Urgent Appointment
In the bustling towns and quiet suburbs where mon made their lives, Salazzle had long carved out her niche. She was a professional, plain and simple. Some mon paid her for companionship and intimacy. Others paid her to hurt her, or to have her hurt them. 
For Salazzle, the reasons barely mattered. If mon were going to seek what she offered anyway, she saw no sense in giving it away for free. She set clear rates, kept her appointments professional, and maintained a small but loyal list of clients. Those that appreciated both her discretion and her limits, or lack thereof.
Dusknoir had been one of those reliable clients for years now. He floated into her schedule every now and then with the same polite precision he brought to everything else in his life. 
Salazzle liked working with him. He treated her with respect before the first strike landed, and he understood exactly how to make the pain bloom hot and deep without ever pushing her past what she could handle. Or at least, not past what she wanted to handle.
His message had come yesterday afternoon, unusually urgent. Dusknoir rarely asked for next-day meetings, but his words had carried a familiar tension beneath the courteous phrasing. 
Salazzle cleared her evening, without even charging the rush fee she applied to most mon. Something told her he needed this release badly, and she found herself looking forward to it more than she usually did with clients. 
•••
Salazzle sits on the edge of the bed in the rented room, her long tail flicking slowly behind her with restless energy. 
‘He’s one of the better ones.’ She thinks, a small thrill curling low in her abdomen. ‘Always pays upfront, always tips heavy, and he actually knows how to make it hurt!’ She shifts her weight, imagining the sting already, and a faint smile tugs at her muzzle. It had been too long since their last meeting.
As she stares at the ceiling, fantasizing about the night to come, when a sharp knock on the wooden door jolts her upright. She flinches slightly, her heart skipping once before settling into a quicker rhythm. She gets up and crosses the room, opening the door with a practiced calm. On the other side, Dusknoir floated silently, his towering form filling the doorway. 
“Please, come in.” Salazzle says, gesturing to the room behind her. 
He drifts inside without a sound, the tail of his ghostly body brushing just above the floorboards. Salazzle closes the door behind him and turns. 
“Good evening, Salazzle.” Dusknoir says, his deep voice smooth and courteous as always. He gives the modest space a brief, appraising glance before his gaze settles back on her. “Thank you for accommodating me on such short notice.”
“It’s been a while since your last appointment.” Salazzle replies, her tone warm and professional. She tilts her head slightly, tail swaying once. “I was starting to wonder if you’d found another lizard to keep you company.”
Dusknoir’s single eye softened with faint amusement. “I’ve been very busy, little reptile.” He reaches into the folds of his form and produces a plain envelope, holding it out to her with one massive hand. “It’s all there, as agreed.”
Salazzle takes the envelope and places it neatly on the dresser without opening it. “I believe you.” She says simply. 
Dusknoir floats toward the bed and settles his substantial weight onto the edge, the mattress dipping under him. 
He looked at her, calm and commanding. “Over my lap.”
Salazzle’s pulse quickens, no hesitation, no unnecessary pleasantries once the envelope changed hands. “That’s what I like about you.” She muses, stepping closer. “You just jump right in.”
She drapes herself over him, her smaller frame fitting easily across his much wider body. Her long tail curled obediently along her back, exposing her rear-end fully. 
Dusknoir’s huge hands, each easily twice the size of her own, settle on her immediately. He rubs her ass with slow, possessive strokes, fingers digging in roughly to knead the firm scales. The contrast in size made her feel small and vulnerable, like a girl across her fathers lap. 
Without warning, his hand pulls back and delivers the first hard smack. Salazzle’s entire body jolts forward, a grunt escaping her maw as stinging heat settles across her right cheek.
Dusknoir doesn’t wait. He brings his massive palm down again and again. 
CRACK!
CRACK!
CRACK!
Each swat makes her rear-end ripple under the force, her body shifting in his lap. Salazzle grips the bedsheets tightly, her claws digging into the fabric as the burn spreads. 
‘Mmph… fuck.’ She thinks, the pain already sharpening her senses and sending sparks of excitement through her. ‘I’ve been waiting for this…’
‘Fifteen… Sixteen…’ She counts silently in her head, but loses track as the smacks grow firmer. Her bottom clenches after every strike, the muted red beginning to show beneath her dark scales. 
Dusknoir’s thoughts churn beneath his composed exterior. ‘The way her rear-end ripples under my palm… So responsive. I could keep going until she’s sobbing, until those cheeks glow brighter than any fire she could summon.’ But he holds himself back. ‘She is a professional, not prey.’
