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				Strictly Business

				The shaft of light from behind the closed black flock blind illuminated the room, but in its wake revealed another grey February day. It was the kind of day that ultimately leads to sunny summer afternoons where in my world the smell of sweet jasmine and sultry sex combine. But, today, in an attempt to evade winter reality for as long as possible, I pulled the heavy duvet up tight, although sanctuary was only short lived. A spurious slumber was interrupted in the usual obtrusive way thanks to the sound of contact from my mobile discarded on the bedside cabinet. Fleetingly, it occurred to me that I really should check my phone for messages and a passing glance at the table also suggested a bit of tidy up might be in order.

				“You’re quiet this morning” read the usually succinct message. I pondered whether this was a simple suggestion of ‘I haven’t heard from you yet’ or whether it was in actual fact secret code for ‘I expected to hear from you this morning’. Either way I felt it polite to reply with a suitable response even though my first instinct was to be rather discontinuous in my communication with business boy at what I envisaged was such an unearthly hour.

				I pondered only momentarily upon the content of my reply, but quickly decided that short and simple was the way to go on this occasion, not wanting to come across as too enthusiastic. After all, here I was, Mistress Bibi, a self-assured and self-reliant Dominatrix, a professional and experienced Goddess, and Bitch, who was about to Mistress a man for free ... on the house ... gratis ... a complimentary offering. It may have been a cold winter’s day but it was also business boy’s lucky one. Becoming a Dominatrix had been a life time in the making, and I was incredibly adept from a young age on how to use my sex to exude power over men, and yes, from time to time exploited this to fulfil my own intrinsic needs. I’d never been and never would be ashamed of that. Today was simply one of those occasions. So, in a cool but firm riposte, “I have much to do in preparation for this afternoon” I retorted.

				As instantaneously as the message disappeared into the technological ether, the time appeared: 9.27am, and with it advised this Mistress that she really should get her ass out of bed in readiness for taking his.

				The first time I set eyes on business boy was when he had sent me a photo of himself. It was from this that I had mistakenly concluded he was some kind of beach bum and not the professional business man or libertine he purported to be. After all, as an active participant in the kink scene, I am well aware that bullshit reigns supreme, where online profiles of young brats, middle aged doms, subs and slaves that offer themselves up on the basis of their intrinsic need to be dominated or humiliated are little more than fanciful fabrications.

				In the picture business boy looked young and almost innocent. His body was tanned and toned, reminiscent of those you see on Bondi. His hair was short but messy and was teamed with a smattering of seductive stubble and an inviting smile. I had been intrigued by the Ray Ban camouflage, and envisaged a pair of enticing eyes in alluring azure. Whatever, I had deduced, there sure as hell hadn’t been a designer suit in sight. Of course, alongside the simulated holiday snap, my inbox had also been perpetrated with the inevitable cock shot, suitably embellished with an erection. I’ve never quite sussed whether it represents the male human display of peacock feathers or a feigned attempt to ingratiate oneself with Mistress. Although, to be candid, I have to admit that on this occasion I had been uncharacteristically impressed. After all, a cock is a cock, but, some do look better than others. Some are straight, some have a charming little curve to the side or upward. Some are short and stocky, others long and lean. Business boy’s cock was lengthy, the kind of lasting length that can suitably investigate any pulsating pussy penetrated. However, this splendid specimen also had girth, giving way to a circumference which could inevitably instigate an orgasm in 30 seconds flat.

				From initial conversations, I had gleaned that business boy was just out of a relationship, was trained in a professional occupation, and liked to think of himself as a sapiosexual, suggesting early on that intelligence was simply the most sexually attractive characteristic of any woman. Yet his alter ego was a filthy minded submissive who secretly struggled to reconcile his vanilla life and his kink filled desires. I’d even go as far as to say that he felt ashamed of them to a certain extent. His female partners hadn’t understood, some had even ended relationships because of them. Poor old business boy all alone in his suburban paradise with only a purple dildo for company.

				I’d also sussed that he had a penchant for strap-on, wanking whilst on the phone, being humiliated and a monumental heel fetish. He also craved wearing his favourite pair of blush coloured women’s panties adorned with contrasting fuchsia lace, and never more so than whilst in board meetings.

