stop.


Janie was tied to what
looked like a cross, her beautiful body stretched taut as David lashed her back
forcefully with a strange whip made from dozens of thick leather straps. Leah couldn’t
take her eyes from the sight; her friend’s moans of pleasure had her body
tingling in ways she'd never known before.  


She'd always thought
Janie was beautiful, and even wondered about her own sexuality because of it,
since men didn’t turn her on. She and Janie had talked about it and she had
discovered her friend enjoyed both sexes. They’d never done anything but talk however;
Leah had been too scared of risking her friendship.


Feeling the strange
wetness between her legs she stood quickly and hurried for the stairs, needing
to get out of the room for a moment. She was in such a hurry she almost slammed
into the tall man walking down the stairs. "I'm sorry," she whispered
in embarrassment, raising her eyes to find herself looking into one of the most
beautiful faces she’d ever encountered.


"Leaving so soon,
princess." His dark blue eyes were filled with humor as he reached his
arms down to steady the slight girl before him. She looked barely old enough to
drink, much less be playing in his dungeon.


"I, I just need a
drink." Forcing her eyes away from his gorgeous face, Leah tried to catch
her breath. Holy sin, he was beautiful she thought, her eyes resting on his chest,
which was covered by a gray shirt that looked ready to burst at the seams.


A slight smirk appeared
on his face as he noticed her staring at his chest, and then his eyes lowered
to the bracelet on her wrist in disappointment. "You must be Janie's
friend." Too bad he thought, she would have been a nice diversion to a
stressful week.


Forcing her eyes back
to his face, she couldn't stop the shiver of awareness that moved through her.
The man was absolute perfection.  His dark wavy hair had her longing to run her
fingers through it; the impulse startled her. What she had witnessed was
screwing with her mind, she thought, surprised by the desire that struck her.
"Yes I am, and I really need to get out of here for a few minutes." 
Not meaning to be rude she swept by him and quickly walked up the stairs,
pushing through the door.


She couldn't breathe,
and the last thing she wanted was to hurt Janie's feelings. Her heart was
racing and her body was feeling things that made no sense to her; for reasons
she couldn’t explain she felt like crying. Finding her way to the buffet she
opened one of the bottles of champagne and filled a glass to the rim; she
wasn’t normally a drinker, but just then she felt a powerful need for alcohol.
She hoped it would calm her down and help her to make sense of things.


She took a deep gulp of
the bubbly liquid and coughed as it went down too quickly, choking her. What
was wrong with her, she wondered miserably. It wasn’t exactly a normal day for
her, but she was a sensible woman, not a child, and there was no reason for her
to freak out because she got turned on watching people being beaten. Fighting
mentally with herself, she took another big gulp of the champagne.


"Are you
okay?" The girl wasn't part of his world, and it was clear she had been
upset by what she'd seen. He had warned David that bringing someone like her
into their world was not a good idea.


Leah jumped and spilled
the glass of champagne down the front of her dress. Grabbing a cloth napkin,
she blotted away the dampness as tears fell from her eyes.  "I'm
fine." Now she was acting like a blubbering idiot, on top of obviously
being a sex fiend who was turned on by the scenes downstairs.


“Calm down, sweetheart."
Without even knowing why he did it, he walked over and pulled the girl's small
form into his arms. She stiffened and he was about to let her go when she
wrapped her arms around him and held on tight, sobbing.


For the first time in
his life, Rhett was at a loss as to what to do. The only thing he could think
of was to hold her against his chest until her sobs subsided.  


What was she doing? She
felt horrified with her actions as she pushed out of the stranger's arms. 
"I'm s-sorry," she whimpered pitifully, having no idea what had come
over her. He smelled so good and she was surprised to find she wanted to throw
herself back into his arms, even as her face burned in embarrassment.  


Looking down at her
petite form he found himself thinking she looked like a doll, despite the tears
that filled her beautiful eyes. She was definitely a beauty he thought. 
"Mind telling me what's wrong? Maybe I can help."  He smiled in an
effort to lighten her mood; a crying woman that wasn't kneeling at his feet was
something he had little experience with.


When he smiled, she
felt as though the breath had been knocked from her body and she trembled in
awareness.  "I, um, well." She was so embarrassed that she couldn't
form a coherent thought, let alone express it. It didn't help that he was
drop-dead gorgeous. She parted her lips to try and speak, but all that escaped
was a sigh of longing.


He chuckled deeply,
surprised to feel his cock twitch as she stared at him like something she
wanted to devour. He was a man, but women didn’t normally turn him on unless
they were kneeling and calling him master. "Sweetheart, if you keep
looking at me like that, this conversation is going to take place in my
bedroom."


"I, I was- wasn't
looking at…" Her cheeks burned even hotter, if that was possible, and she
covered her face with her hands. Could the humiliation get any worse, she
thought to herself? After twenty-four years she had finally found a man
desirable, and she was making a complete idiot of herself.  


"Hey, none of
that." With another chuckle he reached up and pulled her hands from her
face. "I'm flattered, sweetheart." She stared up at him, and it was
easy for him to see that he made her nervous. That was a big turn on, but he
knew from David that this girl was pretty vanilla, unless she'd been hiding
secrets of her own from her friend; he hoped like hell that was the case.


"So what did you
think of my dungeon?" He had to know the answer. As sexy as she was, if
she neither played in his world nor had any interest in it he wouldn't pursue
things any further.


"You're
Rh-Rhett." Leah groaned softly, realizing she had not only made a fool of
herself, but she had done so in front of the house's owner. She was out of her
element with a man in the first place, but a man like him, there was no way she
could even think about him in a romantic way.


"You didn't answer
my question." He was getting impatient. He wanted to play and his body was
demanding she be his toy.


"It's, well, um,
it's unusual." She lowered her eyes to her feet, not sure how to explain
what being in that room made her feel.


"Have you ever
seen a dungeon before?" He knew the answer before she said anything, it
was obvious she had never been anywhere like his dungeon in her life and he was
overcome with disappointment; she obviously wasn't going to be joining him as
his pet that night.


"No, b-but I think
I'd like to w-watch again." She had no idea why she admitted that to him,
or why she’d stuttered, but she figured there was nothing else for her to lose;
she’d already made a complete fool of herself by crying all over his shirt.


"So you enjoyed
what you saw?" If the girl was interested, he was more than happy to tutor
her, he thought with a smile of anticipation.  


"Y-yes.
N-no." She looked up at him, more confused than she could remember being.
“Maybe.” His eyes were so inviting, she wondered what it would feel like to
stare into those depths all night.


"Maybe we should
go take another look, just to be sure." He winked at her and held out his
hand. He was a little surprised when she put her trembling hand in his but he
smiled. If she enjoyed the view tonight, he had plans to invite her back, and
if she didn't, well that would just be that, he thought to himself. The thought
of her not enjoying herself didn't sit well with him at all.


The atmosphere in the
dungeon had sunk into sensual darkness as she followed him back downstairs. 
She glanced around at the couples who were making love in various positions;
the sounds of orgasm that flowed around the room made her shiver with
anticipation. Her eyes found Janie and she bit hard on her lip to stop a gasp
as she watched her friend.  


Rhett led Leah over to
the couch and sat beside her, gauging her reaction as she watched her friend.
Janie had been chained to the St. Andrews cross and was being fucked forcefully
with a vibrator. He took in how Leah crossed her legs and squirmed visibly in
her seat, and smiled, knowing that the scene was turning her on. His smile
widened as her small hands grasped the couch and her nails dug into the
leather.


"Do you wish you
were her?" He leaned over and whispered the question quietly in her ear.


Turning her shocked
gaze to him she realized their lips were scant inches apart; unconsciously she
wet hers. Her breath caught in her throat and she opened her mouth, but again
she was rendered speechless.


"I could see you
up there, spread-eagled, your tight little ass begging to be spanked." He
enjoyed the emotions that crossed her face, and the slight trembling of her
lips.  His hand lifted and his fingers moved over her lips.  "I could also
see you down on your knees, using that pretty little mouth for what it was made
for." His index finger traced the texture of her lips, making her gasp.


Applying a touch of
pressure he slid his finger between her lips, making her eyes widen at the
invasion. Without thought she closed her lips around his finger and her tongue
swirled over the long digit. The salty-sweet taste of him made her moan
softly.  He pushed his finger in deeper and then slowly withdrew it until just
the tip remained; instinctively she sucked on it in an effort to prevent its
departure.


He felt his cock
lengthen and reluctantly pulled his finger from her lips. "Watch the show,
princess," he told her, sitting back; he needed to get his body under
control, if he didn’t he wasn’t going to be able to resist the urge to strip
her dress off and bend her sexy little ass over the couch. He wasn't sure she
was ready to be put on display publicly and that thought was enough to cool his
ardor, for the moment at least.


Blushing deeply she
stared at him, confused, as her heart raced wildly. Mortified she turned away,
her eyes moving to the scenes surrounding her as she tried to calm herself. Her
body ached with unfilled desire as the sounds of passion swept over her.
Without understanding why, she felt jealous of the women enjoying such
pleasure. She swallowed convulsively as the sounds continued and clasped her
hands together tightly in her lap in an effort to stop her body trembling.


Her breath was escaping
in short little pants when she turned back to look at Rhett.  The longing in
his eyes almost made her come undone and she was shocked that it was her he was
looking at that way.  He looked almost hungry, like he wanted to devour her; it
both excited and terrified her. "Rh-Rhett," she whispered pleadingly,
not even sure what she wanted.


"Watch the show, sweetheart,
you and I will talk later." He pulled his heated gaze away from hers,
hoping like hell she heeded his advice. If she didn't she was going to find
herself being taken on the ride of her life; he had never wanted anyone beneath
him as badly in his life.


She pulled her eyes
from his by sheer will alone. Something in her soul told her that she'd better
be damn sure he was what she wanted before she opened her mouth again. She
didn't know if it was the setting they were in, but there was something about the
man beside her that made her ache to do things she’d never even thought of
before. 


The scenes that had
shocked her earlier when she first entered the dungeon were now playing in her
mind, fueling her imagination.  She wanted to feel his hands on her body, to
feel free and to find fulfillment like the others in the room were.


Even the sight of the
people being beaten or tortured with strange toys was feeding her libido. 
She'd never before thought that pleasure could co-exist with pain. Who was she
kidding, she thought to herself as she continued to watch the various couples,
she'd never really thought much about sex before tonight, she'd had almost no
interest in it. Confusion and need played around her mind and she knew that
never again would she believe herself incapable of feeling.  


When Janie and David
finally joined them, Leah was on a high she didn't know how to explain to her
friend. Without thinking she pulled Janie into her arms and hugged her tight,
not wanting to let her go.


Janie hugged her back,
baffled by her friend's behavior.  "You okay, honey?" She stroked her
back lightly with one hand, while with the other she held her close. Her eyes
looked over Leah's shoulder at David, not knowing what to say or do.


Leah nodded, but didn't
let go of her friend, she felt as though she was lost in a strange world, and
Janie was her only harbor. Her body trembled uncontrollably, and for the second
time that night she found herself fighting back tears that she couldn't
understand.


"Master, I think I
should take Leah home." Janie had no idea what was wrong with her friend,
but it was apparent she was freaked out by what she had seen.


"I think before
that happens you should all join me in my study." Rhett turned to David
and smiled, a knowing look on his face.


Janie didn't want to go
against Rhett, he was her Master's best friend, but talking didn't seem like
the best idea just then. "Master, I really think she needs to go
home." She didn't understand why David was smiling, when it was obvious
that Leah couldn't handle the things she’d witnessed tonight.


"Take Leah up to
Rhett's office, pet, and we'll join you in a moment." He smiled, but his
tone made it clear that she was to follow his orders.


Janie wasn’t happy with
David as she worked her way free of the death grip Leah had on her neck, but
she realized then was not the time to talk to him about his order. "Come
on honey; let's get you out of the dungeon." She spoke soothingly to Leah,
like she was a child instead of her best friend.


Leah's legs trembled as
she allowed Janie to lead her out of the room, she was scared and confused and
thought going home was a better idea than sitting down and talking. She felt
completely drained emotionally though, and didn't feel like she had the energy
to argue.  Maybe just getting away from the dungeon would help calm her nerves,
she thought.


The office she was led
to was more like a huge study, and she couldn't help but look around at the
thousands of books that graced the shelves. Even without looking at titles, the
sheer volume of books suggested to Leah that Rhett was a well-read man. A
shiver of excitement ran through her at the mere thought of him, leaving her to
wonder what was wrong with her as she settled in a huge leather chair in front
of the large desk. Pulling her feet up under her she wrapped her arms around
herself protectively.


"Leah, I'm so
sorry, I should have known this would be too much for you, can you forgive
me?"  Janie felt like shit for exposing her friend to her life now that
she'd seen her reaction to it, and hoped that someday she'd be able to forgive
her. She knelt in front of the chair and put her head in Leah's lap, feeling
like the worst friend in the world at that moment.


Leah unwrapped her
hands from her body and caressed Janie's hair. "It's okay Janie, I'm not
mad at you," she whispered soothingly, still trying to come to grips with
her confusion.


Janie lifted tortured
eyes to Leah's face. "I just wanted to share everything with you,"
she said quietly, glad that Leah was at least able to forgive her.


Leah gave a small smile
as she continued to stroke her friend's hair like she was a child in need of
comforting. "It wasn't too much." Biting her lip nervously she tried
to think of a way to explain what she was feeling. "I don't think it was
enough." She felt a blush color her cheeks as she made the admission.


Janie's eyes widened as
she realized what Leah had said. "You mean you wanted to try it
yourself?" She was shocked. She knew better than anyone else that Leah was
an innocent, in everything. She'd only had one boyfriend in her entire life,
and she'd kicked him to the curb when he tried to grab her breast one night on
a date. 


To say Janie was
shocked that Leah would want to play in her world was an understatement.
"Leah, honey, I don't mean to be vulgar, but you haven't even fucked yet,
are you sure this is something you want to try?"


If Janie hadn't been
her best friend, Leah knew she would never have had the guts to tell her the
truth. "I've never wanted to have sex before, until now; seeing the things
you've shown me tonight, well it's made me realize I'm missing
something."  She was embarrassed, but at the same time she felt like she
was finally a woman. 


David and Rhett entered
the room then and Leah lowered her head, not sure if they had heard her and
embarrassed by her admission.  


"Leah, I invited
Janie and David in here with us because I think you will be more comfortable
talking with them here, if you'd rather we talk alone though, I
understand." He had sensed earlier that Leah was very nervous and he hoped
by bringing her friend into the conversation she'd open up more. David he had
invited because as Janie's Master it was his right to be in on any discussion
that involved her.


David held out Janie's
gown and getting to her feet she walked over to where he stood. When she
reached him he slid the gown over her head, thinking that Leah would be more
comfortable talking with all of them clothed. 


Once he had dressed
Janie, David held her, one arm around her waist, as he waited for Leah's
answer. He and Rhett had only spoken briefly on the way upstairs, and he was
curious how things would play out, especially given what he knew of Leah from
Janie.


"I, I feel
b-better with them here" She lowered her eyes, feeling self-conscious but
a little less anxious knowing that Janie was there. She didn't understand why,
but Rhett made her edgy, and not entirely in a bad way.


"Good." Rhett
walked round the desk and sat across from her in a leather chair that looked to
have been molded to fit his body. "I want to ask you about tonight, to see
if I am reading you correctly." He hoped he had read her body language correctly;
the thought of training her was very appealing to him.


David led Janie over to
a small leather sitting couch where they sat quietly. He held her against him
as she rested her head on his shoulder wearily; their session in the dungeon
had been a long and strenuous one, and he knew she was tired.


Leah lifted her eyes to
his face nervously, she found it hard to hold his gaze, but couldn't bring
herself to look away either. "W-what would you like to k-know?" She
couldn't stop the tremor in her words as her nerves got the best of her.


He smiled at her,
sensing how nervous she was. "I'm going to assume this is the first time
you've been exposed to a dungeon, or to BDSM?"


She nodded and lowered
her eyes, her cheeks flushing again.


She would learn to
answer him with words, he told himself, if she decided to pursue this when
their talk was over, but for now he would give her some leniency. "Were
you turned on by what you witnessed tonight?" He knew the answer to the
question, but she had to admit it to herself before he moved on.


She nodded again, her
body slumping in the chair. She hadn't even spoken to Janie about her desires,
though they had skirted the topic a few times, and the question made her more
than a little uncomfortable.


"I'd like you to
speak when I ask you a question, Leah."  He spoke firmly, though he kept
his tone quiet so as to not frighten her.  "And please look at me; I'm not
going to bite you." Yet, he thought to himself with a smile as her eyes
met his again.


Her body trembled at
the demanding tone of his voice; she couldn't understand why it turned her on, she
just knew that it did. "Y-yes, it excited me," she whispered the
words softly.


"Good girl."
He smiled warmly at her compliance.  "Would you like to explore this
more?" This was her moment of truth, he thought to himself, she could
decide to go further, or walk away and never look back. He tensed slightly as
he waited for her decision.


Her face flooded with
color but she looked him straight in the eye as she answered. "I think I
w-would." She didn't just think it, she knew there was something here that
had her longing to explore, and she just didn't know if she had it in her to go
through with it.


"Thinking isn't
knowing, Leah," he said patiently, glad that she was being honest with
him.  "Here's what I want you to do tonight, Leah." he paused and sat
forward in his chair, leaning across the desk toward her he spoke quietly,
"go home and think about everything you've seen here. Talk to Janie, ask
her questions, and make a decision."


"I- I'm not really
sure w-what I'm supposed to be deciding." She bit her lip.


"Look at me,
Leah." His voice was demanding; he refused to let her hide those beautiful
eyes from him. When she gave him her full attention again he spoke.
"Decide if you are willing to give me ten nights, ten nights in which to let
me show you my world, to find out if you are interested in becoming a part of
it."


"Ten
n-nights?" Her eyes filled with confusion. "W-what would we do during
those ten n-nights?" The intensity of his gaze made her voice break.


He chuckled and stared
at her without blinking. "You will surrender your body to me, and I will
show you pleasures like you have never known." He watched her eyes widen
and he sat back in his chair. "At the end of those ten nights we will talk
again and decide how far you want to go, if you are still interested."


Leah was shocked into
silence for a few moments as what he had said sank in. Pleasure like she'd
never known before sounded interesting, but could she surrender her body to him
completely, she wasn't sure about that. She'd seen what some of the people in
the dungeon had been doing, and knew that she was way too insecure to go that
far, no matter how much the thought turned her on. "What if I c-can't do
the things you w-want?"


"I will give you a
special word that you can use to stop anything I'm doing while we're together;
it's called a safe word. If at any time you want things to end, you use that
word and it's over. But understand this; if you use that word during our ten
nights, it ends there."


"M-meaning
what?" She was so confused, just looking at the man sitting across from
her, she wanted to beg him to take her upstairs and make love to her. She
wasn't used to experiencing such desire and she shifted nervously in her seat
at the thought of belonging to him for ten nights, it sounded like paradise
right then.


"Meaning, my sweet
Leah, that if you use your safe word to stop anything that happens during those
nights, I will no longer help you explore." He smiled to soften the
bluntness of his words. "You are new to my world, Leah, but you have my
word that I won't push you harder than I think you can handle," he said,
seeing that she didn't like the thought of him not training her. 


"Okay," she
whispered, "I'd like to try." She had no idea where the strength had
come from for her to speak the words, but the thought of never knowing what it
was she was missing left her aching inside.


He smiled at how
quickly she responded to his offer, but wasn't about to let her accept that
easily. "I think it best if you take some time to think about things
before you accept. Sleep on it, and talk to Janie in the morning. Tonight was a
new experience for you, an exhilarating one I'm sure, but you may see things
differently after a good night's sleep." He hoped that wasn't the case, he
wanted her to be completely sure that what he was offering was something she
wanted before he allowed her into his world however.


Janie had sat quietly
throughout the entire conversation, but when she saw how quickly things were
moving, she knew she had to intervene. "Master, may I speak?" She
looked at David, hoping he'd understand and give her permission.


David turned to Rhett,
the decision wasn't one he and Janie were involved in, and he wasn't sure Rhett
would appreciate the interruption.


"Please, let her
speak, David." Rhett was curious to know why Janie felt the need to step
in.


"Sir, I think Leah
needs to explain some things about her experience with, well, sex, before you
agree to this." She didn't like bringing up her friend's sex life,
especially in front of people Leah didn't know, but felt it was a situation
where complete honesty was warranted.


Rhett was confused by
her response and wondered what Leah's sexual experience had to do with her
being trained by him. "Her sexual history shouldn't be a problem, unless
of course you have a disease we need to discuss?"


Leah was mortified that
he would even think that and was quick to answer. "It's nothing like
that!" She understood Janie's concern, she was her best friend and was
only looking out for her, but she was still embarrassed. "Well, the truth
is," she stumbled over the words, "I've never slept with a man."
As she said it she wished the roof would fall in, she was sure he must be
thinking she was a complete loser to still be a virgin at her age.


"You're a
virgin?" he asked the question incredulously; he had to admit it did
amazing things to his ego to think of being her first lover. His cock stood to
attention at the prospect of being the first man to take her, but with the
desire came the worry that she might not yet know what she truly wanted in a
lover.


"Y-yes." She
could feel her cheeks burning at the admission and wondered if he thought she
was damaged. Her virginity had never bothered her in the past because it had
been a conscious decision on her part not to have sex, now though; she wished
she had lost it when others around her were doing the same, instead of waiting
so long. "I understand if that's a complete turn off to you."
Lowering her eyes she wished she could sink into the floor as she waited for
him to speak again.


"Sweetheart,
you've just given me a hard on the size of Mount Everest, so I think it's safe
to say I'm not turned off, but I do think this will change how we spend your
ten nights if you choose to come to me."  


She couldn't help it,
her eyes went straight to his groin, or where she imagined his groin was since
the desk blocked her view. She licked her lips unknowingly and smiled at the
thought of what her admission had done to him.


"Alright, Janie,
you'd better take your friend home before I make this decision for her."
The thought of teaching everything he knew to such an innocent was mind blowing,
and it was hard for him to allow her to go home. He knew it was for the best
however. "If you decide this is truly what you want, be here tomorrow
night at nine." He stood up then, uncomfortably aware of how tight his
jeans were.


Leah rose as well; her
legs shook and she had no idea how she was going to force herself to leave the
room. She wanted to walk, no run, round the desk, throw her arms around his
neck and beg him to take her upstairs right then, she didn't want to wait until
the following night. For the first time in her life she knew what it meant to
desire someone. Her eyes met his and she quickly looked away, she was sure the
longing she felt was obvious to him.


When Leah looked back
at Rhett he had moved from behind the desk and was in front of her. "I
hope you decide to come back," he said pulling her into his arms and
lowering his lips to hers so he could kiss her softly. "I promise you
won't regret it." Drawing back from her he smiled down into her beautiful
face. She was such a little thing and he towered over her from his height of
six foot three; he could envision her kneeling before him and knew he had to
end the meeting.


"I think you need
to take her home now, babe." David recognized the look in his friend's
eyes, and knew he was on the edge of losing control. He brushed his lips over
Janie's and smiled at her. "I'll see you tomorrow night." He turned
to Leah and winked. "Really nice meeting you."


"Nice to meet you
too, David." She smiled at him quickly before turning to Rhett. "I'll
see you tomorrow night, Sir." She had no idea why she added the Sir, but
the way his eyes darkened in desire, it was clear that she had said the right
thing.


"Um we need to
leave." Janie smiled at David, reading the intensity in Rhett's gaze.
"Goodnight, Master," she whispered before grabbing Leah's hand and
leading her from the room. She didn't let go until they were out of the house
and had reached the car.


 


Janie waited until they
had left the grounds and were out on the road, and then she turned off the
radio, pausing for a moment to decide how to phrase things before speaking.
"Leah, Rhett's a really great guy, but I'm not sure he's the happily ever
after type, if you get my meaning."


"I don't think I'm
looking to head down the aisle just yet, Janie." Leah giggled and shook
her head.


"I know marriage
isn't your thing, but well, you've waited a long time to have sex, I just don't
want you to get too involved and end up being hurt."  She was glad that
Leah had finally decided to explore her sexuality, but was also worried about
how intense she knew Rhett could be.


"Janie, I'm not
going to pretend that I'm not out of my league here, but for the first time
ever, I want to explore." She loved her friend for trying to protect her
but thought Janie was reading too much into things, she wasn't looking for a
fairytale.


"Honey, it's not
just the sex and BDSM stuff you're out of depth with, you've never really been
involved with anyone before; I just want you to guard your heart, okay?"
She would never forgive herself for introducing Leah to Rhett if he hurt her.


"If it gets too
intense I'll back off, promise." She knew she was doing her best to
convince herself as much as she was Janie. Rhett made her feel things she had
never thought possible before, and she realized it was going to be tough to
remember that love wasn't the same thing as sexual gratification.


"I know you'll do
the sensible thing, Leah, you always do."  Janie drove on for a few
minutes before she spoke again. "Rhett is a very experienced Dom, he's
been in this lifestyle most of his life; you'll learn things with him that most
people can only dream about. If you can look at it as a learning experience, I
say go for it."


"I never even
asked him how old he was," Leah said suddenly, she'd been more interested
in how handsome he was, and the feelings he brought out in her, but now she
found herself wanting to know more about him than the little she did then.


"He's thirty-seven,
and he owns two of the largest law firms in Chicago, one of which David is a
partner in. Let's see, he was married once, but she left him because she couldn't
deal with his lifestyle; his father is still alive, but his mom passed away
from cancer about five years ago. Oh, and did I mention he's incredibly rich? 


"Not only does he
own two law firms, but he makes a bundle from property development and his
father is loaded. As an only child he's set to receive a huge inheritance when
his father passes on."


"Holy hell, Janie,
you just gave me the man's full biography." Leah laughed for a moment
before stopping to wonder. "How do you know so much about him?"


"He was my mentor
when I first decided I wanted to explore this lifestyle," she turned to
glance at her friend quickly before returning her attention to the road,
"but he set me up with David as a trainer."  


"So did you and
he...," she wasn't sure she wanted to know the answer to the question, but
felt she had to ask.


"No way."
Janie laughed. "He intimidated the hell out of me in that capacity, hon.
I've watched him scene before, and let me tell you, he's intense."


"Okay, if you are
afraid to be with him that way, shouldn't I be running away?" She shuddered
nervously as she thought about how much Janie knew about men and her fear of
Rhett.


"Seriously, Leah,
I would trust Rhett with you more than anyone else. Yes, he’s intense, but
after years of watching him, I know he's also one of the most perceptive Master's
I've ever met. I didn't know that much about the lifestyle when we first met,
so he scared me." 


"What will those
ten nights be like?" A part of her was so excited that she couldn't wait
to find out, while another part felt like hiding under her bedcovers and not
taking the risk.


"I think with
Rhett, those ten nights will change everything you thought you knew about your
sensuality and leave you longing for more."  


"Well I'm guessing
since I've never really thought I had a sexual side it won't be hard for that
to change." Laughing at herself seemed to make it easier to fight back the
nervous tension brought on by what she was considering doing.


 


They finally made it
home, where they talked until just before dawn about things Leah had never
before considered. By the time she finally fell asleep her mind was a confused
mix of fear and anticipation. There was one thing she was certain of; she was
going to agree to share ten nights with Rhett.
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Leah and Janie slept
late, and then resumed their conversation over coffee. Some of the things Janie
talked about both surprised and impressed Leah, who had only seen the physical
part of the lifestyle in the dungeon. 


As Janie explained the
other part of the lifestyle, she discovered that entering into a relationship
in the lifestyle involved a lot of discussion and working out of details. They
spent an hour going over the contract Janie had with David.


"So everything
you're willing to do is written down?"  That seemed cold and calculating
compared to the passion of what she'd witnessed the night before.


"No, honey, it's
more like a list of things you're willing to try, and things you won't even
consider. The Top, or Dom, that's the one in control, he uses the contract as a
guideline so he doesn't do something that would leave you completely unwilling
to submit to him again." Taking a sip of her coffee Janie watched her
friend's face to see if she understood everything. She felt like she was
talking to a child about sex and found it hard not to smile at some of Leah's
reactions.


"Okay, but I don't
really know what any of this stuff is, so how would I tell him what I'm not
willing to do?" For the first time in her life Leah wished she had even a
small amount of the experience that Janie had, at least then she would have
some idea about the things that were being described to her.


"Well you can ask
me about anything on this list, but in all honestly it would be better to
discuss these things with Rhett. Every master has their own way of doing things;
he can explain his to you." Janie hesitated for a moment and then said
what was on her mind. "I've got to be honest, hon; I think it would be
better for you to experience plain sex before you think about doing this."


"That's the thing,
Janie, I've never really been interested in just sleeping with a man, or a
woman for that matter," she confessed in a whisper, not wanting anyone to
hear her, even though there was no-one around to do so. Her cheeks flushed a
bright cherry red. "What I saw last night, well it excited me for the
first time in my life." She wondered what that said about her own
mentality, and laughed.


"What?" Janie
wasn't sure what was funny.


"I was just
thinking, a psychiatrist would have a field day over this, a virgin wanting to
jump straight into leather and whips."


Janie shook her head
and giggled. "Well you waited so long to have sex, maybe subconsciously
you think being tied up and fucked is easier than the normal fumbling around in
the dark that most of us did as teenagers?"


Leah took a sip of her
lukewarm coffee and nodded as she analyzed her friend's words.
"Maybe." The thought of what she was planning on doing that night
really hit her then and she felt her stomach clench.  "He won't hurt me,
will he?" She lifted her eyes to Janie's, suddenly overcome by a fear she
didn't understand.


Putting her hand over
Leah's, Janie met her gaze. "Not if he wants to live." She smiled to
put her friend at ease. "Rhett won't take any of this further than you are
willing to go. If you tell him to stop, it will end immediately, and without
hard feelings." If she didn't know that for certain she wouldn’t even
consider letting her friend take up Rhett's offer. "Sweetie this is all
about trust; before you agree to anything you need to be sure you trust Rhett,
if you don't think you can do that then don't go through with it."


Letting out the breath
she hadn't realized she'd been holding, Leah felt a little calmer. "So
what's going to happen tonight?" If they had to negotiate things, as Janie
had told her earlier, she wondered if that meant the ten nights wouldn't start
until another time.


"If I know Rhett
like I think I do, you guys will sit down and go over things for hours. After
you've come to an agreement, or if you decide to walk out the door and say no
thank you, you'll move on from there." She remembered well her first
negotiation with David. After their long debates about what she was willing to
do, and what she wasn't, she had felt as if she'd bared her soul.  


It was likely to be
worse for Leah she realized; at least she had known what she was willing to do
in the bedroom when she started her negotiations. She couldn't imagine what it
would be like to go into things as a complete innocent.


Though she was a little
disappointed that all they were going to do that night was talk, when she
wanted so much to touch Rhett, Leah was also relieved. She felt her nerves
dissipate a little at the thought that she would find out more of what was
going to happen, rather than just jumping in with things.


"You've got it
bad, girl." Janie laughed softly, shaking her head at the same time. It
was definitely something, to see her friend, who was normally in such control
of herself, so overwhelmed. "Why don't we go shopping and treat ourselves
to a girl's day out? It’s on me."


"That sounds like fun;
we need to talk about what we're going to do next month too." They had to
be out of the dorms in thirty days, and the job Leah had at the supply store on
campus would be ending at the same time. The job didn't pay much, but it was
her only source of income, and her nerves were strung tight as she thought
about the future.


"Well daddy has
made our decision easier." She rolled her eyes at the thought of the condo
she'd found the papers for in her mail slot that morning.  "With all our
talk about Rhett, I haven't showed you something." Walking over to her
purse she pulled out the papers and handed them to Leah with a shake of her
head.


"He bought you a
Condo," Janie gasped as she looked at the contract and wondered why her
friend wasn't happier about it. "Hell, Janie, I've been worried sick about
finding a place; you should be jumping up and down for joy." She had never
understood her friend's aversion to having her father cater to her every need.
She knew they didn't have a real father/daughter relationship, but she would
have been ecstatic to not have to worry about money.


"Why were you
worried?" Janie shook her head again. "You know I'd never leave you
stranded, you're my best friend!"


"You can't take
care of me forever, Janie, and it doesn't feel right mooching off you like
this." She loved her friend, but taking her charity was against everything
she believed in.


"Damn it, Leah,
what the hell would I do without you? You've always taken care of me, this
shit," she picked up the paper and waved it dismissively, "doesn't
mean half as much as your friendship does, don't you get it?"


"You don't ever
have to worry about me not being here for you, Janie, but sooner or later I
have to be able to stand on my own two feet." Crossing to her friend she leaned
down to hug her.


Janie hugged her back,
pouring her heart into their embrace.  Leah was the one person in her life that
loved her for who she was, not for her money or her body. She had no idea how
her friend managed to maintain a 4.0 grade point average while working a crappy
job to pay her bills. "I can't stand the thought of us not living
together, Leah, you're my rock."  


She pulled out of her friend’s
arms and blinked back tears. They had leaned on each other so much over the
last four years that she considered Janie family. Janie had never had to fend
for herself before the two of them met, having been looked after by her
family's servants, and it had just seemed natural for Leah to take over looking
after her when they met. 


Janie had opened her
eyes to a life she would have never known, and Leah had become like an older
sister, doing all the things Janie didn't know how to do. "Love you,
Janie." She smiled as she stood up.


"Love you too,
Leah. Now let's go shopping and get you ready to meet Mr. Hunk tonight!"
She winked and grabbed her purse.


Leah grabbed her own
purse and followed her friend out the door, thanking whatever fates had brought
them together. 


As they reached the car
Janie waved her father's gold credit card in the air. "Let's go blow some
of Daddy's money." She had no issues spending his money when she wanted to,
feeling it was her right since he couldn't even spare the time to show up for
her college graduation.  


They spent the next
four hours shopping and pampering themselves. Once they finished in the shops
Janie dragged Leah to a beauty salon, where they got their hair styled, their
nails done and their legs waxed.  


Leah had no idea if she
had the nerve to wear the outfit Janie had bought for her; it was far more
revealing than anything else she owned. She preferred her clothes to cover her
body a little more. The outfit was definitely something new for her and as they
walked back into the house, tired from their trip, she brought it up.


"Are you sure this
is what I should wear to um, negotiate." She took the dress from the bag
and held it up, noticing again how little there was to the outfit.


"That's absolutely
what you're going to wear to meet Rhett tonight, you'll have his libido on edge
and he might go easier on you." At Leah's look of panic she laughed.
"I'm kidding, honey, you're going to be just fine, and if you don't like
what he has to say, then tell him thank you but you're not interested."


Leah bit her lip until
it bled as she nervously admitted, "I'm really scared, Janie." 


"Put your things
away and grab a shower, honey, I'll be back in fifteen minutes, then we'll
talk." Not giving Leah a chance to argue, Janie left the room and crossed
the hall to her own dorm room. The dorms were all single person dwelling, but
they might as well have been double-occupancy given how much time the two of
them spent in each other's room.


She could still
remember the condescension in her father’s voice when she had told him she was
going to live on campus. Denying him the right to house her then had given her
great satisfaction; the condo he had bought her was his payback, he knew she
couldn’t just ignore it because she needed somewhere to live.


 


Leah hung the dress bag
on the closet door and put the rest of her things away. With that done she
stripped off and stepped into the shower. She washed herself meticulously,
being careful not to get her hair wet. All the while her thoughts were on her
upcoming meeting with Rhett. Her stomach tied itself in knots, even though she
was just going to talk to him.


  


"Leah, unless you
want to show up looking like a prune you need to get your ass out of the
shower, you've been in there forever." Janie called out as she made
herself at home in the kitchen, taking a diet coke from the fridge.  


Taking a deep breath to
calm herself, Leah stepped out of the shower and dried off. Wrapped in a huge
yellow bath towel, she joined Janie in the kitchenette. "Maybe this was a
stupid idea, Janie."  She gripped the towel tightly, both to stop it
falling and to prevent her hands from shaking uncontrollably.


"Do you want me to
call him and tell him you've changed your mind?" She had never seen her
friend so nervous.


"No!"  She
hadn't meant to sound so vehement in her reply but the thought of not seeing
Rhett was as terrifying as actually going through with the meeting.


Janie laughed aloud at
her quick response. "So this is something you definitely want to do?"
she asked, fighting to control her mirth.


"Yes, no, oh hell,
Janie I don't know what I'm doing here." Leah began pacing back and forth,
unable to stand still. Her heart was still racing and she was confused as all
get out.


"Alright, enough
debating for you, missy!" Walking around the counter Janie grabbed Leah's
hand and led her through to the bedroom. "You're going to get that ass
dressed, and at least go talk to the man." She rummaged in Leah's drawers,
pulled out the new silk underwear they'd bought that morning and laid it out on
the bed.  


Leah didn't even
question her friend as she let the towel hit the floor and walked over to slide
the panties on. She loved how the silk felt against her bare skin. While she
did that Janie took the dress from the bag down and walked over to her.


"Let's try not to
mess up your hair." Holding the flimsy silk garment out, she carefully
slid the dress over Leah's head, then lifted her long chestnut hair out of the
small strap behind her neck that held it up. 


The sea foam green dress
was completely backless, which meant it was impossible for Leah to wear a bra,
and at the front it plunged deeply, just barely covering the tops of her perky
breasts. Janie knew Leah would have Rhett eating out of the palm of her hand
the moment she walked through the door and he got his first glimpse of her.


Pulling down the soft
silk hem, Leah wished the dress covered a little more of her legs. She was only
5'2 yet it only fell a few inches down her thighs, covering her ass and nothing
more; she couldn't imagine how someone taller could wear the dress without
showing everything.


She would never have
bought anything so revealing if Janie hadn't insisted that it was perfect, and
paid for it on her father's credit card before she could protest, and she felt
more than a little self-conscious with so much of her body on display.


"Stop tugging at
it, you'll damage the material," Janie told her friend. "You are drop
dead gorgeous, and Rhett is going to die when he sees you tonight. Just
relax." She had always thought that Leah reminded her of a baby doll, with
her full lips and angelic features, but that look was completely altered by the
dress. Now she looked more like a siren pixie with her expressive hazel eyes
and her lower lip trembling in nervous anticipation. She had a perfect figure,
with softly rounded thighs and a small waist and Janie had to admit she was
more than a little turned on. "Sweetie, you look fucking hot."


Leah blushed at her
friend's remark. "I do not," she protested, turning her face away
from the strange heated look in Janie's eyes.


"If you weren't my
best friend I'd show you just how damn hot you look." Janie winked and
blew a kiss as her friend looked at her in shock, before crossing to the closet
to take out a pair of strappy five inch heels.


Trying not to think too
much about the butterflies Janie's words set to flight in her stomach Leah
attempted to lighten the mood. "I'll probably bust my ass before I make it
up the stairs tonight."


Not wanting to make her
friend anymore uncomfortable than she already was, Janie pushed aside the
thoughts of what she'd like to do with her friend. "You are not going to
bust your ass, now slide these on and let's get your makeup sorted."


 


Twenty minutes later
Leah found herself looking at a stranger in the mirror. The makeup Janie had
altered her features with wasn't overly done, it was just the right tone, and
in Leah's opinion was perfect, there was no other way she could describe it. 


Her lips were outlined
in a deep chocolate and filled with a soft shimmering brown, which made them
appear fuller. Janie had also applied a charcoal color to her eyes and outlined
them perfectly, making them stand out. Her cheeks were dusted with a soft peach
color, which she hoped would help cover the blush that didn't seem to want to
leave her face.


After a moment, during
which she admired her handiwork, Janie spoke up. "Okay, grab your purse;
it's time to get you to the mansion." She was a little jealous that Rhett
was going to initiate her best friend into their world, but she wasn't about to
bring that up just then.


"You're taking
me?" Leah was surprised; she'd assumed that she would be driving herself.


"Of course. I know
Rhett, and I trust him, but you never meet a new Dom without a safety
net." Grabbing her purse she ushered Leah out the door.


Leah couldn't bring
herself to talk during the drive; her nerves were strung too tight for
conversation. She was grateful that Janie seemed to understand that and kept
her eyes on the road, not bothering to try and draw her friend out. When they
pulled into the mansion's drive Leah felt her stomach tense in fear once again.
"I don't know if I can do this." She turned haunted eyes to her
friend as the car came to a stop.


"You can do this, hon,
just remember, your cell phone is in your purse. Call me in one hour to tell me
you're okay, understand, and if you have any problems call me straightaway and
I'll be right there." Janie leaned over to kiss her friend on the cheek.
"Now get your ass in there and talk to the man." Pulling back she
smiled as Leah opened the door and got out. 


Leah felt as though she
was going to be sick, her stomach did somersaults as she shut the door with a
feeble nod and forced herself to walk up the stairs.


"Don't forget to
call me in an hour," Janie called after her. "If you don't I'll be
here with David, pounding down the door."


Ringing the doorbell
she turned back to her friend. "I will," she called in return, waving
timidly. She had never been so nervous or excited in her life.
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The door was answered by
the same butler who had opened it on her previous visit and Leah smiled
nervously, feeling like her mouth was filled with cotton. Tugging at her dress
she entered the mansion as the butler held the door open.


She was glad he didn't
speak to her; at that moment she was sure she couldn’t have answered him if her
life depended on it. She had to fight the urge to turn and dart back through
the door before it closed; an urge which only faded when she heard the click of
the door catch and realized it was too late for her to leave.


Since she couldn't
leave, without making a total fool of herself, she followed the butler as he
led her up a long flight of stairs. They didn't stop until they reached Rhett's
study, where the butler held open the door for her to enter.


Rhett stood as Leah
entered, his eyes widening at the delectable sight she made, standing there
trembling like a virgin sacrifice, which he thought was a good description for
her. "That will be all, Edwin." He dismissed the servant his eyes on
the angelic creature he hoped would soon be under his command. 


He waited until his
butler had shut the door, leaving the two of them alone, and then he crossed
the room to take Leah's hand in his own.


Leah's eyes raked over
Rhett as he approached and took her hand. She swallowed convulsively as her
gaze roamed over his wide chest and strong arms, which were encased in a white
dress shirt. He wore dark gray slacks and looked as if he'd just taken his tie
off following a business meeting. She couldn't help thinking he looked even
more handsome than he had the night before.


When her eyes finally
met his she blushed deeply as she felt herself drawn into the dark blue depths,
which contained an element of humor, as if he found something funny. 


The feel of his large
hands swallowing her smaller ones felt strangely comforting, and her trembling
subsided slightly.


"I'm glad you
decided to meet with me tonight, Leah." Rhett smiled as he ran his thumb
over the soft silkiness of her hand. He felt the minor tremors that were
running through her and smiled, trying to put at ease. The look of fear and
uncertainty in her hazel eyes excited him and had him aching to walk her
straight down to his dungeon, but he knew he needed to calm her down just then.


"T-thank
y-you," she whispered, not sure what she was supposed to say to him, her
throat felt so parched she was surprised she could say anything at all.


He smiled at her
nervousness and led her over to the small leather couch, pulling her down to
sit with him once they got there. He kept hold of her hand the whole time,
fearing that if he let go she would turn and bolt. "Did you and Janie find
time to talk about things today?" 


Flushing so deeply she
was sure it would be visible through her makeup Leah nodded. She was totally
out of her element and knew it; she imagined he could hear her heart, so loud
did it seem to be beating in her chest. Doing her best not to fidget she fought
the urge to get up and pace, or run.


"Do you remember
what I told you last night, Leah? I need you to speak to me, and to look at me
when you do so." His voice was a step short of the commanding tone he
would normally have used with a submissive, Leah had yet to agree to such a
position and he realized he needed to moderate himself until she did so to
avoid scaring her off.


Leah lifted her eyes to
his. "D-do you think I c-could get a glass of w-water?" she asked, thinking
that if she wanted to actually talk to him she needed to do something about her
dry mouth, which was getting worse by the second.


He chuckled softly at
her request, let go of her hands, and stood. "I think I might be able to
manage that. Wait here and I'll be right back." He considered summoning a
servant to fetch the water, but knew instinctively that Leah needed some time
to get herself under control so he left her alone, making his way down to the
kitchen. 


Filling a glass with
ice he pulled a bottle of water from the refrigerator. He thought about
offering her something stronger, since it was apparent she needed it, but he
wanted her clear-headed when they began their discussion. He made it a policy
not to mix alcohol with business, whether it was business business or personal
business, doing so invariably led to bad decisions, and he didn't want Leah to
regret anything she might agree to.


As he walked back
upstairs to his study with the glass and bottle of water he found himself uncertain
how to start the discussion that was to take place; he hadn't experienced such
uncertainty before and found himself wondering at the cause of it.


 


When Rhett had left the
room Leah stood and began pacing the study, trying to calm her nerves. She told
herself that it was just a meeting, and she shouldn't freak out, part of her
degree course had involved mock meetings to get her used to such experiences, but
part of her wondered if he was going to want to have sex with her when the
meeting was over and she worried about that. She wasn't sure she was ready for
that, even though she knew sex was a large part of what she was there for.


In opposition to the
thought that he would want to have sex with her when the meeting was over was
the thought that he wouldn't. Leah wasn't sure which possibility was worse. 


She had no idea what
was going to happen, either during the meeting or after it, and not knowing was
making her a nervous wreck.


"Are you going to
touch me tonight?" Leah blurted the question the moment Rhett re-entered
the study, her hand flew to her mouth the instant the words were out, shocked
that she had voiced what was on her mind. 


He chuckled deeply and
held out the glass, which he filled from the bottle when she took it from him.
"I'm glad you found your voice, Sweetheart." He smiled as she took
the drink and took a long sip. "Why don't we sit and talk about it."
He had expected to have to coax her into opening up; it made things much easier
having her blurt out such a question.


Leah took another sip
of water, surprised that she was able to hold the glass without dropping it,
her hands were shaking that badly. Although she was embarrassed at having
blurted the question, now it was out in the open she felt less nervous.
"Sorry," she whispered as she returned to the couch and sat again.


He joined her, resting
his long arm on the back of the couch behind her. "Don't be sorry. Tonight
I want you to be completely open with me, I want you to ask and say anything
that comes into your mind. This is why we're here, to discuss things and to
negotiate." He was pleased to see that she kept her eyes on him as he
spoke and didn't try to look away. "To answer your question, no, I am not
going to touch you tonight, unless you ask me to that is."


Leah's eyes widened at
his words, she hadn't expected him to give her a choice. "I'm
confused." She felt a little more confident and it showed in her voice,
which didn't waver as it had when she asked him about being touched.


"What are you
confused about?" Rhett smiled indulgently, happy to let her lead the
conversation for the time being.


"I thought you
would be in control of what we did." She took another quick sip of water,
feeling her tongue loosen and her confidence rise as the water moistened her
mouth.


"If you accept my
terms tonight then yes, I will be in control; I will control you
completely." His tone deepened, while he wanted her to be comfortable, he
didn't want to give her false impressions about who would be in charge.


The change of
inflection his voice made her hands tremble and she almost dropped the glass.
He took it from her with a smile of reassurance and she felt her heart skip a
beat before picking up pace until it was pounding in her chest like a bass
drum. She was surprised he didn't seem to hear it.


Lowering her eyes she
tried to hide the longing he inspired in her.


"Look at me,
Leah." His voice was demanding and his long fingers went to her chin,
raising her face up until her eyes met his again. "I need to be able to
see your face to know what you're feeling, it's very important that you
understand this."


Not letting go of her
chin, or taking his eyes from her, Rhett took the glass from her and set it
down on the table beside him. "We need to talk about what you hope to get
out of this. Tell me what it is you truly want." The desire he could see
in her gaze pleased him and he moved his fingers from under her to chin to
stroke them softly across her cheek.


The touch of his
fingers sent shivers of desire through her, and for a moment she found herself
unable to think, let alone speak. "I think I want you," she whispered
finally, when she regained her voice, careful not to drop her gaze from his.


He chuckled softly at
her admission. "You only think you want me?" he asked as her cheeks
reddened. He felt a longing to lean over and kiss her but forced himself to
resist, it wasn't the time for that.


"Th-that's not
what I meant, I mean yes I want…" Her face burned crimson and she grew
flustered, not sure how to explain to him what it was she had meant.


"I'm glad you want
me, Leah, I want you as well, but we are here to figure out what you are willing
to allow me to do to you." 


Her eyes widened slightly
and she stuttered, "Wh-what do you w-want to do to m-me?" she asked,
feeling a little overwhelmed again.


"Sweetheart, the
things I want to do to you would probably send you running for the door. But I
can be a patient man, when I choose to be." He smiled, enjoying the way
her eyes widened even more. "I need to know what things you aren't willing
to try."


"I honestly don't
know," she told him, embarrassed to admit that she didn't know enough
about sex to be able to tell him what she wasn't willing to try.


"You have no idea
how enticing it is to think about you letting me do whatever I want to you, but
you have me in a quandary here. I have to admit that this is uncharted
territory for me; I've never taken a virgin before, and I've certainly never
introduced one to this lifestyle." The thought was beyond exciting for
him, but it also worried him.


"So you don't want
me?" Despite his stricture against doing so she lowered her eyes, not
wanting him to see her cry; her disappointment had her on the verge of tears
and she wasn't sure she was going to be able to hold them back.


"Sweetheart, you
have no idea how much I want you." He chuckled as her eyes filled with
hope. "The trouble is, I don't know how to do this without crossing
boundaries you might not know you have." Rising to his feet he looked down
on her contemplatively.


Leah looked up at him,
wishing she had some wise words to offer him; she couldn't begin to imagine
what she could say however. As he paced the room, lost in thought, and
seemingly unaware of her continued presence, she took the opportunity to really
look at him.


It was apparent he was
a fitness nut; even dressed in his business suit she could tell there wasn't an
ounce of fat on him. When he turned away from her she was gifted with a view of
his ass and she blushed at the thought that crossed her mind. She was shocked
to find herself thinking that his ass was to die for, she didn’t normally think
like that. 


The golden tint of his
skin, which contrasted with the brilliant white of his shirt, told her he
enjoyed being outdoors. After that her eyes moved up to his face; his profile
was one a sculpture would love, his features a strong example of masculine
beauty. Everything about him called to her on a level that left her aching.


After several minutes
Rhett stopped his pacing and turned to face Leah, his cock twitched at the look
of innocent desire on her face. "Okay, this is how this is going to work
if you decide to go through with this." He was having a hard time
concentrating as her heated gaze roamed over him in fascination. "Since
you don't yet know what you enjoy, and we'll be starting from ground zero, so
to speak, I am going to suggest we don't impose any limits to begin with.
Instead we will establish safe words for you to use until we discover where
your comfort zone is."


Leah nodded, and
immediately felt a wave of fear wash over her as a dark look filled his deep
blue eyes.


"Words, Leah, I
need you to speak to me. The first thing you need to understand is that if you
don't listen when I tell you to do something, there will be consequences. Do
you understand?"


She nodded again, but
then quickly spoke, "I understand." Despite her words she wasn't
actually sure what he meant by consequences. "Okay, I don't really
understand," she admitted, feeling like a complete idiot.


Sitting on the couch
next to her, Rhett directed a stern look at Leah. "What I mean is, if you
don't do as I say, I am going to punish you so you will remember not to make
the same mistake again."


Leah bit her lip hard
as she thought about what he was saying. "H-how would you punish me."
She only stuttered a little, and was proud of herself for that, the look in his
eyes was so intense she was surprised she could say anything at all.


His fingers lifted to
her lips. "It would be a shame to damage such beautiful lips, stop biting
them." He smiled as she obeyed his command without hesitation. "Since
you have never been punished before I would probably take you over my knee and
spank you, unless the offense was so great that I felt it warranted a stronger
punishment."


"Oh!" Leah
forced herself not to bite her lip, which wasn't easy since it was a habit she
had had since childhood. "What would be a stronger punishment?" She
wasn't sure she truly wanted to find out, but she remembered hearing in one of
her classes that knowledge was power.


"I'll have to
introduce you to all my toys, but depending on the offense it might be
necessary to resort to a paddling, or perhaps a caning.


"I'm sure you will
work hard to ensure such measures don't become necessary though," he said
when her saw her eyes widen in fear.


Leah quickly nodded in
agreement; being paddled or caned didn't sound like something she would enjoy.
"What would be a reason for a stronger punishment?" She realized that
if she was going to go through with things she needed to know what was likely
to prompt a punishment.


"Doing anything to
hurt yourself would be a big reason for a stronger punishment. That includes
not taking care of your needs, or withholding how you feel about something we
are doing that makes you uncomfortable just to make me happy.


"Of course,
refusing to do something I've asked or told you to do without implementing the
agreed upon safe word would be another reason."


Without thinking what
she was doing Leah bit her lip, the moment she realized she stopped,
remembering that he didn't want her doing that. "Janie mentioned safe words,
but didn't tell me what they are." She didn't want to talk about the
punishment aspect of things just then; it scared her to think of the big man
next to her taking a paddle or cane to her small body.


"We'll get back to
the punishment aspect later; right now I think I should explain about safe
words. A safe word is a word you can use to slow down or stop anything we are
doing. It is your way of stopping something that is overwhelming you to the
point where you can't handle it.


"I expect you to
be willing to try things, but if you get to the point where you're ready to run
from the room then you can use the agreed upon safe word and things will
stop." Rhett paused for a moment to let what he had said sink in, and then
he continued. "You can slow things down if things are moving too fast by
saying the word yellow, and if you honestly can't handle what we're doing then
you can use the word red. The moment you use that we will stop everything and
talk about it."


The knowledge that she
had the control to stop things at any time gave Leah a huge sense of relief,
though it also confused her. "I thought you said if I decide to walk away
from anything during the ten nights everything would end."


He was impressed with
how well she remembered the previous night, given her nervousness, both then
and now, he wouldn't have been surprised if it was all a bit of a blur. "I
had to do some rethinking about my usual rules; given your lack of experience
with my world I don't think it is fair to expect you to do things that a more
experienced submissive wouldn't have a problem with.


"Understand this
though, if I don't feel you are really trying to submit to me I will end this
immediately. So be sure to use your safe words with care."


Sitting back on the
couch Leah attempted to take in everything he had said. "So what you're
saying is you expect me to let you do things to me that I may not like at
first, and I should get the feel for them before I tell you to stop."


