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         If you looked at my life from the outside, I'm sure you'd arrive at the conclusion that I must be a real gold digger. A trophy wife to my much wealthier and much older husband. I've heard that time and time again. Tiny glances in restaurants. Perceptive smiles at parties. They know exactly what type of woman I am. Someone who cruises around in her expensive sports car and doesn't have anything better to do with her day than get manicures, massages, and hairdressers' appointments.

         Fortunately, our close friends know that it's nothing like that. Paul and I love each other more than anything. He is absolutely the man of my dreams, and I think I’d still have fallen for him if he had been nothing more than an auto mechanic in a tiny rural town.

         I must make myself clear, having money is certainly a good thing. Not that I'm much of a materialist, but it has helped me start my own interior decorating firm – which is now turning a profit.

         And if I must be honest, Paul's vast fortune does contribute to his relaxed demeanour. That's one of the things about him I'm madly in love with. The ease. The charm. The confidence. The exuberance.

         A few times, the prejudice has annoyed me enough that I have found myself in arguments regarding why people find it so difficult to believe that we really do love each other. Those discussions tend to end with the claim that – owing to our age difference – the sex can't be particularly satisfying.

         I can confidently avow that it most certainly is.

         Not only do my husband and I fit together perfectly – I have vaginal orgasms every time we have sex – but aside from that, I love him more than anything in the world. His humour, his wisdom, and of course the fact that he chose me!

         Conversely, he is certain of my love as well. I'm quite pretty, and if I must be honest, I'm the type of girl who always gets hit on no matter where I am. But I don't want anyone other than my husband.

          
      

         It doesn't matter if he's almost 30 years older than I am. We definitely didn’t choose one another because we lacked other options.

         I cherish that we can talk about anything! For example, Paul's business, my old friends and even my masturbation fantasies.

         Paul had seen a TV show once, where someone pointed out that every woman has wild fantasies – not just when they masturbate, but when they're with their partners as well.

         And of course, he wanted to know everything about mine.

         I tried arranging an exchange, making him go first. But he swore by everything he held sacred that every single one of his fantasies had been about me ever since the day we met.

         Hmmmm. I tried claiming the same thing. It's very close to the truth because he's the only man I've ever been with, where I've been 100% present in everything we do.

         But of course, I have a few separate fantasies, for a long afternoon or for when he's away on one of his frequent business trips.

         One of my oldest fantasies came to mind and I got a little, horny smile on my lips, which revealed that I was thinking about something. So Paul insisted that I tell him, in details, what it was.

         I made him promise solemnly that he wouldn't laugh, and that we wouldn't make a single reference to it after I told him. He promised, and then I told him what I think is my oldest masturbation fantasy.

         It's a bit naughty because it originates from a large picture that was hanging in my grandmother's guest bedroom – which in itself makes it rather a taboo-like place to have that sort of fantasy for a young girl.

         The picture was a black and white charcoal drawing – or maybe an etching – and quite large. It depicted a forest floor, and in the centre was a nymph who had obviously just woken up from a pleasant sleep. Behind her was a faun playing a pan flute, leering with lust at the nymph, and I seem to recall that a few others can be seen among the trees. It's obvious that they have all been waiting for the nymph to wake up, and for the 'game' to begin.

         In my fantasy, I'm the nymph of course, and it varies a bit if I only have sex with one of them, or if I run away to tease them and end up having sex with more of them at the same time.

         I can still remember how I was staring bashfully at the ceiling when I had told the story to my husband. It was not as if it was some big secret. It was just the first time I had ever told it to anyone. Hearing it in my own voice made it feel terribly childish and silly.

         Then Paul said, “I think I must be the luckiest man in the world.” He sat up and then bent down over me: “That is by far the loveliest fantasy I have ever heard. You are so amazing in every possible way.”

         And like that, it just became an amusing little story I had shared with him…Or so I thought.

         Two months ago, we celebrated our fifth wedding anniversary. And as far back as six months prior, Paul started talking about how I should keep my schedule clear during our anniversary weekend. He didn't want to reveal anything about what he had in mind. Just that I had to be ready at 7:00pm on that Friday night. The anticipation was quite difficult to bear. We had been on some lovely hikes together, and I could easily imagine that that was the extent of what he had planned. Or, perhaps a sailing trip on his boat? But dressing for those two things would be very different from a trip to a fancy restaurant or a trip to the theatre.

