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 Chapter I
 
“You, my dear, are a brat.”
She gave him a thoroughly unrepentant grin, then reached for and downed the second of the two shots he had just poured – after raising it to him in a mock salute – having already surreptitiously drunk his seconds ago when he’d turned to put the bottle down on the table behind him.
“You’re only just noticing that fact?  How long have you known me?” she asked, not slurring her words in the least.  He was right, of course, but she was in no hurry to admit it.  She had always been a brat, as the only daughter of doting parents who gave her anything she’d wanted without demanding anything – including obedience – in return.  She had been a well heeled – literally and figuratively – young woman who had had the best education that money could buy and was now devouring her way through the corporate world, having achieved the position of CEO of her own company at an inordinately young age and.
The man across from her wasn’t thinking in the least about her background.  He was busy being impressed – if also somewhat annoyed – by her capacity.  She had matched him nearly shot for shot all evening, and he was at least twice her size.  He was wondering where she’d put it all as he covertly studied her trim figure.
She appeared all but unaffected by the quantity of alcohol she had consumed - to say nothing of the quality, he frowned, glancing at the nearly empty, third or fourth bottle from the luxury Jose Cuervo 1800 Coleccion – he’d lost count somewhere earlier in the evening.
But then, they’d had a lot of help in that pursuit; their friends had slowly deserted them over the course of the evening, drifting back to their own homes – luckily not far from here – until only the two of them remained, facing each other across the big oak gaming table in his den.
“No, I noticed that the night we met, believe me.”
Her grin only widened at his wry tone, knowing they were both recalling a time when she’d first realized he was a hair’s breadth away from taking her over his knee – right in the middle of a Peter Luger Steakhouse, if need be.  He knew that, exactly, was going to happen eventually between them, restaurant or not – and it made absolutely no never-mind to him.  He was perfectly happy with the idea of tanning her fanny in public, if need be.
And with her, the need always seemed to be.  In fact, he was of a mind that being spanked in public might help embarrass her into behaving better, although, he’d reconsidered that idea as he’d gotten to know her.  It was more likely to get her wet than anything else.
He leaned back in his chair, idly shuffling the deck of cards they’d been using all night and watching her – wanting her, too, but that went without saying.  Watching her was wanting her, and vice-versa.  With Sunny, he found himself in an unusual position – fighting the needs of his own body, which he normally had well under control.
Right now, however, his cock wanted nothing more than to succeed in convincing him to throw her onto the table, strip off whatever panties she was wearing under that bewitching, barely-there lace skirt, if any, to thrust himself inside her, taking her without a thought for her pleasure in the least.  But he wasn’t – never had been – a selfish lover.
Demanding, yes.  Unusual, definitely - but never selfish.
Something about her told him that she’d be right there with him, regardless, along for whatever gut twisting, sweaty, toe curling ride he decided to give her.  The woman sitting in front of him needed – wanted – to be taken, in the basest, rawest sense of the word, and he was just the man to do exactly that.  Hell, he’d been waiting long enough for just the right time . . . just the right place . . .  He recognized that patience was a virtue, but it was also a damned pain in the ass.
“Yet you’ve done nothing about it,” she whined softly, as if issuing a soft challenge.
He barely had her next shot poured before it was gone, set back in its exact spot with a loud, in your face thunk.
Ignoring her empty glass and her taunt for the moment, he drained his own then leaned forward, cards in hand.
“What do you say we raise the stakes a bit?”
Owl eyed, she considered him for a long moment, then asked, “What did you have in mind, exactly?”
“One hand of five card draw.”
Sassily, “And?”
It was the first time he’d allowed himself to smile since they’d been alone, and it wasn’t a pretty sight.
“Winner takes all.”
Her huge mound of change was hastily pushed into the middle of the table until she looked up at him and sighed almost petulantly, “But what are you gonna bet?”
She – with help from the rest of their friends – had cleaned him out.  He barely had two nickels to rub together.  Damn good thing he wasn’t trying to make a living doing this kind of thing.
He pushed her silver to one side.  “I don’t want to bet money.”
Those deep blue eyes seemed to darken to almost purple as they widened and she leaned over the table, her breasts squashed tantalizingly against the green felt.  “Then what are we betting?” she asked in a stage whisper.
Forcing himself to stop staring at the lightly tanned, fully ripe fruit that was inches away from his already-watering mouth, Rod met her eyes with his.  “Submission.  Complete submission.”
He would swear for years afterwards that he watched her become instantaneously sober in that second as he saw her gasp softly. He watched her teeth begin to nibble her lip, as he’d noticed she did on the rare occasions when she was unsure of herself.
He seemed to have caught her off guard with his suggestion, and he considered that to be an advantage.
Sunny didn’t have a wishy washy bone in her body.  She was a leader, a doer, a force of nature who shot first and to hell with the questions; much closer to his personality than any other woman he’d ever been attracted to.  There was no denying that attraction; it was bone deep.  He’d been hard since they’d met almost a year and a half ago.  Any time she was anywhere near him – even just in the same room, not even interacting with him – somehow his errant libido could sense her, and he became instantly, painfully – in some cases, such as their friends’ weddings – embarrassingly hard.
Every fantasy he’d had from the moment he’d been introduced to her had been about the depraved things he was going to do to her.  There had never been any doubt in his mind that he’d have her one day, and – despite the fact that his body made him feel as if he was going to die every time they said goodbye.  Instead of dragging her by the hair into his bedroom or taking her on the spot, he had deliberately waited until both of their jobs had calmed down and neither of them was involved with anyone to make his move.
Tonight was the night.  He was going to tame her, to bring her to heel.  He didn’t want to crush her spirit – it was one of the things he found most attractive about her, since he was so reserved - but he would curb it.  Severely - and he’d enjoy every single minute of it.
He’d deliberately encouraged his guests – including Sunny – to drink more than they might have, offering his limo and driver to bring everyone home safely, of course.  It was a Friday night – or rather, Saturday morning, now - and they all had kids to haul to various games or practices or commitments of their own to get to; he knew they would begin dropping like flies eventually.
It had worked.  It was only about one in the morning, and he and Sunny would have the whole rest of the night and another whole day together – longer, much longer, if things worked out the way he’d planned.
“Submission?” she parroted back on a gulp after a bit of a delay, as if she really hadn’t wanted to even say the word in front of him, and she definitely didn’t.  That one word – more so than probably any other he could have uttered – had the same effect on her as if he had reached out and stroked her intimately with one bold, male finger, but a corresponding fissure of something dangerously close to fear also danced up her spine, leaving a trail of goose flesh on her skin, and a very real concern about the fact that she was probably not going to be able to resist this challenge.
Another breathlessly sexy not-quite smile.  If the man had any idea what he was doing to her with those, he’d cut it out or find himself flat on his back on the luxuriously carpeted floor of his den with her finally riding cowgirl above him, a position which she purported to prefer, with her legs – and other more delicate parts – spread wide to accommodate him . . . 
Her mind lived quite happily in the gutter most of the time and the tequila managed to emphasize that, loosening her tongue, too, in a dangerous combination that she’d – so far – been able to control around Rod Salem.
Not so much tonight, though, apparently.
“Yes, submission.”
Another deliberate flick of his imaginary finger over the swollen tip of her clit, so much so that she felt compelled to squeeze her legs together - which only seemed to make things worse, if that was possible.
“What do you mean, exactly?” she asked, proud of how sober she thought she sounded.  It wasn’t often she allowed herself to explore the . . . distinctly less dominant impulses she had spent her life trying to bury, and it didn’t seem at all prudent to let them out to play in front of him.
He had put her on guard, somehow, which hadn’t been his intention.  He could see how her body had tensed up at his choice of words, but he didn’t regret it.  It was the perfect term for what he would demand of her.  A certain amount of caution on her part was expected – even welcome.  She would have to determine tonight just how much she trusted him – or didn’t.
“Do you require a dictionary definition of the word?” he asked, but not solicitously.
Her middle finger went up immediately, and Sunny founder herself disconcerted by the fact that it only seemed to increase the size of his smile – and even then, it didn’t reach his eyes.
“Point taken.  The English minor understands the O.E.D.’s definition of submission.”
“How’d you know I minored in English?”  She couldn’t recall having told him that . . . 
Not in the least concerned by her question, he said, “You must’ve mentioned it, or perhaps Laura did.”
She wouldn’t have put it past Laura to have told Rod that she was into whips and chains – and she wasn’t, necessarily – or had spent a night in jail for speeding while they were in college, or that she had a raging crush on him.  Laura was nothing if not a blabbermouth.  Sweet, generous, and a whiz at math, but couldn’t keep a secret to save her life.  It always amazed her that Laura had been able to keep her lips buttoned about her attraction to Rod.  Miracles did happen.
“Oh.”  Sunny shifted in her seat, as if he’d already spanked her and she was sitting on a sore behind, although the cause of her unease wasn’t that – it was a genuine interest in not leaving a big wet spot on his immaculately upholstered chair.  “You’re going to have to elaborate, friend.  I ain’t agreeing to just ‘completely submitting’.  I have no interest at all in my family having to identify my remains when my body’s retrieved from a shallow grave -”
“Now there’s an interesting character reading.”  She only paused slightly at his comment, “ – nor in being yet another notch on your bedpost.”
That had him chuckling – or whatever his equivalent was.  The man wasn’t a fount of joviality even in the best of situations; she could probably count the number of times she’d heard him laugh on one hand.
What he did next surprised her.  They had been sitting opposite each other, and he got up to take the chair next to her instead, sitting so close that his big jeans-covered knees were butting against her bare ones as they faced each other.  Sunny wanted to move away from that contact, because, even as innocuous as it was, it rocketed to the area between her legs.
When he took each of her hands in his, she felt a rush of her own lubrication onto pink bikini panties as she fought with herself not to reclaim her hands and leave the room – and his house.
But she wouldn’t.  She couldn’t.  She was no coward.  So instead she steeled her spine and grasped his hands firmly, forcing her eyes to meet his.
Rod almost let himself grin at that, but he didn’t want to let her know what he’d seen – that he’d watched the thoughts flowing frantically through her mind as they played across her face – especially the impulse to flee – thoughts that she had tamed ruthlessly and, instead, sat there with him, contentedly, at least on the surface.
The conflict he’d seen there intrigued him, because he would have sworn she was much more in touch with the side of her that he was intent on bending to his own purposes.  “It means that, for the rest of this weekend, whoever loses this hand will do anything the other asks them to do, until, say, seven o’clock Monday morning.”
Rod was amazed that she was still with him, but her only response to his outrageous terms was to raise her eyebrow.  “Anything?”
“Well, I think that certain things would be considered ruled out automatically – nothing life-threatening, of course, nothing illegal, etc.”
“But lots of immoral?”
He stared at her with those steely eyes, not answering her question at first.  “I’m absolutely serious about this, in case you were wondering if I’m kidding, or if I’m going to laugh it off once the game is played.  Don’t agree to this unless you intend to commit to it.  If you chicken out on me halfway through the weekend, I reserve the right to tease you about it until the day you die.” He cleared his throat and continued, “I’m sure nowadays submitting oneself – especially in the manner I have in mind for you – would definitely be considered immoral.”
There was that shiver again, keeping her nipples crested painfully, but her heart was also beating double-time. He seemed quite serious.  She wondered if this should be anything she was seriously entertaining, but then she realized that she wouldn’t necessarily be the one who lost. She swallowed a big lump of apprehension – liberally mixed with sheer desire - at his words, but gave him a questioning look.  “So, if I should win the hand, then I could tell you to do anything I wanted?” 
“You could.”
“And you’d do it?”
Without hesitation, he replied, “I would.”
“I could make you touch my breasts?”  Sunny brought their hands to one firm mound, rubbing the back of his hand against the diamond-hard peak where it poked through the sage green silk blouse.  When she won, she was going to make him do a hell of a lot more than that!  The idea of having such a powerful man at her command made her loins quiver as much as what she refused to consider in the least – that she could end up having to submit herself – completely, as he’d put it - to him.
His only trace of a reaction was a slight tension of his lips until the much more satisfying, much more telltale hoarse, ragged response.  “Yes, you could.”  He then brought their other hands to his crotch, pressing the back of her hand against the ridge of hardness she found there.  “Just as I could require you to do this.”
Sunny could feel the rigidity behind his zipper, and she knew she wanted this - more than she wanted to admit, even more than she’d wanted her first CEO position.  Much more, if she was truthful with herself.  This man was a force of nature, powerful, rich - and, apparently, hungry -and she wanted to sate his every desire, no matter how depraved.
She had a feeling they were very much in line with her own.
“Anything wild?” she asked, her tongue darting out to wet her lips as he watched avidly.
“No.  Straight draw poker.  One hand decides your – or my - fate.”  Rod leaned forward, their hands still where they’d been placed moments ago on each other’s erogenous zones, whispering with only slightly tequila scented breath, “Are you woman enough to take the risk, I wonder?”
She wanted to snort at him, yearned to dispel his lack of faith in her, despite the small alarm in the back of her head that screamed that this man had had much less alcohol than she had, and that she ought to be careful.
Tequila-inflamed passions of all sorts burned within her and wouldn’t allow her to ignore his blatant challenge.
Sunny abruptly let go of his hands and sat back, away from him, saying, “Deal.”
He hadn’t expected to feel bereft at the loss of contact with her, however benign, but he did.  To cover his feelings, he offered her his hand.  “Shake on it.”
Sunny complied unflinchingly; pumped his big hand twice, then let go.  She usually had pretty good luck in poker, as shown by the big pile of change to her left.
Rod shuffled the cards a few more times, then presented the pack to her and inclined his head towards it. “I think we should cut for the deal.  Shall we say high deals, ace high?”
Nodding, Sunny reached for the cards and cut it relatively close to the top, showing an eight.  Not too bad.
His cut was more towards the middle of the remaining pack.  A ten.
After collecting the cards and shuffling several more times, he reiterated the rules they had played under all evening:  the draw limit was three, unless you could show an ace, and then you could keep the ace and draw four.  He dealt five cards, face down, to each of them.
Sunny took a deep breath as she reached for her hand, before having seen it, uttering a prayer for she didn’t know what to she didn’t know whom before fanning them out:  an ace of clubs, two kings, a five of hearts and a three of diamonds.
When did the ticking of the enormous, antique grandfather clock in the corner become so blasted loud, she wondered?  The disappointing contents of her hand made her so tense she would swear she could hear every second of her life ticking slowly by, as if it was going to end if she lost this hand.
Dammit.  She had been hoping for three of a kind on the first draw – to have something to pin her hopes on.  A pair of kings wasn’t much - she sneaked a look at him as he was staring intently at his cards – against the man who could control her every move for the next two days, and who looked like he would thoroughly enjoy every second of it.
“Three, please,” she asked, throwing the ace, the five and the three face down onto the table between them.
“Three to you, and dealer takes,” he looked at his hand again for a second then discarded his own rejects, “two.”
Two?  That wasn’t at all good, especially when she’d gotten no help at all from the extra cards – a four, a two and a seven, all of different suits.  That could mean that he had three of a kind already - even before he got to draw more!  
But Sunny did her best not to let the panic show on her face.  “So, since we’re not betting money, who calls who?”
“I think we both just show our hands and determine the winner from there.”
Throwing everything but the pair away, Sunny put down first one king, then the other, like it was some big reveal.
“A pair of kings.  Pretty good,” he nodded.
Following her custom, he slowly, deliberately put down his cards, holding her eyes the whole time.   First there was one ace, then another – having beat her with that – and then, just for good measure, a last ace, giving him three aces.
She’d lost.  
The enormity of what she’d bet came rushing into her head, crowding out her booze-emboldened surety that she was going to win.  The idea of losing hadn’t even occurred to her until this moment.
She was his for the weekend, to do with as he pleased, with no holds – or holes – barred.
What had she gotten herself into?  Was she crazy?  She should have gotten something in writing at the very least!  How the hell could she possibly have agreed to something so stupid!  She barely knew the man!
In her panic, she allowed every emotion to play across her face, the foremost of which was fear - while Rod’s first impulse was to comfort her, he held himself back.  A little fear wasn’t necessarily a bad thing in a submissive.
He didn’t gloat at all, but busied himself at first cleaning up a bit, putting the cards away in one of the drawers under the table, then brushing it off a bit before standing to help her up.
His hand was surprisingly warm against her cold fingers as she leaned on him a bit to stand, eventually coming out of her pure panic mode and more to her senses to stand stock still in front of him.  She wasn’t sure whether panicked was better, though, since she immediately found her senses overwhelmed with his nearness.
Rod guided her to the middle of the room, moved a comfortable looking Queen Anne upholstered chair to one side and took a seat, commanding with alarming alacrity, “Strip.”
The longer he stared at her and she couldn’t find it within herself to obey, the more thoroughly flustered she became, fidgeting with her fingers and dancing from one foot to the other.  She had the fleeting thought that she must look like some of the underlings at work, and she made a mental note to be nicer to them from now on.  This situation was a thousand times worse.
When he stood and caught her hand, she assumed he was bringing her to his lap to cuddle and talk about the situation, to explain himself to her and calm her fears; she couldn’t have been more wrong.
She didn’t end up on his lap; she was, instead, guided quite expertly over it.  Her short skirt worked against her, immediately riding almost all the way up to her waist and leaving her mostly bare cheeks completely exposed.
Sunny could hear him clucking his tongue at her disapprovingly as he relieved her of panties that weren’t much help anyway, although she loudly protested being divested of them, as if they were the last barrier between herself and the fate he had in store for her.
She was entirely unprepared for the barrage of swats he administered to her now completely naked backside; a horrible, intolerable sting erupting in her flesh and filling her mind as the only important thing there, and indeed, it was.
 
