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It is dark when she wakes.

She stretches out and reaches over to where the taut muscles of his chest should be, but her hand comes back empty. He’s probably just gone to the bathroom, she thinks to herself in her sleep-addled state, but that isn’t it. It isn’t just that he is missing: the whole side of his bed has vanished. There is nothing but air in the darkness.

That creeping feeling of uneasiness and unfamiliarity stalks her. Where is she?

It comes back to her in pieces, fractured over no more than a second: first waking up in her own bed, her orgasm that morning, and then the trip into the country to their cottage.

Of course. The cottage.

But if she’s at the cottage, why is he not there next to her?

Unless...

She sits up suddenly. There is no duvet covering her, and as she propels herself upwards the paperback that had previously been resting on her chest falls unceremoniously to the floor. A quick pat with her hands in the darkness tells her that she is still dressed – still dressed, of course, but they had already begun their games.

With a tremendous feeling of guilt, she pads softly through the darkness. Sure enough, as she flicks on the light in the hallway – just enough to let her see into the bedroom – he is there, just as he was left. He is naked, as she expected, and his eyes are facing the ceiling. His mouth is gagged, a bright red rubber ball forcing his lips apart and taking away the privilege of speech.

She knows he would have willingly subjected himself to this if only she had asked him, but the fact that she left him like this without any warning plays heavily on her mind. Worse still, she has broken the magic of the cottage – this sacred, glorious retreat where their sexuality can run rampant. This was supposed to be their weekend, a time spent to enjoy each other’s bodies, to revel in the touch of skin and the sting of the crop.

And she managed to fall asleep on the couch – reading a fucking paperback, no less.

His eyes are fixed at a point above his head, resolutely not meeting hers. Can he really be so angry at her for leaving him that he can’t even bear to look at her? A pang of guilt shoots through her. After everything they had spoken about, after everything she had promised him – and after three uncomplaining weeks locked inside a slight plastic tube – this is how she repays his devotion? It’s no wonder he’s mad. She’s mad at herself.

But still... there is something wrong.

No.

His eyes aren’t staring at the ceiling at all. They’re closed. His chest rises and falls in a soft, gentle rhythm.

He’s sleeping. Not mad, not upset – just asleep.

Thank God.

She watches him for a moment as he rests, his hands cuffed tightly above his head, and she finds herself smiling. This boy – this man, in fact; this beautiful, wonderful, caring, submissive man – is all hers. It is his choice to defer to her judgement, to allow her to make choices for him. It is his choice to allow his cock to be caged up for weeks or more at a time, to forgo his own pleasure in the pursuit of hers. It is his choice to be marked as her property. She sees the collar glinting in the soft reflected light from the hallway, and wonders just how much of the lipstick she used to write on his chest is still visible.

SLUT.

She doesn’t need to see it to know it is there; it doesn’t need to be there for it to be the truth. It’s part of him now. Then again, it has been part of him for a long time.

A panic cuts through her pleasant recollections of earlier days: he was cooking when she came in that afternoon. Their dinner was in the oven when she took him.

The food.

Oh, no.

She leaps from her spot in the doorway and heads to the kitchen, expecting to see his roast nothing more than a charred lump of carbon in the oven, but she is pleasantly surprised: he must have set a timer, because everything is off. It’s not quite as piping hot as it could be, but it smells delicious.

That is so typically him. Even though she is in control, he has taken care of everything. She really could not ask for better.

And so, at long last, it is time for his reward. He has earned it.

He doesn’t stir as she slips into the bedroom. In fact, she is almost on top of him before he begins to wake up. The gag still keeps his lips parted – effectively enough that his confused murmurings are all but unintelligible – and his hands are still held tightly above his head by the cuffs. By now they must be beginning to make his skin ache, but she isn’t worried.

She can make him forget his wrists. There is no doubt in her mind about that.

‘Hush now,’ she says soothingly, and he falls silent immediately; he trusts her, and rightly so. ‘It’s time.’

She watches for a second as he looks around the room, trying to get his bearings, before he lets his head drop back contentedly. All is forgiven.

She lets her hand trace down the muscles on his chest, running across his nipples and enjoying the feel of them hardening under her touch. Down to his abs now, and their solid firmness underneath her: pure power, tamed for her. Finally, it reaches its goal.