         I decided on a cute and sensible look. I packed my black, knee-high suede boots and a red dress I knew Paul adored me in. It was comfortable enough that it would be alright for sailing, and even for light hiking.

         Paul came to pick me up at 7:00pm on the dot. We went to a charming little Italian restaurant. I love Italian food. We ate and drank and chatted for most of the evening. I glanced once or twice down on the floor next to his chair, but there was no present there for me.

         I thought perhaps he had bought me a piece of jewellery, but he didn't take anything out – nothing at all.

         I could still clearly tell that he was oddly tense about something.

         When we reached the dessert, I couldn't take it anymore, I had to ask. “What are your plans?” I said with a quizzical brow.

         Paul just laughed and said that his surprise would be starting soon and that perhaps it would be a good idea for me to use the ladies’ room before we leave.

         It was 10:30pm, so hiking was no longer a possibility – and probably not sailing either. It was all very mysterious. I was excited and intrigued.

         I noticed that the glorious Italian wine had affected me a little bit while we walked to the car, I was probably just as giddy as Paul was.

         As soon as we got in the car, he handed me a blindfold and said that I was not supposed to see where we were going. I was sitting there in the darkness, listening to the noises of the city outside. It soon became obvious that we weren't heading home.

         We drove for about half an hour before the car stopped. Paul got out and opened my door so that he could carefully guide me on our way. It was a fairly quiet place. A large open area, perhaps? Paul opened a heavy door, and the noise and the smell gave me the sense that we might be entering a large warehouse. Paul guided me along through the walk way and finally, we stopped.

         At that point, I had given up trying to guess what the surprise was and I simply let him lead me forward since I knew I'd find out sooner or later. I knew with absolute certainty that it would be good because Paul is a master of coming up with creative ideas for presents.

         We finally stopped in what sounded like a room. I could sense that it was very large because our footsteps echoed. Apparently, this was where we were supposed to be and Paul told me to stand still. I could hear him opening a bottle of wine and then he handed me a glass.

         It felt naughty and extremely exciting.

         “You will have to put on some other clothes. Can you do that without taking off your blindfold?” he asked. I nodded and then took my glass so I could get undressed.

         I stopped when I got to my underwear: “Everything?”

         He whispered into the back of my neck: “Everything.” The warmness of his whisper covered my body in goosebumps.

         I didn't get enough time for my nakedness to become uncomfortable because he quickly put a light and airy dress on me. It felt as if it contained several wispy layers and I could feel that it barely reached my knees in length. He then gave me back the wine glass.

         “Now I want you to sit down on this very soft blanket. I'm leaving your phone right here, and you can call me whenever you choose.” He took my glass and helped me to sit down and then set my phone down next to where my hand was resting.

         “You have to tell me, what's…” I began, but Paul gently put his hand on my lips: “Don't worry – it's a surprise. A very special surprise.”

         I could tell that I was sitting on a thick, soft sheepskin rug.

         “Now I'm putting a pair of headphones on you and when this piece of music is over, you can take off the headphones and remove your blindfold. Alright?”

         I nodded. I was still completely mystified. The music he had chosen was delightfully soothing. A sort of new age/classical piece that reminded me of Vivaldi's “Four Seasons”, but more psychedelic and with an obvious undertone of wind rustling through trees.

         It was a long track. Might have been a full fifteen minutes. The music calmed me down so much that I almost dozed off. I didn't notice it had stopped until after a minute or so of silence.

         I had draped myself on the sheepskin rug underneath me, but now I sat up and stretched a bit, and then I took off the headphones and the blindfold.

         I needed to blink a few times in order to examine what kind of room I was in. It was large and there were brown panels along the walls. I could see two exits – but I didn't recognise the place at all.

         I looked up. The ceiling was high. Very high. It had to be some sort of warehouse with various rooms available.

         Maybe it was a new storage area for my business.

         No, Paul would not have been this mysterious about a present like that.

         Suddenly, psychedelic music started playing from speakers that had to be suspended very high up. That was the point in which I realised I wasn't alone.

