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He has been gone forever.

She sighs, and checks the clock on the dashboard for what feels like the thousandth time. It blinks at her, mocking her in neon blue: four minutes to three. He has been gone for just over six minutes, and yet it feels like an eternity.

It’s not the time itself that is the problem – although she still finds it odd that she can begin to miss him in six measly minutes – but the expectation of what is to come. For her, the ten or so minutes she gave him to prepare the cottage are like the days leading up to Christmas for a young child. They stretch on and on, but no matter what she does there is no way to make them come faster.

Except no. That isn’t quite right.

She could leave the car now. She could crunch her way along the gravel footpath, could open the door, could catch him halfway through laying the groundwork for three days of play. She could punish him for not being ready – could select a crop from the suitcase, order him to bend over right there in the lounge and make him yelp for the gross inconvenience of making her wait. She could make him thank her for every strike, and he’d do it, too – never mind the fact that he had done nothing except follow her instructions as given.

She could do all that – but she won’t.

It would be unfair to him, but a lot of the things she does to him are unfair and he laps them up with an almost gleeful enthusiasm. He probably wouldn’t even mind: there are days when he revels in her cruelty, deserved or otherwise.

No, Alex would appreciate every swish-sting of the leather against his ass. She can’t enter now because she would be doing herself a disservice. To break her agreement with him is to cheat herself out of his dedication, to break the spell of his submission to her. It would be akin to rummaging around under stairs and in the backs of cupboards in order to find a wrapped gift – shaking it, feeling its weight for clues, or sneaking back the paper, one desperate inch at a time, to see what lies beneath.

Sometimes, she knows, it is better to be patient.

She just wishes it wasn’t so damn difficult.

Two minutes to three, now. She will leave at three, she tells herself, and not a second before. This is her last test of willpower for the weekend. From the second she opens that door, time will tick on according to her terms and no one else’s. He will be tested – by God, will he be tested – but she will be able to revel in the glow of his complete obedience.

The thought brings a smile to her face.

If history has taught her anything, it’s that the cottage will already be pretty much arranged according to her wishes. The candles will likely be laid out by now, unlit until nightfall, and the bath slowly filling with scalding water and piles of foam, just the way she likes it. The holdall – one half filled with clothes, the other with toys for the weekend’s festivities – will be placed in the bedroom until it is needed. They have been here enough times now that he can set things up at speed and to her exacting standards simultaneously, which is useful: it gives him chance to get in position and prepare himself before her arrival.

One minute to go.

Surely, she could go in just one minute early? He’s probably already waiting for her. What difference is an extra sixty seconds in the grand scheme of things?

She places her fingertips gently on the door handle, but stops herself. She must wait. It is important that she resist temptation for just a little while longer.

Perhaps, she thinks, Alex isn’t the only masochist in their relationship.

Thirty seconds left.

She wonders how he’ll react when he sees her. Whether or not he’ll be able to keep the joy out of his eyes. Whether or not he’ll even try.

Twenty.

She wonders if he will be erect.

Ten.

A fleeting concern: what if something has gone wrong? What if he didn’t have time for once, and she catches him only half-prepared? What if her eagerness manages to ruin the illusion?

Five.

No. She said ten minutes, and it has been ten minutes. He will be ready, because if he is not then he will suffer.

The clock winks past the hour; the door is opened and her feet hit the gravel pathway with a pleasing crunch. She strides purposefully to the cottage door, a heavy oak barrier between real life and fantasy, and pauses. A deep breath – a channelling, if you will, of whatever dominant energy she can muster. It is not a game, whatever will come to pass this weekend, but despite the fact that neither one of them will be acting, she still has a role to play.

She is a Mistress. She is his Mistress.

And she is ready.

The door is heavy but not stiff; it glides silently open with a slight push, dragged onwards by its own mass as much as propelled by her. Perhaps, she thinks, the theatrics of the whole affair might be better served by the door giving a loud, horror-movie creak – something for him to focus on, something to announce her arrival properly – but the hinges are too well-oiled and so they will have to make do.