He shook his head,
chuckling at her definition. "You amaze me sweet girl, but the best way I
can describe this to you is that there are things your body will enjoy, but if
you think too much about them your mind will try and stop it; either out of
fear, or some feeling that it is wrong.


"Most of what we
do in the dungeon won't be centered around extreme pain, so you needn't worry
about that. Some pain heightens the senses however and can push your body into
new ways of experiencing pleasure. A strong stimulus can make you feel things
in a deeper way.


"I will say this,
after a while it can take deeper forms of stimulus to gain the same
sensations."


"Last night, the
people I saw, they seemed to really enjoy the things they were doing."


"If they didn't
enjoy it, you can be sure they would have given up this lifestyle. That said,
there will be times when I push you to the very edge of your pain tolerance,
just to see what you can deal with." He could see the confusion in her
eyes at his words. "There is a fine line between what people construe as
pleasure and pain, Leah. It's different for every submissive, and it is
something you have to gradually work up to and build a tolerance for." He
had been in the lifestyle for almost twenty years and still found it hard to
explain everything to someone new, some things just had to be felt to be
understood.


Glancing down at his
watch Rhett saw that they had been talking for nearly an hour already.
"Isn't there someone you need to call?" he asked of her, smiling at
the look of puzzlement that crossed her face.


"Thank you, I
almost forgot," Leah said when she remembered her promise to her friend.
Reaching into her purse, Leach pulled out her phone and hit the speed dial
button for Janie.


"Meet me in the
hall when you've finished your conversation." Rhett stood and crossed to
the door so he could leave the study and give her some privacy.


Janie's voice was
worried as she answered the phone and Leah quickly reassured her that
everything was fine. They spoke for a short while as Leah filled her friend in
on how things were going, and put her mind at ease by telling her she felt
perfectly safe. After being told to call again in two hours, or sooner if she
was ready to go home, Leah ended the call.


"How did you know
about the phone call?" Leah asked as she joined Rhett in the hall, a smile
on her face.


"I would have been
surprised if Janie hadn't told you to have a safety net in place. Anytime you
meet with a new dominant you need to have something set up." The thought
of her playing with someone else didn't sit well with him for some reason and
he pushed it from his mind just then, not wanting to dwell on it. 


Holding out his hand to
her Rhett took hers and led her downstairs to the dungeon. When they reached
the bottom of the stairs he turned to face her. "If you decide this is
what you want then I expect you to address me as Sir, or Master, at all times.
You don't need to call me that on this occasion, I want you to feel completely
comfortable with me tonight, but you need to understand everything I will
expect of you. Is that understood?"


"Yes." The
thought of calling him Master sent a strange shiver of pleasure through her and
she smiled.


 


For the next two hours
he took her around his dungeon, showing her all of the equipment and toys that
were there and explaining their uses. She was overwhelmed, both by the sheer
volume of different items he had to show her, and by his descriptions of what
some of them were used for. She had strong reservations about a few of the
items he explained to her, and in other cases his descriptions were delivered
in such graphic details that her face was bright red by the time he finally
paused.


"Sweetheart, that
blush on your cheeks is the most enticing thing I've seen in my life. The next
ten nights are something I'd really like to share with you. Call Janie again
and then you can ask me any questions you have." With a smile of
anticipation he left her and went to put away the toys he had taken out while
introducing her to his world.


Leah quickly called her
friend, who interrogated her like she was a suspect in a multiple homicide
before finally being satisfied that everything was alright. Before ending the
call Janie told her to call when she was ready to come home; if she still felt
like she could trust Rhett after three hours with him then she felt safe in
leaving Leah unattended.


Walking over to where
Rhett was waiting for her, Leah smiled nervously. "I think I want to try
this," she said in a soft voice, a little surprised that after all the
things he had shown her she was still excited by it.


"I need you to be
sure, Leah," Rhett told her. He wanted to lift her into his arms and tell
her how glad he was that she was willing to explore his world, but first he
needed her to be completely certain.


Biting her lip Leah saw
the look on his face and remembered his stricture against her doing so, she
flushed hotly at that. "I'm sure I want to be here with you and try
this." Her heart raced at her admission and she found it difficult to meet
his eyes, though she knew he wouldn't be happy if she looked away from him.


He smiled deeply and
held out a hand to her, pleased to see her reach out readily and take it.
"I can't wait to introduce you to my world. Do you have anything planned
for tomorrow night?"


"I have to work
during the day, but I am free after five." She wondered what it would be
like to kiss him again and felt her cheeks burn once more; was she ever going
to be able to stop herself doing that, she wondered.


"Honey, as much as
I'd love to answer that calling in your eyes, I think you had better leave
now." He was a little surprised at how aroused her innocent look was
making him; since she hadn't asked him to touch her he thought it best to get
her out of there while he still had control of himself.


"I wouldn't mind
staying tonight." She said in a whisper, half afraid to say it aloud;
self-consciously she tucked a stray strand of hair behind her ear.


He almost growled at
the comment, which was sweet to his ears, but he was a man of his word and she
still hadn't asked. "Do you remember what I told you about touching you
tonight?" He allowed his eyes to roam over her gorgeous body, generously
displayed in her barely existent dress.


The look in his eyes
had her heart dropping into her belly and she thought back, trying to remember.
Nibbling on her lower lip it came to her. He told her he wouldn't touch her
unless she asked. Her face burned as she lowered her eyes to the floor; did she
have the nerve to ask him to do that? "I'd like to start the ten n-nights
now." Had she really just said that?


"Stop chewing on
your lip and look at me." His voice grabbed her attention and forced her
to raise her eyes to his. "Are you asking me to touch you, Leah?"


She instantly obeyed
the commanding tone in his voice. "Y-yes." The thought of him
touching her was almost overwhelming and she worried if she didn't give in to
her desire right then she might never have the courage to do so.


Though he usually
expected more from his submissives, there was no way he was going to ask for
more from her just then, he would teach her to be more verbal at another time.
"The ten nights will start tomorrow, but before then I think there is
something we need to take care of."


"What's
that?" She had no idea what he was talking about, but the look in his eyes
told her it was almost certainly something that would make her blush again.


"Please remember,
from tomorrow you must always call me Sir or Master, my leniency will only
continue until tonight is over." He ignored Leah's nod of understanding,
it was not the time for him to be teaching her obedience. "If you are going
to be mine, then it is time you learned what you have been missing in the
bedroom.


"If you need more
time, this would be the opportunity to tell me goodnight. If you don't, then I
suggest you call Janie and tell her you are spending the night with me."


It only took a moment
for Leah to work out what he meant, and the thought of discovering what it was
that Janie so enjoyed about men sent a shiver through her, part fear and part
excitement. Just then she couldn't think of anything she wanted more than to
spend the night with him. "I think I need to tell Janie not to wait up,
Sir." It was a struggle to resist the automatic instinct to bite her lip
at her brave words, and she was proud of herself when she did so.


"Good girl."
He smiled broadly at the thought of the beautiful angel before him willingly
putting herself in his hands, and hearing her call him Sir had his cock
swelling until it stood at attention. "Make your phone call, sweetheart,
and do it quickly.


Her hands were
trembling so bad she could barely hold the phone as she called Janie for the
last time. Several times Janie asked her if she was sure about her decision; it
was only when Leah told her for the third, or possibly the fourth, time that
she accepted she was telling the truth.


All the time she spoke
with her friend Leah had her eyes on Rhett; the look in his eyes had her weak
at the knees. By the time she finally ended the call she felt lightheaded, all
the blood in her body seemed to have left her head for other parts, parts that
now pulsed with desire.


"Are you okay,
Sweetheart?" He was concerned by how pale she had gone while talking on
the phone to Janie and wondered if anything had happened, or been said, to make
her change her mind. He hoped that wasn't the case.


"I'm a little
nervous, Sir." That was putting it mildly she thought. She felt as if she
was about to taking a running jump off the edge of the Grand Canyon, having
just been handing a bag that might have contained a parachute, but could
equally have been someone's dirty laundry.


Without a second
thought he pulled her into his arms and held her against him. "Just hang
on to me, I promise I won't let you fall." He lifted her into his arms and
her soft gasp of surprise made him chuckle.


The way she buried her
face in his chest was adorable, and made him feel more than a little protective
of the new girl he had been given to train; more so than he had with any other
girl. Silently he vowed to make what was about to happen the most memorable
event of her life; she was gifting him with the most precious thing she
possessed, the least he could do was reward her adequately for her.
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By the time they made it
to his bedroom Leah was shaking violently. He slowly lowered her to her feet,
keeping his hands under her arms, afraid that if he didn't she would collapse
to the ground. "Sweetheart, if you're having second thoughts about this we
can stop." Though the thought of being her first was a pleasurable one, he
was out of his comfort zone dealing with a virgin. Even in his vanilla days he
had always restricted himself to experienced women.


"I haven't changed
my mind," Leah whispered softly, not sure what she was so afraid of, she
felt safe with the man before her, yet she couldn't shake the frisson of fear
that ran through her. She wished the stupid emotion would go away so she could
just enjoy being there with him. 


"Look at me, honey."
He waited until their eyes met before he spoke again. "I need you to be
absolutely certain this is what you want." There was no way in the world
he was going to make love to her if she wasn't completely on board with the
idea, and he knew if she stayed he was going to make love to her. 


The Dom in him might
have wanted to take her downstairs and dive in to all the experiences that were
available to him there, but the man in him demanded that he give her a night of
regular lovemaking for her first time. Something that she would be able to
remember with pleasure for the rest of her life, even if she later decided that
his lifestyle wasn't one she wished to pursue.


Leah wrapped her arms
around his neck and took several deep breaths before speaking. "I don't
think I've ever been more sure of anything, Sir." She blushed but her eyes
met his with conviction. As afraid as she was, the dampness between her thighs
demanded she answer the desire he was waking within her.


Her trembling had
subsided by then and he felt she could stand without his aid so he moved his
hands up to either side of her face. Lowering his lips to hers he kissed her
deeply. Her tongue tentatively met his and the sweet taste of her had his body
aching to throw her on the bed and take her.


It took all of his
willpower to resist the urge and he broke the kiss with as much finesse as he
could manage. His hands went to the hem of her dress and lifted it over her
head in one quick move.


Automatically she
lifted her hands to assist him in removing her dress, but her hands immediately
dropped to cover her breasts as she stood before him, shivering. Having his
eyes roam over her body, seeing what no man had seen before, was definitely not
helping with her nervousness and involuntarily she let out a small whimper.


"I won't let you
hide behind your hands, Leah." He smiled warmly as he took hold of her
hands and pulled them away from her breasts, pressing them down at her sides so
he could feast on the sight of her. 


She had the most
amazing breasts, he thought, licking his lips as he stared at the handful sized
mounds topped with pale pink nipples. "Fucking beautiful." He lowered
his head and took a nipple into his mouth, suckling deeply. Holding her hands
forcefully at her sides he moved to the other creamy mound, nipping lightly at
the pale peak he enjoyed the gasp he drew from her.


The pleasurable
sensation moved from her breasts straight to her core and she struggled against
his grip on her hands, needing to pull him closer to her. His hold was too
strong for her to free herself however and all she could do was stand there and
enjoy the sensations as his tongue circled her nipple. 


He had planned on
taking things much slower, but her body was incredible and he couldn't stop
himself trailing his tongue and lips from her breast to her navel. From there
he kept going until he reached the band of her panties. "These have got to
go, sweetheart." Releasing her hands he quickly slid the offending scrap
of silk down her legs. Lifting first one heeled foot and then the other he
removed the panties; once they were off he tossed them across the room out of
the way.


Leah suddenly realized
that she was completely exposed and panicked at how quickly things were moving.
"Rh-Rhett, S-Sir." She bit her lip hard as fear surged through her
and her body trembled.


With an effort he
forced himself to stop and get to his feet, muttering a curse under his breath
at his lack of control. He pulled her into his arms and held her tight against
him, knowing he needed to slow things down. "You are just so damn
beautiful." He lifted her chin with his fingers so he could kiss her again,
but kissing her wasn't nearly enough to satisfy him and he drew back as her
fingers tangled in his hair.


"I don't want
those sexy hands of yours hindering what I want to do with you tonight, sweetheart."
Stepping away from her he quickly unbuckled his belt and pulled it through the
loops.


Her eyes were as big as
saucers as she watched him remove the belt; he could read her thoughts easily
and he chuckled. "Don't worry; I don't plan on using this on your
delectable body tonight." He dropped the belt to the floor and stepped
forward to pick her up, carrying her gently to the bed, where he laid her down.
She had just started to relax when he took out a silken scarf from the drawer
of the small night stand at the head of the bed. "Hold out your
hands," he instructed her.


She hesitated for only
a second and was shocked when he reached down to grab her wrists in his strong
grip. Her heart felt as though it was going to beat its way out of her chest
and she struggled momentarily to free herself, the dark look that briefly
crossed his face was enough to make her stop however. 


"When I ask you to
do something, I expect it to be done immediately." Seeing how she had
visibly shrunk on the bed at his look and his words he smiled reassuringly at
her, he didn't want her terrified at that moment. With quick efficiency he
caught her wrists and tied them together with the scarf, making sure that it
wasn't too tight he then secured it to the headboard.


For a few seconds he
watched as she struggled against the scarf. Under other circumstances he would
have gone with the leather cuffs that he kept in the same drawer, but just then
he thought the scarf was the better choice. Though he didn't want her to get
free, she could if she truly wanted to.


"Now I can have my
wicked way with you, without worrying about you trying to stop me." In her
nervousness and fear she was chewing on her lip again, and he knew if she
didn't stop she would draw blood. Tapping his finger against her lips he shook
his head; he smiled with pleasure when she immediately stopped.


 "Now where were
we?" Lowering his eyes he allowed his gaze to roam over her flat stomach,
softly rounded hips and the small patch of downy curls at the apex of her
thighs. She was nicely trimmed and his fingers ached to dive inside those soft
folds. He tugged gently on the curls. "I might allow you to keep
these," he told her, enjoying her soft moan and the way her legs tensed.


Settling on the bed
alongside her he ran his fingers through her silken folds, pleased at the
moisture her found there, which told him her body was enjoying things and was
ready to continue. He wasn't so pleased by the way her legs involuntarily
closed against the new sensation and he parted her legs, climbing between her
thighs to prevent them closing again. "Honey, if you try and close your
legs again I am going to tie you spread-eagled. I don't really want to do that
tonight, but I will if I have to, understand?"


Leah nodded, and then
remembered that he expected her to answer him with words. "Yes,
S-sir." His fingers began stroking her. It was such an incredible feeling that
her eyes closed and she pushed her hips up, wanting more. It was amazing how
different it felt to have his fingers touching her, compared to her own clumsy
attempts to pleasure herself.


"Open your eyes,
Leah; I want to see what I make you feel." He slowly slid a finger inside
her tight sheath, barely containing a groan at how she gripped his finger.
"Damn, you are so tight, baby."


She forced her eyes
open as he began sliding his finger in and out, eliciting whimpers of pleasure.
When he added another finger she tensed, feeling uncomfortably full; only a
couple of minutes passed however before she become used to the invasion and she
no longer felt as though she was being stretched painfully. The pleasure
returned then and her body flooded with desire.


Sliding his fingers
from her Rhett chuckled at her moan of disappointment. He had worried about how
she would react to his efforts to arouse her, but the responsiveness of her
body encouraged him. Emotionally and mentally she might be uncertain about
things, her body however, was more than ready for what he intended.


While she looked on,
wondering what he was going to do next, Rhett lifted her legs, resting them on
his shoulders, as he lowered his head between her thighs.


"Oh God!" she
cried out as his tongue delved inside her, tensing in embarrassment even as her
body arched off the bed to meet his mouth.


His hands slid under
her shapely ass, holding her to his mouth as his tongue lapped at her, darting
deeply between her lips every so often to taste her sweet essence. Her flavor
was incredible and he wanted to drink her like he would a fine wine.


He felt her body
tremble at the overwhelming sensation as his teeth lightly grazed over her clit
and he quickly pulled back. “Not yet, babe." Licking his lips he slid off
the bed and removed his shirt. "I don't want you to cum until I'm deep
inside you."


Leah gasped for breath
as she watched his hands unsnap the button of his pants. His chest was even
more beautiful without his shirt and she wondered what the soft patch of hair
there would feel like under her fingers. His upper body was well defined, but
without the overdone musculature of a body builder, for which she was relieved.


She couldn't take her
eyes off the figure before her as he lowered his pants and boxers in one quick
move. He was huge, she thought as her eyes widened in fear at the thought of
how he would stretch her body. Her body shook violently as he opened a packet
and slid a condom onto his cock, rolling it down the shaft.


Her legs clenched
together as he rejoined her on the bed, and it took everything she had to keep
her breathing normal. She had thought him gorgeous when dressed, naked he was a
vision.


His eyes roamed over
her again and then met her eyes; he could see the fear there and knew without
her needing to say anything what the cause of it was. He allowed his fingers to
caress her cheek and he smiled in understanding. "Remember what I told you
earlier, sweetheart? Some pain can make pleasure more intense." She nodded
without speaking, but he chose not to correct her on that occasion.


Rhett smiled and pulled
her legs apart, despite her efforts to stop him; he then moved between her
thighs so she couldn't close them again.  His cock rested on her stomach as he
leaned forward to stare into her eyes. "Trust me, baby, a little pain, and
then a lot of pleasure."


This wasn't much
different to what she had witnessed in the dungeon the night before, she
thought to herself. If she was going to trust him to tie her up and whip her,
how could she not trust him with something as uncomplicated as the taking of
her virginity? She nodded her head softly, not sure she could speak right then.


He lifted one of her
legs in his large hand, pulling it around his hip; he took hold of himself with
his other hand and rubbed his head along the length of the valley between her
thighs. Leah's moan changed to a cry of pain as he thrust into her, burying
himself to the hilt in her velvet sheath without pause.


He didn't relish the
pain he caused as she stretched to accommodate him, but knew it was best to get
it over with as quickly as possible. Her eyes remained wide as her cry subsided
and he held still, his cock as deep within her as he could get it, while she
became accustomed to the feeling of him inside her.


Her hands clasped
together as she dug her nails into her own skin, trying to take her mind off
the pain that surged through her. The loss of her virginity didn't feel as she
had thought it would and she was disappointed. "I don't like this."
She was angry that people, especially her best friend, made such a big deal out
of something that hurt like hell. Tears streamed down her face as she
involuntarily tried to buck him off her, wanting the painful intruder gone; she
didn't like the weakness that resulted in the tears, she had thought she was
stronger than that.


He chuckled at her
honesty as she gave another gasp of pain, prompted by her movement, which
forced him deeper inside her, not that he had thought that was possible.
"It gets better, sweetheart, trust me, if it didn't people wouldn't do it."
It pleased him that Leah was prepared to say what she felt, he liked that.


"I don't like you
right now either." She wasn't happy with him for laughing and glared at
him. Her hips lifted, trying to push him off her, but all she succeeded in
doing was to make the burning pain a little sharper.


"We must do
something about that, and your doubt of my abilities." He couldn't be
angry with her right then because he found the situation almost comical.
Pulling his hips back he slid out of her slightly; her sigh of relief was
short-lived as he pushed back in, slowly.


"Sir,
please," she pleaded, closing her eyes as fresh tears rose up to run down
the sides of her face toward the sheet beneath her. The pain was not as
horrible as before but the invader between her thighs was still uncomfortable.


"Give it a few
minutes." He was careful not to chuckle again, realizing that it wasn't
making her feel any better. Slowly, he slid almost all the way out of her,
relishing the exquisite tightness of her, which felt almost like a vice around
his cock, and then just as slowly he pushed himself back into her.


Though she still felt
stretched and uncomfortable, the pain subsided gradually. Each long slow thrust
of his cock pushed the pain further from her mind as something strange
happened, her body began to respond to his motion.


Without realizing she
was doing it her legs reached up to wrap around his waist, pulling him deeper
into her with each thrust. "Now we are making love, sweetheart," he
told her, increasing his rhythm, doing so gradually to avoid causing her
anymore pain. 


Her velvety folds
clenched at him in the most indescribable way; he had slept with many women
over the years, but never before having had a virgin he had not experienced
anything like he was then. It took all his self-control to maintain his steady
pace, when all he wanted to do was to ride her hard and fast as he was
accustomed to doing.


"Sir?" Her
heart raced as she felt the spiral build inside, rising to a crescendo that
threatened to wash over her like a wave crashing onto a beach. She tensed, the
intensity of the sensation scaring her.


"Cum for me, sweet
girl, I want to feel you flood my cock with your passion." Thrusting
faster, his hands gripped her ass as he drove himself deep into her.


A few moments later her
body exploded into a thousand fragments of overwhelming pleasure; her legs
tightened around his waist while her hands strained against her bonds. This was
what the big deal was, she thought, before his savage thrusts, rapidly
increasing in speed as he approached his own fulfillment, took her breath away.


Leah smiled as his
weight rested on her for a moment, surprised, but also pleased, by the
incredible ending to the experience. Her smile changed to a wince when he slid
from her and lifted himself off her body.


Moving up her body to
untie the scarf his now limp cock rubbed against her stomach, leaving a sticky
trail, though she barely noticed it. She was intent on recovering from the
exertion and the only thing that distracted her was Rhett rubbing her wrists,
relieving the slight chafing brought on by the scarf that had secured her.


"You okay?"
he asked, settling onto the bed at her side and pulling her into his arms.


She rested her face
against his chest, feeling the heat of his skin against hers, sure that she was
just as hot. She nodded briefly before speaking softly. "I think I'm more
than okay, Sir." She laughed into his chest.


"What's so
funny?" he asked, reaching down to lift her chin so he could meet her
eyes.


"I don't know,
Sir, it's just, I kind of enjoyed that at the end." She flushed as she
admitted it.


"Only kind
of?" He gave her a mock look of disappointment.


"No, I mean, I
really liked it, Sir," she said hurriedly, thinking he was seriously upset
with her.


He chuckled and pulled
her tight against him. "I know the beginning wasn't much fun, but I think
the grand finale was pretty impressive." He winked at her, knowing she had
a lot to learn about his sense of humor.


"Was, was it good
for you, Sir?"


Shaking his head he
chuckled again. "It was incredible for me." He forced himself to give
her a stern look, even though he was still in a lighthearted mood. "We
will have to talk about you saying things such as you don't like me though."
He was trying very hard not to laugh at her stricken expression.


 "I'm s-sorry
about that, Sir." She guessed it wasn't right for a submissive to say
something like that, but it HAD hurt, she thought defensively.


"I think just this
once I will let it slide, without taking it out on the delectable ass of
yours." He winked again to let her know he wasn't really angry.


"Th-thank you,
Sir?" She wasn't sure what she was supposed to say to that, but the
thought of him spanking her wasn't all that terrifying.


"You are something
else, sweet girl." Shaking his head he got off the bed and held his hand
out to her.


Taking his hand Leah
joined him; there was a dull ache between her thighs, but compared with the
pain of his first penetration it was nothing and she pushed it from her mind.
She was more concerned with the small bloodstain on the sheets, which made her
flush with embarrassment. "Sorry about your bed, Sir."


"Don't concern
yourself with it, honey. It is only natural, and they’re just sheets, they can
be changed," Rhett told her reassuringly. "We're going to take a
shower now, and then I'm going to be nice and let you sleep. Just don't get
used to it." He wanted her to recover before he took her for a second time,
but his cock wasn't quite on the same page as his brain, and it rose to
attention again. She did something to his libido that no woman had ever done
before.


Playfully he slapped
her ass before guiding her ahead of him out of the bedroom and into the
bathroom.


It felt strange to be
walking around without clothes on and she had to work hard not to cover
herself. She didn't think he'd like it if she did, and at twenty-four she felt
she was a little old to be such a prude. She watched his body move as he turned
on the shower, admiring the beautiful view.


She felt the wetness between
her thighs increase and was shocked to find herself wanting him again so soon.


He turned back to her,
a little surprised by the look of longing in her eyes. "Sweetheart, you've
got to stop looking at me like that, your body needs a little time, and I am
not used to denying my needs." He held back the shower curtain and
motioned for her to step in. Control was something he prided himself on having,
but it was going to take all that he had not to take her again before she was
ready.


Stepping into the shower
he grabbed a bottle of liquid soap and lathered his hands. Gently, he washed
her shoulders and arms, and then, knowing he was tormenting himself, he lifted
her breasts and washed them slowly. Forcing his hands to move away he washed
her stomach and hips. "Turn around," he demanded gruffly, needing to
remove the temptation from his view, at least for a moment.


His strange tone made
her turn around quickly and she felt his large hands on her back. The touch of
his hands as he moved them down to her ass and began massaging turned her on
again and she moaned softly.


"Sweetheart, you
make it hard as hell to resist taking you again, right here and now." He
turned her to face him, his hand trailing across her hip and down, through the
downy curls, to her velvet tunnel.


He slid a finger into
her and she tensed, letting out an involuntary moan of pain. "Sir!"


"That's why I
can't take you again right now," he told her, easing his finger from her
clenching folds. Turning from her he quickly washed himself. "Finish your
shower, sweetheart, and meet me back in the bedroom." He leaned down and
placed a quick kiss on her lips before stepping from the cubicle. He grabbed a
towel from the rail and strode from the room, feeling the need to put some
space between the two of them, at least for a few moments, so he could get
himself under control.


Leah was hurt by his
sudden departure, having no idea what she'd done wrong. She quickly cleaned
herself off, taking care as she washed between her thighs to avoid aggravating
the soreness she felt there. That done she stood under the warm spray for a few
minutes, letting the heat wash over her body.


When she was finished
she stepped from the shower, a little apprehensive, worried that he was going
to send her home. The thought of being dismissed made her eyes fill with tears
and she brushed them away, chiding herself for being so silly.


A large soft white
towel hung on a rail and she used it to dry herself off, berating herself
mentally as she did so. He wasn't her boyfriend, she told herself, but that
didn't make her feel any better about his suddenly leaving her alone. Wrapping
the towel around her body once she was dry she secured it over her breasts, and
taking a deep breath she made her way back into the bedroom.


He was resting on the
bed, nothing but a towel draped over him, and her heart lurched. She moved over
to her discarded clothes and picked them up, feeling more than a little
emotional.


"What are you
doing, sweetheart?" He felt a strange lurch in his chest at the thought of
her dressing to leave.


"I, well, I
thought you'd want me to leave now, Sir." She couldn't look at him, not
wanting him to see the way her eyes filled with tears; she hated herself for
not being able to control her emotions.


"Come here,"
he instructed; when she didn't immediately do so he raised his voice,
"now!"


Her eyes lifted to his
and she quickly crossed to the bed. She wiped the tears from her cheeks, where
they'd fallen without her permission.


Things were going to
get complicated; he thought as he grabbed her hand and pulled her onto the bed
with him. The tears were still falling, despite her efforts to stop them, and
he reached up to brush them away. "I didn't ask you to leave, now you
climb that cute little ass over to the other side and get some sleep.


"That's an
order." 


Leah wasn't about to
argue, he wasn't sending her home and that made her happy. She climbed over to
the other side of the bed and slid under the covers. Taking off the towel he
dropped it to the floor. She was shocked when he pulled her over to lay her
head on his chest.


"Sleep," he
commanded. "Whatever am I going to do with you, sweetheart?" he
whispered softly as he caressed her hair.


She had no idea how she
could possibly fall asleep after all the excitement of the night, nonetheless
she closed her eyes and soon enough her breathing leveled off.


He held her as she
slept, feeling a strange protectiveness toward her. Things could definitely get
complicated, he thought, relishing the knowledge that everything she discovered
in the next week and a half would all be learned at his hands.


In the end it took more
than an hour for his mind to settle down enough for him to join her in slumber.


 


The next morning Rhett
woke Leah, having just been woken himself by his alarm. He smiled as she
sleepily turned to him and he couldn't stop caressing her lips with a gentle
kiss. "Baby, I have to go to work soon, you can stay here if you wish, or
I can have my chauffeur drive you home."


Leah was half asleep as
she sat up in bed but woke completely when she realized she was still naked.
Hurriedly she snatched up the sheet to cover herself, flushing as she pulled it
up above her beasts, an action that made him laugh. "I have to work today
as well, Sir, so I should go home."


"I don't like you
hiding from me, Leah," he told her, reaching down to pull the sheet from
her hands so his eyes could roam over her breasts. His mouth eagerly moved down
to suckle on one of the crinkled nipples, which quickly hardened at his
attention. "You're not going to leave that easily." Reaching into the
drawer of the nightstand he pulled out a condom, ripping the package open so he
could slide it over his length. As he did he thought to himself that he would
have to teach her the more interesting methods of putting a condom on.


With that done his
fingers slid down her flat stomach, ignoring the downy curls he itched to
remove, to delve between her soft folds. He was pleased to discover she was
already wet and ready for him. 


Giving no thought to
whether she might still be sore he parted her thighs, moving himself between
them, and penetrated her in one quick movement. Her gasp of surprise, tinged
with pain, fueled him and he thrust inside her with abandon, his hands
squeezing her ass cheeks roughly as he pulled her into him in rhythm with his
strokes. "I don't think I'll ever get enough you, baby," he grunted.


In the beginning Leah
felt only pain, still tender from her initiation, but after a few minutes the
pain had faded and all she felt was pleasure as her body climbed towards a
peak. "Sir, please," she begged softly, needing to feel the same
release that had exploded within her the previous night.


"That's my sweet
girl, cum for me now!" He increased his tempo and drove into her
frantically, feeling his own orgasm build. Her hot core flooded with her orgasm
and clung to him like a second skin. That was all it took to send him straight
over the edge.


She was unbelievable,
he thought, feeling a twinge of guilt as she winced in pain when he pulled
himself from her, he quickly reconsidered though. "I want you to think
about me all day, baby; remember that soreness, let it remind you how much I
want you."


The flush his words
brought to her cheeks deepened as he got out of bed and pulled her to her feet
before leading the way to the bathroom. She was self-conscious about being
naked in front of another person, but had little time to think about it as he
pulled her into the shower and washed her.


Once he had finished
with Leah he washed himself; they were both out of the shower within fifteen
minutes and dried off after another minute.


"Get dressed,
Sweetheart, before I forget I have a company to run and you need a little time
to recuperate." He smacked her ass lightly, and then turned to his closet
to pull out a suit.


Leah felt the ache in
her body with every movement, but it was a deliciously sinful pain that she was
more than happy to endure. She was no longer a virgin, she thought, a happy
smile covering her face. Not only had she lost her virginity, she'd had one of
the best nights of her life.


"I like seeing you
smile." He adjusted his tie as he looked over at her. He hated that she
was dressed again, but realized it was probably a good thing, it diminished the
temptation he felt and helped him to concentrate on the things he knew he had
to do that day. "Let me walk you out." He took her hand and together
they made their way down to the foyer, where he gave orders for his car to be
brought around.


Leah was startled by
how abrupt he was with his servants, his tone more commanding than it had been
with her the previous night. She didn't have time to dwell on it however as he
walked her down the steps to the limousine that had just pulled up. By the time
they reached it the chauffeur was standing to attention to one side of the now
open rear door.


"I'll see you back
here tonight, at nine." It wasn't a question, she realized, it was an
order, albeit made in a less commanding tone than he had spoken to his servants
in.


She nodded her head but
quickly spoke when she saw his eyes darken, "Yes, Sir," she
whispered.


"I enjoyed you
last night," he told her, lowering his head to plant a brief kiss on her
lips. "Now climb in, before I decide not to let you go." He helped
her into the car.


Leah was a little
surprised as the door swung shut without another word being said by Rhett, and
without an opportunity for her to say anything to him. All she could do was
watch his back as he walked away, not even waiting for the car to leave before
he returned to the house. 


What a night, she
thought, her eyes remaining on Rhett's perfectly formed posterior as the
chauffeur settled behind the wheel and they pulled away. Rhett Hammond was
certainly more than she ever thought a man could be; she settled back in the
black leather of the rear seat, a broad smile of satisfaction stretching her
lips.
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Leah walked into her
dorm room in a daze, her body still sore. She'd already had a shower but
thought a soak in the bath would do her good, with luck it would ease the aches
she felt in her muscles, and other places. 


Making her way into the
bathroom she quickly dropped the plug into place and began running the water. A
laugh bubbled up out of her as she began stripping off the small amount of
clothes she was wearing, she was going to be the cleanest girl in the world she
realized after a shower and a bath within the space of a couple of hours.


The hot water stung as
she slid into its heat, but after a minute or so she had become accustomed to
it and began to relax. She didn't wash herself, she simply lay back and
luxuriated in the heat, letting it seep into her muscles and ease the ache
within them. She moaned slightly in annoyance when she heard Janie calling out.


"Back here,
Janie," Leah shouted; she wasn't about to get out of the bath for anything
short of a fire or an explosion, at least not until the water got too cold to
be enjoyable.


"Just checking on
you," Janie said, walking into the bathroom and plopping down on the
closed toilet seat. "So how are you feeling?" At Leah's blush she
laughed. "That good, huh?"


"He's definitely
something else." She was embarrassed but it felt good to have someone to
talk to.


"Okay spill it, girlfriend,
and don't leave out a single detail." Janie was smiling, pleased to see
her friend happy and obviously okay with the events of the previous night.


Leah told her friend
everything, leaving nothing out, as she had been instructed. It wasn't
something she would normally have felt comfortable talking about, but she had
never kept secrets from her best friend before, and a part of her was desperate
to talk about it.


Just talking about
Rhett made her desire him again and she was surprised by the strength of the
stirring within her. 


"Oh, honey, I'm so
glad he treated you right." Janie had been a little worried that Leah
would be overwhelmed, but it was apparent that she had been concerned about
nothing. Rhett had obviously given her a great night of lovemaking; just what a
virgin needed, and left the lifestyle mostly out of it. She mentally applauded
him for handling the situation well. "So when are you seeing him
again?"


"Tonight."
She nibbled on her lip. "If I can walk again." She laughed and Janie
joined in.


"After a few times
together you won't be this sore." It had been years since Janie had lost
her cherry, but it was something you didn't ever forget.


"Good to know.
I've got to work for a few hours today, have you got any plans?" She
wasn't looking forward to going in for her shift, but needed the paycheck.


"I'm going to go
over to the condo and start moving some of my things in." She sighed with
distaste at the thought of giving in to what her father wanted for her; even if
it eliminated the worry of apartment hunting. "We need to get you packed
too." 


"I'm off tomorrow
so I'll get my stuff packed up then. How soon do you want to move in?"


"Well the place
has a Jacuzzi, so the sooner the better I guess. Think you can have all your
stuff ready by next Friday?"


"I don't have much
to pack up so yeah, I think I should be able to do that. As long as we move
during the day and not the night, I kind of want to keep my nights free for a
while." She hoped Janie wouldn't be upset about that, but she really
wanted to spend every night she could with Rhett, for the time being. 


“I remember what it was
like, Leah." Janie frowned a little. "Just remember, honey, you have
to have a life outside of him. I hope things work out and he wants to have a
long term relationship with you, I know that's what you want, but I don't want
you getting hurt if he doesn't, okay?" She couldn't imagine having the
intensity of this type of relationship for her first one and the look on her
best friend's face worried her. It was clear that Leah had already developed
strong feelings for Rhett. "I know it's great sex, and your first
experience, which makes it all the more special, but you have to try and see it
for what it is." 


"Can we worry
about it when the time comes, if it does?" Leah asked a little
plaintively. "Honestly, I'm still overwhelmed by everything right
now." She didn't want to come down off her high, though she knew she would
have to eventually. Stupid or not, she wanted to bask in the memory of her
beautiful night with Rhett for as long as possible.


"For now,
Leah," Janie agreed, thinking that she was definitely going to worry about
her friend. "Are you going to sit in there until you turn into a
prune?" she asked to change the subject, before things got awkward between
them.


"I guess not,
since the water has gone cold. Hand me a towel?" She waited until Janie
handed her an oversized towel and then stood; quickly drying off she drained
the bath and walked into the bedroom, followed by her friend. "I'm going
to cook, you hungry?" she asked as she dressed in a pair of cotton shorts
and a tank top before walking into the kitchen.


When Janie nodded at
the offer of food, Leah threw together an omelet for both of them and made
coffee. They ate in a companionable silence until a knock sounded, startling
them.


"I'll get
it," Janie jumped to her feet, "you need your strength after last
night, eat up," she said with a laugh.


Leah giggled and rolled
her eyes as Janie made for the door, returning a short while later with a
bouquet of ten long stemmed roses, nine red and one white.


"Looks like you
impressed someone last night." Janie handed over the card before finding a
vase to put the roses in, which she set on the countertop.


Blushing Leah took the
card and read it. "Dear, Leah, thank you for a beautiful night. Yours
truly, RH." Her body flooded with heat at the sweet gesture.


"Oh boy, you've
got it bad." Janie shook her head. "Okay, sunshine, I'm going to let
you bask in your flowers and get ready for work. I'm going to start sorting out
the condo. See you tomorrow." She stood then bent to kiss her friend's
cheek. "Call me if you need me later." With a smile she left.


Leah sniffed the roses;
glad her friend was gone since she couldn't seem to get rid of the smile covering
her face. She didn't have much time to enjoy the gift however, much to her
disappointment; she had to get ready for work.


 


The school store was
almost completely empty, since finals had just ended, and by five o'clock she
was bored out of her mind; she left as quickly as she could when her shift was
over. 


Janie had called
earlier, saying she'd be out with David, but had her cell phone with her in case
she was needed, so Leah took her time getting ready for her date with Rhett. 
Date didn't seem like the right word for whatever was going to happen that
night, given the situation, but she didn't know what else to call it, and
thinking of it as a date made it easier to avoid any panic over not knowing
what was going to happen.


She arrived at the
house five minutes early, a little embarrassed by her old truck, which looked
completely out of place in front of such an expensive property, and uncertain
about her outfit. She didn't have a lot of dress clothes; there had been little
cause for her to buy fancy clothes over the past few years, and even less money
to spare for such things. The white mini-dress she had on was the best she
could come up with from her meager wardrobe.


If Janie had been home
she would have borrowed something a little sexier. 


The mini-dress was made
of cotton and was really nothing more than a long t-shirt with a cute neckline
and hem. She'd slid on a pair of comfortable sandals, but now she had arrived
she regretted not going with a pair of heels. Heels would at least have made
her look a little more dressed up. It was too late to do anything about her
outfit though, she thought as she made her up to the door.


The butler let her in,
informing her that she was to go straight down to the dungeon.


Earlier she had been so
excited at the thought of seeing Rhett again that she could barely contain
herself, now though, hearing that he was waiting for her in the dungeon she
felt a nervous shiver run through her. She clasped her hands together to try
and stop it as she followed the butler.


When she reached the
bottom of the dungeon stairs Leah looked around, not seeing Rhett anywhere. Her
hands clenched into small fists at her sides as she fought her anxiety.
"Rhett, Sir?" she called out softly.


He walked around the
corner into view and smiled warmly as he saw her. She looked like a frightened
lamb in the white mini-dress, and too damn young, he thought. "Hi,
sweetheart." He held out his arms and she walked into them quickly,
eliciting a chuckle from him. "Did you miss me?"


She wrapped her arms
around him, breathing in his scent. In his arms she felt safe; all the
nervousness she had felt just a moment before was gone, she couldn't even
remember why she had been nervous. "I did, Sir, I thought about you all
day," she told him quietly.


He was amazed, not just
by her honesty, but by the way she didn't hesitate to admit her feelings.
"I missed you too, sweetheart." He squeezed her a little before stepping
back. "Are you ready to start your ten nights?" He smiled as she
nibbled on her lip at his question and then arched a brow, letting her know she
needed to stop.


She realized what he
wanted the moment he looked at her like that and stopped, releasing her lip.
"I think so, Sir." Her voice shook a little as she thought of the
things he might do with her.


"Good," he
said with a smile. "Now, let me go over a few things with you. When you
walk down here from now on, I expect you to undress and leave your clothes in
the training room." He pointed to the small door at the back. "When
you have done that you will kneel before this cross, understand?"


"Yes, Sir,"
she answered, not quite understanding why she should have to kneel before the
cross, she doubted it had anything to do with religion. She realized there was
no point in her asking for an explanation however, so she kept her mouth shut.
Instead she asked a question she thought he might answer, "What are you
going to do with me tonight?


Rhett nodded in satisfaction
before he answered her. "Tonight you are going to dance for me."


"Dance for you,
Sir?"


"Yes, Leah; I want
you to strip and make me want you, without touching me at all." He grinned
as her eyes widened. "If you try your best, I won't punish you." His
voice deepened into a tone of command.


The thought of him
punishing her had her biting her lip again, before she remembered he didn't
like it and stopped. "There's no music, Sir," she said, not sure how
she was supposed to dance without music. She wasn't sure about dancing for him
anyway, it was not a skill she possessed, never having done what he wanted
before, but without music it would be all the more difficult. Nonetheless she
was determined to do her best.


He chuckled. "I
can fix that, sweetheart." He walked over to a small box on the wall and
pushed a button. The room was immediately flooded with soft sensual music.
"Remember, dance like you mean it," he told her as he settled on the
couch, his arms spread across the back of it. His eyes on her he wondered how
Leah was going to handle her first task, the one which he considered the
easiest of those he had in mind for her.


Leah’s knees shook as
she moved to a position in front of him, where she stood, uncertain what to do.
She had danced with Janie on numerous occasions at clubs, and even in their
dorm rooms after a few drinks when the music got them on their feet. Never
before though had she danced with the intention of turning someone on; dancing
naked was a new experience for her as well.


After a minute or so
Leah began to move; she wasn't sure what she was doing, other than responding
to the music, but she tried to mimic moves she had seen Janie do in the past.
Unlike her, Janie did dance to get men interested, and she did her best to
recall how her friend had done that.


Swaying slowly she ran
her hands up her body, moving up from her hips before lifting them above her
head and clasping them together. How she managed to stay on her feet when her
knees shook like they were made of jelly, she had no idea, but she did, and she
continued dancing. 


She dropped her hands
to her ponytail and pulled off the band that kept it in place. Tossing the band
away she shook her head, running her fingers through her hair to loosen it and
make it cascade down her back.


Keeping to the rhythm
as best she could she wet her lips, while her hands lowered to her dress.
Teasingly she lifted it a few inches, almost, but not quite, revealing the lacy
red thong she had on underneath. Just when the thong was about to come into view
she let go of the dress, allowing it to fall back down.


Rhett was impressed as
he watched Leah move. He honestly hadn't known what to expect from her, but it
was clear she was a more sensual creature than she thought herself to be. His
eyes stayed on her, watching every move as she rotated on the spot, raising the
hem of her dress again and bending over to show her ass.


When her small hands
rubbed over her heart shaped flesh he found himself wondering who was leading
who; damn she was hot, he thought.


Leah had no idea where
the courage was coming from, but the smoldering look in his eyes told her what
she was doing was what he wanted from her. More than that, from putting herself
on display for him was turning her on. 


In single quick move
she straightened up, bringing the dress up with her. Pulling it over her head she
tossed it behind her to Rhett. Over her shoulder she saw him catch it with a
smile and almost lost her step as she spun to face him. 


She recovered quickly and
continued dancing, swaying again to the music, her hands tracing over her body
for a minute or so before moving up to her bra. She traced her fingers around
the edges of it, slipping first one strap off her shoulder and then the other.


Her hands moved round
behind her to the clasp of her bra. With the catch undone the bra slid down her
arms and she spun, throwing it with one hand while she brought her other arm up
to cover her breasts. Despite her lack of experience she managed to time the
manoeuver so he got no more than a glimpse of one breast before they were
hidden.


His mouth watered as he
watched her hips gyrate sensuously. With her free hand she pulled her hair
round to the front so it covered her breasts and then she dropped her arm. He
thought her nipple peeked into view as she moved her arm, but he couldn't be
certain, and he shifted uncomfortably as his cock lengthened. She was turning
him on; there was no doubt about that.


Her movements slowed a
little, she didn't want her hair to move and uncover her, but she didn't stop.
She kept dancing, slowly and sensually as her fingers slid under the sides of
her thong and she nudged one side down, before pulling it back up and repeating
the action with the other side.


Lowering both sides of
her thong she turned away, just as the first of her downy curls became visible.
Still holding onto the thong she bent at the waist, slipping it down her legs
with one hand, while the other went between her legs, preventing him seeing
anything. The groan of disappointed longing that escaped his lips told her the
move was the right one and she smiled to herself.


Lifting her left foot
out of the thong she kicked it up with her right, catching it in her free hand.
When she turned back to him she was holding the thong between her teeth, while her
hand still covered her sex.


Feeling more confident
than when she had started Leah moved forward, approaching Rhett. She bent down
to him when she got to the couch and he reached a hand up to brush her hair out
of the way; she quickly stepped back, but not before dropping the thong into
his lap, directly over the hard-on she could see creating a bulge in his
trousers.


The teasing was almost
more than he could handle; when she started he would have been prepared to lay
money on her never having done anything like it before. He needed to see her
body, he couldn't wait any longer, and for the first time since he turned the
music on he spoke, "Pull your hair back and move your hands on top of your
head," he instructed. "But don't stop dancing."


Leah shivered at the
intensity in his eyes and voice as she did as he commanded. With her breasts bared
her nipples reacted to the cool air, hardening to tiny rose-colored pebbles.
She felt more exposed than she had the night before, dancing just beyond reach,
but also more turned on.


A deep blush stained
her cheek and he thought she'd never looked sexier. "Play with your
nipples, baby," he commanded.


Lowering her eyes her
fingers went to her peaks, she hadn't expected such an order and could only
bring herself to pinch her nipples lightly. "Harder, Baby, pull on them
for me." His cock was throbbing with need, but he wasn't ready to take her,
yet.


Hesitantly Leah pulled
at her nipples, pinching them until it was almost painful. She moaned slightly
at how the sensation sent unexpected pangs of pleasure downward.
"Sir?"


He chuckled, liking how
responsive she was. "Finger yourself." Her eyes widened and he
grinned; she was obviously desperate for his fingers, but that wasn't what he
wanted just then. When she didn't move quickly enough for him, his voice took
on an edge of anger. "Now!"


She jumped at the
abruptness of his order and immediately slid her hand down her body, her face
burning in embarrassment as she tentatively traced her fingers over her heated
flesh. It wasn't that she'd never touched herself before, but doing it in front
of him was mortifying. She bit her lip hard, not enjoying her own fingers at
all.


"Come here." He
patted his lap, where she sat immediately, glad for the chance to stop dancing.
"Baby, I want to see you get yourself off, and I want to see it now, so
lie down on this couch and get yourself off. Do you understand me?"


She nodded, wanting to
lower her eyes but finding that she couldn't pull them from his; she didn't
like him being upset with her and it was obvious he was just then.


"I asked if you
understood me." He wasn't truly angry with her, despite the tone of his
voice, but he intended having her compliance.


"Y-yes,
S-sir." Her lips trembled at the intensity in his eyes as he lifted her
off his lap and placed her on the couch while he stood. 


While he watched she
slid her fingers down her stomach and through her downy curls to her silken
folds. Despite her nervousness and concern over his apparent anger with her,
she found her body was reacting to the situation; she was as wet as he had made
her the previous night.


Closing her eyes she
massaged her clit, slowly rubbing her finger over the soft petals. That was as
far as she'd ever gone with pleasuring herself before; it wasn't enough, she
wanted more, her body demanded it, but having an audience inhibited her and
despite her need she held back.


Seeing that Leah was
holding back Rhett decided to help her out. "Don't stop, baby, keep
stroking yourself," he told her as he walked over to a cabinet on the wall
and pulled out a vibrating bullet. "Have you ever used a vibrator
before?"


"N-no,
S-sir." Her eyes popped open, instantly zeroing in on the item in his
hand; though she knew a little about sex toys, she had never had any interest
in buying one.


He turned the bullet on
and handed it to her. "Just rub this on your clit, baby." He smiled
and knelt beside the couch, curious to see how she was going to react to the
feel of the toy.


At the first touch of
the cool vibrating metal she jumped, the sensation was unlike anything she
could describe; within just a few seconds she was moaning in pleasure. No
longer thinking about her observer, she moved the bullet around, teasing her
clit with it as she tried to work out the best way to use it to maximize the
pleasure it was giving her.


When she found the best
spot, the one that made her hips buck unconsciously against the tiny device,
she held it there, while the fingers of her other hand traced their way down
between her folds. Without realizing she was doing it she slid first one
finger, and then a second, inside her velvet tunnel. Within a minute she was
pumping her fingers furiously in and out as she came; her chest heaved up and
down and her breath came in short ragged gasps.


She let the bullet fall
from her hand and withdrew her fingers, now covered in her own juices, as she
lay back to recover from her orgasm. It was several moments before her
breathing slowed and she came back to herself; when she did she blushed bright
red at what she had just done.


"Makes a big
difference, doesn't it, sweetheart," he said, enjoying the embarrassment she
felt at having allowed herself to give in so readily to the desire her body had
felt. One day he would have to show her how beautiful she looked when she came,
but not just then, he had other plans for her then.


"It does,
S-Sir." Despite the embarrassment of having been watched during such an
intimate moment the overriding thought in her mind was, she had to buy herself
a bullet. The pleasure had been too good for her not to want to experience it
again.


He chuckled. "Now
I'm going to show you how to please me." He stood and lowered his pants
and boxers, leaving them around his ankles. "Have you ever sucked a cock
before?" Idly he stroked himself while he waited for her to answer.


"No, Sir," she
whispered honestly. He was already hard when he revealed himself and as she had
been the previous night she was amazed by his size.


"Give me your hand,
baby," he stood in front of her and wrapped her hand around his width and
covered it with his own.  "This is how I want you to stroke me," he
moved her hand from shaft to head, and rolled the tip in her fingers then
started all over again.


Her fingers couldn't
even close all the way around him and she marveled at the feeling of softness
and steel.  When he removed his hand she continued to move hers in the way he'd
shown her, pumping softly.


After a few minutes of
her hesitant hands he was almost ready to come.  "Open your mouth and
stick out your tongue, baby," he smiled as her eyes widened, pleased that
she still instantly did as he asked.  He held his cock in one hand and slapped
it gently on her tongue.  "Now take me in and suck, sweetheart."


Tentatively she lowered
her mouth over him; she didn't really know what she was supposed to do, and
worried about hurting him as she sucked on the head of his cock like it was a
lollipop. She kept sucking, bobbing her head up and down on him, until she had
a few inches in her mouth.


The taste of him was
unusual, salty, yet at the same time sweet, and not unpleasant, as she had
expected. She was just becoming used to it when he pulled out until only the
tip remained between her lips. Before she had a chance to react to the sudden
withdrawal he pushed back into her, surprising her by going deeper than the few
inches she had been sucking on before.


The extra length was
unexpected and reflexively she gagged as the head hit the back of her throat.
She reached up a hand to take hold of the shaft and stop it going in so far but
he caught it and held it away. "No hands unless I give you permission, baby,"
he said, pulling back a little, though almost immediately he pushed forward
again, forcing more of him into her mouth. "Relax your throat
muscles," he instructed, "it will make it easier for you to take me,
and you won't feel so much like gagging.


"When I'm ready
I'm going to cum in your mouth, I want you to swallow all of it,
understand?"


She could only nod
since her mouth was full of him and she felt his hand entwine itself in her
hair as he began moving her head back and forth, slowly at first, and then with
more force. She panicked as he pushed deeper into her, and tried to do as he
had told her. She found it difficult to relax her throat though and she
whimpered as he repeatedly pushed the head of his cock against the back of her
throat.


Just when she had
started to become used to him, and was relaxing enough to avoid gagging, he
came, flooding her mouth. The taste was not disgusting, but it was such a
surprise that before she could stop herself she had coughed and spit it up.


She shook at the
overwhelming intensity of what had just happened and slumped back on the couch,
confused, after he released her hair. Not sure what to think she kept her head
turned away, unwilling to look at him until she worked out how she felt.


Rhett stood and crossed
to the bathroom, where he wet a cloth and cleaned himself up. As he did so he
tried to decide whether he should punish her for not swallowing. It was
something he wanted her to do for him, he got off on it, but if it was
something she was dead set against, he knew he could set it as one of her
limits.


By the time he had
cleaned and dried himself, and pulled his boxers and pants back up, he knew he
needed to talk to her before he made a decision. With a fresh damn cloth in
hand he returned to the couch, where he sat beside her and gently wiped his
seed from her face and chest.


"Why didn't you
swallow when I told you to?" he asked. "I thought you understood that
that was what I wanted."


"I-I did, Sir, but
when you…when you did your thing, it caught me by surprise." She looked up
at him worriedly, wondering if he was mad at her. "I didn't mean to spit
it out, I'm sorry, Sir."


"I came, baby,
you're allowed to say it," he told her. "Does the taste of my seed
make you not want to drink from me?"


"No, Sir, it was
okay, I just wasn't expecting it. Your s-seed," she stumbled
self-consciously over the word, "tasted nice."


He nodded, pleased that
she enjoyed his flavor. "The next time we do this, I expect you to
swallow, do you understand?"


"Yes, Sir."
She had no intention of forgetting.


"Good, now I'm
going to give you a little leniency on this tonight, because it was your first
time, and I should have warned you that I was about to cum. I am going to warm
up that sexy little ass of yours though, to make sure you remember what I
expect of you in the future."


Leah tensed at his
words and lowered her eyes. He was going to hit her, the thought made her more
than a little wary.


"Baby, I want you
to look at me." He waited for her to look at him before continuing.
"This isn't really a punishment, just a reminder. Now I want you to lie
over my lap and hang your hands down until they touch the floor." He
patted himself to show her where he wanted her.


Nervously she slid off
the couch and lowered herself over his legs. Her hands reached down to the
floor, where she clasped them together. Though she tried to relax, the muscles
in her legs and buttocks tensed; she knew he had large hands and was sure what
he was about to do would hurt. He caught her by surprise when instead of
hitting her he began to gently knead her cheeks.


He could feel the
tension in her as his hands squeezed and toyed with her cheeks, and knew he
would have to go easy on her, for her first time. She needed to be broken in,
since it was something he did for pleasure with other submissives, but he
realized if he went too fast or too hard with her he ran the risk of missing
out on teaching her other pleasures. 


