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I looked at the grubby card. It had been crisp white the day I
had picked it up from the open book. I hadn’t called the number
that day. I had gone on with my life as usual, work, meet up with
some friends, church on Sunday. But as much as I had tried to keep
myself busy, the images the printed words had conjured up had
refused to go away.

After a week of torment, I had admitted to myself that I needed
to talk to someone. I did not even consider opening up to my
friends. What would they think of me?

The card had held a promise of relief in the form of the
telephone number of a stranger. What I could not tell to lifelong
friends, I could confess to someone that did not know me at
all.

I had called the number, misdialling three times before getting
it right. A warm voice had answered. He had been so nice, so
accommodating. I had explained to him that I had picked up the book
by accident and found the content upsetting.

I had been right, pouring it all out to him had brought me
release.

After that we had talked a number of times. Every time he had
been very understanding and I had let his warm voice envelope
me.

When he told me to come over to his place on Saturday, I had
agreed. He had reassured me that if at any point I became
uncomfortable, I could just say ‘train’ and he would understand.
Train was a good word he had said and I had silently agreed. I was
coming by train after all.

I was looking at the blue door, his front door when it suddenly
opened. He smiled kindly then invited me in.

I followed him down the corridor and into a room. I looked at
the armchair and headed for the only other seat available, an
unconformable chair. I looked around, the only other furniture was
a sort of desk and a chest pushed in a corner.

He sat down in the armchair, crossed his legs and laced his
fingers in his lap then he told me that I could open up to him.

I thanked him and told him about the book again. It was not the
kind of ‘literature’ I would have ever thought about laying my eyes
on, but I had got lost. I had been roaming the maze of bookshelves
when I had seen a man approaching. I had picked up a book at random
not wanting him to suspect that I had got lost in a shop then I had
looked down on the open page.

  ‘Did you read?’

I blushed and mumbled that it had just happened.

  ‘I did not hear’.

  ‘I did read’ I said feeling the tingle his voice always
brought up.

  ‘How do you feel about it?’

I gripped my hands in my lap

  ‘Shame’ I mumbled.

  ‘Repeat’.

I took a deep breath

  ‘I feel ashamed and… ’.

  ‘And?’

Maybe if I admitted it I would feel better about it. I spread my
hands and smoothed my skirt

  ‘I feel ashamed and filthy for having read it’.

  ‘You said, you picked the book up by accident and your
eyes fell on a line… it could not be helped’ he said kindly.

That was what I had told him, but it was not the truth

  ‘I read the whole page’ I admitted, guilt colouring my
cheeks.

  ‘You lied’.

I shivered at the wickedness and mischief in his voice. It was
making me feel more off balance than ever. I stole a glance at him
trying to read more of his mood, but his calm expression gave away
nothing.

I looked down and nodded.

  ‘Then you are filthy’ he said in his deep warm voice.

That shocked me. I had not come for judgment. I was about to
protest when I saw the stern look in his eyes. I dropped my head
again, he was right I had lied. I had called him asking for his
help and I had lied to him.

  ‘I am sorry’ I mumbled.

  ‘Do you deserve punishment for what you did?’

Did I?, I had not formed the thought in my head as clearly as he
had put it, but he was right I deserved to be punished for what I
had done.

I nodded then remembered that he expected me to speak up

  ‘I deserve punishment’ I said.

  ‘Is that the truth or another lie?’ he said, the same
wicked smile playing on his lips.

That stung and I felt the blush spreading from my face down to
my chest. He knew it was not the truth.

I had been bunching my hands so tightly that the knuckles had
turned white. My discomfort was obvious to see, still he wanted me
to admit to it.

  ‘I… I don’t deserve… ’ I closed my eyes tight ‘I want to
be punished for what I did’ I blurted out.

  ‘Look at me and repeat’.

I bit my lower lip, I could not… he had to know that. I could
not say such things while looking at him.

  ‘Look at me and repeat’ he said in exactly the same
tone.

I looked at his calm expression then I saw the light in his eyes
and I felt my sense of self being fully tipped over.

  ‘I want to be punished’ I said as clearly as I could.

He nodded

  ‘Go to the desk’.

I obediently stood up and walked up to the desk.

  ‘Put your hands on the edge and bend over’.

I did as I was told.

  ‘Spread your legs’.

I spread as far apart as the skirt would let me.

I heard the chest being open. He walked to the other side of the
desk and I looked at him holding the cane.

  ‘Do you want this?

I dropped my head

  ‘Yes’ I said, a low sigh escaping my lips.

He moved behind me and I closed my eyes. The first blow came
down and even through the thick cloth of my skirt I felt it tingle
through me. I gasped as three more blows followed fast one after
the other.

