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She can hear him milling around in the kitchen, preparing dinner for the two of them.

Ordinarily, they’d go out to eat – the nearby village has a lot of restaurants that come highly recommended, and many others at which they’re practically regulars – but tonight, she doesn’t want to share him.

Tonight, he has to be all hers.

She has prepared herself for a long and exciting weekend, and she looks – if she does say so herself – spectacular. From the heels to the stockings to the pencil skirt and white blouse, it is all designed to give off an aura of sophistication and class – and of course, complete control.

The riding crop she has chosen as an accessory certainly doesn’t harm the effect.

She positions herself in front of the mirror, ready to add the final touch to her outfit – a thick, dark curve of lipstick across the Cupid’s bow of her mouth – but at the last second she stops herself.

Not yet, she thinks. That part of her preparations, she he wants him to see.

She rises from the dressing table, straightens the seam of her stockings, and checks herself one last time. Her preparations are not for him – he will worship her no matter what she does, she knows that – but for her; immersion in the roles they play is what keeps the cottage special. It’s a place of extremes, a place where overemphasis can be the norm, where the mundane monotonies of daily life can be left at the door.

For it to stay that way, appearances must be upheld. She expects no less of him.

She can no longer hear him rustling. Whatever he was cooking, it appears to be in the oven, ready and waiting to be eaten at a time that suits them – or rather, that suits her; he will eat when he is allowed – and the sounds of him scurrying about to prepare things for her have given way to the silence of what she knows is his anticipation.

Despite herself, she smiles. 

She knocks on the door before she leaves the bedroom. It’s an odd inversion, but she wants to give him the chance to be ready.

A few seconds’ wait, with a weekend’s worth of fantasies crammed into them, and then she lets the door swing open in front of her.

He is not ready, but he is close at least. She arrives into the living room just in time to see him take off the apron – the only thing he is allowed to wear in the cottage – and fold it over a chair, before the muscles in his legs seem to give way: he falls hard down to the floor, knees apart, head bowed, hands behind his back.

Does she detect a wince as he hits the tile? Is he OK?

There is no further movement from him, and no sound. He has done this enough times to be well-practiced in the balance between speed and care, and no matter how eager he was, there is no way he’d risk causing himself injury – after all, a trip to the hospital would severely limit their playtime.

He’s fine.

It’s time to start.

She walks over to him, her heels tapping out a staccato rhythm against the stone of the kitchen floor. It’s not more than a few yards from the bedroom door to where he is kneeling, but she takes her time: now it is really happening, the expectation is part of the charm.

Tap. Pause. Tap. Pause.

He hasn’t looked up. Good boy.

Tap. Pause. Tap. Pause. Tap, and stop.

She’s still a little way away from him – too far away to touch his naked body, at least, although close enough that if she chose too she could give him a real stinger with the crop – but she can tell from the angle of his head and the small, soft exhalation he makes that her feet have just entered his line of sight.

Good. Let him enjoy them.

The heels are tall and spiked, black leather ankle boots that expose her toes. Thinking of the hours he has devoted to the care and worship of her feet makes her pussy twinge slightly.

One word, and he could be there now.

She hadn’t planned to indulge his passion for her feet today – and after his momentary slip earlier in the day, she had considered depriving him of them for the foreseeable future – but seeing him like that fills her with an unshakeable desire.

Kneeling suddenly doesn’t seem quite low enough.

She reaches out the hand carrying the crop, placing the tip on his shoulder and running it gently down his arm.

To his credit, he doesn’t flinch.

‘Come here, slave,’ she says.

She tries her best to take any trace of gentleness out of her voice. There will be plenty of time for that late, but right now she needs to mark out the boundaries: she orders, he obeys; she says, he does.

The hands come from behind his back and he drops onto all fours, beginning his crawl towards her. She calls this the puppy position, when she is in the mood to emasculate him and to have him act like her little pet, but there is always a brief moment – just when he begins his crawl, just when the muscles in his back tense right and she can see just how toned and firm his body really is – where she finds herself thinking that he’s not really all that much like a puppy at all. No, he’s too strong for that, and – at least in his day-to-day life – too self-assured. He moves with all the hidden power of a great African predator, stalking his prey on the veldt.