Stopping his groping he
raised his hand and brought it down sharply on her cheek. He didn't do it hard,
just hard enough to leave a red mark, roughly the size of his hand; he then
massaged the spot where the blow had landed.


Leah flexed her butt
cheek; the slap hadn't really hurt, it had been more of a sting, but the second
smack was harder and she gasped in response to it. A second time he stopped to
massage where he had struck her, then it seemed like open season; in quick
succession he brought his hand down a dozen times. Each smack was a little
harder than the one before it, and she squirmed under the assault until tears
rolled down her cheeks. 


It wasn't so much the
pain that brought tears to her eyes and made her want to cry out for him to
stop, it was the humiliation of being punished in such a manner. Even as a
child she hadn't been punished physically, but she was sure it would have made
no difference if she had; she was an adult, and here she was being treated like
a child. The tears fell from her cheeks to the floor of the dungeon.


"You did very
good, baby," Rhett told her when he was finished. He was surprised she
hadn't asked him to stop, he'd expected her to, but it pleased him that she had
kept quiet, other than to gasp in pain towards the end. For someone not used to
his lifestyle she was responding to it far better than many of the others he
had trained.


Rolling her over her
pulled her into his arms; cradling her against his chest he wiped the tears
from her cheeks. "I think that's enough for tonight, let's go up to my
room." He lifted her off his lap and held her as he stood, setting her on
her feet when he was on his own. "Get dressed."


Leah was surprised to
hear that they were going to his room. She hadn't known what was going to
happen that night, but she had expected to be sent home after it was over,
which his words indicated it was. Though her ass throbbed, her heart soared.


She dressed quickly,
trying to hide how pleased his remark had made her.


He could see she was
doing her best not to show her pleasure, but it was there on her face, and it
brought a smile to his own. A smile whose arrival worried him slightly; he was
always in control of his emotions, whether in business or training a new
submissive, but he could feel a large crack forming in his normally cold heart
when it came to the innocent young woman before him.


Dismissing his concerns
as something to be dealt with another time he lifted her into his arms and
carried her upstairs. She was so slight that it took no effort and soon enough
they were in his bedroom, where he set her down before undressing quickly.
"Get out of that, baby, I want to make love to that beautiful body."


She wanted the same
thing and quickly slid the dress over her head and removed her underwear. She
was still uncomfortable being naked in front of a man, but after the events of
that night she didn't even think about it.


"Lie down in the
center of the bed, put your hands over your head and spread your legs."
Though her face was as red as her backside, she didn't hesitate to obey.
"Now don't move," he instructed her as his fingers slid between her thighs
and into her core, he gave a groan of relief when he discovered she was ready
for him, he wasn't sure he could have waited. 


Moving between her legs
he thrust himself inside her, without warning or pause, until he was buried to
the hilt and they were groin to groin. Immediately he pulled back and thrust
himself into her again and again, rapidly picking up his pace.


He had no patience for
sweet easy lovemaking just then, he needed a release, and he fucked her with
abandon. He took her hard and fast, ignoring the moans prompted by the pounding
of her sore cheeks against the mattress.


Having already cum once
just a short while before it took longer than normal for him to reach his
climax, and by the time he had Leah had come undone twice in his arms. Both
times she screamed his name so loud he was glad he had a large house to
himself, and there were only his servants, who were used to such noises, to
hear.


Finally satiated he
pulled himself from her and rolled over onto his back, drawing her into his
arms so her head rested on his heaving chest. "You pleased me greatly
tonight, sweetheart." He kissed her on the top of her head. "Now
sleep."


The events of the night
had tired her and she soon drifted off, despite the burning of her cheeks,
which she had felt certain would make sleep impossible, and the way her mind
was buzzing from everything that had happened. She closed her eyes, expecting
to be awake for ages, and the next thing she knew it was morning.


The blaring of the
alarm woke her, eliciting a groan of dismay for the dream that had been
disturbed; a dream that had been more erotic than any other she could remember.


While she kept her eyes
closed tight and tried to burrow back under the covers, refusing to acknowledge
that it was morning already, Rhett slid out of bed with his usual enthusiasm.
"Come on, baby, let's get you cleaned up before I have to leave." He
grinned as she reluctantly slid from the bed and followed him to the bathroom;
she was clearly not a morning person.


The warm spray and his
gentle fingers relaxed her to the point where she nearly drifted off to sleep
again. She was forced to keep one hand against the side of the cubicle to
remain upright. It was only when he began shaving her downy curls, doing so
without any warning, that she came fully awake, not sure what he was doing down
there until she looked. It was an effort on her part to remain still while he
worked, but she forced herself to, since she didn't wish to be cut by the razor
he was using.


When he was finished he
washed the skin there. It felt strange to look down and see herself as she
hadn't been for more than a decade, but when his tongue delved between her
lips, any thoughts she had on her new look were quickly pushed aside by
overwhelming passion.


She came quickly and
was still recovering from the internal explosion when he finished washing them
both off, doing so with a speed that left her breathless. He then pulled her
from the shower and positioned her, still dripping wet, over the bathroom
counter.


It was a new experience
for her, to see him in the mirror behind her as he took her savagely; fucking
her with such force that her knees almost buckled and she had to hold onto the
counter to remain on her feet.


By the time he came
undone she had enjoyed her second orgasm of the morning and sleep was the last
thing on her mind. Though she had given no thought to it as he entered her, she
was relieved to see him pull off a condom and toss it into the wastebasket when
he withdrew. She hadn't seen him put it on.


The water was still
running, such had been his need to take her and he pulled her back under the
cascading water. Leah was stunned at how easily he had aroused her body from
her usual early morning lethargy to an adrenaline high that she was sure
wouldn't wear off for another hour at least.


"Get dressed, sweetheart;
before I decide to take you again." Stepping from the shower, Rhett
wrapped his lower body in a towel and made for the bedroom, leaving her
standing under the flowing water ogling him. 


When she finally made
it back into the bedroom she found he was already fully dressed. "Bring a
change of clothes when you come tonight," he told her as he sat down on
the edge of the bed to put on his shoes. "Nine o'clock, don't make me
wait." With his shoes on he crossed the room to her, grabbing her hair he
pulled her head back and kissed her deeply before letting her go so quickly she
had to catch her balance. "Clothes, now!"


Her mind reeled at the
suddenness of his action and she hurriedly dressed. She barely had time to
catch her breath before he led her downstairs and out the front door; they
hadn’t even taken the time to have breakfast, which startled her. When they
stepped outside he got his first glimpse of her old pickup truck.


"This is what
you're driving?" He was not at all happy with the rusty heap she called a
vehicle. At her nod he shook his head and pulled her toward his garage.
"Not any longer; it doesn't look safe and I don't like it. You can have
one of mine." He pushed a button on his key chain and the garage doors
opened, revealing three sporty cars.


He walked over to the
wall and pulled down a key ring. "Take the yellow one, it suits you."
Holding the keys out he waited for her to take them.


Her mouth fell open
slightly as she looked at the Lamborghini in stunned amazement. "I can't
take this, Sir." She shook her head even as she looked longingly at the
gorgeous ride.


"You can take it,
and you will, because it pleases me, and I won't take no for answer, am I
understood?" His face darkened momentarily, not liking that she was
willing to deny him over something that, to him, was so insignificant.


"But, Sir, it's
too much." She didn't like arguing with him, but the gift, even if it was
only temporary, was way over the top. Biting her lip nervously she lowered her
eyes, aware that she was making him angry.


"You will take the
car and drive home, now, because if you don't I am going to be late and your
sexy little ass is going to be burning, instead of enjoying the feel of the
leather seat in my gift." He grabbed her hand and turned it over, pressing
the keys into her palm before closing her fingers over them. "I'll have
the paperwork signed over to you during the day."


Leah couldn't speak,
she was in shock, not just from the appearance of his Dom persona at that time,
but because she had thought the car was too much as a loan, to hear that he was
simply going to give her the car was overwhelming. She didn't need to know how
much the car had cost him to realize that it was worth more than all four years
tuition of her degree course.


As he opened the
driver's door and held it for her she slid into the soft buttery leather seat,
not sure how to react to his ability to be both generous and domineering at the
same time.


"Drive safe, and
no speeding tickets." His eyes were cold as he shut the door.


It took her a few
moments to work out how to adjust the seat and wing mirrors; he was so much
taller than her that there was no way she could have reached the pedals from
where the seat was. Unnerved by his apparent dislike of being denied, on
anything, her hand shook as she slid the key into the ignition. The engine
turned over at once and after finding reverse she slowly backed out of the
garage.


She honestly didn't
want the car, not only did she consider it too extravagant a gift, especially
after they had only spent two nights together, but she was terrified of
damaging it. There was also the fact that she didn't have anything like the
money it would take to run the car, let alone insure it; she hated to think how
much it was going to cost just to keep the tank topped up.


Despite her misgivings,
and her uncertainty about the gift, Leah realized there was no point in even
attempting to discuss the matter with Rhett again. His reaction to her
declining the offer in the first place was enough to convince her that he
wouldn't listen if she brought it up; instead would almost certainly discipline
her.


As she drove home she
found she had to concentrate hard on her speed, the slightest touch of her toe
on the gas pedal and the car picked up speed like she was on a race track
gunning for the finish line.


By the time she reached
the campus Leah found herself admitting that it was the most incredible car
she'd ever ridden in, let alone driven, and it was amazing to her that Rhett
had gifted it to her. His attitude as he gave her the gift however left her
wondering what the hell she'd gotten herself into though; she couldn't believe
he could change so quickly.


Driving through the
campus toward the parking lot for her dorm she got more than a few admiring
looks from the guys she passed, though she was sure it was car they were
admiring, not her. When she finally parked, doing so cautiously out of fear of
scratching the paint, she got out and quickly hit the button for the alarm. She
was terrified by the thought of something happening to the car.


It didn't take her long
to reach her room, but the whole way there she worried that something might
have already happened to the expensive gift she'd been given. Walking through
the door she took out her phone and dropped onto the couch. She needed to talk
to her best friend about the strange end to the morning and was glad when Janie
answered after just a couple of rings.
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"You mean he just
gave you a sports car?" Janie asked, an incredulous, and slightly jealous,
look on her face as she sat at the kitchen island to sip at her coffee.


"It's not about
the car, Janie, which I'm sure is worth more than all my student loans, it's
how he acted when I didn't want to take it." She paced the small kitchen,
feeling like she was in well over her head.


"Honey, Rhett is a
control freak, that's why he's a Dom; of course he wanted you to take the car
without question." Janie laughed at her friend's naivety; she had a lot to
learn about doms.


"I feel like he's
buying me off, and I don't like it." She shuddered, and stopped pacing
long enough to brace her hands against the island as she lowered her head
miserably.


"Do you know how
many girls would give just about anything to be in your position, to have some
guy give them a sports car?" She couldn't understand why her friend was
freaking out. 


"I'm not like
those other girls, and I don't like the idea that he's paying me to be with
him." The thought disturbed her, and more than a little. She wanted to be
with Rhett, she didn't like the thought of not being with him, but being paid
for it was something that didn't sit well with her. 


"I seriously doubt
he sees it that way, Leah. He's a very generous man, and toys like that, well,
they just don't mean as much to him as they would to you. With the money he's
got a car like that is nothing, he can replace it any time he wants, hell he
could afford to give away a Lamborghini every week and not think about it.


"Think of it like
you buying, oh I don't know, buying me a coffee. You'd do that without thinking
about it because to you a coffee doesn't cost much; well to him, that car
doesn't cost much." Janie didn't really understand, she knew plenty of
girls who would be willing to do a lot more than Leah had up to then in
exchange for a gift like she had received.


"I guess you're
right, it's just a difference in status thing, but a gift like that blows me
away." Leah felt her resolve begin to weaken and taking a deep breath she
tried to calm the part of her mind that screamed it was wrong of her to accept
the gift.


"Trust me on this,
if he wants to pamper you, let him. It's not going to hurt his bank account,
and fighting over it won't do you any good. In the end you'll accept his gifts,
and refusing, even temporarily, will only hurt his feelings." She knew
just how intense Rhett could be when he wanted something, but as intense as he
could be he also enjoyed pampering his pets.


Leah doubted Janie
could understand where she was coming from. Her entire life her friend had been
spoiled, and given material things, mostly as bribes from her absentee father,
and if not from him then from boyfriends, so it came naturally to her. At the
same time she could appreciate what Janie was saying, for someone with Rhett's
money, a car was no different than the numerous things she had bought for
friends over the years. "I'm sure you're right, Janie," she said
finally. "I was just overwhelmed by it."


"Good, now that
that's settled, let's go take a spin in your new car." As far as Janie was
concerned, the conversation was over. Leah understood that Rhett enjoyed giving
her things, and she should accept them happily.


They drove around until
it was time for Leah to get ready for work. The whole time she forced herself
to smile; the car was incredible, there was no denying that, she just hoped her
conscience would settle down and stop worrying so much about being given such a
valuable gift.


The eight hours she
spent at work passed with her in a daze, but by the time she made it back to
her dorm to get ready to see Rhett again she had managed to calm down. 


Her concerns over the
cost of the gift Rhett had given her, and its implications, were pushed from
her mind the moment she got into the car to drive to his place. They were
replaced by thoughts of what was going to happen that night; she was consumed
by the possibilities, and scenarios ran through her mind like someone had
turned on a projector screen in there. Everything that Rhett and Janie had told
her of the lifestyle, not to mention the things she'd witnessed that first
night, threw up images that left her both nervous and excited.


When she arrived the
butler opened the door and led her straight down to the dungeon, where he told
her Rhett would be with her momentarily. Remembering the instructions she'd
been given she self-consciously waited until the butler had gone and then
crossed to the changing room to undress.


She was trembling
nervously as she walked back out of the room and knelt awkwardly where he'd
told her to wait. She knelt as she would under any other circumstances, but had
no idea if that was right, or if there was some special way she was supposed to
be kneeling. She hoped she was doing it right, she didn't want to be punished
again, and certainly not for something as silly as kneeling wrong.


When Rhett entered the
dungeon, still dressed in his suit, her breath caught in her throat. Even
though she was embarrassed by her humiliating position before the cross, she
couldn't help but be turned on by the sight of him. He looked both formidable
and sexy, and she wanted him to take her, right there and then.


He didn't speak for
several minutes; he just walked around her slowly, enjoying the sight of her
beautiful body. "I like seeing you this way," he said finally, all
business as one hand went to stomach and the other to her back, straightening
her posture. Lifting her chin so her head was up he commanded her curtly,
"lower your eyes." His large hands moved down her body then to the
insides of her thighs, which he pushed apart. "Keep your legs open, like
this, so I can touch what is mine. I want nothing preventing me access to what
is mine unless I give you permission. Understand?"


"Yes, Sir,"
Leah responded quickly, enjoying the feel of his hands on her.


He pushed her hair back
over her shoulders so his eyes could feast on her breasts. "This is how I
want you." His hand cupped one of her breasts, enjoying the way he could
encompass the entire breast in just one hand, and the way her nipple hardened
instantly at his touch. "Tonight, sweet girl, I am going to film you. I
want you to see how beautiful you look when you submit to me."


His words provoked a
sharp intake of breath from her; she was still getting used to being naked in
front of him, and the thought of him filming her while she was undressed made
her distinctly uncomfortable. "Sir?" she whispered softly, not sure
if she was allowed to talk or not.


"I'll allow you to
talk this time, Leah, but understand that it's only because you are new to
this. In the future, unless you plan on using your safe words, you don't speak
without my permission. Now, what questions do you have in that sexy little mind
of yours?"


He was in complete Dom
mode, she noted, and that made her reluctant to speak, but she knew she had to.
"Will anyone else see this tape, Sir?" she asked. She had heard of
too many instances where girls had allowed themselves to be videoed or
photographed by people they thought they could trust, only to find those images
being shared around, or worse yet, being posted on the internet. The thought of
something like that terrified her, not least because it could have a massively
negative effect on her future employment prospects.


He chuckled at her
question. "Baby, unless I personally invite someone in on our time
together, you can be assured I won't be sharing you with anyone."


For a moment she was
relieved, and then the rest of his statement sank in. "You would invite
someone in with us, Sir?" She hadn't considered that as a possibility
before and the thought of someone else not only seeing her naked body, but
perhaps touching it, made her tremble.


"Enough, Leah; if
I choose to do that then it will happen, but you have your safety nets in place
should you be uncomfortable with it. This discussion is over now, are we
clear?"


Excuse me for
breathing, she thought angrily, not liking his high-handed attitude. "Yes,
Sir, as you command," she said before she could stop herself. The moment
the words were out she realized it was a mistake.


"I can see someone
took their smartass pill before coming over tonight. It seems we need a little
attitude adjustment before we begin." Though he kept his face straight and
didn't show any of it, he was amused by her attitude, and privately willing to
admit that he was being a little unfair on her. 


Despite his amusement
at her response, he knew he had to show her who was in control. She might be
new to the lifestyle, and still learning, but she needed to know what behavior
was and wasn't acceptable.


"Stand up."
He didn't wait for her to comply, he grabbed her by the hair and pulled her up
until she was on her feet, ignoring the gasp of pain his action prompted.


A tremor of fear moved
through Leah as she was hauled unceremoniously to her feet. It was clear she
had overstepped some invisible boundary. Briefly she considered pulling herself
free, if that was actually possible, and running for it, rather than face
whatever punishment he was about to dish out. She also thought about using her
safe word. She quickly dismissed those ideas however, doing either would mean
the ten nights were up and she really didn't want that, despite the situation
just then.


Stiffening her resolve
she told herself that whatever he was about to do to her, she could take it. 


He didn't miss the
change in her demeanor and hid his smile at the thought of how easily he could
break her, if he chose to do so. "Since you obviously have issues
controlling your mouth, I think you need to understand what happens to naughty little
girls who don't do what they're told." He thought for a second she was
going to react to him suggesting she was a child, her body stiffened and her
lips parted as though she was about to say something. She obviously thought
better of the impulse however for she closed her mouth and kept quiet.


"Lean over the
bench, girl." He watched as she struggled to position herself over the
angled leather bench. It forced her heart-shaped ass up in the air and left her
lower body leaning forward, pointed towards the floor. "You'll feel two
small handlebars by your hands, take hold of them." He waited until she
grabbed the small bars then continued. "Nice view from this angle, sweetheart,"
he chuckled. "Now don't move, or this is going to be much worse for
you."


Once she was positioned
how he wanted her he walked over to a cupboard and took out a riding crop and
leather paddle. He wasn't sure which he would use, perhaps both, he thought,
depending on how she responded. 


Making his way back
over to the couch he dropped both the riding crop and the paddle at his feet.
His hands went to her firm ass and he massaged her cheeks while he spoke to her
in a firm but low voice. "This isn't for fun, little girl, I don't like
you talking back to me; when we're done here I expect you to remember the
lesson." He continued kneading her flesh. "Tell me your safe
words." He wanted to make sure she understood she could stop things if it
became overwhelming.


His little speech had
her trembling in fear, despite her resolve of just a minute or so before, and
it took her overstimulated mind a few seconds to remember. "Yellow and
red, Sir," she answered once she brought the words to mind, afraid now of
what he was about to do.


"Good girl."
He reached down and picked up the leather paddle. He rubbed it in small circles
over her butt cheeks for a few seconds before raising it and bringing it down
hard.


She cried out at the
unexpected pain, and gripped the bars tighter. This definitely wasn't a feeling
she enjoyed, she thought as her ass throbbed.


"Are you going to
open that pretty little mouth to me like that again, little girl?"
Bringing down the paddle on her other cheek he enjoyed the splash of red that
stained her pale ass while he waited for her to speak.


"N-no,
S-sir," she whimpered, her backside burned and she tensed, waiting for the
hated thing to land again. 


"I'm sure you
won't." He brought the paddle down again and again in increasing
intensity, until her beautiful ass was a bright crimson. He enjoyed the sight,
and was impressed that she hadn't used her words to end it. 


With the paddle held
loosely at his side he used his free hand to massage her flesh lightly. Noting
how she tensed he decided he'd gone far enough for one night. She was much more
resilient than he'd initially thought, that pleased him greatly. "Do you
need me to remind you some more, or have you learned your lesson?" He was
ready to end things but she needed to be the one that broke.


Leah fought against the
urge to sob uncontrollably at the burning pain. She knew it was childish, but
she refused to let him win. "N-no, Sir!" She was past ready for the
agony to end, but her pride wouldn't let her concede defeat. She didn't like
the fact that he'd brought her to the point of tears, and burning ass or not,
she was not going to back down, as far as she was concerned she hadn't done
anything wrong.


The defiant tone of her
response gave him his answer, and it blew his mind; his mouth hung open
slightly as he tried to regroup. He had expected her to beg him to stop and
knew she'd have a hard time sitting in the morning if he continued. His little
girl was a hard case, he bit back a smile and decide to change tactics.
"Well I guess we'll just have to reinforce the lesson, little girl. Don't
move!"


Returning to the
cupboard he took out a video camera and tripod. He had stationary cameras set
up around the dungeon, but those just wouldn't do for what he was after then. He
wanted close-ups of her face so he set the camera up in front of her, where it
would capture her face and body. "I want you to have the tape I am about
to make, so you'll think twice the next time you consider talking back to me,
or doing anything else you know I wouldn't approve of."


He wasn't about to
paddle her anymore, he knew her tender flesh couldn't take anymore without
causing her more damage than she could recover from easily. There were other
ways for him to punish her though, ways that were more mental than physical,
and he doubted it would be long before she was demanding he stop.


Pushing record he
collected a few more items from the cupboard. "Remember, girl, you can
stop this at any time." His tone suggested it would be a good idea for her
to remember that. He was impressed that she was holding out so well when she
was so clearly in pain, it proved to him that she was made to be a submissive,
even if she didn’t know it.


I'm not bound to this stupid
contraption, Leah thought; she could get up any time she wanted. She knew she
was being stubborn, unnecessarily so, but some instinct told her that as much
as he wanted her to obey him, he wanted someone who would force him to dominate
them, not someone who would submit to him easily. "Yes, Sir." She
imbued her voice with all the insolence she could muster, determined to prove
to him that she was worthy to be his submissive, even if she didn't understand
how she knew what he wanted from her.


While she tensed her
body, waiting for whatever he was going to do next, she wondered just how far
he would go. Would he go so far as to leave her with marks? The thought sent a
shiver through her which she did her best to ignore. She didn't think he would
go to that extreme, but she couldn't be certain.


Damn she was feisty, Rhett
shook his head. He would never have expected it of her at their first meeting.
It made the challenge of taming her all the more exciting. 


Lighting a candle he
held it above her. "Bad little girls need to learn to show respect,"
he told her, tilting the candle he moved it over the top of her already
stinging ass so the dripping wax left a trail across her flaming skin.


Leah gasped as each
drip of wax struck her. The combination of the hot wax on her paddled cheeks
was almost too much to bear, but as the wax cooled the pain subsided and she
relaxed.


When she didn't react
the way he expected Rhett lowered the candle closer to her butt and dripped
another trail of molten wax across it. Her soft whimpers proved to him that
tough as she was trying to be, she was close to cracking.


"Had enough yet,
little girl?" He really wanted to stop the punishment, take her upstairs,
and make love to her; after all, her infraction wasn't that bad. He couldn't do
what he wanted until she conceded though, if he gave in before she did then he
would lose all authority and control over her, and that wasn't something he was
prepared to do.


"No, Sir,"
Leah forced out. Her body screamed at her to submit, to say what he wanted to
hear and end the pain and humiliation, but the stubborn streak in her wouldn't
allow it.


"Just remember you
asked for this, baby." He picked up a bottle of lube and covered his
finger before moving back to her. Spreading her ass cheeks he drenched her
tight bud with the oil.


Leah held her breath as
his finger touched her there, hoping he was just toying with her. She knew she
would break if he did what she thought he was about to. She tensed as she felt
his finger circling the tight opening.


"Are you sorry for
being a smartass?" he asked; from how tight her body was strung he knew he
was winning the battle of wills.


She wanted to hit him
at that moment, more than she had ever wanted to hit anyone, even her father
after the way he had treated her mother. She had no doubt he was going to go
through with it if she didn't submit, and it would hurt, but still she couldn't
bring herself to.


Anal sex was something
she'd never considered before; hell, who was she skidding, she thought, she'd
never even considered regular sex until she met Rhett. The idea of it turned
her stomach slightly. Despite that, the words that came out of her mouth were a
denial, "N-no, Sir." It was the tone of his voice that made her say
it, she was sure, he sounded so sure of his victory over her. She didn't like
the idea that he could bend her to his will so easily. 


He pushed his index
finger against her tight bud, barely entering her. "Are you sure about
that?" She was going to fold; he knew it. It took weeks to properly
prepare a submissive for what he was doing, to be sure she wasn't hurt, and
Leah was nowhere near ready. As much as he found the thought of her not folding
a delicious fantasy, he had no desire to hurt her.


She squeezed her eyes
shut, desperately trying to think of anything but the digit invading her body.
Again her mind screamed at her to give in, but she just couldn't do it.
"I'm sure, S-sir." Despite her words her voice quavered and her body
trembled.


His finger pushed
deeper inside her and he bit back a groan at how tight she was. The thought of
taking her that way had his cock rock hard and he slowly inched his finger in
and out.


Tears rolled down
Leah's cheeks at the strange sensation. She didn't like the way it felt and her
muscles automatically clenched in an effort to expel the intruder, not
realizing that by doing so she was only making things worse. When she felt a
second finger pushing in alongside the first she began to wiggle her butt,
trying to pull away. The stretching sensation was painful and she wasn't sure
how much more she could bear.


With his free hand
Rhett grabbed her hip and held her still, preventing her efforts to get away as
he finger-fucked her ass. He increased the tempo until her cries of distress
filled the room. "Apologize now, or I'm going to fuck this gorgeous
ass," he told her, his fingers ramming in and out of her like a piston.


The thought of his huge
rod stretching her and pumping into her was enough. Her ass was already painful
enough to make her think she would have difficulty sitting for quite some time;
she couldn't begin to imagine how much more it would hurt to have his cock
inside her. "I'm s-sorry, Sir," she whispered, tears streaming down
her face to fall to the floor as her body trembled. Her stubbornness was over,
she wanted it to end.


He pushed his fingers
as deep inside of her as they could go, and held them there. "I'm afraid I
didn't hear you." Twisting his fingers prompted a yelp that made him glad
things weren't going to go any further. She wasn't ready for it, and he made a
mental note to prepare her body so he could one day take her as he wanted to
without causing her so much pain.


"I was a b-bad
girl, Sir, and I'm s-sorry." Her face burned in humiliation, hating that
he had beaten her.


Gently he slid his
fingers from her and sighed heavily. Things had gone further than he had
planned, and he was glad it was over. He helped her off the spanking bench,
lifting her into his arms when her legs collapsed under her.


The session was over he
decided, carrying her out of the dungeon and all the way up to his bedroom,
where he used his foot to shove open the door since his hands were full. She
was still sobbing when they got there, her arms wrapped tight around his neck,
and he felt a moment's remorse, thinking he had pushed her too far.


When he reached the bed
he carefully laid her down, and then made his way into the bathroom to run a
bath for her. He didn't want to leave her alone while the water was running and
hovered in the doorway, his eyes going from the bath to the bed. 


He would have to
remember not to push her so hard again, he though seeing her curled up in a
fetal position on his bed, tears still running down her cheeks, though her sobs
had subsided.


When the water was
ready he lifted her into his arms again, like she was a child, and carried her
through into the bathroom. Tenderly he lowered her into the warm water. She
winced at the pain in her ass, but managed to sit up and he stripped quickly so
he could join her in the oversized tub.


Tenderly he bathed her,
while she sat completely still, her beautiful eyes staring ahead without really
seeing.


He knew she was still
in shock from earlier and he felt more than a little guilt because of it. He
had never had things go so far so fast before and didn't really understand why
she hadn't submitted sooner.


After he had washed her
hair, he lifted her weak arms and bathed them one at a time. The color was
coming back to her cheeks as he carefully washed her legs and helped her stand
so he could wash her sore backside. 


Needing her to respond
to him, to know that he hadn't taken things to the point where she would have
nothing more to do with him, he lathered his hands and washed the smooth heat
of her sex. He was relieved when her body flooded his fingers, letting him know
that she still wanted him physically, despite her emotional state.


Instinctively her body
responded to his touch, pushing back against his fingers, her eyes closing in
pleasure. For long minutes she'd been overwhelmed by the extent of the Dom
persona he'd revealed to her. 


She could have stopped
him at any time, her weary mind told her; it had only gone as far as it had
because she allowed it to. She didn't understand why she had done so; it didn't
make sense to her.


As he slid his fingers
from her core she whimpered in disappointment. She didn't want him to stop
touching her. She wanted him to show her that he still wanted her, that her
defiance hadn't changed the way he felt about her. "Please, Sir," she
cried softly as he helped her sit again and washed away the remaining soap.


"What does my
sweet Leah need?" He caressed her hair, brushing it away from her face,
knowing he would give her anything she asked of him right then.


"Make love to me,
Sir." She hated the thought of him not liking her. It made her feel empty;
she needed the reassurance of his touch.


Standing he stepped out
of the bath and then reached down to lift Leah into his arms. He lowered her to
her feet and grabbed a towel, which he used to carefully dry every inch of
body. Once she was dry he toweled himself off and then took her hand; if his
girl wanted to make love then he would show her just how gentle he could be.


Laying Leah on the bed
he pulled on a condom then joined her, placing small kisses all over her face.
She was so damn precious, he thought to himself as unaccustomed emotions rose
up inside him. Things were becoming more personal than he was used to and it
surprised him, why Leah affected him so, when none of his other submissives had,
he didn't know.


Gently his hands
caressed her shoulders, and then moved down to her breasts before trailing down
to her firm legs. He lowered his mouth to a breast and suckled deeply as his
fingers slowly stroked her tender folds. 


He wanted to show her a
softer side of him, afraid that he had overstepped the boundaries with his
invasion of her body. She had come to him in all her innocence and he had
unleashed too much, too fast. 


Moving between her
parted thighs he joined their bodies. This time it was about her, not him, he
reminded himself and he kept his rhythm slow and measured, wanting to draw out
every ounce of passion she possessed. Her soft whimpers of need urged him on
but he forced himself to control his own needs, to focus on what was best for
her.


Her legs moved around
his waist, her heels pressing into his ass, trying to pull him deeper into her.
He was making love to her with a slow pace that was driving her insane with
desire. She didn't understand the strange emotion in his eyes but it was the
warmest look she'd ever been given by a man.


Her hips rose and fell
with each tender thrust. She felt lost in his eyes and wanted to tell him she
loved him, but it was impossible to fall in love so quickly, wasn't it? She
couldn't bring herself to say it with words, afraid he would laugh at her naïve
emotions, so she showed him with her body everything she was feeling.


She came undone around
him and clenched him tightly with her silken glove. Only when she had achieved
her own pleasure did he increase his rhythm to find his own release. He stayed
buried to the hilt inside her, his arms wrapped around her, until his cock
softened. Pulling himself from her he rolled onto his back, keeping her in his
arm.


"Sleep,
baby," he told her softly, his hands caressing her hair. 


It was only a couple of
minutes before her breathing slowed and gentle snores reached his ears, telling
her she was asleep. He remained awake though, puzzling over his feelings for
the young woman in his arms as he stroked her hair. It was some time before
sleep finally caught up with him as well.


When he sent her home
the next morning he felt bereft for the first time in his adult life. Watching
her drive off forced him to realize that he cared more for Leah than he ever
had for any other woman who had entered his life. 


Things were definitely
going to get complicated, he thought, shaking his head. 
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Breathe


 


 


Leah walked into her
dorm room, glad that she had the day off. Her emotions were in free fall as she
thought about the previous night and she paced the room, trying to understand
everything that had happened, and the way she had reacted to it. Rhett had
beaten her, literally beaten her, not only that he had violated her, she should
be angry at that, but she wasn't. 


She could have stopped
what was happening at any time, she knew that, but in some strange way she had
enjoyed the pain and the humiliation. That made her wonder what kind of person
she was. 


As if her own confusion
wasn't enough to keep her pacing, she didn't know what to make of Rhett's
behavior. His treatment of her down in his dungeon bordered on abuse, but when
it was over he had bathed her with all the gentleness someone might use with a
child, and after that he had made love to her like she was the most precious
thing in the world.


Her head ached with all
the thoughts and feelings whirling around her mind. They combined to overwhelm
her and when Janie entered the dorm room a while later she found her huddled in
the middle of the kitchen floor, her arms around her knees and tears streaming
down her face.


"Hon, what's
wrong?" Dropping to her knees Janie pulled her best friend to her.
"Did something happen with Rhett? Did he hurt you?" Stupid question,
she thought the moment she uttered it, that was what he did; Leah shouldn't
have been crying though.


Leah tried to speak
through her tears but she couldn't get the words out, they stuck in her throat.
Instead she held on tight to her friend, needing the comfort of her presence.


Sensing Leah was too
emotionally distraught to talk, Janie did her best to soothe her. She rocked
her gently, as she would have done an upset child, and stroked her hair,
waiting for her to calm enough to speak. She was pissed, it was clear that Rhett
was too intense for her friend; she just wondered what he had done to upset her
so badly. She resolved to have a few words with him just as soon as she had an
opportunity; no-one upset her friend like that.


After what seemed like
hours, though in reality it was just a few minutes, Leah's tears subsided. Once
they had stopped completely Janie let her go and made her way into the
bathroom, returning with a roll of tissue. "Here, hon." She had never
seen her friend so emotional over anything and the sight of her, eyes red from
her tears, huddled on the floor in a state of misery, only increased her anger
at Rhett. 


The doorbell rang just
then and Janie told Leah to stay put as she answered it. She came back with a
giftwrapped box and a small card. "You want me to throw this in the
trash?" She knew instinctively it was from Rhett, and wasn't sure if her
friend wanted a gift from him at that moment.


"No, Janie, let me
have it." She wasn't really mad at Rhett, despite everything that had
happened, she was just more confused than she could remember being. Taking the
package she tore off the wrapping to reveal a large jewelry box from Tiffany's.


Opening the box Leah
gasped at the beautiful diamond choker and earrings set it contained. Unable to
take her eyes off the jewelry it was a short while before she could bring
herself to read the card that had come with it, 'You shine brighter than the
most precious gems to me, sweet girl. Truly, RH.' The tears fell slowly
down her cheeks again. 


"Honey, you've got
to tell me what happened so I can help you." She wasn't used to being the
caregiver, that was normally Leah's thing, but seeing her friend in such a
state was breaking her heart.


"I'm fine, Janie,
things just got a little intense last night and I refused to give in." 


"You defied
him?" Janie was sure that hadn't gone over well with Mr. I-am-in-control-of-everything.
At Leah's nod, she laughed. "I would have loved to have seen his
face." She couldn't remember any submissive ever saying no to Rhett. He
had an overwhelming intensity about him that most subs knew instinctively not
to argue with. "How bad did it get?" Friend of her master or not, she
would kick his ass if things had got out of hand.


Leah explained the
whole sequence of events to a stunned Janie, and then waited for her reaction.


"Wow, just
wow." Janie wasn't sure how to take what she was told. From her own
experiences she knew that Rhett had behaved the way any dominant would have
when their submissive was pushing buttons, as Leah clearly had. The only
difference was, the sub in the scenario was her best friend, and completely
naïve about the lifestyle. "Do you still want to explore this?" She
had to ask the question, it was clear that Leah had been pushed to her limit,
and perhaps even beyond it, by what had happened between her and Rhett.


"I, I think I love
him, Janie." She lowered her eyes, knowing her friend was going to freak
out over her confession.


"Oh, honey, no, we
talked about this." Janie stood and began pacing. "You're
experiencing a whole shitload of emotions right now, but that's not really
love." She hoped like hell she was right, because if her heart was
involved then Leah was in for a lot more pain that just a sore ass. Rhett
didn't do long-term relationships.


"I know what I
feel, Janie." She knew it was stupid, she'd only known the guy for a few
days, but she couldn't help how she felt.


"I knew this
wasn't right for you, honey; you need to call this off." Janie knew that
wasn't what her friend wanted to hear, but it was better for things to end
then, rather than have them drag on until she was totally crushed.


"No!" The
thought of never seeing Rhett again was agonizing. She realized it made no
sense for her to want the man after what he had done, but she just couldn't
bear the thought of walking away. "I'm not leaving him!"


"You've got it
bad, honey." Janie shook her head, feeling as though it was all her fault
and she had to fix it somehow. It was clear from what she'd said, and her
entire demeanor, that Leah wasn't going to walk away, so she'd have to go to
the source. All she could do was hope her friend would someday thank her for
the intervention. "Okay, honey." She let out a deep sigh, sooner was
better than later, she thought. "I'm going to go pick up some breakfast,
will you be alright until I get back?"


"I'll be fine;
seriously, I just had a little meltdown." She gave a somewhat wan smile,
not wanting her friend to worry.


"I won't be
long." She hoped Rhett wasn't too busy at the office, though even if he
was she was sure he'd make an exception to see her.


Leaving the dorms she
headed downtown to where Rhett's office was located; he worked mostly from the
larger of the two law firms he owned, though his business extended well beyond
legal affairs.


 


Rhett was surprised
when his secretary told him Janie was there. His first thought was that
something had happened to Leah and he quickly gave instructions for his calls
to be held, the upcoming meeting to be rescheduled, and for Janie to be sent
back immediately.


"Is she
okay?" he asked franticly as Janie entered his office, shutting the door
behind her.


"That depends on
your version of okay," Janie said, glaring at him as she took a seat in
front of the huge desk. "What the hell were you thinking last night?"


"Watch your tone,
Janie." She might not belong to him, but he still expected respect,
especially from his best friend's submissive. "Tell me what's wrong with
Leah."


The temperature in the
office felt as though it had dropped ten degrees; Janie had to resist the urge
to shiver as she remembered who she was talking to. David would have her ass if
he found out what she was doing. "I just spent the last hour watching my
best friend cry her eyes out over you, Sir, so forgive me if I'm a little
upset." As angry as she was, that was the closest she could come to
apologizing.


He didn't think Leah
would still be in serious pain; the spanking he’d given her was harsh, but
nothing she shouldn't have recovered from. "I didn't think I was that
rough with her last night," he said, speaking more to himself than to
Janie.


"No offense, Sir,
but it's not her ass I'm worried about, it's her heart." Shaking her head
she wondered if all men were as blind. "She thinks she's in love with you;
if you don't stop seeing her you're going convince her that you feel the same,
and that there is a future for the two of you. 


"If you do that
she will only get hurt worse when she realizes that isn't the case."


He was floored by her
words, the thought that Leah believed she was in love with him was startling.
They'd only known each other for a few days. He was prepared to admit that he
had strong feelings for Leah, even if he only admitted that to himself, but
love her, he smiled and shook his head, he didn't really believe in love. 
Still, the thought of keeping her did appeal to him.


"This isn't
something to smile about, Rhett. Leah isn't worldly enough to understand that
love and passion aren't the same thing. I thought she would get it, but she
hasn't. 


"I'm sure this
strokes your ego, but unless you really get off on emotionally screwing with
people you need to put an end to this." She knew she was taking a risk,
talking to him so directly, but she wasn't about to stand back and say nothing
when her friend was being hurt.


"I'm glad she has
a friend like you, Janie." Rhett wasn't angry with her; on the contrary,
he was pleased that she had his girl's best interests at heart. "I will
talk to Leah when she comes over tonight."


Janie nodded, relieved
that he was being reasonable. "Thank you for understanding, she's a really
special person and I can't stand by and allow her to get hurt any more than
she's likely to be." She hoped that ending things quickly would allow Leah
to recover and move on with her life. Janie was sure that once she was away
from Rhett, Leah would realize that she wasn't really in love with him. "I
need to get going, I'm supposed to be getting breakfast."


Rhett nodded.
"Please don't say anything to Leah about coming to see me. I think it
would embarrass her, and could hurt your friendship."


"As long as you
are going to handle the situation, I don't see there's any need for me to let
her know." She thanked him for his time and then left, hoping that she'd
done the right thing for her friend.
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Watch Me


 


 


Leah felt as though
she'd been working all day by the time she got dressed to go to Rhett's. After
breakfast she and Janie had packed up their dorm rooms for the move to the
condo, a job that had taken far longer than either of them had expected.


The packing up had
taken until late afternoon, with a break for lunch, and had left them with only
enough time to take a few of the boxes over to the condo before they had to
stop for the day.


Once again she was forced
to borrow a dress from Janie, which only emphasized how desperately she needed
to do something about the lack of good clothes in her wardrobe.


Arriving at the house
she saw the limousine sitting in the drive, the chauffeur standing by the side
of it. She wasn't sure what the presence of the car meant and wondered about it
as she parked on the other side of the drive and got out.


When she reached the
house she was surprised to be met by Rhett himself, instead of his butler.
"Evening, Sir." She smiled warmly, her eyes wandering over his
handsome physique. He was dressed more casually than she had seen him up to
then, and she found it strange to see him in slacks and a white cotton sports
shirt.


"Hello, sweetheart."
He shut the front door behind him and then bent to kiss her cheek. "We're
going out tonight," he told her. Taking her hand he led her to the
limousine, where the chauffeur was now holding the rear door open.


Janie's visit that
morning had forced him to give some serious thought to his relationship with
his sweet girl. He'd decided he wasn't willing to give Leah up; she was his, so
when their third night ended he planned on making her an offer, one he hoped
she'd be more than satisfied with.


He motioned for her to
slide into the car, and then got in beside her. "I don't usually drink
when I play, but I think one glass of champagne is acceptable." He took a
bottle from a bucket of ice and poured out two glasses, handing one to Leah and
raising the other in a toast. "Here's to meeting you, because I think it
was one of the greatest moments of my life so far." He clinked his glass
to hers as she blushed.


Leah felt her heart do
a somersault at his words; she hoped they meant he felt something for her
beyond his desire for her body. She wanted to ask him where he was taking her,
but after last night she had no intention of voicing a question, not when he
had made it very clear that he didn't appreciate them.


She sat back in her
seat as he put her seatbelt on and smiled. Janie was right, she thought, she
really had it bad for him. She couldn't take her eyes off him and sipping at
the champagne she squirmed a little in the seat, she was already wet for him.


"Baby, you have
got to stop looking at me that way, I want to make it to our destination before
we make love." He grinned at her, feeling his groin tighten. He couldn't
help wondering how the girl could turn him on so much when he'd been able to
maintain control during the training of so many other young women.


"I'm s-sorry,
Sir." Her face flooded with color, she couldn't deny how she was looking
at him; just being in such close proximity to him made her body ache with
desire.


Shaking his head he
chuckled and pulled her closer to him. His hand moved to her thigh and slowly
inched her skirt up. Her intake of breath made his cock twitch and he wished
they had more than five minutes before they arrived at their destination.


Five minutes was just
enough time to get her a little more worked up though, and he took full advantage
of the opportunity. His fingers slipped under her panties and stroked her
silken flesh, teasing her sensitive bud.


Leah caught her breath
as Rhett teased her. She glanced toward the driver, and was relieved to see
that his attention was focused on the road ahead, rather than what was going on
in the rear of the car. Her hips lifted slightly, making it easier for Rhett as
he pushed a finger deep inside her, then with agonizing slowness he withdrew.
"Sir," she moaned softly, already close to coming undone.


His finger plunged in
again and pulled away, not wanting her to cum yet. Lifting his finger to her
mouth; he pushed it against her lips until she opened them and he was able to
slide his finger inside.


She had never tasted
herself before, not even on the few occasions when she had played with herself.
The taste was strange, but not unpleasant and she suckled at his finger,
licking it clean, knowing that was what he wanted her to do.


When she was done he
pulled his finger from her mouth, making her groan with the need to be
fulfilled. She wiggled her hips in an effort to encourage him but he simply
chuckled, "Insatiable girl," and pulled her dress back down to cover
her. "We're here," he told her; she hadn't even noticed the limousine
had come to a stop. 


Opening the door he got
out and bent to reach back in, offering his hand to assist Leah out.
"Let's take you shopping, sweetheart," he said once they were both
out of the car.


He was taking her
shopping; she looked in amazement at the exclusive boutique they stood in front
of. Her brain protested at the thought of him giving her more gifts after the
car and the jewelry, but she realized that declining would only bring out the
more extreme side of his Dom personality. 


Seeing the look on her
face Rhett threw his head back and laughed. "My sweet little Leah, I have
never known a woman who didn't want to shop for clothes before."


"I would rather
you take me to bed, Sir," she spoke without thinking and quickly turned
scarlet at her bold words.


Her comment only fueled
his amusement and again his laughter rang aloud. "Sweetheart, don't ever
let it be said that you don't know how to make a man feel good about
himself." Still holding her hand he led her into the stylish store.
"Maybe we'll find a little excitement while we're here," he whispered
in her ear once they were inside.


There was no chance for
her to ask him what he meant for a gorgeous saleswoman walked over just then, a
huge smile on her face. The saleswoman was dressed like a runway model and Leah
instantly hated her for the way she was looking at her man.


"Mr. Hammond, it's
a pleasure to see you again."


"A pleasure to see
you again as well, Delilah; please, lock up the store, my companion needs a
completely new wardrobe and we don't wish to be disturbed."


"Absolutely, Mr.
Hammond, I'll be right with you." 


While Rhett and Leah
moved further into the shop they heard Delilah behind them, locking the door
and pulling the heavy blinds, so no-one on the street could look in.


"Delilah, my beautiful
girl here should be dressed in the finest of everything," Rhett said when
the saleswoman returned. "Please select some items so she can model them
for me." He trusted Delilah completely; she knew exactly what he liked to
see his women dressed in, and what outfits would best bring out a woman's
natural beauty. That was one of the reasons he employed her as manageress of
his boutique, not that many people knew he was the owner; with the exception of
the two law firms he had inherited, he preferred to keep his business dealings
quiet where possible.


"Size three I
believe," Delilah said, running a professional eye over the young woman at
her employer's side. 


"Yes, wow, how did
you know?" Leah was amazed.


"It's my job to
know, Ma'am." One of the things Delilah had learned over the years was
that keeping her boss' companions happy, made him happy, and that made her job
easier.


Leaving the pair
Delilah made her way around the store, selecting dresses she knew Rhett would
approve of, and which would bring out the best features of the slightly built
young woman he'd brought. "If you would care to follow me to the dressing
room, you can try these on."


"Hang them up
beside me, Delilah; she'll be trying them on here."


Delilah wasn't shocked
in the least by her employer's request; it wasn't the first time she'd watched
the strange games he liked to play with the women he brought to the boutique.
She wouldn't ever have allowed a man to treat her the way he treated his
companions, but she kept that opinion to herself. It was none of her business
how he and his companions enjoyed themselves, and she was paid too well to make
the mistake of voicing an unwelcome opinion.


"Sir?" Leah
was shocked at his request. Did he really want her to change in front of the
saleswoman?


"The black one
first, Leah," he told her, not answering the unvoiced question.


Oh god! That was
exactly what he expected of her, she realized, her heart racing. Knowing how
upset he got when she made him wait she quickly pulled her dress over her head
and crossed to the rack where the black dress hung. She was relieved she still
had her bra and panties on; otherwise it would have been completely
humiliating.


Once Leah had the dress
on Rhett moved forward and walked around her, his finger tapping his lip as he
took note of how the dress fit. Finally he stopped in front of her and reached
out to smooth out the dress over her stomach, he then slid his hands up until
they were cupping the underside of her breasts through the soft silkiness of
the dress. "I think this accentuates her well; what do you think,
Delilah?"


Did he seriously just
ask if her boobs looked good in the dress? Leah groaned, feeling her face burn.


"Her body looks
very lovely, Mr. Hammond."


Rhett nodded and
caressed her bare shoulder lightly. "I do believe we'll take this
one." He looked over at the rack Delilah had hung her selections on.
"Try the white one next," he instructed.


The white one was a
strapless silk mini-dress; it looked very elegant, on its hanger, but Leah
could tell that it would show off an almost indecent amount of skin. Doing her
best not to think about it, Leah removed the black dress, returning it to the
hanger it had come from, and took down the white one.


"Take off your
bra," Rhett told her. "You won't be able to wear one with that
dress."


If Leah had thought her
face was red before, it was nothing to how it was then; she could feel cheeks
burning, and was sure they must be glowing incandescently. She wanted to
protest his request, to refuse, but she wasn't sure he wouldn't take her over
his knee right there in the store, and she wasn't about to risk that.
Trembling, she removed her bra and put it on a nearby chair before quickly
sliding the skimpy white dress over her head, wanting to get covered up as
quickly as possible.


"Now this
definitely has appeal." He smiled, knowing just how embarrassed she was.
He wondered if she was also getting turned on. Showing her off was all part of
night three, and to his mind she was doing exceptionally well; despite her
embarrassment she hadn't hesitated or refused to do as he asked. 


Once again he walked
slowly around her, admiring both her and the dress from every angle. When he
stopped it was behind her and his hand traced down her back, sending a shiver
through her as it came to rest on her ass, cupping a barely covered cheek.
"This one shows off that beautiful ass I love so much. What do you think,
Delilah?"


"Yes, Sir, I
couldn't agree more. She has the perfect figure for this dress. Many women wish
they could look as good in it."


Leah was mortified by
the way the two of them were talking about her body; it was as if they were
talking about a car, or some other possession that didn't have a mind or
feelings. Looking at the two of them, she couldn't help wondering if Delilah
had ever slept with Rhett; that thought pissed her off and she glared at the
lady.


"Try the red one
next, sweetheart, it matches the color of your cheeks," Rhett said with a
chuckle, seeing the look Leah was giving Delilah.


Leah took off the white
dress and hung it back on the rack, seething at his humor. "Perhaps you'd
like Delilah to try on a few of the dresses for you as well, Sir." As with
the previous night, she knew she shouldn't have spoken the moment she did, but
the words were out before she could stop them.


His eyes widened at her
outburst and a look of anger crossed his face, he controlled himself however as
he turned away from Leah. "Delilah, would you give us a moment
please?" he asked politely, his voice giving no hint of what Leah had
seen.


"Of course, Mr.
Hammond." Without hesitation she left them alone, heading for the break
room to give them some privacy.


"Delilah is not
one of my submissives, Leah, and your attitude toward her is very displeasing
to me. You will apologize for your behavior when she returns." His tone
left no doubt in her mind that if she didn't apologize she would be punished as
severely as she had been the previous night.


"Yes, Sir,"
she whispered softly, feeling more than a little guilty for her outburst. Since
she knew from Janie that Rhett didn't have vanilla relationships the news that
Delilah was not a sub, or at least not one of his, reassured her that they
hadn't slept together.


Chastised Leah slid on
the red dress and then stood there while Rhett examined her. Unlike with the previous
two dresses he simply stood there, a cold look in his eyes as he glanced over
her. "That one will do," he said with a nod of his head, gesturing
for Delilah to return. When she did he looked pointedly at Leah, waiting for
her to speak.


"Delilah, please forgive
me for my rudeness, it was out of place and I apologize." She kept her
eyes lowered, feeling ashamed of herself.


"All this changing
can be stressful," she smiled warmly, showing no sign of having been
offended, "no need to apologize." She was used to dealing with
Chicago's elite and was no longer bothered by their frequent rudeness, in fact
she was surprised the woman felt it necessary to offer an apology, she was the
first one to do so.


"I think we'll try
a few more," Rhett smiled again, pleased that Leah hadn't defied him.


After trying on five
more dresses, Leah decided she wasn't big on shopping. Rhett had reverted to
his original pleasant demeanor, but she was getting bored.


"Delilah, could
you pick out some lingerie and take it back to the dressing room? 34 B cup
size."


"Of course, Mr.
Hammond." Delilah moved around the store selecting numerous items of
lingerie she was sure would suit her employer's tastes. Once she had finished
making her selections she put them in the changing room and walked back out.
"I think you will be pleased with what I have picked out, Sir."


"Thank you,
Delilah, you have been a wonderful help. We'll call you should we need any
assistance." He smiled at her before holding out his hand to Leah.


Leah took his hand and
allowed him to lead her through the shop. She had no idea why he was coming
with her, the dressing rooms were discreet, but she had no difficulty working
out where they were.


When they reached the
dressing room he followed her inside, shutting the door behind him and sliding
the catch across. "Get those panties off; I can't wait a minute more to
have you."


She looked at him in
shock; she couldn't believe he was going to take her there, with Delilah not
far away. The thought embarrassed her, though at the same time she found
herself strangely excited. Slowly she slid off her panties, not quite believing
that she was going to go through with what he wanted.


"Down on your
knees, baby." He pushed on her shoulders until she was kneeling before
him. He undid his pants and lowered them, along with his underwear. "Now
give me that smartass mouth, sweetheart."


He guided his already
hard cock into her mouth and all thoughts about the saleswoman were pushed from
her mind. With a hand wrapped in her hair he held her head still as he
forcefully fucked her mouth.


She gasped in air when
he withdrew and sucked him hard as he thrust in again. Her throat was beginning
to feel raw from his forceful fucking when he finally pulled out. She wasn't
given much of a chance to recover however as he pulled her to her feet and slid
two fingers into her with little gentleness.


"Ready for me,
like a good little slut." He grinned, lifting her up in his arms.
Positioning her against the mirror he thrust inside her, making her groan. His
hands gripped her heart-shaped ass firmly, holding her up, while her legs
wrapped around his waist as he pounded into her. The sounds of ecstasy pouring
from her lips egged him on.


"How does it feel
to know she can hear how good I make you feel when we fuck?" He paused in
his fucking, his cock buried to the hilt in her, to whisper the words in her
ear.


"I don't care,
Sir," Leah told him, all she could think of right then was how close she
was to coming undone, and how much she wanted him to finish what he had started.


He chuckled and lifted
her slowly off him. She groaned as he did so, and then again when he thrust her
back down, burying himself to the hilt in her again. "You like the idea
that she can hear me making you cum, don't you, baby?" He lifted her again,
holding her there with just the head of his cock still embedded in her.


It wasn't enough, she
wanted every inch of him as deep in her as he could get. "Yes, Sir, I want
her to know you're mine." She couldn't believe how much she wanted that
beautiful woman out there in the boutique to know she couldn't have him, that
Rhett was hers and hers alone.