         I don't know how, but I knew immediately what it wasn't Paul. Behind me, I could hear something that sounded like eccentric dance moves, and it sounded as if there were a few people present.

         I remained sitting for a bit and came to my senses.

         Paul would never do anything that truly scared me. He would also never place me in a potentially dangerous situation.

         I was 100% certain of that.

         So what was it he had arranged?

         A private ballet performance? The tapping noises did sound a bit like someone in toe shoes, though it sounded like fairly heavy footed dancers. Were they men?

         Then I remembered the dress Paul had put on me.

         As I looked down at it, I started to understand what was going on. It was light brown with small inserts of silver string in between several loose layers of chiffon that draped neatly around me.

         A nymph's dress.

         It wasn't until then that I dared peek over my shoulder to see where the dancing footsteps were coming from.

         No, no, no.

         Spontaneously, I made a silly, high-pitched laugh.

         I couldn't believe it! Five men were jumping about in fur-clad trousers and were wearing bizarre animal masks. The masks looked a bit like the kind one might put on large dogs to keep them from biting. It also worked splendidly as a costume – for a faun.

         It was my nymph fantasy.

         It had come true.

         The five fauns clearly took it as a sign that they should begin their ritual after I had looked at them. I could hear how their light footsteps became heavier. More jumpy.

         It was so surreal that I literally had to pinch my arm a bit to make sure I was completely awake.

         I looked away from the fauns. I had seen enough of them to know that Paul wasn't one of them. I'd know his body from a kilometre away.

         It was five young men, all in costumes.

         It was all so surreal and exciting that I could feel my body trembling. So I made a decision. This was something that happens once in a lifetime and since Paul had arranged everything, the least I could do was to play along for a bit.

         I stretched somewhat theatrically like the nymph in the picture on my grandmother's wall. Then I stood up on the soft sheepskin rug and turned to face the dancing fauns. The fauns began slowly dancing towards me. I glanced around the massive room and looked at the ceiling. I couldn't see any cameras anywhere. This really was all mine.

         I carefully stepped off the sheepskin and felt a cold linoleum floor on my bare feet.

         Now the fauns were dancing around me. They drew closer and closer. The music changed and became more rhythmic. More sensuous. I could suddenly smell the men. One of them took me by the hand. I allowed myself to be led into their dance, which revolved around one single thing: me.

         At first, it felt as if I were the leading lady of a vast ballet performance. Their hands formed waving patterns around my body. They started touching me. Spinning me around. Lifting me up in the dance.

         They lifted me all the way up to where they were carrying me, letting me rest on their hands, as though I were a rock star who jumped off the stage to be carried around by the audience.

         The jumps and dancing of the fauns got closer and closer. I was carried around like a toy, and they pressed themselves against my body.

         It was so sensuous and delicious that I decided to let go entirely and allow myself to enjoy the experience. I didn't recognise any of them, so I felt delightfully anonymous – even though everything revolved around me.

         At one point, one of them managed to press his mouth underneath my dress, where he kissed one of my nipples. I pushed him away gently, but firmly. I wasn't ready for that just yet.

         But the amazing thing was that they all withdrew slightly, even though the dance continued like before.

         Clearly, I was the one who would decide what was going to happen. And when.

         I started feeling giddy like a schoolgirl. Right there in the middle of my own sexual fantasy. I was feeling incredibly aroused. But should I live it out entirely? Have sex with one of the men? All of them?

         Although the thought was insanely stimulating, I had never had sex with five fauns at once even in my wildest fantasies. That would have been too much.

         But the possibility was so enticing that I – or perhaps my body – decided to go all the way. Not with all five though.

         At one point, I skipped lightly towards one of the exits I could see. The men immediately danced in front of me, so as to prevent me from getting away. But I knew the rules now and the ones who got in my way, I gently nudged aside.

         They moved aside immediately, and I ran down a small hallway, which ended in a staircase going upward.

         I stopped and looked over my shoulders. I waited. The five fauns were standing by the entrance to the huge room, trembling with expectant excitement, like a litter of small hungry puppies.

         With my hand, I signalled “two”, and then skipped up the stairs. I could tell right away that two of the fauns followed me, hooting with desire.