And yet, somehow, he recognises that his place is on the floor in front of her own tiny, delicate frame: the lion kneeling before the lamb.

Every time, the thought thrills her right to her very core.

He is next to her now, his eyes downcast still, and she strokes his hair lovingly. ‘Good boy,’ she says, and she feels him subtly shift under her hand: a swelling of pride at her approval. He is pleased that she is pleased.

The crop comes down slowly, passing into his eye line and drawing his gaze over to her feet. ‘Now say hello properly,’ she says, tapping it lightly at her ankle.

He does not need to be told twice. He lowers his body down, forcing the muscles of his upper back to tense and pop out against the smooth covering of his skin, and she smiles as he brings his lips to rest against the leather that surrounds her left foot. It’s a lingering kiss, one that emerges out of a real dedication to pleasing her, and it is shortly followed by an equally caring display against her right foot.

She knows that he would happily spend the next hour down there, worshipping her, but she has other plans. The crop – an increasingly handy guide, even if she hasn’t had to use it to correct him yet – strokes against the top of his back.

‘Look at me,’ she says.

His eyes meet hers for the first time, filled with an eager enthusiasm that she finds impossible to resist. They have crawled their way up her body, faster than she perhaps would have liked, but the twitch inside his cock cage tells her that he has taken in every inch of her body and that he likes what he sees.

Good. It is for his enjoyment, at least in part.

‘Well? What do you think?’

A pause. Now, it seems, he has decided to take his time.

‘It’s... perfect,’ he says softly, as though speaking too loudly will shatter the illusion and scare her away. ‘You look beautiful, Mistress.’

It’s delivered with such an aching, homespun sincerity that she can’t help but smile – and it’s at least half-true. She does look beautiful.

But there is still something missing.

She shakes her head from side to side and she gently strokes his hair. He means what he says, but she wants to make it clear that there is plenty more to come. Why limit herself to perfection so soon?

‘No, slave,’ she says. ‘Not perfect. Not yet.’

He looks up at her again, confused but smart enough not to question it. Answers will come soon enough, he knows that – or at least, they’ll come when she is ready to give them, and not a moment before.

He does not have to wait long.

Wordlessly, she pulls a tube of lipstick seemingly out of nowhere. He recognises it immediately: Chanel, expensive, her brand of choice, purchased as a gift from him to her one recent birthday or anniversary or Christmas. He recognises not because he picked it out – he didn’t – but because of the effect it always has on him. Already full and coloured a rich pink without the use of makeup, the sight of her lips curved into two dark red bows as she torments him sets his cock throbbing and makes his resolve all but disappear.

Perhaps, she thinks, it is because he pays so much attention to her mouth that his reaction is so strong. Perhaps it is because it is the source of his orders; perhaps it is the fact that his ability to make her lips curl into an O of satisfaction during sex is his best marker of having been able to please her physically.

Perhaps it is for selfish reasons, though – a memory of blowjobs that are now rewards for truly exceptional behaviour. Perhaps when he sees the lipstick, what he really pictures is his cock pushing its way into her mouth, past her lips, down her throat as he takes his pleasure from her.

But no: all of that is pop psychology, and meaningless. All that matters is the reaction he has, and that she can control it the same way she controls him.

His eyes remain fixed on hers as she lowers herself, kneeling down in front of him, bringing her exquisite grace and poise to his level. She does not need to tell him to watch as she uncaps the tube with a click, twists it to make the dark red nub emerge from its hiding place, and then presses it against the centre of her top lip: he is entranced.

He couldn’t look away even if she ordered him to directly.

She presses her lips together, evening-out the coat, wishing she had a mirror so that she could make sure everything was as it should be. Based on his reaction – half low moan, half whimper – it seems that everything is just so.

‘How’s that?’ 

He smiles. ‘Perfect?’

‘Much better.’ A pause, and then: ‘Don’t think I didn’t hear your little moan before, slave.’

He lowers his eyes, embarrassed. He can’t have thought she’d have missed it, surely? She lives for his moments of weakness, those instants where the cravings of his body take him to places his mind could never even have dared to dream about.

‘Sorry, Mistress.’

‘Oh, there’s no need to be sorry,’ she says, struggling to keep her voice light and soft and playful, knowing the barb that she has loaded and waiting. ‘You know I love it when you show me what a little slut you can be.’