Smiling at her words he
rode her until her body clenched around him, doing its best to milk him dry,
and she moaned aloud in orgasm. Lifting her off him he set her on her feet and
immediately pushed down on her shoulders, telling her without words what he
wanted her to do.


She took his huge cock
in her mouth and sucked him deeply; wanting to give him the same pleasure he
had given her. Her core ached with his rough treatment but she loved the feeling,
and wished he hadn't stopped; she wished he would never stop.


When he finally
climaxed, she swallowed every drop, loving the taste of him. The knowledge that
he came because she pleased him was thrilling to her; the thought that she had
that kind of power over a man like him was exhilarating. 


"Baby, you please
me more than any other woman," he told her; pulling her into his arms he
hugged her tight.


She smiled at his
compliment and felt the glow of his pleasure move through her. "I love
you, Sir." She bit her lip when she realized what she'd said, wishing she
could take the words back.


He smiled down at her.
"Let's go home, sweetheart." Her words made him feel like a god.


Before they left Rhett
took care of the bill, giving Delilah a large bonus for having stayed after
hours to take care of him. It wasn't necessary since the boutique was his, and
he already paid her a more than generous salary, but he believed in being good
to his employees.


Leah did her best, but
couldn't entirely conceal the blush that colored her cheeks as she waited for
Rhett to finish up with Delilah, which caused Rhett to smile. She was fucking
adorable, and his, he thought as they returned to the limousine with their
purchases.


They had barely made it
through the door when Rhett lifted her into his arms and rushed upstairs to
make love to her again. After that he bathed her and carried her back to his
bed. She had never felt more cherished in her life.


"Baby, when these
ten nights are over, I want you to think about moving in with me." He
stroked her hair as she rested her head on his chest, exhausted.


All of a sudden Leah
was wide awake. Lifting her head she looked deep into his blue eyes. "You
want me to move in, Sir?" She was floored, his request came out of the
blue, and it had her heart jumping for joy.


"I think you and I
are very compatible, and whatever happens on the rest of our nights, I want you
to be my slave." His smile faded when he saw a look of sorrow enter her
gaze.


"You want me to be
your slave? To do this all the time?" She'd hoped he meant that he cared
for her as much she did for him, but it seemed as though he just wanted to
control her and have sex with her whenever he wanted.


"Yes, sweetheart,
you've proven how willing you are to learn, and I enjoy teaching you." It
was clear from the look on her face that she wasn't happy about his proposal,
though he didn't understand why.


"I need to think
about it," she whispered, trying very hard to hide her hurt feelings.


"Okay, baby, get some
sleep, I know you're tired." He caressed her hair, baffled by her
reluctance.


Leah laid her head on
his chest once again and closed her eyes, willing the tears not to fall. Living
as his slave would mean never being able to have a normal relationship with
him. She enjoyed playing with him, it had been more fun than she had ever
expected to have with a man, but if that was all there was to it, she wasn't
sure she could do it.


 


When she woke the next
morning Leah found Rhett was already gone, though he had left a note for her on
the pillow, thanking her for another wonderful night. 


Her heart ached as she
drove home. Maybe Janie was right, she thought, and her feelings were becoming
too involved, but try though she did to turn them off she knew it was too late
for that.


By the time she reached
the campus she had decided only one thing, that she would put off making a
decision about his proposal until the ten nights were over. She would enjoy the
remaining nights she had agreed to, and then she would work out what she was
going to do.
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Leah was still in a
state of emotional turmoil over his proposition when she made it back to her
dorm. The thought of walking away from him was painful, but was she willing to
be his slave, could she accept being that and nothing more to him? She wasn't
sure.


"Stop
thinking," she told her, speaking aloud, "just live in the moment,
for a change." She had seven nights left out of the ten she'd agreed to,
seven nights in which anything could happen. 


Determinedly she put
his proposition from her mind while she went to run a bath; she would make a
decision when the ten nights were over.


When a knock sounded
twenty minutes later, Leah knew it was another gift from Rhett, Janie rarely
knocked. Dragging herself from the now tepid water she quickly wrapped a towel
around herself and made for the door.


She thanked the UPS
delivery guy, tipped him, and tore off the wrapping so she could open the box
the moment she had closed the door behind him. She was surprised to find
herself looking at an iPhone, the latest model, a note resting on top of it.


Lifting the card out of
the box she read it, 'Keep this with you at all times, I worry about you.'
It was sighed R.H. and she shook her head. She already had a cell phone, granted
it wasn't as nice as the one in the box she was holding, but it was still
perfectly capable of doing anything she needed.


She was so startled
when the phone began to buzz, she hadn't even realized it was already switched
on, she almost dropped the box. Glancing down at the screen she saw Rhett's
name; it didn't surprise her that he had already programmed his name into it.
Taking the phone out of the box she read the text.


"Baby, can you
get off work for a few days? I need to go to Mexico tomorrow night and would
love for you to come with me."


She was floored by the
text and stared at the words for a few seconds before she replied. "I
don't know if I can do that, Sir, I only have two weeks left until the job
ends." She hit send and stared at the phone, waiting for his reply.


After five minutes
passed without a reply from Rhett Leah decided to get ready for work, figuring
he wasn't going to respond. She had dressed, and was just pulling her hair up
into a ponytail when she heard the phone buzz again.


"I just wired
ten thousand dollars into your account, sweetheart, and one of my interns will
finish up your two weeks. I really want you to take this trip with me."


Leah's jaw dropped and
her mouth hung open as she read the text; she couldn't wrap her mind around how
overbearing he was being. Ten thousand dollars was almost as much as she had
earned all year. She didn't really want to go in to work, and the money would
certainly be handy, she admitted to herself, but the entire situation felt
wrong to her. 


She didn't want his
money, she wanted to earn her own money; it was damned presumptuous of him to
just transfer money into her account so she would go away with him, she
thought. How did he even know her account number to transfer the money? She
wondered.


Not only that, but the
notion of him getting one of his interns to fill in for her seemed more than a
little wrong.


Pacing her bedroom Leah
resisted the urge to follow her first instinct; ring Rhett and tell him to go
to hell. In the real world people didn't go around giving other people ten
thousand dollars just to go away with them. Then she thought of Janie, and
realized that that was exactly what some people did.


The situation was
slightly different, in her case it was her father, but Janie still had someone
who paid for everything for her. That wasn't what Leah wanted for herself
though, she didn't want someone taking care of her, and certainly not in such a
high-handed manner, taking decisions out of her hands, or trying to.


In the end Leah chose
not to answer the text. Doing so was only likely to lead to either her being
annoyed, or Rhett being angry at her. 


Leah felt as though her
brain was going to explode from all the thoughts buzzing around it, even doing
every job she could find or create around the school store didn’t help. Nothing
she did seemed to help, no matter how many times she drove one thought from her
mind, half a dozen more were waiting to take its place.


The phone Rhett had
given her had sounded several times during the day, but she'd ignored it. Now
her shift was over she knew she couldn't avoid him any longer. If she did the
chances were he would be in extreme Dom mode when she made it to the mansion,
if she went.


Taking the phone out
Leah spent a few moments thinking about what she was going to say, and then she
began typing. "I'm not sure I feel comfortable with you putting money
into my account, and making decisions about my job, Sir." She added
her name and then sent the text.


The reply came back a
couple of minutes later. "I wouldn't normally mess with your work
schedule, sweetheart, but I can't stand the thought of being away from you for
two days, RH."


Well hell, what was she
supposed to say to that? Leah wondered; all her steam disappeared like a puff
of smoke at his sweet words. The thought of being without him for two days
wasn't a pleasant one, and after a moment she had decided on her reply. "I
want to be with you too, but please, Sir, no more messing with my work."
Leah's hands trembled as she sent the text, not because she was afraid of how
he'd take her message, but because his words made her think they had a chance
at something more.


"See you at
nine, sweetheart, and you have my word, I won't mess with your career again,
RH."


Leah knew she wore a
goofy smile as she finished locking the shop up and then made for the car Rhett
had given her, but try though she did she couldn't get rid of it. He could be
reasonable about some things she thought as she headed home.


 


Her wardrobe was much
improved since meeting Rhett, Leah thought with a grin as she picked out one of
the dresses he had bought her the previous evening. She changed quickly and was
just putting the finishing touches on her makeup when Janie walked in.


Seeing her friend in an
expensive outfit, which she knew she hadn't owned previously, and putting on
makeup, Janie became angry. It was clear to her that Rhett hadn't broken things
off like she'd expected. "You're seeing him again, aren't you," she
accused, barely keeping her voice under control.


"Yes," Leah
answered, not understanding her friend's tone. "I'm just about to leave to
head over there."


"After what
happened the other night? After the way you were yesterday?"


"Yes. I'm going to
enjoy the rest of these ten nights, Janie, and after that, well, whatever
happens, happens," Leah told her, determined that for once in her life she
was going to live in the moment and do what she wanted to do, without endlessly
debating every angle of every decision with herself. A small corner of her mind
told her that she had been doing exactly that all day long, but she quickly
smothered it, not wanting to think any more. 


"This is crazy,
Leah. Think about what a nervous wreck you were yesterday morning; you were in
tears because of Rhett and what he did to you. You can't handle this lifestyle,
not yet; he's pushing you into it too hard, and the longer you stay in the
harder it will be for you to get out.


"If you don’t get
out now you're going to get hurt, and much worse than what he did to you the
other night." Janie couldn't believe her friend still wanted anything to
do with Rhett after the state she had found her in the previous morning. She
was used to the lifestyle, and most likely could have handled what happened
with Rhett, but Leah, Janie mentally shook her head, she just wasn't ready for
all it.


While she was angry at
her friend for the decision she had clearly made, Janie was even angrier with
Rhett, whom she had thought was going to have the decency to end things after
their conversation.


"He won't hurt me,
he cares about me."


"Has he said
that?" Janie asked. "Has he actually said that he cares about
you?"


"He asked me to
move in with him," Leah said in answer, not bringing herself to add that
he wanted her as a slave. 


"Whoa!" Janie
was so surprised she half expected to find herself on the floor; it was a few
moments before she could bring herself to speak again. Rhett asking Leah to
move in with him was definitely not the outcome she had expected following
their chat. "So he's willing to have a vanilla relationship?" she
asked, not quite believing it, to the best of her knowledge, Rhett had not had
a vanilla relationship since the moment he discovered the lifestyle of doms and
subs.


"Not
exactly," Leah admitted, her voice dropping almost to a whisper, as if she
didn't really want her friend to hear her.


Recognition dawned on
Janie and she dropped onto the bed, not liking where things were heading.
"He wants you to be a full time submissive." It wasn't a question,
and she knew the idea was worse than Rhett just stringing her along.


"His slave,"
Leah said, feeling less disgust than she had when the proposal had been put to
her.


"You know this is
a bad idea, right?" She doubted her friend really understood what that
type of lifestyle involved, especially with someone like Rhett. "He'll
destroy you, honey." She knew her friend better than anyone else, and had
seen the state she'd been left in just the day before. Rhett could be intense
in small doses; living with him would be like giving up her entire life, and
everything she had ever wanted from it. "You'll never have a job, never be
able to do anything except what he tells you, that's what he's offering, Leah.
Your life will be his to control."


"I haven't said
yes." Leah knew her friend meant well, and even agreed with her on most of
what she was saying, but the decision was hers to make.


"Damn it, Leah,
think about this, you'd belong to him, without any conditions. I know Rhett, he
wouldn't accept anything less." It wasn't her life, but someone needed to
save her best friend from herself, Janie thought angrily.


"I don't want to
talk about this right now, Janie; I'm going to be late." Leah didn't like
that her friend was touching on all her own concerns. "I'm going to Mexico
with Rhett tomorrow night; we'll be back in a few days. We can discuss this,
AFTER, I make my decision." Though it wasn't like her to do so, she didn't
give her friend a chance to speak again, she simply walked out of her dorm
room, headed downstairs to her car and drove away.


 


By the time she made it
to Rhett's Leah was in control of her anger. She loved Janie like a sister, but
it galled her that she thought she knew what was best for her. She hadn't said
yes, yet; she was still considering the offer and she didn't need her best
friend trying to force her into making a decision she might regret later.


When the butler
answered the door she followed him down to the dungeon without speaking. Her
mind was wholly focused on enjoying the time she would be sharing with Rhett;
if she decided not to take up his offer then it would all be over in a week and
she wanted to make the most of it.


Reaching the foot of
the stairs Leah came to an abrupt halt, gasping at the sight before her. The
dungeon had been transformed. Instead of the usual lighting, the room was lit
by a series of flaming red candles, set at regular intervals around the
dungeon. In the light from the candles she saw that all the furniture had been
draped with black silk coverings, hiding them from view, with the exception of
one table. The table was covered in what looked like white fur. 


As she crossed the
dungeon to the changing room Leah looked around at the new look, wondering what
Rhett had in mind for their night together.


Hanging on the back of
the changing room door was a sheer white nightgown. It looked almost medieval,
Leah thought as she took it down to examine it.


She undressed quickly
and slid the gauzy material over her head. It had two straps to cover her
breasts, was snug at her small waist, and then fell to her ankles in soft
folds. It was almost completely see-through, but she loved it. 


With the gown on she
decided her hair wasn't right and pulled it out of the ponytail, shaking it out
so it fell down her back in a long curtain.


She was a little
relieved not to be naked again as she re-entered the dungeon and knelt before
the cross, though she realized she was gradually becoming accustomed to
displaying her body. Since she had been given no indication of when Rhett might
arrive, Leah looked around to pass the time, noticing the rose petals scattered
at various places around the room. The Gothic looking scene made her smile, and
she wondered again what Rhett had planned.


It wasn't long before
she was given an idea of what was going on. After just a few minutes Rhett
walked down the stairs and into the dungeon; he was dressed in a black tuxedo, with
a red bowtie and when he smiled at her he revealed a pair of prominent fangs. 


She had to resist the
urge to laugh at the sight of the fangs, at the same time she felt herself grow
moist. She knew the fangs were fake, but they looked real, and the overall
image could have convinced her that he was a vampire. He made a very sexy
vampire, she thought.


"My beauty should
not kneel; you shall serve me with your blood tonight, not your knees," he
said when he reached her, smiling at the look of surprise that covered her
beautiful face. "Are you prepared to offer your body to me freely tonight,
my dear?" he asked, an accent to his voice as he strove to pull her into
the fantasy he was weaving.


Leah didn't hesitate.
"My body is yours, Sir, do with it as you wish," she told him,
deciding that if he wanted to play a game, she was happy to go along with him. 


Nodding in satisfaction
he took her hand and led her to the table in the center of the dungeon. "If
you are truly prepared to offer yourself up to me then climb up onto the altar
and lay your life in my hands." His dark blue eyes filled with heat as he
thought of the game, which was only just beginning.


Allowing herself to
sink into his world of make believe, Leah climbed up onto the table and laid
back. She shivered in anticipation of what was to come, which she could only
guess at, as she lifted her hands above her head and clasped them together,
wanting to appear like a perfect sacrifice.


He walked around the
table, enjoying the shivers that ran through her delectable body. He was glad
the roleplaying was turning her on, and made a note to do it again with her
another night. "We must lose this dress, my dear," he told her,
"I wish to see what you have to offer me."


Pulling a dagger from a
holder in his sash, Rhett held it up before her, turning it so it picked up
reflections from the candlelight. Her trembling increased, magnifying his
arousal, and lowering the blade he traced the point of it over her skin, making
her flinch. "Don't move an inch, dear one; I would hate to make you bleed
too soon." Her eyes widened and she struggled to keep herself still as the
blade trailed up her arm, across her shoulders and down the other arm. 


Rhett moved the blade
back up her arm and then lightly ran the point down her chest. She flinched
again as the blade moved between her breasts, but quickly froze. Seeing her reaction
he smiled in pleasure before slowly tracing the blade back up to her throat.
The fear in her eyes was a tremendous aphrodisiac, but he knew it was time to
move on and he slid the blade under first one strap and then the other.


The flimsy material
parted easily under pressure from the razor sharp blade and with the straps cut
he once more traced the blade down between her breasts. He didn't stop that
time though; instead he kept the blade moving, slicing through the gown from
the straps that hid her breasts to the hem.


Placing the knife on
the 'altar' Rhett took hold of the two halves of the gown and pulled them apart,
leaving her bare to his gaze. The cool air made her nipples rise, hardening
them to stiff peaks, while the dampness between her thighs told him how much
she was enjoying what he was doing.


"My sacrifice has
a beautiful body," he said, before lowering his head to trail his tongue
down the same path the dagger had recently taken. "You have no idea what I
long to do to you tonight."


Leah noted the laugh he
gave then wasn't his usual one; it was high and held a touch of evil and she
felt a frisson of fear move through her as she became lost in the world of make
believe he was creating. She was brought out of it for a moment as his tongue
delved into her navel, making her wriggle and laugh at the tickling sensation.


"That will never
do, my dear," Rhett told her. "I know you want to please me, but my
desires run dark tonight so I must bind you. You must not move without my
permission." He stepped away from the table to retrieve several red silk
scarves. 


She was aching to have
him touch her; the play was more intense than she would have ever believed and
it left her filled with desire. Moaning softly she lifted her hips off the
table. "Please, Sir," she whimpered, her need obvious.


Smiling, he moved to
the head of the table, where he tied one end of a scarf around her wrist, and
then secured the other end to a small metal loop at the top of the table.
"You will be begging to end this before we finish, my dear," he said
as he bound her other wrist.


Leah felt her body
tense at his words. She was suddenly afraid, and couldn't help wondering what
he meant. Feeling oddly like she wasn’t in the same time and place any longer,
she struggled against her bonds.


Apprehensively, she
watched as Rhett pulled metal stirrups from the ends of the table. They looked
very much like the ones in her gynecologist's office, and her face burned at
the thought of how humiliating those visits were. What did he plan to do to
her? She wondered nervously, biting her lip.


Lifting her legs into
the stirrups one at a time he tied her thighs to the cool metal of the stirrups.
A second scarf secured each ankle to the stirrups, leaving her with her legs
spread wide.


When he was finished tying
her up Rhett reached beneath Leah to drop the end of the table below her legs.
It left her with her ass hanging half off the table, which she was
uncomfortably away of.


"So beautiful, my
dear; I'm itching to drink from you here." He stroked his finger down her
thigh until he reached her womanhood, where he tapped her clit. "I can't
wait to see your reaction to the feel of my teeth as they pierce your
skin."


Was he going to really
bite her? Her heart raced, and she wasn't sure if it was in terror or longing.
He pushed a single digit deep inside her and her thoughts moved away from
terror and centered on her desire; she didn't care what he did as long as he
let her cum.


This was their wildest
night yet, she thought with a groan of longing as he began fucking her with his
finger. When he pulled his finger from her aching flesh she cried out softly in
disappointment.


He walked back to the
head of the table, smiling evilly, she would not soon forget this night, he was
going to make sure of that. "I love the emotion in your beautiful eyes, my
dear, but now I must hinder your sight." He pulled out the last red sash
and secured it over her eyes. "I would never want your eyes to be
disturbed by my hideous nature." Lowering his lips he kissed her cheek.


 Though the sash was
thick enough to cut off most of her sight, she could see he had turned on the
lights in the dungeon. That made her think things were over, which seemed very
sudden, but when he made no move to free her she realized he must have
something else in mind. 


She could hear all
sorts of noises, but lacked the ability to identify them without her eyes to
help her. All she could do was lie there, and wait nervously to find out what
was going to happen.


Rhett left her on the
table, knowing that without sight she would have no way of knowing what he was
doing. He couldn't help wondering how she was going to react to the lack of
input to her senses, not to mention what he was about to do to her. 


Walking into the
changing room he washed his hands thoroughly in steaming hot water, and then
dried them. That done he returned to the main room, where he collected the
things he would need. A stool went between Leah's parted thighs, and within
easy reach he set up a tray on another stool.


The site of her pink
flesh had his tongue aching to delve deep inside and he allowed himself the
pleasure. He suckled her clit, biting down lightly, pleased by the soft moan
that escaped her lips. His tongue darted in, wanting her body to be aching with
desire before he finished their play.


With unhurried
movements his tongue teased and retreated, keeping her just on the brink of
orgasm without letting her find release.


Finally stopping he took
a small q-tip from his tray and slowly slid it under the hood of her clit,
pleased at the amount of tissue there. She arched her hips off the table,
thinking he was still pleasuring her. "Do not move, my dear, or I will be
forced to punish you. Do you understand?" His tone was harsh, not because
he was displeased by her reaction, but because it was imperative she remained
still.


"Yes, Sir,"
she whimpered, knowing it was going to take every ounce of self-control she
possessed to keep herself still. Her body was strung so tight with the need to
release that she was ready to cry.


He opened the bottle of
Betadine and slowly began squirting it over her tender folds. She gasped at the
coolness, but he was impressed to see that her hips remained still. "Good
girl," he said, dropping out of character and speaking in his normal
voice. 


He had been trained to
do what he was preparing Leah for by a Master, many years ago. While it was not
a difficult task, it did require skill, and the co-operation of the person it
was being done to. 


"I'm going to bite
you now, remember to keep very still." He had no intention of actually
biting her, but since she would feel what he was about to do he wanted her to
think he was biting her.


Taking the NRT off the
sterile tray he lifted the hood of her clit, and with one quick movement
pierced her. Her cry of surprise was not one of true pain, and he was pleased
he still had the ability to do it with precision; it had been a while since he
had done it.


Leah couldn't believe
he had actually bitten her; the pain was minimal, and faded quickly, but it
still wasn't a pleasurable experience. There was a burning sensation in her
clit, and she felt as though there was some strange foreign object attached to
her. 


She was a little
bewildered by his strange idea of play, and more than a little curious to know
what he had actually done to her.


"You were such a
good girl, sweetheart," he told her. Taking up a q-tip he drenched it with
antiseptic and then cleaned the new piercing carefully. She would be thrilled
by the way it felt when they made love, he was sure; several submissives over
the years had told him it was one of the best things they'd ever had done.


Leah wiggled her hips
at the strange sensations Rhett was generating down there. She didn't know what
he had done, or what he was doing then, but she felt as if there was something
lodged in that part of the body. She wanted to tear the blindfold off and look
to see what was going on, she couldn't though, not with her arms bound.


When he had finished
cleaning her Rhett took off the scarf covering her eyes. "I want you to
look at something, sweetheart." He smiled and moved back to the bottom of
the table, picking up a large mirror from the tray he positioned it between her
legs.


Lifting her head so she
could see what Rhett was showing her, Leah could only look in stunned disbelief
at the curved jewelry that was now embedded in the hood of her clitoris. Seeing
the piercing she found herself wondering if she wouldn’t have preferred it if
he had bitten her instead. "What have you done, Sir?" she asked,
stunned.


"Trust me, sweetheart,
you'll love how this makes you feel, and if you don't, we'll take it out; it
will heal quickly and no-one will be able to see that you had it done." He
could see by the look in her eyes that she didn't quite believe that she would
love it. To prove his point he lightly tugged at the piercing, making her gasp
in pleasure and pain. "It will be nothing but pleasure in a few days, baby."


She was floored by the sensations
brought on the slight tug, and had to admit that it did feel good, despite her
doubts. "So will we be able to, well you know, Sir?" The thought of
having to wait to have him fill her was agonizing.


Rhett chuckled, pleased
that she was not upset. "Yes, my horny little angel, we can still
fuck." He knew he should have asked her permission before piercing her,
she could have safe worded her way out of it if she decided not to go through
with it. It was a liberty he didn't feel bad for taking though, if she hated it
she could remove it and the hole would close up. "We just need to remember
to keep this extremely clean for the next few weeks," he told her.
"After we have sex you have to disinfect it. I have all the stuff we need
to use here." 


He laughed as she
blushed and quickly untied the scarves that bound her to the table. He was
eager to take her upstairs and test out his new gift and he moved around the
dungeon, blowing out the candles while Leah got off the table.


The strange object
between her legs grew less painful by the second, and she was amazed that it
didn't hurt more. Getting her ears pierced had actually hurt worse, which
surprised her. Standing at the side of the table she reached down to gingerly
feel the piercing. She could tell it was there, even when she wasn't touching it,
but it wasn't uncomfortable.


"I think my girl
likes her gift." Rhett joined her at the table.


"Your girl does,
Sir, she really likes it; I liked the make believe tonight as well." She
was blushing and giggling as he lifted her into his arms and carried her out of
the dungeon and up to his room. 


Reaching the bedroom he
lowered her to her feet as soon as they were through the door. "Get on
your knees, baby, I can't wait a minute longer to fuck you." He stripped
quickly and put on a condom.


Leah hastily scrambled
up onto the bed, not wanting to wait any longer either. She had been driven
nearly crazy by his teasing down in the dungeon and she was eager for
satisfaction. 


Two fingers slid into
her from behind and he gently inched them in and out, making sure she was ready
for him. Grasping her hips in his hands he slowly slid home until his head
touched her cervix. He ached to pound into her core, knowing he was deeper
inside her than he'd ever been, but he resisted and rode her slowly.


"You have no idea
how good you feel wrapped around my cock," he told her, sliding his hand
around her hip and down between her legs to her new jewelry. He tapped it
lightly as he continued to pump in and out of her, establishing a rhythm that
sent little jolts of pleasure through her. 


Leah felt her orgasm
building, driven by the feeling of him so deep inside of her that it was almost
too much. It was multiplied by his manipulations of her new piercing.
"Sir, please!" she gasped, unable to help the scream that escaped her
lips.


"Cum, baby, cum
hard for me." Rhett increased his stroke as her tight folds clenched him
like a vice.


Her release was like a
trigger for his orgasm and he came with an intensity he had never before
experienced. For the first time he actually blacked out for a second; when he
came to he marveled at what his girl was able to make him feel.


After allowing
themselves a short while to regain their breath after their exertions, they
made their way into the shower. Rhett paid close attention to the new piercing
he had given Leah, cleaning both it and her thoroughly. When he was done he
knelt to place a small kiss on the cool metal.


He'd had sex with many
women over the years, from all walks of life. Almost all of them had vastly
more experience than Leah, but somehow the angel with him gave him a release
like he'd never known before.


As they crawled into
bed and Leah drifted off to sleep Rhett wrapped her in his arms. There was
something indefinably special about her, he thought, and he was determined that
he would brand her his. He drifted off to sleep considering ways in which to
accomplish it.
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Leah drove home the next
morning excited about the trip she would be taking in a few hours. She'd never
been to Mexico, and the thought of enjoying herself on the beaches had her
wishing the time would pass quicker.


The moment she was
through the door of her dorm room she began packing, throwing everything she
could find into the luggage Rhett had bought for her. She had barely finished
when she tipped the luggage up and dumped everything back out onto her bed. 


Deciding she needed to
be sensible she left the bedroom and made herself a coffee, not returning until
she had finished it. 


Back in the bedroom
Leah looked down on the jumbled mess of clothing on her bed. With fresh eyes it
was clear to her that she wouldn't need everything she had originally packed. She
was only going away for a couple of days, and a number of the items before her,
while suitable for Chicago, were not appropriate for Mexico.


Sorting through her
clothes she picked out enough items to last her a couple of days, no matter
what she and Rhett got up to. She didn’t have a clue what he had planned for
them, and wanted to be prepared for every eventuality. 


As she packed for a
second time Leah thought back on the previous two nights. It seemed as if the
intensity of her time with Rhett was changing; if the rest of the ten nights
were as incredible as those she had already enjoyed, she knew she was going to
have a hard time not accepting his offer. 


The thought of being
labeled a slave didn't sit well with her conscience, nor did the thought of
being treated like one, but sharing nights like those she had already enjoyed
with Rhett definitely held some appeal.


Leah's mind was still
drifting through remembrances when Janie walked into the room, startling her.
"I'm really sorry for jumping on you yesterday," she said, her eyes
pleading for forgiveness. "You're a grown woman, and you can make your own
decisions. It's just…we've been friends for a long time now, and you're my best
friend; I hate to think of you getting hurt." She had done a lot of
thinking since the previous evening; she wasn't happy about the situation between
Leah and Rhett, but had come to realize that if the shoe had been on the other foot,
she would have been livid with Leah and probably would have reacted much worse
than her friend had


"Janie, you're my
best friend, and I think of you like a sister; I understand you're just
worried, but this is what I want. I hope you can understand that and give me
your blessing." Leah didn't want to fight with her friend, she had too
much love in her heart for her, despite that, she knew she had to stand up for
what she wanted, no matter what the consequences might end up being.


"I overstepped my
boundaries, honey, I'm sorry. To prove just how much I plan on supporting you
in this, I'm going with you and Rhett." She saw the look of confusion in
Leah's face and hurried to explain. "David called and asked if I would
like to spend the weekend at the resort; of course I said yes, and he told me
we would all go together. 


"Think of the fun
we can have when the boys are off doing business, or whatever it is they're
going there to do." Laughing and smiling Janie threw her arms around her
friend. 


Leah couldn't help but
smile as well, her friend's enthusiasm was infectious and she quickly hugged
her back. Just like that the argument of the previous day was forgotten. It was
always like that with them, they didn't argue often, and when they did it was
forgotten quickly. 


"I'm so glad
you're coming, Janie. I had no idea what I was going to do with myself while
Rhett is occupied, and from the sounds of it he's going to be pretty busy down
there." When they woke that morning Rhett had told her that he probably
wouldn't have much time to spend with her during the day while they were in
Mexico, he would be working, so she would be left to her own devices. It was a
thought that had daunted her, being alone in a strange place, but knowing that
her best friend was going to be there with her made it an adventure.


"We'll have a
wonderful time, you'll love it there. Especially if he has to work so we have
the days to ourselves. We can sunbathe, swim, go shopping, enjoy drinks by the
pool, whatever we like. And if we get bored of all that, we can just go
exploring. 


"David took me
down to the resort once before, but we didn't get to do half the things I
wanted to," Janie said with a wink that made Leah blush, despite
everything she had seen and done the last few days. "Are you packed
yet?" she asked, looking at the luggage and piles of clothes on the bed.


Leah laughed. "Just
about; I was so excited I packed everything, then I threw it all out of the
cases and started again. I think I've packed the right stuff now."


"Well I'm ready to
go, my stuff is packed, so why don't I have a quick check of your stuff. I can
tell you if you've packed anything you won't need, or you need something you
haven't packed."


"Great, thanks, hon."



"Did Rhett tell
you we're going down on the company plane? No? Well you're going to love
it." Janie was a bundle of nervous energy as she opened Leah's luggage and
went through it quickly. 


The new cell phone
buzzed while Janie was sorting through the luggage, taking out some things and
putting others in. Grabbing it up Leah opened the text message from Rhett. "My
driver will be there in 20 minutes to pick you and Janie up, my meeting has
pushed up to an earlier time and we need to leave sooner than I thought,
RH."


"Good thing we're
both packed," she told Janie, "Rhett said to be ready in twenty
minutes." She was glad things were getting moved up; she was so excited
she couldn't seem to stand still. She was sure she would burst a blood vessel
or something if she didn't contain herself.


"I'll grab my
bags; there's a few things you need, but nothing you can't get at the resort so
I wouldn't worry about it," Janie said doing her friend's luggage up
again. "Shall we wait out front? It's gorgeous outside and I really don't
want to be cooped up inside."


"Sounds like a
plan." Leah nodded, not sure what things she needed, though she imagined
Janie would tell her when they got there, if she didn't figure it out for
herself. Grabbing her purse she picked up the cases and followed her friend out
into the hall.


While Janie crossed to
her dorm room to fetch her own luggage Leah locked the door of her room. Her
heart was racing as she and Janie finally made it outside to sit at one of the
cement benches on the campus lawn, and she did her best to calm her excitement,
knowing she still had hours to go before they would reach the resort.


Rhett had sent the limo
to pick them up and when it arrived they quickly slid into the rear while the
driver dealt with their luggage. Janie immediately poured them both a glass of
wine from the bottle on ice. "Here's to a great weekend," she toasted
with a giggle, clinking her glass against Leah's.


The drive to the
private airfield only took about fifteen minutes, even in Chicago traffic,
which surprised Leah; she hadn't realized it was so close to the campus. When
they arrived she was amazed by the small jet they were led to. She had only
flown once before, and found the contrast in experiences startling.


Not only was the plane
before her a fraction of the size of the jet she had flown in from O'Hare
airport, but the private airfield Rhett had brought them to was absent all of
the x-ray machines, metal detectors, and security she remembered from her
previous flight. No sooner had they arrived at the plane than they were on
board and the luggage was being loaded. 


Briefly Leah wondered
where Rhett was but she was soon diverted by the sight of the luxurious
interior of the plane. The seats were upholstered in soft beige leather and she
sank onto the couch that ran along the side of the plane as she looked around
her. 


"So is this thing
safe?" Leah asked, having finished admiring the interior she became more
aware of the small size of the plane, especially in comparison to the huge
jumbo jet she had flown in previously. 


"It's as safe as
you can get, my sweet girl." Rhett had entered the cabin at just the right
time, he thought as he saw the slight touch of concern on Leah’s face. "You
don't think I'd allow you to be in danger, do you?" Crossing the cabin he
pulled Leah up and into his arms so he could kiss her.


David had entered with
Rhett and he quickly moved over to sit beside Janie. "I know I would never
let my Janie fly in this if it wasn't safe." He smiled, showing his perfect
white teeth. "Good to see you, babe." It had been two nights since
he'd seen her, and in his opinion that was much too long.


Giving Rhett a shaky
smile, a little relieved by his words, Leah took a seat across from David and
Janie when she was released.


Unnoticed behind them
the young captain had boarded. He waited until his employer had finished
greeting his young lady and then informed him that there were no delays and the
weather was perfect for flying. "We should make great time and be on the
ground in three and a half hours."


"Thank you,
Captain; we're ready to take off whenever you are," Rhett told him. He
noted the look on Leah's face as the captain made his way forward to the
cockpit, it was clear she thought the man too young to be a pilot. "Don't worry,
sweetheart, he's highly qualified, trust me, he's been my pilot for five years
now." His words didn't seem to reassure Leah all that much; she continued
to look a little nervous.


When the jet finally
took off Leah thought her heart was going to explode. Why she felt so nervous
she couldn’t have said, it didn't make sense to her, but she finally began to
relax when the plane leveled out. The smoothness of the flight enabled her to
put her worries aside and settling back she looked out of the window next to
her.


They were above the
clouds, which looked like puffs of cotton candy, and that helped her to relax
even more. The one other flight she had been, on the plane had flown through a
storm, which she knew was the cause of her slight fear of flying. She was glad
that wasn't going to happen that time. 


 


By the time they
touched down in Mexico Leah had decided she didn't mind flying. She was sure
that decision was at least in part the result of the comfort of the small jet,
though the wine she and Janie had enjoyed while Rhett and David discussed their
upcoming meeting had certainly helped.


The moment the jet came
to a stop Leah was on her feet so she could hug Rhett. She realized what she'd
done after a few seconds and tried to pull back, he continued hold her in his
strong arms though. "Sorry, Sir," she whispered into his strong
chest.


"I'm glad you
enjoyed yourself, Leah." He held her for a few seconds before letting her
go. "David, our car should be waiting, I'd like to get the girls settled
in before we have to tackle this meeting." He kissed Leah briefly then
took her hand and led her off the plane.


Leah couldn't take her
eyes off the bright, colorful scenery surrounding them during the short drive
to the docks. She had never seen anything so vibrant before. The water, when
they reached it, was the most beautiful shade of blue, reminding her of Rhett's
eyes, while the sands, which stretched as far as she could see, were so white
the sunlight reflected off, almost blinding her. 


"I can't wait to
go swimming," Leah said, grinning at Janie. The two men were busy
discussing their itinerary and were oblivious to their surroundings.


"I know you're
going to love it." Her friend's excitement was contagious and they were
giggling like schoolgirls as they finally boarded the boat that was waiting for
them. "We're crossing over to one of the other islands; you're going to be
amazed by the resort, they even have their own boutiques there. I just hope we
have time for some shopping," Janie whispered loudly, deliberately
allowing David to overhear her.


"Of course you can
go shopping, babe," David grinned at her, "meetings will take up most
of the day so I want you to entertain yourself."


"You are so good
to me, Sir." She leaned over and kissed his cheek.


"Just take care of
my sweet girl, Janie," Rhett told her, winking at Leah. "I would hate
to have some island boy sweep her off her feet while I'm working." He
chuckled at Leah's blush.


Leah had never seen
Rhett in such a playful mood and loved the changed in him. "I doubt there
could ever be another man as perfect as you, Sir."


Her words pleased him
and he grinned. "I should hope not, sweetheart, I would hate to have to
tan that gorgeous ass for looking at another." At her crestfallen look he
chuckled again. "Baby, I was only joking."


She blushed and smiled
uncertainly, not used to him teasing, especially in front of her friend and his
partner. "I would never push you to see if that were true, Sir."


"Good girl,
because I was only half joking." He winked at her again, enjoying seeing
her flustered. She was his, he thought, a protective surge of jealousy moving
through him. The thought of any man taking what was his did not sit well with
him at all.


Leah barely noticed the
beautiful sea as they approached their destination; Rhett had a strange look on
his face, and she could only wonder at what was going through his mind. She
couldn't believe he would actually think any other man could hold her attention
after him.


As he struggled to
understand his reluctance to share Leah, Rhett gave careful thought to one of
the nights he had planned. The idea that she might desire another man, let
alone prefer another man over him, was an unpleasant one, and he worried that
the night he intended would backfire on him. Pushing such thoughts from his
mind he resolved to put a guard on his heart; he had no desire to find himself
pussy whipped, not when he had spent so many years firmly in control of every
aspect of his life.


They disembarked when
the boat docked and were met by the resort’s car. They could have walked, but
Rhett wasn’t prepared to carry their luggage, not when there was an alternative
open to them.


Rhett found his
thoughts growing darker with each passing moment, as the car carried them the
short distance to the resort. He needed to take some time away from Leah for a
while, that much was clear to him; he needed some space to work out what his
emotions were telling him. 


Love was not an emotion
he had any time for. In his opinion it made a man weak, and unable to take care
of his woman. A woman needed a strong man to lead her, at least any woman that
wanted a part of his life.


Compromise was not
something he was good at; he avoided it wherever he could. It was occasionally
necessary in business, but he refused to do it in his personal life; he wasn’t
about to start now with Leah. He would give her the ten nights they had agreed
to, and at the end of them he would know what she was able to deal with, and
she would know what he could offer her. He was confident that she would accept
the proposal he had made to her.


When they were checked
in it was immediately apparent to Leah that Rhett was a preferred customer. The
desk clerk, who looked decidedly nervous at the approach of an obviously
important guest, was nudged out of the way by the manager, who dealt with them
personally.


The check-in process
was concluded with a speed that was almost breathtaking and a bellboy was
summoned to take their things up to their rooms. He led them over to the lift
with the manager’s assurances that his staff were available, any time of the
day or night, to see to their needs ringing in their ears.


Leah was floored by the way Rhett was treated, not just by the
manager, but by his entire staff. She had never had such attention bestowed on
her and it made her a little uncomfortable, though not so uncomfortable as how
Rhett, David and Janie reacted to the manager’s behavior. All three of them
acted as though they were being treated in just the manner they expected.


Stepping through the
door behind Rhett and the bellboy Leah came to an abrupt halt, stunned. The
room was unbelievable. Not only was it far bigger than any hotel room she had
seen, outside of a television show, but it was as luxurious as any room in
Rhett’s house.


Everything was so
immaculate and expensive that Leah was afraid to touch anything.


“Leah,” Rhett called
for her attention after tipping the bellboy. “Here is my credit card.” He held
out his black American Express card, keeping hold of it as she went to take it
from him. “I want you to buy yourself a sexy bathing suit. I want to see you in
something that shows off that gorgeous ass of yours. Think g-string, and buy
whatever else your little heart desires,” he told her, letting go of the card.
“I want you to have a great time today, but keep the iPhone with you, I have no
idea when David and will be done with our meeting.”


“I promise I won’t go
crazy with it, Sir.” She smiled and put the card safely in her purse.


“I want you to go
crazy, sweetheart, buy yourself whatever you want. Don’t even think about what
it costs, it’s only money.” He lowered his lips to her cheek and kissed her
quickly. “I’m going to freshen up and then I’ve got to get out of here. You and
Janie do whatever you want for lunch. Don’t expect us for supper either; if
something changes I’ll call you.”


She waited until he
walked into the bedroom before she allowed her face to show her disappointment.
She knew he was there for business but she’d hoped that they’d be able to spend
at least a bit of time together; it sounded as though he was going to be busy
almost constantly.


Walking over to the
huge glass doors that led outside Leah slid them open and stepped out onto the
balcony. The heat she had first noticed upon stepping off the plane hit her
like a blast from an oven as she left the air-conditioned room. 


She sucked in a breath
at the sudden heat but quickly recovered and moved forward to lean on the
railing. How could anyone be upset when treated to such a view? She couldn’t
help wondering. The sight of the white sandy beach and blue-green sea spread
out before her brought a smile to her lips.


Inhaling deeply she
took in the salty sweet air, relaxing as her senses were assaulted by the
sight, sounds and smells of the paradise she found herself in. 


 


Rhett hated to leave Leah;
he would have loved to show her the island paradise he had brought her to, but neither
international law nor real estate development were careers that cared about
personal desires. 


He was working on one
of his largest real estate deals ever, if it all went well he would be adding a
resort worth two billion dollars to his list of acquisitions. While many people
would have avoided such an ambitious purchase at a time when the economy was in
a slump, he considered it the perfect time to bail out the current owner. He
would get the resort at a bargain price, and he had the money to keep it
running until the economy turned around and he could make back his investment.


Leaving the bathroom
Rhett looked around for Leah, when he saw she was out on the veranda he walked
up behind her and wrapped his arms around her waist. “Sweetheart, when I make
it back tonight I am going to make love to you right here, so anyone walking by
can see me make you scream,” he whispered the words sensuously in her ear.


Just a few days before,
the thought would have shocked her, now his words turned her on. “I’ll look
forward to you doing just that, Sir.” She shivered in anticipation, aching for
him to take her there and then.


“Have fun, my sweet
girl.” He moved her hair to the side and kissed her neck tenderly before
stepping back and hurrying from the room. The temptation to take her was
overwhelming, but he knew he couldn’t afford the time; the people he was doing
business with wouldn’t appreciate the delay, especially for such a reason.


 


Janie arrived a short
while after Rhett left and the two of them went out. They spent a while
exploring the resort, with Janie leading the way, describing the delights she
remembered from her previous visit. 


Aside from the swimming
pool and tennis courts, which didn’t surprise Leah, there was a gym, an on-call
masseur, spa, sauna and a beauty salon that rivaled the best Chicago could
offer. They then reached the beach and the water sports center, where they
spent a while deciding what activities they would indulge in the next day if
they were left to their own devices again.


With the exception of
swimming Leah was a complete novice at all of the water sports and activities
on offer. Janie encouraged her to go for water skiing, if they had the time,
but advised against scuba diving since there wasn’t enough time for her to
complete the training and do any dives for fun. 


Parasailing was added
to the list of activities for them to enjoy if they had the time; Janie assured
Leah she would love it. 


Leah was all for hiring
a boat and spending an afternoon on the water, she thought that sounded like a
fantastic idea until Janie pointed out that neither of them knew how to drive a
boat. Seeing Leah’s disappointment Janie suggested they see if their men were
going to be free at any time, if they were they could hire a boat then since
both Rhett and David could operate boats.


Once they had finished
picking out the fun they were going to have on the water over the next couple
of days, Janie led her friend to the small avenue of shops that catered to the
resort’s guests. Along the way they were intercepted by the resort pro as they
skirted the beginning of the golf course.


It took a few minutes
for them to make it clear to the pro, who was full of enthusiasm, that neither
of them had any interest in golf, and didn’t care in the slightest that the
course was a splendid mix of challenges for the experienced golf, while still
being accessible to beginners.


They reached the avenue
a couple of minutes later and Leah was surprised to see a clothing boutique, as
exclusive as the one Rhett had taken Leah to just a few nights before, a
jewelry shop and a sports equipment shop. 


The sports shop held no
interest for either of them, but they did browse through the jewelry shop. Leah
was bemused by the lack of price tags and asked Janie about it, who laughed and
told her most top quality shops operated the same. Anyone who had to ask the
price of something couldn’t afford to buy it.


A number of items
caught Leah’s attention as they wandered around the shop, under the watchful
eye of the saleswoman, but despite Rhett’s instructions to go crazy and buy
whatever she wanted, and Janie’s encouragement, she couldn’t bring herself to
buy any of them.


Knowing that Janie was
disappointed with her timidity, Leah left her friend to buy the diamond pendant
she was looking at and made her way into the clothing boutique.


She spent a short while
just wandering around, admiring the fantastic selection of outfits, until Janie
rejoined her. Together they proceeded to spend more money than Leah had thought
it was possible to spend in one day. 


Janie spent the most
money out of the two of them, but Leah allowed herself to be talked into
letting loose with Rhett’s credit card. By the time they left Leah felt as
though she had bought herself an entirely new wardrobe of clothes, certainly
enough to replace all the clothes that Rhett had bought her just a few days
before.


Under Janie’s guidance
Leah bought outfits to wear during the day, outfits for the evening, whether
they stayed in their rooms or were taken to a restaurant or a show, and even
items to tantalize her man in the bedroom. Leah doubted she would need the
night attire, and she certainly didn’t think Rhett would allow her to wear it
for long, but she enjoyed knowing that she now possessed a couple of slinky
negligees.


Sexy underwear was also
added to the piles of clothes they bought, items that Leah was sure would turn
Rhett on so much he would rip them from her body, an idea that appealed to her
greatly. 


They had such fun, once
Leah overcame her shock at the bills they were running up, that the sexy
g-string bikini Rhett had told her to buy was forgotten until they were almost
out the door. She quickly selected two, but when she tried them on she was embarrassed
to discover they were made up of just enough material to cover her nipples and
a thin strip that went between her legs.


“Wow, babe, you look
gorgeous,” Janie whistled when she joined her friend in the changing room and
saw her. “Rhett is going to die when he sees you in that, not to mention any
other guy that sees you.”


“Oh God, don’t say that
Janie,” Leah moaned, doing her best to resist the urge to cover herself up as
she looked at herself in the mirror, disturbed by the amount of skin she had on
show. “It’ll be bad enough wearing this for Rhett, I’m not sure I could bring
myself to wear it out in public.”


“You will if Rhett
tells you to,” Janie observed, “and chances are he will, especially if he’s
with you.”


Leah nodded, realizing
her friend had spoken the truth. She didn’t like the idea of wearing such a
skimpy bikini around a lot of strange men, but she knew if Rhett told her to
she would.


With the bikinis bought
the two of them left the boutique. Leah expected to have to carry the clothes
they’d bought back with them, and wondered how they were going to manage that,
but Janie assured her that their purchases would be delivered to their rooms. 


Amazed by the treatment
they received at the hands of every member of staff they encountered, Leah was
in a bit of a daze when they returned to the hotel. Walking past the restaurant
she was brought to her senses by the smells emanating from it, which reminded
both of them they hadn’t eaten lunch. The excitement of the flight down and
their exploration of the resort had pushed food from their thoughts until then.



The moment they made it
to Leah’s suite, which was the nicer of the two they were occupying, Janie got
on the phone to room service. There was no menu that Leah could see, and Janie
made no reference to one as she ordered food for the two of them.


 


With their late lunch
out of the way the two of them left the hotel again. Dressed in bikinis, Leah
didn’t have the nerve to wear either of the two she had bought; they went for a
swim in the pool, though only after spending the proscribed hour lounging at
the side of it soaking up the sun. 


Once they had worn
themselves out in the pool, and sunned themselves for a while longer, they
headed for the spa. 


Massages helped them
relax, and then they indulged in a series of beauty treatments designed to make
them as desirable to their men as it was possible to be.


The entire day was like
living in paradise, Leah thought as they returned to the hotel again. She had
believed she knew how the rich lived after a few days with Rhett at his
mansion, but after six hours at the resort she truly knew what she had been
missing all her life, and wasn’t sure she would be able to give it up. She was
as relaxed as she could remember being and was sure her body glowed from the
way it had been treated by the ladies in the spa.


Rhett still hadn’t
called by the time she made it back to her room so Leah called room service,
while Janie went to her own room to shower and change out of her bikini. When
she spoke to room service it quickly became apparent to Leah why there was no
menu, there was no need for one; room service was prepared to supply her with
any food she could ask for.


Feeling decadent, and
for once not thinking about the cost, she ordered foods she had always wanted to
try, but had never had the money or the opportunity to sample before, and
rounded her selection out with a dessert she was sure she and Janie combined
wouldn’t be able to finish.


With the food ordered
Leah made her way into the shower to cool off briefly. As she stood beneath the
jets she couldn’t help thinking about the offer Rhett had made to her; a slave
with everything, surely that was better than being free, and having nothing. 


 


Sighing in satisfaction
Janie put down her spoon and sat back, the huge dessert Leah had ordered barely
two thirds eaten. “I think I may never eat again,” she commented looking over
the huge meal they’d eaten. “It’s a good thing we both have one hell of a
metabolism. Even so I think we’re going to pay for this treat. Whatever else we
do tomorrow, we’d best spend some time in the pool or the gym to make up for
it.”


Leah laughed, knowing
she had never before eaten so sumptuously, and if she chose not to take Rhett
up on his offer she was unlikely to do so again. “I wonder what the rule is
about getting fat,” she said, thinking that even if she didn’t eat that well
again, she would like to enjoy better food than she was used to as a student
with debts.


“I don’t think either
of our men would allow us to get fat, honey, they’re both pretty unmovable on
the subject of fitness in a submissive.” She knew David had worked with
submissives to help them lose enough weight so they fit the ideal he demanded.


“Wow, that’s kind of
judgmental, don’t you think?” Until then she’d never thought that she might
have to maintain a perfect body for Rhett, and that not doing so might be a
problem.


Janie shrugged. “It’s
part of their whole, I’m in control thing. They know what they want, and aren’t
prepared to accept anything else.”


“Still, it’s kind of degrading.”
Leah was a little unsettled by the discovery; she hadn’t expected that if she
gave control of her life to Rhett it would extend that far. She believed in
keeping herself healthy, but for it to be a condition of a relationship that
she keep herself in a level of shape that was defined by her man, that was just
a bit disturbing to her.


“Honey, you either play
in their world, by their rules, or you don’t. No-one forces us to stay here; we
stay because we want to.” Janie yawned then. “I really need to get some rest, honey;
will you be okay here until Rhett gets back?”


“I don’t know, Janie,
I’ve never stayed by myself before. What if the bogeyman gets me?” Leah
laughed, diverting her thoughts away from what they had been talking about.


“Smartass.” Janie shook
her head before giving her friend a hug.


Leah hugged Janie back.
“Night, Janie, love you.” She kissed her friend on the cheek and then turned to
watch the ocean as Janie made for the door. It was so peaceful she felt her
mind drift away, taking her worries with it, leaving her to enjoy the peace and
the view.
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For your pleasure


 


 


Leah was still relaxing
on the veranda when the iPhone rang. Reluctantly she turned away from the view
and picked the phone up from the lounger, where she’d dropped it. 


“Sweetheart, we’ll
probably be in these meetings until late,” Rhett said as soon as she had
answered.


“Okay, Sir, Janie just
went back to her room so I guess I’ll just go on to bed.” She did her best to
keep her disappointment from her voice. She knew he was there for business, but
she’d hoped they would at least have the evenings together.


“Make sure you fall
asleep with nothing on, sweetheart, I’ll wake you when I get back to the room.”
He could hear how upset she was and hoped to placate her, at least a little.


“Yes, Sir.” The thought
of him waking her up to make love to her made her feel a little less unhappy.


“Good girl, I need to
go now, sweet dreams, sweetheart.” He hung up before she could answer.


Shaking her head at the
abrupt end to the call she yawned. It had been an exhausting day and sleep
seemed like a good idea, her legs especially were tired. Closing the doors to
the veranda Leah made her way into the bedroom, where she removed the new dress
she’d bought earlier that day.


She had hoped to show
off the dress to Rhett, but it was clear that was not to be, so she hung it up
carefully in the closet with the rest of her clothes. For a moment she admired
the beautiful items she’d purchased, and then she turned away, slipped off her
underwear and slid between the sheets of the king-sized bed that dominated the
room.


The moment her head hit
the pillows she was asleep.


 


Minutes, or possibly
hours, later Leah was woken by the sound of laughter, female laughter. Glancing
over at the clock she saw that a little over two hours had passed since Rhett’s
call; she checked the iPhone briefly but there was no message or missed called
from him so she assumed he was still in his meeting. 


Leah returned the phone
to the small table at the side of the bed and then dropped her head back onto
the pillows. Closing her eyes she attempted to drift back off to sleep.


Sleep was not to be hers
however, the laughter that had woken her continued. Even putting a pillow over
her head in an effort to block out the noise didn’t help, the laughter grew
louder and seemed to get closer.


Groaning in annoyance
Leah threw back the light sheet that covered her and got to her feet. She
crossed the room to the door and had it partially open when she saw Rhett, and
the beautiful island woman he was with, the woman who was the source of the
laughter that had disturbed her.


Angry, Leah turned away
from the door and walked quickly into the bathroom, where she pulled on the
bathrobe that hung on the back of the door and went to confront Rhett.


“Who is this?” she
demanded, hands on her hips, her eyes shooting daggers as she stopped just
inside the main room of the suite. If he thought she was just going to sit back
and allow him to sleep with some other woman he didn’t know crap about her, she
thought, fuming.


Rhett smiled at the
woman and patted her leg before rising from the couch where they sat. “I
thought I told you to be waiting in bed for me with nothing on.” His voice was
cold; he was not pleased by her behavior, or by her failure to call him by his
title.


“And I thought you were
working, not hanging out with whores you found on the mainland.” She wanted to
rip the woman’s hair from her beautiful head and started toward her, only to be
stopped by Rhett, who took a firm grip on her arm.


“Aleshia, please
forgive my companion, she is in need of a quick lesson in manners, we will be
back shortly. Make yourself at home.” He smiled warmly at the woman and pulled
Leah into the bedroom, shutting the door behind them. “You forget your place,
girl,” he said angrily in a low voice, he was not at all happy with her just
then and knew she needed to be taught her place.