         At the top of the stairs, there was another hallway. It ended in something that looked like a small dressing room, with chequered walls and a bench in the middle. I sat down on the bench and waited for the two fauns to find me.

         They took their time. It couldn't be because it was difficult to find. So it had to be something they did to tease me.

         And it certainly worked.

         The sweaty dancing. The rhythm of the music. Maybe the wine I had had. The sound of the two fauns approaching. Moving closer and closer.

         My entire body felt tense, as did my mind. Like a string being tuned on a violin, aching for the touch of the bow. I spread the nymph's dress out, bearing my breasts and put one hand down between my legs.

         So when the fauns finally came in, I was close to pleasuring myself already.

         That immediately removed any doubt they might have had about whether or not I was ready to play.

         I coyly beckoned them closer with my finger and they stood on either side of me. I then did a small regal wave with my hands towards their trousers, and as if by magic, they were both naked.

         And oh my, such men. Not only were they both very well-equipped, but their bodies were so muscular and refined – and slightly sweaty from the dancing downstairs… It was so sensuous that I needed to restrain myself to not throw myself at them, engage in wild sex and orgasm immediately.

         But I wanted to enjoy this whole scenario Paul had arranged for me, as long as I could. So I grabbed one of the men and started running my hand up and down his stiffening cock. The other inched his way closer to me, slightly impatiently.

         Oh, what a thrill it was to control two men like that. With my sexuality. Like a real-life nymph.

         I wrapped my mouth around one of them, letting my head bob up and down, while I kept stroking the other. Faster and faster.

         They both held their breath when I swapped around to take the other man into my mouth while stroking the one I had just been sucking.

         I wouldn't be able to keep going like this for very long or they would both have cum all over me, and I wasn't anywhere close to being done yet.

         So I laid down teasingly on the bench and one of the men practically threw himself at me, sliding his enormous cock inside my tight pussy, which at that point was wet and hungry enough that it might have doubled as a water slide.

         Soon after, he grabbed me and turned me around, making me straddle him. The other man grabbed my breasts, and in a fluent and amazingly sensuous movement, the man inside me stood up so that he could tilt me towards the other man while still taking me. They alternated soft, deep and hard.

         I completely lost track of how much time I had spent in that chequered room with two of my fauns. It felt as if all three of our bodies kept sliding inside one another.

         While I had one faun's cock in my mouth, the other man dipped down between my legs where he licked me, in spite of his mask. I was stimulated both on my clit and my entire vagina, and a delightful orgasm surged through my entire body. I was spun around, so that the other man could enter me. Deep.

         The already intense orgasm was prolonged by him being inside of me. The intensity shivered its way through my body.

         At one point, I was kneeling on the bench while one faun took me from behind. Doggy style. In that position I could give the other one a blowjob at the same time and allow the thrusts from the man behind me to be passed on to the man in front of me.

         I had the most raging orgasm.

         I collapsed onto the bench, letting the waves of ecstasy wash over me. The two men – my fauns – were politely waiting on either side of me.

         I laughed out loud from sheer exhilaration.

         I was a nymph. And in this version of the story, I was the one who got to decide if they would be allowed to have orgasms as well.

         I looked up at them and nodded slightly and they both immediately got to work achieving the orgasm that must have been building like a volcano inside them. They exploded all over my breasts and then sank to the floor, where they lay naked and panting as I stood up from the bench.

         I picked up the lovely dress and left the room, going back downstairs to the enormous room where it all began.

         The three remaining fauns were still there and they started dancing right away when I entered the room.

         But I smilingly shook my head and threw myself down on the thick sheepskin in the middle of the room.

         I could sense from the sounds behind me that the three fauns left the room. I could just barely manage to grab my phone and send Paul a text: “Now.”

         Then I pretty much passed out from the exhaustion of being thoroughly satisfied.

         I remember it as if it were a dream that Paul picked me up, wrapped me in a blanket and put me in the back seat of our car.

         It was almost noon when I woke up the next day in my own bed. Very unlike my usual pattern, since I'm normally wide awake in the early morning. I suppose I needed it. I could hear Paul coming up the stairs to the bedroom and from the way he walked, I could tell that he was carrying a tray of breakfast. Good thing too, I was completely starving.

         He sat down on the bed and watched me gorge myself on the pancakes and bowl of fruit he had brought me.