She waits as she watches him think it over, tries to catch the moment when that word pushes him deeper into submission.

‘Isn’t that right?’

Silence from him.

‘I asked you a question.’

Silence again, broken only by a sad, small nod of the head – the reluctant admission of a child caught doing something he shouldn’t have been doing.

‘Say it. I want to hear you say it.’

‘Yes, Mistress.’

Her hand darts out with a viper’s quickness, her nails attaching themselves to his nipple and biting down hard. ‘Say it properly,’ she says over the desperate sound of his gasp.

‘I’m your slut.’

There is no hesitation, not now: pain, judiciously applied, can be a great motivator.

‘Again.’

‘I’m your slut.’

Satisfied, she relinquishes her grip, and he breathes an audible sigh of relief.

‘Good boy. Now, you’re not going to forget that, are you?’

He shakes his head. ‘No, Mistress.’

‘What are you?’

‘I’m your slut, Mistress.’

He says it with no trace of embarrassment. In seconds, it has become just one more thing that he has managed to force himself to adapt to, one more hurdle that he has had to jump – one more little victory to add to the list. That he finds it so easy to want to please her makes her as happy as a schoolgirl on the inside, but it is not enough: she has to push the point home.

She brings the point of the lipstick tube up to the firm, toned muscles of his chest and presses down lightly. It is not enough to blunt the tip, but based on his moans it is more than enough pressure to ensure that he can feel it, and when she pulls it away she is pleased to see a dark red dot has been left in its wake.

Perfect.

Now that she knows it works, she moves quickly, tracing the thick curve of an S just above his right nipple in one sweeping motion; the harsh angle of an L follows soon after, with a curl and two lines to form a U and a T.

SLUT.

She takes a moment to inspect her handiwork, the dark lines standing out against the pale skin of his chest, and smiles. It suits him. 

He has closed his eyes at some point during the process, unwilling or unable to see his body marked as nothing more than property for her, and that just will not do. He should see it as it is meant to be seen.

‘Up, slave,’ she says curtly, and when he takes longer than a second or two to react she takes a handful of that soft brown hair and guides him firmly to his feet. A gentle tug leads him out of the man part of the cottage and into the bedroom.

It’s only when he’s standing in front of the mirror that she stops, and forces him to look at himself.

‘There we go,’ she says, sweetness and light. ‘Isn’t that better?’

‘Yes Mistress.’

‘What does it say?’

‘Slut, Mistress.’

‘And why does it say that?’

‘Because it’s what I am. I’m a slut.’

‘My slut.’

He nods, even with her grip still in his hair. ‘Your slut, Mistress.’

‘That’s right. And I can do anything I want with you, as long as that collar’s around your neck.’

‘Yes, Mistress.’

‘And you’re going to enjoy every last second of it, and then you’re going to beg for more.’

‘Yes, Mistress.’

‘Good boy.’

He smiled at that, pleased to have pleased her and happy in her approval.

Gently, still holding his hair, she guides him back to the floor. ‘Don’t move,’ she says, as she crosses over to the holdall that contains the weekend’s entertainment.

Decisions, decisions...

She is tempted by the sight of a flogger, resting on top of all the other strapped and buckled accoutrements of their lifestyle, but tonight she doesn’t feel any particular desire to hurt him.

Tomorrow, on the other hand – when they have got over the first rush of excitement that comes from the cottage and all its opportunities – she might very well feel differently. It’s so easy to imagine taking him outside into the nearby forest, finding a quiet place to settle down out of earshot of the rest of the world, having him bend over and then...

Well, he does cry out so nicely when he’s being beaten. It would be a shame not to make a day of it.

So it’s a no on the flogger. What else? Cuffs are a given, obviously, so they are removed from the mass of leather and placed to one side ready to be used, along with a blindfold: if not immediately, they’re bound to feature sooner or later. Likewise a gag, although that will definitely not be making an appearance until she has had at least a little fun with him. No matter how many times she hears them, his breathy moans and begs make her pussy wet practically instantly. 

Even the thought of it makes her bite her lip in expectation.

It’s only then that she sees what she has been looking for: the strap on, her cock-harness, hidden under the mass of toys and clothes that he prepared for their trip.

