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He isn’t lying in bed next to her when she wakes.

This isn’t unusual – at least, not in and of itself. He has always tended to wake earlier than she does. It’s a large part of why he no longer sleeps restrained: the extra hour or so he’d spend casually staring at the ceiling, waiting to be unchained while she dozed next to him, frustrated him far more than he had been comfortable admitting to her. When she’d finally managed to get the truth out of him, they’d come to what she thought was a fair compromise: as long as he didn’t have any tasks to complete, the time before she woke up was his and his alone. The day could begin when his Mistress was ready for it, and not before.

Still, sometimes she misses the feeling of waking up with him beside her, his ankle chained to the foot of the bed and his soft, strong arms surrounding her as she slides back into consciousness. It’s something to consider for a work night, perhaps, when they both need to get up at around the same time anyway. For today, she’ll settle for a good morning kiss.

‘Alex?’ she says into the dull half-light of their flat as she sits up. Dusty tendrils of sunlight are trying to creep their way past the curtains, but he has thoughtfully decided to leave them closed and to let her sleep. She sits up and stretches, but there is no reply.

Odd.

She tries again – ‘Alex?’ – but by the time the first breathy syllable is out of her mouth he’s already standing in the doorway with a mug in his hand. His hair is still bed-ruffled, his chest bare, and his pyjama bottoms just low enough to display the faint curve of his hip bones. He comes to her quickly and kneels down by the side of the bed, offering her the cup, but she can see the beginnings of his relaxed smile as she takes it from him.

He’s happy. It’s shaping up to be a good day for both of them.

‘Sorry,’ he says as she takes her first sip. ‘It had only just finished brewing when you called.’

He’s a coffee snob by his own admission, and while she’d be just as happy with Nescafé or Maxwell House, over the time they’ve been living together she’s found herself becoming accustomed to his speciality blends. His perfectionism is endearing: he approaches the production of a cafetière of fresh coffee with the same solemnity as a priest preparing for mass – and, better yet, he doesn’t seem to mind too much when she gently teases him for his devotion to his little rituals.

As it passes her teeth, warm and milky and with a faint bite of bitter sweetness that she has come to enjoy, she has to concede that it’s worth it: he makes a damn fine cup of coffee.

‘It’s OK,’ she says after a swallow or two. ‘Have you been up long?’

‘Ten minutes, maybe. Fifteen at most. I thought you’d be asleep for longer,’ he says, suddenly concerned. ‘I didn’t wake you up, did I?’

‘No, no,’ she says, looking down at him. She kicks her feet out from under the duvet, leans down and kisses him softly. He pushes himself up slightly to meet her, but his knees stay firmly pressed against the carpet. He knows he’ll be allowed up shortly, but for the moment this is where he belongs, happy beneath her.

Straining to meet her lips causes his posture to improve measurably. His back straightens and his neck suddenly grows longer, like a soldier on parade, showing off the tight band of steel fitted there. It was her gift to him on the day they moved in together, and he wears it with pride. It suits him, the design and the simple act of being collared alike.

She breaks the kiss off, eventually – more difficult than getting out of bed on a winter morning, but unfortunately just as necessary – and musses his already tousled hair.

‘OK, you,’ she says, equally playfully. ‘Back into bed.’

He smiles and stands, preparing to join her between the sheets, but as soon as he pulls himself off the floor there is a hand on his chest: only barely, perhaps, but enough to stop him in his tracks.

‘I think you’re a little overdressed, don’t you?’

A pause for a second, then realisation, then acquiescence. It’s the pyjama bottoms: they do not meet the demands of her dress code, and so they must be discarded. ‘Yes, Mistress,’ he says as they shimmy down his legs and are kicked into the laundry basket.

And there it is: the first Mistress of the day. There is always a faint sense of electricity in the air in the moments before one of them says it, but immediately afterwards they both feel more at ease. They are used to their life – he submissive, she in charge – but it is nice to have that daily affirmation. He chooses to obey. It’s not forced upon him: in fact, if he were ever questioned about it he’d describe it as an honour, but she never needs to ask. She already knows. It’s obvious just from looking at him.

She flushes with pride at the sight of his cock, already doing a good job of filling out the cage he wears on a daily basis. Through the clear plastic, she can see the first stirrings of excitement, which pleases her even more. If the collar was her gift to him, the cage was his gift to her – or, to be more accurate, the contents of the cage. She had jokingly threatened it a few times before they moved in, but when he had surprised her with his purchase they day they started their lives together properly, she had been oddly touched. It isn’t even so much that he needs the physical restraint to know that his cock belongs to her, but there is a special joy in knowing that she has access to parts of him that even he can’t touch.