				As an initiation to Mistress’ milieu, I had already instructed him to enter the board room suitably attired in said briefs alongside a pair of 10 denier hold ups under his trousers. The clandestine challenge had culminated in him having to excuse himself from the board to find the nearest men’s toilet in order to relieve himself, returning just in time for his pitch on European Funding availability. Then there was the time when he had been travelling with a colleague to a meeting. As he journeyed South we exchanged covert and carnal text messages, which left his manhood definitely heading North. There we were being secretly salacious and overtly obscene, and all the while his travelling companion having no idea of what debauchery was afoot. His messages regaling Mistress with tales of how hard his cock was and how much it was dripping with desire to be chastised, climaxing with a ‘pit stop’ in the facilities of a service station en route.

				Whatever the comparable circumstances, they had in fairness all engaged further enthusiasm on my part for the ensuing D/S relationship. A relationship which would reveal that business boy was in actual fact no beach bum surfer dude. He was a suit. A high profile, big salary earning, humiliation hunting, heel worshipping, submissive strap-on sucking suit. And for some reason Mistress was intent on taking his virginal grey flannelled ass.

				And so, the day had arrived when the suit and the Mistress would finally meet. Business boy and I had agreed that our rendezvous was not to be regarded as a date by either party involved, more an erotic assignation. Yes it would be consensual, and yes it would be kinky but it would not require anything more than cursory commitment. In pursuit of this we had agreed to meet initially in the bar of the hotel that on my insistence I would choose, arrange and that of course he would pay for. Then, following what would inevitably be a flirtatious lunch we would relocate to the room.

				When I arrived at the hotel bar, I spotted business boy in an instant. Dressed in a pair of indigo jeans complimented by a freshly pressed white shirt suitably completed with a pair of silver cuff links, business boy looked accomplished and well- groomed. He was sat alone in the one and only corner booth the hotel lounge had to offer, practically placed in an outlying part of the room and away from the hustle and bustle of the bar. It was the kind of booth that has no doubt seen many trysts over the years and if it were able, could tell a thousand stories. Rocking a pair of skinny fits and a sexy off the shoulder number, and teetering in my heels so high they defied gravity I sashayed across the room, stabilised only by a pull along bag containing my ‘tools’ of the trade, all the while the sound of my footsteps proclaiming my imminent arrival.

				As I reached the booth, business boy courteously rose to greet me, and the expression on his face went from astonishment to awe to full blown trepidation in a matter of seconds. Several pleasantries were duly exchanged which revealed that yes - I’m Bibi, yes - it’s lovely to finally meet you too, yes - I would love a glass of Rioja, and much to my amusement that business boy was in fact Dom, which was short for Dominic. Dom but not dom I mused. His demeanour certainly gave the impression that he was suitably submissive in my presence which I imagined would be a contradiction for a man who probably brokered million pound deals on a daily basis.

				“How should I address you” he nervously inquired, daring to make only momentary eye contact. His voice was soft-spoken and almost hushed. It paired perfectly with his body language which was a strong statement of his subordination and a direct contrast to his alpha male role in vanilla life.

				I acknowledged his enquiry with a lasting look before replying.

				“Mistress will be fine for today and I will call you sub”.

				Dom not dom squirmed a little at my command. There was an outward look of trepidation on his face and a pronounced lump in his designer pants. It seemed appropriate that I should therefore decree he come and sit bedside Mistress. Polite conversation had also divulged that he was a keen sailor, and I could tell from his nervous posture as he shuffled closer that he was without doubt in uncharted waters. The instant sexual connectivity between us was unmistakable and sub’s cock tangibly hardened whilst the hint of blush on his cheeks was symbolic of his shyness. There was now a patently obvious hard on eager to escape the confines of the soft denim as sub’s erection bulged towards his left hand pocket and his eyes glazed with simmering lust. In reciprocation I surreptitiously positioned my hand on the base of his cock at the intersection with his balls. In delight, a whimpered moan escaped from sub’s mouth, and with a seamless transition I began to caress his now even harder manhood, working my way from the base upwards and increasing the intensity of the caress until I reached the very tip. The end of his dick was large but in proportion to the rest of his package. Even through the layers of material it was possible to feel the ridge that simultaneously separates and unites the head with the shaft. Sub’s arousal had already forced the foreskin back from his glans and the outline in his jeans left little to the imagination. My index finger followed the contour of his gloriously engorged corona which found its way to the very tip and the dimple that was the exit point for his soon to be spunk. Despite its fabric covering it was instantly responsive. I envisaged it would be smooth shiny and moist and it didn’t disappoint as a small wet patch appeared, and with it sub let out another sexually charged sigh. The more I pressed my finger deeper in to the opening the bigger the wet patch became. Business boy was indeed the keeper of a generously apportioned specimen, although it would be Mistress who would ultimately own it, and his ass, and that deal was not negotiable.