 
 


 
Chapter II
 
 
No one had ever treated her this way.  No one.  Her parents were the touchy-feely kind she could play like a kazoo, and, in her relationships with men, she had always been the one in control, the one on top, the one calling the shots.  In fact, she’d never hooked up with a man she couldn’t control, one way or the other.  The artistic types needed money, and that was their Achilles heel.  Young, brash, overachievers were eager to climb the corporate ladder and to use her name and her connections.  The nerds, well, she’d always just had a soft spot for them, and in a lot of cases, they were embarrassingly happy just to get some sex.
But Rod was acting as if she should have expected this, bringing that board-like palm of his down across both cheeks at once, again and again, until he’d set her backside on fire.  Just at the point that she was going to ratchet up her howls of protest to full-on screams, he stopped and stood her up, pointing to the same spot on the carpet where he’d put her in the first place.
He didn’t repeat his command.
There was no denying the way he’d singed her behind or the fact that, as he’d been doing it, her body had been busily christening his jeans, despite her very real protestations.  Off kilter physically and emotionally, flooded with sensations she had never experienced before, Sunny shuffled towards the spot at which he was pointing, but not quickly enough for him, apparently, because before she moved out of range, he managed to reach out and deliver several “come along” smacks that had her hopping – like a well-spanked bunny – to stand in that very vulnerable, very exposed spot, although she was not nearly as exposed as she was going to be.
As if she was put out with him she let her hands creep to the neckline of her blouse and she began to unbutton it excruciatingly slowly, expecting he would nudge her – one way or the other – into moving more quickly.
But he was nothing if not full of surprises, and he merely leaned back in his chair, his fingers laced behind his head, watching her avidly, hungrily.
Sunny hadn’t blushed like that in years – maybe ever – but she couldn’t seem to stop once she saw just how hungrily he was watching her, her eyes darting to his, then away several times before she’d loosened all the buttons.
“Stop staring at me!” she whined, sounding very much like the brat he’d already pegged her as, thoroughly ashamed of herself as soon as the words were out of her mouth.
“What makes you think you can give me orders, Sunny?”  There was still no anger in his tone, not even impatience, although when he came towards her, she automatically took one step back before she caught herself and reclaimed the ground she had lost.  Everything in her wanted to look down, to not meet his eyes, but she forced herself to do just that.
He reached out and cupped the back of that impudent head, holding it still as his free hand travelled from her temple down that only slightly artificially rosy cheek, the delicate neck, a surprisingly fragile collar bone and over the breast she had held his hand to moments ago at the table - only this time he lingered there, cupping it possessively as he let his thumb and forefinger delve beneath the thin covering of her bra to pinch the wicked peak it found there.  She squawked unbecomingly and backed away, trying to twist out of his grasp, but finding no avenue of escape.
When he finally released her breast, he could see her hands creeping up to comfort herself, and he cruelly slapped them cruelly away and resumed his physical possession of her, noting with displeasure just how prominent her ribs were.  He followed the curve of her waist as it flowed into her hip, roaming eagerly around back to squeeze one thoroughly-roasted cheek, then slipping his hand under the edge of that lacy skirt and moving it around to the front.
“Spread your legs,” he whispered hoarsely.
When she didn’t comply to his satisfaction, moving her feet only slightly apart, he put a foot between hers and swept them wide apart as his hand tightened on her womanhood, his fingers busily storming new territory with a firm hold.
Two thick fingers found their way inside her with humiliating ease, her body having eagerly slickened their way long since, his big thumb claiming a clit that was thoroughly swollen and throbbing - not encouraging its response in the least but rather simply sitting there, atop her, teasing her nearly out of her mind with its lack of movement.  
At his rude possession, Sunny sucked in a long breath that sounded a lot like a moan – probably because it was one.  She would have leaned forward, against his shoulder, but sensed he wouldn’t allow it.
Instead he used his spare hand to tip her chin up so that her eyes were forced to meet his.  “For the next -” he checked his watch, “ – thirty hours or so, this, and every other inch of your luscious body, is mine.  I own you.  I possess you.  And I can promise you that I intend to use you in every conceivable manner that will bring me pleasure.”
With that, he backed away suddenly, resuming his seat and watching her watch him as he brought his moist, Sunny covered fingers to his mouth and licked them fastidiously clean, then flicked them at her to let her know that he was ready for her to continue to divest herself of the little clothing she had left.
Her blouse was just hanging open, so Sunny shrugged out of it, letting it fall to the floor as she reached behind her to undo the hooks of the all-lace demi-bra, whose color matched her blouse perfectly.  She peeled it away with obvious reluctance, almost tearfully.   He then heard her take a long, deep breath as if to pull herself together, straightening her shoulders, staring back at him as boldly as he did her, holding the bra away from herself in her finger and thumb, then dropping it onto the blouse as if she didn’t care whether she ever saw it again.
The skirt came off just as casually, until she stood, proud and naked, before him, her hand on her hip, giving him a challenging look he didn’t like at all – at least, not from a submissive.
“Hands at your sides unless I tell you they should be elsewhere,” he bit off.
Somewhat taken aback, she relinquished her come-hither pose and let her hands assume the position he preferred.  She had a feeling that the rest of this weekend was going to be spent trying to conform – and even perhaps anticipate – what it was that he might want, to avoid spending any more time getting whacked by that Gawd-awful palm of his.
She hoped that was going to be enough of an impetus for her.  She was much more used to being in the position of giving the orders, rather than having to obey them.
“Touch yourself.”
The bravado she’d carried around with her throughout her life deserted her in that moment, to be replaced by a bright pink blush that she could feel suffusing every pore of her body.
Rod thoroughly enjoyed the way she looked when she blushed like that.  It didn’t look at all garish to him, but rather made her skin glow quite becomingly, and that was one of the reasons why he had made the outrageous demand so early on.  He wanted to shock her, to knock her off balance.  She was always so self-possessed, so confident that he wanted to wrestle her off that pedestal she’d put herself on – untouched and untouchable - and make her confront their agreement blatantly.  He’d half expected her to have left long before this point, but was glad to see that she didn’t give her word casually.  If anything was a test of that, this was.
He also knew she had absolutely expected to win, so that their roles would be reversed at this moment, and he had been fully willing to follow through with his commitment if it had happened that way.  But then he realized that it had been a while since he’d issued his last order, and before she could say or do anything to immediately comply, he had made his way behind her and again began raining down spanks until he saw her hand creep up to hold her own breast.
Once he’d resumed his seat, he chided, “I shouldn’t have to tell you to do every little thing, Sunny.  You’re my submissive.  You should be trying to do things that you think I’ll like without having to be prompted – or punished.”
Rod thought he saw a flash of tears in her eyes, and he wasn’t sure if it was anger or fear or unhappiness that had prompted them, but they didn’t seem to linger, for which he was grateful.
As her hands began to rove over her own body, he could see that she was – slowly – overcoming what he hoped were unwelcome tears and sinking into her own desire, allowing it to come to the forefront, almost forgetting that she was being watched.  He saw her eyelids flutter closed as those slim fingers plucked at her own blossomed nipples, twisting just slightly with each tug until her breathing became ragged and uneven.
He loved to watch a woman pleasure herself, especially at his command.  He learned so much about her that it was almost an unfair advantage – whether or not she could overcome her natural modesty in front of him, how familiar she was with her own body – which gave him a clue as to how often she might do this on her own – as well as, of course, how and where she enjoyed being touched.
Neither of those hands had wandered below the equator yet, so he rose and stood behind her, knocking her legs further apart as he cupped her right hand with his big one and brought it down to that completely bare area between her legs.
He didn’t sit down again, but remained where he was, unable to resist the temptation to touch her, slipping one big hand into her privates from behind, nearly knocking her off balance until he spread the other one on her lower tummy to steady her as those two all too familiar fingers reclaimed the territory they had already conquered earlier, filling her . . . stretching her until she’d accommodated every inch of them.
And it hadn’t been easy, which he’d loved.  She’d had to bend forward a bit in what he knew she would consider an obscene position, and he doubted she was even aware of the tiny mewls and groans she issued as he worked those big digits up inside her, but every caught breath, every sigh, every tiny groan got him harder.
For her part, Sunny couldn’t even begin to think.  She’d always prided herself on her ability to use logic and reason to make sense of the situations she’d found herself in in life, but this one . . . there was no hope.  All she could do was feel – feel his fingers jammed up inside her, feel how her backside was on fire, feel how thoroughly embarrassed she was to be in this position with him, especially.  She didn’t consider herself a prude in any fashion, and she didn’t know if it was his proximity or what, but she was completely embarrassed, and, for some odd, disturbing reason, it felt kinda good.
And that was bad - for her peace of mind.
He’d already proven that he wasn’t very patient when it came to being obeyed, so she tried desperately not to think about, well, anything as she closed her eyes and let her fingers rediscover what they’d originally found when she was about sixteen, holding herself open slightly with her other hand, then trying to reach a bit further down to gather some moisture, only to encounter the source of the ache that was coursing through her body:  his fingers.
Sunny withdrew her hand as if it had been scalded, and Rod immediately dabbed a bit of some kind of lotion on the tips of her fingers, silently urging her to put her hand back where it had been.
It surprised her that she was able to slip right back into that mindless territory that let her almost forget he was there watching her, behind her and within her, in large part because of just how far she’d already gone down that road.  She was startled to realize that it wouldn’t take more than a few strokes, really, for her to take off, and that was exactly what she aimed to do.
Until, after what seemed like only a few short seconds later, she found her hands hauled rudely away from the source of her impending orgasm.
“Ohhhhh, really?” she groaned, her hips arching, trying to follow her fingers but they were wrenched away too quickly.
“Hands at your sides.”  His orders were firm and soft.  He still claimed her, still filled her almost uncomfortably, drawing a long, low moan from her as he began to move his fingers within her, fucking her with hard, deliberately unpredictable thrusts that didn’t follow any kind of rhythm so that she couldn’t build towards any kind of resolution.  
She certainly was vocal, and he liked that in a woman – whether she was being punished or pleasured, he liked to hear her reactions – within reason, of course.
His hand on her lower stomach kept her in place as he continued to drive his hand up inside her, twisting and drilling his way to the very top of her little cunny, then out again.  Rod was of a mind to add a third finger, but then he decided against it, wanting to save that for another time.
Instead, he let go of her, removing his fingers unceremoniously, leaving her aching for his presence within her to such an extent that Sunny had to concentrate to curb the impulse to grab his hand and stuff it back into her crotch.
“Undress me.”
Surprising him by not hesitating in the least, she took his golf shirt off over his head, folding it neatly and putting it on the coffee table, then turning back to realize that there was only the lower – most interesting and private – part of him left.  As eager as she had been to get to that broad chest, the reality of what she was expected to do next was nothing if not daunting.  Not wanting him to see just how unnerved she was, Sunny put on a brave face and reached for his belt buckle.
Rod crossed his arms over his well muscled, very lightly hairy chest, avidly following her every move and offering absolutely no assistance or even guidance.
The belt and the jeans were easily loosened, but then she realized that she was probably going to have to get on her knees to remove them, and a large part of her balked at the pure subservience of that position.
She knew that it was what she must do, so she somehow managed to ignore the protestations of her thoroughly liberated mind and sank gracefully to her knees, reaching up to tug his pants and underwear down to his ankles, then holding them there as he stepped out.  She stood and again arranged everything in an organized pile, and when she turned back, he handed her his shoes and socks.
Taking her place again at his quiet direction, kneeling before him, which she found was bearable only if she didn’t think about it, Sunny did her level best not to look at that which was most prominent about him and closest to her – his long, thick, gorgeous cock, the bulbous head of which was already glistening with pre cum.
She was near enough that he could merely reach out, cup the back of her head and her lips to his erection, which was exactly what he did.  No words, no orders, no commands, just pure expectation.
And Sunny was determined not to disappoint, letting him guide the heavy head into her mouth, then taking things over from there, slickening him all the way down until her nose met his tummy, then laving him with her tongue all the way back out, swirling it around the top and bottom of the tip, then back down, all the way in and all the way out again, sucking gently at first then more avidly.  She didn’t forget the very sensitive rest of him, either, capturing each of his balls in her warm wet mouth and tugging very gently, rolling them a bit with her tongue, but always careful.
It was that impressive cock that had the majority of her attention, and she threw herself into trying to bring him off, wanting to impress him, cupping his sack as she rode her mouth up and down that length.
Long seconds later, though, before he moved her bodily away from him, detaching himself – however reluctantly – from her very talented lips before he lost all control – he took her by the upper arm to guide her only a few steps to the gaming table they had played at all night, then lifted her bodily onto the edge of it.
Sunny sat there, wallowing in the shame of knowing she was leaving a big, wet stain on the pristine table top, so much so that she apparently missed him telling her to lie back.
When his hand cracked against her breast, she gave him such a look of stark surprise that Rod almost laughed, as if that was something she’d never considered he do, but then he continued to swat them, hard enough to leave red angry fingerprints on her creamy flesh, until she realized what he’d told her to do and lay back, feeling the felt against her skin in an entirely different way from mere minutes ago.
Practically mindless with his need for her, Rod reached out and hauled her even closer to the edge of the table than she already was, then completely forsook the niceties and rammed into her, taking her in one tremendous stroke, forcing her legs apart as he lay half on top of her, thrusting rapidly and heavily in a manner he hadn’t since high school, his mind reduced to simply the need to possess, to claim.
To come, which he did in an embarrassingly short time.
A less confident man might have been concerned – even somewhat apologetic - about how little time it took him to get his rocks off , but as far as he was concerned, she should consider it a compliment.  He hadn’t lost control of himself like that in decades, but she’d stripped away the thin veneer of civilization he’d carefully erected around himself – as he’d known she would – leaving him the very bare essence of himself.
At his core he wanted nothing more than to fuck her, as constantly and completely as was humanly possible. 
 
 