         When I had recovered a bit of my strength, I looked up at him.

         “I had the most lifelike dream last night,” I said with a small twinkle in my eye: “Would you like to hear about it?”

         He took a deep breath and a large smile erupted on his face, “You are, by far, the most amazing human being I have ever met. I am SO fortunate to have you as my wife.” He bent over me and kissed my forehead, moving a bit closer. Then he gently grabbed my chin, looked into my eyes, and said, “And no, I don't need to hear anything about 'your dream.' It was a very personal gift for you, and you don't need to share it with anyone. Including me.”

         Then he kissed me again and left the room, allowing me to finish my breakfast in peace and wake up from the bizarre, but absolutely wonderful experience he had given me.

         Paul never asked me about what happened that night. I've been prodding him a bit to find out who the men were though. Certainly not because I want to meet them again – ever – but mostly because I felt, for a week or two, that anyone looking at me when I went grocery shopping might be one of the five fauns.

         But Paul assured me that he had thought things through. So the fauns had been flown in from another city, from a workplace that specialised in discretion.

         I'm not sure if I want to tell him what the experience was like for me. In a way, it's absolutely perfect that it's my experience and mine alone.

         Just to be sure that he truly knows how happy his present made me, this week he has been on a business trip and I put up wallpaper in one of our garden rooms to make the walls look like tall trees. I had leaves painted on the ceiling and had a large green rug put in. Now the garden room looks like a small clearing in a forest.

         So when he gets home, I'm going to start the music from my phone and wait until he finds me in the garden room.

         I will be lying there on a large sheepskin rug, wearing the beautiful dress he gave me, waiting for him.

         My faun. My one true love.

         So, if you know someone you suspect of being a disgusting little gold digger, go visit her home. If her garden room has been transformed into the background of a picture with a nymph and five fauns… it's me.
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At My Master's Mercy



I'm on my way to see my master. I've been looking forward to this for days. My phone alerts me three days prior to the appointment. It sends shock waves through my body. I finally have what I've always wanted. It can't be a coincidence that it's happening now. I know it's not. The past three years have been all about me. About myself and what I'm supposed to create. I moved far away from home. Away from another ex. Away from trying to belong to someone. That has taken up enough of my life. Now I'm myself, and my skills. Nothing more. Nothing less!

I arrived in town with my certificate of completed apprenticeship and very little else. I have a picture of myself standing outside my youth hostel. Backpack over one of my shoulders. New girl in a new town. Then and there, I decided to be lucky. I stayed in a hostel for four months. The bunks around me held underpaid Romanian builders, cheerful tourists, and various refugees. The only regulars were the employees and the owner. I took a few days to explore the town and get a feel for it.

After that, things quickly started to happen. I talked to the owner of the hostel. I asked if I could use their ovens for baking. There were two ovens in the kitchen. I got the permission if I promised to be done at 7:00 am, which was when they started serving breakfast. Breakfast was usually toast and cereal. The first couple of days, I put my bread on the breakfast table. By 7:30 am, it was gone. The owner Rosanna, a woman in her mid-30's, was informed by her employees. She usually didn't show up until just before noon. She was standing in the kitchen at 6:30 am a few days later. She wanted to taste test. After a few bites, she offered me a free stay at the hostel, in exchange for baking bread for them. We started chatting. She showed up early every day that week. To check on her investment and to talk to me. We had become friends quickly. She was the one who found my flat, she helped me open my first bakery and she recommended my master to me.

amstanding in the kitchen at It was before I moved into my flat. We had known each other for almost two months. The small bar at the hostel was empty. She and I took turns picking songs on Spotify. We drank gin and tonic. Not the watered-down nonsense they served at the bar, it was Rosanna's own. We got drunk. We started talking about sex and men.

“Are you ready for a bit of a shock?” she suddenly slurred. “Let me show you what I like.”

I worried that she was talking about me. But I was drunk and if I was going to be with a woman, I couldn't imagine anyone better than Rosanna. A proper Latina babe. Firm butt, lovely b-cup breasts, small waist, and dark eyes straight out of a Japanese cartoon. Always in heels, and often in a dress or a skirt.