He varies the pattern, alternating cheeks, then focusing on the sensitive undercurve where her rear met her thighs. Salazzle whimpers softly on a particularly brutal smack, her long tail twitching against her back. 
The heat has built into a deep ache that made her squirm. Yet every jolt of pain only heightened her arousal. She presses her hips down against his lap instinctively, craving more.
Dusknoir’s free hand slides up her back, and around to the front of her body. His fingers wrapping around her throat with deliberate care, then squeezes lightly, just enough to make her gasp and feel the controlled power in his grip. 
Salazzle’s eyes widen, excitement spiking hot through her core. The slight choke made every smack land sharper, more intense.
‘Squeeze tighter…’ In the quiet of his mind, Dusknoir’s urges stirred. ‘Listen to her frantic little sounds as the air grows thin… watch those tears well up while her rear-end turns crimson.’ The fantasy sends a deep thrill through him, arousal coiling tight at the sight and sound of her submission. 
“You’ve been a good girl for me, haven’t you?” He asks, landing two more firm smacks in quick succession that made her whole bottom bounce.
“Trying to be, sir.” Salazzle gasped out, voice breathy. 
The combination of his huge hand on her ass and the squeeze at her throat left her trembling. The radiating heat in her bottom burned beautifully now, and sank deep into muscle. She loved how easily he manhandled her, his superior strength making her feel utterly under his control.
Dusknoir continued the spanking for several more minutes, each crack punctuating the growing soreness. Salazzle’s grunts turn to soft whimpers, her claws twisting in the sheets. 
He gropes her ass roughly between blows, squeezing the tender scales and feeling the warmth pour off her. The black scales did little to hide the flush now forming across her rear-end.
He delivers one last, especially heavy smack to the center of her butt before easing the pressure on her throat. His hand lingers, rubbing slow circles over the punished scales, admiring his work. 
Salazzle pants softly across his lap, body buzzing. She is already eager for more, happy to be here with the gentleman who knew exactly how to unleash just enough of the monster beneath.
He shifts beneath her, his massive frame making the mattress creak. “Stand up.” He commands, voice low and even.
Salazzle pushes herself upright on shaky legs, still catching her breath. She takes a few steps back, and looks to him for further instruction. Dusknoir rises, the bed creaking as he lifts off, and approaches her. Once he’s in reach, his huge hand cracked across her face in a sharp, open-palmed slap. 
The impact snaps her head to the side with surprising force. A startled jolt shoots through her entire body, and her cheek burns instantly. Her eyes widen in genuine surprise, and tears form in the corners. 
Before she can recover, his massive hand grips the back of her neck with unyielding strength. The size difference even more apparent as he drags her the short distance to the bed, floating effortlessly while she stumbles to keep up. 
With effortless control, he bends her forward over the edge, her arms resting on the mattress for balance. His other hand grabs her long tail and yanks it high up along her back, stretching her rear-end taut and fully exposing her.
“Hold still.” Dusknoir ordered, his tone calm but commanding.
Salazzle’s breath hitches. “Sorry.” She whispers quickly, adjusting her stance to present herself better. 
The position leaves her vulnerable, her already sore bottom on full display. A fresh wave of arousal floods through her. The humiliation, the sting… 
‘I can feel myself getting wet.’ She thinks. 
Dusknoir’s enormous palm cracked down on the sensitive upper part of her right thigh, just below the curve of her ass cheek. The smack lands with a loud crack. The scales are pulled tighter here, making the sting sharper than the ones on her rear. 
Salazzle’s knees buckle for a split second before she forced herself back into position, claws digging into the bedsheets.
“Bad lizard.” Dusknoir murmurs, almost tenderly, as he delivers another heavy smack to the matching spot on her left thigh. The impact made her long tail twitch violently in his grip.
“Ooh- I’ve been such a bad lizard.” Salazzle echoes eagerly, voice sultry despite the pain. “I need you to punish me.”
‘She has no idea how much more I could give her.’ Dusknoir thinks, his single eye gleaming as he watches her body react. ‘How easily I could break a smaller mon like her if I let the impulse win. These thighs could take so much more… until she’s shaking and sobbing and begging in ways she’s never imagined.’ He keeps his grip on her tail firm, pulling it higher to arch her back further.
He targeted her upper thighs relentlessly, alternating sides with heavy blows. 
WHAP!
WHAP!
WHAP!
Salazzle trembles, her legs vibrating as the burn spreads. She whimpers openly now, the pain blending with the lingering throb in her ass. 