 
Chapter III
 
Sunny was astonished – and not a little disappointed - that it was all over that quickly.  She wasn’t quite sure what to do with herself once he was through, so she stayed uncharacteristically quiet, waiting for him to decide.
She realized with a start that this was a surprisingly pleasant idea.  She wasn’t the one who had to make all the decisions for the rest of the weekend. That was a rare position to find herself in.  Normally, she had her fingers in a dozen pies and was making rapid fire decisions all day long – even in her personal life, where, granted, her business tended to bleed over.  But now, he was the captain of this ship; she decided that she was going to lie back and enjoy not having any responsibility.  She felt freer than she had in a very long time, and the relief she felt having made that decision brought a big grin to her face.
Rod, who had only jackknifed himself away from her seconds before to stand at the end of the table, looking down at her without a trace of the embarrassment, asked, “What’s that smile about?” with not a small amount of suspicion in his tone.
He extended his hand to her imperiously and helped her sit up, glad to see that she hadn’t immediately broken position to try to stand once he had.  Perhaps she was going to be trainable, after all.
It didn’t even occur to her to try to be coy with him or try to play off the exact reason for her happy face.  That wasn’t her style at all, submissive or not.  “I was just thinking that – since I’m not the dominant one for a change – that I don’t have any responsibilities.  I don’t have to make any decisions at all.”
Her unfettered delight in that discovery had him smiling, too.  “Well, you do have a responsibility as my submissive to keep me happy.”  He pressed tiny, soft kissed all over her face as he spoke, then nuzzled her ear to say deeply, “Because if I’m not happy, believe me, you’re not going to be, either.  And you’re right – you don’t make decisions for the next day or so.”  He tipped her chin up so that their eyes met.  “Think you can handle that?”
“Sounds like paradise to me,” she sighed, resting a hand lightly on his chest.
Rod laced his fingers with hers and used his hold to bring her arm around behind her back, not painfully so, but firmly, leaving no doubt that he didn’t intend to give it back any time soon - leveraging it to bring her against him.  His other palm cupped the back of her head, controlling her subtly but no less surely as his lips captured hers in a kiss that began with a surprisingly sweet element, backstopped by pure, unadulterated heat.
Sunny was amazed to realize that this was their first kiss – pecks on the cheek in greeting not withstanding.  He was a marvelous kisser, not too wet, not too dry, with just the slightest bit more pressure than she preferred, but then, this was an inherently dominant man who – however temporarily – had jurisdiction over her.
That felt damn good – both the kiss and the mental acknowledgement of her loss of control over this situation - better than she wanted it to by far.  She could get used to this very easily, and had to tamp down her sense of alarm at that thought.  There was no cause for concern. It was going to be a wild weekend of – relatively – harmless sexploration.  Where was the bad?
His kisses didn’t remain soft and sweet, though.  They very quickly became exacting, then outright conquering if she was too slow to respond for his tastes.  Sunny found her mouth twisted open beneath his, that eager tongue of his plundering inside, both strong arms wrapping around her as he held her captive against him, giving her no choice but to respond to him instinctively, to meet his fiercely masculine demands with her own feminine promise.
She didn’t try to soften his approach at all, but rather matched his fire with her own, and they found themselves nearly devoured in the searing heat of their mutual lust.
Although he was no longer a teenager, Rod found his body reacting as if he was still sixteen or so, and it was as if he hadn’t just burst uncontrollably within her.  He was as rock hard as he had been when he’d first lifted her onto the table - hell, as hard as he always was around her.
But the urgency had diminished – some – and he intended that this next time would have a much longer, much slower buildup.
Despite the ferocious thing that the kiss became, he ended it the way it had begun, sweetly, nibbling at her lips rather than thrusting between them.  So much so that, when he took a step back from her, Sunny very nearly fell into an ungraceful heap at his feet.
And that was the most embarrassing point – up to then – as far as she was concerned.  He had breached her defenses as surely as no man ever had – partially because he’d seen through her, acknowledging and encouraging a submissive side that her previous lovers would have sworn she didn’t posses, but also because of that last kiss and its distinct changes of tone.  She would have loved for it to have gone on forever and hadn’t counted on his moving away that quickly.
Her bright red blush was almost forgotten when he leaned down and lifted her into his arms, ascending the stairs as if there was no extra weight in his arms at all, not letting her feet touch the floor until they were in his bedroom.  She’d been there only one other time, the first time she’d come to his place when he’d given her the nickel tour.  What had stuck in her mind about it was the size of his bed, which was much larger even than a California king, and now that she was back again, that ginormous bed was what her eyes fixated upon.
At least until he reached out a finger and turned her head back to him for another, less urgent but still incredibly passionate kiss that left Sunny wanting to do nothing more than run both of her palms over his chest muscles, but she couldn’t.  He had caught her wrists in one of his hands at the small of her back, and all she could do to show him just how hot he got her was to plaster her body against his.  She wanted desperately to rub her crotch against his strong thigh, but that, too, was denied her.
“You were wonderful downstairs, you know,” he said, kissing her slowly, deeply.
Very few compliments had ever pleased her so much.  She was practically giddy from it, and no one who knew her would ever, ever have used that word to describe her.  “Really?”
He could tell by her tone that she was pleasantly surprised and still, endearingly, very unsure of her role.  Uncertainty, he knew, was something that was almost alien to her.  He knew that because, in many ways, she was just like him.   “Mmmm-hmmmm.  I don’t usually have such a hair trigger, but the sight of you, on your knees, with my cock in your mouth . . .” He had to stop talking and thinking about it, or he was going to end up taking her again, without even bothering to make it to the bed.
Sunny felt the big man shiver as her clit swelled to heady prominence - and that shiver was at least as much of a compliment as what he’d just said - maybe even more so, for the fact that it was unconscious.  It was his own body’s primitive reaction to her, and he hadn’t even remotely tried to suppress it.
“Not as easy as you thought, is it?”  Rod asked insightfully.  He still held her hands snugly at the small of her back as he ran his free hand possessively over the parts of her that were available to him as she was crushed up against him – her neck, her shoulders, the delicate, sensitive sides of her breasts.
Sunny couldn’t possibly meet his eyes and talk about this.  It was too . . . too raw . . . to embarrassing, especially because of how hot it made her when he took command of her.
“No,” she answered truthfully to his chest.  “It’s not.”
“Good.”
“Hey!” she protested, frowning up at him, playfully swatting his shoulder.  “That’s not right!  You’re supposed to be sympathetic!”
“Oh, I don’t think so at all.  Like you said a few minutes ago, I’m the one with all the responsibility.  All you have to do is obey me.”
“Yeah, that’s the tough part.  I’m used to being the one that calls the shots.”
“I know.  That’s exactly why I wanted the challenge of taking you in hand.”  He chuckled.  “If you’re not struggling to obey me, then I’m not doing my job very well.”
Sunny’s jaw dropped open at that statement, until he continued, “And we haven’t even begun yet, really.”
He released her wrists, then, but before she could react he caught her hand and led her, of all places, into the bathroom.
“What am I doing here?” Sunny asked, completely confused, and not a little apprehensive, especially when he opened the linen closet door to reveal a big red rubber bag.   He squirted something liquid into the bag, then handed it to her, closing the door behind him with his foot.  “Fill it, to the top, with warm – not hot, not cold - water. If you’re going to lean towards any temp, I’d suggest warm. I’m feeling generous tonight.  When you’re done, hang it from the hook here  -” he pointed to a sturdy looking plastic hook that was innocuous-enough looking – “and call me.”
An enema?  He was going to give her an enema?  Sunny was about three seconds from telling Rod exactly where he could shove it – and she couldn’t suppress a small grin at the complete irony of that thought - when she realized that that was probably exactly what he expected her to do, and that if she yielded to her impulse and quit on him, he’d never let her hear the end of it.  Not that that was really any reason to stay and subject herself to having control of something so basic . . . and humiliating . . . and private taken away from her.
Yet there was that ever-present little voice in the back of her head that reminded her that this idea wasn’t exactly new to her, that it was something she’d read about online and that had definitely fantasized about, safe and distinctly alone in her own luxurious bedroom, without ever confronting the reality of it at all.
“Why don’t I hear the sound of water running?” he asked from the bedroom, his low, rumbly voice dragging itself across her clit as if he had every right to such familiarity, balanced as it was in that tenuous area between query and reproach. 
Almost absently, Sunny turned the faucet on, adjusting the temperature so that it was not much more than lukewarm, going through the motions of filling the bag – horrified at the suds that were produced by doing so - and hanging it on the hook that was strategically located between the vanity and the commode at about waist level.  She paused before she called to him, not at all sure she wanted to go through with it.
Then he appeared in the doorway, and she knew she’d lost her chance.
“I j-just put the bag on the hook, Rod, really!” she said in reaction to his stern, questioning glare, sounding like one of her underlings trying to explain a major error.
His hand shot out and grabbed a hold of one still engorged nipple, twisting it hard as he pinched.  “Not Rod - Sir.”
“Sir?” she parroted back at him.
He didn’t say a word, but still held and pinched that sensitive bit.
“Yes, Sir,” Sunny agreed, surprised and a bit concerned at how easily the words fell out of her mouth.
“See, that wasn’t so hard, was it?”  How could he possibly have said that and managed not to sound mocking?
She gave him a patiently false smile that bore more of a resemblance to a grimace, and was rewarded with a genuine chuckle.
Then he sat down on the commode and crooked his finger at her, as if she was a naughty little girl who had to come to her father for a spanking.  Sunny wasn’t very fond of that analogy, although the look and feel of it fit entirely too well in this situation.  
She came to him, but much too slowly for his tastes, so as soon as he got her positioned over his lap, she found herself subjected to crisp, hard swats – not from his palm, which she realized immediately was much more moderate than she’d imagined – but rather with something he had either brought in with him or gotten out of one of the vanity drawers, and if she had to guess, she would have said that it was a hairbrush, but it could well have been a paddle, too.  She didn’t know.  Suddenly, every intelligent thought had gone out the window and all she could think of was just how much each individual smack hurt. 
Since she’d already been thoroughly spanked multiple times, her poor behind was in a state of low, simmering ache, and it took no time to get her to the point where she knew she’d do or say anything to make it stop.
And then, as she was whipping her head – which was about the only part of her body over which she had any control – back and forth, flinging tears to the right and left of her as she did so, she happened to get a good look at herself in the mirrored shower stall door, draped as she was over his legs, his hand rising and falling repeatedly as he applied the smooth back of a large-headed hairbrush – which she was willing to bet was solid wood, not one of those cheap plastic ones – to her cherry-red behind.
Having confronted such a frightful sight, Sunny vowed not to look up in that direction again, but did her best to stare at the floor.  The shocking sight of her wild eyed self had nudged her to try to be more stoic, but she wasn’t having much success at it.  Her ass was on fire, and it only kept getting worse – much, much worse – with every loud crack, and he didn’t show any signs of letting up!  She wasn’t even sure what the spanking was for!
As if he’d read what was left of her mind at that point, he lectured sternly, “When I give you an order – verbal or not – I expect that it will be obeyed as quickly as humanly possible – not when you decide to or when you get around to it.  Dragging your feet is not acceptable, Sunny.  Clear?”
“Yes!” she practically yelled at him as a particularly sharp smack landed on territory that had already long since been covered.  “Sir!” she added, belatedly, hoping it wouldn’t matter and that he’d be happy she’d remembered at all.  She sure was!
“Ten more swats,” he pronounced, delivering them rapid fire, so that she had absolutely no time between one and the next to recover.  When he finally stopped, Sunny was appalled to realize that she was sobbing.  Before she had a chance to reconcile herself to that, he continued, “And another ten for not remembering – after I told you to do so not five minutes ago - to call me ‘Sir’.”
She wailed like a recalcitrant child at that pronouncement, which had him almost smiling at just how far from the powerful businesswoman he had brought her, but he delivered the sentence he had pronounced in the exact same manner, not considering going easy on her.
By the time he finished – really finished – Sunny was blubbering breathlessly, sobs barely receding even a good time afterwards, and they started right up again when she felt him gather her wrists in one hand from where he’d placed them on the bath mat, then part her bottom cheeks very gently to dab something cool and slippery on her bottom flower, saying, “Don’t get used to this,” which she didn’t catch because she was already so distraught.  She also didn’t notice that he had – as a precaution – bled off some of the soapy water onto his wrist to verify that the temperature was just right.
“Nooooo!” she moaned, but Rod didn’t even acknowledge what she’d said.  It didn’t matter, anyway.  She could say no all she wanted, but he would make it yes, if that was what he desired.  He did, definitely, desire this.
There was little that would drive home to an ambitious, take-charge young woman the reality that she had given herself over to him as her dominant, that she was now subject to someone else’s will, more starkly than removing her choice about when and or where she relieved herself.  He could simply have restricted her from the bathroom, so that she couldn’t pee until he allowed it, but he had had problems with that in the past.  
Such things, especially if not approached cautiously and with a better-than-usual understanding of a woman’s health, could lead to infections.  These imposed restrictions on him that he tended to chafe against, to say nothing of making the woman in his care uncomfortable.  He took his responsibility as a dominant very seriously.  She was his to do with as he pleased, yes, but with that came the need to keep a close eye on her, to truly care for her and be absolutely sure that nothing he did would compromise her health.
Besides, this method was a quicker, more powerful, even more personal and private matter that once dealt with, was done and over, with few lingering side effects.  
He continued to press the douche nozzle gently against her reluctant opening.  He refused to use the enema tip that came with the kit because it was so restricted and, well, wimpy.  The long thin plastic nozzle he’d chosen flared at the end, but it compensated for its lack of girth by having multiple holes up and down its length, so that it would subject her to a most thorough cleaning. 
“It would go easier for you if you would stop fighting it and relax,” he offered casually.  It was of no consequence to him whether she followed his advice.  He was going to seat that thing within her and there was nothing she could really do about it.
When nothing seemed to be occurring, he pressed a bit harder, bursting past her feeble resistance and slowly, inexorably sliding the rigid plastic tube inside her.
 “Nooooooo!” she moaned, and he wasn’t sure if it was against his comment or the invasion of her bottom.  Probably both.
Only when he’d forced her take the whole thing, up to where the flexible hose met the spout, did he reached for the clamp, clicking it open to the second position.  “I assume that you know better than to push something out of your body once I’ve placed it there, Sunny.  You are not to spill a single drop.  You’re welcome to moan and sob a bit, but I want you to remain still and as quiet as possible while you take your medicine.  You’ll want to remember that I have the hairbrush right here.”  He tapped it against the vanity for emphasis.
On impulse, Rod let go of her hands and replaced them with the brush, laying it horizontally across the small of her back.  “If that brush falls off, then it’s going to be used on you while you take the rest of your enema.  Put your hands on the bath mat and don’t move them.  In fact, I would suggest that you don’t move at all.”  
Sunny could feel the water – even warm as it was – coursing through her lower tummy, the soap irritating her innards as it went, more always flooding in to push the earliest flow even further up inside her, helpless to do anything but lie there and have this thing done to her.
She realized with a horrified start that the worst thing wasn’t being naked over his lap, or even the cramping that was beginning to take hold of her.  It was the fact that, even though the horrible spankings and this unmitigated humiliation, she was sopping wet, and her clit was second away from sending her into spasms of ecstasy she didn’t want!
How could her body betray her so?  She’d dabble and read and looked at this sort of thing, thinking it might be a lark to do sometime as long as she was the one in control of it, but this was far removed from any fantasy she might have had.  She was already cramping from the inner turmoil, hating the way the sluicing water tied her belly in knots, wanting to get up and run far away from here.
But then other parts – bigger parts by far - of her were more into it than she wanted to think about, thoroughly enjoying the sensation of having something like this being “done to” her, almost reveling in the complete and utter, absolutely stark loss of control, so much so that it took all she had not to rub herself against the big broad knee that was positioned right beneath her.
She wasn’t sure which way to turn; what, if anything, to do.
He reached over and clamped off the flow, and she had a bit of relief from the pressure that had been building.   Unfortunately, he didn’t do anything more - made no move to remove the blasted thing and let her relieve herself, finally!
Instead, she could feel his fingers creeping up between legs that were clamped very tightly together, as if that would help her hold her water.
“I’ll only have you hold it for ten minutes this time, since it’s your first with me – or ever?” he asked, his tone implying that he expected an answer to that very embarrassing question.
“Ever, Sir,” she ground out, barely, between clenched teeth.
“Ten it is then.”  Those fingers were busy the entire time he spoke.  He removed the hairbrush in favor of forcing her to open her legs quite wide, guiding her so that she was directly over one knee and her legs naturally fell apart whether she wanted them to or not.  “I want you to put your feet on tip toe, and point your heels out,” he ordered.
Sunny didn’t know what those instructions were going to do until she’d obeyed them and discovered that, especially with her heels splayed, she couldn’t clench her backside no matter how hard she tried.  With her legs draped to either side of his knee, she was completely open and available to him, stem to stern.
Which was, of course, exactly as he wanted it.
 
 


