





Holiday Surprise








It started several months before in August.  She had noticed the way His eyes lit up when He borrowed a friends whip.  Then she remembered all the times He had searched websites and admired some of the whips.  He had even commented a few times He wanted a new whip ... a good one.  He had one already.  For the past couple of years He had been practicing with it and using it.  But now He was looking for a particular kind of whip.  A whip of better quality than the one He already owned.





She set her heart on getting Him a whip for Christmas.  Knowing the kind of whip He desired, she set off on a quest to acquire one.  Each time though hoping to find a more economical price.  She even got in touch with the friend whose whip He had used before and asked for His assistance in finding one.  But her heart sank further as she shopped around.  All of the whips like the kind her Master wanted were very expensive.





Several things kept going through her mind.  Ann's Master had told her several times that His Dad had an old saying, "I'm too poor to buy anything cheap."  More than once she had His credit card in hand and ready to purchase a whip.  Realistically she knew she could not make a purchase of such size without asking first.  She also knew that if she did not act soon, it would not be ordered in time to arrive for Christmas.





One evening after dinner they both sat at the dining room table.  She lit His cigarette for Him.  As He leaned back in His chair she timidly raised her voice to finally ask Him what had been on her mind.  "Master, how much may i spend on Your Christmas present?"  Without much thought He replied to her, "One hundred dollars."  As disappointed as she was she forced a smile and said, "Thank You, Master."  





Monday He flew out of town.  By then she had already made up her mind He would have that whip for Christmas.  Several things stood in the way though.  Ann knew she could not spend more than one hundred dollars on His credit card.  As well as she knew she was not allowed to spend any of the money He gave her towards Him, bills, or things for the house.  She only had about forty dollars in cash so that was not much towards the cost of the whip.  She also knew she could not work a job that would raise His suspicions.  And He had expressly forbidden her to do "escort" work.  That had been made a point as He knew she had worked as such before. As well as He had forbidden her to work at a strip club.





In her mind she had already decided that "It would be okay to not tell Him something as it is so He can be surprised at Christmas."  Having been on the receiving end of D/s for a while now, she decided she could make some extra cash providing dominatrix services.  He'd never told her she couldn't do that.  As well as she would not be cheating on Him as she would not be having sex with anyone.  Nor would she be establishing any kind of commitments or relationships with anyone.  As long as she only worked when He would be sure to not call while He was away.





Within a matter of a couple of days, she had set up with a group to accept calls for dominatrix services.  Her working hours would be from midnight to six am on days she designated.  For all intents and purposes she knew that she would make enough to pay for a whip within one or two sessions.  That would look bad though if she only did it for such a short period of time though.   If she made herself available every night He was away between now and Christmas, she could also make enough money to have a sizable amount towards a new car.   With the better part of three months and with Him having a busy work load between now and the end of the year, it was just a matter of time.  If things went well, she had decided she'd only do it till the end of the year or until she had enough to buy a new car.





The first night Ann was "on call" she was a bundle of nerves.  The telephone rang shortly before midnight.  Her stomach was in knots as she picked up the phone.  It was her Master on the other end.  As usual He asked about her day and told her about His day.  Trying to keep her voice calm as she spoke to Him the voices screamed in her head so loud that she barely heard what He said.  At one point He did ask her, "What's wrong My love?"  As she'd rehearsed she told Him, "i'm just not feeling well tonight and ready to go to bed, Master."  





The lie had now begun.  Not only had she lied by not telling Him what she was planning on doing ... now she has actually spoken a lie to Him.  Still in her mind she made excuses for the lies.  "It's only till Christmas."  "i can't tell Him or it would spoil the surprise for Christmas."  "i can't ask Him for money, He gives me so much already."  With excuses going through her mind she finally hung up the phone.  Waiting a few minutes to make sure He would not call back, she picked it up to dial.





On the other end a warm female voice answers.  Ann tells the voice on the other end that she is ready for work.  When she hangs up she knows if the phone rings again it will be time for her to leave and see her first "client."





Ann does not consider herself a dominatrix.  She doesn't even consider herself as dominant.  For now this is a role she will play.  It is strictly business.  By doing it she will actually be pleasing many folks, which is in her submissive nature to do so.  Master will be pleased with her for His new whip.  The people she's working for will be pleased as she will be working for them and earning money for them.  Clients will be pleased as they will get to safely live out fantasies.  She'll be pleasing herself for making so many others happy.