Of course it was at the bottom. It would have been the first thing he packed, because he knows that it is the thing that she would have wanted more than anything else.

He knows me so well, she thinks to herself with a smirk.

She pulls it out, dangling the rubber and leather on one finger, and turns to face him.

He is watching her expectantly, as she knew he would be, waiting to see what joy and pain he will be allowed and will be subjected to, but he keeps his face impressively stony as he sees it for the first time.

His cock tells a different story.

It swells in the cage, twitching against the hard plastic sheath, and suddenly she is intimately aware of the cool weight of the key resting on a chain against her chest.

Why can’t she unlock him? Why does she feel this insane urge to wait, to hold back and save it for later? Why can’t she have his cock now, filling her cunt in the way no rubber toy every could? Why does she have to deny herself the feeling of his precome on her lips, or his salty load as it splashes down her throat?

For a second, she almost caves, but then she sees that look in his eyes.

They are hungry, and fixed on the strap on.

He wants it. Perhaps not even consciously, but he wants it just the same. He wants to please her, to take her cock deep inside of him – to feel that same sense of fullness and satisfaction that she gets so often from him.

And so it’s time.

She drops it in front of him, and gives a slight nod of her head: it’s a signal he has come to recognise, a silent permission to continue.

He works quickly, his fingers as eager as the rest of him to start their games, and before long she has the leather straps secured about her hips. The large phallus bobs pleasingly in front of her, inch upon inch of hard black rubber designed with one purpose and one purpose only in mind: to level the playing field, and to shift the power from him to her.

‘Suck it, pet,’ she says.

That’s all she has to say. Greedily, his lips wrap around it, hungry to take it into his mouth and throat. They have been working on throat training recently, and it has started to pay off. Now he is able to take the majority of its length down without any trouble, and she knows that with the right incentive there will be much more to follow.

She reaches her hand back to the collar to help guide him, pushing its length further into his mouth with a gentle pressure, and then a soft, rhythmic thrusting of her hips. He gags slightly as she fucks his face, as the rubber hits the back of his throat and beyond, and she pulls back. A string of saliva follows her.

Good, she thinks. He’ll need the lubrication.

‘That’s right,’ she says as he catches his breath. ‘Show me what a good little cocksucker you can be.’

He moans at that word, but that is all the response she allows of him: the cock is back between his lips within seconds, and his respite is fleeting at best.

The word ‘cocksucker’ is a new development, but it’s one he seems to relish. He isn’t quite over the humiliating aspect of it yet, the fact that – as a straight man – he can so easily be made to make-believe pleasuring another male, and the fact that this particular fantasy has such a pleasantly pronounced effect on his own hardness.

If it wasn’t for the cage, he would be standing to attention now.

She pulls back, and some of his spit splashes onto the letters on his chest. She would wipe it, but that would smudge her handiwork. Better to let it stay like that – a marker of just how desperately dirty he can be.

‘Over the bed,’ she says, and he complies.

The bed frame pushes his locked cock backwards between his legs, and she takes the opportunity to make her point. She grasps it firmly, pulling it just enough to let him know that he is helpless.

‘What’s this?’ she asks.

‘My cock, Mistress,’ he whimpers. ‘Your cock.’

‘That’s right, slut. My cock. Mine to play with. Just like the rest of you.’

‘Yes, Mistress.’

Does she detect a note of happiness in his voice, muffled by the bedding? She’d hope so, certainly. He always responds so well to her displays of ownership.

She pulls his wrists together behind his back and applies the cuffs, one ratchet after another, until they’re just tight enough to dig into his wrists. He won’t be like this for too long, so she can justify the discomfort. As she does so, she makes sure that the hard rubber of her phallus brushes against his ass, resting for a moment in the cleft between his cheeks. When she pulls away, there is a shiny patch of his own spittle where it touched.

He moans out loud, the anticipation too much for him to bear in silence.

Soon, slave, she thinks. Soon it will be mine to take.

Once he is secured, she walks behind him, inspecting her property. The toned flesh of his ass stands in contrast to the black sheets of the bed, a delicious target for her attentions. She runs her fingers across it, enjoying the smooth, unblemished skin.

For now, at least.