 
Chapter IV
 
He found her little quim easily, drenched as it was, which let him know that he was following the perfect path with her.  He had been concerned, in the back of his mind, that he might have been a bit too severe with her, especially since they were so new, but that was all the evidence he needed to know that he was spot on.  Rod slipped his middle finger up inside her, feeling the presence of not only the rigid nozzle in her bottom but also that she was quite full of medicine, and he knew that his finger’s presence within her pussy would only add to her distress – as well as her enjoyment of – what was being done to her behind.
With her quim full, he used his already wet thumb to worry her swollen clit, pressing harder than he might if he was trying to bring her off, but then, that was not his goal – yet.  He just wanted to fondle her intimately because he could, and because he wanted her to realize that fact, as well as the idea that orgasms for her were far from a sure thing.  He wasn’t certain he was going to allow her to come at all this weekend.  He would have to see how well she behaved – or didn’t.
“Sunny.”
Oh dear God, he expected her to conduct a conversation while she was being molested and forcibly invaded like this?  “Y-yes, Sir?”
He had made Sunny McClure stutter!  No one would ever believe him, not that he was going to kiss and tell.  “In case you didn’t realize it, you are never to come without being given permission, and I can tell you that it’s not looking good for this weekend.  You are also forbidden from asking to come.  If I’m going to allow it, I’ll tell you.”
The whole weekend?  She was going to be treated like this – teased and tortured and taken - and then not allowed to get hers?  And she couldn’t even ask for it?  He had to be crazy!
Rod decided to make a bold move and assume that this was not going to be their only encounter, saying, “And, from now on, when you’re not with me, you’re not allowed to pleasure yourself.  You no longer have that right.  I am the only person in your life who does.”
Sunny was still in the midst of being thoroughly stunned at the whole “she wasn’t getting any satisfaction this weekend” statement, and his second declaration whizzed right by her without notice.  He then began to use his spare hand to work the nozzle in and out of her while he still plied her expertly with his thumb, until she’d completely forgotten her outrage and was awash in heated bliss.
Not that she could go anywhere with it.  How was she supposed to stop herself, anyway, she wondered?  She’d never had that problem before, and she wasn’t at all sure she could even do it, but she knew she didn’t want another date with that blasted hairbrush – or his hand – any time soon, and both implements were too damned accessible for her comfort.  His hand was splayed over her blushing, hot bottom where he was busily plunging that horrible thing in and not quite out of her, the weight of it on her seared flesh serving to remind her of her recent punishments.
Soon he added that element of fresh hell into it, too.  He started fucking her bottom hard and fast with the enema nozzle, then giving her two tremendous swats, right at the bottom of her butt, just shy of where it turned into the top of her thigh.  Then he’d go back to fucking her again, while he never let up for one instant with his other hand, frigging her mercilessly with his thumb and fucking her at the same time.  The next time his hand crashed down on her bottom, it was four smacks before he resumed reaming her.
Then six.
It was almost – but not quite – stimulation overload.  The pain of the spanking offset some of the pleasure, but not quite enough, and after a certain point, it seemed to be an element of pure pleasure itself, despite the fact that she could absolutely feel how roasted her backside was becoming.
But it all stopped as if she’d flipped a switch a minute later when he swung her around and stood her up, rising himself to spread her legs wide with one of his, then bend her over, reaching around to grab a hold of and pinch horribly one of her nipples as he pulled down on it, as if he was milking her, then twirled the hard tube within her bottom as he listened to her whimpering as he described what he was doing to her.
“I’m going to remove this,” he emphasized his point by pressing it all the way inside her.  “I want you to clench around it as I do so that you do not spill. Then you can just sit back on the toilet and let go.  If you make a mess in this bathroom, Sunny, then you can consider what punishment you’ve received so far as a mere warm up.” 
“Yes, Sir,” she sobbed in a whisper.
“Here we go.”
She managed it without a hitch, which was good, except for the fact that she started when her flaming hot bottom hit the cool of the toilet seat.
“Let me know when you’re ready, but don’t get up,” he instructed before leaving her.  “And make sure you’re completely done.”
It took her much longer than she thought it would, considering the pressure to expel she’d felt while she was holding the enema, but eventually she was finished.
“Sir?”
He was there immediately, and helped her off the toilet.  Sunny was surprised that she needed help, but he said she’d taken a relatively large amount, and that sometimes that could make her feel a bit weak or light headed.  “It’ll pass quickly,” he reassured, stopping them at the end of his bed to tug her into his arms.  “That was one of the most erotic things I’ve ever done, you know.”
It showed – he was still rock hard.
Sunny felt as if she’d achieved something magnificent.  The same sense of self-satisfaction arose within her as it would if she’d just been told she’d been able to take over another company or that she’d made a killing in the market.  It was the same feeling – only better.  Business conquests and accolades didn’t have a sexual component, didn’t make her clit flush and ache to be touched.  This, most definitely, did.
“Of course, there’s more to come before I let you sleep – if I do at all,” he promised.  “Onto the bed, now, get on all fours.”  Sunny did as she was told, but then he said, “Put your head down, turn your face towards the headboard, spread your legs as wide as you can, fold your arms across your back, and do your best to push your bottom out.”
Once she’d assumed the terribly exposed position, she couldn’t imagine how she could possibly make her backside any more prominent.  Having to keep her arms behind her back while her rump was in the air was a terrible reminder of her lack of freedom.  She had just voluntarily placed herself in a completely defenseless position, offering herself up to him like some sexual sacrifice, and she wasn’t at all sure she wanted to know what he was going to do next, although she thought she had a general idea.
But she was wrong.
By the time he’d joined her, Sunny couldn’t see it, but Rod had applied a thin layer of very slippery lotion to his cock so that it glistened all over as it bobbed between his legs.  He moved behind her, placing his hands on her hips to guide her back towards him until her blatantly displayed rose hole touched the tip of his eager penis.
Sunny tried to lurch forward against his hold, but those strong, enormous hands of his wouldn’t allow her to move at all, even though she continued to surge against them.  “Sunny!” She’d never heard him raise his voice before, and heartily wished she hadn’t now.  It was more than enough to get her to stop struggling.
“Has no one ever taken you there?” he asked, guessing the reason for her distress.
“No,” she blurted out, almost on a sob, then more horrified, “No!”  She had just thought he was going to take her from behind.  Not that!  He was too damned big!
“Well, then, you’ve missed out.  I think you’ll find that it’s . . . a different feeling, and I’d be willing to bet you enjoy it, probably more than you want to.”
This man was dangerous!  He already sounded as if he knew her entirely too well already.  Sunny didn’t want to find out she liked this!  She didn’t want to do it at all, and she told him so, rather stridently.
Keeping her in that very submissive position as they spoke, Rod asked quietly, “Are saying you want to withdraw your consent to our bet – our agreement?”  As he spoke, his hands were busy, one massaging and occasionally spanking her bottom, and the other – well, the other was the real problem.
It was between her legs like it meant business, reaching up from below, between her legs, to slip two fingers into her this time, with his thumb landing on top of her clit as if it had found a new home.  He was slowly stroking up and down and round and round, bringing the pleasure to the forefront again with a vengeance, rendering Sunny a moaning, slavering mass of almost - but not quite there - nerves.
Then he pressed the gloved, lubed finger of his free hand to her bottom flower, working it up inside her, slowly but firmly.  Having already taken her enema, she was still somewhat stretched in that area, and he was up to his knuckles in seconds.  As she felt him seated deep within her, it forced a long, low moan from her that was somewhere between the ultimate ecstasy and painfully embarrassing humiliation, and he knew she was right where he wanted.
It sounded to him as if he had allowed her just a bit too much pleasure, so he folded his teasing thumb well away from her trigger point, and simply began fucking her with his finger in her ass.  Before he’d withdrawn and plunged twice, she already sounded as if she was seconds away from exploding beneath him.
She might be afraid of being stretched, which was understandable, but she enjoyed being fucked there, considering her reactions to both the enema nozzle and now his finger.  From what he could tell, her body loved the combination of a somewhat uncomfortable, embarrassing challenge mixed with a pinch of pleasure, and that was exactly what he intended to give her.
He reached down and took a hold of a big handful of that beautiful blonde hair of hers, pulling slowly back until she had to raise her head and the top half of her body off the bed and arch herself back awkwardly.  
She needed no further reminder, whispering hoarsely, “No, Sir.”
That wasn’t enough anymore.  “No, Sir, what?  Finish the sentence, Sunny.”
She was panting, trying to be comfortable in this position, but it was impossible.  He wasn’t exactly hurting her, but it was no picnic, either.  Her hands were still behind her back, which arched her body acutely, thrusting her breasts into outrageous prominence, something he took full advantage of by reaching down with his free hand to grope cruelly before she could even begin to respond.
When she responded to his question it was as if it was someone else talking.  Her conscious mind was appalled by this entire situation, but it was the deeper recesses of her brain that had stepped to the forefront now, for the first time in her life.  And they wanted what they wanted.
“I d-don’t want to – to stop, Sir.”
He wasn’t going to let her get away with so mealy-mouthed a response.  “So you still consent?”
Tears rolled off her cheeks and onto the very mounds that inspired them as he worked his way from one breast to the other – almost systematically – squeezing, pinching, and tugging incessantly, so that she never had a second’s respite.
“Yes, Sir.”
That was nowhere near enough, and he had to look into her eyes to determine if she was being deliberately difficult.  What he found there was a more open face than he’d ever seen before.  Yes, it was wet with copious tears, and he could see the very real pain she was feeling written across it, but there was a level of acceptance that hadn’t been there previously, and he wanted to solidify it and build on it.
“Say it, Sunny,” he ground out.
She didn’t try to stall or delay her answer in the least – not even for a second’s thought or reconsideration.  “I consent, Sir.”
His hands left her breasts immediately as he pulled her even further back against him, leaning down to kiss her in the gentlest and most profound manner, belying the way he’d tortured her seconds earlier.  Then he guided her slowly and carefully back into that humiliating position, having gotten exactly what he wanted out of her.
He repositioned himself at her back door, his cock swelling to even greater girth at the sight of the difference in sizes between himself and that tiny, pinched opening.
“You are not to move, Sunny.  You can let me know if you grow uncomfortable, but that’s not necessarily going to change the course of events.  It will help you if you can relax and remember that all you have to do to make me – and thus you – happy is to submit.  You don’t need to think or worry about anything; that’s my job.  Yours is just to bend yourself to my will and obey.”
Despite her apparent epiphany, doubt was ever-present, and her submissive side, having peeked out long enough to further commit her to this, had receded, leaving her struggling with herself again.  She knew she was always going to be a horrible submissive – how did one turn one’s mind completely off?  Relax.  She nearly snorted at the idea.  He was going to put a very large round peg into a very small round hole, and it was going to hurt like the dickens, she was quite sure.  It was hard not to think that she needed to brace herself for it, which had her tensing her entire body.
She couldn’t stay that way for long; Rod knew her muscles would get tired shortly, so he took his time, barely advancing at all until he could tell that she had relaxed out of pure muscle fatigue.  Not only was he keeping a close eye on her, but he had to do the same with himself.
She was so tight, and his every advance had her mewling and panting and issuing soft, slight groans that practically had this thing over before he’d started it.  That would be twice in a row, and he couldn’t allow that, not only for his own healthy ego, but because he didn’t want her to know just how much power she had over him.
When he had advanced far enough inside her that he no longer needed to hold himself – which took a lot longer than he usually allowed for such things – he reached down and clamped a hand over where her arms were folded across her back, using them as leverage against her to pull her –very slowly – onto him, as if she were voluntarily impaling herself.
His hold tugged her shoulders towards him, flexing her back again and thrusting her bottom out even further, which also caused her to lose ground to him.  Rod wished he had put clamps on her nipples while he had the chance – that would have been a distraction from what was happening to her sweet behind, but then, perhaps this was best.  The fewer distractions, the more tamed and taken she was likely to feel.
Despite her protestations, which were growing in volume with each fraction of an inch he claimed, he would bet that, if he reached down between her legs, she would still be sopping wet.  Having made that bet with himself, he just had to do exactly that, only to discover that she was about five times as moist as she’d been before he’d begun claiming her ass, and when he let himself drift a bit further south, he found that outstandingly engorged clit of hers to be sitting up and begging for attention.
Because she had protested so bitterly, while her body was thoroughly rejoicing in his treatment - Rod decided then and there that he was going to force her to come while he fucked her in the ass.
Not now, of course, because he wasn’t even all the way there yet.  But later, when he’d begun thrusting in earnest, he would wrest the choice away from her, which would be true of most things this weekend.
He was less easy on her from that point on, less coddling than he had been.  He pressed harder and faster into her, knowing that she might be sobbing a little because it was hard – at first – to become accustomed to his size in a place she hadn’t expected he’d go, but with the sure knowledge that her mind would soon catch up with her body and it would only make her that much wetter.
Rod sank himself the last two inches very quickly, with a sharp thrust of his hips, loving the way her cries rose at the rapid insult, but he didn’t linger there, and he didn’t make really any further concession to what had been her anal virginity.  He held her arms even further up, making her back her bottom even further onto him – as if begging for him – then withdrew all the way and plunged back into her, much more forcefully than his first stroke, filling her completely, until he could feel the heat of her open quim on his balls each time before he backed out again.
He fucked her hard and soft and fast and slow, preferring hard and fast, using her arms to make sure that when he slammed into her, she couldn’t move far away from him, so that her body had to absorb the impact of each powerful thrust every time.
Sunny was out of her mind.  She had finally relaxed because it was her only option, and he hadn’t hesitated to take advantage of it, as if he had been lying in wait for just that to happen.  At first it was terribly hard not to cry as she felt him invading her. It burned a little and hurt some, but mostly it felt like this weird pressure that shouldn’t be there.  The further he went, the worse the pressure got.  It wasn’t painful, just unusual and embarrassing and . . . damn, it felt good!
She certainly didn’t want it to, but it did.  It was so good that she wanted to press herself against him, and he saved her from that ignominy by forcing her to do exactly that with the way he held her arms captive and useless.  It must’ve been a sight, her moving her bottom towards him as if she wanted him to take her there.  Truth be told, she did.  Damn him!
When he’d begun to rub her clit just a few seconds ago, she thought she was going to explode, all over him, permission or no.  But he withdrew too soon and she was relegated to a world of desperate ache.  She wanted to rub her crotch against anything or anyone to get off, and yet she knew she would never be allowed to do that.  That sure knowledge only made things a thousand times worse.
From that moment on, she knew that he knew that she was beyond enjoying what he was doing to her, and he stepped up his game.  The gloves were off from then on as he invaded her bottom, fucking her as hard as he had her pussy downstairs - maybe harder.
Despite her inner conflicts, he had used her own body against her to make her into exactly what he wanted – a submissive.  Things she definitely wouldn’t have chosen were being done to her, and she adored it, however unconsciously.  She had no control over whether they stopped or continued for hours or changed or got worse or better.  She was his, and this was what it had taken for her to begin to come to grips with what she wanted.
Especially when he continued to force himself inside her, fast and furious, intent on his own pleasure, but then reaching his spare hand down to lay three fingers on her clit while he took her.  “Come, Sunny.  Come before I do or I’ll have to punish you very severely.”
She felt as if someone had flung open the door of a dank cellar and she was taking her first few steps into the light in a very long time as the sun burst within her and those fingers – and his cock prying her bottom hole apart with each massive impalement - drove her beyond anything she’d ever experienced, forcing her to loose a scream like she’d never issued before, long and high and throaty and absolutely mindless as her body convulsed around him, setting him off.  Her head nearly burst when she heard his answering groan of orgasmic ecstasy.
He sank on top of her – as much as he dared, not wanting to hurt her – as they both mindlessly panted and sighed for long moments, coming down from that mountainous height they’d attained together.
When she regained her senses, Sunny wanted desperately to get away from him, and began stirring, frantic to be rid of him for some unknown reason.  She only knew – like a wounded animal caught in a trap – that she had to go.  But there, too, she was subjected to his will, and he wasn’t of a mind to let her leave him, maybe forever.  It was all too easy for him to let himself fall away from her, disconnecting them, and then just contract his arms around her, pulling her into a spooning she didn’t want and actively tried to escape.
At first he tried to calm her gently, whispering soft “shhhs” into her ear, but then he realized that she wasn’t hearing him – not in the least, and he switched to a less gentle approach. 
 “Sunny, stop.”
It cut through the fog in her brain better than coddling her had.  Most of her body relaxed almost immediately, if not her mind, although her legs were still working restlessly, her arms reaching out for something neither of them could see.  He was interested to see that being less emotional and more forceful with her was what she had responded to.  That smacked of her having already accepted his dominance to a much greater level.  She’d discovered that he wasn’t playing, and – probably her flesh more so than her brain at this point – was beginning to recognize him as her dominant.
Rod simply held her that much closer, pulling the bedclothes up and around them once she’d calmed more.  “You did very well, Sunny.”
Why his saying that made her heart glow and expand almost painfully in her chest she didn’t want to consider any too closely.  She knew it was a genuine compliment; that he was absolutely serious, and she felt enormously proud of herself.  There was still lingering embarrassment and shame in the back of her mind. She doubted she’d ever really lose that, as much as she might try.
“Thank you, Sir.”  Her voice was hoarse and soft, exhausted and strained from all she had been through.  She’d never screamed so much in her life – well, perhaps at a football game in college, but that was a while ago.  She’d never screamed so much in bed with a man.  Ever - and she’d had some damned fine lovers over the years.  Anyone who wasn’t was kicked to the curb.
Rod smiled in the darkness, knowing she couldn’t see.  “You’re welcome.  Sleep now, Sunny.  And if you need to get out of bed, you need to wake me and ask permission first.”
Oh dear God, was she going to remember to do that?  When she had to go to the bathroom in the middle of the night at her own house, she didn’t even really wake up, she didn’t think.  Then, this was an unfamiliar place – she’d have to be more awake.  Hopefully she’d remember.
Considering the condition her bottom was already in, she didn’t want to think what would happen if she didn’t.
 
 


 
Chapter V
 
When he awoke, Rod immediately turned over, his heart half in his throat, wondering if she had chickened out and left him in the night.  He wasn’t sure whether or not he’d put that past her, frankly, despite how far she’d come last night.  It was a very unusual situation for someone like Sunny to find herself in, and as much as he’d known she’d enjoyed last night, he wasn’t at all sure that she wouldn’t have decided in the middle of the night that this submission thing was for the birds and dusted.
She was still there, curled up on herself, a slight ring of mascara under her eyes that looked even darker against her pale skin.
He couldn’t help himself.  He turned onto his side to prop his head up on his hand and do something he’d never done with any other woman – watch her as she slept.  Even asleep, she looked exhausted.  He knew first hand just how hard she’d driven herself, and, as sexist as it sounded, he thought it must’ve been much harder to be an ambitious, overachieving female in this world than a man.  Rod knew that, even now, they had to work twice as hard to be considered just as good as a man.  The old boy network was alive and well, despite the rumors of its demise.
He bet it had been years – if not decades – since she’d taken a weekend completely off, and he instantly decided that this was going to be it.  No cell phones, no computers, no demands on her at all – well, except for what he knew would be the never ending list of his own, of course.
He’d never felt so explosively sexual with anyone else, and still managed to blush just thinking about his thoroughly mortifying first performance.  Hell, even the second time he took her was entirely too soon, and not according to his carefully laid plan, but he just couldn’t seem to get enough of her.
At that moment, of course, his own cell began to vibrate, and – just in case she was as light a sleeper as he was – he reached for it immediately and shut it off.  He didn’t care if the world was going to end.  He was going to keep whatever inevitable bad news his eager young assistant was calling about at bay – for the both of them – until Monday morning.
As a matter of fact, he actually hauled himself up, grabbed his phone and trotted downstairs – unabashedly naked – to the ornate box that had been locked, quite ceremoniously, last night, in which he kept his friends’ personal effects – which consisted of cell phones and keys – whenever they met at his house, because if he didn’t, their enjoyment of the evening would end up being continually interrupted.  That did not go over well with Rod.
They’d been meeting once a month for much longer than Sunny had been attending the otherwise casual card games, and there had only once ever been such an occasion, and the caller had been more than justified in doing so.  Most of them looked forward to those rare, uninterrupted hours, and that it no doubt the longest period that any of them ever went without being connected to work – first, with most of them – and then home, of course.
He found her iPhone easily – the case wasn’t some girlie pink and purple thing – it was a black phone in a black, rubbery case that looked like it would allow it to survive World War Three.  He had the same exact phone and case himself, only his was red.  Even before he picked it up, it was vibrating almost angrily.
Her keys were also not what one would expect; he’d noticed them as carefully as he did her when she’d put them in.  Truth be told, he noticed everything about her, but tried to concentrate on smaller details others might miss.  It was a trait that had served him well in life.  There was a kubotan attached to it, which he was actually quite glad to see, a small flashlight, a small knockoff version of a Swiss Army knife, all held on a big, pink carabiner. 
There was his girl!  Practical, prepared and pink.  That would be considered hot in any man’s book, as far as he was concerned.
He left the box right there, where it lived, then crossed the room to his study, where he located a dust covered stack of K-Tel CDs in one of the eight or so bookcases that lined the room and moved the entire stack, revealing a small safe, into which he placed her keys and still vibrating phone, as well as his own that was doing the same, closing the door on them both without so much as a second thought.
Straightening, he glanced at the grandfather clock in the corner – one of the few relics he still owned of his childhood.  It was only about seven thirty. They had gotten to bed late, and she had more than earned the chance to sleep in, which he felt certain was something she didn’t do very often, either.
Doing his best to keep himself from diving into work as he flipped open his brand new Apple MacBook Pro, Rod instead x’d out of all of his work stuff – and even his personal email - and did a little surfing, a little online shopping – finally buying himself an antique gun he’d been coveting for a while – and skyped with a friend from Asia that he hadn’t spoken to for a while when he noticed he was online, but the chat rapidly descended into work talk, so he excused himself in order not to get caught in that trap.
Instead, realizing he’d lost almost two more hours of his life to the Internet, he headed for his huge gourmet kitchen and began to prepare breakfast for them.
Minutes later, everything was perking along nicely – the bacon his chef always had precooked and ready for him to just heat up in the microwave was almost done, along with a seasonal fresh fruit salad.  Her cup of coffee – strong and dark like he knew she liked it – was waiting to be brewed in the Keurig; he’d already scarfed most of his first cup of the day down and would probably have to make another before they ate.  Scrambled eggs – liberally adulterated with cheese but nothing more because he wasn’t sure of her exact tastes - were on the back burner to keep warm, and his one weakness, his one true indulgence that he allowed himself every Sunday was warming in the oven – giant, big as your head cinnamon rolls.  He had his chef trained to make two of them – and two only – on Fridays before he left his boss to his own devices for the weekend.  He’d learned just how Rod liked them, with lots of sugary cinnamon and tons of cream cheese frosting sitting in a bowl on the counter, waiting to melt into the tops once he took them out.
He was being extremely generous with her, considering he was giving her one of his precious rolls.  He hoped she realized just how special that meant she was to him.  He’d dated women for months who had gone wanting when it came to that particular vice of his.
Just when he was congratulating himself on being so benevolent, a whirlwind that was being swallowed up by one of his button down shirts darted past him, right to the treasure chest in which she had voluntarily placed her phone and her keys last night, upon arriving.
But, of course, when she flipped the lid up, there was nothing there.  “Where is it?  Where’d it go?  It was right here last night . . .”
By the time he got there to tell her where they were, she was already on her hands and knees on the floor, peering beneath the beautiful antique mahogany buffet and peering here and there, muttering invectives at the cell phone gods for not having kept better track of it for her.
Rod wasn’t being much help because he found himself mesmerized by the sight that greeted his eyes.  She was facing away from him in much the same position into which he had put her last night on his bed, straining to look under the furniture, his big shirt obscuring the majority of her more exciting bits, but still he didn’t think he’d ever seen one of his shirts ever look so good on anyone, including himself.
For a long while, he stood there, slack jawed and dry mouthed until, finally, he reached down without thinking and took a hold of her, at the very private root of her, making her jerk her head up at the sudden – not to mention extremely intimate – contact with a resounding thunk.
“Oh, dear, Sunny, I’m sorry.  I didn’t mean to make you do that.”  He immediately abandoned his more interesting post in favor of practically hauling her out from under the furniture.  
“Don’t – no, God damn it!  Stop it!  I have to find my cell!” she protested very loudly and very petulantly as she actively fought him.  “I’m expecting a call from -”  absolutely no one that mattered as much as getting him to cease and desist.  She realized, as soon as his hand made contact with her rump that she should immediately reconsider her words, her tone and her actions.  He’d draped her unceremoniously over the back of the big overstuffed couch, holding her there with ridiculous ease by the mere placement of his hand on her back.
He’d only planted a few swats before he patted her behind, saying, “I would suggest you not move – even a millimeter – before I get back.”
As much as she wanted to get up and continue to search for her things – and she really, really, did – Sunny somehow managed to do as she was told.  She craned her head around a bit to see what he was up to, but that the extent to which she had moved.  She had a feeling that his little foray into his study wasn’t going to mean anything pleasant for her, and she knew she didn’t want to make things worse.
When he returned, it was with something in his right hand that she couldn’t see well because of the angle.
But she could certainly feel it!  Something long and thin – a ruler, maybe? – assailed her backside with a vengeance, the sting of which didn’t lessen with time, not one iota - in fact, just the opposite.
He swatted her so many times – and so hard – that it actually broke.  That stopped him as he spent several minutes very carefully inspecting her rear to make sure that she hadn’t gotten any splinters.  If she hadn’t been crying so hard,  -  blubbering for the first time since she was a child, Sunny would have jumped for joy at the implement’s timely demise.
She would have been celebrating prematurely, because, apparently, he had brought a whole fistful of the blasted things with him, and he proceeded to destroy each one of them in the course of teaching her this painful lesson.
When he finally stopped, Rod was panting from his efforts, and it looked like someone had massacred a handful of rulers as they lay broken and scattered where he’d flung each one before reaching for the next.
She was still over the couch, where he’d put her, as she damned well better be, panting much harder than he was and hiccoughing sobs.  He hoped that helped her come to the realization that he would not tolerate being spoken to by her like that.  It seemed as if they were back at square one, as if she’d forgotten everything she’d learned last night, not that he was going to let her continue to do so.
Sunny didn’t think that anything had ever hurt so badly in her life.  She wasn’t a mother, so she didn’t have that kind of comparison, and she had never had surgery and was, luckily, very healthy. She’d sprained her ankle here and there, gotten tennis elbow when she’d discovered, then inevitably overindulged in the sport, but it was nothing like this.
Perhaps it was the combination of the several kinds of embarrassment that had heightened the sensations she felt every time one of those rulers landed.  A lot of them – especially near the end – smacked down right over territory that had already been covered multiple times.  There was always going to be a baseline of mortification at being spanked like a child.  There was no way around it.  But now she was also embarrassed because she’d awoken and not even considered the events of the last evening, but rather reacted absolutely frantically because she’d gotten a look at his bedside clock and realized she’d slept so long, and she knew she was expecting several important calls this morning that she absolutely could not miss.
She’d forgotten her new position, even though it was so soon after having confessed to him that she didn’t want to be released from their arrangement, too.
So she waited  – arms not long enough that she could support herself on the couch cushions beneath her and legs not nearly long enough to make it to the floor, dangling there as her bottom throbbed and stung terribly, and awaiting his pleasure.
Rod, too, was having a bit of time composing himself.  He didn’t usually issue such a severe spanking, especially not so early on in a relationship.  But he wouldn’t back down from it; he wouldn’t apologize.  He intended to hold her as closely to the bet as possible, for as long as possible.  If he managed things correctly, he had hopes that this might even turn into something much longer-lived.
He hadn’t considered even just exclusivity with a woman in years, much less a far deeper commitment than mere fidelity.  In the past decade, the majority of his encounters with the opposite sex had been little more than one night stands, with the occasional, rare months-long thing that always dissolved when he had to choose between his work and the woman.
Not this woman, though.  He hadn’t let anyone get that close to him since he was in his early thirties, and even that had died a slow, painful death because of his obsession with his business.
He’d reached the top of his game long since, and was still a major force within the business community, but lately he’d been thinking a lot more about wanting a real relationship again, and was – to his great surprise – more than willing to put it first, ahead of his job.
He was in his forties, and all of his friends had been married at least once, if not several times more than that, and almost all of them had rug rats, too.
When he’d met Sunny, he already knew most things about her – her stellar career and savvy business moves had him wishing he’d found her first.  They would have been an unbeatable pair.  
They still could be, only not in the boardroom, and, after having gotten to know her over this past year, he’d become even more persuaded that he had to make her his.
Now, as he spoke to her in a calm, low voice, he kneaded her rear, both soothing and aggravating it at the same time, which was exactly his intent.  His speech was frequently punctuated by her low moans and soft sobs.  “I have your cell phone, your keys, and my cell in the safe in my study.  I know you’re a busy lady – I’m just as busy as you are, probably even more so.  But you will not be getting either of those things back until tomorrow morning, just before I send you home.  No computers, no cells, for either of us.  And if you lose any money because of it, you can send me the bill.”
He didn’t offer her the option, this time, of bailing.  As far as he was concerned, that ship had sailed.  
“Who are you?”
She wondered if it was a trick question.  “S-Sunny McClure, Sir?”
“And what are you?”
That one she struggled with for a long moment, then she sighed and said, “A submissive, Sir.”
“Whose?”
She kicked her feet a bit before answering, “Yours, Sir.”
To her surprise, he helped her down very gently, making sure she had her full balance before he let go of her arm, then he proceeded to unbutton the shirt she’d put on in haste, not finding her clothes anywhere in the room.  “No more clothing, Sunny,” he chided.  “If I want you to be dressed, I’ll do it myself.”
He laid the shirt over the couch she had just vacated.  “Are you cold?” he asked, frowning, noticing her peaked nipples.  “Do you want me to turn up the heat?”
That had her blushing bright red and shaking her lowered head.  “No, Sir,” came the soft reply from under that mass of hair, embarrassed to let him know that it wasn’t cold that was causing that reaction.
She might have expected that he would have her kneel before him as he did this, but instead he brought her close to him, one hand splayed on her furnace of a bottom, as if proudly claiming the effect his corrections had had on her, the other buried in the hair at the base of her head holding it tipped up and steady, so that she had no choice than to meet his eyes.
“Fold your hands behind your back and tell me again, Sunny, who and what you are,” came the husky command.
She could feel how aroused he was.  They were both nude; there was no hiding it, in his case, anyway, and in that position, her hips pressed outward as her back arched, as if seeking him.  She wished he hadn’t made her put her arms out of the way; she would have much preferred to have them around him while confessing something she found so strangely profound.  “I’m Sunny McClure, and I belong to you, Sir,” she almost whispered, staring straight into his eyes.  As she spoke the words, his hand came around to cup her womanhood, requiring that she spread her legs  to accommodate his quiet demand.
She’d changed the wording a bit, but in a way that he loved, so he didn’t chastise her.  Of course he couldn’t resist delving a bit, holding her still while his middle finger drowned in her juices.  He watched her eyelids shudder, saw her breathing quicken as he drank in her immediate responses to him and felt her melt in his arms.
All of a sudden, though, she found herself standing there, alone, still mesmerized, looking up at him with her every desire mirrored in her eyes, but he was already standing in the doorway to the kitchen.  “Breakfast is served.  Follow me.”
She was very reluctant to be naked outside, but he assured her that he owned enough land around them that they couldn’t be seen, and reminded her that his driveway ended at the front of the house and they were going to be at the back, as well as the fact that no one could get past the gate at the beginning of the driveway without him buzzing it open.
All of which he explained while he was guiding her there - not at all willing to let her prudishness spoil the secret spot he was taking her to.  It was a place she’d only seen in once, in darkness, a little alcove patio up against the back wall of the house, with a small wicker table and chairs, that was surrounded by hundreds of bird baths, bird feeders and bird houses.  They were so tame they barely took notice of their human observers.  He served her a generous portion of fruit salad, bacon, cheesy eggs, and half of the enormous cinnamon bun, as well as pouring her coffee – which he already knew she liked black with two sugars – along with a big glass of fresh squeezed orange juice.
The extravagant breakfast was barely enough to pry her attention away from the birds – big jays and tiny finches and nearly everyone in between, even a few humming birds were all busily eating, bathing and, in some cases, fighting, despite there being more than enough of everything to go around.
There was even a squirrel feeder – a concession, he told her – to the housecat sized squirrels, who regularly raided his feeders if not given their vig.
“If you’re out for long enough, and you’re quiet enough, you can feed the hummingbirds from your hand.”
He had to admit he’d hoped she’d like it, but was surprised by her enthusiasm over the spot, which weighed heavily in her favor.  He hadn’t shown any other woman this place, preferring, if they stayed to breakfast, to have it in the nook in the kitchen or the dining room, depending on her style, and to keep its charms entirely to himself.
She was so enthralled that her breakfast was getting cold and she’d barely touched it.  “Sunny, eat.  The birds’ll still be there when we’re done.”
She turned back to attend to her meal, but was easily distracted again by their antics.  Instead of letting her incur another punishment for not eating her breakfast, Rod solved the problem in a most pleasant manner by simply lifting her onto his lap and feeding her himself.  She didn’t even seem to notice, but opened her mouth like a little bird when he told her.
It was a long, leisurely meal, one that both of them thoroughly enjoyed, although Rod probably for different reasons than Sunny.  He was very happy that he’d gotten her to eat the majority of a big breakfast.  He knew from one of their mutual friends that she had been anorexic in high school and part of college, although she had recovered.  She was still too thin for his tastes; when he stretched out over her, he worried she was going to break.  He wasn’t going to have any of that not-eating crap on his watch.
He liked that she seemed much more relaxed with him than she had been last night.  He was still somewhat stunned by the turn of events – not that he wasn’t glad about it, but it had turned out better than anything he could have fantasized.  In his mind, he had run her through them all, almost from the moment they’d met, but the reality certainly was a hell of a lot more exciting!
 