The cage is solid, and they both know it. The only way it will be coming off is with the assistance of the key that rests on a chain around her neck, no matter how much his cock strains against it. She teases him, tapping the key against the plastic.

‘I bet you’d promise me just about anything if I let you out of this, wouldn’t you?’ she asks. All of her guilt for leaving him like this is gone; as she watches how eagerly he nods his response, it is impossible for her not to slip back into her dominant mindset. She needs this as much as he does.

How long has she been waiting for this? How many night has she desired this cock inside her, free from its hard plastic enclosure? Many, she thinks, but that isn’t right: if she had wanted it badly enough over the past three weeks – truly wanted it, rather than as a passing fancy – she would have had it. That was the entire purpose of keeping him locked up: his cock, as well as his orgasms, were completely at her discretion, able to be taken when and only when she decided.

Now, though... now, she can barely wait at all. She needs it – not just for the feeling of it inside her, stretching out her cunt with its magnificent girth, but also for the sheer joy of playing with it. How long had it been since she had had the time, the presence and the desire to just enjoy her toy – to take it into her mouth, to tease the tip with a dainty fingernail, to pump him almost to release before pulling back and letting him moan his frustrations out loud?

Too long, she thought. But that changed tonight.

Still... a few more minutes of torture wouldn’t kill him, would it?

She lowers her body down onto his, kissing his chest and then the ridges of his stomach, before the cage stares at her. Even with this slight tease she can see him straining against it, his flesh putting up a valiant attempt to break out. His head, already flushed with blood and excitement, is attempting to emerge from the hole at the tip, as hard as its restraints will allow. A single bead of precome has formed already; more, she is sure, will follow.

‘Oh, my poor little boy,’ she says, her voice light with mock condescension. ‘All excited and with nowhere to go. Such a shame.’

He is watching her between his legs as her tongue parts her lips and then moves forward, licking the bead of his excitement through the hole in the plastic. The taste is as glorious and familiar as she remembers, but the teasing of her tongue is too much for him to bear: he moans into the gag and throws his head backwards in joy and frustration.

Patience, she thinks.

It is for the best that he isn’t watching her: it gives her the element of surprise. With one quick movement, she slips the key into the lock and gives it a sharp twist. By the time the click that signifies his freedom – the first real freedom he has tasted in three weeks, minus the times she has removed it to bathe him – reaches his ears, she is already easing the tube down the length of his dick. It takes no time at all, and soon he is released.

At last, she thinks. She suspects that he feels much the same way.

‘I’m going to play with you now,’ she says, her matter-of-fact tone doing a good job of hiding her building excitement, ‘but you do not come. I don’t care how good it feels, or how close you get. I don’t care if I push you beyond what you think you can take. I don’t care if you have to scream blue murder into that gag to get me to stop. You. Do. Not. Come. Understood?’

The nodding that follows is adorably frantic, the mumbled ‘Yes, Mistress’ that comes through the gag tinged with excitement and longing. No matter what happens, he won’t risk fucking up at such a late stage.

That doesn’t mean she plans to make it easy for him, of course.

She begins with a kiss, pressing her lips against the purple head of his cock. As soon as she make contact, he gives another moan, but she finds him easier to ignore now. For the moment – as in all moments – things are to be on her terms.

She lets her tongue flick over him, swirling a single loop around the head, clearing him of the precome that has been building there. A playful lick from the base right the way up the shaft causes him to shiver in excitement; another, tracing the exact same line with her tongue, and he threatens to lose control entirely.

Three weeks without this... how did he last so long? More to the point, how did she?

Suddenly, she finds herself overcome by an urge, a desperate need to feel him filling her throat. With a quick motion, she takes his rock hard cock into her mouth, swallowing it inch by delicious inch until her chin is practically touching his balls. His whimpers of sustained pleasure grow more frantic with every lick, evolving into fully-fledged moans and then begging.

Not for more, she realises almost too late.

He wants less.