Later, he will be marked, and they both know it. By the end of the day, his buttocks will be burning from the sting of her crop and paddle, and rightly so.

But for now, she is able to admire her toy for what he is: a beautiful, pristine example of masculinity, offering everything he can to her control.

She slides the small bullet vibrator into the pouch at the front of the strap on and turns it on, and feels the shudder of pleasure as it makes first contact with her clitoris. It’s small but powerful, and she knows that he can hear the buzzing it makes even if he doesn’t react.

Better yet, she knows he knows what it means. The buzzing means that the fucking that is about to occur is for her benefit, designed to get her off: his enjoyment (or otherwise) is largely incidental to what is going to happen. The cage will likely remain locked. There will be no relief for him, not yet.

But he will take it regardless, and he will take it with thanks.

She pumps a squirt or two of lube into her hand, and strokes the clear gel up and down the length of her cock. She likes the way it feels, slick and cool in her hand. It feels like power.

With these things between their legs, she thinks with a smirk, it’s no wonder men like to believe they rule the world.

Not this man, though: not her Alex. He knows his place, and he is happy for it.

She takes another dollop of the gel and lubricates her finger, teasing his asshole with it. She runs it around his ring, feeling it tense up under the sudden chill, and then relax. He knows it will be easier if he just takes it, if he tries to ready himself for what comes next.

When she sees that he has opened himself up for her, she slides the finger inside him.

He gasps, although it is a moan tinged with pleasure. He has taken much bigger and much rougher things in his ass before, and he has done it in silence. This time, it’s a combination of suddenness and unfamiliarity: it has been a long time since his ass was played with properly, and he needs to adjust mentally to the fact that all of him can be probed and stretched and examined at a moment’s notice, if that’s what she chooses.

She moves the finger around, coating him, preparing him for her cock. Sometimes, she will dispense with the lube altogether and fuck him with nothing more than his own spit to ease its passage into his eager body, but today she wants a tease. By the time she is done with him, he will be desperate.

She pulls out and positions the head of the cock at the very entrance to his ass, the tip just pressing against the tight pink hole. ‘Are you ready for this, slave?’ she asks.

He nods, enthusiastically enough that the chain keeping his wrists together jangles.

‘Yes Mistress,’ he says.

‘Beg for it.’

This is where the humiliation lies. This is where he shows his worth.

‘Please, Mistress,’ he moans. ‘Please fuck my ass.’ A pause, and then, more softly: ‘Please take everything.’

And she does.

She pushes forward in one smooth, easy stroke, parting his cheeks with the black rubber of her cock and watching happily as his back arches and his hands clench in a mixture of discomfort and ecstasy. 

The discomfort will fade, once he grows used to it, but the ecstasy will last and last. She is counting on it.

She pulls her hips back, almost letting her cock escape from him, and then pushes into him again, over and over. Her rhythm is gentle and slow, designed to tease rather than torment, and she revels in the change that comes over him.

First, the tension. She can see it in his back, and in the muscles of his arms as he struggles to get used to what is happening to him the invader that is probing his most private of places: he is strung out tighter than a piano string. After a few thrusts, however, he lets himself fall into a more relaxed state. The knotted tangle of his shoulder blades eases, and he lets his body fall forward onto the bed fully.

This is the way it always goes with his anal training: first reluctance, then acceptance.

Then desire.

She stops thrusting suddenly, leaving the cock half in and half out of his ass, and she is pleased to see that it only takes him a moment’s hesitation before he shifts backwards, re-engulfing her toy in his body.

She could punish him for that – for his greed, for taking what she didn’t give him without asking for permission – but his enthusiasm is what he wants. She remembers how reluctant he was the first time she had suggested it, and the difference is incredible.

He has been well trained, and it is all down to her.

His reward comes in the form of her speeding up, taking long, deep thrusts inside him over and over, pressing his body against the bed. With one hand, she grips the chain of the handcuffs, giving her the leverage she needs to drive the cock into his eager ass and holding him in position; with the other, she reaches around in front of him and gently begins to play with his nipple.

Between playing with his chest and probing at his prostate, it’s usually possible for her to make him come, but that isn’t what she wants – not yet, anyway.

The only orgasms that will happen between them in the next few hours belong to her.