It’s a hard life, she thinks, and grins to herself.

She wonders if he noticed, but as the door swings out of view and reveals the cottage’s main living area to her, she can see that he didn’t. He is kneeling the way she has taught him to kneel: head down, hands behind his back, legs apart, toes on the floor. He is naked, as he is always to be here, and she can already see his cock straining at the hard plastic of the cage. His anticipation is endearing, but there will be no relief for a while. Let it strain.

She walks around him, examining his work. Six candles are laid out on the mantelpiece, ready for tonight, and she can hear the sound of running water from the bathroom: the subtle scent of lavender floats gently through the house.

Past him, now, and into the bedroom. The sheets have been changed – a fresh expanse of black cotton, perfect for the mood she is trying to create – and the bag of toys is open and ready for her inspection. She casts a quick, discerning eye over it, sees nothing that immediately grabs her attention, then heads back out.

He’s still there, head bowed in supplication, facing the door through which she first came in. She hasn’t yet given him permission to move, and so he hasn’t: she doubts the thought has even crossed his mind.

She walks over to him, runs her fingers through his hair softly, and says, ‘Good.’

His back straightens with pride even as his eyes remain downcast. Pleasing her, he has learned, means a reward, and she suspects he already knows what is coming next.

She squats down in front of him, places her fingers gently on his chin and lifts his head up, forcing his eyes to meet her own. He’s smiling nervously, despite the fact that they must have performed this little ceremony a hundred times since they moved in together. It’s a good sign: it shows that he values it, and that is what counts.

She kisses him softly, enjoying the brief intimacy of lip-to-lip contact, before reaching into her handbag: this is what he has been waiting for. She can see his eyes following her hand eagerly, and when it re-emerges holding his collar his grin widens. ‘Head down,’ she says, and he obeys immediately.

She hinges the collar closed around his neck gently, making sure she traps neither hair nor skin, and slides the screw fastener into the hole. There is something so pleasing about having a hard ring of steel to keep him under control: more complicated than a leather collar and padlock, perhaps, but the near-seamless band of metal sends an aesthetic message that she finds hard to resist.

A final few turns of the screw and the head sinks down into its little hole. As far as he is concerned, there can be no release except through her.

She stands as he moves his head from side to side. He has only been out of the collar for three hours or so – the time it took them to drive here – but it is heavy enough that it still takes him a moment or two to adjust. Once he has relearned how it feels to be marked as her property and how comforting restraint can be, he completes the ritual: slowly he lowers his head to the floor, and plants one kiss on the toe of each of her shoes.

‘Thank you, Mistress,’ he says, and that is enough.

The sound of water splashing into the bathtub calls for her attention: as much as she would love to revel in the moment, a flooding might put a downer on their weekend plans. She walks to the bathroom door, and – after a momentary confusion caused by his continued holding of position – says, ‘Come here.’

He turns, looks at her, and waits.

Does he stand? Does he crawl? It’s hard to be sure. It is rare that she makes him stay on his hands and knees, unless she is actively trying to humiliate him or if they are engaging in a spot of pet play, but at the same time she hasn’t told him to get up the way she usually would.

She watches him wrestle with the dilemma for a second, turning it over in his mind: up, or down?

For a moment, she thinks he will get to his feet and follow her. If she is angry with his decision, the skin of his ass will be the cost of an apology – but then again, a heavy cropping will probably happen either way. Part of the appeal of the cottage, far away from listening ears, is that she can make him scream without concerning the neighbours. He fully expects that he will be sore at the end of the weekend no matter how perfect his behaviour is. Some days, she just wants to break him – not as punishment, but to give him a chance to prove his devotion.

But still... orders are orders. He was instructed to wait for her on the floor, and on the floor he must remain.

He crawls across to her, knees rubbing uncomfortably against the hard wood, but it is nothing that he can’t handle.