She withdraws from him, sees his eyes scrunched shut and his mind attempting to close off the physical pleasure from his willpower. For a second she wonders what is going through his mind – world history? Football scores? Multiplication tables? Anything that would distract him from her lips around his cock would do it – and she considers playing with his balls, seeing if she can keep him balancing on this desperate edge without teetering off, but she decides against it. It would have been so easy for him to have given in right then, to have spurted down her throat, and yet he didn’t.

He obeyed. He always obeys.

She is glad, mostly. Not for his inability to cope – given the choice, she would still be down there, licking and sucking and teasing her man – but she is glad that he didn’t blow his load so early. Firstly, there is fucking to be done: if her mouth cried out for him, her cunt is screaming desperate obscenities. Secondly, and perhaps most importantly, his efforts to pull back would have ruined his orgasm, and that will not do.

When an orgasm is to be ruined, she will be the one to ruin it. This one – the one that she has brought him to the cottage to have – is a gift from her to him, from Mistress to slave, from owner to possession. It is not to be ruined.

It is to be savoured.

There will be more time to suck at him later. Perhaps she even will allow him to go to completion in her mouth. It has been a while, after all, and he has been so well behaved...

He opens his eyes and looks at her apologetically, knowing what he deprived her of. She tuts theatrically. Just because she is glad doesn’t mean there will be no repercussions.

She heads back to the holdall, and considers her options. It could be a crop, or a paddle, or a flogger: a little sting might take some of the enthusiasm out of him, and in turn let her carry on her tease for just a little while longer. But no, not now. Best to save it.

The clamps, on the other hand...

The thin silver chain glimmers at her from the top of the pile, begging to be chosen. His nipples have always been so very sensitive, and the little metal teeth look so wonderful as they bite into his delicate flesh.

Yes. The clamps it is.

He is watching her as she approaches, relieved that she hasn’t chosen something with serious clout, but when she reveals her selection her throws his head back in acceptance without joy.

The pleasure is hers, not his. He should know that.

The clothing has to go. Its time has long since passed. Now, she needs the feel of his flesh against hers, needs to see his adoring eyes running over her curves the way they have ever since the first time he saw her. The blouse is unbuttoned with a minimum of fuss and tossed into a corner, and the pencil skirt soon follows. If he were the one undressing her, she would bluster and complain over the treatment of her clothes, insisting – as he expects – that they be neatly folded before their games begin.

But that’s a job for him, not her. Haste is her prerogative. He can get them later, whenever later is.

The specially-chosen lingerie doesn’t last long enough to be properly enjoyed; in fact, the bra and wispy, gossamer panties are removed so quickly that she thinks they might even be able to have a second first-showing at a later date. Perhaps tomorrow, once the urgency has died down and she knows they will have his full attention. They are worthy of proper worship, but for now they – and the stockings – join the rest of her uniform in the corner.

He smiles even around the gag, and the look in his eyes tells her everything she needs to know. Before, she felt dominant, powerful, stern; now, she feels free and light.

The look he gives her recognises both of these sides at once. He sees the whole picture, and loves every inch. That’s why she picked him for her own – well, that and other reasons beyond counting.

She rakes her fingernails down his chest, making sure to brush over his nipples: she wants them standing to attention and flush with blood before she applies her new toy. They respond instantly to her touch, as seemingly well-trained as the rest of him, but unlike the rest of him they do not react as she pinches the metal tightly around them. After the first one, he gasps; after the second, he breathes a sigh of relief. It’s over. They’re on. This is as bad as it gets.

At least, until they’re removed – but that’s a problem he’ll just have to deal with later.

He murmurs a thank you through the gag. It might be instinctive by now, but that doesn’t make it insincere. He might not love the pain, but he loves the woman causing it, and he loves the fact that she is taking the time to mould him into her perfect submissive.

She traces her fingers gently over the word written across his chest, making sure her finger catches on the chain and gives it a little pull as she does so. He gives an adorably resigned moan, but it’s not enough to hide his throbbing erection: his markings seem more apt than ever.

‘Poor little slut,’ she says, continuing to twirl the chain around on her finger. ‘All tied up, and so desperate. I bet you’d give just about anything for me to be riding that cock now, wouldn’t you?’

He nods. Speaking through the gag just makes him drool.