				“Have you done what I asked sub? “ I enquired with a familiar firmness in my voice.

				“Yes Mistress I have shaved my cock, balls and my ass as you instructed” sub replied with a subservient and somewhat timid timbre.

				“Well done slave, despite being a worthless piece of shit you have managed to somehow please Mistress”.

				“What was that sub?” I asked.

				“Sorry Mistress, thank you Mistress” came the reply, this time in an even more diffident manner than before.

				It was clearly apparent that Dom was as suspected, nowhere near dom and would be the most deliciously compliant and obsequious play thing I’d had in a while. Equally, with such a servile toy at my disposal I was feeling more than ready to assume the role of the lascivious libertine, and I felt it time to leave business boy to finish his drink whilst I made my way to the room to make suitable arrangements. Staring deep into his eyes and devoid of emotion business boy was briefed that he had thirty minutes.

				As I entered the room, I could feel my heart starting to pace a little in nervous anticipation of the afternoon’s activities. Its beat resonated within me and was only stopped by the sound of the heavy wooden door closing behind me.

				“So this is it” I said out loud to a non-existent audience.

				The room was everything you’d expect from a ubiquitous hotel chain. It comprised of the usual carefully selected medley of furniture, which incorporated a useful yet understated work desk which doubled as a dressing table, a six tier shelving system which appeared to be hanging on to the built-in wardrobe for dear life, and an arm chair in the hotel’s livery which had seen better days. Two wooden side tables flanked what appeared to be an over-size bed and offered the semblance that they were floating. One housed a telephone and the other displayed practical information such as the in-house menu and room service charge. The bed was bedecked with a duvet which was cocooned in crisp white bed linen, so starched it almost stood to attention. Its boundary clearly identified by a navy blue and white bed freckled runner which ushered the eye towards the inevitable bathroom. Whilst it was more generic than sophisticated it was decidedly practical.

				Ever pragmatic, I set to work, pointedly preparing and ambitiously adapting the room for the scheduled matinee. A hotel visit is always slightly more of a challenge compared to studio sessions. After all, Mistress’ chambers are a clearly defined and thought out space, full of all appliances, devices and gadgets any discerning client would expect, and boasting some fine bespoke apparatus in the guise of kinky furniture, custom made to Mistress’ height - in heels of course.

				As I unpacked the pull along that I’d brought with me, I chortled contentedly. I had visions of myself being some kind of Mistress ‘Poppins’, owner of a boundless carpet bag which plays host to a never ending stream of objects, carried in by the the East Wind, and only staying until the wind changes.

				Back to reality, the imparting items reflected an exhaustive and wanton BDSM wish list, and all without exception had been conscientiously chosen and carefully selected :

				A set of bed restraints made of the finest black webbing equipped with suitably connected cuffs for wrists and ankles, deliberately designed to constrain and moderate movement.

				A trio of black shiny butt plugs in ascending size order. Sealed in cellophane to ensure clinical cleanliness.

				A four and a half inch long cock cage with its unforgiving and meticulously crafted shiny stainless steel. Completed by two keys, it would defeat even the most daring of escapologists.

				A strap-on harness made of the finest buck leather, and cleverly complemented by two inter-changeable sleek silicone dildos, one red and one black. The red one being a full-on ass filling eight inches of pure penetrative pleasure, and the black, a more subtle five inches, designed with the apprentices of ass fucking in mind. Both however, synonymous with penetrative pegging play.

				A perfectly crafted and curvaceous nine inch dildo constructed from toughened borosilicate glass, temptingly ribbed teasing texture, whilst at the same time effortlessly smooth and super strong. Ideal for P-Spot stimulation and finished off with a tapered bulb at the very end. Daringly delicious when chilled, and I had spotted an ice maker on the landing as I had left the lift which would suffice superbly.

				One ostentatious red and black leather cat o’ nine tails whip, formulated for only the finest of floggings and two rather more practical leather spanking paddles. One of which was far more forgiving and becoming of beginner’s buttocks and the other a heavy duty affliction with three perfectly formed slappers, capable of disciplining even the most disrespectful and impertinent submissives.