The whole night passes though and the phone never rings.  At six am she calls in again to let them know she can't take any calls now.  The next call will be Master to wake her up.  she curls up on the couch but can not sleep.  Deeply disappointed that she didn't get any calls and didn't make any money her first night on call.  Simultaneously feeling a sense of relief.  Later that day after He calls, she runs a few errands then curls up on the couch again to take a nap.  Hoping in a way she will get calls this night.  Partly dreading when she does get her first call.





Laying on the couch freshly shaven, makeup done, and clothes laid out she watches television.  It's been three nights and no calls yet.  She rethinks her decisions but tries to put the doubts out of her head.  The ringing of the phone startles her.  Glancing at the clock she notices it is two am.  Slowly she picks up the receiver.  It's her first call out.  After hanging up she looks up directions online as she tries to get dressed.  Making sure everything is in place she sets the alarm, locks up the house and heads out.





Checking herself in the rear view mirror as she drives noting how different the wig makes her look.  Most of all she notices her bare wrists.  For the past two years she's worn her Master's cuffs.  Tonight they are off.  She pulls into the driveway of the hotel.  Taking a deep breath she double checks her information before getting out of the car.  She smiles coyly to the desk clerks as she passes them on the way to the elevator.  In her mind she wonders if they know why she's there?  Once in the elevator she places a delicate mask upon her face.





Softly she knocks on the door of the room she's to go to.  The door opens and she quickly looks in.  The man holding the door is wearing nothing but a grin on his face.  Swiftly she steps into the room.  She puts her bag on the bed and turns to look at him.  She goes through the motions of checking his identification.  She collects the fee from him that she will have to divide with the agency.  Then she calls to let them know she's there and everything appears to be fine.  When she hangs up she looks at him.  "And why are you still standing slutboy?"  There is no negotiation.  He made his wants clear to the agency and they had already passed the information to her.  He wanted to be treated as a bad boy slut.  He'd misbehaved.  He needed to be bound and spanked by someone that would humiliate him.





For an hour she talked down to him.  She had him bound, gagged, and blindfolded as she used the floggers and paddles on him.  When the hour was up the phone rang.  She removed his gag as she answered the phone.  As she talked to the agency he begged and pleaded for another hour.  Being her first time she just wanted it over and wanted to leave.  But as the agency did not have another call for her, they let her know the fee would be the same for consecutive hours.  She was to collect the fee before the beginning of each new hour.  Before she removed his bindings she was to call in to let them know she was leaving.  If another call came in before she called them, then they would call the room.





The sun was rising as she finally got home.  Most of the night was spent with the first man.  He'd offered her money "under the table" to have sex with her.  There was not way she could that though.  What she was doing was bad enough.  She did not need to add to it with feeling as though she was a prostitute.  Nor could she betray her Master in such a way.  But was what she doing any different?   Between the two calls she had already made more than enough to pay for the whip.  After turning in her money from the night at the agency, she contemplated not returning.  But she looked at her car as she drove.  A little longer would not hurt.





For a few weeks it went on like this.  Some nights having calls.  Other nights not having any calls.  It was only a matter of a few nights she realized if she waited at the office instead of waiting at home, she got sent out more often.  Every night she would wait for her bedtime phone call.  After she'd hang up she'd go to the agency office and wait for folks to call in.  They weren't always men.  Sometimes there were women.  The clients came in all ages, occupations, income brackets, sexual orientation, ethnic backgrounds, religions and kinks.  





One weekend came and her Master was home for a few days.  She was grateful to have some time off.  The agency knew they could not call her home because He was home.  Yet every time the phone rang she would jump.  In her mind thinking, "Please don't let it be them!"  It never was.  Ann's Master did notice that she was more jumpy than usual.  Trying to play it off she remarked, "Well, You are usually the only one to call, Sir.  Since You are here i just don't expect the phone to ring."  He smiled seeming to accept the answer.  All too fast though, His time at home had passed and He flew out yet again.





In some ways Ann was enjoying working.  There was something so exciting about it.  Although she knew a large part of the excitement was being another person.  Not knowing when or if someone would recognize her.  Most likely none of her clients were likely to show up at a public dungeon, function or munch.  Each time she went out on a call though, she knew she was taking a chance.  Thus far she counted herself lucky to have not run into anyone she knew or recognized.  For the most part what the clients asked of her was easy enough.  Each time she was growing more comfortable with what she was doing.  Spending time in the office was to her advantage as well since the boss lady was always more than happy to show her little tricks and techniques she had picked up through the years.  Of course Ann took advantage of her experience when ordering a whip.  She ordered the top of the line from the best craftsman in dual colors as price was no object now that she had earned more than enough to pay for a whip.