‘Good boy,’ she says. He has chosen well, but her fingers at the back of his collar gently pull him upwards. It is time to stand.

He used to feel ridiculous, standing in front of her naked while she was fully clothed, but she has trained an acceptance of nudity into him over the past six months that makes his shame a far-off memory, almost forgotten. Now, it seems normal: clothes are, after all, a mark of power, a decision that tells an observer something about yourself. In his nakedness, he is telling anyone who sees him that he has given up control of that decision – of all decisions – to her.

The imbalance doesn’t last long.

She doesn’t like the faux-dominance that comes from being undressed by someone else: it makes her feel childish and incapable at the best of times, and so she disrobes with a minimum of fuss. Every item of clothing is handed off to him and immediately folded neatly and put off to one side. It is only a t-shirt and jeans, coupled with an old bra and a mismatched pair of underwear, but he treats them with a reverence that befits her even if it seems a little wasted on her choice of garments.

They are travelling clothes, nothing more. Her preferred outfit – what she likes to think of as her Mistress uniform – rests in the holdall, but they can wait until she has freshened up.

It doesn’t take long before she stands as naked as he is – more so, in fact, thanks to the collar and cage, but she is so used to seeing them that they barely even register anymore. He finishes his folding and looks down at her body, over the supple curves of her breasts, the tight mound of her pussy with its smattering of hair, and smiles.

Suddenly, he is kissing her.

It’s unexpected, but not unwelcome. He pulls her in close, pressing her naked body up against his own, running his hands over her. It is only with great reluctance that she pulls away.

‘Hey,’ she says, giving him a light tap on the cheek with the flat of her fingers. ‘Behave.’

‘Sorry, Mistress,’ he says, but that is only half true: he’d be sorry if he had offended her, but it is clear that he deems the kiss worth a black mark or two, especially given that she seemed pleased with the outcome. He is testing the boundaries as he always does, but it’s more than that, somehow: the kiss was unavoidable, the response of his longing bubbling over and spilling out in whatever way it could.

She has been trying to train some sense of restraint into him, and it has been largely successful, but still – it’s nice to see that she can inspire that amount of lust.

The bath is full, the foam just about beginning to peek over the rim, and he holds her hand as she submerges herself beneath the bubbles: the floor of the bath is slippery, and she could use the support.

The temperature is perfect, as she expected it would be: almost hot enough to be painful. The heat opens her up as it hits her skin, leaving her feeling fresh and alive. Later, as it cools, she would normally choose to revel in its softness; by the time the water becomes unenjoyably chilly, she will long since have had her fill.

He kneels to match her, silent by the side of the bath and awaiting his instructions. There are none, for now.

She closes her eyes, and rests.

Bathtimes have always been a luxury, but today it is one that she plans to cut short. Ordinarily, she would happily stay submerged until she pruned up – perhaps letting Alex rest next to her, perhaps placing him in a strenuous tie in the other room – but for now she recognises that his desires need release too.

It is not entirely an altruistic feeling: the sight of him, collared and caged and naked, ready to serve her, makes her pussy twitch even under the water. The sooner they can start their fun, the better.

Perhaps there is a way to speed things along.

‘Wash me,’ she says.

‘Wash you?’

She reaches behind her head and hands him the natural sponge she finds there. ‘Take this, and wash me.’

‘Yes, Mistress,’ he says, smiling but slightly confused. She has never asked to be washed before, but there is a first time for everything and he has no intention of squandering it.

He takes the sponge from her, dunks it beneath the foam, and brings it gently up the curve of her back. If the water is too hot for his hand, he doesn’t show it: his movements are teasingly slow and precise, like a waltz across her skin.

The sponge crosses the threshold of her shoulder, heads along her collarbone, and waits. He squeezes it gently, letting warm rivulets of water cascade across her breasts, but he doesn’t go any further – not without permission. She gives a slight, barely-perceptible nod, and that is enough.