Yes, that’s it. The padlocked plastic around his genitals isn’t strictly necessary, but it makes for a nice reminder of the fact: she owns him more than he owns himself.

She feels the cage press into the small of her back as he climbs into bed behind her, wrapping his arms around her body and planting soft butterfly kisses on the nape of her neck. The skin of his arms and legs is cool against her own, but it is hard to care: it is a firm, unyielding sort of coolness, like the marble of a Greek temple.  Against her back, however, where his naked chest meets the fabric of the t-shirt she sleeps in, there is just a tremendous feeling of strength.

Physically, he could take her any second of the day, but he doesn’t. If he were to reach over her to the bedside cabinet, to find the key that matches the little padlock that so expertly contains his manhood, there would be little she could do to stop him. Every now and again, she fantasises about him doing just that: freeing himself, pushing her down, making her his own. Mostly, however, she takes great satisfaction in knowing that even though he could do these things, he never actually would. His devotion is absolute.

She lets out a small, catlike purr as he continues kissing the back of her neck, before turning to face him: the view is much improved this way. She places a hand on the taut muscles of his chest, and then another, running her fingers softly across his skin. When she reaches his nipple, he gives out a desperate little moan that spreads an excitable half-grin across her face. They are his most sensitive feature, especially with his cock so neatly out of the picture, and so for the moment they are his weak spots. A flick of the tongue or a gentle nibble will later have him struggling to keep his faculties about him, but right now her hands will have to suffice.

She leans in to kiss him, planting her lips against his, and tentatively parts them with her tongue, exploring his mouth. His tongue emerges to greet her own, and that is when she makes her first strike: a hard, firm pinch of his nipples between finger and thumb.

The response is immediate. She feels his body tense up in response to the unexpected pressure, the eagerness of his kisses doubling, tripling, increasing over and over. He doesn’t twist or turn, doesn’t try to get away despite the fact that her grip is tightening by the second; when she begins using her nails to apply a little extra bite to proceedings, he lets out another moan even as his lips press against hers.

She pulls away from him, smiling. His eyes are closed, but the look on his face is one of ecstasy. It’s nice to know that such a little thing can bring him so much pleasure.

There is silence in the room for a second, before she says, ‘Well?’

‘Thanks you, Mistress,’ he replies breathlessly, and she knows how much he means it.

‘Good boy.’

That’s the closest to calling him ‘slave’ that she will allow herself, at least for the time being. There will be plenty of opportunity for that later. He will just have to be patient.

She reaches down, tapping her finger against the plastic of the cage. He’s been wearing it for... what, two weeks now? Maybe even three? She tries to do the maths in her head, but comes up short. Perhaps it has been even longer than that, but it’s hard to tell. He hasn’t once complained, even though this has been one of his longer stints. The decision was made to keep him locked up for a while before their trip – made by her, of course, but at least begrudgingly accepted by him – in order to keep him in a state of blissful anticipation. Mostly, it has been working, and she has noticed him being even more attentive to her needs than usual. She is at least partly convinced that the thought of their weekend retreat – and all the rewards that she has been teasing him with – is the reason for this change, but it is entirely possible that after six months he is coming to truly settle into his role. Either way, she can’t complain about the response. The extra attention has been well-received: they will just have to see whether or not he is capable of keeping it up when Monday rolls around.

‘Aww,’ she says teasingly, flicking a nail against the padlock.  ‘It’s a shame about this. We could have had some fun before we hit the road.’

He stays quiet, knowing better than to suggest anything. That’s one of the primary rules she insists on, and the one that he’s had the most trouble adjusting to: if he wants to do something for her benefit, he can ask permission freely, but his pleasure is always to be on her terms. If he asks her to remove the cage, it’s likely that she’ll not only refuse but that the lock will stay snapped shut for at least another day longer than they had planned.

With the cottage waiting for them and their bags packed, she thinks, it would be a great shame if he messed up now.

But still... not enough to stop her teasing.

‘I could always take it off...’ she says, letting her voice drift over him softly as her fingers trace their way along the inside of his thigh. ‘Would you like that?’

His eyes scream ‘yes’, but his mouth stays closed; his brain runs a thousand different scenarios, trying to pick the right response. She can wait. He might be struggling to push past his own irresistible impulses, but it will become easier with practice. It’s important that he gets there without her hand-holding.