				A new and unused 2 metre length of 2mm black leather thong cord, a fundamental requirement in the art of tie and tease, one pair of naughty nipple clamps to administer a little light pain and a red and black ball gag to suppress those submissive squeals. These were accompanied by a myriad of miscellaneous essentials, such as water-based anal relaxant lube, baby wipes, black non latex nitrile powder free gloves, ever indispensable tissues, and the crucial condoms, in black of course, in readiness of the obligatory over-enthusiastic cock.

				With tenacity and sheer persistence I managed to manoeuvre the bed restraints into position, securely sandwiching them between the bed base and the mattress, so that there was a cuff at each corner. In preparation, I disengaged the Velcro fastening on each one ensuring ease of access when needed. Then, with military precision, I laid out the other items one by one, each having their own specific spot, relevant to their place in the proceedings. For example, the cock cage with its steely equi-distant rings is always first in the queue because it’s always best to use this early on before sub’s manhood becomes so engorged it’s futile even trying to corral a cock into it. Next on hand needs to be the lube, ready and waiting in prime position to lubricate the willing and waiting ass. Alongside the lube lay the trilogy of butt plugs, lined up and stood to attention like liquorice love letters. Adjacent to the tantalisingly erect torpedoes are the reclining strap-ons, invariably the last to be utilised as it’s only when the accepting ass cavity is suitably relaxed that full penetration can commence.

				Amidst all the activity, I felt increasingly calm and collected, and as time progressed, I found myself provoked into a progressive state of arousal, and the dampness which was evident in my panties was testament to this. With only the last few minutes remaining until the knowing knock at the door would herald the session’s start, it was at last the moment for Mistress to don her ‘uniform’.

				I disrobed from my civilian clothes and removed my lingerie, carefully placing it on the shelf in the wardrobe. The dress code was simple and under stated, but screamed Dominatrix. I slipped on a luxurious leather thong. Onyx in colour, it was perfectly apportioned to eclipse my pussy but showcase my behind, exasperating the subs lucky enough to see it. Next, I squeezed into my hand-made and skin tight black leather corset dress. Steel boned, lined in satin and fully tailored, it had over the numerous occasions it had been worn, moulded to fit the contours of my body perfectly. The sweetheart bust line, meant my tits always teasingly teetered on the brink of escape but never quite achieved full liberation. Adorned with elegant cord lacing to the rear and a modesty panel, it was fixed in place by seven busk fasteners, which thankfully I was able to secure single-handedly. Finished off by six feature suspender loops, I skilfully attached a pair of provocative black stockings embellished with a red seam. The whole outfit was completed by stepping into a pair of red six inch heels direct from Pleaser, USA in the same shade of red as my lipstick and nails, aptly titled Lust, Pantone colour 1788.

				Conventionally prompt, business boy’s knock on the door came at precisely half an hour after I had left him in the bar. I opened the door to be greeted by a man that seemed strangely smaller in stature, but nevertheless I gestured for him to come in. His apprehension was apparent and his nerves noticeable as he crossed not only the threshold but what appeared to also be for him, an invisible and significant line. I was sure that in business boy’s other world he was ultra-powerful and continuously in control but in the domain of a Dominatrix there is a power shift. A juxtaposition prevails where intentions that some would argue are immoral, are unstated but understood.

				“Mistress, please may I say how amazing you look?” sub asked, his politeness was obviously programmed into his hard-wiring.

				“You may” I replied, adding “On the condition that you worship Goddess in any way that she sees fit”.

				I could see sub’s surprise at my suggestion as he clearly wasn’t used to being told what to do. However, he did not hesitate in offering his unequivocal pledge to servitude even if it was only in a transitory kingdom of kink. With deliberately exaggerated hip movements I made my way towards the occasional chair and conspicuously made myself comfortable, crossing my luscious nylon clad legs, ensuring that there was a gentle glimpse of stocking top. My posture and authoritative aura left sub in no doubt that for this afternoon, at least, the power rested firmly with Mistress. As I settled in to my throne, I felt an air of dominance exude from deep within me and subsequently emanate into the developing dynamic. I was ready to begin another journey and take Dom not dom with me.

				As sub stood before me, head bowed, arms alongside almost akin to some poor pitiful wretch at the court of an all-powerful monarch, I dutifully surveyed my land.