“No, you’ve forgotten
yours; do you think I’m just going to stand by and watch you screw some other
woman? Are you out of your mind?”


“For your information,
Aleshia is for you, as part of your ten nights,” he told her, “but perhaps I’ll
fuck her now, instead of you, you aren’t pleasing me very much,” he said,
needing to show her who was in control.


“You’re a bastard,”
Leah snapped and without thinking she slapped him across the face. 


His reaction to being
slapped was instantaneous. Taking her arm again in his strong grip he dragged
her over to the bed. Despite her efforts to stop him he had her naked and
across his lap in seconds. 


While he held her down
with one huge hand the other fell on her bare ass, over and over again he
spanked her until she was sobbing uncontrollably and had given up any attempt
to evade his blows. “You will never raise your hand to me again, do I make
myself clear, girl?” Her gorgeous ass was covered in red handprints and he
rubbed over the tender areas.


“Go to hell, SIR!” she
screamed loudly, not caring if Aleshia in the other room, or indeed anyone
else, heard her. She hated him in that moment. With the blows ended she
squirmed in his lap, attempted once again to get away.


“Oh no, baby, if you
want to keep your smart mouth going I’ll keep giving you a reason to scream.”
His hand came down again. “Still want to be a smartass?”


“Fuck you, Sir.” Her
ass wasn’t hurting that badly, not compared to the last time he had punished
her, and until the pain became too much she was determined to defy him. 


His hand lifted in
prepared for the next blow Rhett paused; he had played that game with her
before and knew just how stubborn she could be. A different tactic was needed
if he was going to subdue her, he realized, and he made a quick decision. “If
you can’t be what I need, Leah, I’ll find someone who can.” He stood abruptly,
dumping her unceremoniously on the floor, where she landed in a heap, as he
left the bedroom.


Her mouth opened, but
no words escaped her lips as she pushed herself up into a sitting position,
dumbfounded by his words and his actions. He was going back to that woman, she
couldn’t believe it.


Well, if he wanted that
whore over her then so be it, she thought, crossing her arms over her breasts.
She wasn’t going to give him the satisfaction of thinking she gave a damn who
he fucked.


A short while later
moans reached her ears from the other room, making it clear that Rhett was
making good on his words. Leah saw red and had to fight to control herself.
Rhett was her man; she couldn’t believe he was making that whore feel good.


She wasn’t prepared to
let that happen, not after everything she’d done to please him. Stomping across
the room she threw open the door and stormed through it, ready to give Rhett a
piece of her mind, no matter how he punished her for it afterward.


The words died on her
lips though when she saw the woman sitting half way across the room from Rhett,
pleasuring herself.


Rhett looked from
Aleshia to Leah, a knowing smile on his face. “What’s wrong, little girl; did
you think someone else was getting what you wanted?”


Seeing the smile on
Rhett’s face Leah felt like a fool. He’d known just how to get a reaction from
her. “I didn’t want…” She balled her hands into fists at her side and turned
her head away childishly.


In one quick move Rhett
was on his feet and across the room to her. He took hold of her around the
waist with one hand so she couldn’t get away and forced his other hand between
her legs. She was wet, just like he’d known she would be. “You can lie to me
all you want, baby,” he told her, “but your body tells the truth.” He stroked
her slowly, while the woman on the couch continued pleasuring herself. “That
should be your body about to explode, baby. See how good she’s making herself
feel, don’t you wish that was you?”


Leah hated to watch the
woman but found she couldn’t look away. Her tanned legs were spread wide as she
slowly inched her fingers in and out of her drenched core. Rhett’s fingers
methodically stroked her with the same rhythm the woman was using on her own
body, building her up to breaking point.


Just when she was about
to explode Rhett withdrew his fingers, drawing forth a moan of disappointment.
He drew her in front of him and slid his hands up to cup her breasts. “Watch
her come baby, see how it makes you feel,” he whispered in her ear as he
pinched and tweaked her nipples, which were stiff as erasers with her arousal.
“She’s going to do it now, baby, look at how her legs are tensing and her hips
are arching off that couch.”


Leah couldn’t stop
watching; the sight made her heart race and her body ache. She wanted to touch
herself, to have Rhett touch her, better yet, to have him take her. She even
thought of the woman tasting her; anything to find the release she was aching
for. 


It was overwhelming how
the simple act of watching another woman find release filled her with such a
need to do the same. As the woman’s orgasm exploded through her and her body
trembled desire surged through Leah’s body, leaving her with a burning ache.


“Go to her, baby, tell
her to touch you,” Rhett insisted softly, sensing how turned on she was.


“Sir, I can’t,” she
whispered, though her mind was screaming at her to do just that.


“Do it! I want to see
her pleasure you.” His voice turned cold, knowing she needed a push to make her
follow her own needs.


Obeying his command she
left the comfort of his arms and walked over to the woman on the couch. Her
knees shook with every step. Leah looked down at the woman before her when she
reached the couch; she was so beautiful she could have been a model, her tanned
skin contrasting with the paleness of her own.


For a moment Leah
didn’t speak, she couldn’t, but then she looked over at Rhett and the
expression on his face made her turn back to the woman. “Please touch me,” she
whispered the words so quietly she wasn’t sure if she’d actually said them, or
if she’d just thought them.


The woman stood and
motioned to the couch. “Lie down and spread your legs,” she told Leah, smiling
as her cocoa eyes roamed over her body.


Leah didn’t argue with
the woman, she simply did as she was told; she set one foot on the floor, while
the other she draped over the top of the couch. A part of her said what she was
doing was wrong, but it was so exciting. She had wondered before what it would
be like to be touched by a woman, and now was her chance to find out.


At the first touch of
the woman’s fingers on her clit Leah bucked off the couch. Her touch was
gentle, not like the roughness of Rhett’s fingers, and it felt incredible. It
felt even better when the fingers slid inside her. Where Rhett was all muscles
and steel, the woman touching her then was silk and lace; even the smell of her
was appealing.


When Aleshia’s mouth
took the place of her fingers Leah clenched nervously, but as a woman the
islander knew just how to please another woman and it wasn’t long before Leah
sank back, her eyes closed, and gave herself over to the pleasure.


Watching his beautiful
girl’s face Rhett was pleased with how she responded to Aleshia. He already
knew Leah was an incredibly sensual woman, but now he knew also that he would
be able to include her when he trained other submissive’s and she would find
pleasure in that.


His cock strained
against his pants as he watched his girl move ever closed to orgasm, and he
knew he could deny himself no longer. “Thank you for your help this evening,
Aleshia, you may go.” The submissive wasn’t his, but he’d known her Master for
many years, he’d been allowed to borrow her on the agreement he would not use
her sexually himself.


“Thank you, Sir; I hope
I have pleased you.” Getting to her feet Aleshia bent and surprised Leah by
kissing her passionately, letting her taste her own juices as she tugged on the
piercing in her clit hood gently. “I enjoyed you, honey; it’s a pity we don’t
have longer to play together.” She pulled her dress down and left the room.


“Over the arm of the
couch, baby,” Rhett said the moment Aleshia was gone. “I want to fuck you now!”
He watched as she scrambled off the couch, still unfulfilled. He had purposely
stopped the other woman before she made Leah cum, wanting him to be the one
that brought her to orgasm. He pulled his pants and underwear down, but didn’t
waste time taking his clothes off before he walked over to her.


Bending her over the
couch he slid into her with one long, hard thrust. “Reveal what you truly
desire, and you’re a whore; deny what your body craves, and you’re a lady. That
is what society thinks of women.” He slowly pulled himself from her clenching
folds, only to thrust forward again quickly. “To want is shameful, to desire is
wrong. Society has come a long way, but it is still not truly ready to accept
women as sexual beings.” Pumping quickly in an out of her he allowed his words
to trail off.


Pulling her hair back
roughly, while buried deep inside her, he whispered passionately in her ear.
“I’m giving you the chance to shun what society demands of you because you’re a
woman.” He bit the tender lobe of her ear quickly and then inched out of her
tightness, only to drive in again and again before pausing once more, holding
her hips as he forced her to remain still. “With these ten nights you are
getting to live out what most women only fantasize about. To discover and
expand the limits of your being, to become more than you once thought possible,
more than society believes you should be.” He pounded into her again, pausing
once more when he felt her on the edge. “It’s your choice, sweetheart. The
question is, do you have the strength to keep going? Or will you allow the
world to force you to hide your sexuality and your true self, to hide your
deepest desires out of shame.”


“Please, Sir,” she
moaned as her body remained on the precipice, aching with need. Shivers of
longing moved through her; she needed to let go, to soar to that place of
ecstasy that only he could give her, but he wouldn’t.


“I’ve opened the door,
now it’s down to you.” Rolling his hips slightly he felt her silken flesh hold
him tighter than any woman had; he longed for his own release but held back,
needing to know if she was going to give in. “It’s only going to get more
intense,” he told her. “I’m going to challenge everything you think you know
about yourself, push you beyond what you think you’re capable of. Tell me, are
you going to give me the full ten nights?”


Her core throbbed,
hovering almost painfully on the edge of release. “Please, Sir, please fuck me.
I’ll give you whatever you want! Just please, I need it.”


“That’s my girl.”
Smiling, he rode her savagely, holding nothing back. She belonged to him more
than even she knew just then. As her body drenched him with passion he felt his
own release build within him; with one more thrust he withdrew quickly and
pumped himself with his hand. Two strokes and he came, exploding over the
flawless skin of her back.


She was breathless with
the force of his passion and the words he had spoken, and surprised by the heat
of his release on her skin. There was no doubt in her mind that she was in far
deeper than she’d expected to get, and wasn’t sure she’d be able to find her
way out.


The knowledge filled
her with a combination of fear and peace. He could crush her soul, or take her
higher than she’d ever imagined possible. She had never expected another person
to have so much control over her and she found the thought of surrendering to
another’s will exciting.


Lifting her into his
arms Rhett carried her into the bathroom, her head resting weakly on his chest.
It was more than just the physical exhaustion from their passion; mentally she
was so wound up she could barely think.


He washed her body with
a tenderness that had her on the edge of tears and then he carried her to the
bed. They made love twice more before she had to beg him to allow her to rest.


“Sleep my sweet, sweet
Leah, tomorrow I will expand your mind even more.” Pulling her into his arms he
held her until her even breathing told him she was asleep. With a smile of
contentment he allowed himself to drift off as well, satisfied that she would
soon be willing to become his slave.
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A Day in paradise


 


 


The next morning the
four of them enjoyed breakfast together on the veranda, basking in the early
morning sun as they ate. 


When they made their
plans for the day Leah was surprised to learn that Rhett and David wouldn’t be
in meetings all day, like they had been the day before. The news pleased her
since it meant she got to explore the island with Rhett.


They weren’t able to
explore straight away, Rhett had to attend an early meeting, which he assured
her would only last for about an hour. While he and David went off to their
meeting, Leah and Janie got changed into their bikinis and made for the beach,
where they took advantage of the time they had.


First off they both went
parasailing. Leah was extremely nervous as she was strapped up and given the
safety instructions for what to do if she encountered any problems, but once
the boat took off and pulled her up into the air she forgot her worries. 


She couldn’t see all of
the island, but the view she had was fantastic, as was the ability to be able
to see down into the water, which was so clear she could see a manta ray as it
idly made its way beneath the boat.


When the ride was over,
it finished far too soon in her opinion, Leah was exhilarated, and a bit
disappointed to have to stand on the beach and watch as her friend had her
turn. She promised herself she would do it again, just as soon as she had an
opportunity.


With the parasailing
out of the way the two of them returned to the hotel and the pool, where they
enjoyed a leisurely swim while they waited for their men to join them.


Neither Leah nor Janie
was surprised when the meeting ran over the expected hour, but they didn’t have
to wait too long before the men arrived at the pool. They separated at that
point, with David and Janie going off to enjoy some time alone, while Rhett and
Leah did the same.


To Leah’s delight,
Rhett allowed her to select what they did and she took full advantage of it.
They started off by hiring a Jet Ski and racing around the bay, with Leah
holding on tight to Rhett; soon enough she was enjoying herself so much she
wanted to get at the controls herself. 


Since Rhett wasn’t
willing to surrender the Jet Ski they compromised by hiring a second one; and
after a quick tutorial for Leah they were off. Driving the Lamborghini she had
been given was one thing, the Jet Ski was something else altogether. It lacked
the speed of the sports car, not that she had gone beyond the speed limit in
it, but the maneuverability of the Jet Ski, and the ability to go wherever she
wished with it without having to consider traffic restrictions, made it
infinitely more fun. 


After an hour or so
they returned the Jet Skis and went on to the next bit of fun, an exploration of
the island. Where Janie had kept their exploration to the beach and the resort,
Rhett took them out of the resort and around the rest of the island, his long
strides forcing Leah to half jog at times to keep up.


Following well defined
paths through the jungle that covered most of the island Leah lost track of the
time, and had no idea how far they walked. During the course of their
exploration, which Leah soon realized Rhett had done before, they saw a variety
of animals, most of which she couldn’t begin to identify, and Rhett didn’t
bother to. 


The animals came in all
shapes and sizes, from little rodent like creatures that scurried across the
path in front of them, to animals that made the undergrowth shake with their
passage. Some of them ran off at their approach, the movement of the
undergrowth the only indication they were there, while others ambled into the
path and stopped to eye them boldly. 


Every time their
passage was blocked Leah wished she had a camera with her, the pictures she
could have taken would have made her friends back in Mississippi, not to
mention her college friends, green with envy. 


The journey through the
jungle, and the animals they saw were amazing enough, but they were nothing
compared to what awaited them at the end of the path. 


Stepping off the path
onto a strip of sandy beach Leah was entranced by the beautiful sight before
her. The beach led down to a pool of deep blue-green water, and off to one side
a waterfall cascaded down from a rocky outcrop at the edge of the pool. To add
to the beauty of what she was seeing, colorful birds were flying back and forth
over the water; there were so many different varieties and Leah wished she had
a clue what they were, just so she could tell people she’d seen them.


A popping sound drew
her attention away from the birds and the waterfall and looking around she saw
that Rhett hadn’t brought her out into the jungle just for some exercise and to
see the wildlife. Two members of the resort staff were standing a short
distance away, where they had laid out a sumptuous picnic just back from the
water’s edge. 


To describe it as
picnic seemed to be an insult though, at least to Leah’s mind, it was more like
a banquet. A colorful blanket was covered with all kinds of food, from dishes
of freshly sliced fruit, to a platter of assorted meats and so many other
things she couldn’t see how they could possibly eat it all. In the center of
the blanket was a bucket of ice, in which resided a freshly opened bottle of
wine.


She realized it must
have been the sound of the bottle being opened that attracted her attention.


“Oh, Rhett!” she
sighed, when she recovered from the initial shock of the surprise. “This is
beautiful, thank you.”


“Anything for my
beautiful girl,” he said in reply. “Thank you,” he dismissed the resort staff,
who turned and disappeared down the path as if they had never been there.


The sight of the food
made Leah realize how hungry she was. She hadn’t been aware of her hunger during
their exploration of the jungle, so distracted had she been by everything
around them. Now though, she was reminded that her stomach was empty and she
was starving.


Together they settled
onto the blanket to enjoy the food and the wine. Conversation was limited as
they ate, but the silence was a companionable one, made all the more enjoyable
by the sounds of nature, which came from all around them. 


Before long Leah was
satiated from the food and relaxed by the wine, and without realizing it she
drifted off as the sun beat down on her, more content than she could remember
being.


Waking with a start
Leah found herself disorientated; she wasn’t sure where she was or what time it
was and she sat up quickly, looking all around as panic surged through her
body. She settled back, remembering where she was, when she saw Rhett, who was
propped up on one elbow watching her, an amused smile on his face.


“You look more
beautiful than ever when you’re sleeping, sweetheart,” he said.


Leah blushed in
response as she pushed herself up into a sitting position and looked around
again. The view was as breathtaking as when she’d first arrived at the pool,
and so peaceful she wished she never had to leave there.


“Let’s go swimming,”
Rhett said suddenly, pushing himself to his feet. “I need some exercise.”


“But we don’t have any
towels or anything,” Leah protested. She immediately regretted her words as a
flash of anger passed across his face, but it was gone as quickly as it had
appeared. 


“That doesn’t matter,
the sun will dry us off, now join me.” A note of command entered his voice as he
shucked the last of his clothes, dropping them onto the blanket, and made his
way toward the water, naked and unashamed.


“Yes, Sir.” Leah nodded
and quickly removed the loose-fitting top she’d put on to keep herself cool.
That left in her one of the G-string bikinis she’d bought at Rhett’s urging,
which she was only wearing then because he had insisted on it that morning.


She let the top fall to
the blanket and then approached the water. “Is it safe?” she asked nervously as
she took her first into the inviting coolness. She didn’t know what sort of
animals or fish might be lurking in the waters of the pool, and some of those
she had seen on the way there were enough to give her alarm.


“Of course,” Rhett
answered with a laugh at her concern. “There’s nothing in here but a few fish;
nothing that’s going to hurt you, except maybe me.” 


Relieved Leah moved
further into the water, feeling it get deeper as she went. When she felt it was
deep enough she dived forward, submerging herself completely before coming to
the surface alongside Rhett. 


“This is gorgeous.”
Turning so she was floating on her back Leah idly stroked away from Rhett. 


Before she got too far
he caught her by the ankle and pulled her back to him. “You’re gorgeous. More
gorgeous than anything on this island,” he told her. Letting go of her ankle he
took her into his arms and kissed her, his tongue delving between her lips to wrestle
with her own while his hands slid up her back.


The water where they
were wasn’t deep, but it was deep enough and Leah had to wrap her legs around
his waist and her arms around his neck in order to kiss him back.


It wasn’t until he
pulled her bikini top out from between them that Leah realized he had undone
it, she hadn’t felt a thing. With an idle toss he threw the top over his
shoulder towards the beach, following it a moment later with the bottom half of
the g-string bikini.


When she was as naked
as he was Rhett gently pulled her arms from around his neck and leaned her back
so she was floating on the water, her legs still wrapped around his waist. “Fucking
beautiful, babe,” he said, looking down on her as he ran his hands over her
torso. 


Tweaking her nipples
ever so slightly he drew a gasp from her; he leant forward then and suckled
her, moving from one peak to the other until both nipples were as hard as
erasers.


“Please, Sir,” Leah
moaned as she rubbed herself against his length beneath the water. 


“Please what?” Rhett
asked, enjoying the feeling of her velvety lips against him. “Tell me what you
want.” He didn’t even need to run his fingers down to the silken cleft between
her legs to know she was ready for him. 


“Please, Sir, I need
you, I need to feel you inside of me. I want you to take me now.”


“What if someone comes
along?” he asked, an amused smile on his face as he lazily rolled his hips,
rubbing himself against her in time with her own movements. When his head ran
along her slit he felt her push forward, trying to capture him, but he slid
away, leaving her to groan in disappointment.


Leah moaned again as
she tried once more to secure him within her velvet prison. “I don’t care, let
them come, let them see us, just please, please take me, Sir.”


“Whatever you desire,
babe.” Holding her hips he rotated his own and in one quick move he penetrated
her, burying himself to the hilt in her.


He paused like that for
a moment, with them joined at the groin, and then he slowly withdrew until just
his head was inside her. Again and again he slid into her and withdrew, his
rhythm agonizingly slow as he drove her to the brink of orgasm and then held
her from it.


Soon enough she was
begging him to give her release but he held back, torturing her all the more
until finally he could stand it no more himself. Increasing his pace until the
water around their groins was being churned into a froth, Rhett drove Leah to
first one orgasm and then a second, making her scream aloud, startling the
birds in the nearby trees into flight.


His own release came
soon after and he quickly pulled out of her to spray his cum across her belly
and breasts. His chest heaving he drew Leah up into his arms and held her tight
against him as she too recovered her breath. It took a few minutes to do so,
and when they had regained their composure he cleaned them off.


Together they made for
the beach, where they sank onto the blanket with the remains of their picnic to
allow the sun to dry them off.













 


 


 


[bookmark: Fourteen]14


THREE TIMES THE FUN


 


 


When they finally made
it back to the hotel Leah was ready to relax, more than ready in fact. She
wanted nothing more than to sink into the huge tub the bathroom boasted and
soak for the rest of the evening. 


It came as an
unpleasant shock to her when Rhett announced that they had another night to
mark off their list. She had allowed herself to forget the ten nights in the
pleasure of their day together. 


“Sir, could we maybe
just not have this night tonight?” she asked timidly. She didn’t want to ruin
the incredible mood Rhett was in but was really tired.


He held out his hand to
her and smiled when she immediately took it. He knew how tired she was, it had
been an exhausting day, so he understood her desire, but his plans could not be
changed. “I have already made arrangements for our last two nights together
here, sweetheart.” He pulled her into an embrace and kissed the top of her
head. “I promise you can sleep late tomorrow.”


She nodded wearily
against his chest, not wanting to disappoint him. “Okay, sir.”


“Go take a hot bath, my
sweet, it will relax your muscles and I’ll have dinner waiting for you when you
get out.” He felt it was fair concession. He turned her around and pushed her
gently in the direction of the bathroom, patting her backside lightly,
encouraging her to do as he asked.


Leah walked into the
bathroom feeling dead on her feet. The heat of the island, combined with the
exertion of all the walking she had done, not to mention their frenzied
lovemaking in the pool, had sapped her energy. She felt better as she slipped
into the steaming hot water and allowed herself to soak for a while, just
drifting there while the heat relaxed her aching muscles.


She intended only to
soak for a few minutes before cleaning herself, but the combination of her
tiredness and the soothing effect of the water in the bath soon had her asleep.


That was how Rhett
found her half an hour later. Dead to the world, her head resting on the
cushion placed at the top of the bath for just that purpose. Smiling in an
amused fashion he shook his head as he bent over and lifted her from the tub.


Her eyes opened as he
picked her up and she smiled at him sleepily. She looked so young and innocent
while still half asleep, he couldn’t believe she was the same woman whose body
he had enjoyed over the past few nights. “I wish now I could cancel our plans
for the evening.” He chuckled softly at her blush and lowered her to her feet. 


Drying her body gently
he wrapped her in a large towel. “Your dinner is in the other room; go eat
while I grab a quick shower.”


“Thank for you dinner,
Sir, and for today, it was wonderful.” Smiling she left him, following the
heavenly aromas to where the food waited for her. On the veranda table was a
glass of wine and a sterling silver covered tray, a long stemmed red rose sat
in a small vase next to it, while a single white candle provided light for her
meal. He really was pampering her she thought, grinning.


Sitting on one of the
cushioned chairs she reached over to lift the cover off the tray. Though she
had eaten plenty at the picnic Rhett had arranged for their lunch, the
swimming, the sex and all the walking had left her ravenous and she was
delighted to see Chicken Masala, one of her favorite dishes, on the tray.


Eagerly she set the
cover aside and dug into the meal; it was delicious, her hunger making it taste
all the more so. She ate more than was good for her but she enjoyed every
morsel of it, and only when she was finally full and could eat no more did she
put her fork down.


Feeling more awake Leah
sipped the last of her wine and then made her way into the bedroom, where she
was gifted with the sight of a glistening Rhett, a towel wrapped around his
waist. She couldn’t help herself, her eyes roamed over his chiseled abs and
strong chest.


“I wish we had time for
me to show you what a look like that will get you, sweetheart, but you need to
get that sexy ass dressed.” Winking at her he walked into the closet and pulled
out a pair of black dress pants and a dark grey dress shirt. Walking back out
he laid them on the bed. “Go dry your hair, babe, I’ll lay out something for
you to wear as soon as I’m dressed.”


She didn’t argue, right
then she didn’t care what she wore as long as it pleased him. Once she had
untangled her long hair with a comb she dried it thoroughly. With that done she
took out her cosmetics bag and dusted a light layer of bronzer over her face,
she then applied a touch of mascara and finished by adding a hint of color to
her lips with a coral gloss.


Rhett was already
dressed when she returned to the bedroom and she hurried to pull on a pair of
lacy white panties. Not sure what bra to wear she glanced over to the bed to
see what he had picked out for her. It was one of the silk mini-dresses with
spaghetti straps so she grabbed a strapless half bra. 


“You look gorgeous,
baby, now grab your shoes and let’s get out of here,” he told when she had
slipped the dress on over her head and settled it over her hips. “I don’t want
to be late.” With that he walked out into the main room to make a phone call.


Finding her three inch
heels Leah slid them on, grabbed her purse and joined Rhett in the main room of
the suite. “Ready when you are, Sir,” she announced with a smile that she hoped
hid her nerves, she had no idea what he was going to teach her, and as she had
been on the previous nights she was a mix of nerves and excitement.


He held out his hand
for her and together they left the room. When they were outside they made the
brief walk to the dock, where, to Leah’s surprise, Rhett guided her into a
waiting powerboat. Stifling her curiosity as best she could she sat back as the
boat took off across the water.


It took almost no time
for the boat to reach their destination, another island in the chain, and Rhett
climbed out quickly before turning to assist Leah out onto the dock. “We are
meeting a dear friend of mine tonight, Leah; he owns the resort on this island.
I am sure you will find him as charming as most other women do,” he said as he
led her up the dock to the hotel, which was just as beautiful as where they
were staying.


It was clear to Leah
that Rhett’s friend was rich; she could only imagine how rich he must be to own
an entire holiday resort, especially one so beautiful and exclusive.


“I want you to remember
something tonight, sweetheart,” Rhett said as they walked through the doors and
into the impressive lobby. “By pleasing me you also please yourself.” He
squeezed her hand lightly and guided her over to the golden gilded elevators.


Leah could only wonder
at what he meant as the lift rose swiftly to the top floor of the hotel. His
words were pushed from her mind however when the doors open; before her was a
suite that looked as though it took up the entire floor. She could only gasp at
the opulence she saw.


She was still taking in
the suite when a man walked forward into her field of vision. Immediately her
focus was drawn away from the suite, and its decorations, and onto him. He was
handsome, almost impossibly so, with movie star looks that could have earned
him millions even if he didn’t possess a single ounce of acting ability.


He wasn’t as large and
muscular as Rhett, but the skintight t-shirt he was wearing showed Leah that he
had a physique to make men jealous and women swoon. His jet black hair was
swept back in a casual style, which she was sure was anything but casual, while
his grey eyes sparkled with amusement as he looked her over appreciatively.


“It has been too long
my friend.” The hunk moved forward to embrace Rhett, pulling him into a bear
hug.


Leah could only watch
in surprise as the two men greeted each other. In her experience men shook
hands, or slapped each other on the ass; she had never before seen men be so
open and affectionate in their greetings.


“Come, Leah, meet
Manuel.” Rhett smiled broadly and held out his hand for her to join them. 


“She is even lovelier
than you told me in our conversations,” Manuel said. Taking Leah’s hand he
lifted it to his lips and kissed it gallantly. “A pleasure to meet you.”


He had a strong accent
and a charming manner that Leah was instantly attracted to. “It’s very nice to
meet you, Sir.” She wasn’t sure what to call him, but assumed that being a
close friend of Rhett’s he had at least some knowledge of his lifestyle.


“So well trained
already.” Manuel nodded approvingly, smiling at Rhett. “I am impressed, old
friend.” He looked back at Leah. “Am I to assume she has not been told why you
have brought her to me?”


“You would assume correctly.”
Rhett chuckled at the confused look that crossed Leah’s face. “She does know
that this will be part of our ten nights. I can only hope she does as well
tonight as she has during the other nights.” He spoke to his friend but kept
his eyes on Leah, attempting to read her mood.


“I am sure if you have
been training her that she will do very well,” Manuel remarked. “Shall we get
more comfortable?” he asked. Not waiting for either of them to answer he walked
off, knowing Rhett would follow, and sure his submissive would do so as well.


Rhett took Leah’s hand
and led her after his friend, whispering softly, “You do this tonight to show
me that you trust me in all things.”


Leah was becoming more
and more nervous. She got the distinct impression that whatever was going to
happen that night was something she wouldn’t be comfortable with. Her heart
beat faster with every step and when she walked into the room Manuel had
disappeared into she froze.


Manuel was waiting for
them in a bedroom. In the center of which was a very large bed; it was larger
than any bed she had ever seen and it overshadowed everything else in the room.



“I don’t understand,
Sir,” Leah whispered in confusion, looking from Rhett to Manuel and back again,
not understanding why both of them were smiling at her in such a strange way.


“Tonight, Leah, we will
both enjoy you.” Rhett watched her eyes widen with fear and when she took a few
steps away from him he knew it was time to command her. “This is not debatable,
sweetheart,” he told her firmly. “You have nothing to fear, and a world of
pleasure to be gained.”


“I c-can’t, Sir.” She
looked at him in shock, finding it hard to speak. She couldn’t believe what he
was asking of her. It was too much. The very thought of it made her heart race
in fear.


“Do you remember what
we discussed last night, Leah?” His grew even more cold and stern. “I can only
unlock your passion when you trust me completely.”


“I c-can’t do this,
Sir, please, I’m begging you not to ask me.” How could he even want such a
thing?  


Sure, Manuel was an
extremely gorgeous man, and she doubted many girls turned him down, but what
Rhett was asking of her then went beyond anything she had done for him. She
knew that some women, not any that she knew personally, were okay with the idea
of sleeping with two men at the same time, but she knew she was not that kind
of woman. She was sure that she would never become the type of woman who would
be okay with having two lovers at the same time.


“You’re overthinking
things, Leah, undress, now!” Rhett knew just how hard what he had planned would
be for her, it was pushing her boundaries further than they’d ever been pushed
in her life. He wasn’t prepared to back down though; if she didn’t use her safe
words then the night was going to go ahead as planned.


“I c-can’t, Sir,” she
cried out softly, lowering her head. She didn’t like denying him, and hated
that he was going to be upset with her, but it was just too much. She shook her
head, fighting back tears.


Manuel watched the
beautiful girl fall apart and smiled warmly. She had no idea what pleasures
awaited her in their arms. He knew instinctively, and from the talks he had had
with Rhett, that she would enjoy it, all she had to do was surrender.


He was curious to see
who was going to win the battle of wills. An innocent in his lifestyle was a
rarity and he wondered if someone with her limited experience could be
convinced to love so freely.


Rhett had no intention
of accepting defeat and with no warning he reached out. In a quick move he
pulled the straps off her shoulders so the dress fell to pool at her feet. 


Her hands moved
instinctively to cover her chest, shocked that he had done such a thing in
front of a man who was a stranger to her, no matter how beautiful she thought
he was. “Sir, please stop!” She was humiliated, and in that moment she felt
herself hating Rhett. She didn’t understand how he could treat her in such a
fashion, especially after the day they had spent together.


“Don’t fight me on
this, girl, just surrender and allow yourself to enjoy it. Tomorrow you will
wonder what you were so afraid of.” Wrapping his arms around her waist he held
her tight against him. Her body was trembling violently but he was sure that
was mainly from embarrassment.


“You have no need to be
embarrassed, dear one,” Manuel told her, “your body is perfeccion.” He glanced
over her slender form, thinking how fortunate his friend was to own her.


Leah closed her eyes
tightly, willing her heart to stop racing and her breathing to slow. It was all
too much; she wasn’t ready to explore things as deeply as Rhett wanted her to.
Her mental anguish was so deep she didn’t feel his fingers work the clasp on
her bra, and didn’t realize he’d released it until he firmly pulled her hands
down by her side firmly. She whimpered as the cool air swirled over her breasts,
hardening her nipples into tiny buds.


Manuel walked forward
until he stood before the trembling beauty and lowered his mouth to one of her
tempting peaks. Suckling it he felt her instinctively try to pull back, she was
unable to do so however because Rhett held her in place. Manuel flicked his
tongue across her nipple and gently nipped at her; her soft groan of pleasure
and pain made him harden instantly.


“Rhett, please, Sir,”
she whimpered, hating that her body was responding to Manuel’s attention when
emotionally she wished to be anywhere else.


Holding her hands at
her side, using his strength to keep her still, Rhett lowered his mouth to her
ear and whispered, “Stop thinking, sweetheart, and feel.” He was finding it difficult
to watch Manuel touch what he considered to be his, but he was determined that
she would have the experience.


Manuel trailed his
mouth to her other breast as his hand moved down her flat stomach and under the
band of the small wisp of lace that covered her sex. His fingers slid over her
smooth mound and between her soft folds, pleased by the dampness he found
there. Lifting his head he spoke huskily, “Your body is loving what I’m doing.”
He lowered his mouth to her abdomen and feeling her tense his tongue delved
into her navel, swirling it around briefly.


Leah held her breath as
his tongue tickled her. His fingers were creating the most delicious friction
but her mind screamed at her that it was wrong to be enjoying what he was doing
to her.


Rhett was fighting his
own issues as he watched his friend touch his girl, but he refused to end it.
He knew that if he was going to share her, he would at least be involved in her
finding pleasure. “We should move this to the bed,” he said, his tone more
harsh than he intended.


Manuel looked up at his
friend, surprised by his tone, and even more surprised by the jealousy he saw
in his eyes. It was clear the young woman between them meant more to his friend
than he was willing to admit to himself. “Are you certain you want to do this?”
he asked.


Rhett lifted Leah as
Manuel removed his fingers and he carried her over to the bed with long
strides. “This is what she needs.” He carefully laid her on the bed, ignoring
the look in her eyes that begged him to stop.


“Sir, please,” she
whispered, not liking the angry look on his face. She was sure he was going to
force her to go through with it and hated that she might derive even the
slightest hint of pleasure from the act.


“Remember when I told
you before that I would be lenient with you because you were new, Leah?” He
needed this to happen as much for him as for her. She was becoming too much of
an obsession, he couldn’t think rationally any longer.


“I remember, Sir,” she
whispered softly, not sure what he was meaning.


“That no longer
applies,” he watched her eyes widen in fear, “if you stop any night, this
ends.” He knew he was being cold and unfair but there had to be some way to
ease the possessive need he felt for her, and he hoped that night would do it.
If he could watch her with another man then her innocence would no longer be a
factor. At least that was how he rationalized what he was doing.


A single tear slid down
her cheek at his words. “You want me to be your whore, Sir?”


“I want you to agree to
do whatever I ask of you, without question.” His eyes bore into hers, wondering
if she would break or walk away. He wasn’t sure which reaction would please him
more.


Forcing herself to take
deep breaths Leah considered what he was really demanding of her. She could
walk away tonight and never see him again, or she could give in to his demented
idea of passion and live with the consequences. It was an overwhelming decision
to make and her mind reeled; was she ready to end it and walk away?  


The answer was no, and
tears ran down her cheeks as she realized it. She hated him for asking of her
what he had, and she hated herself for not being strong enough to leave.
Nodding she spoke softly, “I’m not ready for this to end, Sir.” Laying her
hands on the bed by her sides she trembled, not knowing just what she was
giving in to.


Rhett knew he should be
elated when she finally submitted to him, but the feeling in his gut wasn’t one
of joy over her decision. Strengthening his resolve he lowered himself onto the
bed and kissed her. It wasn’t a kiss of loving tenderness, or of passion, it
was a kiss to show his possession of her. “Tonight you will know what it means
to belong to me utterly.” His hands went to the scrap of lace that covered her
sex and pulled it down her shaking limbs.


Manuel removed his
clothes, not certain his friend was ready to share his pet. She was incredibly
beautiful, and he couldn’t wait to enjoy her, but there was an air of tension
in the room that concerned him. They had been friends for many years, and had
shared many women, but he had never seen his friend act the way he was just
then, it was clear he was struggling with the idea of having feelings for his
latest submissive. “Rhett, you are sure this is something you wish to pursue?”
he asked, needing his friend to be certain.


Rhett stood and
undressed quickly, refusing to allow himself the time to change his mind. He
needed this for his own sanity, and to remind himself who was in control. The
girl was his pet, and until he could be sure of his own state of mind he’d do
whatever it took to put her in the same place as the submissives before her.
“Let’s enjoy our little slut,” he said finally.


Leah closed her eyes at
his words, wishing she had the nerve to tell him to go to hell for his comment.
She didn’t doubt for a minute that he would send her away if she denied him,
and a part of her thought that would be for the best.


As both men joined her
on the bed she tensed, if she was going to stop this she knew she needed to do
so then, otherwise it would be too late. Why she remained still and silent as
their hands found her breasts she would wonder long after the night ended.


Rhett lowered his mouth
to her breast and suckled deeply, his teeth scraping lightly over the hardened
peak. Knowing that Manuel was enjoying her other breast enraged him, and he
tried to shut out the anger and jealousy that threatened to overwhelm his mind,
to think of Leah as just another submissive, but he couldn’t. His hand squeezed
her creamy mound tightly, forcing a gasp of pain from her.


His hand moved down to
her smooth mound and he plunged two fingers into her. She wasn’t dry, but
neither was she fully ready for him. His eyes moved to her face and he saw her
eyes were shut tight while her entire body was rigid and tense. Seeing that he
forced himself to gain control over his volatile emotions and pulled his
fingers from her clenching folds; it wasn’t supposed to be a punishment for
her, he told himself with a mental shake.


“Taste her, Manuel, she
is so sweet,” he told his friend. A tiny voice at the back of his mind told him
he should stop things, that what he was doing wasn’t right, but she had her
safe words, he reminded himself, if she truly wanted to stop what was happening
she could.


Determined that she
should not regret what was happening, that she should find as much pleasure as
them, he moved up her body and claimed her lips gently.


As she lay there Leah
wished the night would end. If it was what he needed to stoke his ego then she
would give it to him, she thought angrily, but she was damned if she was going
to enjoy it. She would not give him the satisfaction of finding pleasure in
what was happening.


His lips gently pried
hers apart and his tongue slid between them, drawing her attention to him, and
away from what he was allowing to happen to her. As his tongue slowly danced
with hers she found her mind drifting off, making it difficult for her to
think.


Following Rhett’s
suggestion Manuel lowered himself between Leah’s beautiful thighs, lifting her
legs over his shoulder. He felt her become even more tense and rigid and slowly
trailed kisses up her thigh until his mouth settled over her soft folds and his
tongue lightly grazed the sensitive flesh of her clit.


He prided himself on
his talents with women, and his ability to always leave them satisfied by the
time he was finished. He was determined that this occasion would be no
different. She would enjoy the experience, no matter how much her mind tried to
resist her body. Spreading her nether lips with his fingers his tongue delved deep,
retreating and entering again; every so often he moved up to circle her clit
with his tongue and nip at it gently. 


The touch of a
stranger’s lips on her body should not have been pleasurable, Leah told
herself, she should not be enjoying it, but like the slut Rhett had called her
she felt her body respond. As much as she wanted to remain distant from what
was being done to her, to let them have their pleasure but not to enjoy it
herself, she found it impossible. 


Rhett’s hand on her
breasts and his tongue dancing with hers ignited her passion, while the feel of
Manuel’s tongue, diving into her core again and again, proved too much to
resist. Soon enough she felt her body flood with desire as her brain closed
itself off and gave her body over to the pleasure she was experiencing.


Her hips arched off the
bed, giving Manuel free reign over her body and he gripped her hips firmly as
he continued to explore her depths with his tongue. He darted it in and out of
her, lapping at her core before retreating and moving up to nip at her clit and
tease the piercing in her clit hood, then he started all over again.


Leah relaxed as she
surrendered to the passion and desire being generated in her; almost
immediately her body tensed again and she lost all reasoning as she came
undone. Overwhelmed by the sensation she moaned into Rhett’s mouth and dug her
nails into his shoulders, her legs squeezing tight around Manuel’s head.


Manuel’s fingers slowly
pushed inside her and then pulled out, moving down to her untried rosebud.
Gently he pushed the tip of his finger inside while she attempted to move away.


Pulling her lips from
Rhett’s Leah protested the unwelcome invasion of Manuel’s fingers. She
struggled against them as it dawned on her that they were planning on both
having her at the same time. In her earlier panic she hadn’t realized what it
might mean to have two lovers, now she did and panic set in. “Rhett, Sir,
please, I can’t!” She felt as though she was about to go into hysterics.


“You can do this, Leah,
and you will enjoy it,” Rhett told her, his mouth claiming hers again for a
brief moment. His hands traced their way over her body while Manuel’s mouth
reclaimed her clit. The sensation was overwhelming after the orgasm she’d just
had. “Trust me, I would never allow you to be here if I thought Manuel would
hurt you. This isn’t what tonight is about.”


His words, and Manuel’s
mouth on her core, left her thoughts a jumble. She knew there were a hundred
reasons she should be saying no, but the sensations were winning out over her
fears. She felt herself building toward release again and whimpered when Manuel
pulled away.


“How do you want to
take her?” Manuel asked, he was rock hard and knelt up to slide a condom onto
his impressive length, keeping his eye on their beautiful conquest.


“I will be the first to
have that sexy little ass,” Rhett said. He knew he was larger than Manuel, and
his friend would be less invasive, but he was not prepared to trust his friend
so far as to break her in, she was too important to him.


Manuel lay down beside
Leah. “Come ride me, baby,” he said, stroking himself. He ached to feel that
sweet little cunt engulf his length.


Leah bit her lip,
almost drawing blood; he’d left her on the edge of fulfillment and her core was
aching, but she still wasn’t sure she could do it. The thought of Rhett
entering her from behind was just a small part of her hesitation; she knew if
she went through with it, nothing would ever be the same again.


“Now, Leah!” Rhett
could see the indecision on her gorgeous face and refused to let her overthink
the situation. The look of pleading she gave him made his resolve falter but he
held firm. “Don’t make me ask you again, sweetheart.”


Tears filled her eyes
again; the endearment may have been gentle, but the look in his eyes told her
he expected nothing less than her submission. Trembling she lifted herself over
Manuel, who rubbed the head of his long cock briefly against her velvety lips.
Looking away from both men she slowly lowered herself onto his length, noting
as she did so difference in size between the two men.


Manuel loved how
tightly she gripped him, and his hands moved to her hips to guide her all the
way down onto him. Her soft gasp of pleasure had him rotating his hips, eager
to enjoy her as fully as he could. “So damn tight, little pet, you feel
wonderful!”


When she was fully
impaled on him she rested her body against his, needing to catch her breath.
Though not as well-endowed as Rhett, Manuel’s size was still overwhelming for
someone who had only recently lost her virginity, and she whimpered softly as
her body stretched to accommodate him. 


“Ride him, sweet girl,”
Rhett demanded; seeing Leah impaled on his friend made his possessive nature
flare but he forced it aside, focusing instead on the reason he had brought her
there.


He was a little
disappointed to see passion on her face, mixed with disbelief that she was
enjoying the experience, as she slowly lifted herself up and down, sliding
herself along Manuel’s length.


Climbing off the bed
Rhett stripped quickly. From a pocket of his pants he pulled out a small tube
of lube and applied it liberally to his cock. With that done he returned to the
bed, where he laid his hand on Leah’s back and gently pushed her down until she
was prone on top of Manuel. He then covered his fingers with more of the lube
and pressed his index finger against her tight rosebud; almost reluctantly her
tight orifice gave way, allowing him to slide in.


Leah gasped at the
feeling as his finger penetrated her. Having him inside her at the same time as
Manuel wasn’t horrible, but it did feel very strange. The strangeness changed
to discomfort when Rhett rotated his finger and eased a second in alongside the
first, stretching her. “Sir!” she cried out softly, torn by the conflicting
experiences, pleasure from Manuel and pain from Rhett.


“Relax for me, my sweet
girl; enjoy the feeling of him deep inside your pussy.” He knew what he was
about to do would be painful for her at first, but the more she relaxed the
less painful it would be. 


Despite the things they
had done since meeting he had never used that word before, it made her feel
naughty, but also a little turned on. Forcing herself not to resist his
invading fingers, or to try and evade them, she focused on the pleasure Manuel
was giving her and did her best not to think about what Rhett was doing.


She was so damn tight,
he thought, that he feared she wouldn’t be able to take him. He chided himself
for not having prepared her properly as his fingers moved slowly in an out of
her. “Baby, you need to relax as much as possible,” he told her. Removing his
fingers he told hold of his cock and pressed it against her tight bud.
Immediately she tensed and he knew he would never be able to get inside her as
she was. “Leah, you have to relax! If you don’t relax this will be painful, and
I don’t want to hurt you anymore than can be avoided.”


Manuel moved his
fingers down between their bodies and he tugged lightly on her piercing. “Focus
on how good that feels, pet,” he spoke softly, attempting to divert her thoughts
away from her Master. She felt so damn good he wanted to fuck her hard, but he
knew that was not going to happen until Rhett was inside her.


The slight pull on her
piercing sent a wave of pleasure soaring through Leah and she gasp. She needed
more of that wonderful sensation and rotated her hips to encourage Manuel to
continue. She couldn’t believe it was possible to feel so good while doing
something she knew was so wrong. 


Despite the distraction
Leah found it almost impossible to relax while being held on the edge of
release, but she did her best.


Rhett pushed forward as
her muscles unclenched and he was able to ease the head of his cock inside her
tight chamber. Her soft cry of pain forced him to hold still, which was the
opposite of what he wished to do; he wanted to thrust himself deep inside her
but he held back, allowing her to become accustomed to him.


“Stop,” Leah cried out.
She was definitely not on board with what Rhett was doing; the pain in her ass
was unbearable. It felt as though she was being torn apart and she wished he
would remove himself from her. She tried to pull away from him, to end the
pain, but the movement only succeeded in allowing him to inch further into her,
making her cry out again.


“Don’t move, baby, I’m
trying really hard not to hurt you.” Sweat formed on Rhett’s brow as he
resisted the urge to do as he desired. 


“Well you suck at it
and it hurts, now stop!” She was definitely ready for it to be over. She didn’t
care if he was mad with her, she was no longer feeling even the slightest bit
of pleasure, the pain was overriding what Manuel was doing to her.


He chuckled and shook
his head, then groaned at how good she felt, even only just inside her. “It
gets better, if it didn’t no one would ever do it.”


He’d used that line with
her before, and then he had been telling the truth. That time though he was
full of shit, she was sure, but knew there was nothing she could do then to
stop him. “Then hurry up and make it feel better, this hurts.” She was whining,
but didn’t care, as far as she was concerned she had a perfectly good reason
for whining. She couldn’t imagine why anyone would want a dick in their ass, it
was unnatural and painful; pleasure was not supposed to be painful.


“I’d tell you to put
her over your knee for her insolence,” Manuel said with a chuckle, “but right
now I’m about to get blue balls.” His cock throbbed with his need for release.


Leah was both amazed
and disturbed that the two men found the situation humorous. “I’m glad you guys
are having a good time here,” Leah snapped, surprising herself with her
reaction to what was going on, “but this bloody hurts, Sir!” She added the
honorific almost as an afterthought.


“I think the lady is
telling us to get on with it, Manuel.” Rhett was proud of his girl, even if he
was going to have to punish her later for her behavior. Then again, he thought
as he inched himself deeper into her and heard her whimper, perhaps this was
more punishment than she deserved. 


It wasn’t the first
time he’d taken a girl’s anal cherry, but he had never done so before while she
had another man’s cock buried in her pussy. He supposed it wasn’t one of his
most brilliant ideas, but it was too late to back away from it.


He could feel that she
was doing her best not to clench herself against him as he finally managed to
fill her completely, and knew she wasn’t enjoying it. He was sure that having
both of them inside of her at the same time was stretching to a point that was
more than a little uncomfortable. 


“Manuel, she is way too
tight,” Rhett said; the expression on Leah’s face as she looked over her
shoulder at him suggested if he tried to move right then she would safe word
her way out of the situation, and that would be the end of everything. He had
no desire to push things that far. “I think we’re going to have to reverse
positions.” 


Slowly and carefully
the two men turned over, keeping themselves within her. When they had settled
themselves Manuel began to thrust into her, his movements slow and steady.


Leah felt like a
stuffed sausage as Manuel pumped into her from the front and Rhett held still
inside her ass, once more she wished for it all to end. 


Wanting their little
pet to enjoy things, and to find her own release, even as his own building
within him, Manuel slid himself out of her and rubbed the head of his cock
against her piercing before sliding back in with agonizing slowness. The change
in her facial expression was immediate. Having found a rhythm that pleased her
he continued the gentle lovemaking, holding back his own needs as he attempted
to give her a night she would not soon forget.


Her core clenched him
tightly at the delicious friction. The strange fullness in her ass was starting
to enhance the feelings and she found herself moving back and forth as both of
them impaled her. Soft sounds, foreign to her ears, escaped her lips as she
felt her body tensing, rising to a pinnacle of pleasure that seemed to remain
tantalizingly just out of reach. “Please, Sirs!” she cried out, needing more
desperately than ever to come undone.


“That’s my sweet girl,”
Rhett soothed as Manuel increased his thrusts and he felt his own release
build. Moving his fingers between their bodies he tugged on her piercing. That
single act was enough to push her over the edge and her cry of pleasure echoed
off the walls as she came violently.


Her cry was enough to
send both men over the edge and they found their release simultaneously. 


Not wanting to crush
the girl Manuel withdrew from her and rolled off, settling onto the bed next to
her. Looking at her as she lay there, a sheen of sweat covering her beautiful
body, he knew if he was offered the opportunity to enjoy a second evening of
pleasure with her he would take it. Now that he had experienced her he could
understand his friend’s confused feelings, he was sure he would feel something
similar if he were to spend too much time with her.


“Still hate me, sweet
girl?” Rhett asked of Leah when she had regained her breath and awkwardly
pulled herself off him.


Her ass throbbed as his
now limp member slipped from her ass. “I’m still thinking about it, Sir,” she
said, rolling off him onto the other side of the bed she grabbed the sheet and
covered herself. She wasn’t sure how she felt, but hate seemed too strong a
word; she needed time to digest everything that had happened, and she had
allowed to happen.


“If you’re recovered
enough, I think we should go back to our hotel and talk about it.” He wasn’t
sure if she was serious or not and so kept his voice sincere. He had definitely
pushed her limits, he knew, and he felt more than a little guilty for the
decision he had made.


“Thank you for a
wonderful evening, babe.” He leaned over to kiss her cheek softly. The blush on
her cheeks told him how uncomfortable she was and he resolved to discuss things
with her fully just as soon as they were alone. Manuel pointed them to one
bathroom while he made for the other.


They showered without
speaking; Rhett could sense her uncertainty and wanted to get her back to their
hotel so they could talk. He needed to reassure himself that he hadn’t made a
horrible mistake with her. 
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Transformation


 


 


Leah was quiet during
the boat ride back to their island and Rhett noted she had a distant look in
her eyes. A look filled with uncertainty and pain. For the most part he wasn’t
an emotional man; in his experience emotions only got in the way, and he
preferred to keep his life as well ordered as possible.


Business and pleasure,
he planned it all carefully so as to avoid problems and complications. For the
first time in his life he found things moving in a fashion he hadn’t ordered,
and it left him feeling out of sorts.


The scene with Manuel
was one he had played out more than a dozen times with other submissives. His
ten night plan, as he liked to label it, brought women into his life that were
compatible with what he demanded; if a woman didn’t enjoy his ideas then they
didn’t belong in his life. At least that was what he’d always believed in the
past; tonight had been different, but he wasn’t sure why.


Leah had submitted to
his will, just as he had wanted, but he found little joy in having conquered
her. The women in his past were experienced in his way of life and having them
submit to his will was satisfying, conquering his Leah, despite her bravado,
felt wrong. 


To his surprise he felt
ashamed. He knew she could have used her safe word to end things, but doing so
would have ended things between them permanently, he had made that clear. What
choice had he given her? None he realized. He had manipulated and pushed her
into doing what he wanted, with little thought for her feelings.


Taking a deep breath he
allowed that realization to settle into his mind as they got out of the boat
and made their way up to the hotel.


Struggling with the
guilt and shame that filled her Leah trailed along behind Rhett, not really
aware that he was actually in front of her. All she could do was think about what
she had done.


Much as she wanted to,
she realized she couldn’t blame Rhett; he hadn’t truly forced her to go through
with the encounter with Manuel. She could have stopped things any time she
wanted, he had given her the ability to stop anything that he wanted her to do
right from the very first night. She had become exactly what he had called her
earlier; she thought miserably, she had become a slut.


Stepping into the
elevator Leah noticed Rhett’s presence beside her, but still refused to look at
him. He body was sore from being invaded in ways that were unknown to her, and
the aches drove home how far she had allowed things to go, which didn’t help
her frame of mind.


When they finally
reached their floor she waited patiently for him to open the door to their
room, and then hurried off to the bathroom. Locking the door she sank to the
floor, her back resting against it, and dropped her head to her knees, crying.


 


He should go to her,
Rhett thought as he paced the main room of their suite, he should go to her and
talk to her, comfort her, do something to try and make things right after what
he had put her through.


In the end he walked
over to the bar, poured himself a double scotch and downed it in one gulp. He
wasn’t a big drinker, in his opinion it didn’t pay to mix alcohol and the
things he enjoyed doing, but tonight was definitely cause to make an exception.


He couldn’t deny that
he’d enjoyed taking Leah’s sweet ass, it had been fucking great in fact, but
having some other man intimately involved with her had pissed him off. It had
been at his instigation and with his encouragement, but he still didn’t like it.
If he hadn’t been friends with Manuel for so long he doubted he would ever be
comfortable in the same room with him again.


His thoughts made
reality hit home hard; he wanted Leah, but he wanted her for himself, no other
man would ever put his hands on her again. If any man tried he would crush
their skull. The violence of his thoughts shocked him; he’d always been
possessive of the women he’d owned, it was his nature, but never to the extent
he felt towards Leah.


Always before he had
gotten off on sharing them, on making them do things they would never have dreamed
of before meeting him, but he knew he would never again be able to share Leah,
she was his, and his alone.


Pouring himself another
he gulped it down.


 


It took her a few
minutes but Leah finally pulled herself together and got to her feet. Stripping
off her dress and underwear she tossed them aside and stepped into the shower. Though
she had taken a shower with Rhett before leaving Manuel’s she still felt dirty.


Standing under the
cascading water she kept turning the lever until the water was so hot it almost
scalded her, and it lashed down with such intensity she wouldn’t have been
surprised if it had left bruises. She scrubbed herself furiously while the
water beat into her skin, her mind a confused blur of conflicting emotions.