“Come on back here,” she said. Apparently, she didn't think I'd be able to see what she liked from my bar stool. I smiled and jumped down and went around to where she was standing. I was completely ready to start kissing her.

“This is what I love,” she said, lighting the small lamp behind her. She wanted me to see what she meant. She started lifting up her dress. Slowly at first, then she threw it up over her amazing butt. In the dim light, I didn't see what she meant at first. I took a step forward. She turned around to show me more clearly. There were red stripes crossing each other on her buttocks. They looked slightly swollen. I hadn't seen her sitting down that day. We talked about what we liked for a long time. About how difficult it was to find a man who could give us what we wanted.

Then she told me about The Clinic. That's how she and I refer to it. She told me how she had been dreaming about a place like that. How she had been dreaming about seeing a master. Make an appointment. Get what she needed, and then go home to put her kids to bed. She had even submitted her fantasy to a website that made movie versions of the fantasies of ordinary people. She had heard about “The Clinic” at a meeting of the Empowered Women, almost a year later.

I was wet and very drunk when I put the rolls in the oven. We didn't go to bed until after breakfast was served. We gave each other a big drunken hug when we said good night. “I'll text you the number later,” she whispered into my hair. I fell asleep with both my hands between my legs.

And now, here I am. I own a small bakery. I'm in the middle of opening a second one. I'm doing what I love and I make good money. I often remind myself what my journey was like. I had to learn to be proud of what I do. I feel that pride now, riding Rosanna's bike through the streets. I'm here. I park the bike. I walk towards the door. I move the way I did when I was a little girl. I'm brimming with enthusiasm. People tell me that I walk the way a ball bounces. There were years when I felt nothing but despair and felt like a failure as I trudged heavily through the streets of my hometown. The years when I felt as if there were something wrong with me. The years when, boyfriend after boyfriend, lover after lover, I tried having an orgasm. I didn't understand it. In every porn movie I watched, the men were very keen to be dominant. Even in the movies that don't revolve around BDSM. I've never had a boyfriend or a lover who was able to deal with the fact that I want to be dominated.

None of them really understood that I absolutely needed that to reach orgasm. I felt as if I was asking them for something they didn't like. That feeling is difficult to describe. I wanted to give my orgasms to the few men I loved. I dreamt about making them happy as well. I was doubly disappointed when it didn't turn out like that. Their expressions began to fill with uncertainty after a while. They got jealous because they knew that they could give me what I needed. I never lie. Not in bed either. I wanted them to not care. To do with me what they wanted, together with me.

Now I have my orgasms as often as I have the time, as often as the desire strikes me, and I can find the money. I don't have to think. My master knows what I like. He does everything I've been craving for so long. He corrects me, ties me up and beats me, he forces me. He likes his job. I know he does. He has had orgasms as well, the last few times I've been there. The pamphlet from the clinic doesn't mention that. He didn't when I first came. He shouldn't have the energy, with all those clients. I try not to be proud of it, but I can’t help it.

I love walking through the door to the clinic. From the outside, you can't tell what it is. You see a waiting room, that's it. There are two receptionists. One is incredibly nice and always smiling, and then there's the one who's here today. I like good service.

One of the reasons why my bakery is doing so well is that I'm good at the service bit and that I taught it to my employees as well. But here, where almost everyone is nauseatingly nice and service-minded, I'm glad to encounter someone who lets her personality or her mood reveal themselves. Clara, today's receptionist, does exactly that. She's not downright rude. She does her job, and she does it well. But there's something about her attitude that prepares me to be dominated, even in the waiting room. She's reading. She's chewing gum. I walk through the door. She forces herself to look at me instead of the book. She doesn't entirely approve of my showing up. She's perfect for this job I think, before I even reach her desk. We confirm my appointment. She gestures towards the chairs. It's more of an order than an offer. The waiting room is a small, oblong room. The chairs are standing in a row opposite Clara. The decoration is extremely simple. Brick walls, a desk for Clara, chairs for the clients. The only adornment is hanging above Clara's head. It is a large framed picture. On a greyish background, there are big black letters that read: “PAIN IS PLEASURE.” I've tried to understand why it's there. It's obvious to every single one of their clients that that's how it is. I alternate between thinking that there's no point to it, or that it's a teasing comment.