‘If that’s what you want,’ he says eventually, and she smiles again. It’s a phrase that could so easily sound like a brush-off, bordering on apathy, but the way he says it could not sound further from disinterest. What she wants is – and always will be – at the forefront of his mind. That’s the way he has chosen to live his life, and the fact of his devotion makes her love him a little more every day.

‘Good boy,’ she says again, and relief washes over his face. ‘But you’re still going to have to earn it, obviously.’

‘Oh, obviously.’

There’s a touch of mockery in his voice, but she allows it – this time. In fact, she kind of likes it when he puts up a bit of a challenge: it makes breaking him down to a quivering heap that much more enjoyable. For now, a firm push to his shoulder puts him on his back and in his place, and tells him that she is not to be messed with.

‘Hands above your head,’ she says firmly, and he complies without hesitation, resting them against the metal bars of the headboard. She rummages under the bed for what they have taken to calling the Toy Box, and finds it depressingly empty: all of the good equipment is safely packed in a holdall in the hallway, ready for their trip. An airline-style sleep mask and a pair of silver handcuffs are among the stragglers, however, and they will do nicely.

The cuffs snap tidily around his wrists, tight and secure, digging into the skin enough that they will leave marks without causing too much discomfort. He tests them, pulling downwards: she is unsure which he expects to give way first, the handcuff chain or the wrought iron bedpost, but neither does. Not even close.

The mask goes on next, slipped over his head and pushed into position with gentle fingers. She makes a few quick flicking motions near his face, and gets no response. She sits back, satisfied in his blindness.

He is helpless now, and hers.

She wastes no time. Within seconds, she is straddling him, kissing him with a fresh passion far beyond what she can normally muster up in the mornings. Her t-shirt joins his pyjamas in the laundry basket, letting her breasts hang free; her nipples gently rub along his torso as she slides her way up his body.

Her kisses trail downwards, along his jawline, down his neck, across his collarbone and to the centre of his chest. From here, the choice is simple – left or right – but it doesn’t matter much either way: in terms of the response she will get, one nipple is much the same as the other. She opts for his left, flicking her tongue over it before raking it softly with her teeth.

He tries to hold back his moans, but a little one slips through the cracks in his resolve. She can feel him beginning to writhe beneath her, his hips bucking up as though trying to grind against her body, desperate to give himself some friction on his cock. She could order him to stop, and he would, but she likes the display of eagerness. She’s not even sure it’s a conscious decision on his part: it could well be nothing more than an unknowing response to a physical need, which would make it all the sweeter.

One last quick nibble at his chest and she stops, pulling back. She rests in silence just a foot or so away from his naked body, stretched out before her like a piano string.

She never gets tired of just watching him like this. Playing is fun, and she would hate to be in a position where she could look but not touch, but the sight of him patient and ready to be used fills her with a joy that she had never even though might exist before he came into her life.

He stays there, silent and trusting, waiting for her.

She reaches over to the bedside cabinet, picks up the keys to his cage, and holds them just in front of his face. He can’t see them through the blindfold, but a quick jingle is enough to make it clear exactly what is going on: his smile shows her that he understands.

‘You’re going to make me come now,’ she says, simply and without fuss. ‘If you do a good enough job, I’ll let you come too. Agreed?’

He nods eagerly. ‘Yes, Mistress.’

It won’t be sex, and he knows that, but if he’s disappointed he doesn’t let it show: he knows he’s almost certainly going to be allowed to fuck her at some point – numerous points – this weekend. This is an aperitif, designed only to whet his appetite.

Now all he has to do is earn it.

She slips her fingers into the waistband of her underwear and slides the briefs smoothly downwards. She can tell right away that she will be wet, but she tests it anyway, sliding an index finger deep inside herself. Its journey is smooth, sped along by her pleasing slickness; it returns a second later, glistening. She presents it to his eager mouth, and he sucks on it greedily.

‘Thank you, Mistress,’ he says once it withdraws. So well-trained.

She rotates her body, careful to avoid putting undue strain on his wrists, and positions herself inches above his waiting mouth. He breathes in sharply, relishing her scent, but that is all he allows himself: he won’t start licking without her permission, whether it’s implied or explicit.

This morning, it’s the former. She lowers her body further, until her cunt rests just above his lips, and waits for him to get the message.

It only takes him a second or two to dart out his talented tongue and begin his investigations. With the blindfold on and his hands tied, he is limited in his ability to manoeuvre, but he knows her body better than anyone: guided by the feedback from the tip of his tongue and by her moans, starting low but soon growing in intensity, he soon figures out his bearings and begins demonstrating his usual level of skill.