‘I’m glad to hear it, pet,’ she says, ‘because I have so many plans for you this weekend. So many exquisite tortures. So many ways to make you scream.’

His eyes are focused on her, full of a blend of curiosity and fear. What will she do next – and will he be able to take it? He doesn’t move, a rabbit caught in the headlights of his own arousal.

‘That’s why I’ve decided that – for tonight at least – I’m going to be nice and generous. Mostly.’

His relief is palpable. An exhalation that he must have been saving up from before she put the clamps on slowly hisses out from the side of his gag, and she feels him relax a little bit: his first mistake. Just because she is being nice, it doesn’t mean it will be easy for him. Surely he’s not so naive, not after so long together?

She straddles him, kicking her leg over his body and coming to rest on his thighs, his cock bobbing just inches away from her dripping cunt – and yet it might as well be a world away, at least as far as he is concerned. The look on his face makes it clear that he understands exactly what is going on.

It isn’t his cock anymore. It’s her toy, just like the rest of him is. His bodily autonomy has been replaced by a desire – a compulsion, even – to be used by her.

She lifts herself up onto her knees, just high enough that the tip of his dick can just brush against her entrance. Every moment of contact thrills her, and it takes all her restraint not to plunge it into her and grind against him until she has taken the pleasure she has been denying herself for three brutal weeks – but one look at his face and she knows that there is far more pleasure to be milked from the situation.

‘We’re going to play a game,’ she says. ‘When I say go, you’re going to fuck me. When I say stop, you’re going to stop. Sound simple enough?’

‘Yes Mistress,’ he mumbles into the rubber.

We’ll see how you feel in a minute, she thinks.

‘Go,’ she says as she lowers herself down onto him. She had expected that after three weeks he would be unable to help himself, that he would start humping at her like a greedy dog, desperate for nothing more than relief, but he doesn’t. His thrusts are slow, long, deliberate. They are the thrusts of a gentle lover, one who knows he has all the time in the world.

He is ruining her game, but she doesn’t care. She will win in the end. She always does.

She waits for him to find his rhythm, for him to give himself over completely to the sensation, and then she strikes. ‘Stop,’ she says, placing a hand gently on his chest, hoping he didn’t hear the reluctance in her voice.

She feels him twitch beneath her, but stop he does – eventually. It’s a slow, graceless cessation, ordered by the mind and only begrudgingly carried out by a body that is awakening to its own needs.

If he’s losing control, that means she is winning.

She gives him a second to regain his composure, and then allows him to start again. He starts off more cautiously this time, as if sniffing out for a trap, but it isn’t long before his hips began to jackhammer even harder than before. She finds herself coming down to meet him, matching his thrusts with grinds of her own, desperately trying to get as much of him inside her as possible.

She needs this like she needs air. She needs him.

Her hands separate: one heads to her nipples, a gentle tease, while the other heads to his and the tight metal clamp that decorates it. She can see him bite down harder on the gag as she squeezes it, but he doesn’t gasp, not this time: his mind is too focused on the pleasure in his cock to even register the pain in his chest.

It takes her a long time to order him to stop this time. The word doesn’t seem to want to come. What she means is ‘fuck me harder’, or ‘take me’, or ‘make me scream’, but they are all successfully fought down and smothered before they reach her lips. Only ‘stop’ escapes at last, battered and bruised and barely-audible.

He hears. But he doesn’t stop.

His body shudders, as though he is trying to keep it in control and failing, but it is only momentary; before long he has regained his old speed, as though she had never said anything at all. It takes almost more effort than she to lift herself off him, to slide the slick meat of his penis out from inside of her. As she reaches down to grab it, she feels it still wet with her juices, the product of her excitement.

‘No,’ she says. ‘I said stop. Do as you’re told.’

He nods, chastened and contrite. It’s her game and her rules. No cheating, or else she might call it off: he has no way of knowing how far from likely that really is.

One more, she thinks. One more tease is all she has left in her. It’s too much to take. It’s time for her to get her reward.

She leans forward, kisses his cheek softly, and puts her hands behind his head. The buckle of the gag comes easily apart, but as she pulls the leather free she holds the rubber ball in his mouth with one finger. ‘You’re going to beg me before you come,’ she says, trying to keep her voice from cracking under the strain of the orgasm battling to get out. ‘And you’re not going to say another word before then. I don’t want to hear a sound from you. Understood?’