				“Take off your shirt” I commanded, my eyes never once leaving my slave in waiting.

				Dutifully, sub removed his attire. His chest was toned, and his pecs were visible despite being covered in chest hair that had definitely developed way beyond puberty. Next, I directed him to remove his boots, socks and jeans. He had omitted to wear any form of underwear and this had resulted in a now stark bollock naked sub standing before a slightly startled but significantly impressed Mistress. With a semi erection and no pubic hair, shaved as advised, his cock projected forth, its pre-cum oozing and pooling before dripping on to the floor. For such a strong man, sub seemed suitably subdued, exposing a suggestive sense of vulnerability as I beckoned him closer for a full inspection and appraisal.

				My next demand was informed by the fact that I suddenly remembered he had a formidable fetish for heels.

				“On your knees sub and worship my fucking heels”.

				Sub obeyed my dictat directly, dropping to his knees and immediately started licking the front of my precious Pleasers. His tongue embracing every inch of the patent pleasure givers and making the aptly entitled footwear shiny with its wetness. Making his way to the rear of the shoe and commencing at the counter and working down to the heel, I could see his dick had hardened further and that juices were freely escaping from the tip of his penis. It was time to ramp it up and turn a pair of perfect Pleasers into shoes of prey as I commanded him to deep throat the heels like a proper prick sucking sissy would, consistently chastising him for making such a mess on an otherwise perfectly clean carpet. At no time did sub dare to make eye contact with Mistress, but simply continued to suck and lick and lick and suck until my footwear was proficiently polished.

				“Well done sub, you have shown Mistress respect”. I acknowledged his efforts.

				“Mistress feels sub has earned a small reward for his paltry efforts, so you can arise from your knees and bend your ass over that work desk over there”. I pointed to the multi-purpose dressing table at the end of the bed.

				With added advice of “and make sure you grab on tight” the half humiliated sub made his way across the room and I followed, on arrival using my well-heeled foot to spread his legs as far apart as they would go. This would stop sub from being able to clench his butt cheeks and make his ass perfectly relaxed, expose his hole and his balls and detain him in a position of desired humiliation.

				“Now it seems to me sub that you’re an educated kind of man, and I would imagine that such a sub can count particularly well, is that correct?”. I canvassed him for an appropriate answer.

				His reply was conveyed somewhat nervously, “ Yes Mistress, that is correct, I can count”.

				“Of course it’s fucking correct you worthless sub, it’s correct because Mistress says it’s fucking correct” came my retort, wholly worthy of a leather decked Domina.

				Sub grovelled apologetically. “Yes Mistress, sorry Mistress, of course Mistress”.

				With a disinterested disposition I furthered the conversation. “Then pick a number between ten and twenty and add a further ten to that”.

				Sub hesitated, which infuriated me. “In your own time sub, but today would be fucking nice” I growled.

				“Err, erm, seventeen Mistress, seventeen, so, erm add ten... that makes twenty seven Mistress, twenty seven” came the eventual response.

				“Then twenty seven it is sub” I offered in agreement, “And what is twenty seven divided by three sub?”

				“Nine Mistress, it’s nine”. Sub didn’t linger before giving his response this time.

				“Nine it is. Correct again sub, what a clever boy. So by Mistress’ reckoning that’s nine spanks from each of my floggers”, with which I picked up the smaller of the two black leather paddles and made my presence felt across sub’s right buttock, the ensuing rosy glow demonstrating its appreciation.

				Sub flinched a little as the slap touched base with the bare skin. “Count sub, how many was that?”

				“One Mistress, thank you Mistress”. To which I landed another perfect aim but this time to his left buttock.

				“Two Mistress, thank you Mistress” came sub’s obligatory gratitude, and with it another blushing butt cheek. With only a fleeting flinch from sub, I continued to chasten him until I had reached the regulation nine spanks.

				The subsequent slaps were to be administered by the paddle that was formed of three individual floggers. Its design delivering a stinging sensation which lingers and consequently makes it not for the faint-hearted. However, in proficient hands and held in the correct position it is easy to spank a sub’s rear-end at the correct angle, whilst limiting the possibility of a blow falling too high or too low.

				As I utilised my ‘upper-hand’ to impart the tenth lash, sub let out a distinct ‘argh’, and in compliance articulated the correct number. Almost instantaneously tiny red welts began to appear on his deliciously exposed ass. Each lash delivered a satisfying thwack sound as it made contact with each alternate ass cheek, and every time sub continued to count correctly. As the eighteenth stroke was imparted, sub’s skin was blistered on his now ruby red behind but his dick was dripping with delight.