“Tail higher.” He commands mid-spank, yanking upward for emphasis. 
Salazzle obeys instantly, curling her long tail tighter along her spine until her bottom lifts even more invitingly. What comes next is a particularly harsh volley that leaves her thighs glowing. 
Dusknoir pauses, his huge hands roam over the heated scales, rubbing and groping possessively. He squeezes her cheeks, then kneades the tender upper thighs, feeling the warmth radiate through her. 
That muted red flush is more visible now, a deeper shade where his palm struck hardest. He digs his fingers in, massaging her, almost tenderly. 
‘I could keep her like this for hours…’ Dusknoir’s mind raced with his urges. ‘turn this pretty rear-end into something truly memorable.’
Salazzle panted, pressing back into his touch despite the ache. “Thank you, sir.” she managed, voice thick with arousal.
“On your toes next time I tell you to hold still,” Dusknoir adds, his tone carrying a quiet promise of future correction. 
He gives her bottom a final rough grope, pulling her right cheeks briefly before releasing it. The casual dominance made her shiver.
Dusknoir grips the back of her neck, with surprising strength. He spins her around to face him. Salazzle’s legs wobble unsteady. 
Suddenly, Dusknoir’s right hand cracks across her face again. The blow sends her head to the side. She looks back at him, just as another slap connects. Then another. And another. The series of sharp slaps landed in quick succession,and her cheeks flushed hot. She gasped with each impact, slightly dazed.
‘The way her head jerks.’ Dusknoir thinks as he holds her neck firmly through the barrage, keeping her in place as four more powerful slaps connect to her face. ‘The little sounds she made, complete control.’ He’ll give her just enough to remind her who is in charge.
Salazzle’s face pulses in time with her punished bottom and thighs. She looks up at him, eyes glassy but eager, waiting for whatever he wants next. 
Dusknoir releases her neck only to seize her ankles with both l hands. In one smooth motion, he lifts her legs high and folds them up and back over her head, forcing her body to curl tightly. 
The position pulls her already sore ass taut, stretching the scales across her bottom and making every curve stand out. Her long tail drapes awkwardly onto the floor, keeping her completely exposed and vulnerable. 
Salazzle gasps at the stretch, she feels like little more than a toy in his grasp. The lingering burn from the earlier spanking intensified by the tight position. Dusknoir’s single eye gleams as he stares down at her. 
He raises his right hand high, and begins to spank her slowly, each smack landing with force across her rear-end. 
CRACK!
The first one lands sharper than before. Her ass ripples under the impact, the black scales doing little to hide the deepening flush.
“Ahh…” Salazzle moans, her voice breathy and low. 
 A deep blush spreads across her muzzle as the pain blooms hot and immediate. She feels utterly exposed, folded and helpless, it only heightens her arousal.
Dusknoir brings his palm down again, targeting the undercurve of her bottom. 
CRACK!
Another slow, heavy smack. Then more. He takes his time, spacing each strike to let the sting sink in fully before delivering the next. Salazzle’s rear-end jiggles with every impact, the stretched scales making each smack land with precision. 
Ten deliberate smacks land in succession, each one drawing a fresh moan from her.
“The way your body tightens and quivers.” Dusknoir says, voice calm and low. “It suits you like this, naughty little lizard.”
Salazzle’s breath comes in short pants, her body trembling in the folded position. “Harder!” She begs, voice thick with need. “Please, hit me harder…”
Dusknoir pauses mid-swing. Without a word, he drops her legs, letting them fall heavily back to the bed. Salazzle looks up at him, confused, just as his huge hand cracks across her face in a powerful slap. 
The force knocks her sideways onto the mattress, her body sprawling as fresh heat explodes across her cheek. She cries out, stunned by the sudden correction.
“You do not tell me how hard.” Dusknoir states firmly, his tone carrying quiet authority. He looms over her, floating closer. “I decide. Understood?”
Salazzle nods quickly, rubbing her stinging face instinctively before catching herself. “Yes, sir. I’m sorry…”
He rolls her onto her stomach, so her bottom faces upward. With one hand, he pins her long tail firmly to the small of her back, holding it out of the way and keeping her hips pressed down. His other hand hovers for a moment, then descends with increased force.
CRACK!
The first full-power smack lands squarely across the center of her ass, shaking the entire bed. Salazzle yelps sharply, her body jolting hard against the mattress. Tears spring to her eyes instantly as the intense sting explodes through her rear-end.
“Naughty little lizard.” Dusknoir says, delivering another heavy smack that makes her rear-end bounce. “This is what happens when you forget who’s in charge.”