Another trick she'd learned was to offer to sell paddles and floggers that she had used on her customers to her customers.  So besides being paid for her time and services, she was making money selling her wares to customers.  One thing her boss had recommended was to offer selling the thongs to them as well.  Once in a while she'd make a sale of one of the items she'd made.  Ann's boss had even offered to be the person Ann was selling to for a commission.  





This went on until Thanksgiving other than when Ann would take weekends off here and there when her Master would fly in.  He never seemed to suspect anything.  He had been pleased Ann worked out a deal with a local dominatrix to resale some of the toys.  It was hard for Ann over His time at home for Thanksgiving to sleep at night.  As she'd become accustomed to working at night and taking naps in the late afternoon or early evening.  She was no longer getting her six hours minimum as her Master required.  There was no way she could sleep that long, do enough to account for her hours each day AND work at night when He was away.





For the first time ever Ann was thankful when He flew out.  She had also decided that she could not continue to work her job after Christmas.  Or at least not as much.  Maybe only two or three nights a week after Christmas until she had enough to buy a new vehicle?  Or she could just take the money she had up to Christmas and put it in the bank to earn interest?  After all, how was she going to account to Master for all this money all of a sudden?  It would be best to put it in a bank she decided.  After all, it would not be a good thing for Master to just happen to "find" the money in the house before she had a chance to explain.





Soon it was almost Christmas.  Ann decided to have an honest talk with her boss.  She still did not know if she would continue after Christmas and let her boss know.  If she did it would have to be fewer nights a week.  As the schedule she'd been keeping was wearing her thin.  Her boss seemed to understand.  Ann did not want to part on bad terms in case she decided she needed to earn money again.





The phone in the office rang.  It was a call and Ann's boss sent her out.  One thing about it was she had learned how to get to all the local hotels in the area over the past few months.  She was more relaxed tonight than usual.  Things seemed easier now than they had in the beginning.  And she felt a weight off her shoulders knowing this would be her last night as her Master came home for the Christmas holidays tomorrow.  Everything had gone off without a hitch.





She knocks on the door as usual.  When the door opens she sees a face that seems vaguely familiar.  Quickly she writes it off as someone she's had as a client before.  She goes through the motions of identification, money, and call.  He wants her to use ice on him but hasn't had time to go get it yet.  She tells him in her curt tone to hurry.  Shortly after he disappears through the door all the lights go off.  Feeling her way through the room she finds the door.  Opening it she notices the hallway is dark as well.  She leaves it slightly open for him with the lock thing for the door.  





After a few moments she hears someone enter the room.  She calls out to him, "Don't take all day boy.  Close the door, get in here and get undressed."  Straining to hear his footsteps fall she starts to feel a bit uneasy.  All the while trying to feel her way through her bag for a candle.  Within one fatal swoop she feels her wrists trapped and attached to the headboard.  Before she can scream a gag is placed on her mouth.  Ann shakes her head back and forth to keep the culprit from attaching it to her.  To no avail though her efforts are futile.





Her heart is pounding as her mind races.  She tries to squirm and thrashes about on the bed.  Then she feels a blindfold tightly applied to her head.  Her screams are muffled by the gag.  Feeling one of her ankles encircled by a pair of hands she tries to pull back and kick.  He places the weight of his body on her leg to hold the leg down as he attaches it to the restraint.  Then he secures the other ankle.  Helplessly she is spread eagle on the bed ... unable to see or speak.  Even with the blindfold on she can see light has come on now.  But she can not see anything other than a glint of light through the bottom edge of the blindfold.





Fear sets in as she feels her clothes being cut off.  Out of fear she tries to keep struggling to get away.  She feels the knife bite into her skin.  The gag still muffles her screams.  Knowing she can't do anything she stops fighting to avoid being cut again.





Now stripped naked she lay still her chest heaving from fighting and fear.  Ann can feel the hands roaming her body.  Then she flinches as the all too familiar bite of nipple clamps bite down on her tender breast.  She tries to gasp for breath then the other one bites in harshly.  He torments her further by tugging on the chains.  She feels a bit dizzy and welcomes the darkness.  But it escapes her this time.  Her racing heart keeps her from passing out.





Then she feels clamps on her pussy lips.  As he touches her moist fleshy parts she squirms again and he promptly tugs harshly on the nipple clamps. Even though her screams can not be heard more than a soft muffled sound she can't help but try.  Knowing now if she tries to move what will happen, she forces herself to be still.





