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09:00


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.

15:00


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.


17:00


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.


 
23:00
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.


Want more?
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