CRACK! 
CRACK! 
CRACK!
He unleashes a relentless flurry, each spank landing with enough force to rock the bed frame. Salazzle’s yelps grow louder, turning into cries as the pain builds rapidly. Her bottom burns fiercely, the black scales barely muting the vivid red glow spreading across every inch of her ass and upper thighs. She grips the sheets desperately, claws tearing small holes in the fabric.
“I’m sorry! ah!” She cries out, tears now flowing down her cheeks. “I’ll be good, I swear… Please!”
‘Those tears…’ Dusknoir’s sadistic joy surges at the sound of her breaking voice.  ‘that little sound she makes when it really hurts… it’s everything I need.’ 
His arousal pulses hot at the sight of her punished rear-end jiggling under his massive palm and the way her body shakes with each impact. He imagines going further, harder, longer, until she is a sobbing, trembling mess, but he reins the impulse in tightly. ‘She is a professional offering her services, not a toy to be broken beyond repair.’ He allows himself a few particularly vicious smacks, each one landing with a resounding crack that echoes off the walls.
CRACK! 
CRACK!
“Bad lizards get their bottoms spanked raw.” Dusknoir says, voice deep even as his hand rises and falls. “Isn’t that right?”
“Yes! Yes, sir. ow!” Salazzle sobs, her rear-end stinging. Yet beneath the tears and the overwhelming sting, fresh arousal throbs through her. 
The pain is exquisite, feeding the part of her that craves this exact treatment. She presses her hips down into the bed, seeking any friction, her long tail twitching uselessly under his pinning hand.
He finally pauses after one especially powerful smack that makes her whole body arch, despite his pin. He rests his hand on her glowing rear-end, feeling the intense heat radiating through her scales. 
Salazzle lies there panting and crying, her ass a deep, throbbing mess of red beneath the black. 
“Stay exactly like that for a moment.” He orders softly, while keeping her tail pinned. 
Salazzle whimpers in acknowledgment, too overwhelmed to do anything else. Her rear-end burns like fire, yet a secret, satisfied smile tugs at her tear-streaked muzzle. 
Dusknoir keeps his huge hand pressed firmly on Salazzle’s long tail for a few seconds, pinning it against her spine as he admires the glowing, swollen state of her rear-end. The black scales do little to hide the deep red that covers every inch of her rear and upper thighs. 
Finally, he releases her tail and steps back, floating silently. “Stand up.” He orders. “Corner… Now.”
Salazzle whimpers softly but obeys without hesitation. She pushes herself off the bed on shaky legs, her punished rear-end and thighs screaming with every movement. She walks to the empty corner of the room
“Hands on the back of your head.” He adds. “Tail up high. And rise onto your tip-toes.”
Salazzle places her hands behind her head, fingers laced together, and lifts her long tail high along her back. Then she rises onto her tip-toes, the position immediately straining her calves while thrusting her sore bottom out prominently. The stretch pulls the tender scales tighter.
Dusknoir floats over to the bed and lowers himself onto the edge, his substantial weight dipping the mattress. His single eye fixed on her displayed rear-end, as he sits in silence. The only sounds in the private room are Salazzle’s soft, occasional sniffles and the faint tremble of her breathing as fresh tears continue to slip down her cheeks.
‘My calves already burn.’ Salazzle thinks, clenching her jaw as the strain settles in. ‘And my ass… it feels twice its normal size, so hot and sore.’ Yet beneath the discomfort, a quiet pride warms her chest. ‘I took everything he gave me. He pushed harder tonight than usual, and I held position. He’ll remember that.’ A small, secret thrill runs through her despite the pain.
She shifts her weight slightly on her toes, which only makes her calves protest more and sends a fresh pulse of heat through her throbbing bottom.
Dusknoir sits perfectly still, hands resting on his lap. His gaze never leaves her trembling form. ‘Look at that punished girl.’ Hethinks, the sight feeding the dark hunger still simmering inside him. ‘So red, so perfectly presented. Her legs are already shaking.’ 
He imagines pinning her down and spanking her raw until she can’t sit for days. The fantasy sends a deep urge to his core. But he reins it in, as always. ‘She is a professional. She trusts me to stop at the edge.’ 
After the first five minutes, Salazzle’s calves begin to ache with a sharper burn. Her muscles quiver from holding her weight on tip-toes, and the constant tension makes the radiating throb in her rear-end feel even more intense. Her bottom pulses in time with her heartbeat, a deep, heavy heat that refuses to fade. She bites her lip to stay quiet, as another soft sob escapes her.