She wanted to go home,
to get as far away from Rhett and what had happened as possible, but at the
same time she didn’t want to leave him. She wanted to scream at him for being
an unfeeling bastard, and wanted to beg him not to leave her. She felt no
better when she finally turned the water off and stepped out, she was still
confused and tormented. At that moment she hated that she loved him, and wished
she could kick him in the balls, just so he would feel some of the pain she
was.


Still angry and hurt
she made her way out to the main room. “That won’t ever happen again, Sir,” she
told Rhett, her voice almost whisper soft because she couldn’t summon the
energy to speak louder 


Rhett put down his
glass and looked over at Leah, seeing the pain in her beautiful eyes he nodded.
He was not about to argue with her, not when he wasn’t willing to allow another
man to touch her ever again. 


“I’m not sure I’ll ever
be able to put tonight behind me. I’m not blaming you, Sir, but I can’t be that
person.” She couldn’t blame him, she thought to herself, she could have used
her safe word and stopped the whole thing before it went too far, but she could
be angry at him for putting her in that situation to begin with.


“It’s a hard limit for
you.” It wasn’t a question; it was obvious the situation was a hard limit for
both of them.


“If that means I will
never do it again and expect you to never ask it of me, then yes, Sir, it’s a
hard limit.” She spoke without emotion, too drained for that. All she wanted to
do was crawl into bed and try and forget what had happened for a few hours.


He didn’t like the way
she was just then; the lack of emotion was what he wanted from his women, but
it was the opposite of what he had come to expect from his Leah and he found it
disturbing. It was ironic, he thought, the one thing he wanted she was now
giving him, emotional distance, and he hated it. “Understood,” he said with a
nod, not sure how to deal with what he had brought out in her; it worried him
to see her like that but he didn’t have a clue how to deal with it.


As he studied her blank
face he wondered if he should call Janie and get her to see if she could help.
He balked at the idea though; he wasn’t sure that Janie would be able to help
her friend, and he knew if she found out what had happened she would condemn
him, and rightly so. He had no desire to deal with that so he pushed aside the
thought of disturbing Janie.


“I’d really like to
sleep now, Sir.” She just couldn’t deal with anything else then, her emotions
were too overwhelming and her mind was struggling to come to grips with what
she’d done. She felt the need to escape for a while, and could only hope that
when she woke things would be clearer.


“Go to sleep, Leah,
I’ll join you soon.” He needed some time to get his own mind in order, to sort
through the unfamiliar feelings that were throwing him off-balance. 


For a moment she looked
as though she was going to refuse to have him join her in the bed, and a part
of him knew he wouldn’t blame her if she did. After a momentary hesitation
though she turned and made her way into the bedroom, her head lowered in
defeat. He watched her walk away, saddened to see her like that, the more so
because he knew it was his fault. When the door closed he slammed his hand down
on the bar, cursing his stupidity for allowing that night to go ahead.


 


The moment she closed
her eyes Leah saw the scene from earlier, it ran through her mind like a film
strip. A horror film she couldn’t turn off. Tears slipped from her eyes as she
rolled over to face the wall and silently she wept.


Minutes later, or it
could have been hours, her mind was lost in its own turmoil and she had no idea
of the time, she felt Rhett join her in the bed. She stiffened as he pulled her
against him and wanted to shove him away, but knew she wouldn’t be able to; he
was so much stronger than her. As upset as she was, she finally relaxed and
allowed sleep to claim her.


Tomorrow, Rhett though as
he held her slender form, they could fix the mess he’d made of things by moving
faster than she was ready for. And never again would he allow another man to
touch her. Those were the last thoughts to run through his mind as sleep found
him.
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Decisions 


 


 


After ordering from room service, Rhett brought Leah breakfast in
bed. When he saw she was still asleep, no doubt exhausted after the previous
night’s events, he thought, he quietly placed the tray on the bedside table so
as not to disturb her.


He was going to leave the room but found himself entranced by
watching her sleep. It seemed as if he had thought it a hundred times already
since he met her, but he had never seen her look more beautiful. The pain and
anguish that had marred her features the night before were gone and she looked
at peace, as he wished her to look all the time.


As he watched her he thought about what he had planned for that
night. He had made the arrangements before the events of the previous night but
now he wanted to just stop the entire game. He couldn’t stop it; as much as he
wanted to he knew he couldn’t bring himself to stop the ten nights before they
were finished. He could alter them though, and make them easier for her to deal
with.


He knew he couldn’t bear the thought of another man’s hands on his
Leah, but that didn’t mean he couldn’t watch her control a man. He believed it
was exactly what she needed just then, to be the one in control, to be the
Mistress and give orders to a submissive. Not only would it help her to have
total control over a situation for a change, it would show him whether she had
a dominant side that he could bring out.


Briefly it crossed his mind that she might order the submissive to
pleasure her. That thought sent a surge of anger and jealousy through him,
which he quickly quashed, not at all happy at his loss of focus. He didn’t
think she would, not after the events of the night before, but if she did, well
the decision was hers, he thought, driving his feelings away.


Doing his best to consider the situation rationally he decided that
he needed to finish out the ten nights, not just for Leah’s sake, but for his
own. If he stopped them now, because of the feelings he was developing, then he
would look weak in her eyes; he would no longer be the dominant one in their
relationship and he was not prepared to accept being the weaker of them. He was
the one in control, he always had been when it came to women, and he was
determined that he always would be.


 


Rolling over in bed Leah’s eyes popped open. They were too sleep-filled
for her to see much but after blinking and rubbing them she noticed Rhett, who
was leaning against the wall by the window. She was still upset after what had
happened, though she wasn’t sure whether she was more upset with him or with
herself, but the sight of his beautiful body, illuminated by the sunshine
pouring in through the window, still took her breath away.


Pulling her gaze away from him she noticed the tray of food on the
bedside table. Her stomach rumbled at the aroma of the food and she hurried to
push herself into a sitting position so she could lift the tray onto her lap.


Her movements pulled Rhett from his thoughts and he gave her a warm
smile. “I thought you might be hungry,” he said.


“Thank you, Sir, I am,” she replied, not looking at him. Instead she
focused on the food before her, starting her breakfast with the eggs. She
didn’t know what to say to him that wouldn’t start an argument, and she didn’t
have the energy for that just then, so she ignored him.


The deliberate way she avoided looking at him was a knife in his
gut, it told him she still wasn’t over what had happened, but he’d hoped she
would at least show a little more emotion this morning. Her voice remained as
blank and emotionless as it had when she spoke to him before going to bed. “I
have meetings today, so I will be back late.” He had a deadline to meet since
they were leaving the next day, if he hadn’t he would have cancelled his
meetings to spend the day with her and attempt to work things out. Leaving her
while she was still like that didn’t sit well with him.


“I hope your meetings are productive, Sir.” She continued eating,
relieved that he would be gone for the day, time away from him would be good,
she thought.


Sighing Rhett pushed away from the wall. He was already behind
schedule after staying to watch her sleep and much as he wanted to stay he knew
he couldn’t afford to. “I’ll see you at six tonight, Leah, please be dressed to
go out,” he said, hoping the civility would have an effect on her, it didn’t.
He felt a dull ache in his gut as he made for the door.


Leah waited until Rhett had left the room and then set the tray back
on the nightstand. The food was only lukewarm and it tasted like ashes in her
mouth, though the aroma has aroused her appetite it had disappeared again
almost immediately. 


Sitting in the bed, her head resting against the wall behind her,
she wallowed in her misery; knowing she had to come to some decision about
their relationship. Either she was going to figure out a way to live with what
had happened, or she wouldn’t; if she couldn’t she would have to walk away. She
knew she would suffer if she walked away but was sure she would get over Rhett
eventually.


Making a decision she reached for her phone to call Janie. She was
relieved when her friend answered on the second ring and quickly invited her to
the beach, hoping some time with her friend would ease the despair she was
drowning in. 


When Janie agreed to the beach trip Leah got out of bed and quickly
washed and did her teeth. Returning to the bedroom she pulled on a bikini, one
of the ones she had arrived on the island with, not the string sort she had
bought at Rhett’s behest. She didn’t care right then if Rhett would have
insisted she wear the string bikini, she felt too exposed in them and just then
wasn’t in the mood to do something just because it was what Rhett would have
wanted her to do.


The last thing she did was throw a bottle of sunscreen and some
water into her bag and grab a towel; that done she left the room and went to
Janie’s.


 


Janie had no idea what was going on, but having heard the pain in
her best friend’s voice during their short conversation she hurried to get
dressed. She knew how intense Rhett could be, and guessed he was the reason for
Leah’s unhappiness. 


When she opened the door and saw her friend her heart was broken. It
was apparent that whatever had happened the previous night, and she had no idea
what that was, had been a deal breaker. “What the hell happened, hon?” Pulling
her friend into her arms she held her tight.


It was a few moments before Leah felt able to speak; she simply
stood there, clutching at her friend, trying to hold back the tears she felt.
“How much do you know about Rhett’s ten night plan?” she asked when she felt
calmer.


“Nothing, I told you, I turned down his offer to train me.” Seeing
the state her friend was in she decided she had been sensible in doing so.


Pulling out of her friend’s arms Leah nodded in understanding.
“Let’s go down to the beach, enjoy the salt air and talk, okay?” Right then the
thing she wanted most was to relax in the sun and try to put the previous night
behind her.


“Of course, honey.” Picking up her beach bag Janie motioned for Leah
to lead the way and together they walked out the door. From the way her friend
was acting she was sure it was going to be one hell of a conversation.


They made their way out of the hotel and down to the beach, located
a couple of beach chairs, set them up and applied sunscreen, all without
talking. An island man, wearing the hotel’s insignia on his shirt, appeared
almost immediately to inquire if they wanted drinks; Janie ordered for both of
them and the moment he was gone she turned to her friend. “Okay, what happened,
Leah?”


Leah was more embarrassed than she’d ever been, but knew if she
couldn’t talk to Janie there was no one else she could turn to. “Rhett
introduced me to a male friend of his last night.” She wasn’t sure she could
even say what had happened, it was so humiliating.


“Um, okay, was he a nice guy?” Janie wasn’t sure what meeting one of
Rhett’s friends had to do with her friend looking and sounding so miserable. As
Leah covered her face with her hands she realized just what her friend meant.
“You mean you met met one of Rhett’s friends?” she asked, wanting to be sure
she had grasped things properly.


Nodding her head Leah kept back her tears by sheer willpower.


“Oh, honey,” Janie sighed, “you were so not ready for that. What the
hell was he thinking?” She was pissed, what kind of idiot was Rhett, doing such
a thing.


“I just let it happen, Janie.” She couldn’t prevent the waterworks
any longer, she felt like the biggest slut that had ever walked the planet.


Crossing to her friend’s chair Janie took Leah in her arms and held
her. “It’s okay, honey, everything’s going to be okay. It’s something that some
Dom’s enjoy, but he should never have moved so fast with you.” Just then she
wanted to slap Rhett for not using his brain, and for putting Leah through such
an experience. He knew Leah had never been with another man before him, how was
she supposed be ready to deal with such an experience so soon?


“You’ve done it?” Leah asked, shocked. She knew Janie had had her
share of lovers, but she had never thought about her being with more than one
man at a time.


“A few times, honey, but only after years of experience with men.”
She couldn’t even imagine doing something like that less than a week after first
having sex of any kind. It had taken her five years to get comfortable enough
with her own sexuality to want something like that, and another year to find
someone she trusted with her fantasy.


Wiping her eyes Leah looked up at Janie, shocked. “How did you, well
you know, not feel like you were a horrible woman? Didn’t you feel like a
slut?” She didn’t want to offend her friend, but at that moment that was how
she felt about herself.


“I never claimed to be an angel, sweetie.” She grinned as she stood
up. “I enjoy sex, always have; as far as I am concerned, as long as I enjoy
what I do, and it isn’t hurting anyone, then anything is fair game.”


“I just feel dirty, Janie.” Pulling her knees up she wrapped her
arms around them and laid her cheek on them.


“All this is so new to you, honey. I remember what it was like for
me in the beginning. Hell, you’re not only new to this way of life; you’re
coming into it in a strange way, with a man who obviously isn’t thinking about
how inexperienced you are.” Once again she was pissed as hell at Rhett, she had
thought he was experienced enough as a Dom to handle the situation better than
he was.


“I could have said no, he isn’t the one to blame here.” Leah didn’t
know why she was defending him, he had pushed her into it, but at twenty-four
she knew she was old enough to take her share of the blame for any decisions
she made, no matter how bad they might be.


“Rhett isn’t an easy man to say no to, Leah.”


“I just don’t know what to do now. I told him that would never
happen again and he agreed, but what’s going to happen on these next four
nights? Nothing could be worse than what took place last night, can it?”


“You have to make a decision here, sweetie. Either speak up when
something is too overwhelming or walk away. Those are really the only two
choices you have with Rhett.”


The conversation died for a short while as the waiter appeared with
their pina coladas. Janie charged them to her room and then the two of them sat
there sipping at the cocktails


“He changed the rules last night, Janie, he told me if I walked away
from any of the ten nights then things were over.”


“Wow, he really said that?” If she was pissed off before, it was
nothing to how Janie felt then. Now she wanted to kill Rhett. “I really think
you should consider walking away, honey,” she said. It was clear that Rhett
couldn’t deal with her friend the way her inexperience required. “If you still
want to explore this lifestyle, well we can find you someone more suitable;
someone who will pay more attention to your needs.”


“Janie, I love him.” She knew her friend didn’t want to hear that,
but it was the truth.


“Honey, sex isn’t love. I know he was your first, and okay, that’s a
huge deal, but this isn’t healthy for you. Look at how miserable you are. Love
isn’t supposed to make you feel that way.”


“The thought of walking away from him rips my heart open, Janie. I
know sex isn’t love, and I know love shouldn’t make you hurt like this, but I
can’t change what I feel.”


“Well you know my feeling on this; you should walk away now, before
walking away is no longer an option. I just don’t like this side of you he’s
bringing out.” She wanted to rip Rhett’s balls off and stick them down his
throat, that way he wouldn’t be able to hurt her friend again, but she knew it
was a decision Leah had to make for herself.


“A few more nights, Janie,” Leah said, closing her eyes and sighing.
“I’m going to go through with them. If I can’t stand myself after that I’ll
leave.” It was all she could do, she thought miserably, even if she couldn’t
have him forever she would at least build up as many memories of him as she
could.


“What worries me is there might not be much of YOU left when these
ten nights are over. Look at what he’s done to you already.” Janie really
didn’t enjoy seeing her headstrong friend weakened by a man. She enjoyed being
a submissive, and had for years, but it wasn’t a defining characteristic of her
life; David knew she only liked him to be in control in the bedroom, in all
other aspects of their life they were partners. Leah was unlikely to have that
opportunity with Rhett, for him the lifestyle was everything.


“I’m a big girl, Janie.” Leah grinned in an effort to lighten the
mood now that her decision was made. “I’ll be fine.”


“I hope you’re right, hon, I’d hate to have to open up a can of
whoop ass on Rhett Hammond’s ass.” Shaking her head she knew it was a waste of
time to argue with her friend. When Leah made up her mind about something she
rarely budged; at least that part of her friend’s attitude was still intact, she
thought.


Their talking out of the way they enjoyed the rest of their morning
at the beach, relaxing under the sun as they alternated between tanning
themselves and swimming in the surf. When lunchtime arrived they returned to
the hotel and ordered from room service, enjoying their food on the veranda,
where they could continue to tan themselves.


They rested for a while after lunch, enjoying the sun on the veranda
and then they went shopping. Leah wasn’t too bothered about shopping, she had
nothing she wanted to buy, but Janie was determined to spend some money so they
went down to the shops. 


 


By the time Rhett returned to their suite that evening Leah was in a
much better frame of mind. She had gone to the boutiques with Janie, intending
only to keep her friend company while she spent David’s money, After going back
a couple of times to admire a diamond and ruby pendant with a white-gold chain,
she her allowed her friend to persuade her to buy it on Rhett’s credit card.


Rhett entered the suite that evening carrying a dozen long stemmed
white roses, which he hoped would go some way to convincing Leah that he was
sorry about what had happened the previous night. He didn’t get a chance to say
anything however, the moment he walked through the door he stopped dead, frozen
by the sight before him. 


Leah stood in the middle of the room, dressed in a black mini-dress
that barely covered her ass and wearing five inch heels. The heels made her
legs look miles long and he couldn’t help admiring them, running his eyes up
their newly tanned lengths to the hem of the mini-dress. 


“Damn you’re beautiful babe,” he said when he was finally able to
unfreeze his tongue. His eyes moved further up her body, pausing briefly when
he noticed the pendant around her neck. “Is that new?” he asked.


“Yes, Sir, I bought it this afternoon, I hope that is alright.”


“Of course, sweetheart, you can buy anything you like. You have good
taste; it’s beautiful, though not as beautiful as you.”


“Thank you, Sir. How were your meetings?” she asked. Moving
carefully, because she was unused to wearing such high heels, Leah approached
Rhett to take the roses from him. 


“I’ll have to show you how good it was tomorrow,” Rhett said,
holding out the roses; now that he could see Leah was no longer holding a grudge
his mood was much lighter. “We just acquired a new beachfront property.”


“I can’t wait to see it, Sir,” Leah said, accepting the roses with a
smile. 


Following Leah into the kitchen Rhett wrapped his arms around her
waist as she took out a vase and filled it water. All day he had worried about
how she would be when he got back to the suite; he was greatly relieved to see
that she was in a much better mood. Several times he had been on the verge of
calling off his plans for that night, each time he had stopped himself with his
hand on the phone. 


With the roses in water Leah turned around in Rhett’s arms and put
her own around his neck, laying her head on his shoulder. Closing her eyes she
breathed in the scent of his cologne, knowing that whatever happened between
them she would remember that scent for the rest of her life.


As he held her Rhett softly caressed her back, loving the feel of
her in his arms. “I want to stay here with you like this all night, sweetheart,
but we have somewhere we need to be.”


Leah forced herself not to tense up at his words. She had decided
during the day that she would put the previous night behind her, and not think
of it again, and she was determined to do that. She had also decided that she
was going to go through with the remaining nights, whatever happened. “I’m
ready when you are, Sir.” She hoped her voice sounded as light and carefree as
she intended it to be.


Rhett was pleased to see that Leah’s entire attitude had changed
since the events of the night before. “In that case, my beautiful girl, let’s
get the hell out of here.” He was wearing his business suit, but tonight wasn’t
really about him, it was about her, so his clothes didn’t matter.


On the way out of the suite Leah told herself that whatever happened
that night she would deal with it, and would not feel guilty afterwards. She
only had a few more days before the ten nights were over, and she was
determined that whatever happened she would have memories to keep for the rest
of her life. 


Rhett kept his arm around Leah’s waist as they walked out of the
hotel and made their way down to the dock. Like the night before a speedboat
was waiting for them and they settled into the back of it as the driver started
the engine and they took off across the water.


While the boat raced away into the sunset Rhett pulled Leah into his
arms, holding her tight. Tonight would be a positive experience for her, he
hoped, he was sure it wouldn’t be a negative one. Most of the submissives he
had trained loved this night out of the ten since it gave them a different
perspective on the lifestyle.
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When they reached the
mainland, which took them just over half an hour in the speedboat, they climbed
into the limousine that was waiting for them. The drive from where they docked
was not a long one and soon enough they pulled up in front of a beach house
that was so lovely it made Leah gasp.


Her hands trembled as
they ascended the few steps that led to the front door. She had no idea what
Rhett had planned and the lack of knowledge made her a little nervous;
unconsciously she grabbed his hand and squeezed it as the door opened.


An elegant woman
dressed in a full leather bodysuit answered the door. She smiled at them warmly
and stood on tiptoe to kiss Rhett’s cheek. “It has been much too long, Rhett, I
have missed your company.”


Rhett chuckled. “We
have all missed you at the dungeon, Dominique; you need to visit Chicago more
often.”


Seeing the easy way the
beautiful woman was with Rhett, Leah felt a sudden urge to scratch her eyes out.
She ran her eyes over the woman, searching for some flaw to make her feel
better; she couldn’t find any. Dominique was around 5’9”, and the leather cat
suit she was plastered into showed off every luscious curve she had,
accentuating her perfect body. 


“This must be your
little pet.” Dominique’s eyes roamed over the petite woman at Rhett’s side,
inspecting her with cool brown eyes. “She’s absolutely charming; I know Travon
will enjoy this treat.” She stood back to allow her guests to enter. “Travon,
we are waiting for you,” she called out impatiently.


Leah took a step back
as handsome man, wearing nothing but a black collar around his neck, moved into
the room. His cocoa colored skin was flawless, while his chocolate colored eyes
were fringed by the longest and darkest lashes she’d ever seen on a man. Though
he wasn’t as muscled as Rhett his abs were impressively chiseled; she didn’t
look any lower than that, having no desire to make any other comparisons
between the two men.


After last night, the
presence of a strange man made her think of only one thing, and the thought
made her want to bolt.


“Could we please have a
moment, Dominique?” Rhett knew exactly what Leah was thinking as she stepped
back away from the strange man, and wanted to reassure her.


“Of course, we’ll be
waiting in the black room, join us when you’re ready.” Smiling at her friend’s
lady she hooked her finger in the silver hoop on Travon’s collar and led him
away.


“You agreed, Sir.” Leah
felt her heart race, and knew she would use her safe word and end everything,
rather than endure another night like the previous evening. How could he do
this to her? She wondered.


“Calm down, Leah; this
is not what you think it is. I should punish you for thinking I would go back
on my word,” he said, a smile on his face to tell her he wasn’t about to do
that. “I’m going to be lenient tonight and trust that you won’t allow that to
happen again; punishing you now would defeat the purpose of tonight.” He took
her by the chin and gently lifted her face until her eyes met his. “Travon is
your slave tonight, my dear. Dominique has graciously consented to allow you
the use of him this evening.”


Leah was floored by his
words and opened her mouth to speak, but nothing came out. What was she
supposed to do with a slave? She didn’t have the first clue. “Sir, I’m afraid
I’m completely lost here.”


Rhett decided to ignore
the fact that she didn’t apologize for not trusting him, it wasn’t worth making
an issue out of right then. “That’s why we are here with Dominique,” he told
her. “She is going to provide a demonstration, so you will understand a
different side of the coin, so to speak. There is more to this lifestyle than
you have seen so far, that is what this night is about.


“Now, if you’re
comfortable with that, I don’t think we should keep Dominique and Travon
waiting any longer.”


“I’m ready, and Sir,
I’m sorry I freaked out.” She felt like an idiot after hearing what they were
really there for.


“Just don’t let it
happen again, sweetheart.” Taking her hand he led her through the house to the
black room. Though Dominique’s dungeon was not as large as his, it was just as
nice, and he noted a few additions since the last time he’d been there.


Leah was shocked to
find the dungeon, or rather a living area turned into a dungeon, so readily on
display. At Rhett’s home the dungeon was where a dungeon was supposed to be,
out of sight below ground. She could only assume that anyone who visited the
house was aware of, and accepting of, Dominique’s lifestyle.


After overcoming her
surprise at finding the dungeon in such an unexpected place, Leah focused her
attention on Dominique and Travon. Travon was chained to a suspension bar by
his wrists, and Leah watched, fascinated, as Dominique massaged his smooth
skin. She couldn’t help but wonder what it would be like to be the one with all
the power.


“I thought I would warm
him up a little, before we allow your pet to try her hand.” Dominique winked at
them and continued to massage Travon’s skin.


“Try my hand?” Leah
whispered nervously to Rhett. “What exactly am I supposed to try my hand at,
Sir?”


Rhett chuckled at her
worried expression. “Just watch, sweetheart.” His arm wrapped around her waist
as they stood back far enough to let Dominique work.


Leah continued to
watch, fascinated, as Dominique finished her massage and began flogging the
beautiful man tied up before her. With each fall of the leather strands his
muscles danced and he moaned softly; the sound filled Leah with strange warmth
she found difficult to understand.


Rhett watched her
expression and smiled, pleased by it. Moving behind her he wrapped his arms
around her waist and lowered his head to her ear. “How does it make you feel to
watch him being controlled?”


“It’s beautiful, Sir,”
she whispered softly. She could tell Travon was suffering no pain, she wasn’t
sure she would have enjoyed watching it so much if he had been in pain; in fact
it was clear that he was enjoying being flogged.


Looking over Dominique
smiled at the expression on Leah’s face and motioned her forward. “Come, pet,
take your turn.” She smiled, waiting patiently for her friend’s sub to join
her. 


Leah looked to Rhett,
who nodded, and nervously made her way over to the woman. She accepted the
flogger, holding it awkwardly. “I don’t know how to use this,” she said softly,
her eyes on the object in her hand. Though she had seen one before, and had it
used on her by Rhett, she had no idea how to handle it.


“That’s why you are
here, so I can teach you.” Dominique said patiently. “Don’t worry, I won’t
allow you to hurt my pet. We will start with slow figure of eight movements.”
Taking hold of Leah’s hand she guided her as she traced the flogger through the
air. “Now, dear one,” she said when Leah had the movement correct, “use the
same motion against his flesh.” She kept her voice low to avoid making her
nervous.


Biting her lip Leah
stepped closer to Travon and flicked her wrist. It was the barest of movements;
just enough for the flogger in her hand to find contact with the submissive’s
flesh.


Laughing softly
Dominique spoke. “A little more force dear, you won’t break him.”


The laugher made Leah’s
cheeks burn in embarrassment and she tried again, with a little more force. For
reasons she couldn’t understand the knowledge that she was the one who decided
whether Travon felt pleasure or pain gave her a heady feeling. Raising the
flogger once more she brought it down again, and then again, allowing her
strokes to gain in strength until a soft moan reached her ears, bringing a
smile to her lips.


After several minutes
Leah found her confidence rising; she wasn’t proficient with the flogger but
she was improving. Smiling she allowed her pace to quicken, bringing the
leather thongs down on Travon’s back with greater force.


“I do believe your pet
enjoys this, Rhett,” Dominique said with a laugh. “You may have to start
sharing your role with her.”


“I think we should move
on to another exercise before I find out just how much she enjoys it.” Rhett
enjoyed watching Leah with Travon but there were other things she could do with
him, and he wanted to see that as well. He resolved to find a nice submissive
when they got back to Chicago, if she wanted to practice more in the future.


“Pet, you’ve done very
well for your first time, but it’s time for us to explore something different.”
Dominique smiled warmly at Leah.


Leah’s cheeks were
filled with color at the compliment. “Thank you, Mistress, I enjoyed that.” She
was surprised by how much she had enjoyed flogging the man and only reluctantly
returned the flogger to Dominique before rejoining Rhett, an embarrassed grin
on her lips.


“So my little girl
loves dishing it out, I will have to remember that.” Rhett chuckled at her
blush. “I am pleased you are enjoying yourself, sweetheart.” He wrapped his
hand around her waist and leaned down to kiss his cheek. After last night he
was pleased to see he had made the right decision in selecting what they should
do.


With the flogging
finished Dominique released Travon, who knelt at her feet. She stroked his
shaved head briefly but then motioned toward Leah. “You should be kneeling at
her feet, she is your Mistress tonight,” she told him. 


Travon immediately
crawled over to Leah, assuming the position he had so recently taken at
Dominique’s feet. He and Dominique had been together for more than five years,
and during that time they had trained many people in the lifestyle, showing
them both sides of it. They enjoyed each other, and enjoyed training others.


Leah smiled nervously
down at Travon, not sure what she should do. Was she supposed to stroke his head,
she wondered, lowering her hand to pat him awkwardly. The whole pet thing was
strange to her, and she was glad that Rhett didn’t treat her that way; though
it didn’t seem to bother Travon she didn’t think she would have liked being
treated like a dog or some other animal.


“Thank you, Mistress.”
Travon kept his eyes lowered as she spoke meekly to Leah.


Leah lowered surprised
eyes to him, not having expected him to say anything. “Um, you’re welcome.” She
glanced at Rhett, not sure what she was supposed to do.


“He is thanking you for
flogging him, sweetheart.” Rhett smiled for a moment before speaking again.
“What else would you like to do to him, or have him do to you?”


The question stunned
Leah, controlling a slave was a new experience for her. “Honestly, Sir, I have
no idea.” She bit her lip, hoping she wasn’t going to be asked to come up with
one.


“Most women dream of
having a man at their command, my dear.” Dominique laughed warmly. “He is yours
to do whatever you wish with.”


Looking from Rhett to
Dominique Leah realized they were both waiting for her to come up with
something, to give a command to Travon, but her mind was drawing a complete
blank. “Sir, I truly don’t have a clue what to do with him.” She felt her
cheeks burn as both Rhett and Dominique laughed.


“It is clear that being
a dominant is not in your sights right now, sweetheart,” Rhett said. “That’s
fine, I prefer you as my submissive.” He pulled her into his arms and hugged
her tight, seeing how embarrassed she was. “Dominique, I believe we will just
be watching this evening, if that is okay with you?”


“Of course that is
fine, pet, if you see something you would like to attempt, just let me know.”
Snapping her fingers Dominique summoned Travon, who crawled back over to kneel
at her feet.


Leading Leah to an
oversized cushioned chair Rhett sat down and pulled her into his lap. “Now you
can watch how she plays with him. I think you will enjoy some of this.”


Dominique walked over
to a small closet and pulled out a tray before joining them. “My pet and I
enjoy playing with needles; perhaps your pet will enjoy our demonstration.”


Leah’s eyes widened and
she looked on in shock as Dominique placed dozens of needles in an intricate
pattern down Travon’s back. She flinched as each needle pierced the skin; she’d
never been particularly fond of needles and what was being done to Travon
looked painful.


“Would you like to try
this one night, sweetheart?” Rhett whispered for Leah’s ears only.


She shook her head no
rapidly, thinking being a pin cushion really didn’t seem like fun. “No, Sir,
thank you.”


He chuckled softly,
knowing that she would almost certainly enjoy it if she just allowed herself to
relax and surrender to him. “Hmmm, we’ll have to see about that one day. I
think you’d enjoy it, if you gave it a chance.” He chuckled louder as she
stiffened in his lap.


Dominique removed the
thin needles and swabbed over Travon’s skin with a light antiseptic. “My pet
actually requested this when we first began playing together. It was a few
years before I felt comfortable enough to do it however,” she told Leah. “If
you have any questions, don’t hesitate to ask.”


Leah hesitated for a
few moments, summoning up the courage to voice what was on her mind. “Well, I
um, I noticed that, well, none of what’s happened tonight has revolved around
sex. Is that normal? Or are you just doing that because we’re here?” She found
it a little surprising that nothing sexual had happened. 


“That’s a very good
question. With our lifestyle it is a choice between the partners involved. I prefer
not to have sexual relations with my submissives. Many submissives find what
they are seeking without the need for sexual involvement, as do many
dominants.”


“Thank you, I honestly
didn’t know this happened without the, um, other stuff.” She blushed deeply as
she spoke.


“Rhett mentioned you
are very new to this lifestyle when we spoke on the phone. I think you’ll
discover many things as the years go by, you have a wonderful teacher.”


“Mistress, may I beg
permission to be excused?” Travon didn’t like interrupting but his bladder was
full to bursting.


“Be glad I know just
how new our guest is. I am going to grant your request and not use it against
you, now go!”


“Thank you, Mistress.”
Knowing how angry she got when he had to stop a session he all but ran from the
room.


Leah jumped at the
command in Dominique’s voice and Rhett chuckled. “Should I let you take
Travon’s place while he’s gone, sweetheart?”


Not realizing that
Rhett was joking Leah turned and buried her face in his shoulder, holding him
tight.


Dominique laughed
aloud. “I would love a chance to play with her, Rhett, but girls really aren’t
my thing.” She decided to give his pet a break since it was apparent she was
terrified he’d ask it of her.


Leah felt like crawling
over and kissing the woman’s feet in gratitude for her words, instead she just
hung on to Rhett. “Thank you, Mistress,” she added the respectful word without
even thinking about it.


“I think we will call
it a night, Dominique,” Rhett said suddenly. “Watching you has put me in the
mood to play with my girl a little.” He stood, still with Leah in his arms, and
waited while she lowered her feet to the floor and got her balance.


“It’s a shame you feel
you need to leave so soon, but I think I understand,” she said with a knowing
arch of her brow. If she had a new toy like Leah to play with she would
definitely want to spend time breaking them in properly. “It was nice having
you join us Rhett, and you, Leah, a pleasure to have met you.”


“Please try to get to
Chicago again soon; it would be wonderful to have you back home again.”
Crossing the room he gave Dominique a quick hug. “Please let your pet know we
enjoyed his performance tonight.”


“I’ll be sure to do
that.” She turned a warm smile on Leah then. “I hope we meet again, soon,
perhaps when you have explored this lifestyle some more. I am sure my pet would
be delighted to submit to you again when you have more experience.”


Leah blushed hotly and
smiled timidly. “Thank you, Mistress; it was an honor meeting you and Travon.”


Leaving the house the
waiting limousine drove them back to the dock, where they climbed into the
powerboat and were whisked back across the water to their hotel. The journey
was made in a companionable silence and was over before either of them realized
it.


Leah’s mind was on the
other side of the lifestyle that she had been shown by Dominique and Travon,
and the discovery that sex didn’t have to feature in it. Rhett’s mind, in the
meantime, was on his dungeon back home, and the toys he couldn’t wait to use on
his beautiful girl. 


When they made it to
their suite Rhett took Leah straight through the bedroom where he undressed her
quickly, and had her underneath him even quicker. He gave her no time to react
as his fingers slid down her flat stomach, over her bare mound, and then
caressed her until she was arching against his hand in need.


“I wanted to see you
stretched out on that wall tonight, sweetheart, my whip coming down on that
lovely skin of yours,” he told her as he parted her thighs and slid himself
into her velvet sheath, making her moan in pleasure. “I can’t wait to get you
home,” he pulled himself almost all the way out, “and show you all the
different ways I can make you feel.” He thrust into her, impaling her fully on
his large cock.


Leah gasped as he
stretched her deliciously, filling her core. His hands took hold of her hips,
pulling her onto his as he thrust into her hard, again and again. She didn’t
know what had come over him but she loved the wildness she sensed in him and
the feel as he drove his length into her over and over.


By the time they both
found release she was breathless, and holding on to him for dear life. “Wow,
Sir,” she giggled when she could catch her breath. “That was amazing.”


“Damn you turn me on,”
he said with a chuckle, turning her over while still half-hard inside her tight
glove. “You’d better do the riding now, we don’t want you so sore you can’t
walk tomorrow.”


With a little
awkwardness, the position was unfamiliar to her; Leah lifted herself up and
down on his huge length until she found a rhythm. She didn’t think it was
possible to cum again, not so soon, but as his body tensed she was surprised to
find herself crying aloud as she found release.


It wasn’t until he
came, filling her with his seed, that Rhett suddenly remembered he wasn’t
protected. “Shit!” he swore, pulling himself from her hurriedly. “Damn, baby,
I’m sorry, I don’t know what the fuck I was thinking.”


Leah could only stare
at him, confused by his strange behavior. “What, Sir?” Bewildered she watched
as he paced the room, a worried look on his face.


Running a hand through
his hair Rhett turned to her and grunted, “I forgot to put on a damned condom.”
He had never made a mistake as stupid as that before, he was always very
careful about using protection. “Shit, shit, shit, baby. Okay, well damn it, I
can’t change what’s happened; we’ll just have to deal with any consequences
that might arise.”


It was several minutes
before Leah realized what Rhett meant and when it came to her she went white.
“You mean I could get pregnant?” Getting pregnant was definitely not in her
plans; she had no desire to have a family. At least she had never considered it
before then, but now she found the idea of having a baby interesting.


“Don’t worry about it,
sweetheart,” Rhett said reassuringly. “If that happens we’ll take care of it,
together, okay?” He couldn’t believe he had been so stupid; his desire for her
was taking over and causing him to make mistakes, mistakes he would never have
made before.


“Um, okay.” After the
initial shock Leah found herself calming down as she realized the chances of
her getting pregnant just then were very slim.


“Let’s get a shower.”
He was still freaked over his fuckup but knew she needed to wash her piercing,
not only that there wasn’t much he could do right then except hope.


After they showered they
returned to the bed, where it took Rhett hours to fall asleep. He had to get a
handle on himself, that much was clear, if he didn’t then there was every
chance he would have more to worry about than a pregnancy scare, and that was
enough of a worry in itself.
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Working it Out


 


 


After a restless night
Rhett woke and got out of bed. His sleep, which always before had been deep and
untroubled, had been disturbed but his concerns over his carelessness with
Leah. An unplanned pregnancy was not something to be taken lightly, especially
in his book, not when he had taken such pains to maintain control of his life.


Birth control was
definitely going to be something they took care of as soon as they returned
home he decided while ordering room service.


 


Waking, Leah rolled
over in bed; immediately she noticed the empty spot where Rhett should have
been and pushed herself up on her elbow. The sunlight pouring in through the
thin curtains gave her no clue what the time was so she looked over at the
clock on the bedside table. It was already gone nine, she saw, so she wasn’t
surprised that Rhett was no longer next to her.


Reluctantly she threw
back the thin sheet that covered her and got to her feet. Crossing to the
closet she took out a robe and pulled it on before making her way out into the
main room of the suite.


 


Rhett smiled when he
saw Leah. “I’ve ordered breakfast, sweetheart, we’ve got a busy day ahead of
us.” He watched her as she approached and felt his body tighten in need. He
couldn’t believe what she was doing to his libido. He’d always enjoyed sex, and
had a good appetite for it, but with her it was like he couldn’t get enough and
he didn’t know what it was about her that did it. “How did you sleep?” he
asked.


Joining him at the
kitchen island Leah settled herself on one of the stools. “Like a baby, Sir,
and you?” He looked so damned sexy sitting there in just his shorts, his bare
chest, smooth and tanned, had her blushing as her thoughts went south.


Rhett growled softly,
leaning over to give her a quick peck on the lips. “Baby, if you don’t stop
looking at me like that we’re going to give room service something to talk
about.” Chuckling at her blush he was relieved that a knock came at the door
just then, preventing anything happening.


He quickly opened the
door so the lady with their room service could enter, and then tipped her
generously as she left. “You’d better get your fill, sweet girl; we have a lot
to accomplish before we leave tonight.”


Leah found her thoughts
were about as far from food as they could be after his comment and with a grin
she asked him, “Are we still talking about breakfast, Sir?” She did her best to
keep her tone innocent but had to bite her lip to keep from laughing.


“You’re insatiable.” He
chuckled. “And yes, we are talking about food, because if you don’t eat you’ll
wither away, especially with the plans I have for you today.” Shaking his head
at her playful mood he uncovered the trays and sat beside her to eat.


Giving Rhett a pout
that was only half serious Leah allowed her mind to focus on the breakfast he
had ordered. She hadn’t thought she was hungry when she first woke, but the
aroma of the food woke her appetite and in no time at all she had cleaned her
plate. “That was delicious, Sir,” she said, sitting back and sipping her
coffee.


“I’m not feeding you
enough,” Rhett remarked, remembering they hadn’t even had dinner the previous
evening. “I apologize for forgetting dinner yesterday; there really is no
excuse for forgetting something so important.” Once again he was hit with the
reality that he wasn’t acting much like her Master. His role was about much
more than simply ensuring that she pleased him and punishing her when she didn’t;
it was his job to make sure she was taken care of, and he was failing miserably
at that.


“Honestly, Sir, it’s
not your fault, I didn’t think about it either.” She couldn’t understand why he
was so serious, it was just a missed meal; she had missed enough meals over the
years through studying to know that it wouldn’t hurt her.


“You shouldn’t have to
think about it, sweetheart, it’s my job as your Master, and you have my word, I
will focus more on your needs.” He had let control of the relationship slip
through his fingers, distracted by his overwhelming passion for her, but that
was over now, he decided firmly. “If you’ve finished eating I suggest you get
dressed, I’m taking you to work with me this morning.”


Pushing away his tray
Rhett got to his feet and stalked into the bedroom, his mood dark as he
contemplated the changes that needed to happen. He dressed quickly in a dark
navy business suit, white dress shirt and conservative tie, doing so
distractedly, his mind wrapped up in thoughts of what he needed to accomplish
in order to take back control of the situation between him and Leah.


He was dressed in
fifteen minutes, and once done he left the bedroom to make a few calls and
completed his arrangements for the day. He had intended making the arrangements
the previous evening but had been distracted upon their return to the hotel.


Once she had washed and
done her teeth Leah returned to the bedroom, where she pulled open the closet
and ran her hand over the outfits in front of her.


Since she was going to
work with Rhett, Leah didn’t think a mini-dress was all that appropriate. That
left her with just one outfit she could wear, the only remotely sensible outfit
she had brought with her, and she dressed quickly in the black pencil skirt,
which fell to her knees, a white butterfly collared shirt, and flat dress shoes.


Dressed, she fixed her
hair, choosing to wrap it up in a twisted flip, which she felt was professional
enough to be worn to an office, while still being a little stylish. Stepping
back from the dressing table she studied herself in the floor length mirror for
a moment. She nodded her head briefly in satisfaction and turned away to head
for the door.


She had no clue why
Rhett was in such overpowering Dom mode, but it seemed pointless to suggest
that she should stay home while he went to work. It was clear that he wasn’t
going to listen to her if she brought the subject up, and in truth she was
curious to know exactly what his work involved.


“Perfect,” Rhett said
with a nod of his head as he ran his eyes over her, checking her outfit. “Let’s
go.” He had finished making his arrangements and there was just enough time for
them to stop by the beach front property he had acquired, but only if they left
right then and they encountered no delays. 


After the hotel’s
powerboat dropped them off at the dock on Playa Del Carmen, one of the larger
islands in the chain, they climbed into the back of the limousine that was
waiting for them. Rhett gave directions to the driver and then settled back,
using the drive to reflect on the situation between him and Leah.


Leah knew something was
off by the look on Rhett’s face as the luxury car took them to their
destination. He paid no attention to her during the short drive, not even
glancing in her direction, which she found disconcerting. She wanted to ask him
what was up, but given his mood that morning, and the way he was clenching and
releasing his fist, she didn’t think it was a good idea.


When the limousine
finally stopped, and they got out, Leah found that their destination was an
abandoned hotel. Looking up at it Leah wasn’t impressed, most of the windows,
at least the ones she could see, were broken and the main doors were hanging
off their hinges. In her opinion the hotel needed knocking down; she couldn’t
imagine why Rhett would have bought such a place.


“Is this the new property,
Sir?” she asked, trying not to reveal her opinion of it in either her face or
her voice.


“Yes.” His voice was
distant as his eyes wandered over the building before them, and then moved on
to the grounds it sat in, what was visible of them anyway. “It has a beautiful
private beach, which of course is the best feature of the property, and
spacious grounds. With some reconstruction it will be one of the most
magnificent properties on the island.”


“If you say so, Sir.”
Leah couldn’t keep her doubt from her voice that time and hurriedly looked
around to be sure she hadn’t given offence. She was relieved when Rhett’s
response was a laugh.


“I do, sweetheart, I
do.” He continued to laugh. “This is my business, and I am very good at it. The
building may not look like much at the moment, but in a couple of months you
won’t recognize it. 


“You are seeing it for
what it is now, and I admit, that isn’t all that impressive, but I see it for
what it can be. Come, we have just enough time for me to show you the beach,
perhaps that will persuade you that I made the right decision in buying this
property.” With that he led the way along a barely visible path that headed for
the corner of the building.


It took them a few
minutes to reach the beach and when they did Rhett stepped aside and Leah
stopped dead in her tracks. “Wow!” Her reaction to her first sight of the beach
was all he needed, to know he had made the right decision.


“Do you like it?” he
asked with a smile.


“It’s, it’s just wow,
Sir,” Leah said after she found her voice again. The beach before her was the
most beautiful she had ever seen. “How could anyone have let the hotel get like
that when they’ve got a beach like this?”


“Some people just don’t
have a head for business; they can have everything going for them and still
fail. Fortunately for me I heard about this place; I’ve had my eye on it for a
while, waiting for the perfect time to buy.” 


They stood there for a
few moments longer, enjoying each other’s company as they watched the waves lap
at the beach, and then Rhett glanced at his watch. “We’d better get going, sweetheart,”
he said. “We’ve stayed as long as we can.”


“Yes, Sir.” Reluctantly
Leah turned away from the beautiful view before her and followed Rhett back to
the limousine.


Rhett was silent for
the first few minutes as the car pulled away from the hotel and headed down the
road. Finally he turned to Leah. “What thoughts are going through that pretty
little head of yours?” he asked, studying her face. He was back in control of
himself and felt able to relax.


“Nothing much, Sir. I
was just thinking about how beautiful it is down here. I wish I could stay
forever, all this sun, and the beautiful scenery, I could get used to it.”


“I love it here as
well. I try to make it down at least twice a year, when business permits. I
don’t often have the excuse of business to come down, but I still get away from
Chicago when I can. 


“Usually I stay at the
resort, where we are staying now; but that will change once I get the new place
refurbished. Perhaps when it is finished you can help me name it.”


Leah felt a warm glow
spread through her at the thought that he would trust her enough to name a
resort. It brought a silly grin to her lips that she couldn’t seem to get rid
of, despite her best efforts, and she had to keep her head turned away from
Rhett, ostensibly so she could look out the window at the scenery, to prevent
him seeing it.


 


“Here we are,” Rhett
said after they had been driving almost forty minutes. “Don’t worry; I think
you’ll enjoy my staff.”


“I’m sure I will, Sir,”
Leah responded, wondering at the cause of the devious smile that crossed his
face. She wasn’t sure why it should matter if she enjoyed his staff, which she
found an odd way to phrase things, since they were leaving that night.


When she had been
helped from the limousine by Rhett she found herself looking at a building that
was bigger than she had expected. It was not only bigger than the buildings
around it; it was more utilitarian and businesslike, which made it stick out
uncomfortably from those surrounding it.  “This is pretty impressive, Sir,”
Leah said, feeling the need to say something.


“We are only renting
one of the floors here,” Rhett told her. “I have a small group of lawyers that
handle my work down here, mostly property contracts, and they don’t need much
space.”


An entire floor in this
massive building; that seemed like a lot of space for just a small group of
people to work in, Leah thought to herself. Pushing the thought from her mind
she followed Rhett into the great glass building and over to a pair of
elevators. 


The doors on the left
hand elevator slid open the moment Rhett pressed the button to summon them and
Leah was caught by surprise as he pulled her in after him. Before the doors had
closed, or she could react, he had her in his arms and was kissing her deeply.


He didn’t break the
kiss until they reached their floor, and when he did Leah could only stare up
at him in shock at his behavior. “I needed to get that out of my system,” he
said with a wink before leading her out of the lift and along a carpeted
hallway. 


Reaching the end of the
long hallway he swung open a set of polished double doors and ushered her
inside. She smiled at David and then looked around the large oval executive
table at the dozen strangers there. They all stood when they noticed Rhett and
he placed a hand on the small of her back as he guided her toward the head
seat. “Please be seated, we have much to discuss and I’d like to get started
immediately.”


Leah was startled when
Rhett pulled a seat close to his and patted it but she sat down quickly. He
took the other chair and opened a small leather folder that sat on the table
before him. While he studied the contents she folded her hands in her lap and
tried not to be too obvious when she glanced around at the others at the table.


Though she had never
attended an office meeting before, everything seemed just as she would have
expected it to be. The eight men and four women seated around the table were
all dressed in business suits, of varying levels of conservativeness, and in
front of each of them was a folder, identical to the one Rhett was reading,
along with a notepad, several pens and a glass. In the middle of the table were
several jugs filled with water. 


It all seemed
completely normal, except for her presence at the meeting, which she didn’t
understand, and the fact that Rhett and David were the only ones not staring at
her, either openly or covertly. She figured they were probably as curious about
her presence there as she was herself, but it didn’t make her feel any better
about being studied by a dozen people. 


Smiling awkwardly Leah
looked down at her hands and did her best to ignore the looks, which were
making her more than a little uncomfortable.


“I guess we should get
this meeting underway,” Rhett said, looking up from his folder. “I notice you
are all staring at my friend, is there a problem?” he asked; he already knew
why they were looking at Leah since he had arranged everything, but Leah didn’t
and he had to play along with what he had set up.


David stood. “Well,
Rhett, we aren’t sure why you have invited your, lady friend, into our business
meeting.” It was only with a supreme effort that he was able to keep his face
straight, the look on Leah’s face at his description of her made him want to
laugh, but he knew he couldn’t afford to, that would only spoil what Rhett had
planned.


“Do you all agree with
David? Are you all wondering why my friend is here?” Rhett asked, allowing his
voice to deepen and take on a commanding note.


It was one of the women
to Leah’s right who spoke up, nibbling her lip nervously as she did. “In my
opinion,” she gained a little confidence when several of the other people
around the table nodded their heads to show they were in agreement, “it is
highly unprofessional of you to bring someone into this meeting who has no
place here. Our clients require absolute confidentiality in all business
dealings and your ‘friend’s’ presence might well jeopardize that.”


Leah squirmed in her
chair as the woman glared at her, making her feel as though she was a bug the
woman longed to squash underfoot.


“It seems my business
etiquette leaves something to be desired; perhaps I should show you why I have
brought her here.” He glanced around the group, one brow raised, looking for
any further comments.


“I think that would be
appropriate,” a balding middle-aged man agreed.


“Sweetheart, would you
please stand up for me.” Rhett shook his head in mock aggravation.


Leah hoped he was
sending her from the room; it was readily obvious she wasn’t welcome there, so
she stood and pushed back her chair, waiting for him to speak. 


Standing, Rhett moved
behind Leah and put his hands on her waist. “She is here,” he said, “because I
enjoy touching her, and can’t keep my hands off her.” He allowed his hands to
trail up from her waist and then move round to cup her breasts. 


“Sir?” Leah’s face
burned in embarrassment as he groped her and her hands moved to cover his as
she lowered her eyes, humiliated by what he was doing.


“So you’ve brought your
whore to a business meeting, a meeting that involves a considerable amount of
money and the fate of several companies.” A tall blond man shook his head, a
look of disgust on his face.


With quick fingers
Rhett undid the buttons on the front of Leah’s shirt and she gasped, attempting
to still his hands, as he pulled it open. “Sir, maybe I should leave.” Please,
for the love of chocolate, she silently prayed, just get me the fuck out of
here. 


“Why should these
people determine what I do with you, sweet girl?” he asked. Grabbing her hands
he pulled them down to her sides and then he tugged her shirt from her skirt
and opened it wide, ensuring that everyone in the room could see her bra and
her clenched abdomen.


“This is an outrage,
Rhett,” a sophisticated looking woman said angrily, shaking her head as she
rapidly tapped her pen on the table. “You should keep your sex life behind
closed doors.”


What the hell was he
doing? He had lost his damned mind, she thought, her face burning hotter than
ever. “Sir, please!” She was trembling she was so angry with him for what he
was doing, while the shock of his unexpected actions kept her arms frozen to
her sides. Had she been able to move them she would have covered herself, and
to hell with his dislike of her disobeying him.


Paying no attention to
Leah’s words, or the distress in her voice, Rhett pulled her shirt off her
shoulders and slid it down her arms. He kicked it out of the way when it
dropped to the floor while he unclasped her bra; her bra was on the floor with
her shirt before she had a chance to realize what he was doing. “Have you
looked at her tits?” he grinned as he asked the question, cupping them gently
and squeezing them, pinching her nipples to make them erect.


Mortified Leah
attempted to turn toward him, to hide herself with his body, but he released
her breasts and grabbed her shoulders, holding her in place. “Don’t you dare
let them make you feel bad for doing what I command. Stand still and show them
how proud you are of your body!” Every eye in the room was focused on his
beautiful girl and the thought that none of them could have her, though they
almost certainly wanted her, turned him on more than he would have admitted.


“Perhaps you should
show us more, Rhett. If you are going to flaunt your whore before us you can at
least make it entertaining.” Laughing softly the thirty something year old man
leaned back, his arms crossed in front of him, his enjoyment evident on his
face.


She couldn’t believe
that a group of professionals, lawyers and businesspeople, could behave like
dogs in heat, but that was how they seemed to her. Despite the disgust a couple
of them had expressed they were all watching her avidly, waiting to see what
Rhett was going to do with her next.


Her mind screamed for
her to run, to break free from Rhett’s grasp and run from the room, to get as
far from the scene of such embarrassment as she could. Despite her mind’s
advice she didn’t flee, she didn’t even attempt to. That part of her that had
found pleasure in everything Rhett had pushed her to do over the past week rose
to the surface again, and to her dismay Leah found herself becoming aroused by
being displayed to his business associates.


Rhett was impressed as
he reached down between them to unzip her skirt. Though she had made a few
token protests she was not resisting him as he had expected her to. He had been
sure she would be punching and clawing at him to get him to stop long before
now.


“You’re beginning to
enjoy this, aren’t you, sweetheart,” he whispered in her ear as he pushed her
skirt down over her hips so it slid to the floor, leaving her in just her
panties and shoes. 


Damn she was fucking
beautiful, he thought, standing there with her breasts on display, just a thin
piece of material hiding her sex from the thirteen pairs of eyes that were
hungrily drinking in the sight of her.


Taking a clump of her
hair in his hand he pulled her head back roughly so he could whisper some more.
“You see how they’re looking at you, they want you, they want to touch you, to
suck on your nipples, to rip your panties away and drink from your core.” As he
spoke, his words spreading a tingle of desire through her, his free hand traced
its way over her breasts and down her quivering abdomen.


His fingers paused at
the band of her panties, waiting there until she moaned, telling him she was
eager for him to continue, and so he did. He slid his fingers into her panties
and down across her smooth mound; soon enough he was between her folds, where
he discovered the moisture that told him he had been right, she was enjoying
what he was doing.


Leah felt her breathing
quicken as his fingers reached her core and she looked around wildly at the
strangers watching her. What the hell was wrong with her? She wondered. It wasn’t
right, she shouldn’t be letting him touch her in front of a bunch of strangers,
but his fingers felt so good. Her mind was screaming a million things at her
all at once and she didn’t know which way to turn. All she could do was groan
at the pleasure his fingers brought her.


Pulling his fingers from
her drenched folds Rhett grasped her underwear, and with one quick tug he tore
it from her, tossing it aside like the scrap of material it now was. Leah
gasped and brought her hands round to cover her bare mound, but a quick slap on
the butt told her he wasn’t going to allow that and she reluctantly moved her
hands out of the way. “What should I do with this beautiful slut?” he asked of
no one in particular.