He alternates long, slow strokes with tight, fast little circles around her clit, spurred on by her moans. The feeling is, as always, a mixture of novelty and familiar pleasure. He knows just when to speed up and when to take his time, when to tease her and when to drive her relentlessly towards an orgasm. Over the past six months, he has learned just how she likes to be treated: hours of practice have been enjoyable for them both.

She allows herself to relax completely, letting him do his work without unnecessary input. His eagerness to please – and, she has no doubt, to earn an orgasm for himself – is spurring him on to be more adventurous even than usual with his tongue. His gentle ministrations to her lips send shivers down her spine, forcing her back to arch as she lowers herself still further onto his face.

When she feels him start to slow, she idly begins playing with the cage, tapping the padlock against the hard plastic shell and wordlessly reminding him of the rewards that will be waiting if he does a good job. The effect is electric: it spurs him onwards to please her, makes him greedy for her approval. When he takes her clit into his mouth, alternating his rapid licks with a gentle suction, she loses herself entirely.

Her orgasm approaches in waves, her excitement ebbing and flowing under the control of his tongue. Her legs begin to give way, and she rests her weight on his face and chest as her body tenses involuntarily.

He begins to slow again, misreading her signals, easing off when what she really craves is more of the same. ‘No,’ she says firmly, reaching down and wrapping her hand around the base of his cock, beneath the plastic ring of the cage. ‘Keep going.’

A mumbled ‘Yes Mistress’ comes from between her legs.

She will not come again: she knows that, even if he doesn’t. Sometimes, though, it is nice to be brought back to the real world gently, inch by inch and lick by lick. There is a closeness to his post-orgasmic attentions that she plans to savour for as long as possible – not that he will complain, obviously. She knows that any opportunity for him to taste her will be greatly appreciated. It’s as close to a win-win situation as it is possible to get.

Eventually, she finds herself drifting back to normality, her breathing slowing, her mind wandering to the events of the day to come. She plants a quick peck-kiss on the head of the cage – and its straining contents – and then turns herself around to lie next to him. The cuffs, still holding his arms above his head, shape his body into the perfect support for a close embrace.

‘Good boy,’ she says, content and comfortable.

He smiles, but says nothing. She considers kissing him, but the sight of her wetness still around his mouth is almost too tempting to spoil. For the moment, he is marked as hers. Why ruin it?

They rest together like that for a while, resisting the temptation to drift back off to sleep, before she removes his blindfold. He blinks as his eyes take a moment to adjust to even the dull light of their bedroom. It isn’t until she begins to unlock his handcuffs that he speaks.

‘Mistress?’ he says, doubt leaking into his voice.

‘Mmm?’ she replies as the first ratchet drops free.

‘I thought you said I’d be allowed to come too?’ A pause, before he continues: ‘Did I do something wrong?’

She kisses him then, unable to help herself. His genuine concern that he might not have met her standards trumps the fact that he almost asked to come, and the look of worry in his eyes is too endearing to resist. She tastes herself on his lips, rich and sweet. She can see why he enjoys going down on her so much.

‘You did fine, slave,’ she says, soothingly. ‘And don’t worry: you will be allowed to come. I promise.’

She lets him dwell on it for a moment or two, running the word ‘slave’ over in his mind. His reaction to it is as strong now as it was the day she first used it, semi-jokingly, back when they were just starting to date. Soon, it had become a shorthand for his obedience; eventually, it blossomed into a comforting term of endearment.

‘Thank you, Mistress.’

‘But not yet. Tonight.’

He’s disappointed, she can tell, but she refuses to waste three weeks of sexual frustration on a quick morning handjob. The anticipation of promised relief will be enough to keep him on edge all day, right up until the moment they arrive at the cottage for their weekend getaway, and so when his satisfaction finally comes it will be all the more enjoyable.

A twist of the key and the second ratchet falls away, releasing him. She inspects his wrists – a light indentation in the skin, but nothing that looks too painful – and lets him go. ‘You can make breakfast while I shower,’ she says, smiling. ‘And I suggest you eat big. You’re going to need all your strength for tonight.’

He grins, before moving close to her and kissing her one last time. It’s a strong kiss, confident and playful – the kiss of a man who wouldn’t trade the present moment for anything else in the world. It’s a nice feeling, to be wanted not only completely but also in the here-and-now, rather than in the abstract. She hopes that her kiss tells him that she feels the same way.

She watches his ass sway as he pads his way off to the kitchen, collapses back onto the bed, and revels in the feel of the sheets against her naked body.

Yes, she thinks to herself, today is threatening to be a very good day indeed.
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