The bullet buzzes away against her clit, and when she gets close enough to him to press it against her fully she gets a shock of excitement that runs through her body from head to toe. She pulls him closer, sinking the cock deep into his ass, desperate to keep the pressure against her most sensitive areas.

His moans as she pushes into him only help to drive her on, encouraging her to go harder.

‘That’s right,’ she moans as she pounds into him. ‘You’re mine now. My little slut. My little slut. My little...’

Her words trail away, and no new ones come to replace them: her mind is elsewhere. She finds herself suddenly incapable of concentrating on anything but the buzzing against her clit, and the feeling of her skin against his.

For a moment, she wishes the hard rubber penis between her legs wasn’t rubber at all.

Yes... that would be better. Then she could feel the same sensations he is, the pressure of his ass pushing against every inch of her length. Skin on skin. The intimacy of his possession.

She reaches forwards, grasping at his chest, her nails digging into his pectorals as she scrambles to find his nipples; when her fingertips discover the soft buttons, she pinches them hard enough to make him gasp.

She is expecting him to scream, that his discomfort will be enough to push her over the edge, but he doesn’t. Instead, he bites his lip to retain his composure, and when he is able to speak again he whispers three words, and nothing more.

‘Thank you, Mistress,’ he says.

That does it.

The orgasm runs through her like a river, sweeping her away in its intensity. Her hips, rather than bucking rhythmically into his ass, press firm against him and stay there, keeping the vibrator held where it can do its much-needed work. It becomes the most important thing – the only important thing, at least until she has taken all the pleasure she can from it – and when she feels it push her over the edge into climax she grips his body as though she never plans to let go.

It spreads through her, setting her nerve endings on fire with lust and excitation, quickening her breaths and curling her toes even as she stands behind him.

And then, as suddenly as it began, she is spent.

Breathing heavily, she pulls out from him, the black cock shiny with lube and sweat. She watches as his ass follows it, desperate to keep it inside of him for even a second longer, before his asshole gives it up and puckers closed.

‘Good boy,’ she says, and he gives a slight whimper. He has been used, now, and the sense of degradation is setting in: he was fucked like a whore, and he enjoyed it. What does that say about him?

She knows for a fact that his mind is turning over the letters she wrote on his chest: SLUT. They will be smudged now, but their meaning will be burnt onto his psyche. He is her slut, and everything that entails.

That is all he needs to be.

She strokes his back, and says ‘Good boy’ again, which seems to settle his mind. He nods softly, as if to say ‘I’m OK’, and then thanks her. Whether it is for the fucking or the gentle, caring touch that followed, she does not know.

He can be left now. The food is in the oven, but if his roasts are anything to go by then it will be at least an hour and a half before his attention is needed. With her satisfied sexually, there’s really no reason for her to let him go. Instead, she unfastens the cuffs and secures them – albeit more loosely – above his head.

She considers using her strap on to gag him, but decides against it: only the best will do right now, and at the moment, ‘best’ translates directly to ‘most secure’.

She heads over to her bag of tricks and pulls out a ball gag, shiny red rubber designed to silence any dissent – not that she expects any from him, not with him as worn out as he appears right now – and approaches his face.

‘Open,’ she says, a little more harshly than she perhaps intended, and he obeys without question.

Good boy.

Once it is buckled in place, she plants a kiss lightly on the top of his head. ‘Stay there,’ she says. ‘I’ll be back when I have some use for you.’

He smiles around the gag and lays his head down on the bed, content in the knowledge that he will be there for some time, but that she knows exactly where to find him.

Another kiss, over the gag this time, and she heads back out into the living room. Perhaps she’ll read a book: somewhat optimistically, she had thrown a paperback in her bag this morning before she left, assuming that eventually they would need a break and she could get a little light reading in.

Suddenly, though, the thought of sitting and reading while he waits trussed up just a room away seems like a dreadful waste. Even though the tease is for his benefit as much as it is to give her a chance to recover and ensure that they don’t end up exhausted on the first day, there are so many better things he could be doing: a foot massage, perhaps, or even just kneeling by her feet, adoring them in the way she has trained him to do without question.

Perhaps, she thinks with a smile, she might be able to find a use for him more quickly than either of them anticipated.
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