For a moment all is quiet and she can not feel him.  But she can hear him.  Soft clicking  sounds almost and she tries to figure out what it is.  Ann is not kept in suspense long though.  One by one clothes pins are placed on her.  She cries beneath the gag and blindfold.  Knowing that it is painful having such instruments applied it is even more painful to have them removed.  Soon it feels as though her whole body is covered in clothes pins.





There is no movement.  There is no sound.  There is no one touching her.  The only sound is her heavy breathing.  The only sensation is the burning and biting.  So  many things going through her mind.  Wanting to block out the pain.  Soon the pain eases as the clamps and pins have been on a while.  But she wonders what he is doing?  Why can't she hear anything?  Did he just do all this only to leave?  The face was familiar but where had she seen it before?  





THUD! The heavy leather flogger bites into her.  Startled she tries in vain to scream out.  The pain from the clothes pins being ripped and torn off.  The pain of the heavy bruteness of the flogger being used.  Before she can catch her breath THUD! THUD!  WHAACK!  Then he pauses for a moment.  WHACK THUD THUD WHACK!  She writhes in pain as each swing of the flogger brings more torment to her tender flesh.  When he does pause she gasps as best she can for breath being constricted by the gag.  WHACK CRACK WHACK THUD!  Over and over the mean flogger bites into her.  Each time he swings it seems as though the leather is tearing through her skin as it rips the clothes pins off.





Lost in pain and thoughts she is rudely brought back to reality as he yanks the clamps off of her nipples in one swift hard pull.  To Ann it feels as though he has just ripped her nipples off of her fleshy heaving mounds.  Then he reaches down and places a finger in her wet sex box.  Embarrassed she can do nothing.  For the first time she hears him moan.  Then he savagely yanks off the clamps from her dusty rose colored flaps of flesh.  





Again Ann feels him putting clothes pins on her.  Hopelessly she tugs at the binds that keep her from moving.  Slowly he places them all over her body again.  Everyone that bites into her she flinches in pain.  Pain from the soreness of where the pins have already been on her and viciously flogged off.  Pain from where the flogger felt as though it had already torn her bare flesh.  This time he spares her the nipple clamps.  But the clamps on her pussy feel as though they are piercing through her tender folds of skin.





He makes her wait again.  Now she knows he is making her wait so it's more painful.  The longer the clothes pins are in place the more painful when he rips and tears them off.  She feels he must have some compassion though by  not using the nipple clamps again.  That face at the door haunts her as she awaits the inevitable though.  Ann knows she has seen him somewhere.  And why would he be doing this to her?





SWOOSHhhhhhhhhhh THUD!  THUD! THUD! THWACK!  This time feels harder and rougher than the last.  Maybe it just seems that way because her skin is still so sore from the last round.  THWACK! THUD! THUD! SMACK! THUD!  This time is definitely faster.  Ann is barely able to catch her breath.  THUD THUD THUD over and over again he attacks the clothespins and her skin with the flogger.  He goes faster and harder till all the pins are painfully removed again.





Feeling him stop again she hopes she can rest and catch her breath.  Ann forgot the clamps were still on her slave sex though.  They glide off as he yanks them.  She can feel the wetness spilling out of her.  Ann is angry.  Angry for being subjected to such treatment and even angrier for her body betraying her as such.





He repeats the clothes pins and clamps several more times.  Sometimes using the nipple clamps and other times leaving them off.  Finally she becomes numbed and dazed.  Ann is unable to resist when he finally removes the restraints and turns her over.  He attaches Ann back to the bed on her stomach.  Then he stuffs pillows under her belly to raise her ass high in the air.





All to painfully she’s aware of herself again.  SWOOSH CRACKKKK.  The cane is thin and stings as it bites through her skin.  Before she can recover from the reeling feeling another CRACKKKKKKKK and it lands again.  She tries to keep her muscles relaxed so that it won’t hurt any more than it already does.  SWOOSH CRACK! SWOOOOSH CRACK!  Then faster THWAP THWAP THWAP CRACK!  Usually she enjoyed the cane but not this time.  Over and over and over it lands obviously making deep marks upon her flesh.  CRACK CRACK THWAP CRACK!  The only thought in her mind is that Master will be home tomorrow.  She’ll not be able to explain what happened.  CRACK CRAAACK CRACK!  There is no rubbing in between the barrage of hits with the cane.  SWOOSH CRACK CRACK CRAAAACK!  Ann unable to move has no choice but to bear the brute force of the attack.  Again she begins to fade.  The CRACK CRACK CRACKK beginning to seem less intrusive and further away.  CRACK Crack crack.  