The gentle pressure of the sponge against her nipples combined with the sweltering heat of the bathwater sends a shiver up her spine. There is something about the idea of being waited on that has always appealed to her, but this is something else entirely.

‘Lower,’ she says, and he complies. The sponge sweeps back below the foam line, rubbing across her stomach under the water. It comes up again, hot and dripping, and again he squeezes the moisture out over the curves of her naked body. This time is different, though. Whereas before, the soft pressure of the sponge against her nipples was incidental – not quite accidental, but certainly without motive – this time it is deliberate. He rubs it fleetingly across the soft areolas and she feels them harden. In the heat of the bathroom it is impossible to blame it on anything other than arousal.

That is all he needs.

Her enjoyment makes him braver. The third sweep across her breasts ends with him gently grazing them with the tips of his fingers, and a moan she cannot suppress.

And why should she? He belongs to her. It’s time he earned his keep.

Wordlessly, she takes the sponge from him and guides his hand back under the bubbles. He moves with her, his fingers her extension of her own, and when he finally reaches the soft nub of her clitoris it is clear to both of them exactly what she needs.

He traces small, smooth circles as her own hands rise up to grasp the sides of the tub: he no longer needs her guidance. Instead, she is free to support herself as his fingers work their magic.

She has long since recovered from this morning’s ministrations of his tongue, but she finds herself slipping easily back into the same groove. Her hips begin pushing back and forth under the water, causing a steady pattern of waves to splash and break against the ceramic. They all come from her: except for the eager frenzy of his fingers against her clitoris, his hand is remarkably still.

‘Inside,’ she says. ‘Now.’

Two fingers spread her lips underwater while the duty of continued pressure against her clit is taken over by his thumb. They tease her, stroking gently up and down, feeling her bloom at his touch, before they slide into her forcefully. There is power in his hands, but also restraint and control: he knows just how far to push before he stops, just how much pressure to apply – and just where to apply it. Soon his fingers are stroking her front wall with expert skill, his come-hither motions threatening to make her do just that.

Somehow, her eyes have scrunched themselves closed. She forces them open, and immediately wishes she hadn’t.

He is looking away, staring around the room. His fingers might be doing some of their very best work, but his mind is wandering. He is absent when he should be at his most present.

And he is smiling. This is a problem.

It’s not that she doesn’t want him to enjoy serving her: of course she does. It’s the look in his eyes that sets her off. There’s a smugness there, a self-satisfaction that she recognises from the early days of the relationship. The last time she saw it was the first time she had made him give her three straight orgasms with his mouth, and he had managed it without any difficulty at all, continuing onwards until she had to practically beg him to stop.

What she sees in his eyes is pride, not in their relationship but in his own abilities: pride that can so easily lead to laziness. To taking each other for granted. To a loss of the devotion that she needs with a passion that burns like a fire in her belly.

It’s a vanity that, while not fatal, she does not wish to encourage.

She pushes his hand away from her pussy in one firm, quick motion; if she does it any other way, it’s entirely possible that her resolve will weaken and she’ll give herself over to the orgasm that is within such easy reach. For a moment he looks confused as his mind snaps back from its daydream, then he realises his mistake. His head bows in recognition.

It’s enough. She can see that. There will be no need to punish him.

Not actively, anyway.

She stretches out a hand and strokes the side of his face affectionately, leaving a faint streak of wetness that he doesn’t move to rub off. All is forgiven. Now she just needs to scratch her itch.

‘Get in the corner,’ she says at last – firmly, but without malice. ‘And when you get there, close your eyes.’

‘Yes Mistress.’

He rises, but exactly why seems like a waste of a question: the bathroom isn’t large, and he only ends up moving about three feet from his position at the side of the bath. He waits up on his knees and with his hands clasped tightly behind his back, not a relaxed position but instead the equivalent of being made to stand at attention. From this distance, and even through the steam of the bathroom, she can see his cock is still struggling in its cage.

By the time her eyes dart back up to meet his, they are closed.