				Befitting of the finale to come sub protruded his ass further, inviting Mistress to let the cat out of the bag. In response I reached for my piece de resistance, a beautiful yet brutal cat o’ nine tails. As sacred as its name sake in ancient Egypt and capable of conveying formidable flagellation, it would leave scratches reminiscent of a feline and distribute sexual intensity from top to toe. Indeed, an accomplished masterpiece worthy of its place in any BDSM armoury. Progressively building up a rhythm and utilising both hands I deftly administered the nine woven and knotted flails, methodically inflicting nine lucky whip marks which of course would heal without any scars. As I sagely explained to sub, people’s greatest punishment usually comes from themselves.

				Whilst ‘The 27 Club’ is often associated with bad luck, for business boy it was his lucky number, and if eyes are seen as windows to the soul, then sub’s showed me that this lustful sinner was consumed with sexual gratification. Nevertheless, Domination is very much about pacing the pleasure and I felt it only fair to offer sub some rest and recuperation and a little down time from this Dominatrix.

				“On the bed sub, on your back, arms and legs at each corner”.

				Once sub had positioned himself as instructed, the next step was to secure him in place, ensuring that any cunning escape plot he may have would be satisfactorily foiled. In readiness, sub eagerly assisted by offering up his wrists and ankles to Mistress’ bondage. I reciprocated by fastening the fur lined cuffs tight around his limbs and despite sub making a pathetic but failed bid for freedom, he was left suitably spread-eagled on the bed. His cock had softened somewhat which made it an opportune moment to encase it in the stainless steel cock cage and commit it to a temporary life of enforced chastity. In preparation I pulled on a pair of the black gloves I had brought with me and grabbed the offending item which actually comes in two separate sections. The first thing you must do when fitting a two-piece chastity device is to position the cock ring. There are two types of ring, a solid one and a hinged one. Which to use it very much a matter of personal choice, although my preferred design is the latter as they are so much easier to fit and the hinge itself can often cause a little discomfort which is not a bad thing. It’s the cock ring that holds the whole device in place securely, which means fitting it correctly is very important.

				Opening the ring as far it would go I placed it behind sub’s balls and closed it. Applying a small amount of lube to sub’s glans and shaft I placed the tip of his penis in the cage and gently glided the rest of it down his cock until it was fully installed and could go no further. Lining the hole in the cage with that in the cock ring, I secured the padlock in place. The telling click signifying to sub that he was locked and loaded and should be ready to embrace his prescribed celibacy, and his whimper telling Mistress that the rigid cage was unforgivingly restrictive. I afforded sub a cursory glance and offered some rudimentary advice, “I think Mistress should make you shut the fuck up sub!”.

				Sub knew as I collected the ball gag and the nipple rings from the desk that his feeble bleat was about to be quelled and that he was powerless to stop it. Gags have connotations of both control and punishment and for that very reason I often like to use them as a form of humiliation. Most ball gags in my collection are made of solid rubber or silicone, and have a leather strap which passes through the diameter of the sphere. As sub was a novice in the art of BDSM I had decided to use a forty four millimeter wiffle gag instead. This is a simple but effective gag which replaces the solid ball with a light plastic one that is safer as it allows a constant airflow once secured around the head. Whilst the gag wouldn’t silence sub completely it would render his speech completely intelligible with any attempt at talking causing excessive drooling and thus humiliating him further. Business boy’s total submission was completed by the installation of a pair of chrome rubber tipped adjustable nipple clamps capable of delivering a gentle squeeze to an intensely painful pinch courtesy of a simple screw on each one. As I tightened the screw fully sub released a sexually charged moan barely audible through his ball gag.

				With my submissive unable to exit, but clearly trying to pre-empt my next strategic move in the game of inches, it was time to get down to business. I loaded my non-latex clad fingers with a generous helping of anal relaxant which would also serve as lubrication for sub’s virginal ass. Although sub had pleasured himself from time to time with his purple peril, he had never experienced pure penetration at the hands of a Mistress. As I was about to make sub’s dreams come true, this innate yearning was about to be fulfilled. Skilfully competent and of course well trained, I surreptitiously inserted the index finger of my right hand into sub’s anal cavity. His anus offered significant resistance to this perceived violation and as I pushed further I could feel the muscles contracting. Sub and I had earlier discussed and agreed the use of suitable safe words and had opted for the universally tried and tested traffic light system. Green meaning go, amber for proceed with caution and red for stop, as per driving a vehicle upon any highway so to speak. Prior to proceeding further into the shaven asshole, I would of course need to confirm sub’s colour of choice, which would require removing the now bedded in ball gag.