Leah knew she should
hate him for talking about her like that, but she couldn’t, she found it just
as much a turn on as everything else he was doing. He was turning her into just
what he had called her, she thought as a fresh surge of blood colored her
cheeks. “Sir, please!” She didn’t know whether her words were a plea for him to
stop or an encouragement, she was too confused.


“I think you should
fuck her,” David said with a grin as his friend’s fingers returned to Leah’s
mound. He was amazed she hadn’t stopped it yet, he’d been sure she would end it
long before it reached that point. He and Janie had had their biggest fight ever
over a scene like the one Rhett was playing out just then. Janie had gone
through with it in the end, but she had given him hell afterward.


At David’s words Rhett
pushed two fingers deep into Leah’s core, while with his other he pulled her
head back sharply by her hair. “What do you think, sweetheart?” he growled
hungrily. “Should I bend you over this table and fuck that sweet little pussy
of yours until you cum?”


She whimpered as his
fingers probed her, erasing her awareness of anything else. It was so wrong,
her mind screamed, she shouldn’t be allowing it to happen, but her body
demanded more. 


“I asked you a
question, girl.” His fingers pushed deeper inside her and his thumb grazed over
her piercing, knowing how her body would react to the stimulation.


“No, Sir!” she cried
out defiantly, wishing she had the strength to pull away from him, and hating
herself for wanting to give in to him. She couldn’t believe she had become the
kind of person who would even consider letting a man touch her as Rhett was
just then, in front of a group of strangers. 


Allowing his thumb to
rub back and forth over her piercing again Rhett felt her core clench at him,
and knew she was about to cum. With a chuckle he slid his fingers from her.
“Apparently my little slut doesn’t want to fuck.” He kept his hands on her
thigh, knowing how unfulfilled she was.


Part of her wanted him
to touch her again, at the same time she was glad he wasn’t forcing the issue,
she didn’t think she could bring herself to say no a second time. Clenching her
thighs together she did her best to get her body under control, not
understanding how she could be so turned on by such treatment.


“Lean over the table,”
Rhett commanded softly. If she thought things were over she still had a lot to
learn about him, he thought. The games had only just begun.


“Sir, I don’t want to
be with you in front of all these people.” How she found the courage to deny
him again she didn’t know, especially when her body was aching for him so
badly.


“Trust me, girl, I
won’t fuck you until you beg me to, now lean over the table; don’t make me ask
again!”


Not sure what Rhett was
intending Leah nervously leaned forward, resting her cheek on the cool table.
From that position she wasn’t able to see behind her to where Rhett was, and
that made her all the more nervous, since she had no warning of his intentions.


“If we’re not going to
fuck, sweet girl,” Rhett said, taking out a long ruler and raising it, “I’m
going to make that sexy ass of yours red,” he brought the ruler down sharply on
her heart-shaped ass, which made her cry out with the sudden pain, “so everyone
will know what a bad girl you are.”


The sting of the ruler
burned her butt cheeks, while the cheeks on her face burned red with
humiliation over his words. He struck her again and again with the ruler until
her cries of pain combined into one long drawn out wail. “Please, Sir!” she
begged, gripping the edge of the table with all her strength. She was almost at
the end of her tolerance and wished she had just let him take her. That might
be just as embarrassing, but at least it would be less painful.


“Your choice, Leah; I’m
either going to have your ass or that hot little cunt.” He allowed his hands to
rub her reddened ass, enjoying the color.


“Take me, Sir,” she
whispered quietly, preferring humiliation over pain.


“You’ll have to do
better than that, sweetheart. What do you want me to do with you?” He knew he
was once again taking her out of her comfort zone, but that was what his ten
nights plan was all about, he reminded himself. It was about pushing her beyond
what she was used to, and about encouraging her to let go and surrender to his
will.


She couldn’t believe he
was going to make her say the words. She wished he would just get on with it so
it would be over and she could leave, rather than continuing to humiliate her
as he was. Didn’t he care for her at all? The ruler came down on her sore ass
again then, as she struggled to find the courage to speak. “Fuck me, Sir!” She
had meant only to speak the words, but the sudden pain forced them from her in
a scream.


Rhett chuckled and
threw the ruler on the floor before undoing his pants. He slid them and his
boxers down to reveal his length, almost as long, and just as hard, as the
ruler, and with one thrust he entered her fully. 


With each thrust he
claimed her as his own; claiming her in his eyes, in hers, and in the eyes of
everyone else in the room. There was no doubt in any of their minds who Leah
belonged to, she was his, and his alone.


Leah felt her body
tense with each stroke, a strange excitement filling her at the knowledge that
more than a dozen people were watching them. She was ashamed of her excitement,
and turned on by it at the same time. Her arousal made her feel all the more
ashamed, but as her release approached she grew less and less concerned with
the other people in the room, until finally she came, screaming her orgasm for
all the world to hear.


Guilt would come later,
she was sure, but just then all she could think of was the feel of his hardness
inside her as he withdrew and plunged into her, over and over again, with
increasing speed. When he finally pulled out of her and she felt his seed fall
on her back and buttocks she knew she had pleased him. 


It wasn’t until just
before he came that Rhett remembered he had once again forgotten to put on a
condom. He was relieved that he’d pulled out in time, but he couldn’t believe
that he’d made the same mistake as he had the night before; it just wasn’t like
him to lose control to such an extent.


“This meeting is
adjourned,” he said breathlessly as he took some tissues to wipe himself clean
before he pulled his underwear and trousers back up. “I expect to have your
reports sent to my office later in the week, you’re excused.”


A few chuckles filled
the room at Rhett’s words and everyone around the table got to their feet and
dispersed. Leah however remained bent over the table, shocked at what she had
allowed to happen. She waited until she was alone with Rhett and then slowly
pushed herself up so she was standing once again. “Is there a bathroom close
by, Sir?” she asked, her voice quiet  as she thought about what she had
permitted Rhett to do to her, with her, in front of a crowd of strangers.


“Right through those
doors, sweetheart.” Rhett pointed to a door at the back off the office.


She quickly gathered
her clothes and ran off to clean herself up. The bathroom was small, and there
was only a sink and paper towels for her to use, but she did the best she
could, sure she had missed at least some of his seed when she finished. 


Two more nights, she
thought to herself as she cleaned herself and then dressed, uncomfortably aware
that she no longer had any panties to wear. Just two more nights and then it
would be over, she told herself over and over; she didn’t know if she would
stay with Rhett after that, not given the things he had convinced her to do.


Forcing herself not to
cry, she refused to give in to the tears, she stood before the mirror, studying
herself, trying to work out what she had become, what she had allowed herself
to become. It was clear to her that she couldn’t continue the lifestyle, no
matter how much she loved Rhett, it was just too damaging to her, both
psychologically and emotionally. 


Despite that
realization she was determined to finish out the ten nights. She knew it was
stupid to do so, and pure stubbornness on her part, but she refused to change
her mind. She had started the ten nights, and she would see them through to the
finish, no matter how bad it got.


Her resolution made,
Leah returned to the conference room.


“You okay, sweetheart?”
Rhett asked, grinning and pulling her into his arms.


“I’m fine, Sir,” she
whispered softly, and she was, though only because she knew, deep in her heart,
that she would be leaving him soon. 


“I’m very proud of
you,” he told her, kissing her forehead. “I think we are going to make
wonderful magic together.” He knew if he could get his shit together, and not
make stupid mistakes like forgetting condoms, he had found himself a submissive
that he would happily call his.


His words almost broke
Leah’s heart; she wanted to tell him that their time was nearly at an end, but
just couldn’t bring herself to. “Two more nights, Sir,” she whispered as she
held tight to him. 


“Two more, sweetheart.”
He held her in his arms for a few moments longer before pulling away. “Would
you like to see some more of Playa Del Carmen? Or would you prefer to go back
to the resort?” he asked. “I know you must be keen to shower and freshen
yourself up, but I can arrange that here if you like.”


Knowing that she might
never have another opportunity to see the island, Leah nodded and smiled. “That
would be good, Sir, thank you. I would love to see more of the island.”


Together they walked
back to the elevator, hand in hand, and returned to the limousine, which was
waiting for them outside. After a quick shower, which Rhett arranged at a
nearby hotel, paying for a night in a suite just so they could get cleaned up,
they went for lunch at a restaurant that overlooked the ocean, as everything
seemed to do in that area. 


With lunch finished
they went shopping. Leah would have been happy to just explore the island and
see the various sights it had to offer, but Rhett insisted on taking her
shopping. Over her protests he lavished money on her, buying her clothes and
jewelry, though all she really wanted to buy was a few souvenirs to remind her
of her time in the islands.


When Leah finally
persuaded Rhett to stop spending money on her they returned to the waiting
powerboat for the journey back to their resort. 


There was just enough
time for them to pack up their belongings and have an early dinner, at which
they were joined by David and Janie, before they made for the airport so they
could return home. The dinner was an embarrassing affair for Leah, who couldn’t
get past the memory of David watching as she was fucked by Rhett.


She wasn’t the only one
whose mood was off. Despite her embarrassment, and her distraction, Leah
couldn’t help noticing that Janie was strangely quietly. 


Leah didn’t know what
was wrong with her friend, and didn’t want to ask while the men were around.
She hoped things weren’t going sour between Janie and David since he seemed to
make her best friend happier than she’d ever seen her. She hoped even more
fervently that the events of the morning, and what David had witnessed between
her and Rhett, wasn’t the cause of whatever was wrong. 


 


By the time the jet
landed in Chicago Leah was exhausted, and she declined Rhett’s request to stay
the night at his place. It was late but she begged off, saying she needed some
real rest after such a tiring holiday. Reluctantly he agreed, and had his
driver divert to drop her and Janie off before taking David home and then
making for his mansion.


Reaching the door of her
room Leah was ready to fall asleep in her clothes; she promised to call Janie,
who seemed as tired as she was, the moment she woke the next day and made her
way through to the bedroom. She stripped quickly, throwing the clothes into the
corner of the room, out of the way, and then slid beneath the sheets. The
moment her head hit the pillow she was asleep.
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Leah was woken the next
morning by her alarm clock, which went off at its usual time. It wasn’t until
she had stumbled from her bed and was in the shower that she realized she
didn’t have to get up because she no longer had a job to go to.


Briefly she debated
going back to bed and sleeping for a while longer, but she quickly abandoned
that idea, the shower had done what it always did and she was wide awake. She
knew that if she returned to her bed it would take her forever to get back to
sleep, and that would annoy her more than staying up and feeling tired later.


Finishing up her shower
Leah dried off and then continued with her usual morning routine. Throughout it
all she considered her options for the day. Since she didn’t have a job to go
to she needed to do something with her time. 


There was no point in
making a start on her search for a permanent, post-graduation job, she decided.
She needed to get through her final two nights with Rhett and return to a
normal life before she could afford the energy it would take to do that.


Could she go back to a
normal life? What did normal even mean anymore? As it occurred to her that she
no longer knew what normal was, and had no idea if she could put everything
that had happened with Rhett behind her, tears filled her eyes. 


She refused to allow
the sudden emotion to overwhelm her, and with an effort she forced back the
tears as she finished her breakfast.


With no job to go to,
and no point in her looking for another, more permanent one, at that time, Leah
found herself at a bit of a loss for what to do. It was clear that she needed
to do something with her day, if only to keep her mind occupied. 


Her immediate thought
was to call up Janie and see what she wanted to do; Janie nearly always had
something she wanted to do, and it was usually so much fun they forgot all
about whatever might be troubling them.


Thinking of Janie
reminded Leah of her friend’s strange attitude during the journey home the
previous evening. Immediately she fetched her phone to call her so she could
find out what had been wrong. 


When the call went
straight to voice mail Leah became worried and hurriedly pulled on a pair of
shorts and a tank top so she could walk over to Janie’s room. She banged on the
door when she got there, not letting up until the door swung open and she saw
her friend standing there.


“What’s with the
banging?” Janie wanted to know, leaning tiredly on the door and yawning. “It’s
still early.”


“I was worried about
you, hon,” Leah said, relieved to see her friend was alright. Walking into the
room she dropped onto the couch; she too was still tired and Janie’s yawn had
set her off, for a couple of moments that was all either of them could do,
yawn. “Is everything alright? You looked pretty upset at dinner yesterday, and
all through the journey home, then you’re phone went straight to voice mail
when I tried to call you.”


“I’m fine, just tired.”
Having joined Leah on the couch Janie curled up and rested her head on her
friend’s shoulder. “This weekend wore me out, that’s all, David especially.
He’s always the same when we go away, can’t get enough. I think it makes him
extra horny doing me in fancy hotels.


“How about you? How you
hanging on, hon? Still determined to see this shit through to the bitter end?”
Janie could quite keep the mocking tone out of her voice, but she quickly
apologized, seeing the look on her friend’s face. “Sorry, hon, just ignore me,
I’m too tired to think straight. Seriously though, are you alright?” Lifting
her head she stared into her friend’s face, examining her as if she could work
out her friend’s frame of mine from what she saw there.


“I’ll be fine,” Leah
answered, forcing a smile. She didn’t want to discuss the situation between her
and Rhett just then, she was sure if she did she would only start crying again,
she preferred to put the situation from her mind until it was necessary for her
to think about it. “There’s only two more nights, I’ll make it through. 


“So, what have you got
planned for today? Anything?” she asked, changing the subject quickly when she
saw her friend was about to say something about either her or Rhett.


“Nothing specific, but
I was hoping to get more out of here.” Janie looked around the dorm room in
distaste, and Leah noticed for the first time the number of boxes sitting in
the corner of the room, all packed up, though none of them were labeled to
indicate their contents, a lack that made her fingers twitch. “How close to
being packed up are you?”


“Almost done,” Leah
told her. She’d been packing during whatever periods of free time she had
before the trip and knew she could be finished with just a few hours of steady
work. The dorm rooms didn’t allow much room for hoarding, which meant she
hadn’t acquired much clutter, and that made it easier. “If everything is good
with you, maybe I should finish up and we can get a few things moved into the
condo today.”


“Well I’m pretty much
finished already, I can be done in about half an hour; I just have to throw the
last few things into a box. I’ll get that done and then come over and help you
out. The sooner we leave this place the better, as far as I am concerned, even
if we are moving into a condo bought by daddy,” she said the last part with a 
heavy dose of bitterness.


“Sounds like a plan to
me, girlfriend; have you got any extra boxes?”


“I do.” Feeling much
more awake Janie practically jumped to her feet and made her way into the
bedroom, returning a few moments later with four large, flat-packed boxes and a
bag of polystyrene packing filler. “I’ll be over just as soon as I’ve dressed,
had something to eat, and sorted myself out. See ya soon.”


Janie was good as her
word; within half an hour she had joined her friend and was helping with the
packing. 


While Janie’s packing
was haphazard, untidy, and quick, she just threw things into a box until it was
full and then moved on to the next box, Leah’s packing was much more organized,
not to mention time-consuming. She insisted that everything be kept in groups
and packed neatly, with the boxes clearly labeled so when it was time to unpack
she would be able to find everything easily.


“Sorry, hon,” Leah
apologized when they had taped up the last box, almost four hours after
starting. “I didn’t think it would take this long, I had no idea I had this
much stuff hidden away.”


“It wasn’t how much
stuff you’ve got that took us so long,” Janie remarked, stretching, relieved
that they were finally finished. “It was your fussy need to pack everything
neatly, not to mention label it, and your general need to be organized. You
know how much I hate that.


“Oh just ignore me.”
She flapped her hand at the look on her friend’s face. “It’s done now, that’s
the important thing, and now we can get it shifted to the condo.” Taking out
her cell phone she made a quick call. “A few of the guys are going to help take
the boxes down to the cars; we need to go pull them round to the front.”


Leah couldn’t help
laughing as they walked down the stairs. “I don’t know how you do it; I swear
you can get guys to do whatever you want.” Janie’s phone call had resulted in
five athletic men arriving at the door of her room in next to no time, all of
them desperate to please Janie. 


“There’s one that
doesn’t do my bidding,” Janie said with a laugh, thinking about David. He was
the only man in her life that refused to give in to her every desire, and she
was sure that was the reason she cared so much for him, when every other man
who had shared her bed over the years had been disposable.


For the next half an
hour there was little room for conversation as both their cars were packed to
overflowing, which wasn’t difficult to manage since neither of them had a big
car. When the cars were packed up Janie gave each of the guys a quick kiss and a
smile, which left them panting like dogs that had been rewarded for behaving
well, and then she slid behind the wheel of her car.


“I’ll follow you to the
condo,” Leah called out as Janie pulled away. It was just as well her new car
was fast, if she’d been driving her old car she’d have lost sight of her friend
before she made it out of the college campus.


 


The drive to their new
home didn’t take long, mostly because Janie was racing along, forcing Leah to
stay above the speed limit in order to keep up with her. She was relieved when
they arrived at the condo without being pulled over by the police, though her
relief was short-lived.


Pulling up in front of
the building Leah parked behind Janie’s car and got about. She was about to say
something about her friend’s fast driving when she saw Janie throw her arms
around David, who was waiting for them. The sight of David made her groan
inwardly; it was going to be some time before she felt comfortable around him
she realized. 


David smiled and lifted
Janie into his arms, as hers went around his neck, before acknowledging Leah.
It was clear from the way she was avoiding eye contact that she was still
feeling awkward about what had happened the previous day, not that he blamed
her. She was Janie’s best friend however, and he didn’t want to make things
difficult for his girl by having weirdness between the two of them. “Let’s get
these boxes upstairs and then I’d like to buy you ladies lunch.”


“I’ll probably just
hang around here and start sorting stuff out,” Leah said with a smile that she
hoped reached her eyes. “You two can have lunch without me.” The last thing she
wanted was to be a third wheel at a lunch, especially when she didn’t feel very
comfortable around David.


“Leah, you can’t avoid
me forever.” David smiled to show he wasn’t angry with her. “I know you’re
embarrassed, but honestly, you have no reason to be.”


Janie looked from David
to Leah and back again, confused. “Um, what am I missing here?” She trusted
both of them, but it was obvious something had happened that she didn’t know
about, and that worried her slightly.


“That’s Leah’s story to
tell, baby.” Lifting one of the larger boxes he walked toward the front door of
the condo complex.


“He just witnessed one
of my nights with Rhett,” Leah said quickly, “Or I guess I should say day since
it was at the office.” She didn’t want to talk about it any further than that
so she hurriedly grabbed one of her boxes and walked off.


Janie knew Leah had
been gone the previous day, but she had had no idea that anything had taken
place at the office. Grabbing a box she trailed after her boyfriend and her
best friend, thinking that Leah’s explanation was far from sufficient, even if
then wasn’t the best time to pursue the matter.


With three of them
unloading the cars it didn’t take long, even if some of the boxes were a bit
too heavy for the girls to manage easily on their own, and soon enough they
were stood in the middle of the condo, surrounded by boxes, looking pleased
with themselves. All that was left for them to do was to turn in the keys to
their dorm rooms and sign out; once they did that they would be finished with
school forever, a thought that pleased them both very much.


There was no furniture
in the condo just then, all the furniture they had been using for the past few
years belonged to the school and came with the dorm rooms, but that didn’t
matter. As far as Janie was concerned, the lack of furniture was just another
excuse to go shopping, not that she needed one. Better than the opportunity to
spend money was the chance to make the condo, which she was only reluctantly
accepting, her own by decorating and furnishing it how she wanted.


“Before I forget, Leah,
here’s your key.” Janie dug into her purse out pulled out small key ring,
shaped like an island girl, complete with grass skirt and coconut bra, from
which hung a key. She handed it over with a smile, but quickly turned serious
as she said, “We will be talking about what happened at the office, and why
David was there.” 


“I’ll tell you what
ladies, I’ll go pick us up some Chinese and give the two of you some time to
talk. Would you like anything in particular, Leah?” he asked, he already knew
what his girl enjoyed.


“I’m not very picky,
I’ll eat whatever you bring back.” Leah kept her eyes on her friend as she
spoke. “Let me give you some money.”


“Don’t worry about it,
I’ve got this.” He waved at Janie and was gone before Leah had a chance to
argue the matter.


“Alright, spill it,”
Janie demanded, dropping cross-legged onto the wooden floor.


Joining her friend on
the floor Leah felt her cheeks redden as she went over the scene from the day
before. She kept her description of what had happened between her and Rhett as
straightforward as she could, and hurried through it as quickly as possible.
“It’s just really hard to be in the same room with your boyfriend, knowing how
much of me he saw yesterday.”


“Wow, just wow.” Janie
was flabbergasted. If someone had told her a few weeks ago that her virginal
friend would have allowed some man to take her in front of a room full of
people she would never have believed them. In fact she would probably have
laughed in their face and asked for some of whatever they were taking.


“I know it was stupid
of me to let it happen, Janie, but I’m determined to see these nights through,
no matter what.” Was she a fool for being willing to do whatever was asked of
her just so she could have some memories that didn’t involve her being boring
and prudish? Biting her lip hard she found herself questioning her own
decision.


“Look, honey, I’ve
already told you what I think, but this is your choice, and you’re the one
who’s going to have to deal with the consequences when it’s over. The only
thing I’m concerned with is whether you will be able to walk away at the end of
it.”


“I have to. If I don’t
walk away I think I’m going to become a person I don’t like very much.” She
wasn’t prepared to get into how Janie felt about what she was doing; she had
already heard her friend’s opinion.


“That doesn’t answer
the question, honey. It’s great that you know you have to leave, but will you
be able to?” Knowing something was bad for you didn’t mean you were willing, or
able, to stop the addiction.


“I will,” Leah said
determinedly. “It’s not a matter of if for me.” She felt tears filling her eyes
as she said it.


“You have no idea how
sorry I am for introducing you to him.” Janie hated seeing her friend in pain,
all the more so because she knew it was her fault, without her Leah would never
have met Rhett.


“Don’t say that, Janie.
No matter how this ends I’m glad I got to experience it.” She realized she
meant it, and the realization made her heart feel a little lighter, Even if she
couldn’t stick with the lifestyle, at least because of her experience with it
she knew what it meant to love, and more importantly, what it meant to feel
passion.


“Alright, you’re a
grown woman, Leah, and you know I’m here for you, no matter what you do,” Janie
said, giving her best friend a hug. “Just remember that I love you, okay, and
well, damn it, that’s it, I just love you.” She grinned and sat back.


“I love you too, Janie,
and you know what?”


“What’s that, honey?”
She waited for the answer expectantly.


“Who needs a man when I
have the best friend in the entire world?” They both laughed at her comment.


“Unless you plan on
becoming my sex slave, I think I might still need one.” Janie waggled her
eyebrows in an effort to make her friend laugh.


“Pfft, you might become
mine.” Leak stuck out her tongue childishly, enjoying being able to laugh about
things.


When David returned he
was pleased to see the two friends laughing and joking. “Okay ladies, where are
we setting up this feast?” he asked, setting down a bag full of boxes of
Chinese food and drinks. 


“I’ll grab a blanket;
we can have an indoor picnic.” Janie grinned at the idea and hopped up to go
and dig one out from a box. She returned soon enough, and with David’s help
spread the blanket out on the floor.


Once the blanket was
sorted they all sat around it and David began handing around the little white
boxes and their drinks. For a while they ate in a companionable silence until
finally he spoke. “Listen, Leah, I just want you to know that I don’t think any
differently about you after yesterday. You are Janie’s best friend, and I think
you’re a great person, so I really hope you can get over any embarrassment
around me.”


It was hard not to take
his comment as genuine when she saw the loving way Janie looked at him. “I’m
going to try my best to just forget you were there, and maybe you could do the
same.”


“Did I see you
somewhere yesterday? You’ll have to refresh my memory, I don’t remember?”
Grinning he was pleased to see her smile back. He planned on spending a lot of
time with Janie, which meant getting on with her friend was important.


“Thanks, David; sorry I
was being such a prude.” She felt a little silly for getting so worked up over
the situation when it was clear he wasn’t bothered by it in the slightest.


“Don’t worry about it.
I’ve been living this lifestyle for so long that sometimes I wonder if anything
really bothers me anymore.” He gave a quick smile and then maneuvered another
mouthful of sweet and sour chicken into his mouth with his chopsticks.


“Well good, it’s
settled then.” Janie smiled. “I want my two favorite people in the world to be
best friends.”


“I’ll just think of you
as my baby sister, Leah, since I don’t have one.” David winked at Janie. He was
falling in love with her, he knew it, and was prepared to do anything to make
her happy; fortunately being friends with her best friend was a simple thing
and he had no problem with it.


“So if Rhett gives me
any trouble tonight I should call you for help?” Giving a little grin Leah
wondered how that would work out.


“Given he’s my business
partner, I think it might be best if you call Janie should you have any trouble
tonight, little sister. Of course, the chances are Janie would be of more use
to you than I would be anyway,” he said with a chuckle.


They all had a good
laugh over his answer and the rest of the lunch was much more comfortable for
Leah. It definitely relieved her mind that he didn’t think any the less of her
after what had happened. She’d known Janie would love her no matter what, but
it made her feel better that things were okay between her and David as well,
especially with the end of things fast approaching. 


Once lunch was over
David left to return to the office, having done his good deed for the day, as
he described it. 


Janie and Leah pottered
around for a while, exploring their new home and deciding where their things
would go, as well as listing the furniture they needed to get. When they had done
that they went out. 


Their first stop was
the dorm administration offices; since they had no desire to spend another
night in their dorm rooms they returned their keys and signed out, officially
ending their time on the campus. After that they moved on to furniture
shopping.


Furniture shopping was
not something Leah had ever done before; neither had Janie for that matter, but
as always Janie had no problem with a new experience and confidently led the
way through the doors into their first furniture store. 


A smile from Janie, and
a casual mention that anything they bought would be paid for on her daddy’s
credit card, secured them the enthusiastic assistance of a salesman. Like a
puppy he followed them around the store, keeping on their heels the entire way.
Whenever they stopped, he stopped, and when Janie asked him a question about
something he barked; at least that was what Leah thought in amusement. 


In no time at all they
had purchased a beige butter soft leather three piece suite, a pair of double
beds, wardrobes, chests of drawer and numerous other items. Leah couldn’t
believe how much her friend was buying, or the size of the bill she was racking
up to go on our father’s credit card, but Janie just laughed off her concerns,
saying they needed all of it.


After what seemed like
hours, at least to Leah, Janie finally declared that they had the bare
essentials necessary to make the condo livable. Leah was surprised when her
friend blithely assured the salesman who had spent the afternoon following them
around that they would be back, once they had settled all their newly acquired
furniture in place and knew just what they were missing to make the condo a
home. As far as Leah was concerned they had all the furniture they could need,
and more.


When the final bill was
tallied up Leah was shocked, she couldn’t believe how casually her friend had
spent more than five thousand dollars on her father’s credit card. She insisted
on paying for her share of the bill, since a third of the furniture was for her
bedroom, and she had the money Rhett had put into her bank account. Janie
declined though, asserting that since her father was all but forcing her to
take the condo, he could pay for it to be furnished, and he could definitely
afford to do so.


With everything paid
for, and delivery arranged for the following day, the earliest the store could
get it to them, Leah and Janie left. Leah thought they were going to head home,
since they had bought the furniture they went out for, but as was often the
case when she went anywhere with her friend, what she thought was completely
wrong. 


From the furniture
store Janie dragged her friend into an electronics emporium, insisting that it
was all well and good for them to have beds to sleep in, and stuff to sit on,
but without entertainment they would be bored out of their minds. 


The technique Janie had
employed in the previous store worked just as well there and they soon had a
salesman following them around, giving them advice on the best things to spend
their money on.


Leah’s shock at the
money her friend spent in the previous store was eclipsed by the size of the
bill in the electronics emporium. 


Three televisions, one
huge 3D one for the living room, with a top of the line sound system, and two
smaller ones for the bedrooms, Blu-ray players, stereos, a microwave, and a
fridge-freezer all combined to run up a bill that was almost double what the
furniture had cost. 


Janie tried to buy her
friend a new laptop, to replace the tired one she was stuck with, but that was
where Leah drew the line. Though she couldn’t stop her friend buying the rest
of what she picked out, Leah did refuse to let her pay for the laptop, instead
she paid for it out of the money Rhett had given her, accepting that it was a
good idea to get one just then while she had the opportunity.


Janie paid the bill
without giving the final total a second glance, and then arranged for
everything to be delivered the next day. As she pointed out to Leah on their
way out, Leah had the box containing her new laptop tucked under her arm, there
was no point worrying about the stuff they’d bought until the next day since
neither of them was planning on spending the night at the condo. 


She was going to be
spending the night with David, while Leah was going to be at Rhett’s.


 


Arriving home Leah
immediately opened the box and took out the laptop she’d bought. It was the
first new laptop she’d ever owned, never having had the money to buy new
before, and her fingers itched to try it out. Trying out the display model was
one thing, but it wasn’t the same as turning on her own and really trying it
out without the limitations the store imposed on what a person could do.


“Hey, hon,” Janie had
to try several times to get her friend’s attention, “shouldn’t you be getting
ready if you’re going to Rhett’s tonight?” she asked after a little over an
hour, during which time her friend had been glued to her new laptop, checking
out the installed programs and surfing the net on the superfast broadband that
was available in the condo. 


“Oh crap!” Leah
exclaimed when she saw the time. “You’re right, dammit.” Hurriedly shutting
down the laptop she got to her feet and put the computer on the breakfast bar
in the kitchen, the only place she could think of that would keep it off the
floor for the time being.


Dragging the boxes
marked as having clothing into her bedroom Leah began hunting for something to
wear. Once again she had no idea what Rhett had planned for them; nonetheless she
wanted to look her best, whatever was going to happen. 


“Oh bother!” Leah’s cry
brought Janie to the door of her friend’s bedroom. “What’s the matter?” she
asked.


“Huh?” Leah looked
round from where she was rooting through a box, surprised to see her friend.


“I asked what’s the matter,”
Jane said. “I heard you ‘oh bothering’ from my room. And what’s with the mess?”
She looked around at the clothes Leah had dug out of the box and discarded on
the floor.


“They’re all wrinkled,”
Leah told her, waving an arm at the clothes surrounding her. 


“That’s no surprise if
you’re just throwing them on the floor. You can’t treat clothes like that and
expect them to stay neat.”


Leah scowled at her
friend. “They were wrinkled before I took them out of the box.”


“But I thought you went
to such pains to ensure everything was packed neatly. That’s why it took us
nearly four hours to sort out your room.”


“I did, but they’re
still wrinkled!” Leah wailed in despair. “I can’t go to Rhett’s in a wrinkled
dress, he won’t like that.”


Janie chose not to
comment on that, instead she gave the only advice she had. “Just pick the least
wrinkled outfit you have. I’m sure he’ll understand.”


After going through the
entire box Leah was reluctantly forced to go with Janie’s advice, unfortunately
the least wrinkled halfway decent outfit she could find was a white cotton
sports dress with a red pattern. It was a long way from the stylish outfits
Rhett had bought her, and he clearly preferred, but at least she wouldn’t feel
like a rumpled mess wearing it.


Hanging the dress on
the back of the door to her en-suite bathroom Leah got herself ready. She
showered quickly, and then did her hair and applied makeup, deciding to go with
a simple ponytail and only a trace of makeup, to avoid looking out of place
with her dress.


The underwear she
pulled on was sexy, but by the time she had finished with her makeup and had
pulled on her dress Leah felt she looked anything but. The white Converse she
pulled out a box matched her dress well, but did little to lift her appearance
beyond the realms of cute.


“You need any help
before I get out of here?” she asked, returning to the living room.


Janie whistled when she
saw her friend, grinning at Leah’s outfit. “Look at you, sexy girl.” In her
opinion Leah looked more like a high-school cheerleader than a college graduate
in the dress and sneakers she had on; the kind of jailbait that could tempt a
man into trouble.


“Oh yeah, this is my
seduce him look,” Leah said with a giggle and a toss of her still damp
ponytail. “No man can resist me when I put this outfit on.”


“I bet they can’t.”
Seeing the look on her friend’s face Janie turned serious. “I think you look
gorgeous, honey, and if Rhett doesn’t like your outfit tell him to lump it.”
She winked and then tapped her lip. “On second thought, don’t do that, he’d
probably enjoy punishing you for it and we can’t have that, not with everything
we have to get done tomorrow. I need you at full mobility and flexibility, not
suffering from another night with Mr.
I-don’t-know-the-meaning-of-the-word-restraint; you make sure to tell him
that.”


Leah shook her head at
Janie’s comment. “Yeah, I’ll be sure to tell him that for you, for all the good
it will do.” Giving her friend a quick hug and a peck on the cheek she grabbed
her purse and made her way down to her car.


As usual she felt a
nervous knot build in her stomach as she drove to Rhett’s house. The
uncertainty of what was going to happen brought on the now familiar feeling of
excitement and fear.
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Take Me


 


 


After parking the
Lamborghini in front of Rhett’s mansion, Leah got out of the car and made her
way up the stairs to the front doors. She hadn’t managed to settle herself
during the drive over and hated that her hand trembled as she reached out to
ring the doorbell. Worse than her hand trembling was the stickiness of her
sweaty palms, which she attempted to dry on her dress.


When the door opened to
reveal the butler, Leah hurriedly stopped what she was doing and forced a
smile.


“Master Rhett asked
that you wait in his bedroom, Ma’am, he has left a note for you on the
nightstand.” 


“Thank you.” Leah
smiled again, stepping past the butler she headed up the long flight of stairs
to the mansion’s main bedroom.


Walking into the
elegant room Leah sat down on the oversized bed and picked up the note. She was
filled with disappointment when she read the note Rhett had left for her, he
was stuck in negotiations with a client and didn’t expect to get home until the
early hours of the morning.


As she read the note
again, Leah couldn’t help but wish he’d thought to call her if he wasn’t going
to be home. She could have stayed at the condo and made a start on sorting her
things out, even if she couldn’t put most of it away. Instead she was stuck at
the mansion; Rhett’s note told her to make herself at home but she didn’t feel
all that comfortable with doing that.


Since the bottom of the
note told her to sleep naked it was clear that Rhett intended to wake her when
he got home. It might end up being a tame night, but at least she would have
some time with him.


Putting the note back
on the nightstand Leah stood up and quickly stripped off; folding her dress she
set it on a chair in the corner of the room, along with her underwear. Her sneakers
she put under the chair, out of the way. She then slipped under the covers, naked,
and settled down.


Though she had had a
full day with the move, and the shopping spree that afternoon, Leah found sleep
elusive and soon enough she gave up her attempts to drift off, it was clear she
wasn’t going to manage it just then. Instead she took advantage of the
opportunity to do something she hadn’t done in a while, since meeting Rhett in
fact, she turned on the television and surfed the channels.


She couldn’t find much
that interested her and eventually she left the TV on an old black and white
movie. It wasn’t a great film, but it was light entertainment, and didn’t
require her to think very much so she could just let it run while her mind
drifted.


When the film finished
Leah turned the TV off and slid back down beneath the sheets, finally feeling
as though she could drift off, which was exactly what she did.


 


Leah woke abruptly as a
hand clamped over her mouth, cutting off her breathing. She tried to bring her
own hands up to free herself but the moment she did that a weight settled on
her body, effectively trapping her against the mattress.


The room was
pitch-black, so she couldn’t see anything of her attacker, but the weight on
her hips and the way he kept her almost completely still, despite her best
efforts to free herself, indicated he was a big, strong man.


Terror filled every
fiber of her being as she struggled to free herself; she had an idea of what
her attacker had in mind and the thought filled her with adrenaline, giving her
the strength to free one of her arms from the knee that had been pressing it
into the bed. 


She reached up to the
hand over her mouth, trying to push it away so she could scream. It was
impossible; her attacker was just too strong, he barely seemed to notice her
efforts.


It wasn’t until she
tried to claw at her attacker’s face that he paid any attention to her free
hand, grabbing it in his he shoved it away from him, raising it above her head
out of the way and holding it there. 


When his weight shifted
off her hips she thought she was going to have a chance to escape, but before
she could even try she was roughly rolled over on the bed so she was on her
stomach, her face buried in the pillow beneath her. The pillow did as good a
job of cutting off her voice as the hand had, and she found she still couldn’t
make an audible sound. In fact the pillow was worse, she couldn’t even try and
make a sound while her face was pressed into it; it was all she could do to
breathe.


As she lay there,
unable to even struggle without threatening to choke herself on the pillow,
Leah found herself wondering who it was attacking her. It couldn’t be any of
Rhett’s servants, not the ones she had seen up till then anyway, none of them
were as big or as muscular as the man on top of her. The only thing she could
think was that it must be one of his friends from the dungeon; she didn’t know
if Rhett allowed his dungeon friends to use the house when he wasn’t there, but
she was sure it had to be someone with access to the house, she had seen the
security system that protected it.


Thinking about Rhett
made her wonder where he was; hadn’t he said he’d look after her, that it was
the job of a Master to look after their submissive. Where was he when she
actually needed him? 


Her attention was
brought back on to what her attacker was doing when she heard a tearing sound.
At first she didn’t know what it was, though it sent a shiver of fear running
up her spine, and then she identified it. It wasn’t the sound of something
being torn; it was the sound of tape being pulled off a reel. 


There was no time for
her to wonder what the tape was going to be used for; she had no sooner
identified the sound than she found out. While her assailant kept her arms
stretched above her head and gripped both her hands in one of his, he wrapped
the tape around her wrists, winding it around and around until she couldn’t
separate them. 


Abruptly the hand that
was holding hers let go and she was rolled onto her back. She had no chance to
take advantage of her mouth being unblocked however, she barely had time to
realize it was before tape was shoved over her mouth and clamped into place,
once again robbing her of the ability to be heard.


Leah tried to swing her
arms down to hit her attacker but he caught her wrists before she could land
the intended blow. The next thing she knew he had produced the tape again and
had her secured to the headboard. While he was doing that the lower half of her
body was free, and she took advantage of that, bending herself almost double so
she could lash out at him with her legs, attempting to kick or knee him. 


She managed to land a
few blows, though they did little to stop him. She even tried to bend herself
far enough to rip the tape from her mouth with her toes, though in that she
failed miserably; despite her best efforts she couldn’t get her feet anywhere
near her mouth.


There was a low chuckle
from her attacker when he realized what she was attempting to do, a chuckle
that sounded vaguely familiar, and then he grabbed her left foot. Effortlessly
he straightened her leg out and held it still as he secured her ankle to the
foot of the bed, though in the process he suffered a couple of good solid kicks
to the back of the head, once Leah figured out where to aim her kicks.


When her other ankle
was taped and bound to the bottom of the bed as well, Leah’s panic went into
overdrive. She was helpless, and could barely move her body at all, let alone
fight against her restraints, and she found herself hyperventilating. 


The feel of fingers
tracing their way up her thigh had Leah twisting and writhing within her
restraints, desperate to throw off the fingers, to close her thighs and prevent
what she knew was about to happen. She could do none of that however, her
spread-eagled position on the bed prevented it, all she could do was scream and
moan and whimper into her gag as the monster over her thrust his long fingers
into her core. 


Even on the occasions
Rhett had penetrated her anally she hadn’t felt as violated as she did then;
she could have stopped Rhett any time she wanted. This though, this violation
she couldn’t stop; she couldn’t fight her attacker off and her cries and pleas
for help barely made it past the tape covering her mouth. 


If her assailant could
hear her pleas then he was of no mind to heed them, he continued to thrust into
her dry sheath with brutal force, leaving her raw as she continued to writhe
and twist to try and avoid his invading fingers. After a minute or so she felt
his hand, the one not penetrating her, press down on her hips, holding her
still as he cruelly finger-fucked her.


Without warning the
tormenting digits slowed their relentless thrusting, and with an agonizing deliberateness
that was almost worse than their previous frenzy began to slide in an out of
her. She knew with a clarity beyond her own experiences that he had changed
tactics to try and make her enjoy the evil act he was forcing upon her; if had
been possible she would have reached up and torn his eyes out.


The hand on her hips
didn’t hurt, but it was applying enough pressure to ensure she remained still
and all she could was lie there, tears streaming from her eyes as her body
responded, against her will, to the manipulations of the man over her. The
thought that her body wanted what he was doing to her, that it desired the
contact, wanted it to continue, worse, it wanted more than just his fingers,
was more humiliating than the thought of him taking her brutally by force,
regardless of what her body wanted. 


No! No! No! She cried
out from behind the tape that bound her mouth, hating the wetness she felt
between her thighs.


Suddenly the fingers
withdrew and the figure leaned close to her, his mouth next to her ear, his
hand on her mouth. “I’m going to fuck you so hard and deep you’ll scream the
house down, sweetheart,” he whispered, pulling the tape away, and leaning in to
kiss her.


Leah recognized the
voice instantly and her eyes widened in shock, she couldn’t believe who had
attacked her and bound her hand and foot and been about to do ‘that’ to her, it
just wasn’t possible. For several long moments, moments that seemed to stretch
into eternity, she found herself frozen in disbelief, unable to do anything but
lie there as he kissed her unresponsive mouth.


Finally she came to her
senses and twisted her head away, forcing their lips apart. “Get off me you son
of a bitch!” she screamed, bucking and heaving in frenziedly, trying to throw
his body off hers.


“Calm down, Leah, it’s
me, it’s Rhett.” He tried to calm her, reaching over to turn on the lamp that
sat on the nightstand.


Leah couldn’t believe
he thought she would calm down just because it was him who had bound and gagged
her, and acted like he was going to rape her, rather than someone else. “I know
who it is you fucking asshole, now get the fuck off me!” she screamed again. 


“Leah, calm down,
you’re going to hurt yourself.” Rhett continued to speak calmly to her, as if
she was panicking over nothing.


Calm down! How could
she calm down? Calming down was the last thing she wanted to do just then, she
wanted to get free so she could show him just what she thought of his latest
stunt. She wanted to claw his eyes out, scratch his face, knee him in the
balls, anything to make him feel some of the pain she was feeling just then;
only blood would satisfy her, she thought. The moment she thought of blood it
came back to her, the safe word, the word she could use to tell him everything
was not alright and she wanted it to end, the word he had given her right at
the start, before the ten nights had begun. How could she have forgotten it?
She felt so stupid.


“RED!” she screamed out
at the top of her lungs. “Red, you fucking asshole, red!”


He moved off her as
he’d been struck, the look on his face revealing that he knew then he’d gone
over the edge of anything she could deal with. “I’m going to untie you, sweetheart,”
he spoke soothingly.


“Do it, quickly!” She
was shaking in anger and fear, her chest heaving from everything. She forced
herself to take deep slow breaths to try and calm down but it didn’t work, it
was going to be a long time before she felt calm again, she thought.


He cut away the tape
that bound her ankles and then reached up to release her wrists. The moment he
did she rolled away from him and off the bed, hurrying across the room to the
chair where she’d put her dress. He could see the panic in her eyes as she turned
to watch him warily while pulling on her clothes. “Sweetheart, calm down, we
need to sit and talk about this.” Getting off the bed he took a few slow steps
toward her, not wanting to scare her any further.


Looking from the knife
in Rhett’s hand to his still hard cock, and then up to his face Leah took a
step back, fear on her face, and almost tripped over the chair behind her.
“Don’t you fucking come near me. I swear, if you do I will scream this house
down.” She hoped his servants didn’t ignore everything they heard because she
damn well planned on getting out of there.


“I won’t touch you, sweetheart,
honest, just calm down.” Realizing he was still holding the knife he had used
to cut her free he tossed it behind him onto the bed. He was surprised by her
reaction to the situation, he hadn’t thought she would respond the way she had,
the other women he’d done it with had panicked initially but then gotten into
the spirit of it and really enjoyed the scenario, the final surrendering of
control.


He was sure if he could
just get her to calm down she would realize he would never have hurt her; that
it was meant to be something she would enjoy.


Leah slipped her dress
over her head, not taking her eyes off Rhett for any longer than was absolutely
necessary as she fumbled for her shoes and pulled them on, without bothering to
locate her socks. She didn’t trust him, didn’t think she’d ever be able to
again; anyone who could do what he had was not someone she wanted to be around.



Grabbing up her purse
she made for the door, skirting the room and staying as far away from him as
she could. She kept her eyes on him the whole way so she ended up backing
toward the door. “Don’t fucking call me, or ever try to get in touch with me
again,” she told him. “I don’t ever want to see or hear from you again, you
fucking freak!” She finally turned her back on him when she reached the doorway
and stepped through it. Her heart was broken beyond repair and she wished she
had the strength to kick his ass like he deserved.


“Leah, sweetheart, be
reasonable, you can’t drive like this.” He caught up with her just before the
stairs and took her by the arm, turning her back to face him. He couldn’t
believe how horribly wrong the night had gone and the thought of her walking
out of his life was tearing him up.


“Don’t you dare call me
sweetheart, you sick son of a bitch.” Pulling her arm from his grasp Leah poked
him in the chest with her finger. “You seriously need some fucking help, you’re
mental, Rhett Hammond.”


Turning away she took
off running as tears streamed down her face, nearly falling in her haste to
descend the stairs. If he tried to stop her she swore she’d grab the nearest
object she could find and smash it over his demented head.


Rhett followed, but
didn’t try to stop her again. He was terrified she was going to hurt herself in
her current emotional state. She didn’t look back and he could only assume she
didn’t know he was following her. He wanted to beg her to let him drive her
home, but realized she was past any rational thought.


When he saw her get
behind the wheel of the canary yellow sports car he had given her and speed off
he did the only thing he could think of, he hurried to the garage and got into
one of his own cars to give chase. He slowed down once he caught up to her and
from that point he merely kept her in sight, wanting to make sure she made it
safely to wherever she was going.


 


Leah knew she shouldn’t
be driving the way she was, it was reckless and dangerous, but she didn’t care,
all she could think about just then was getting home. The clock on the
dashboard told her it was past three in the morning, idly she realized that
meant the streets would be emptier, making her reckless driving a little less
dangerous.


Turning on the radio
she cranked up the volume, attempting to drive away thoughts of how Rhett had
betrayed her in the worst way possible. Blinking away the tears that blurred
her vision she did her best to focus on the road ahead.


How she made it to the
condo building without crashing she would never know, but she did, and parking
the car she ran inside. Wishing that Janie was there she let herself into the
condo, locked the door behind her and dropped to the floor, where she cried
helplessly.


 


Seeing that Leah had
arrived home safely, for which he was grateful given the way she had been
driving, Rhett turned his car around and left the parking lot of her new condo
complex. He had kicked himself mentally for what he had put her through the
whole time he had been following her, and he continued to do so during the
drive home. 


He had played through
the scenario with other women in the past, but only after being very sure that
they would be alright with it. He had debated whether to go through with the
faux rape all evening before heading home, and several times he had decided to
abandon it. In the end though something had made him continue with his plan,
and until then he hadn’t known why he did.


After thinking about it
during the drive there he thought he had figured it out. A part of him had
wanted to punish Leah for the feelings she had stirred within him, feelings
that threatened to turn his world upside down, feelings that he was unprepared
to deal with.


Now he realized that
what he had done was stupid, more than that, it was the single stupidest thing
he had ever done, or was ever likely to do. Worse than that, he now knew that
he loved Leah, and all he could think was that the knowledge had come to him
too late to stop him pushing things so far that he might never see her again. 


“Stupid ass stubborn son
of a bitch!” he swore aloud, slamming his hand down on the steering wheel. “I
wouldn’t blame her if she called the police.” Expecting the worse as a result
of his foolishness he headed home to prepare himself should Leah decide to do
as he feared. 
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Nights of sorrow


 


 


Leah remained curled up
on the floor just inside the condo, weeping; she didn’t have the strength of
will to get up. As tears streamed down her face to spill onto the carpet
beneath her she found herself replaying each night with Rhett in her mind, it
was like watching a horror movie when she couldn’t find the remote control to
stop it.


Her heart ached as she
realized that Rhett had never truly given a damn about her, he’d made her
believe he did but Janie had been right, he didn’t. She’d never been a violent
person, right then though she wanted to rip his balls off and shove them down
his throat. At the same time she wanted to run back to him and beg him to take
away the horrible emptiness that made her feel like nothing would ever be right
in her life again.


Why did she have to
fall in love with the one man in this world that was so screwed up he could
never give her what she needed? Was she so fucked up that she could only find
passion with a demented asshole whose idea of a good time was to hurt people,
and who only knew how to show affection by destroying her mentally?


Lost in her own mental
hell she didn’t notice the arrival of her best friend, she was aware of nothing
as she sobbed, attempting to wash away the misery that filled her.


 


Janie and David walked
into the condo laughing, having had a great evening, only to be silenced by the
sight of Leah curled up on the floor, sobbing. She was so absorbed in her
misery she didn’t hear them come in; she didn’t even hear them when they asked
her what was wrong.


Leah didn’t react to
their presence until David lifted her into his arms; when he did that she fought
him like a wild animal, desperate to be free. Finally he had to set her down
again, just where he had picked her up from. She didn’t calm down, even
slightly, until Janie slid to the floor next to her and laid her friend’s head
in her lap, stroking her hair gently.


David had no idea what
had caused Leah’s misery, but he knew she had been at Rhett’s so he rang his
friend to find out what the hell had happened between them. It didn’t take
Rhett long to recount his foolishness, though he was initially reluctant to do
so. 


Always before David had
considered his partner and friend a sensible person, if a little extreme in his
application of the Dom/Sub lifestyle, but what he heard just then left him
wondering about his mental state.


When he was told the
state his stunt had left Leah in Rhett insisted on coming over, despite David’s
insistence that he stay away, that his presence could only make things worse.
David knew Rhett was not one to be ordered around, and even after all the years
they had known each other he wasn’t inclined to listen to advice, no matter how
sensible. 


Eventually David had to
threaten his friend with the police in order to convince him to stay away. He
was half tempted to call them anyway, seeing the state Leah was in, but decided
to wait.


Disgusted with the
situation, but satisfied that his friend wasn’t going to turn up unexpectedly,
David hung up on Rhett and immediately dialed another number. Knowing what had
happened he realized that the best thing he could do for Leah was call a friend
from the dungeon scene. 


His friend was a
psychiatrist, which made her the obvious choice to call for help.


 


Sylvia, the
psychiatrist, made it to the condo in just under an hour, responding hastily to
David’s urgent plea for assistance. She had seen many things in her profession,
but the state of the young woman she had been called to see shocked her. 


“I think someone needs
to start talking,” she said, infuriated by Leah’s state. Not only was she
infuriated she was perplexed, especially after listening to David recount the
scene as Rhett had explained it to him. 


As a psychiatrist she
had seen rape victims respond as Leah was during her emergency room visits, but
she had never known a lifestyle person to respond with such psychosis. “I have
to admit I am mystified by her response. Wasn’t this scene discussed in
contracts?” Sylvia asked.


Janie, who was still
holding Leah in her arms and stroking her hair like a child, spoke up. “She was
new to the lifestyle. She was actually a virgin until she and Rhett first met.
They had decided to use safe words instead of a contract until Leah knew more
about what her limits were.”


“So am I to assume he
took a complete innocent, not just an innocent in our lifestyle, but one with
no sexual experience whatsoever, and threw her straight into something like
this?” She couldn’t believe that someone as experienced in the lifestyle as
Rhett Hammond would do something like that, it was beyond her understanding.
She had thought he had more sense than to do something so stupid, and more
importantly she’d thought he only got involved with people who were already
part of the lifestyle.


Janie nodded; it was
only the need to remain calm as she soothed her friend that kept her temper at
bay. If it hadn’t been for Leah’s presence she would have let loose and given
vent to what she thought of Rhett Hammond and his stupidity, which he had
demonstrated repeatedly during his ten nights with Leah.


“It doesn’t take a
professional to see your friend is in shock.” Sylvia shook her head, attempting
to maintain her professionalism. She resolved to have a long discussion with
Rhett about his decision to involve an innocent in such an extreme example of
the lifestyle, just as soon as she had an opportunity to do so.


 


Opening her eyes Leah
looked around; seeing the people surrounding her she closed her eyes and sighed
deeply. She hadn’t meant to lose it so badly, though it was clear she had from
the way Janie was holding her like a child and David and some strange lady was
looking at her with concern in their eyes. “What happened?” she asked. She kept
her eyes closed for a moment longer before willing them open.


“You had us scared to
death, honey.” Janie hugged her tight before letting her go.


“How are you feeling
now, Leah?” Sylvia squatted alongside the young woman, smiling reassuringly at
her. 


“Um, I’m sorry, who are
you?” Leah wanted to know, she had no idea who the lady next to her was, and
wasn’t about to talk to her until she did.


“My name is Sylvia, I’m
a friend of David and Janie; I’m also a psychiatrist.” She smiled again,
wanting to put Leah at ease. “Don’t worry, I’m just here to help; David thought
I might be of some assistance when he saw how upset you were by what happened.”


Groaning softly Leah
sat up. “Look, I’m sorry for the inconvenience, I just freaked out. Seriously,
I’m fine now,” she said, seeing the skeptical look on Sylvia’s face.


“You’ve been catatonic
for the past two hours, my dear,” Sylvia said gently. “I don’t think you’re
fine, not yet.”


Leah couldn’t believe
she had been out of it for that long, it only felt like a few minutes since she
entered the condo and collapsed to the floor. Her face burned with embarrassment.
“I’m so sorry, Janie, I just lost it.” She was mortified at having David and a
stranger as witnesses to her meltdown, especially since, given the look on her
friend’s face, it had been bad.


“Don’t you dare worry
about anything, honey,” Janie told her, continuing to hold her friend’s hand.
“I’m just sorry I ever introduced you to him.” She felt like shit; as far as
she was concerned everything that had happened to Leah was her fault, if she
hadn’t taken her friend to that party she would never have met Rhett, and
everything would still be alright with her.


“Janie, stop, this
isn’t your fault.” Pulling her friend into an embrace Leah held her tight. “I
just freaked out, I’m fine, honestly.” Her heart may have been broken, but no
one had ever died from a broken heart, had they?


“Listen, Leah, my name
is Sylvia Lawrence.” She pulled a card from her purse. “As I told you, I am a
psychiatrist. If you need to talk about this, or about anything, anything at
all, just call me, okay? Any time of the day or night, it doesn’t matter.” She
wasn’t entirely convinced that the young woman before her was actually okay,
but she did seem improved and Sylvia felt it would be okay to leave her with
her friends.