He pressed himself against me then I felt his warm fingers
lightly brushing my already stiff nipple. He moved away shaking his
head in mild disapproval.

  ‘Take your skirt off’.

I unzipped my skirt and let it drop to the floor then I climbed
out of it, picked it up, folded it and placed it by one of the feet
of the desk.

  ‘Push down your knickers to your knees then spread’.

The cane hit my bottom again, but this time my skin was bare and
pain went through me as fast as lightning. I felt the wave travel
from my stricken buttocks through my lower belly then up to my
breasts. My nipples pulled the fabric tight and ached in sympathy
with the tightness in between my legs. I forced myself to remember
the initial sharp pain, this was meant to be punishment.

He moved close behind me again. His hand was moving up the
inside of my legs. I felt frozen with fear. Please
don’t.

His hand gently rubbed against my opening then he move to my
side and held it up in front of my face. I looked at the sleekness
on his fingers and felt overwhelming shame. My own body had
betrayed me to him again.

He stepped away

  ‘Turn’.

I made to pull up my knickers. A merciless blow flashed pain
across both cheeks of my bottom. I turned around letting my
underwear pool around my ankles.

I ignored the throbbing in my cheeks, but the other ache was
much harder to dismiss. I looked down and saw the wet hair in
between my legs knowing that he could see it too. I felt like
crying with humiliation.

  ‘Undress’.

I stepped out of my underwear then took my blouse off and
unhooked my bra. I folded everything up and placed it by the
skirt.

  ‘Hands to your side’.

I moved my hands away from my crouch and stood painfully aware
of my nakedness in front of him. I briefly looked up. The
indifference in his eyes pushed me further down in my misery. As I
reached another depth in my downward journey, my body betrayed me
again and more juices flowed out of me. My inner thighs were coated
with it, making me feel warm and sticky.

He held the hand up,

  ‘Where is this coming from?’

I looked back down, humiliation making me throb even more
painfully.

  ‘Answer’.

I swallowed hard

  ‘In between my legs’.

I watched him shake his head.

  ‘My front’.

  ‘I will not ask again’.

I could not say it, I just could not.

He turned his back to me and took a step toward the door

  ‘My cunt’ I said, ‘Please, don’t leave me like
this’

He turned back and nodded

  ‘I had to ask twice’.

I looked back down

  ‘Yes, I … I am sorry’.

He unzipped his trousers and I could not stop myself from
staring at it.

  ‘You want my dick inside your mouth’ he said with mild
disapproval.

I felt my mouth dry up. I gaped a few times trying to frame a
protest then I realised that I had been staring at his hard-on all
the time. Had I just licked my lips in front of him?

The more I looked the more difficult, it was to ignore the
insistent drumming in my pussy. I knew he was looking at me, could
he see me pulsing?

Get your cloths and walk away, that was what I wanted
to do. I opened my mouth

  ‘I want your dick in my mouth’ I croaked.

He took three steps back

  ‘Then come to me as the slut that you are’.

I took a step forward, my bottom on fire. He shook his head and
stepped further away.

I dropped myself on the floor and crawled up to his feet. He
extended his hand and I licked it clean one finger at the time. I
opened my mouth and he guided his dick inside.

I sucked and pulled as he moved his shaft in and out my mouth. I
felt it pock at the inside of my cheeks then down towards the
opening of my throat. He pulled back then pushed down again, his
head prodding searching deeper and deeper. Suddenly he pulled out
and I felt desperately empty.

  ‘Do you want this?’

Why did he have to ask? He was meant to use me. He was meant to
take the shame away from me and onto himself by just doing it to
me. I looked at him and my body spasm with hunger.

  ‘Yes, I do’ I said feeling utterly defeated.

He did not move.

I dropped my head

  ‘I beg you’ I whispered.

He put his dick in my mouth and my lips moulded around his
shaft. He worked himself in a rhythm and each time he pushed deeper
inside me. He tensed up and I felt the first sweet creaminess
coating my tongue. He grabbed my hair and pulled making me take all
of him in. I worked my tongue around his cock until sweetness
exploded in my mouth. I strained trying to swallow him, all of
him.

He let go of my hair and I pulled back gasping for air. He
tugged at my hair and I remembered that I still had to lick him
clean.

Once I was done, he zipped himself back in and sat down on the
armchair.

  ‘You want relief’.

I nodded, painfully aware of the small pool that had formed on
the floor in between my open legs and the ache in the lips from
where the sludge had come from.

  ‘Relief is for good people. Do you agree?’