I sit down between a beautiful native-looking woman around 40 years old, and a couple of young men. She's reading a thick book. The man on the other side is waving a fan around. His boyfriend – they look a bit alike – nudges him. He wants attention. Maybe it's their first visit. What a good idea to come here as a couple, I think.

My whole body is tingling. I don't have the patience for this. Or for anything else, for that matter. But especially when I'm sitting here. Yes, I'm that girl who strikes up a conversation in waiting rooms, in buses or in queues. Not enough patience mixed with an abundance of curiosity. One of my exes once remarked that I only talk to people in situations like that to pass the time. That I didn't actually care who they were. It made me sad, and I gave it a lot of thought. Now it doesn't bother me anymore. I follow my impulses. I'm me. This is who I am, and I love it. I lean forward to see what the lady is reading. It's “Fifty Shades Darker.”

“That's a new one, isn't it?” I ask her. I smile.

She hides slightly behind the book and says: “Si.”

Clara looks at us. It's alright that she doesn't want to talk. A bit boring, but alright. I can feel my breath getting faster. Short, shallow breaths. It must be my turn soon. My skin is tingling with anticipation. I can't help lightly brushing my own neck. The door at the back of the waiting room opens. I automatically sit up straight. I know how my master wants me to sit. Straight and looking downwards. I fail on the last premise. I need to take a look. It's not my master. A beautiful blonde emerges. She has a big smile on her face. She walks past us without a second glance. She blows a kiss to Clara. Another satisfied customer. I laugh quietly. I find it difficult to get used to the idea of seeing men and women coming out after a session. Knowing that they had an orgasm a few minutes ago. We bathe in the light of their post-orgasmic glow. Later, it will be my turn to come out of that door, positively glowing. Soon, I hope.

It only takes a moment. I'm summoned. The pleasure starts instantly. Even now, my movements are slower. My body is doing the thinking. Fantasizing. I enter the dimly lit room, where I'm to be made ready. My basket, my bread and my bike helmet feel as if they're a long way away, as I set them down. I set down everything else as well. Far away. I undress. Slowly. This is my transformation. Every neural receptor, the smallest skin cell shifts. Everything I have to do and everything I am, has vanished. I am a slave to my master and my senses now.

There are three doors in this room. The one through which I entered, the one through which I'll be going soon and the one that opens now. It is my master's secretary. A tall and stern-looking woman. She never says anything. She just grabs me and prepares me. Today she dresses me in leather straps and chains. The straps start right above my breasts. They follow the shape of my stomach and meet between my legs. A thick chain runs over both of my shoulders. The chains meet in a strap around the middle of my back. A chain runs down my spine, between my buttocks and is fastened right on top of my pussy. The secretary turns me around. I stand with my back to her as she fastens the straps and chains. She squats behind me, working with the chain between my legs. I can feel her fingers. She's only touching me to do her job. I'm sure she can feel my burning desire. Then she stands up. She firmly grabs the straps behind my shoulders. They have to be tightened.

The straps at the top of my breasts are tightened. That makes my breasts perkier than they usually are. I like my body, and especially my breasts. They're perky. Not too big. Not too small. The kind of breasts that stand up to say hello. I borrowed the expression from the movie “Wild at Heart.” I was lazily watching it with a boyfriend years ago. When Lula said that in the movie, my boyfriend squeezed both of my breasts.

The secretary checks everything. She is satisfied. She leaves the room. I'm ready.

I walk to the door. I stand up straight, knock and fold my hands behind my back. I must be a good girl. My master sometimes stands ready right on the other side of the door. He opened it and saw me being not entirely ready. That carried a severe punishment. I don't want to start like that today.

“Come in,” a voice says behind the door. It's a soft and deep male voice. It's not my master's voice. I freeze.

“Come in,” the voice says again. I pull myself together and open the door.

The room I enter is rugged and romantic. The walls have been whitewashed. Not recently though. They're worn and deliberately unkempt. Shabby chic gone wild. A long row of pegs in cast iron is hanging on one wall. Various toys are suspended here and there. There are candles in large holders on both the floor and the tables. The focus of the room is an iron bed. A young and beautiful man is sitting on it. He's around my age. My usual master is neither young nor beautiful. The young man is sitting leisurely on the bed.
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