 
 


 
Chapter VI
Rod was just about ready to call breakfast good.  But he had other things on his mind, too.  He helped Sunny off his lap and told her to bend over and touch her toes.
She was a fast learner – sometimes – and realized that putting up a fight probably wasn’t the best idea, considering the condition her hind end was already in.  So, adorned with her usual beet-red blush around him, she did as he bade.
“Good girl,” he murmured, recognizing just how hard it must be for her to do that, although he wouldn’t have hesitated to give her behind a second tanning – just as bad as the first – if she had refused.
She was so small, especially in comparison to him – not sickly and ultra thin, just fine boned.  Her delicacy pleased him, although he knew she was really hard as steel.  He thought it must have been difficult to always have to be that way as a businesswoman.  In his experience, most women had a softer side, one that, as career women, he’d found they had to lock away in order to succeed.
“Do you like other animals as much as you like the birds?” he asked, just out of curiosity.
“All of them, although I don’t own any, because it wouldn’t be fair to the dog or cat or horse or whatever, Sir.”
He nodded, having reached the same conclusion himself.
“Your skin is so soft,” he marveled, trailing his fingertips down the groove of her spine, all the way to the top of her cleft.  The birds, having breakfasted with them, had left to their own pursuits, and in the silence he could hear the way she sucked in her breath when he arrived there – in anticipation, no doubt, of what he might subject her to.
It ended up being something that wasn’t too horrible, she guessed, if there had only been one instance of it.  He had pressed himself – his rock hard maleness – up into her quim, withdrawing it triumphantly, covered in her slick juices.
“Are you always like this?” he asked.
Sunny laughed nervously, her eyes flittering to his and then quickly away.  “No, Sir.”
“Ahhh.  Must be the fresh country air.”
Not wanting to contribute to his ego, which didn’t need any help as far as she could tell, she didn’t bother correcting him.
This was just the first of many such inspections he conducted, whenever the mood struck him, for the rest of her time with him.  In the middle of lunch, while they were watching a gold mine of H+ episodes.  In his cozy den, curled up on the big overstuffed couch – over which she’d already been draped once – and at the end of what constituted dinner, which was leftover pizza and party food from the night before.
“I won’t always let you eat like this, you know.”  He had prohibited her from feeding herself entirely, as he’d found he enjoyed the process so much, and it allowed him to make sure she ate in sufficient quantities, and – usually – not junk food, but this was an unusual situation.
Sunny had caught his occasional references to the idea that this wasn’t just a weekend lost in time.   Despite how much she was enjoying it, she wasn’t at all sure that she wanted to commit to more, because she knew that she’d then be taking on someone who would be at least as demanding as her job, and she wasn’t sure she could do it, even for this . . . for him.  It was hard enough not to run into his study and try to find his safe when she thought he wasn’t looking, but he always was looking at her, watching out for her, making sure she was comfortable and had everything she wanted or needed.
She wasn’t at all sure that he was going to be willing to let her go.  She could see the headlines now . . . 
“You won’t, huh, Sir?”
He did like how that title sounded coming from those beautiful lips.  “Nope.  Except for poker nights . . . well, weekends, because of the leftovers, and two cinnamon buns a week, I eat much more healthily than this, normally, and I run five miles every day.”
Sunny snorted.  “If I’m running, you’d better run, too, because there’s going to be an out of control eighteen wheeler not far behind me.”
That got a chuckle.  She liked his laugh and wished he would do more of it, although she knew it went against his serious grain, but then so did poker nights.  He was gravedigger serious most of the time but poker nights he seemed to relax a lot.  Apparently he let it all hang out the rest of the weekend, too, considering neither of them had worn clothes since the night before, and her impromptu theft of his shirt didn’t count.
“What did you say?” he asked, realizing something was missing from the end of her sentence.  
“Just thinking out loud, Sir,” she mused airily.
They hadn’t just eaten and talked, which would have been more than enough for her.  He was at least as hot for her as she was for him.  If she thought it wouldn’t have gotten her into trouble, she would have asked to inspect him for pre-cum the next time he decided to do the equivalent to her.  
Instead, he had caught her peeing in his bathroom – just threw open the door as if she had no right to privacy – which, according to him, she didn’t – and waltzed right in to stand there and watch her as she tinkled while she studiously avoided looking at him – and straight ahead into one of the many inconveniently and obscenely places placed mirrors he had around the place.  Instead she studied the ceiling, the molding, the light fixtures – anything so that she didn’t have to acknowledge his presence.
“Sunny.”
He didn’t need to say more than that.  She could already recognize that particular tone.  She wasn’t going to be able to get away with avoiding him.  As reluctantly as she could without earning herself another spanking, she finally brought her blue eyes to his black ones.
“When you use the bathroom from now on – unless others are present – you are not to close the door.  In fact, you’re not to close any door between us unless it’s a safety risk.”
She swallowed hard.  The complete lack of privacy would be a challenge to come to grips with.  “Yes, Sir.”
He continued, “And if I’m in the room at the time you’re using the facilities, you are to watch my eyes at all times, until I give you permission to leave.”
Frowning, she answered, with a distinct lack of enthusiasm, “Yes, Sir.”
Her ill-concealed hesitance tried to tug the corners of his mouth up into a grin but he squashed it.  A sudden thought struck him.  It was gorgeous outside, comfortable and dry, and it would be a tragedy not to spend some time out in it.  “Have you ever made love outdoors?”
She had to think, and Rod wasn’t at all sure he liked that idea, not that there was anything he could do about it.  He very carefully avoided asking the women he slept with very many details about their prior history, and definitely preferred that they didn’t volunteer them.  It was something he didn’t want to know from a one night stand, much less someone he’d become rather attached to rather quickly.  He was too much of an alpha for that, and didn’t find lurid replays of the woman he was with fucking another man to be at all titillating.
In Sunny’s case, he would probably want to kill them all, and that would be extremely messy and not to mention expensive, so he supposed it was out.  But he also knew it was something he really couldn’t avoid, hoping against hope that there weren’t too many, but if she had to think about it for this long . . .  If he had gotten to her when she was just on the right side of legal, he would have locked the two of them up together in the hovel in which he’d lived at that point, and he wouldn’t have accomplished much in life, but he – and she, because he would have made sure of it – would have been damned happy, regardless, he thought.
“No, I don’t think so, Sir.  It’s really not my thing.”
He snorted.  “What?”
“The outdoors, Sir?  Bugs, dirt, weather . . .  Why do you think I spend all my time in air conditioned board rooms?  Humidity makes my hair frizz, multi-legged creatures crawl on you without permission or bite you, or worse . . .”
Worse?  He wondered, although wasn’t about to ask but he was grinning at how prissy she could be.  He wouldn’t have pegged her like that at all.
He’d had a bit of what he thought of as a genius idea about what they could do while they were out there that would get the two of them some exercise.  He also knew it would get him even harder than he seemed to be perpetually around her.  There were a few things he wanted to take care of before they began, so he gave her explicit instructions.  “When you’re done here, I want to you to into the bed room, make the bed, then sit at the end of it and wait for me.”
“Yes, Sir.”  She was just glad that he was gone, so she could finish by herself.
Although he questioned her easy acquiescence, he didn’t call her on it.  He wanted to get a move on so they still had plenty of sunlight to work with.
 