I nodded

  ‘Are you good people?

I shook my head.

He stood up

  ‘Get dressed. You know your way out’.

He walked out of the room and I crawled to the little pile of
clothes. I dressed then I picked up my handbag and headed out.

 

The train journey had been excruciating, every jolt had sent
flashes of pain and desire through my lower body. I climbed out of
the carriage feeling stiff and worrying that people could tell what
was causing it.

I sat on the hard bench at the bus shelter, fire spreading in my
bottom. I stood up only after the bus had stopped. I climbed on it
and sat next to the man. Could he smell me? I gripped my handbag
and looked down.

The bus turned the familiar corner and I walked to the exit
door. I got off and took small steps towards my home. I let myself
in and headed for the kitchen where the hard and uncomfortable
chairs were. I put my bag on the small table and next to it the
phone.

I took off my skirt and sat on the chair, the hard plastic
biting into my sore buttocks sending shivers through me. The phone
rung

  ‘Open your bag’ he ordered.

I opened it.

  ‘Take out the buttplug and put some of the lube on it
then insert it with one slow push’.

I squeezed the tube and spread the gel on the plug. I stood up
and bend over enough to manoeuvre it inside me.

  ‘Slowly’ he whispered.

I groaned in the phone.

  ‘Does it hurt?’

I gasped as it went in another inch

  ‘Yes’ I murmured

  ‘Does it feel good?’

I pushed the remaining of the plug inside me

  ‘Yes’ I said feeling sweat running down my face.

I heard his small laugh

  ‘Sit’ he ordered.

I sat down and this locked the plug firmly inside me. My hole
ached and complained, but a dark pleasure bit inside me at the same
time.

  ‘Put your fingers inside your cunt and use your thumb to
rub your clit’.

I slid and hooked two fingers inside me then I started to rub
myself. It felt uncomfortable and the plug was pressing and nudging
at sensitive areas inside me.

  ‘Tell me’.

I swallowed hard

  ‘I did as you instructed. I did not put my underwear on
before leaving. I caught the train and I pulled the back of my
skirt up so that my skin rubbed against the rough fabric of the
seat. I sat on the hard bench until the bus arrived. I got on the
bus and took the seat next to the man that never washes and leers
to every girl. I pulled up my skirt so that he could see my
shame’.

  ‘And what is that?’ he asked in his low wicked voice.

I squeezed myself.

  ‘I showed him the juices staining my legs’

  ‘Continue’.

  ‘I came home and went into the kitchen. I switched the
light on and sat on a hard chair’ I swallowed hard ‘I left the
curtains open as you ordered’ I said and looked towards the dark
outline of my neighbour’s kitchen. I could not tell if he was out
or standing in his dark kitchen watching me.

  ‘You can relieve yourself’.

I slipped forward and pushed my fingers inside me as far as I
could, then I rubbed harder and harder till I felt my whole body
tense up. Relief came in small determined waved at first, then
faster and faster. I cried out as it exploded inside me. I took out
my fingers and rested the palm of my hand against my crouch letting
the contraction spread in my lower belly.

 ‘Thank you’ I whispered in the phone.

I slid around and the plug came out with an embarrassing pop. I
put it down on the table then I gripped the phone again.

  ‘How did you know?’ I asked fully knowing that it was
wrong of me to even think the question let alone saying it.

  ‘There is nothing I do not know about you Louise’ he
whispered.

I closed my eyes and imagine the smile on his face as he spoke
my name.

  ‘Yes’ I replied just as softly.

  ‘I am your freedom and your prison’.

  ‘Yes, you are everything’ I said, as another layer of
‘dear Louise’ was torn away and discarded.

  ‘Louise?’

His warm voice brought the tingle back.

  ‘Yes James?’

  ‘Next time I want you to read from the book for me,
naked’.

I giggled.

  ‘Page 246 promises to be rather rewarding’ he whispered,
malice seeping in the warmth of his voice.

My hand moved back on my pussy and a long sigh escaped my
lips.

  ‘I suggest you practice reading out loud.’ he said making
his voice a tone lower ‘I am looking forward to see you blush and
shiver like the day I met you in the bookshop’.

  ‘Me too’ I murmured as I brought myself to a climax. I
let the orgasm spread as he hanged up. Even so he would know that I
jerked off without his permission.

I smiled and stood up. Before going into the bathroom, I checked
the laundry basket and shoved the Sunday blouse in the washing
machine, after all it was church-day tomorrow. I switched on the
bathroom light. The phone calls had been good, I could always come
on the sound of his voice, but there was nothing like one to one. I
ran the bath, looking forward to the following Saturday.﻿
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