Then she feels the ultimate betrayal.  He enters her from behind.  His hard throbbing cock thrusting hard and fast inside her.  Silently she cries all the fight gone out of her.  Strangely she enjoys it.  Over and over she cums against her will.  Ann’s body quakes beneath his overbearing body.  She feels him release his load inside her.  His hot creamy cum mixes with her juices and fills her.  He spends himself inside her and his pace slows.  Afterwards he lays on her for a moment.  His hot quick breaths making the hairs stand up on her neck.  Beneath the blindfold she closes her eyes and drifts off.





She awakened in the room alone.  Timidly she looked around.  Every movement she makes sends shards of pain shooting through her.  She looks down at her torn and ripped clothes piled on the floor.  In shock she gathers her things and places a towel around herself.  Quickly she tries to make her escape from the room.





It is light outside as she drives home.  Her Master will be home within a matter of hours.   She cries knowing that no excuse will explain the marks on her body.  Nothing she says will excuse the fact that she’s been working behind His back.  No amount of explaining will account for the fact she was paid to be with other men and women.  Worst of all, she’s had sex with another.





Coming into the house she takes off the towel and tosses it in the garbage can outside.  When she comes through the door she drops her bag onto the floor and falls to her knees sobbing.  Then her heart stops as she hears His voice.  He’s home early!  Unable to form words she can only sob hysterically knowing her world has just fallen apart.





“And where have you been all night?”  He asks.  Half coherent she spills out everything that happened.  She talks of whips … guilt … not being able to ask Him for more money … saving the extra … not having sex … having sex against her will last night … selling more toys … Christmas presents … lying … loving … everything coming out in a mixed jumble of words.  Even though she was in pain and now feeling nauseated she begged for punishment.  Her body already marked red, black, purple, and blue.  Some places the skin broken and torn from the clothes pins, flogger, and cane.  Even though she was hurting she wanted any punishment He would give other than release.





As He walked away He told her, “Go take a shower and clean yourself up.”  Quickly she hurried to the bathroom.  Watching Him walk away to His office as she hurried along her way.  The water brought more pain to her freshly ravaged body.  Making it a fast shower she was in and out.  While she toweled herself dry she noticed His cuffs she was so use to wearing before she started her job were not on the bathroom counter.  She wanted to run and hide.  If only a big black hole would open up beneath her and suck her in.  Without the cuffs she approaches His office and quietly waits in the doorway.  





He looked up and saw her in the doorway.  Not a word did He say.  He let her stand there.  Standing there in the quiet all she could do was think.  She thought about all that had happened over the past few months.  She thought about all the things she said, didn’t say, did and didn’t do.  It was agony standing there motionless.  Not allowed being able to touch Him or speak to Him.  Watching Him get things for Himself.





For hours He made her stand there.  Ann did not speak even though she was thirsty.  Even though she was tired and aching with every fiber of her being she forced herself to stand still.  Silently she cried as she stood there, tears streaming down her face.   Day turned to night and still she stood there.  Not another word had He said to her.  Unable to stand any longer and too tired, pride and grief stricken she fell to the floor.





He came to her and helped her to the couch.  Ann quietly thanks Him as He covers her with a blanket.  He walks away towards the kitchen and she cries out to Him.  Feeling she did not deserve His kindness and begging again for punishment.  He brings her back a glass of something to drink.  Her arms too weak to hold the glass He holds it for her.





Then He explains to her that she has already been punished.  He’d tried to call her one night and there was no answer.  He’d called to have the next door neighbor to check on her to only find out her car was not in the driveway.  He had hired a private detective to follow her and find out what she was doing.  He’d already spoken with her boss and had arranged last night in the hotel room.  He was the one in the darkness.  Last night and today was the punishment.  But she would have to earn His trust again.  He held the cuffs in His hand.  Her heart leapt for joy that He was not sending her away.  At least He was not sending her away yet.





He held her in His arms.  Ann did not even notice the pain for the joy that filled her heart.  He explained new rules she would have to follow.  One of which being that she would have to give Him all of the monies she had earned.  Another being that she would have to document every moment of every day.  She was no longer allowed to leave the house without permission.  She would have to make many changes.  But she had learned her lesson.





Later He further surprised her.  He had video taped that fateful night.  Once her bruises and sore healed she had to watch it any time she had thoughts of doing anything without telling Him.  In the end, the ultimate surprise was on her as He knew what she had been doing all along.
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