This was why she should have her cell on her always, Sunny pouted, once he’d finally come to fetch her after what had seemed like forever.  She could have been reading emails and taking care of a thousand little things while he was gone, and he wouldn’t even have known.  It wouldn’t have detracted from their weekend at all, she pled as he led her downstairs and out onto a huge wooden deck that overlooked a beautifully landscaped rolling lawn.  It was more like a park or a huge garden with grass.  There were gorgeous groves of trees strategically grouped together, the occasional rock garden, hedges, and statues, as well as a large amount of forest beyond it.
Instead of addressing what she’d said, he simply said, “What did I say about cell phones and computers, Sunny?”
She hung her head, pursing her lips in displeasure at having been asked.  “That there wouldn’t be any for the weekend, Sir.”
“That’s right, for either of us.  I have to confess that I did use my laptop this morning while you were sleeping but it was for entirely selfish purposes, and I didn’t do any work or even get into my email at all.  I bought something online and chatted a bit with a friend, then I went and made us breakfast.  I just wanted to come clean to you about that.  I haven’t and I won’t use it again, and my cell is in the safe with yours.”
“What did you buy, Sir?” Sunny admitted to curiosity about what it was, but she never expected it was an old gun.  That wasn’t where her mind had gone at all.  “You’re kidding!” she’d said when he told her.
“Why?”
“A gun?  I thought for sure it was going to be a sex toy of some sort – restraints, a paddle, Viagra, I dunno.  Something . . . less  . . . mundane, I guess, Sir.”
He couldn’t tell whether she was relieved or not that he hadn’t bought something sex-related.  Rod took a step towards her and grabbed her hand, placing it over his raging erection.  “I don’t need Viagra as a rule, and I most certainly don’t need it with you, as you might have noticed.  As to sex toys, I’m not much of one for toys like that.  I’ve got some medical stuff, but I don’t keep vibrators on hand because I think that’s supremely tacky.”  He pulled her into his arms and whispered, “And I don’t use restraints usually because I expect you to find it within yourself to obey me and keep your hands where I told you to keep them or to stay where I’ve put you.  And I already have most of the implements you’ve ever seen online, or did have at one point – I’ve whittled my collection down a bit or I’d have had to move out to make room for it - and a few you probably haven’t because I happen to have a friend who’s tastes run along the same vein as mine and he’s a very skilled woodworker.”
She could have lived without knowing those last couple of bits.
“Oh.”
“Yes, oh.”  He stood a bit apart from her to explain the game he’d thought up.  “Here’s what we’re doing.  I take it you’ve never gone hunting . . .” he trailed off at her look.  “But that’s what we’re going to do.  I’m the hunter, you’re the prey.”
“That’s silly, Sir, why would I run from you?”  And you already know I hate running, she thought, but didn’t say.
It was then that she noticed a small bundle on the table that appeared to be a towel with something concealed under it.  “This would be where the implement collection comes in.”  He showed her three items, one of which was a frighteningly heavy and stiff looking leather strap.  The next was a beautifully hand crafted wooden double paddle that had two good sized ovals, a little bit apart, obviously created in order to whack both cheeks of a poor girl’s behind with one stroke, and the last was a ping-pong paddle.
“Now.  This is where the ‘you running’ – and hiding to the best of your abilities – comes in.  If I catch you within the next ten minutes,” he said, handing her a watch, “then I’m going to consider that you weren’t trying very hard and I’m going to use that leather strap on your fanny.”  Her attention was diverted from him to the implements, so he caught hold of her chin and forced her to meet his eyes.  “If that happens, I can promise you that, even as late as this Friday morning, at your weekly nine o’clock staff meeting, you’re still going to need to have an extra pillow on top of your cushy executive chair.”
He watched her nibble her bottom lip apprehensively, for a moment then continued, “If I catch you within the next twenty minutes or so after that, you’re going to get this paddle right here.  It’s one of the ones my friend makes and I’m partial to it.   It tends to be very effective.
“And if you can stay out there, for another forty minutes on top of that, and you can get back to this spot, right here,” he pointed to a small star that no one who wasn’t looking wouldn’t have seen, “then you get the ping pong paddle, which, after what you’ve already tasted, is going to feel like I’m swatting you with a Kleenex.”
She highly doubted that.  He was strong enough to make any implement a misery if he really wanted to.  She was thinking something else, too, wondering just how many women he’d done this with before.  Not that she thought she was in a position to ask.
The man read her mind like a cheap dime novel.  “Just in case you’re wondering, that star is used by my nieces and nephews.  The table’s usually over it, and we use the table as base when we play hide and seek.”  He moved closer to her, because she looked a little forlorn.  “I haven’t done this with anyone else, Sunny.  But I’m a hunter by nature, and I love the idea of going after prey that’s even more of a challenge – and that I’m very much looking forward to catching you, one way or the other.  And I bet you know that, once I’ve given you your spanking, I’m going to lay you back on the ground and take you.”
His little speech didn’t seem to have eased her mind much.  She was still very tense and looking worried, not at all interested in playing along.
“Tell me, honey, what is it?  You can tell me anything, you know.”
“Are there going to be guns involved in all of this hunting?”
He looked appalled at the suggestion, and hauled her up against him.  No wonder she’d been so apprehensive!  He’d wanted this to be more lighthearted than he had turned it into with all of his blabber mouthing, he guessed.  “No, sweetie.  No guns.  I would never, ever put you in any kind of danger like that, ever.  I would never ever do anything that might make you so much as uncomfortable anywhere but your backside or your lady parts.  I should have said that to you when we first made the bet.  I thought you knew.
“I’m going to be as naked and vulnerable as you are.  My gun collection is safely locked up, elsewhere, and my hunting rifles are in a locked gun safe in my study.”  He hugged her tightly, as if trying to will her to believe him.  “I was thinking more like hide and seek, I guess, really, and I explained it all wrong because the idea of chasing you gets my blood boiling even more than it already is around you. I’m so sorry.”
She caught that compliment and flushed with it. “I’m all right.  I just wanted to know.”  He let her go, keeping a hand on her lower back as if he didn’t want to lose contact with her.  “In that case, if I can make it into home safe, I want no spanking at all.”
He chuckled.  She’d always had a reputation as a skilled negotiator, and he guessed he should have expected her to come up with something like that.  “All right.  I’m much easier on you than I should be, but you got it.  If you can make it all the way in to home without me catching you, then you get an automatic ‘get out of that spanking free’ card.”
She looked much more relaxed now, and as if she could get into the spirit of the game, competitive sort that she was – despite that it was outdoors and involved running.
Suddenly, he couldn’t deny the impulse any longer and he reached down and lifted her up in his arms against him, leaving her feet dangling in mid air as he merged his mouth with hers in a manner that was exquisitely gentle, whispering once he’d ended the kiss, “God forbid I should ever seriously hurt you, Sunny.”  He had been about to say that he didn’t know what he’d do without her, but didn’t want to get too heavy too soon, not that it wouldn’t have been true, but it just didn’t need to be said at this juncture in their budding relationship.  “I’d cut my arm off before I let that happen.” Although it killed him to say it, he wanted her to know:  “And if any other man ever does, you just come to me and I’ll personally see to it that he pays dearly.”
She drew back a little and looked into his eyes, seeing the absolute, unflinching truth of what he said there, then hugged him tight.
“Well, let me set you down and we’ll get this thing started.”  He stood, facing away from her, right on top of the star.  “Oh, one more thing.  The playing field is just the back yard here, not the side or front yards, and the woods are strictly off limits.  They would be too rough on your exposed skin and feet anyway.”
Sunny nodded.
“Good.  You’ll notice, of course, that I’m being my usual extra generous self and giving you a head start, just like I do my brother’s kids.”  He felt her swat his arm at that, which was just as he expected.    “So I’m going to turn my back,” he said, “and count to twenty five slowly.  I suggest you get a move on if you want your free pass.”
He didn’t know it, but she was already gone.
Counting only that far didn’t sound like very long, but for Rod, whose adrenaline had been pumping every since he’d had this foolish idea, it was an eternity.  It must appeal to his cave-man instincts, which, as an alpha male weren’t very far beneath the surface, and she brought them to throbbing prominence.
“Twenty-two . . . twenty-three . . . twenty-four . . . twenty-five.”  He took several strides and stood at the edge of the stairs down into the yard.  “Mark the time, Sunny.  I’m coming to get you,” he yelled in what he thought was more than fair warning.  He was quite confident that he could find her relatively quickly, despite the size of the grounds and many natural and man-made places where a tiny little thing like Sunny could hide.  His niece – who was only four but smart as a whip – managed to get the whole household in an uproar one time by barely setting foot off the deck when she’d hidden herself away under it, where she couldn’t be seen, and had quickly been fast asleep in the noonday heat as they called and called for her.
Just in case his quarry had decided to do something stealthy like that, he peered through the lattices he had put up to discourage Charlotte from doing that again, and saw nothing, as he’d expected, but he wanted to be thorough.  He wasn’t surprised that she hadn’t run the risk of being found that quickly, though.  That belt would tear up her poor bottom something fierce.
So Rod turned and started out onto the lawn.  The game was on!
 
 


 
Chapter VII
 
Sunny spent the first five seconds she in a panic, wishing she’d been more athletic all her life.  Why, oh why, had she skipped so many Phys Ed classes?  Then she headed for the furthest clump of big bushy pine trees she could find, just at the edge of the forest, hunkering down behind them and watching him.  She was so far away she couldn’t hear him counting, but she definitely heard it when he yelled that he was coming after her.  It was two-fifty.  She had to last out here long enough to at least avoid that strap, and although her real goal was always to win the ultimate prize, she had no illusions about her ability to elude a trained hunter.
Rod was cursing the fact that they hadn’t mown the lawn today.  Just afterwards, when it was pristine, footprints could be seen easily in the grass, and it wasn’t tall enough for her to have left a more blatant trail.
He curved around to the left until he encountered the fence line, then cleared the perimeter of the property, with six minutes to go till the wooden paddle took over.  He went to the back of the property and began to work back towards the house, systematically clearing each of the obstacles he met.
She wasn’t anywhere to be found.  By the time he got a third of the way up the lawn, the strap was out of the running.  He had to hand it to her; he didn’t know what she was doing, but she was doing something right.  He hadn’t seen so much as a glimpse of her yet.
She almost made it, too, but he got her in the wide clearing between the house and the closest outcropping of bushes.  She’d made it that far on pure instincts and adrenaline.  She didn’t see him coming at all, she was so intent on making it up to that star.  He darted up behind her and tackled her, rolling carefully to make sure that he took the brunt of the impact, keeping himself securely wrapped around her until they came to a stop.   He made sure the tumble left her beneath him; he had forgotten about the spanking she was to receive, because all he could think about was getting inside her and marking her as his.
She was still struggling, still resisting him, until he literally had to pin her limbs with his, and even then she continued to fight.  Rod began to wonder if something was wrong until he heard her mumbling angrily under her breath, “Damn it!  I want that blasted get out of spanking free card!”
As much as he desired her at that moment, and he did, he had to chuckle at how competitive she was.  She was down for the count, with a two hundred plus pound man on her, and still she was still trying to grope her way out from under him to get to what she wanted.
In a lightning-bolt flash, he realized he was in love with her, and it scared him moreso than anything else he’d ever faced, because he was sure she didn’t feel the same way about him.  He refused to allow the thought to bloom within him and, instead, shoved it into a dark corner of his mind until he felt ready to deal with it.  Maybe after she said she loved him, or something like that.
Somewhat defeated by his stark realization, despite his still rampant hard-on, he let her go, saying quietly, “Bring me back the paddle.”
Although it was the last thing she wanted, she was a good girl and did as she was told.
Rod got up and brought her to an enormous, nearby old oak tree, pressing her against it.  “Put your arms out and hug the tree, and I don’t want to see your hand leave it, or I’ll start all over.”
Then he began to light her bottom on fire.  She hadn’t noticed it, but the paddle had small holes drilled in it, which cut wind resistance which made each stroke even more powerful.  As strong as he was, he didn’t need the help.
By the time he was through with her, he could see her tears stains on the bark of the tree as he let her step away.
He surprised her by not throwing her to the ground, but rather reaching behind the tree to produce a thick, soft blanket, which he spread out, turning to her afterwards and pulling her into his arms for a hot, wet kiss that ended with him cradling her to the ground, taking excruciating care that she wasn’t even so much as uncomfortable – except for her poor behind.
He wanted to wait, wanted to take it slow, wanted to bring her further along with him, but when the tip of his cock met the entrance to her pussy, he knew she was already there with him.  As he was poised to take her, he whispered raggedly, panting from the effort of holding himself back, “I have never wanted any woman as much as I want you right now.”
It was quite a revelation for a man she knew was no saint, but then his cock found its home deep within her, and every coherent thought flew out of her head.  As usual with her, Rod found he couldn’t hold back.  He began mindlessly fucking her, not even sure if this point whether he could stop if he had to, his need was so great, as he took her in the rawest, most primeval sense of the word.
Sunny just hung onto him.  Even though he was taking her harder than any man ever had, he wasn’t hurting her, and she sensed that what she was able to give him was more than the essence of the act.  With each powerful thrust, he brought her closer and closer to her own culmination, as if he was going to force it out of her, but she was almost beyond that now, and just wanted to make him come harder than he ever had in his life, wrapping her arms around those broad shoulders as best she could, throwing her legs around his waist and offering herself up to him, not shrinking from his thrusts but greeting them, opening herself to him completely with no reservations.
The moment he realized what she was doing, Rod lost whatever shreds of control he’d been clinging to, throwing his head back and screaming repeatedly with the force of his release, plunging uncontrollably, until there was nothing left inside him.
Although he hadn’t brought her to that same ecstatic point, Sunny still felt a strong sense of satisfaction.  When he finally regained his senses, the first thing he did was ask her if she was okay.  She was so touched by that that it nearly brought her to tears. 
“Yes, Sir, I’m fine.”  As long as you didn’t count her ravaged bottom, she added silently.  Of course, since he’d created it, he wouldn’t.
“You’re sure?”
“Yes, Sir.”
“Good.  ‘Cause you’re going to have to haul me inside.  I don’t think I’ll ever be able to walk again,” he panted.
“I’ll take that as a compliment.  Thank you, Sir.”  She looked around a bit, facetiously.  “I take it you have a crane with which I can lift you?”
She was rewarded by a small smile.  
“Just give me a minute.  I’ll be okay.”
“Take your time.”  To his everlasting surprise and gratitude, she didn’t say another word, merely curled up against his side like they were snuggling in his big bed and waited quietly, only he could see that she was holding herself away from him a bit in a way she hadn’t before.  She was in his arms, yet she was barely touching him, her hands were folded beneath her cheek rather than her cheek on his chest and her arms around him.
He wondered what he’d done wrong, and then he ran the past hour and half over in his mind and he wondered what he could possibly have thought he’d done right.  Let’s see, hunting her like she was an animal, knocking her down, paddling her like a maniac then coming damned close to raping her like a Neanderthal.  Way to make a woman want to spend another weekend – or twelve – with you, stud, he thought.  What kind of a brainless idiot was he?
He knew exactly what kind – the kind that was thinking with his smaller head.  She was certainly going to be gunning for a long term relationship with him now, he snorted to himself.    What had he been thinking with this stupid game, anyway?
He got up and the world swirled around him for a few seconds, then steadied.  He offered her his hand, helping her up and keeping her close to his side as they walked into the house.  “You know, you were damned good for someone who doesn’t hunt.”  He figured a genuine compliment was the least he could do.  “How’d you do it?”  He was more than a little curious.
“Like I’m going to tell you that!” she snorted.  “I fully intend to win, next time,” she said.  Rod was dumbstruck, although he tried not to show it.
Next time?  Had she just mentioned a next time? Nah, he must’ve misheard her.
“What do you call the game, anyway?”
“Huh?”  He still couldn’t wrap his head around the ‘next time’ comment.  He wasn’t prepared to move on from that yet.
“What do you call it – the game?”
“Idiotic?  Ridiculous?  Stupid?  Take your pick.”
Sunny raised her eyebrow at him.  “I was thinking about something a little catchier, like Hide and Spank, or . . .”
He definitely was not into naming whatever it was. He was looking down at her as if she was an alien.
So she decided to change the subject.  “I’m hungry, Sir.”  She opened her mouth and pointed into it vast expanse.  “All of that physical activity – of various kinds – has made me ravenous.  Feed me, Seymour.  You set a high bar at breakfast, you know.  Don’t disappoint me with dinner or I’ll take my toys and go home.”
Still off balance, Rod lumbered into the kitchen and stared into the fridge, but nothing inspired him like it had this morning.
Sunny came up behind him and saw his strangely lost expression and the way he was staring vacantly at the contents of the fridge and said, “Does anyone deliver out here in the boonies?”
That seemed to snap him out of his funk a bit, and he said, “Surprisingly, yes.  There’s a little wrap-place -”
She was already shaking her head.
“No wrap place?  Well, then there’s pizza -”
More vigorous head shaking.
“No pizza.”
“We had it last night,” she pouted.
“Right.”  He thought for a moment, then said, “Ah – Chinese!”
“Is there a good place around?”
He grabbed her against him and sat on a snack bar stool in the kitchen with her on his lap, which seemed to be becoming a habit, with a well worn copy of Liu Chin’s Best Chinese Takeout menu spread out before them like a treasure map.
“What’ll you have?” he asked.
“Egg rolls, won tons, chicken fingers -”
He felt the dom side of him kick in and boot the moody side of him in the ass and out of the way.  “We’ll get the egg rolls and the chicken fingers – egg rolls at least have veggies and chicken is protein, even if it’s battered and deep fried.  But fried won tons have no redeeming social – or nutritional – value.  Pick something with veggies in it, please.”
“Fried rice?”
“We’re getting that anyway because I want it with my kung pao chicken.  Chow mein?  Moo shu?”
“Oh, moo shu for me, please.  Pork, please.”
“Good girl.”
He disappeared into his study and made the call, then locked his phone back up and returned to her side.
“It’ll be a half hour or so.”
Sunny’s lower lip was thrust out so far it practically dragged on the ground.  “I won’t last that long.  I’ll get the vapors,” she put the back of her hand to her forehead and sagged dramatically against him.
He arose and retrieved the small amount of fruit compote that was left, which he fed to her by spoonfuls, but refused to let her eat anything else, especially not the junk food she kept suggesting, reaching under her behind to squeeze one still-very hot cheek in warning.  He heard her teeth snap shut; there was never another word about junk food for the rest of their time together.
They feasted on their delivery food, listening to a mixed-music radio station and talking about everything but work.  Every time she introduced a business subject, he ignored the question and replaced it with one of his own about something more personal, and she got the hint quickly, although she mourned the fact that she had one of the greatest business minds of their time sitting across from her and he refused to talk to her about work!  She longed to pick his brain, but he wouldn’t allow it.
They found they shared a love of travel, although he’d been many more places than she.  She already knew that he could cook – although he had laughed at the idea that she considered what he’d done for breakfast to be cooking – and that she couldn’t, but he didn’t care.  That’s what chefs and restaurants were for.  She didn’t have any family left, and he had two brothers and one sister.  They were very close knit, but the brothers were closest – geographically – and each had kids.  His sister was unmarried and lived several states away.
“I think that was to get away from us older brothers.  We didn’t go very easy on any of her boyfriends.”
“Imagine that,” Sunny said wryly, around a mouthful of moo shu.
“Well, she was our kid sister.  We were all protective of her.”
“Are your brothers both big and alpha, like you?”
He’d never really considered it before, but took a moment then answered, “Yeah, I guess you’d have to say that.”
Sunny snorted.  “I’d have moved to China to get away from you and two more of you, then.  More power to her, I say!”
She wasn’t much into sports – the tennis thing having died a neglectful death – but he liked to watch as well as play sports, especially golf.  She put her hand up to stop him there.  “I know I’m not supposed to make the rules, but I reserve the right to depart and amuse myself elsewhere if you’re going to watch golf.  Might as well watch paint dry.”
Rod chuckled.  “All right, I suppose I can allow you that.”
“I’ve always intended to learn how to play golf, though, but never had the time.  I can putt like a demon on a mini-golf course, though.”
That little tidbit gave him a strained expression.  “They’re not really the same thing . . .”
“Isn’t the goal to get the ball in the hole, so to speak?”
He squeezed her tight.  “It is, but there aren’t any windmills or bridges or clown’s mouths on a real course.”
She hit him for that.  “I know that.  But, on a real course, aren’t you supposed to drive the ball as close to the hole as you can, then putt it in from there?”
“Yes,” he agreed with great reluctance.
“Then isn’t putting, putting?”
Rod covered his face with his hand as he shook his head and sighed.  “Someone’s going to have a long road teaching you.”
Sunny caught how he’d said that.  “Someone.”  Not necessarily him.  Since they’d begun this unusual thing – whatever it was – he’d sounded as if he expected it to continue, but now, with that remark, she wondered if he wasn’t trying to back away gracefully.
Eventually, they ended up watching a movie, snuggled together where they usually were with him molesting her lazily, which made him much more interested in her shuddering, sighing and eventually moaning responses than what they were actually watching.  He cupped her breasts, teasing those plump nipples into even further prominence, rubbing and tugging on them rhythmically, one after the other, until he noticed that she – in a manner that he interpreted as subconscious, since her eyes never left the television screen – began to arch her back, pressing her breasts into his hand, silently asking him not to stop.
He was more than willing to comply.  Those perfect globes – quite generous on her small frame but not grotesquely so, he had already determined – felt pleasing in his hand, and he delighted in each soft sigh that escaped her lips as he fondled them.
It didn’t take long before he could no longer control the urge to let his hand wander down her flat tummy to the juncture of her thighs.  She was lying on her side, stretched out on the couch with her head on his chest, and he tapped them, which encouraged her to turn onto her back to give him easier access to more interesting things.
For a long while, he simply cupped her, trying to watch the movie as he did so, but failing miserably.  All he could feel was the heat of her filling his hand, and he desperately wanted to delve between those moist, hot folds.
He held off until she lifted those slender hips, offering herself to him, trying to convince him to explore more of her, without having to ask.
She couldn’t have begun to recount the going-on in the stupid movie, either.  She’d been too preoccupied the entire time by his teasing touch, although she’d done her best not to let him see that.  Finally, though, her body overruled her mind and made that bold move, pressing herself up against his hand in blatant invitation.  Sunny thought she’d burst long before she felt his finger carefully parting her lips right above her cleft, delving into it just barely, just enough to set those nerves jangling, then sliding carefully up to her clit, where it settled and didn’t move for an unbearably long time.
Ignoring his finger there was a complete impossibility.  She could think of absolutely nothing else – not even work.  Nothing could rival her heightened sense of anticipation.  When would that finger finally move?  Her whole world – her sanity at the very least – depended on it!  She could feel that tiny mountain growing and swelling beneath; couldn’t he?  Didn’t he know?
Sunny stole a surreptitious look at him and had her answer.  Of course he knew.  He just wanted to torture her.  Having forbidden her to come without his permission, he was just teasing her.  She did her best to force her mind away from what he was doing – or rather, wasn’t doing – between her legs and tried to concentrate on the movie.
It was hopeless.  Not only were they too far in, but she was too entirely disinterested by now, also.  Her clit – swollen to she didn’t know how many times its normal size – vibrated and trembled beneath the broad pad of his finger.
Eventually, after an excruciatingly long wait, he crooked it a bit, sending thousands of sparks throughout her body, setting every molecule on edge.
He continued his maddening routine throughout the rest of the movie, and into another that he had chosen at random, just because he fancied continuing to touch her just as he had been.  He adored the feel and sight of her beneath his arm, which was stretched out down her body, his big fingers disappearing into her privates, almost but not-quite casually, knowing from her rapid breathing that she was living and dying by the tiny movements of just his fingertip, and gaining nearly as much satisfaction from that thought as he did from the orgasms he’d had while they were together.
 