The glorious throbbing in her pussy is still running mostly undiminished, despite the interruption, and it must be dealt with.

Her hand slips beneath the waterline once more, and starts a gentle tease, building in intensity as she goes on. There is no reason for her to stay quiet now – in fact, she thinks, that would rather defeat the object.

Faster, now, working towards a majestic crescendo, feeling her body react to the ebb and flow of her longing, she begins to moan: softly at first, so as to be almost imperceptible even in the relative silence of the bathroom, but soon growing in intensity. What starts as a quiet mewling soon becomes loud and primal, rich with passion and peppered with curse words.

As skilled as Alex is, she knows what she needs right now, and her fingers seek it out: caresses of her outer lips, alternated with rapid circles around her clit. Her left hand, not to be outdone, leaves the wall of the bathtub and heads to her nipples, gently pinching them. The pressure stimulates the blood flow, making them more sensitive to the burn of the bathwater, and she relishes the slight sting as they dip beneath the surface.

Alex shifts uncomfortably in his position in the corner: his cock is filling out the hard plastic tube nicely, and his nipples stand prominent and firm against his chest. What she wouldn’t take to grasp one firmly, to hear him give out a subtle gasp of pain as she twists it, his grunts of pleasure as she rakes her fingernails down the length of his chest...

He is still, but she can tell he is listening intently, absorbed in her moans the way she is absorbed in her fantasies.

Her excitement is more than she can stand at last; her nimble fingers have almost completed their job. The pinching of her nipples has given way to a delicate stroking, feather-touches designed to whip her into a frenzy as her fingers push deep inside of her.

With every press against the front wall of her pussy, she pictures his cock doing the same, the weight of his body on hers as she orders him to fuck her, hard and fast.

Later, she thinks. Be patient.

At the edge, she changes suddenly, as if trying to take her own body by surprise. Now it is her clitoris that gets the delicate attention, her fingers barely moving but doing it at great speed, trying to simulate the buzz of a vibrator as best as possible.

A moment or two, teetering on the edge of her pleasure, trying to hold onto that second for as long as possible, to stretch a pinprick of time out as far as she can...

A gasp, and then...

She comes hard and fast, her legs shaking and sending ripples through the water. It rips through her as though it is trying to escape, rolling out of her body in waves that feel like they will never stop. Her body writhes and bucks beneath the water, her back arching, her toes curled in a fierce ecstasy.

And then, as quickly as it began, it is over.

It takes her a moment or two to catch her breath, to slow it into something resembling a normal rhythm, which is good: it gives the room a chance to stop spinning and to come back into focus.

Throughout all of it, he has remained in position, stock-still and waiting.

‘Open your eyes,’ she says softly, and beckons him forward with a crooked finger. The distance was necessary – his punishment – but it was punishment for her too. Now she wants his closeness, if only for a moment.

A hand, still wet from the bathtub, rubs the side of his face softly, and a finger hooks its way underneath the steel of the collar, pulling him in for a kiss.

She could stay here forever, her lips locked against his as he kneels beside her, but it has to end. There are things she has to do now that would spoil the magic: body parts to be scrubbed, other parts to be shaved. When she emerges, it shouldn’t be with wet hair and wrapped in a bath towel, even though she knows he would still look at her as though she was a goddess.

No, not today. Today, she has to be perfect. The cottage grants her the freedom of theatricality in a way their flat never could, and it would be a shame not to use it.

One last quick peck on the cheek and she orders him out of the room, with instructions to finish making the usual preparations. He stands at last, his cock inches from her face, and she feels that old, familiar twinge of expectation.

Soon.

As the door clicks closed behind the firm curve of his ass, she smiles, holds her breath, and submerges herself happily beneath the water.


Want more?

EstherHarshom.com

OEBPS/images/image_40c2bf3b-e54c-436e-92d8-7aa913375163634326606133748945.jpg
A Day in the Life

An Erofic Short Story
by Esther Harshom