He nods eagerly, as desperate to get the ball out of his mouth after so long as he is excited in the knowledge that his release is almost here at last. A pull on the strap and the red rubber falls away; she watches him visibly wince as he closes his jaw for the first time in hours, but he doesn’t complain.

Too long, she thinks. It hurt him.

A new gag is in order, just in case: something for long term wear, something that won’t make him suffer accidentally when he can be suffering with purpose.

But that is for later.

She kisses it better, lingering lip-presses against his jawline moving forward to his mouth, to that sweet, sensuous, loving tongue that only this morning was delving into the fleshy cave of her sex, proving its worth, taking an orgasm from her with practiced ease. For a second she thinks she can still taste herself on him – but of course, that would be impossible. This morning was a thousand years ago, or so it feels.

Why dwell on it? He is here and now, with her, beneath her.

One more, she thinks. It’s time.

This time, when she slides his cock back inside her and he greets her with a willing thrust, she knows that she will be coming soon – and, she suspects, so does he. His movements are different now: not the frantic humping of before, but more concerned with her pleasure. They are deliberate and sensual, each one timed perfectly to coincide with her downward pressure, to share the joy of each other’s body as much as is humanly possible.

She reaches a hand downwards, resting it on his chest, letting her fingers wrap around the thin silver chain. For a second she wonders what would happen if she decided to give it a firm tug – if he would stop, or if he would keep going despite the fire in his nipples – but instead she just begins to pull it gently. They are his weakness, after all: every pull, matched to his thrusts inside her, makes him lose his mind just a little bit more.

He isn’t the only one.

As her excitement crests, she can feel the same thing happening to him. He knows he doesn’t have permission – not yet, at least; not without asking for it – but she gets the feeling that if he voiced his need it would somehow tip him over the edge, as though his silence is the only thing keeping him in control of his own body.

‘Please,’ he begs at last. One look in his eyes tells her that it’s all he can do to form the words, that he is torn between his release and his obedience. She should let him. He has earned it, after all.

But.

But, but, but.

But she loves the feeling of complete control.

But he feels so good inside her.

But she wants this moment to last forever, or at least as close as possible.

‘Not yet,’ she says, and watches he struggles to hold back.

Just a little while longer, she thinks. It’s been three weeks. I need this.

I need this.

Please...

Just...

A little...

And then the dam breaks. Her orgasm rushes through her like a storm-surge, sweeping her inhabitations along with it and opening her up with a breathless moan that seems as though it will never stop. She feels him beneath her, taking his cue from her body that now she has been satisfied he is allowed his own relief; as he thrusts into her one firm and final time, she feels him filling her, first with his cock and then with the spurt of his own orgasm.

Good boy, she thinks, her thoughts coming as raggedly as her breaths. Such a good boy.

She considers telling him, but one look down into his adoring eyes and it is clear that he already knows. He is satisfied – sexually, yes, but not just sexually. It is deeper than that.

He is happy to have pleased her.

She reaches across to the bedside cabinet and picks up the keys to the handcuffs. In the dull light from the hallway, she catches a glimpse of the alarm clock that rests next to the bed: almost midnight. Almost tomorrow. Almost an end to the day.

And what a day it has been.

She unlocks him, one wrist at a time, waiting for him to stretch out the muscles in his shoulders after so many hours. Only once she is sure he has removed some – if not all – of his tension does she lay down next to him, her body half-covering his. The arms come down, wrapping around her body in a natural display of protectiveness. He is still hers – the collar makes sure of that – but they have done this enough times that he knows she needs to be held.

‘Thank you, Mistress,’ he says as he pulls her in close.

Oh no, she thinks as she presses herself up against his shoulder. Thank you.

Mentally, she thanks him: for his service, for his devotion, for the love he has for and shares with her. For the warmth of his arms and for the feel of the sticky wetness that is already making its way out of her. For everything that happened today, and for all the days previous. For what will happen tomorrow.

She doesn’t say it out loud: she doesn’t have to say it out loud.

She kisses him, and that says it all.
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