 
 


 
Chapter VIII
 
When the film was finished, he arose, telling her not to move, and handing her the television remote.  He disappeared outside for a while, she noticed, and for a moment she entertained the notion that he was going to want to chase her around in the darkness.  Then he came in and went up to his bedroom for a while.  When he returned, he took the remote from her and turned everything off, extending his hand to her imperiously.
She placed her hand in his and let him help her up, following where he led, which was back out to the deck.
Damn, he really was going to make her run around in the dark! She thought.
But then he brought her over to a corner of the deck she hadn’t explored, and flipped a switch, revealing a beautiful, already bubbling hot tub that was surrounded by flowers and bushes that nearly hid it from sight, but were strategically placed to allow those sitting in the tub to see the lighted gardens, too.
“After you, my lady,” he said, bowing formally at the waist and helping her into the tub.
Sunny thought she had never felt anything so wonderful in all her life!  Her muscles were aching a bit from all of their . . . activities, not to mention this afternoon’s literal pursuits.  She sank into the water with an unrepentant sigh, dropping to the tub’s lowest level to immerse herself up to between her upper lip and her nose.
When he joined her, the water level rose to the point that her position was no longer viable, so she joined him on one of the side-by-side underwater loungers.  The tub churned, soothing her aches.  Soft, instrumental music played in the background, and he had even lit a sea of candles, so that when he reached behind him to flip another switch, he turned out all the lights but them and they were bathed in candlelight as they gazed up at the stars.
“My word!” Sunny exclaimed.  “How’d you get so many stars in this part of the world?”
He laughed, and said, “There’s just less light pollution out here in the sticks, so you can see them better.”
“It’s amazing!  I’d forgotten what the real sky looks like in the night, having lived so long in the city.  I remember night skies like this from when I was a kid in West Virginia.”
“Ah, I bet it was beautiful there.”
She went quiet and he could feel her close up, and that was the last thing he wanted.  Apparently her childhood wasn’t a safe subject.  He was surprised he hadn’t realized that before.  “It probably was for some people.”
“Well, they’re all ours tonight.”
After a long while of touching and kissing and avid stargazing, during which she saw her first shooting star, Rod reached behind himself again and produced a natural sponge as well as some wonderfully-perfumed soap, which she recognized as being an outrageously expensive brand.  She knew what she was looking at, because she collected scented soaps that caught her eye – or, more accurately, her nose.
She hadn’t been bathed by anyone else since . . .  since she couldn’t remember.  Certainly never in her adult lifetime, and sometimes it seemed that that was all she had.  He had pegged it right.  Her childhood wasn’t worth remembering.  She’d spent her life working to get over it, and had succeeded.
Others, she knew, though, weren’t nearly as lucky.
Before she began to perseverate about that which she could not hope to change, he told her to lie back and relax, and began to drag that sponge over every inch of her in slow, deliberate circles, not missing even the tiniest bit of skin – not her arm pits, not the backs of her knees, and definitely not her most sensitive spots.
Concentrating on him and what he was doing to her body completely quelled her incipient depression.  It was impossible to dwell on bad things when someone was washing you like a baby, and massaging you like a professional.  He even washed her hair with a shampoo she’d never even heard of before that smelled strongly of lilacs, which was one of her favorite scents.  She had tons of candles and car jars and reed diffusers of that flavor all around her apartment.
Naturally, his hands gravitated towards her inner thighs, and up, settling right back to where they had been while they were on the couch, and she was even less able to keep her guard up against feeling every sensation he conjured within her.  She was in grave danger of coming if he kept that up, although she had a feeling tht her bottom wouldn’t survive blatantly disobeying him like that.
Luckily, he seemed to sense how close she was and arose, lifting her out of the tub to stand next to him, huddled close in the chill night air, and let him dry her off as if she were a treasured child, drying every little bit of her – and some places twice – then patiently rubbing her hair almost dry.  He took her hand and brought her back into the house, then lifted her into his arms and upstairs to his bedroom, which he had also decorated with candles and flowers snatched from some of the centerpieces and decorations she’d seen around the house.  The bed was stripped down to the fitted sheet; the covers lumped into a corner of the room, out of the way.
She didn’t have time to wonder what that was for, because when he set her down, her feet sunk into the carpeting at least a good half an inch as he kissed her passionately, holding her tight and bending her back over his arm in his eagerness.  She returned his kisses with pure abandon, glad that he hadn’t ordered her to put her hands somewhere else, and indulging an aching need to touch him.   That had been largely thwarted the entire time they’d been together – which was hard to think was going to be less than two days, and was going to come to an end in a few short hours.
She slid her fingers into the short hair at the back of his head, using them to hold his mouth to hers as much as she dared, then trailing greedily down over his shoulders to the feel the fine chest hair that was barely visible against his tanned skin, crunching it beneath her finger tips, seeking and finding his small, pebble-hard nipples.
His hands shot out to gather her wrists at the small of her back.  “I want to touch you!” she wailed with such emphatic gusto that he laughed.
He cupped her face in his hands.  “I know you do, and I want you to, believe me, but I have something planned for tonight and if I let you do that I’ll be asleep in fifteen minutes because I won’t be able to resist fucking you, and you wear me out.”
How could she argue with an explanation like that?
He took a step back, away from her, and said, “Bend over.”
He was surprised he hadn’t resorted to the more usual, “Assume the position.”  She did as she was told without hesitation, without argument.  If there was one thing this weekend had taught her, it was that he meant to be obeyed at all costs.  
Every time she did this, she thought she was getting over the sheer humiliation of the position, bare bottom facing him, fingers touching the carpeting between legs she was required to spread to an obscene degree, and every time she did it, she blushed as fire-engine red as she had the first time.
This was a bit different, because he got down behind her on one knee and looked at her, scrutinizing her, even going so far as to reach between her thighs and pull her lips open, exposing – and embarrassing – her completely.
She was further mortified that she couldn’t suppress a slight whimper as he did this, thus letting him know how it affected her.
“Oh, come now, Sunny.  You’ve had to do this from the start.  Surely it’s gotten easier for you,” he said, emphasizing his point by patting her right directly on the spot he had just been examining so minutely.
Then, instead of letting her up as he’d done usually, he began, instead, to swat her bottom – a bottom that was softened by all that time in the tub, and was, despite his efforts, must still have retained a certain amount of moisture, because that was the only thing that would account for just how much worse each spank was than ever before.  She’d seen warnings on blogs and websites that being punished on a wet behind was order of magnitude worse than on dry flesh.
Rod, of course, wouldn’t consider that – or he might, and then just ignore it.  Regardless, his hand rose and fell with clockwork regularity, until a pool of tears stained the carpet beneath her face.
He pulled her open again, saying nothing, just staring at her while she waited for him to release her from this unbearable position.  He wasn’t spanking any longer, but he might as well have been, with the after-effects of her scorched behind – the aching, throbbing burn, as if a thousand tiny fires had been lit on each inch of skin he’d turned to an uncomfortable looking – and feeling – crimson.
Having apparently achieved what he wanted, he helped her up, bringing her to the bed and telling her to stretch out on it.  When he joined her, he rolled her towards him and kissed her again, even more deeply than before, his hands roaming at will, reaching down to cup her sizzling buttocks and lift her towards him – although he didn’t really have to do much of that, because she was desperate to get away from the way his groping hands squeezed her ravaged flesh – or wandering lazily further up to claim a breast and its hardened prize, occasionally dipping his head down to suckle strongly, drawing it into his mouth while continuing to flick the very tip of it.  He held her top arm to her side so that she couldn’t interfere, and all she could do – besides the mewling that seemed to be constant and consistent whenever he touched her even after such a thorough punishment – was pant and writhe in a very stifled manner within his restrictive hold.
Sunny was appalled at how quickly he could turn her from the keening mass of misery and pain that she had been a few minutes ago to the slut she was now, who would do anything to get him to please her, but her body apparently recognized him as her master and responded to him as such, with or without the consent of her consciousness, or her conscience.
Eventually, when he had her very near a fever pitch, he turned her onto her back and gave the other breast the very same treatment, while fondling its mate so that it didn’t feel abandoned.
Sunny swore she was a mere sigh away from coming.  She had to fight herself, not to just let go and explode all over him, come what may.
She didn’t.  She couldn’t.  Her backside – even now – was throbbing and burning from his handiwork, but it didn’t provide anywhere near the distraction she needed, especially when he left her breast and began a lovingly sloppy, wet trail down the center of her stomach, licking her at some points and suckling at others, until he ended up where he intended to spend one entire weekend some time:  between those lovely legs of hers.
Just the thought of his mouth on her nearly had her fainting, and he wasn’t even touching her right now as he adjusted himself and made himself comfortable for what he intended to be a very long stay.  Then, that would depend on her.
“Sunny,” he whispered, his lips millimeters from hers, so close she could feel his warm, moist breath on her bare flesh.
“Sir?”
“Mmmmmmm.  Have I told you lately how much I like you calling me that?”
“N-no, Sir.”
“Well, I do.  It lets me know that you acknowledge me as your dom.  And you do, don’t you?”  
His tongue snaked out and licked one enticingly puffy lip, then the other, and she could barely wrangle her senses enough to answer him coherently.  “Y-yes, Sir.”
“Say it.”
She reverted, instinctively, to what she’d told him yesterday - or was it this morning?  “I’m Sunny McClure, and I belong to you, Sir.”
“Yes, you do.  Don’t ever doubt it.  That’s very, very good, Sunny.”
Her entire body flushed with pride of a kind she’d never known before this weekend, but she knew that – even in the real world – praise wasn’t something that was easily earned from Rod Salem.
“And so, because you’ve been so good this weekend, I’m going to love you with my mouth, Sunny.”
She contracted, just once, when he said it.  Then he said the sexiest thing that any man had ever said to her: “And I want you to hear me when I say that I want you to relax and enjoy it.  It’s not a race.  You don’t have to rescue me from a fate worse than death.”  He’d always been appalled by men who wouldn’t reciprocate oral pleasure for their women, or did it so grudgingly that the women stopped asking for it, which was their original intent.  That kind of selfishness was a crime against female humanity.  “You have my full permission to come any time you like, as many times as you like, because you never know when I’m going to allow you to do it again.”
And with that, she found the spot on her body she most wanted him to touch covered – not by his dry, scratchy finger, but by his lips as he very gently – almost too gently for the fever pitch he had driven her to – suckled her into his mouth to be warmly greeted by the thick, wide flat of his wet tongue, that settled and surrounded her tender bud and began to move against it lazily, as if he had all the time in the world, and he intended to use up most of it on this.
A few moments ago, she would have sworn that his doing that to her would have shot her over the moon and into the next galaxy.  But she’d had to hold herself back for so long, that it wasn’t necessarily something where she could flip a switch and her body would recognize that it was okay for her to come.
So what she did was relax.  Although it took a little while, she was greatly rewarded as he ate her up, introducing every inch of her, slowly, adoringly, from her gushing slit to that oft-forgotten area just above her clit, to his eager, talented lips and tongue.
“You taste like the stars look, Sunny.  I don’t think I’ll ever get enough of you,” he breathed, in one of the few times he actually lifted his face away from her.  This was not a man like others, who was only doing this long enough to bring her off, and was going to expect on-demand blow jobs in compensation for his one annual – or semi-annual, mandatory foray down there.  He was very thoroughly enjoying himself.
There was something she would liked him to do, though, that she was debating about asking him, and while she was doing so, he did it on his own, moving just a bit away from her and bringing two fingers to bear against her opening, pressing them inescapably into her, as far as they would go.  He could feel how she had to stretch around them to accommodate them, and it nearly got him off right then and there.
His mouth found its way right back to where it had been, but now, in addition to its delicious sensations, he began pumping very strongly in and out of her.  Minutes later, without missing a beat, he reached out and positioned her legs over his shoulders, which widened them further; he knew some women liked that feeling of being extra-exposed.
Sunny was apparently one of them.  The soft mewls she’d been issuing occasionally doubled in volume and frequency, he scaled back his oral assault just a bit.  He’d lifted her restriction on coming, but that didn’t mean he was going to encourage her to do it quickly - quite the opposite.
He then reached under his pillow where he’d hidden things for just this purpose, took hold of something small and conical in shape, bringing it between her legs as he removed his fingers momentarily, dipping the tip into her natural lubrication, replacing his fingers and adding a third just to spice things up.  Hearing her whimper as  he forced her to accept that sizeable invasion, he popped just the barest tip of a small butt plug into her bottom hole.
Sunny jerked away automatically, not at all prepared for what he was doing.
Abandoning his most pleasant pursuit, he let his voice drop as low as it would go as he rumbled just two words:  “Submit, Sunny.”
That set off a flurry of petulant sounding moans, liberally dotted with frantic panting and wails.  These he ignored in favor of seating the plug within her, which he did without allowing her time to get used to it, knowing that it was more than small enough for him to settle it within her in one stroke without hurting her.  Surprising and somewhat distressing her, probably.  Hurting her?  So he did just that, and before she could mount much of a protest it was all over, and the plug was in to stay until he removed it.  Or not.
Resuming his place, he continued what he had been doing to her all along, and her responses had easily been reduced by two thirds or more, as her eager mind and sensitive body tried to come to grips with the insulting, insistent butt plug, as well as the additional intruder inside her pussy, which had forced it more widely open than it had been in a while, he would guess.
He didn’t make any accommodations to the rhythm or power of those thrusting fingers in consideration of her full behind, either.   He absently reached down to squeeze one cheek, just to add another level of things for her to think about, another layer of sensations all piling on top of one another as he guided her towards what he hoped would be an epic orgasm.
It didn’t take long for her to recover from any of those things, he was gratified to realize.  She was very close as she sailed well past her previous level of arousal.   He decided that it was time to employ the last trick in his arsenal.
He gave her pussy a long, slow, demanding kiss, flicking the very end of her clit with his stiffened tongue, leaving her very close to her peak, simultaneously reaching up to pinch her nipple as hard as he could, not letting her recover before doing the same thing to its twin.
Forgetting herself – having been pushed well beyond the limits of thought – Sunny howled her displeasure, barely able to stop herself before she ripped his hand away from her breast, which would have been an extremely bad idea.  Luckily, she stopped herself, her hand hovering over his but not touching it.
“Sunny!” he snapped, knowing she’d already stopped herself, but wanting her to know he’d seen what she had almost done.  She snatched her hand away at the sound of his voice, but that wasn’t nearly enough for him.  “You will put your hands over your head, and you may not make a fist while they’re up there.”  He threw that detail in to give her something to concentrate on, another distraction for her mind.  “And you are and not bring them down until either I tell you you may, or until you come.”
She whined as her hands rose to assume the required position.  She was surprised at his little addendum order; as soon as she got her hands up there, all she wanted to do was ball them into fists, damn him!  It was all she could think about, at least until he began to worry her nipples again, and then they quickly gained prominence.  
He wasn’t content with just pinching and tugging them as if he wanted to pull them off.  He wanted to return to what he had been doing before, and so he replaced his fingers with clamps that were really just clothespins with rubber coating on the tips.  They applied a very painful amount of pleasure without biting into the flesh they compressed.
As he applied the first clamp she made a tremendous racket, not that he let that deter him in the least.  He didn’t even bother to remind her to submit – she was not going to have any choice in the matter anyway.
He slunk back down her body, reaching up occasionally to jiggle her breasts, causing the clothes pins to waggle back and forth, and stirring up another round of tearful moans.  He was of a mind to pull them slowly off her and then reset them, but he decided that was enough for now.
Before he found himself back where he had always wanted to be, he said, “You are the most beautiful thing I’ve ever seen, Sunny, with your bottom sore and plugged, and those clothes pins standing at attention like they do, pinching you hard.  I’m going to have my fingers shoved up inside you, fucking you hard while I lick your clit until you scream uncontrollably as you come.”  With that he ducked down to the juncture of her wide open thighs, feeling the slight weight of her legs on his shoulders as he jammed his fingers up inside her again, starting to fuck her fiercely with them even before laid his tongue atop her clit and sealed his lips around it.
Seconds later she exploded just as he’d said she would, screaming full-throated and repeatedly.  He refused to let up, finger-banging and flicking her clit.  
“Cum again, baby,” he mumbled against her, and she did, again and again, until he finally took pity on her and let her relax.  He removed the clamps, and she started from the pain of the blood rushing back into those tender parts, but he reached down and rubbed, then suckled each one, trying to distract her from the slight discomfort.
He rolled her onto the side of the bed that she preferred and remade the bed, tucking the sheets in the way he knew she liked – she had mentioned it to him during the course of the day that she hated an untucked top sheet and that she liked heavy, non-down comforters over her, even in summer.
Finally he joined her there, under the covers, pulling her towards him.  She was nearly asleep, and he considered just having her wear the plug for the night, but then it was one in the morning – their last morning together – and he wanted her to be comfortable enough to get some sleep tonight.
So he rolled her away from him, which he was gratified to hear her protest about sleepily, then he held her top leg well up towards her chest and bent, so that she couldn’t bring it down if she wanted to, but he was careful not to make her uncomfortable in doing so.  Then he reached down between her naturally separated cheeks and saw the flange of the plug there, peeping out between them.
He slipped his fingers between her and the plastic and began to curl them, slowly, which tugged at the plug.
That woke her up immediately and for some reason, she began to fight him.  He abandoned his goal for the moment until he had her completely subdued, but he could feel her seething beneath him.  Then he repositioned his fingers and began to pull even more slowly as she panted and groaned and tried to buck him off her every second until it was out.
“You stay right there,” he bit off as he rose to take care of the plug.  He was just about as unhappy with her as she was with him for putting up such a fuss, and when he returned, he drew her into his arms, spooning her, his raging erection like a heat seeking missile, unerringly finding a place right in front of its intended home, not that he was going to do anything about it now.
She was sobbing softly, and he completely melted.
“I’m so sorry, Sir.  It was just a bad dream and you caught me at the wrong time.”
He contracted his arms and began to rock her, whispering, “No worries, Sunny.  Try to get back to sleep.”
To his great relief, she was asleep in his arms in seconds.
 