Ten minutes in, and her legs tremble, noticeably. The soreness in her calves deepens into a pulsing strain that radiates up into her thighs, joining the lingering sting from her spanking. 
‘Fuck, It hurts so much.’ She thinks, tears still trickling. ‘He’s just sitting there staring at my punished ass. Watching my body tire from endurance. He’s enjoying every second of my discomfort.’
Dusknoir remains motionless on the bed, drinking in every detail, the way her long tail twitches when the burn spikes, how her black-scaled rear-end clenches and relaxes, the subtle quiver in her calves. 
‘I could make it so much worse.’ He muses darkly. ‘One command and I could have her bent over again, spanking that glowing bottom until she begs properly.’ 
The sight alone is enough to satisfy the sadist in him for now. He focuses on the ruined state of her ass, the perfect curve of her presented rear-end, committing the image to memory.
Fifteen minutes, and Salazzle’s tip-toes strain fiercely, she’s covered in sweat, and her entire body feels the burn. Her rear-end’s sharp sting has slowly dulled into a constant pain. It feels swollen, tender, and incredibly sensitive. Yet she feels a strange contentment. 
‘He needed this.’ She muses. ‘I gave it to him.’
Twenty minutes in, and she wonders just how long he’ll make her stand here. He technically paid for the entire night, but he never stays that long. 
Her legs shake wobble, the tears have stopped flowing, but her eyes remain misty. She knows the pain in her rear-end will linger for hours, but the worst of it is over.
She shifts lightly on her toes, which only intensifies the calf burn. ‘I can do this.’ She tells herself.
Dusknoir’s eyes scan her form, he’s fighting every impulse to rise and continue. The silence stretches on, broken only by her occasional soft whimpers.
After twenty-five minutes, Salazzle’s entire lower body feels like it’s on the verge of going numb. Sweat drips onto the carpet in steady pools around her feet. Still, she holds the position perfectly, tail high, hands locked behind her head.
Finally, after a full thirty minutes, Dusknoir speaks, his voice breaking the long silence. “You may move now.”
Salazzle drops her aching calves from their painful position, a soft groan escaping her as blood rushes back into her strained muscles. Her long tail flops onto the floor with a thud. 
She turns from the corner, hands dropping from behind her head, and immediately reaches back to rub her tender rear-end. The muted red still burns hot under her touch, sending fresh twinges through her bottom and upper thighs with every caress.
Dusknoir floats up from the bed and produces a second envelope from within his form. He holds it out in one of his massive hands. “Tip. You earned it tonight.”
Salazzle steps closer on shaky legs, still rubbing her sore butt with one hand, and accepts the envelope with the other. 
“Thank you.” She says sincerely, her voice a little hoarse from crying. She places it on the dresser beside the first payment without opening it. “You’re always so generous.”
Dusknoir nods his head politely. “And you are always so accommodating. I appreciate your flexibility on such short notice.”
She smiles up at him, tilting her head. “Anytime you need to unwind like that… I’m here.” She rubs her rear-end again, wincing slightly as her fingers brush a particularly tender spot. “I have to ask, though… why the urgent meeting tonight? You don’t usually reach out on such short notice.”
Dusknoir’s expression remains composed, but a flicker of tension crosses his single eye. “Stress from the family.” He replies simply. “Nothing I can’t handle.”
Salazzle nods with understanding, her tail flicking once. “I’m sorry to hear that. If you ever need this again… or just need to talk, you know where to find me.”
He floats a step closer and rests one huge hand briefly on her shoulder, the touch surprisingly gentle after everything he had done. “Thank you, Salazzle. Truly.”
She looks up at him, still gently massaging her throbbing bottom. “Anytime.”
Dusknoir gives her a final courteous nod. “You’ll be hearing from me soon.” With that, he turns and floats silently toward the door, opening it and drifting out without another sound. The door clicks shut behind him, leaving the room quiet once more.
Salazzle lets out a long breath and hops onto the bed. She winces sharply as her sore rear-end makes contact with the mattress. Despite the discomfort, or perhaps because of it, she smiles to herself, a satisfied little grin spreading across her muzzle. Her long tail curls beside her as she closes her eyes, body still buzzing with residual heat and quiet contentment.
‘He really needed that tonight.’ She thinks, gently rubbing one cheek of her punished butt. ‘So did I.’
The envelopes sit on the dresser, and the lingering ache in her rear-end promises she’ll feel him for days. She wouldn’t have it any other way.
The End