“It’s nice to meet you,
Sylvia.” Leah was tremendously embarrassed by everything; she couldn’t believe
she had caused such a scene that her friend’s boyfriend had felt it necessary
to call a psychiatrist. In her opinion people should be able to work things out
for themselves, or with their friends, they shouldn’t need to speak to a
stranger about their problems. “You won’t report this or anything will you?” As
pissed off as she was she didn’t really want to get Rhett in trouble. 


“I have to admit, Leah,
I am in a very tough position here. David has told me that you agreed to spend
ten nights with Rhett, nights which you knew would contain a sexual element.”


Leah nodded, reluctant
to discuss those ten nights with the psychiatrist.


“See that would make it
difficult to do anything if I were to report what happened; I know from
experience, both as a psychiatrist and a submissive, that when it comes to
people involved in the lifestyle, the police are reluctant to get involved.” It
was a reluctance that Sylvia was very much at odds with. “On the other hand,
Rhett’s appalling decision tonight, when he was very much aware that you are
inexperienced, both in the lifestyle and in sexual matters in general, could
result in tremendous emotional and psychological damage to you. Damage that we
are not yet able to assess the extent of.”


“I really have to take
at least part of the blame,” Leah said, she felt a little better knowing the
lady before her was part of the lifestyle as well, at least it meant she wasn’t
likely to judge anything she said negatively. “I agreed to spend the ten nights
with Rhett without finding out more about what I was getting into. 


“Besides, I think it
was a first for him as well as for me.”


“No, Leah.” David shook
his head from where he was leaning against the kitchen island. “He’s done it
before. It’s always been with people experienced in the lifestyle though.”


“The truth is, whether
it was his first time doing it or not, he knew what he was doing,” Sylvia said
firmly. “While what he did may not be illegal, in the strictest sense, it
certainly wasn’t a well thought out act. 


“I have known Rhett for
fifteen years now, and I have never seen him act so irresponsibly.” She was
dumbfounded that he had allowed things to get so out of control. Rhett Hammond
was known in their community as a leader, and the person a Dominant could turn
to for help and advice.


“I just wasn’t ready.”
Leah found herself fighting back tears again. “Maybe if he’d waited a while
before doing it I would have been ready, it wouldn’t have been such a shock to
me.” Her voice wavered as she spoke.


“I don’t want you
internalizing this, Leah, Rhett is much more to blame than you could ever be;
he knew what he was doing.” Sylvia was truly worried about the long lasting
effects of the training Rhett had subjected her to. “It doesn’t matter if you
might have been ready for what he wanted to do in time, the fact remains that
you weren’t ready for it, and as much experience as he has in the lifestyle it
is impossible that he didn’t know that.


“I have a small group
that meets twice a week to demonstrate the basics of our lifestyle, and to
discuss any problems or questions that the members might have. I’d like you to
come and sit in.”


“To be honest, I’m not
sure I want to think about this lifestyle again.” She knew that for the rest of
her life, when she thought about BDSM, or indeed anything to do with the
culture, she would think about Rhett, and being constantly reminded of him was
not going to help her forget, either him or the things he had done to her.


“I think you should at
least consider the classes, Leah,” Sylvia told her. “Even if you decide you do
not wish to continue with this lifestyle I think it will help you heal. It may
also show you a side of the life that Rhett has not yet demonstrated.” Seeing
that she wasn’t convinced she continued. “Please, Leah, if nothing else it
would help me sleep better at night.”


Leah wasn’t sure why
she nodded, but the thought of the psychiatrist having come to take care of her
in the early hours of the morning meant a lot to her. “I’ll check out a class,
okay?”


“Wonderful, and if you
need me before then, just call me. As I said, I am available any time of the
day or night.” She pulled a second card from her purse and handed it to Leah.
“The next class is in two days, at six p.m. Just follow the direction on the
back of the card.” Standing up she gave quick goodbyes to David and Janie
before leaving them.


“Leah, I’d like you and
Janie to come stay at my place tonight. We were on our way there when we
stopped in to pick up a change of clothes for Janie.” David hoped that she
would accept his offer. He didn’t entirely trust Rhett to stay away, despite
his threats to involve the police. 


“I think that’s a
really good idea, Leah,” Janie said. “Rhett could come by, and I just don’t
think you’re ready to deal with him yet.” They’d both kept quiet as much as
possible while Sylvia was there, out of respect for the professional, but Janie
was really worried that Rhett wouldn’t be able to stay away from Leah for long.
As angry as she was with him at that moment, she knew in his own strange way
Rhett cared for her friend.


“I think maybe you’re
right and we should get out of here.” The last thing she wanted to do just then
was deal with Rhett, she was too drained, physically and emotionally, for that.
All she wanted to do was get some sleep.


“Don’t even worry about
packing anything,” David told her as she pushed herself to her feet and slowly
made her way towards her bedroom. “I’ll send one of my people out to grab some
fresh clothes for both of you.” His cell phone rang as he ushered the two girls
out of the condo ahead of them but he ignored it, he knew it was Rhett, and he
had no intention of talking to him just then.
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Back to the Start


 


 


Without an alarm to wake
her Leah slept until late; she didn’t realize how late until she finally woke
and rolled over to see that the alarm clock displayed a little after five. 


She was shocked. She
knew she had been tired when she crawled between the sheets of the bed at
David’s place, which she hadn’t done until almost dawn, but she hadn’t thought she
would sleep for so long. 


Reluctantly she threw
back the covers and got out of the wonderfully soft four poster bed David had
showed her to. Standing up she looked around the room, seeing it properly for
the first time; she hadn’t really paid attention to it when she arrived in the
early hours. 


The room was elegant,
in an understated fashion, a contrast to Rhett’s house, which was a display of
wealth. The walls were a neutral cream, set off by soft pale beige carpeting,
that felt wonderful under her feet, and matching drapes at the window. 


Several bags just
inside the door of the bedroom caught her eye as she continued to look around,
the clothes David had promised to have collected she realized. Crossing to them
she picked the first one up and carried it over to the bed, where she dumped
the contents out.


Designer labels stared
up at her from every outfit, reminding her of Rhett and the money he had spent
on her, buying her affection. Thinking of Rhett brought tears to her eyes and
angrily she dashed them away before digging through the clothes on the bed for
something he hadn’t bought.  Everything from the first bag had come from him, and
she shoved them all aside, trying not to think about how long she would have
needed to work at her job to earn enough to buy even one of the outfits.


She had better luck
with the second bag, finding an old pair of sweatpants and a sports bra, the
kind of thing she normally wore to the gym. Grabbing up the clothes Leah made
her way into the bathroom, stopping the moment she walked through door,
stunned.


The bathroom was
amazing, like nothing she’d ever seen before, and she could only stare at it in
wonder from the doorway. The bathtub was huge, more than big enough to hold
four people at once, without them being cramped. There was also a shower
cubicle in the corner of the room that looked as though it could hold three
without them bumping into one another while they cleaned themselves. 


Aside from the bath and
the shower there was two sinks; why the room needed two sinks Leah couldn’t
fathom, and a toilet. Every bit of plumbing she could see was silver, or at
least silver-plated, she wasn’t sure which.


All of that was
stunning, but it was the sight of a large flat screen television on the wall
above the sinks, across from the bath, and a laptop on a small table next to
it, that amazed her the most. Why anyone would want a television in their
bathroom, let alone a laptop, she couldn’t fathom. 


Perhaps there was such
a thing as too much money for one’s own good, she thought as she stepped into
the shower, gasping as the shower heads came out from all sides, surrounding
her. 


Leah showered quickly,
though not before investigating the dozens of differently marked fragrances,
soaps and shampoos in the huge egg shaped dispenser that sat in the corner of
the stall. Definitely overboard, she thought with a small grin, though she did
have fun trying out a few of them.


Idly she wondered what
Rhett would have thought of it, his bathroom was almost exclusively a male
preserve. Thinking about Rhett prompted a stab of pain in her heart and she
hurriedly pushed him from her mind as she finished cleaning herself.


Stepping from the
shower she took the towel from the rail and briskly dried herself off,
determinedly thinking of anything but the man who had caused her so much
heartache. 


Foremost in her
thoughts, aside from Rhett, was work. Despite the money Rhett had deposited in
her account she needed to find herself a new job, and the longer she put off
beginning the search the harder it was going to be to get started. Baby steps,
she reminded herself, just take it one step at a time and she would manage.


Pulling on her clothes
Leah threw the wet towel into the laundry basket and returned to the bedroom to
find some footwear and, she hoped, her toothbrush and hairbrush so she could
make herself a little more presentable. She found what she was looking for in
the third bag David’s man had brought. There was an assortment of footwear in
the bag but she settled for running shoes that went with her sweatpants, and
after pushing her feet into them she returned to the bathroom to brush her
teeth and sort out the tangle of hair on her head.


Once she had tamed her
hair, and made herself feel as presentable as she thought she was likely to get
just then, Leah left the suite and went in search of her friend. She couldn’t
help but compare David’s house to Rhett’s as she made her way through it, and
hated herself for once again thinking of Rhett, when all she wanted to do was
forget him. 


It was with relief that
she heard Janie’s voice, and she quickly followed it until she found her friend
in the kitchen. Walking through the door she got a bigger shock than she had
when she entered the bathroom upstairs. David was wearing an apron that read
‘World’s Best Chef’ with a cartoon character beneath it. She couldn’t help
herself, she burst out laughing.


“Something funny?”
David asked sternly, looking around at Leah, who was leaning against the
doorframe as she laughed and giggled.


“Sorry,” Leah
apologized hurriedly, worried she had offended him. “I didn’t mean to laugh.”
She did her best to stop and be serious but she couldn’t manage it; just when
she thought she had the laughter under control a fresh peal burst from her.
“I’m really sorry, I can’t help it,” she gasped out between laughs, “it’s the
apron.”


“Is there something
wrong with my apron? I happen to like it; it was a gift from my mother.” He
tried his best to look offended by her laugher but couldn’t quite manage it; a
smile creased his face and broadened as he too began laughing.  Soon enough
Janie joined in the laughter as well.


It felt so normal to
Leah, to be standing around laughing, that she began to feel a little better.
This was the type of relationship she wanted, she thought to herself, one that was
relaxed and fun and not filled with intensity. 


David obviously didn’t
have a problem dropping the sex stuff and being a normal person outside of the bedroom,
and he was certainly able to laugh at himself. She couldn’t imagine Rhett ever
laughing at himself. Leah’s laughter cut off abruptly as Rhett filled her mind
again.


Janie gave David a
knowing look before turning back to Leah. “Come grab a seat, honey, David is
making his famous Mushroom Ravioli; you don’t want to miss it.” She was
determined to make her friend smile, if it was at all possible; she wasn’t
going to let her drown in thoughts of Rhett and everything that had happened.


“It sounds wonderful,
but I’m not sure I could eat a bite.” Despite the lovely aromas wafting her way
from the cooker Leah found she didn’t have an appetite.


“Okay,” David said,
“but if you don’t eat, my heart will be completely shattered and Janie will
have to baby me all night to make me feel better.” He winked to let her know he
was only joking. 


“Alright, can’t have you
making Janie do all that work.” Shaking her head Leah laughed again. She hadn’t
known David for long but he seemed like a really nice guy, and she was happy
that Janie had found him. 


“Thanks, hon, you have
no idea how whiny he can be when he doesn’t get his way.” Janie grinned as
David started toward her with his spatula raised and ran round to the other
side of the island bar away from him. 


“Be glad my mushrooms
might overcook or I’d take this spatula to that sexy little ass, missy.”
Shaking his head he chuckled. “Seriously, Leah, do you see what I have to put
up?”


“I think you guys make
the cutest couple.” Leah hadn’t meant to say what she was thinking aloud and
she flushed when she realized she had.


“Don’t tell him that,
his ego is already huge, I’m not sure I’ll be able to deal with him if it gets
any bigger.” Janie grinned, sticking her tongue out.


“Janie, baby, you do
know that I’m going to make you pay for every smartass comment later tonight,
right?” He lifted an eyebrow, trying to look stern, but the apron and its
cartoon character detracted significantly from the image he was trying to
present. 


“Um, you might want to
take off the apron before you make threats like that.” Leah giggled, joining in
the teasing, feeling strangely comfortable with Janie’s boyfriend.


“Two of you now,”
rolling his eyes David turned back to the stove, “there’s no way I can ever
win.” With an exaggerated sigh he focused on his cooking before chuckling
deeply.


“I’m going to show Leah
the garden while you finish up, Mr. Chef of the Year.” Janie walked over and
raised herself up on tiptoes to kiss his cheek.


“I’ll be done in about
twenty minutes, babe, you girls enjoy your walk.” He winked and slid on a pair
of oven mitts, causing both of them to laugh again. Waving the spatula
threateningly he warned them off with a smirk.


Janie linked her arm in
Leah’s and led her toward the back door. They walked down a surprisingly long
flight of concrete steps and over to a set of cushioned concrete benches that
overlooked a huge fire pit. “I figured you might need some girl time,” she said
sitting down and motioning for her friend to join her. 


“I’m going to be fine,
Janie, really I am, it’s just going to take some getting used to.” Leah knew
what her friend meant by girl time but she wasn’t ready to talk about what had
happened, it was too soon, she just wanted to push it all from her mind, at
least for the time being. 


“I’m not so sure. I
know you, Leah, you’ll analyze this to death, just like you do everything else,
and I don’t want you torturing yourself, trying to work out what you could have
done differently. This wasn’t your fault, okay?” She knew her best friend
better than anyone else, and knew it would be just like her to come up with
some way in which everything that had happened was her fault, rather than
Rhett’s.


“I can’t do this right
now, Janie. You have no idea how hard it is for me not to call him up and tell
him how sorry I am for the things I said, and for running off.” All she wanted
to do just then was to find her phone and do exactly that.


“That’s what I’m
talking about; you don’t have anything to be sorry for.” She knew Leah was
hurting, and knew she didn’t want to talk about the situation, but if she
didn’t she would find a way to excuse everything Rhett had done and go back to
him. There wasn’t a doubt in Janie’s mind about that.


“You said it yourself,
Janie; neither of us really knew what we were getting into with this.” She
wanted to forgive him; it was killing her to sit there, knowing that she’d
never touch him again. 


“Leah, honey, you can’t
do this. Do you think anything has changed? You still aren’t ready for his
games, and he obviously has no idea how to train someone as innocent in the
lifestyle as you. 


“He needs an
experienced submissive, someone who can handle whatever situation he puts her
in, and who knows her limits well enough to put restrictions on the
relationship right from the start. And you need someone who is willing to take
the time to let you become accustomed to a sexual life, whether it involves the
lifestyle or not.”


“So you’re saying I
should go and find someone else to teach me about sex and being a submissive?”
Leah hadn’t wanted to be with a man in any way before Rhett came along, and she
wasn’t sure she’d want to be with a man again.


“No, I don’t mean you
should just go out and find someone, honey. What I mean is, if you’re going to
be involved with someone, and I want you to be, I want you to have what I have
with David, then you should find someone you can trust, someone who will take
their time with you. 


“It doesn’t matter if
they’re in the lifestyle or if it’s just a vanilla relationship, as long as you
can trust them and they’re willing to be patient with you,” Janie told her
friend, hoping she could convince her. “Rhett has proven that he’s no good for
you, that he doesn’t have the patience to guide you as you need to be. I don’t
want you to go back to him, and I know you want to, and find yourself in the
same position.


“If you don’t do
something he’ll destroy you. You already have problems with men.” She saw the
look on her friend’s face as she said that and hurriedly spoke again. “I’m
sorry, honey, but you know it’s true. After how your dad treated your mom it’s
no surprise that you have issues with men. If you go back to Rhett and let him
continue to treat you as he has then you’ll just get worse.”


Leah was silent for a
few moments, her face turned away from her friend as she stared out over the
fire pit at the expanse of David’s garden. It was beautiful, she thought idly; a
lush green lawn with a pond and water feature in the middle, and the whole
thing surrounded by beds and beds of brightly colored flowers.


“I know you’re right,
Janie,” she said finally. “It’s just hard as hell to think of never seeing or
talking to him again.” She couldn’t even begin to describe the level of pain
that thought filled her with. Tears threatened to spill and she quickly blinked
them away. “I really can’t talk about this right now.”


It hurt Janie to see
her friend in such pain. “I’m sorry, honey, I wish I knew what to do to make
you feel better, but short of building a time machine, going back and stopping
you meeting Rhett in the first place, I don’t know what I can do.”


“It’s okay, seriously,
I just need some time, and to focus my mind on something else until I can
breathe without thinking about him.” She couldn’t help but wonder if there
would ever come a day when she didn’t think of him almost every minute. Before
meeting Rhett she wouldn’t have believed it was possible for her thoughts to be
so consumed by a man, now she found it hard to believe she would ever stop
thinking about him. 


“We could take another
vacation, I’m sure that would take your mind off things.” Janie waggled her
eyebrows suggestively, trying to lighten the mood. “We can go anywhere you
like, my treat, well daddy’s treat, but it’s the same thing really.”


“I’m still recovering
from the last one,” Leah said, though she couldn’t help admitting to herself
that the idea was a temptation. “Actually I’m thinking a job hunt might be the
right thing to do just now.” She noted the rolling of Janie’s eyes and shook
her head at her friend’s response. “Come on, Janie, we should find something
useful to do with our degrees, now that we’ve actually got them.”


“I’ll help you look,
but I have no intention of joining you on the job trail until the summer is
over.”


“Well I’ll definitely
take the help.” She could only imagine how difficult it was going to be for her
to find a job in Chicago, even with a degree.


“Okay then, but let’s
not start on this until tomorrow, not seriously anyway, it’s a little late in
the day to start something that is going to require so much brainpower.” Janie
got to her feet abruptly, reaching out a hand to Leah. “Come on, we should
probably get back in there before David thinks I’ve abandoned him and demands I
serve us dinner in the nude or something as punishment.” Janie laughed.


“He would do that?”
Leah asked uncertainly; she didn’t know David well enough to know what he would
or wouldn’t do to or with Janie.


Janie burst out laughing.
“No, he wouldn’t make me do that, but maybe I should talk to him about it one
day; it could be a fun little fantasy to play out,” she said with a mischievous
smile on her face.


Leah fought to hold
back a fresh batch of tears as she realized there were going to be no more
fantasies for her. “Well then, let’s get inside; I’d hate to be the reason for
you to become demoted to the hired help.” With an effort she hid her pain from
her friend.


 


The famous Mushroom
Ravioli by David was delicious. Equally delicious was the dessert that followed
it, Devil’s Food Cake with French Vanilla Ice Cream. It was sinfully good, but
none of them gave any thought to the calories the food contained.


Once they had eaten
Leah asked to be driven back to the condo; since Janie wasn’t of a mind to
start on job hunting just then, and neither was she, she wanted to start
getting their things sorted. That was when she remembered about the furniture
and electronics she and Janie had bought the previous day, quickly she turned to
Janie to ask about it.


“Don’t worry about it,”
David told her with a grin, “I took care of it. I sent Jackson over early this
morning to wait for your deliveries. I couldn’t have you two girls without
something to sit on the next time I visit, or more importantly, somewhere to
sleep. Though of course you are both welcome to stay here as long as you wish.”
Jackson was his newest employee, he’d hired him as a favor to his cook, since
he was her son, but he didn’t have a firm position for the boy at that time,
which left him doing whatever odd tasks came along.


“Thank you for taking
such good care of me, Sir.” Walking round the table Janie wrapped her arms
around his neck from behind and kissed his cheek.


“Can I ask you guys
something without offending you?” Leah wanted to know, curious about the
differences between their relationship and what Rhett had shown her of the
lifestyle.


“Absolutely, Leah,
what’s on your mind?” David queried, his arm still around Janie’s waist.


“Well, why doesn’t she
call you Sir all the time? I thought it was necessary for a submissive to show
respect to her Master at all times.


David chuckled in
answer. “I don’t live this life all the time, Leah,” he told her. “I enjoy
playing in the dungeon, and so does Janie, but to me it is just something fun
to do occasionally. It isn’t a lifestyle to be maintained twenty-four seven as
far as I am concerned; there are times in life when the lifestyle gets in the
way so I restrict it to the bedroom as much as possible.”


“So Janie can pretty
much do what she wants?” Leah was confused, especially after his earlier
comment about punishing her that night.


“Janie and I came to an
agreement about what we wanted from each other when we got together. I believe
she showed you the contract.” At her nod he smiled and continued. “Outside of
the boundaries we agreed on she can do whatever she wants, and even those
boundaries are up for negotiation.”


“I guess I’m just
surprised, the two of you seem to have a regular relationship, outside of the
bedroom anyway.”


“Leah, Rhett has only
shown you a very narrow view of the lifestyle. There are many different ways
that people choose to live out this life, and everyone will tell you their way
is the right way. The truth is, if it works for the couple then it doesn’t matter
what anyone outside of that relationship believes.” Janie winked, looking up at
David with adoring eyes.


“Thanks for being so
open about your relationship; I know it’s none of my business.” She wasn’t
normally so inclined to ask people about their relationships, generally she
wasn’t interested in the slightest since she had no desire to be in a
relationship, but what she saw between Janie and David was so different to what
Rhett had shown her that it made her curious.


“Don’t worry about it,
Leah,” David told her with a smile. “Feel free to ask Janie or me anything you
wish to know; we’ll tell you if something is too personal, other than that we
will answer as best we can.


“If you are okay with
it I would love for you to consider Janie and me your mentors, if you decide
you wish to continue in the lifestyle. We can show you a different side to it
than what you have seen so far.”


“Thank you, I really
appreciate it.” Leah found herself liking David more and more, and could really
understand what her friend saw in him. “For now I’d better get home and get
some sorting out done. I have to make a plan so I can start hunting for a job
tomorrow.”


“I’ll have my driver take
you girls home then. I need to do a few hours’ work this evening, before I lose
some clients.” He leaned down and kissed Janie deeply. “Call me later, babe.”
He let go of her and walked them out to the car, leaving the dirty dishes to be
cleaned later.
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Both Leah and Janie
were amazed when they walked into the condo, the transformation was beyond
belief. 


“Um, someone has been
busy,” Leah said, staring around her. Instead of an empty space filled with
boxes they now had a living room, in more than just name.


“Apparently Jackson
decided to arrange everything for us,” Janie remarked, also looking around in
surprise. 


Not only had the three
piece suite they’d purchased been positioned to gain the best of the light that
came in through the windows on the far side of the room, the glass coffee table
was sat in the middle of the suite, ready for use. On the coffee table was the
remote for the huge flat screen television, which had already been hung on the
wall. 


Picking the remote up
Janie hit the power button.” David should give him a raise,” she said when she
saw that not only did the television turn on, but all the channels had been tuned
in properly.


When they entered their
bedrooms they discovered they too had been organized. All of the furniture they
had bought was in place and the rooms looked as good as they might have done if
an interior decorator had been hired to arrange everything. The only things
missing were the boxes containing their belongings.


“You don’t think
Jackson unpacked our stuff do you?” Leah asked Janie, joining her friend in her
bedroom. “The boxes with my stuff are gone from my room.” She found the idea
that David’s man had been through her belongings a little disturbing.


“I’m sure he didn’t.”


“Then where are the
boxes with all your stuff? I didn’t see the boxes we left in the living room
either, the ones with the stuff for the living room and the kitchen.”


“No idea,” Janie said
with a shrug, crossing the room to her new closet she pulled open the doors to
reveal that it was empty, as was the chest of drawers. “Come on, let’s find
them.” Leaving the room she made a quick search of the condo, which took almost
no time at all, and found the boxes in the spare bedroom. 


“He definitely is
thorough,” Leah said, pleased to see that the boxes had been kept separate to
avoid any confusion. Her boxes were on one side of the room, while Janie’s were
on the other, and the boxes containing the stuff to go in the living room and
kitchen were in the far corner. 


“Shame he couldn’t have
put the boxes in our bedrooms after he finished with the furniture, after all,
he managed to figure out what furniture belonged in which bedroom. “


“Come on, Janie, given
everything else he did for us, which he didn’t have to do, the least we can do
is shift the boxes into our rooms,” Leah said. She’d expected to have to spend
the evening moving furniture about, and was greatly relieved that that chore
was unnecessary. Compared to the furniture, a few boxes were nothing.


“Fine.” Janie gave an
exaggerated smile. “I’d like to be able to find my underwear. Wearing the same
clothes two days running is just about acceptable, I suppose, but there is no
way I am wearing the same underwear for more than a day.”


They spent the next
hour shifting the boxes into their rooms and then sorting the contents, putting
all of their clothes away. A task that Leah allowed to take over her thoughts,
to the point where she was oblivious to almost everything around her, including
the CD that Janie decided to play loud enough to be heard throughout the condo.


The doorbell ringing
cut through Leah’s thoughts where Janie’s music hadn’t. It was Rhett, she was
sure of it, and her heart thumped heavily in her chest, fear and excitement
combining in her, as she stood as still as a statue until she heard Janie thank
someone. It was clear from Janie’s words, and the tone of her voice, that it wasn’t
Rhett.


“Leah, you have a
package,” Janie called out. For a moment she had considered refusing to sign
for it and insisting that the courier take it away, but in the end she hadn’t,
it wasn’t up to her to send the package away, that was Leah’s decision.


“Just put it on the
counter, Janie,” Leah told her friend as she wandered out into the living room.
The package was from Rhett, she was sure of that, no one but he would be
sending her anything, and she wasn’t sure she had the strength to deal with
whatever he might have sent her just then.


Janie nodded and tossed
the package casually onto the kitchen island, thinking idly that the best thing
she could do with it would be to toss it out of the window. “We could do with
taking a trip to the shop,” she said, hoping to distract her friend from the
package, the look on Leah’s face indicated she needed a distraction. “We really
need to get some food in, at the moment the fridge is bare. We don’t even have
any coffee or wine, and that, honey, is a fucking tragedy.” She laughed.


Leah joined in the
laughter, as Janie had hoped she would. “We could do with getting some decent
cutlery and kitchenware as well, not to mention pots and pans; neither of us
has much of use.”


“That lot can wait
until tomorrow, honey, we have wine glasses, that’s enough on that front for
now, wine, and something so we won’t starve tomorrow is far more important this
evening.” Janie grabbed her keys and together they headed out.


The next couple of
hours were taken up with a shopping spree as Janie endeavored to keep her
friend occupied, and stop her thinking about Rhett. They not only bought food,
and more importantly wine, but they also found themselves cutlery and
kitchenware.


Leah knew what her
friend was doing, and was grateful for it, but realized that she couldn’t avoid
things forever. Sooner or later she would have to face her memories and learn
to cope with them, she just wasn’t ready to do so then.


When they made it home
Janie went off to take a bath, while Leah sorted out their shopping. She tried
to ignore it but her eyes were constantly drawn to the package from Rhett as it
sat on island. Finally she could resist the temptation no longer and was
compelled to pull the package toward her.


Tearing the wrapping
off the package she slit the seal and opened it. Her breath caught in her
throat as she saw the beautiful figurine that sat in the velvet lined box. It
was a crystal ballerina. For a few moments all she could do was stare at it,
tears pricking the corners of her eyes. 


With a shaking hand she
reached out to pick up the small card that rested on the figurine. ‘The
night you danced for me I felt my heart come alive for the first time. I am
sorry I hurt you. I hope you can forgive me. RH.’


The beginning of their
ten nights together, it felt like a hundred years ago when it all started, she
thought, wiping her cheeks as tears trickled down them. Setting the card down she
carefully lifted the figurine from the box and set it on the counter; the
weight of it surprised her, at the same time it gave her some idea of the value
of the piece. The figurine, which was about a foot high, looked even more
beautiful out of the box than it had in it.


Her tears increased as
she stared at the dancer and she felt a strong desire to call up Rhett, or to get
in her car and race over to his house. Angry with herself she hurriedly
returned the figurine to the box and closed it up before carrying it into her
bedroom, where she placed the box carefully on top of the closet. She hoped
having it up there, out of sight, would stop her thinking about it, and Rhett.


A beeping sound
startled Leah as she was putting the box on top of the closet and she almost
dropped it, catching it just in time. With the box out of the way she looked
around the room for the source of the beeping noise. It was a few moments
before she realized that it was the iPhone Rhett had given her, beeping to
alert her to the arrival of a message, she had forgotten all about the phone. 


Dropping onto the bed
she grabbed up her purse to take out the iPhone. When she unlocked the phone
she was surprised to find not just one message but dozens, all of them from
Rhett, the first was from the early hours of the morning. Looking at the time
on the earliest of the messages she realized he must have sent it shortly after
Janie and David had found her.


Not sure if she was
really ready to see what Rhett had to say Leah tentatively opened the first of
the messages, reading it quickly, she then moved on to the next. 


The messages ranged
from ‘I’m sorry’ to ‘I know you must hate me’ to ‘I was such a
fool, please forgive me’. On and on the messages went until tears blurred
her vision and she could barely make out the screen. Reaching the last of the
messages she sat there for a minute or two sobbing, tears streaming down her
face once again as she tried to get control of herself. 


Finally she got the
tears to stop, much to her relief, and got to her feet. Turning off the phone
she dropped it onto the bed behind her and made her way into the en-suite
bathroom attached to her bedroom, where she washed her face quickly.


Hungry, and needing to
distract herself, Leah made her way into the kitchen so she could put together
a Caesar salad for her and Janie. She wasn’t a very good cook, never having
learned to do more than the basics, Caesar salad being one of the few things
she could manage, but after the food she had eaten over the course of the past
week she was determined to learn. 


“So what would you like
to do tonight, honey?” Janie asked, walking into the kitchen. “Do you fancy
hitting a club? Or perhaps a movie? We can always rent a couple of movies and
watch them with some wine if you’d like.”


“Why don’t you go on
over to David’s, he must have finished his work by now. I need to work on my
résumé; I’ll just spend some time doing that and working out a plan for job
hunting tomorrow.”


“It’s alright; I’ve
spent the whole day with David, besides, I don’t really want to leave you alone
right now.” The thought of going back to David’s was tempting, and she knew he
wouldn’t object if she went over, but her friend needed her more.


“I’ll be fine, Janie, I
promise. I really want to get the résumé done and research some companies, not
to mention work on some cover letters.” She appreciated what her friend was
doing, but she felt as though she needed some time alone.


“If you’re absolutely
sure you don’t need me.” Janie was reluctant to leave her friend but realized
there was no point in her being there if her presence was going to be
intrusive. That aside, David had told her about a new club that had opened, a
discreet place that was dedicated to the lifestyle, and she couldn’t wait to
see it, she just hoped he was in the mood to take her there.


Leah nodded as she
began dishing up the salad, filling both their plates while Janie opened a
bottle of the wine they’d bought and poured out a glass for each of them. They
ate in comfortable silence, finishing the food quickly and then washing up,
Leah doing the washing while Janie did the drying, as was their usual division
of labor.


With the dishes put
away Janie disappeared into her bedroom, where she shucked off the casual
outfit she’d picked out after her bath and dressed again in an outfit more
suited to a night out with her boyfriend. “Are you sure you don’t want me to
stick around?” she asked, returning to the living room. 


“Go, have fun with your
man; we can hang out tomorrow.” Smiling at her friend’s worrying Leah ushered
her toward the door. “I’ll be fine here. I have my computer, wine, and ice
cream, what more could I want.”


Janie laughed quickly.
“Okay, well you have my cell number so if anything changes, or you just get
freaked out, you call me immediately!” Reaching over impulsively she hugged her
tightly. “I mean it; call me if you so much as break a fingernail.”


“You’re starting to
freak me out, mom,” Leah said with a giggle. “Please, go and have fun with
David before you drive me nuts!” She was exhausted by the time she finally got
Janie out of the door and got it closed behind her. Knowing her friend was
worried about her was sweet, but it was also driving her nuts. It was not the
norm for her friend to be hovering over her and what she needed most just then
was normalcy.


After a nice long,
steaming hot bath she settled herself on the couch in her pajamas, a carton of
her favorite rocky road ice-cream at her side and her laptop in front of her.
With the television turned to a music channel for background she got to work on
her résumé, going over and over it until she felt it was perfect, by which time
she had gone through half the carton of ice-cream.


Having completed the
résumé Leah Googled internships for business majors in the Chicago area. There
were a few decent companies listed, companies whose names she recognized, and
she searched each of their websites for details on how they preferred to
receive submissions. She bookmarked each of the sites so she could get back to
them easily in the morning.


The next step Leah took
was to find employment agencies that dealt with business graduates, bookmarking
those sites and adding them to her mental to do list for the morning. All in
all she felt pretty productive as she turned off her laptop and set it aside,
it was getting late and she couldn’t think of anything else she could do to
aide in her job search just then. She wasn’t tired however, sleeping in so late
had really messed her body clock up, so she decided to settle down and watch
some television until she got tired.


Flipping channels Leah
groaned when she saw a commercial for Rhett’s law firm. It seemed as if
everything was conspiring to make her think about him, she thought as his
beautiful face stared at her from the screen. Turning the channel quickly she
demanded that her heart stop racing; it didn’t listen.


As her mind dwelled on
the previous night she realized she couldn’t avoid the situation any longer. No
matter how hard she tried not to think about him, Rhett was on her mind.
Turning off the television she replayed the scene in her mind; did some
submissives enjoy rape scenarios, she wondered.


It didn’t seem possible
to her that someone could actually derive pleasure from the thought of being
attacked and raped. Then again, she realized, it was no surprise she couldn’t
imagine people enjoying such activities, until she had met Rhett she hadn’t
even considered the possibility of enjoying straight sex. Maybe women really
did like that kind of thing, and she was just too naïve to consider it; after
all, hadn’t she found herself enjoying things in the past week that she would
never have even thought of before then.


Though she had only
just turned it off Leah took up the laptop and switched it back on. As soon as
it had powered up she Googled rape fantasies. 


It didn’t surprise her
all that much to discover that men often fantasized about rape, though they
generally wanted the victim to become turned on so that it was no longer rape.
What did flabbergast her was the discovery that many women enjoyed the fantasy;
she discovered numerous mentions of it on websites that dealt with sexual and
psychological matters, and even more mentions on forums about the lifestyle.


Leah couldn’t believe
that women would fantasize about something that was so degrading. Even more
unbelievable than them fantasizing about such a scenario were the stories of
them going through with it. 


After a moment she
found herself laughing at her thoughts. She imagined a lot of women would find
it degrading to have a guy spank them but she had enjoyed the experience; more
than just enjoy it, she had been turned on by it.


While she was looking
around she came across a list of the top ten fantasies by women. Curious she
read through the list, wondering just what it was that women fantasized about.
To her amazement, everything on the list was something she had done during the
course of the previous week and more. One by one Rhett had taken her through
every scenario that women fantasized about, but lacked the courage, or the
opportunity, to experience.


Sitting back, the list
on the screen before her, Leah found her mind wandering, wondering if she had
simply overreacted massively the night before. What Rhett had done had freaked
her out, that was for sure, it had been way beyond what she was ready to
experience, a part of her wasn’t sure she would ever be ready for it, but how
would Rhett have known that, given her reactions to the other scenarios he had
introduced her to. 


If she had been asked
before the start of each new scenario she would almost certainly have expressed
some level of horror at the thought of what Rhett had wanted her to do. Even
when the scenarios began she was uncomfortable and unhappy with them, but each
time she had found herself being turned on, and ultimately enjoying what she
had done with Rhett, on some level.


How was Rhett to have
known that she wouldn’t have enjoyed the rape scenario when she had enjoyed
everything else?


He wasn’t an angel, by
any means, she remembered clearly the occasions when he had gone into full
Dominant mode, on those occasions he had actually scared her, but he wasn’t an
unfeeling bastard either. The truth was, she thought, he had tried to expand
her horizons, to awaken her sexuality and show her her true nature, and he had
done that, at least in part. 


How could she hate him
when she had felt more alive since meeting him than she ever had before? She
couldn’t, at least not completely.


Making up her mind she
pushed the laptop aside and got to her feet. Nibbling her lip nervously she
walked into her bedroom and picked up the iPhone.


 


“Leah.” Relief filled
Rhett’s voice as he answered the phone, “I’m so glad you called me.” Seeing her
number on the caller ID of his phone was unexpected, but deeply pleasing. He’d
been worried that she would never speak to him again, and the thought had
destroyed him. 


“I think we need to
talk.” She spoke the words softly, her heart aching just from the sound of his
voice as he uttered her name.


For the first time in
the past day, since Leah had run out on him and he’d heard how she was reacting
to his stupidity, he felt as if he could breathe. “I would like that very
much,” he said, trying to keep a tight rein on the happiness he felt. “Where
would you like to meet?” If it meant he could see her again, and have a chance
to make amends for what he had done, he was prepared to do anything. 


“Could we do it at your
house, tomorrow night?” She wanted to see him right then; she wanted to get in
her car and drive straight over there, but knew she had to get herself together
and think about what she needed to say before she saw him. 


“Would nine o’clock
work for you?” He held his breath anxiously while he waited for her answer,
terrified that she would change her mind now she was speaking to him. He also
worried that if he said anything more than was absolutely necessary he would
say something wrong and scare her away.


“That would be fine,”
Leah told him, not sure what else to say. She hated the stiffness in her voice
and her uncertainty, and wished things could go back to how they had been
during the first few nights, before he had begun pushing her further than she
was prepared to go. The trip, that was where it had all begun to go wrong, she
thought; the trip had been wonderful, and terrible.


“I’m really sorry about
last night,” Rhett apologized, desperate to keep the conversation going, to
stop her hanging up, as he sensed she was about to do. He was terrified that he
would say something wrong, but he was even more terrified that if she hung up
the phone she would have the time to rethink her decision and not come. “I wish
I could take back last night, take back everything I did to hurt you.”


“I’m sorry too.” What
are you apologizing for? You did nothing wrong. A part of her mind, which she
quickly shoved aside, said. “I should get some sleep,” she told him, feeling as
though she was going to break down, or do or say something stupid, if she
didn’t get off the phone. 


“I don’t want to keep
you up if you’re tired.” Despite his words Rhett didn’t want to end the call,
he wanted to demand that she get in her car and drive straight over. He knew he
couldn’t do that though, if he did he would lose her forever. 


“Goodnight, Rhett,” she
whispered softly.


“Goodnight, Leah.” He
refused to hang up and waited until the line went dead on him before replacing
the receiver. She’d agreed to meet with him, he thought, a smile stretching his
lips, that was a start. Now he just needed to make sure when she came over she
would never want to leave again.


 


It took hours after
their conversation for Leah to finally fall asleep.  She had no idea what would
happen tomorrow night and wondered if she was crazy for wanting to meet with
him.  


Was she risking putting
herself in danger? It was a possibility, and one she had to consider very
seriously, despite the sincerity she’d heard in his voice when he said he was
sorry. She was not ignorant of the chance she had agreed to take but she was
desperate to see Rhett again, her heart beat fast just thinking that she was
less than twenty four hours away from possibly being in his arms once more.


He had pushed her
beyond everything she was comfortable with, and in the process he had changed her
from an almost shy virginal young woman to a sexually adventurous lady. Everything
about him confused, excited and terrified her; he pushed all her buttons, both
the right ones, and the wrong ones.


It was insane for her
to need someone as much as she needed Rhett, but at least when she was with him
she felt something. Though she could barely remember the person she had been
before meeting him, there was one thing she was sure of, she didn’t want to go
back to being that person.


As sleep finally pulled
her into its embrace Leah found her dreams consumed by Rhett. 


He stood on a sandy
white beach, waiting for her, his arms outstretched as rain lashed down and
lightning split the sky. Ignoring the rain, which soaked her in just a few
moments, she crossed the beach to where he waited. She hesitated just outside
of his reach, uncertain, and then took the final step, allowing him to enfold
her in his arms and pull her into an embrace. 


Their relationship was
like a summer storm, she thought in her dream, volatile and unpredictable.
Anything could happen, but that was what made it so exciting. 
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Tenth night


 


 


“You know this is
insanity, right?” Janie was furious with her friend; she couldn’t believe Leah
was willing to put herself back in a situation that might well lead to her
being hurt again, either physically or emotionally. Sitting at the kitchen
island she looked over at her best friend as though she needed mental help.


“I know it seems that
way to you, but I’m going to drive myself nuts if I don’t talk to him.” Her
nerves were strung tight enough as it was, without Janie’s feelings on the
subject piled on top of what was already a monumental decision for her. 


“Dammit, Leah, it will
get easier if you just give it time. There’s no need to throw yourself back on
the fire when you barely escaped it last time!” Exasperated Janie threw her
hands up and walked away. They had been talking in circles for the last twenty
minutes, and nothing she had said had made a dent in her friend’s resolve. The
expression on Leah’s face made it clear that her mind wasn’t going to be
changed. “Do you really expect me to stand by and watch you destroy yourself
over him?”


“I expect you to be my
friend and accept that I can make my own choices and deal with the
consequences!” She was getting pissed off. She’d told Janie what she planned,
and had expected some kind of reaction, but she’d also expected her friend to
support her. 


“I’ll always be your
friend, even when you’re being about as stupid as a person can be. I love you,
Leah. But when he hurts you again, please remember that I did warn you.”
Grabbing her purse Janie headed for the door; she had no desire to stand by and
watch her friend fuck up her life, if she was going to through with it she
would have to do so on her own.


Leah cringed as the
front door slammed shut and she forced herself to take a few deep breaths to
calm her nerves. The last thing she’d wanted was to make her best friend
unhappy with her, but she had to make the decision for herself, and despite the
valid points from Janie she was the one who had to live with the consequences.


The chime of the
doorbell distracted her from her thoughts, to her intense relief; she didn’t
have a clue how she was going to fix things with Janie, though she knew she
would have to sooner or later.


Signing for the package
she thanked the delivery guy and kicked the door closed behind him with her
foot. The package was just over a foot square, and a reasonable weight, and she
studied it curiously as she carried it into the kitchen. She tore the wrapping
off the moment she was in the kitchen and then set the box on the island while
she grabbed a knife. 


With the sealing tape
slit she opened the box, and found herself looking at a quantity of bubble
wrap. Her curiosity increasing Leah lifted the item from the box and proceeded
to remove the bubble wrap, which took her a while since there seemed to be a
lot of it. 


Finally she managed to
uncover what Rhett had sent her. To her surprise she found herself looking at a
marble chessboard. It was beautiful, she couldn’t deny that, but to say it was
an unusual gift for her to receive was putting it mildly. She had never played
the game in her life, and had never even spoken of the game with Rhett, which
made her wonder why he had sent her the board.


Studying the board,
which was about ten inches square and two inches deep, Leah noticed that a
crack ran around the side of the board, just below the top. When she saw the
pieces that should go with the board weren’t in the box she realized they must
be within the chessboard. 


Carefully she lifted
the top of the board off to reveal a velvet lined interior, in which sat the
thirty-two pieces of the set. Half were carved from ivory, but she wasn’t sure
what the black half of the set were made from. Running her fingers over the
delicate objects she admired their beauty, she loved them, even though she had
no idea what the pieces were called. 


Almost afraid to
actually touch the pieces Leah lifted an ivory horse from its recessed slot in
the velvet cushion. Examining it closely she marveled at the level of detail in
the carving. It didn’t seem possible that anyone could have made such a small
figure so lifelike.


Replacing the horse she
read the card that had come with the gift.


This game should
have been where we started, sweet girl. In chess, when there is no move left to
either escape or win the game it is called a checkmate. The person who is
checked loses. I concede, Princess, checkmate. Truly, RH.


Leah wasn’t quite sure
what Rhett meant by the message, it was cryptic and left her confused. She
thought about calling him to find out the meaning but quickly stopped herself.
What if checkmate meant he was surrendering, that he was going to let her go?
She wasn’t sure she could deal with that, not when she’d found the courage to
give him another chance.


In an effort to put
such dismal thoughts from her mind Leah fetched her laptop and set it on the
counter next to the chess set. Turning it on she settled on a stool and googled
chess, figuring that she should at least find out the name of the various
pieces, and where they went on the board, even if she didn’t have the slightest
clue how to play.


Following the
instructions on the site she found she set the board up, placing the thirty-two
pieces so they matched the image on the laptop. Along the way she discovered
their names. In the corners of the board sat the rooks, which looked like
castles, while next to them went the horses, or knights as they were known. In
the middle of the board’s back row went the King and Queen, who sat facing one
another, while outside of them, next to the knights were the bishops. The last
pieces that Leah set up, and the most numerous, were the pawns. 


With the board set up,
and the pieces identified, she continued to learn what she could about chess.
She guessed, based on his decision to send her the set, that chess was a game
that Rhett played, which suggested it would be a good idea for her to learn it,
if she could. 


The rest of the day
Leah spent attempting to learn chess, which didn’t go very well. She was
confused by the time she finished reading the instructions on the website which
told her how the various pieces moved. When she got bored of her attempts to
learn chess she finished up the letters and applications she had been doing
before Janie woke and learned of her plans, and then kept herself occupied with
whatever tasks she could find. 


The day seemed to
stretch on forever, despite her efforts to distract herself, but finally half
seven arrived, and when it did she began getting ready. She’d already had a
bath as one of her time passing activities but still felt the need to have a
shower and wash her hair again. 


Drying herself off Leah
pulled on the red lace bra and panties set she had selected. She then slid on a
black garter belt before settling onto the edge of the bed so she could pull on
a pair of sheer black stockings, which she clipped to the belt. 


Her hands shook as she
lowered a pale pink dress over her head. It was one of the least revealing
outfits that Rhett had bought for her and she loved how it clung to her small
waist and then fell over her hips, stopping just a few inches above her knees.
The dress felt soft as butter against her skin and while it was modest enough
to satisfy her it also made her feel sinfully sensual.


She told herself that
she was only going to the mansion to talk to Rhett, she had no intention of allowing
things to go further than conversation, they had too much to discuss, and she
honestly didn’t know what was going to happen with their relationship. The
outfit made her feel sexy however, and that increased her confidence, which she
hoped would help her get through the meeting.


After settling the
dress over her hips Leah made her way into the bathroom, where she studied
herself in the full length mirror behind the door, wanting to make sure she
looked as good as she felt. Satisfied that the outfit presented the image she
was after she moved on to her makeup and hair.


She brushed her hair
until it shone and hung in soft waves down her back, and then she stood in
front of the sink to apply her makeup. She kept it to a minimum, doing her best
to accentuate her natural features with her limited makeup skills.  


After about ten minutes
she was satisfied with her efforts and put the makeup away before making a
final check in the full length mirror to be sure she was as perfect as she
could make herself.


Returning to the
bedroom, she slid her feet into a pair of white three inch heels, grabbed her
purse and left the condo. With each step her legs shook; she was relieved that
there was an elevator in the building for her to use because she was sure she
would have fallen and broken her neck if she’d had to negotiate stairs.


 


As she drove the canary
yellow sports car through the Chicago streets, Leah found herself feeling more
nervous than she had when she went there for her first night with Rhett. She
hadn’t thought that was possible, but her heart was racing and her hands were
slick on the wheel of the car, making her fear it was going to slip through her
hands and result in her crashing.


She was relieved when
she made it safely to the mansion, though she had to sit in the car for a
minute or so while she got herself under control, and dug out a tissue so she
could dry her hands.


When she no longer felt
as though she was going to make a fool of herself the moment she opened her
mouth Leah got out of the car. Thanking the handsome young man who had
patiently held the door open while she sorted herself, the same young man who
had been there the first time she came to the mansion, Leah handed him her
keys.


While the young man
slid behind the wheel and drove off to park her car Leah forced her legs, which
just then seemed to have the consistency of jelly, to carry her up the steps to
the front door.


The door opened before
she had a chance to ring the bell and the usually stoic servant greeted her
with a warm smile. “Master Rhett is waiting for you in the gardens, Ma’am.”


“Thank you.” She
managed to force the words through lips that were suddenly parched. Her heart
raced as she followed the servant through the house, thumping so loudly she
wouldn’t have been surprised to discover he could hear it.


Her eyes widened as she
stepped through the veranda doors Rhett’s servant held open for her and she saw
the trail of white and red rose petals. 


“Enjoy your evening,
Ma’am.” Edwin closed the doors as he retreated back into the mansion, a smile
on his face.


Leah looked behind her
for a moment at the doors and then slowly began following the trail of rose
petals. The path illuminated for her by a series of torches that revealed
little beyond the petals, giving her no clue to where she was going or what she
should expect. It was like something from a fairytale. 


Her heart thudded
loudly in her chest with each step she took as she wondered what she was going
to find at the end of the trail.


Finally the rose petals
ended, stopping at a large gazebo. Sheer white curtains surrounded the gazebo,
rippling in the gentle breeze that blew through the garden. Finding it hard to
breathe Leah forced herself to keep going until she reached the curtains, which
she parted hesitantly. 


A gasp escaped her lips
as she saw what awaited her, and her heart leapt into her throat. In the middle
of the gazebo was Rhett, waiting for her on one knee; he was dressed in a black
tuxedo that fit his incredible body perfectly, in his hand was a velvet covered
box that he held out toward her. 


Leah knew she would
remember the look on his gorgeous for the rest of her life. Always before he
had been confident, certain of what he was doing, now he seemed nervous, even
more nervous than she felt herself.


“I know I’ve been a
stubborn, blind fool, and you deserve someone who could give you so much more.
I have never felt this way about another woman though, and the thought of not
being with you destroys my soul.


“I know I don’t deserve
you, but if you will do me the honor of being my wife, I promise to spend the
rest of my life making sure that you have everything your heart desires. Leah,
will you accept my ring and agree to marry me?” Finishing his little speech he
opened the box to reveal a diamond ring.


Leah opened her mouth
to respond, but found that no words would come out. While it was true that she
hadn’t really known what was going to happen that night, she did know that an
offer of marriage was definitely not something she had anticipated. 


She didn’t know what to
say. His proposal had her thoughts and emotions in a whirl, leaving her with no
idea how to react. All she could do was stand there and stare at him,
open-mouthed.


“Sweetheart, please say
something.” Rhett heard his heart pounding in his chest as he waited for Leah
to answer his question, to tell him yes, to tell him no, to respond in some
fashion. The silence from her was worse than a refusal, though part of him
wondered how anything could be worse than her refusing him. 


As he knelt there,
waiting, he felt his heart become like lead and sink into his stomach. She was
going to reject him, he knew it. How could he blame her though? After what he
had done how could he honestly expect her to accept his proposal? She was
perfect, and beautiful, and he had been a bastard to her, he didn’t deserve her
love.


After what seemed like
an eternity, though she was sure it was only a minute or so, Leah nodded, still
not capable of verbalizing a response. They had a million and one things to
discuss, but the thought of becoming Mrs. Rhett Hammond pushed all of those
things aside. It was more than she’d ever thought possible.


The look of shock in
Rhett’s eyes when she nodded made Leah smile, and her smile grew wider as, with
shaking hands, he slid the huge diamond on her finger. She’d thought him
nervous when she first entered the gazebo, but it was clear he was even more
nervous just then as he looked at her, his expression indicating his desperate
need for her approval.


“If you don’t like the
ring we can get another tomorrow, you can choose anything you want.” He looked
up at her anxiously, hoping he wasn’t making a mess of things, though he was
sure he was. He’d never thought he would find a woman that could make him feel
the way Leah did, but now he had he didn’t want to go back to the way he’d been
before. He’d been cold, he knew that now, and cold wasn’t good.


If it took him the rest
of his life to make up to Leah for how he’d treated her during their nights
together, he would use the whole of that time. She was the most important thing
to him, more important than any business deal or property, or indeed anything
else.


“I love the ring, Sir,
and I love you.” Leah finally found her voice. Dropping to her knees she threw
her arms around him. Though she loved the vulnerability he was showing her just
then, it was a side of him she’d hoped he possessed, she had fallen in love
with the strong, decisive persona he had shown her in the beginning. 


“Princess, you never
have to call me Sir again.” He held her against him, prepared to do whatever it
took to become the man she wanted him to be, the man she needed him to be. If
he had to he would change everything about himself, to become worthy of her
love.


Pulling back from his
embrace Leah looked into Rhett’s eyes, her hands moving up to either side of
his face. “I fell in love with the man who showed me that passion could be
found when I truly submitted my heart, body and soul, Sir.” She told him,
speaking earnestly. “Please don’t ask me to give up everything you have shown
me about myself, not when I waited so long to discover it.”


He couldn’t believe
that she was still willing to submit to him after the way he had treated her. It
blew his mind. He was prepared to give up everything that had meant the most to
him, his desire for control, and submit to her, if that what was it took, but
here she was, submitting to him. 


Her willingness to give
him not only her love, but her will, was more than he could have ever hoped
for, and it left him speechless, for the first time in his life. He lowered his
lips to hers, kissing her with all the passion he’d held in check, showing her
without words what her submission meant to him. 


“You’ve given me more
than I deserve, princess,” he said when he finally broke their kiss. “I
promise, I will never hurt you again, ever.” 


If she had any doubts
about his sincerity the look in his deep blue eyes melted them away, leaving
her certain of her decision, he was what she wanted. Taking his hand she
allowed him to pull her to her feet. “Sir, this is our tenth night together.”
Pink spots appeared in the center of her cheeks as she spoke, her eyes straying
over his perfectly clothed form. “What will you teach me?” she asked, a slight
smile playing about the corners of her mouth.


Rhett chuckled at the
spirit of his future wife, pleased by the thought of all the things they would
share, and her willingness to surrender to his teachings. “I will teach you
everything there is to know about your body, and the pleasure it can enjoy. In
the process I will push you beyond your limits,” he told her, lifting her into
his arms.


He laid her gently on
the cushioned bed she hadn’t even noticed and then he pulled the curtains
closed so they were isolated from the rest of the world. Turning back to her
his breath caught in his throat at the sight of the look of innocent curiosity
on her face. He knelt beside the bed and reached out to caress her cheek softly
with the back of his hand. “And you need never fear because I will be here to
catch you, so you’ll never fall.”


Looking up at the Adonis
above her Leah thought back on the nights they had shared. In ten nights she
had discovered passion, love, fear, heartache and so many emotional and
physical changes that it took her breath away. As he joined her on the bed she
surrendered herself, body, mind and heart, to the man who had shown her how to
be more than she had ever believed herself capable of being. 
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