 


 
Chapter IX
 
Sleep eluded him, although he remained in bed, wanting to spend every minute he could with her, even if she was asleep.
Jeez, he had it bad, didn’t he? He thought, skirting around the epiphany he’d had a few long hours ago that he was already in love with her.  
He rolled towards her, propping his head on his hand and drinking her in.  She was even gorgeous in her sleep, her face completely relaxed, those plump lips just slightly parted in a way that made him want to put either his tongue or his cock in there, and he couldn’t decide which, and he wasn’t going to do either, anyway, at least until she’d gotten some sleep.  
He spent the night holding her when she rolled towards him, which he liked finding out was quite often, as if seeking his heat, or comfort, or he didn’t much care what, but he thought it was a good sign that her subconscious thought she needed things from him that he was more than happy to give to her conscious, too.
He also replayed nearly every moment of their time together in his head.  He had an excellent memory – much better than most people’s.  It was eidetic, but his episodic memory was above average also, both of which had were an incredible advantage in the business world.  When he wanted to do what he was doing now – recall every second he’d spend with someone – he could pretty much do it.  That could be both good and bad, but right now, it was priceless, because he couldn’t be at all sure that this wasn’t the only time he was going to have with her.  He’d do what he could to persuade her to continue the relationship, wouldn’t hesitate to go well above and beyond, but short of kidnapping her and spiriting her away to some deserted island – of which he owned several – he couldn’t force her to love him or want to be with him.
He had to admit, though, that the kidnapping idea did have a certain amount of merit.  He hadn’t been thinking that such a need might arise when he’d bought them, and they were in his name.  He’d be much too easily discovered, blast it!
The more he thought and remembered, the more he picked apart his own moves and decisions.  He began to second-guess the idea that he’d begun something as profound as this relationship with a casual game of chance.  Now, having discovered he felt more for her than pure lust, it seemed sordid, somehow, and well beneath both of them.  He should have taken her out, flown her to Paris for dinner, done something extravagant that let her know he was interested in her rather than uncharacteristically going with his impulse and risking everything he wanted on the turn of a card - not that it hadn’t turned out pretty well, but he’d just been damned lucky she hadn’t drawn three of a kind to add to her pair.
Aside from that – and his unnerving inability to last more than three seconds when he was inside her, something which he hoped would diminish over time - Rod thought his biggest blunder was probably that stupid game, because it had made her wary of him in a way that the rest of the weekend hadn’t.  He wanted to bang his head against the wall for having even thought of it.  It had appealed to her competitive side, but she hadn’t gotten as much out of it sexually as he had, he knew, and he disliked in extreme the idea that she might be even the slightest bit afraid of him.
Which he knew was ironic, considering the things he’d done to her that hadn’t scared her, but she had consented, and he had been able to assure himself with physical evidence that she was enjoying it, too. Not so much with that horrible idea of his.
He also thought they got along well when he wasn’t slavering over her like a rabid dog.  They seem to have a reasonable amount of common interests; she was smart and funny and quick-witted, and he was willing to forgive the fact that she loved country music.  He genuinely liked her, and he knew that was a major component to a long-lasting relationship.  When his friends – male and female – had gotten divorced, he had rarely been surprised, because he’d often observed that his friends didn’t even seem to like each other, much less love each other. 
That was why he had issued his first invitation to her to join him and some of their mutual friends for poker at his place, and she’d been just as much of a delight then as she had been when they’d met at a meeting for a board they were both on, and she’d charmed the pants off of him and probably every other man there.  Well, that’s what he’d wanted her to do, anyway.
 She’d been invited back – not everyone was – but the whole gang had liked her, and that was a rarity.  He took their opinions seriously when considering members of their exclusive little club, as it was a long standing, tight-knit group and he didn’t want to upset the perfect balance they’d achieved.  
If he had to pick a perfect moment from the weekend he knew what it would be, hands down – those long, luxurious moments he’d spent with his face buried in her pussy.  There was little he enjoyed more – practically more than his own orgasms.  It had every element that appealed to him - it involved dominance, control, a little bit of embarrassment, a lot of blushing, plus more than enough sighs and moans and the occasional wail . . . he didn’t think there was anything he’d change about it – except that he would have kept her on the edge longer, although he conceded that it was probably just about the right amount of time, considering he hadn’t wanted to keep her up all night.
That he’d save for another time, along with a multitude of other things he was dying to do to – and with – her, and not all of them involved getting her either beneath him or over his lap, although the majority did.
That was why he had to get her to agree to see him.  Hell, he’d even agree to a more vanilla relationship, if that was the only way he could get her to go out with him, and, considering how explosive they were together in a dominant/submissive relationship, that was saying something.
As he lay there, awash in amazingly detailed, intimate memories, he remained granite hard the entire night, but in case he did fall asleep he’d set his alarm for six forty-five, just before their bet ran out and they both turned back into pumpkins, intending to make use of every last minute he had with her to the fullest.
As his big bedroom grew lighter, he knew the sun was rising, and wished she was awake so that he could take her to the roof where there was another small deck facing east just for that purpose.  He was wide awake when his alarm would have gone off, so he reached over and turned it off, then turned towards her.  She was lying on her back, one arm at her side, the other bent with her hand beneath the pillow, one slender leg bent just enough. 
He didn’t even bother to formally wake her, but slipped between her legs and was inside her as she awoke to him pumping fast and hard in and out of her, pinning her lower body with his, his hands holding her wrists tight against her hips, determined to commit every breath to memory, in case . . . in case the unthinkable happened and he lost her.
He fucked her hard, knowing it was probably a stupid thing to do, that last night was so perfect that he shouldn’t even have thought about touching her again this morning, but he couldn’t help himself; he wanted her so badly.  He would have given her just about anything to stay with him for another day, but he wouldn’t insult her by offering.  She had her own life, and her business successes were one of the things he admired the most about her.  He wouldn’t try to demean her by making her look or feel like some sort of high-priced call girl.
He was so intent, so concentrated, that he didn’t even noticed that she’d worked her arms free.  He flinched when she reached up and put her arms around him, lifting her hips to him at the same time as she held his gaze, letting those hands wander down his back to his buttocks, which she grabbed liked she meant it and pulled towards her as she growled low in her throat, asking for more.
He had a lot more to give her.  Rod leaned down and whispered in her ear, “Come when you can,” and was rewarded by a beautiful, greedy smile.  A very short while later, her entire body arched, her head whipping back and forth on the pillow as she cried out, reaching up to bring him down for a wet, demanding kiss as he felt her clenching spasmodically around him.
He wasn’t through with her, continuing to ride her hard, pistoning his cock in and out of her until she’d convulsed three more times, then reaching for his own brass ring and finding it as he thrust strongly into her one last time and collapsed on top of her, panting heavily.
He started to get up soon afterwards, but she held him there, soothing him with her hands and body, until he was calmer and he insisted on rolling off her.
“I like your weight on me.  It’s much better than a duvet.”
It was such a weird comparison – or was it a compliment? “Uh, thank you, I think?” he said, laughing with her.
They lay there for a short time, her head on his chest, his arm around her, with Rod wracking his brain to try to find some glib way to ask her out, or, even better, to spend next weekend with him, too, but nothing came immediately to mind.
“I had fun this weekend,” Sunny ventured cautiously.  He seemed so self-possessed that she thought that, if he had wanted to ask her to stay, or to see her again, he would have done it by now.  She didn’t think she had anything to lose by letting him know she’d thoroughly enjoyed herself.  And she figured, if all else failed, she would call him mid week and feel him out about their getting together – perhaps for a real date this time, instead of a weekend of wild sex - or maybe a combination of the two.
She was surprised when he seemed to heave a huge sigh of relief.  “You did?  I’m glad.”
“You sound surprised.”
He chuckled.  “Well, consider what I spent the weekend doing to you and you won’t have to wonder why.”
Sunny trailed her fingers over his stomach, and that was all it took to make him hard again, although he knew it was false advertising.
“You fed me extremely well -” she complimented.
“I fed you a ton of junk food,” he countered.
“You got me some exercise -”
“I chased you naked around the backyard, and at one point, you were worried I was going to shoot you.”
Well, when you put it that way, it really didn’t sound very good.  “Not really worried,” she corrected.  “I just wanted to make sure I understood the rules.”
He seemed to be very negative this morning for reasons she couldn’t fathom.  Hadn’t he enjoyed their time together as much as she had?  She would have bet he had before this conversation, but now she was beginning to wonder.
“I got to see my first shooting star!”
“Hmm,” he agreed noncommittally.
“Stop being such a negative Nellie!”
That got him laughing.  He’d been called many things in his life by a lot of different people, but that was definitely a first.
“And,” she ventured tentatively, because she was still uncertain of its welcome at this point, “I got my first spanking.”
He hitched her up a bit so he could look into her eyes, as if gauging the truth of her words.  “It was your first, really?”
“Oh yeah, and you had me pegged right from the beginning.  That was something I was quite impressed about – I’ve never been called on it before.”
He remembered the look of mock outrage she’d given him when he’d accused her of that.
Sunny twirled his chest hair around her finger until he covered her hand with his.  “Don’t do that.”
She stopped immediately, as if he still had the power to make her regret not doing so.  “You’ve given me a lot of firsts this weekend.”
“I have?”
“Yep.”
“Like what else?” he asked, sounding much more interested than he had when she’d started.
“Well,” she blushed becomingly, “my first . . . uh . . .”
“Say it.”
She doubted there would ever be a time when she didn’t feel an immediate, almost undeniable urge to obey the command in his voice.  “Enema.  You gave me my first.  And . . . what you did afterwards.  That was my first time, too.”
“Anal?  You don’t get out much, to you?”
She hit him, which she had discovered she enjoyed doing.  “Not really.”
He finally asked her the question:  “How long had it been since your last lover?”
Her eyebrow rose, but she didn’t seem at all offended by the question.  “Let me see, what year is it?”  
He sat, less than patiently, while she calculated.  
“Six years?   Six and a half or so?  Somewhere in there.”
“I thought it had been a while.  You are incredibly tight.”
She bit her lip, knowing her face was bright red.  “I think I’ll take that as a compliment.”
“Good, because it is.”
“Why so long?”
Feeling a little defensive at the question, she countered with, “How long since your last girlfriend?”
“Not counting one night stands?”
“Not counting.”
“I’m forty some-odd now, and I was in my early thirties then.”
“Wow.”
“I was busy.”
“So was I,” she returned.
“Damn, we’re pitiful,” he pronounced, and she dissolved into giggles before again glancing at the clock on the nightstand.
“Breakfast?” he offered.
“If it’s quick,” she said, running into the football-field sized shower.
He debated joining her there, but thought it might smack of desperation, so he threw on pajama bottoms and a robe on and went downstairs.  By the time she got down there, she was dressed again.  He missed seeing her in the altogether, and he told her that.  She blushed prettily, as she always did, and he told her that, too.
Sunny was wondering why he was in a robe and pajamas, but she got her answer when two little people burst through the side door and into the kitchen to tackle their uncle.
“Halt,” he said, and they froze as if they were playing Freeze Tag.  “You know better than to storm me when I’m at the stove.”  Her body clenched automatically.  It was all too familiar with that tone.
“Yes, Uncle Rod,” they said in unison, standing stock still and gazing up adoringly at him.
He dished up Mickey Mouse pancakes for everyone, with real syrup and butter, plus eggs and bacon, then knelt down and opened his arms to them. The kids – two boys – nearly knocked him over with the force of their greeting, both chattering at once about their weekend.
“Who’s that?” one of them asked.
Rod brought them over to her and introduced her.  “This is Ms. McClure.  Sunny, this is Sam and Denny, my nephews.”
Having had little experience with kids of any age, she offered her hand, and was impressed when they didn’t look at it like an alien, as most kids did.
“It’s very nice to meet you, boys.”
“Nice to meet you, too,” they answered in unison, taking their seats.
It was a loud, crazy breakfast, after which he sent the boys in to the den to watch cartoons.  “Their mom works an early shift, and she drops them here with me so that I can bring them to school.”
“That’s very nice of you.”
“Well, you know, I’m that kind of guy . . .” he said, trying – but failing miserably – to look modest.
Sunny guffawed loudly.
“C’mere,” he said, crooking his finger at her.  She followed him into his study, where he showed her where his safe was – although not the combination, of course – and retrieved her cell and her keys.  They both jangled loudly.
“I’m sure the world has collapsed without me to keep it twirling on its axis.”  At first she had thought she was going to die if she didn’t have her cell or her computer, or preferably both, but now that she had it, all she wanted to do was throw it back into the safe and herself into his arms.  She didn’t figure she ought to do either of those things, so she settled for tossing it into her purse.
“Mine, too, I bet,” he agreed, leaning back against his desk as he watched her, death-gripping the edge of it so that he didn’t reach out and haul her across it, and not liking at all how tense the situation seemed to have gotten.  Then he leaned over and grabbed the phone that lived on his desk and punched a number.  “Carl, would you come up and take the boys to school for me, please?  Yes, thanks.”
Then he headed for the door, throwing over his shoulder one word:  “Stay.”
She could hear him talking to the boys, who didn’t seem at all unhappy about being brought to school in a limo.  She heard someone knock at the door, and the kids greeted Carl at least as exuberantly as they had their uncle, maybe more so.
Finally, she heard the door close and he reappeared in the doorway seconds later.  “Much better.  No possibility of a munchkin interruption.”
“They seem like wonderful kids.”
“They take after their uncle,” he informed her with a wink.
She was enchanted, but countered impishly with, “Your brother Evan, you mean?”
Unable to stop himself, he came to stand much too close to her.  “I ought to give you a spanking for that.”
“NO, you oughtn’t!” she disagreed loudly, laughing as she did so but also putting her hands over her barely recovering behind before he took it upon himself to do what he’d just threatened.
Like that was going to stop him, she thought, rolling her eyes at herself.
“I had an ulterior motive for sending them away.”
“You wanted to spank me?” she guessed.
“No,” he answered, much too quickly, not realizing how it sounded until after it had escaped his mouth.  “Not that I don’t definitely want to spank you again, but that’s not why I sent them off to school.”
“Okay, well, then, why?”
Now that she was standing there all expectant and everything, he wasn’t at all sure what he wanted to say, so he said the first thing that came out of his mouth.  “So, I’ll expect you after work next weekend?  Say around seven?” he asked with more doubt in his mind than confidence about her answer, although luckily it hadn’t come out that way.
“But poker’s not for another month.”
He looked even cuter when he was uncertain of himself.  It was such a rarity that she was enjoying every minute of his apparent extreme discomfort.  
Rod cleared his throat and reached for her, hauling her up against him just for something to do, and once he’d done it, he realized it was the perfect impulse.  He had a feeling that, if they continued this relationship, his philosophy was going to be something to the effect of “when in doubt, either spank her or hug her.”  
“I was thinking of a more . . . private party, along the lines of this weekend.”
“Complete with another hand of draw poker?” she asked with a smile, and he wasn’t sure whether that was good or not.
Although he wasn’t a fan, he agreed immediately.  She didn’t have to know that he’d considered that idea to be a tactical error on his part.  If it got her here, he’d agree to play mahjong, or bridge, or even Monopoly, which he detested.  He didn’t much care, as long as she was under his roof, and, preferably, under him the majority of the time.  “Sure!”
“Good, because I want a rematch, and I fully intend to win the chance to spend the weekend ordering you around!”  She rubbed her hands together with an unnerving amount of anticipatory glee.  It didn’t matter to her how she had to shuffle her schedule around, who she had to cancel meetings with or whatever.  She was going to be here, secretly hoping that she lost again at poker.
She hadn’t come here Friday night to have her life turned upside down and her entire outlook changed, but he’d done it in the course of a very few hours, considering she’d been a workaholic all her life.  She knew she’d spend this week staring out into space instead of working diligently in her office, being distracted by thoughts of him during important meetings, and fantasizing about him every night while she brought herself off, because he wasn’t there to do it.
It was going to be hell.  Work had always been her refuge, her solace, her life, but now she’d found something – someone – who made her feel so starkly better that it was night and day – absolutely no comparison.
If he’d asked her to stay today, she would have been hard pressed to do what she knew she should - go in to the office instead of spending the day naked with him.  That was unheard of from her.  Her assistant probably thought she was dead by now, and she didn’t much give a damn.
Before he let her go, and even though he’d gotten some of what he wanted – she was coming back – he found himself lifting her skirt and gripping her bottom, pulling her against the tented front of his pajamas, rubbing himself lewdly against her and growling, “When I win again, I’m going to tie you to the bed for the entire weekend – in one position or the other.  I’m going to keep your bottom bright red, and take you every possible way I can dream up.”
Sunny swallowed hard as his words made her juices flow almost faster than his presence.  Just as his mouth descended on hers, she whispered, “Promises, promises, Sir,” and he lifted her onto him, brushing aside both his pajamas and her panties to hold her still as he thrust himself inside her then moved with her so that her back was braced against the wall.  He fucked her, for the second time that morning, bringing them both to crashing, shuddering orgasms that left them collapsed in on each other.
He was the one who came to his senses first.  “You have to get up and go to work, baby.”
“I do?”
It would have been so easy for him to say, “No, you never have to work again.  Live with me and be my love, and I’ll keep you chained to the wall when it suits me, blister your bottom on a whim, and fuck you till you can’t see straight any time I get the urge.”
But he didn’t.  Damn his conscience!  
“Yeah,” he pressed his forehead to hers.  “I’m afraid you do.  And so do I.  But we’ll be together on the weekend.”
She looked up at him, and for a moment he thought he saw tears in her eyes, but he must’ve been mistaken.  High powered corporate executives didn’t cry, did they?  “You promise?”
Nothing had ever tugged more at his heartstrings.  “I promise,” he vowed solemnly, then got her up and rearranged her clothing, taking great satisfaction in knowing that he was going to be inside her for a while longer, even if it was only kind of by proxy.
In the driveway minutes later, just as she was going to pull away, he called to her and she rolled over next to him with her window down.
Rod leaned in to give her one more long, luxurious kiss, then warn sternly as he reluctantly moved a bit away, “One more thing - remember – no touching.”
Her answer was to peel out of his driveway, coming damned near close to spraying him with gravel.
He could have ended up just dirty, or she could have put his eye out with one of those pebbles.  Someone needed to teach Ms. Sunny McClure some manners, and he was just the man for the job.
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