				As his mouth was liberated, sub let out a definitive “Green Mistress, definitely green” and with my finger delving deeper into the unknown, sub was clearly straining in the confines of his cock cage. Ever responsive to a sub’s needs I decided to release his dick from its imprisonment and retrieved the key from my cleavage. With its release his cock sprang into action and almost immediately emitted a full blown erection and simultaneously signified the green light to continue.

				With a little more lube to ease the passage, I entered a second finger into sub’s ass and then a third, exploring every inch of his chamber. By now the drool from his perfectly erect penis had spread from the tip of his phallus to the expanse of the duvet and I could tell that his ass hole had become was relaxed and nonchalant, unconcerned with any impending insertion. As I pulled out my fingers from sub’s ass and before his muscles had a chance to retract in defiance, I replaced them with the smallest of my liquorice lube butt plugs. Sub gave out another moan as I effortlessly pushed the plug in to its maximum length.

				“Nowhere near big enough ass whore” I remarked, pulling out the torpedo and reinstating another bigger one.

				This time sub’s ass offered a modicum of a struggle but by no means an outright refusal. His tunnel was well on the way to being stretched to capacity and I could feel my nipples harden at the very thought. Although sub was just getting started in the anal arena, I deemed that he was in fact ready to accommodate the biggest of my butt plugs, and duly introduced it complete with its tapered edges and elongated point into the now pulsating pit. With the palm of my hand I nudged the plug further into his anus, and with each thrust sub offered thanks and even more pre-cum.

				“You’ve done well sub, but not well enough” I retorted, and meanwhile construing that ice would now be needed.

				Leaving sub confined to the bed and constrained in terms of retaliation, I promptly exited the now boudoir on a daring raid to infiltrate the ice dispenser. The mission was exciting and enticingly erotic, after all, at any point the lift doors could open and the inhabitants be confronted by a leather clad lady in porn heels. Alas on this particular occasion the assignment was completed without hindrance on my part and trauma on theirs. On my successful return, I emptied the two plastic pots full of ice into one of the provided tumblers. With sub still restrained and penetrated with one of my anal curios, I jammed the glass dildo into the beaker. With all the action in sub’s asshole he sure as hell needed a cool down, and my borosilicate bum buggerer would be more than adequate. When placed in ice, glass cools down incredibly quickly, and it wasn’t very long before the curvaceous work of art was ready to investigate sub’s orifice. With sub being well prepared, the bulbous end of the dildo slid in with extreme ease, rapidly followed by the ribbed shaft. The heat from sub’s ass caused the uber-chilled dildo to condense as it made its journey further into the anal abyss.

				“Amber Mistress” exclaimed sub as the glass dildo penetrated the deepest voids of his anus, touching the top, and unable to venture forth any further.

				Subs cock was waning a little as the head fuck of what was happening and the sheer sensory overload began to hit home. Removing the dildo and leaving his dopamine to do its stuff, I released sub from his shackles. Whilst sub reeled somewhat from the experience that had been, I strapped myself in ready to give sub the ride of his life. As I tightened the harness of my strap-on, sub had shifted himself to the bottom of the bed and was sat, his flaccid cock hanging in sweet liberation. In contrast my smaller but erect cock was dutifully dominant. I stood before sub as he gazed in wonderment at the sight of a Mistress equipped with a permanently hard erection that would make even the most confident of men nervous. Before he had time to offer any comment I grabbed his head in both my hands and forced my silicone schlong into his mouth so hard that he gagged as it reached the back of his throat.

				“Now suck my fucking cock” I demanded, “You need to earn your fucking keep sub and don’t fucking forget that”. As he had previously done with my heels, sub began his blow-job by deep throating the length of my dick, and whilst sub was sucking I gave him the length of leather thong from the desk top.

				“Tie your fucking cock up, and make sure it’s fucking tight, so tight your bollocks go blue and your cock can’t fucking breath asshole” I snarled.

				Sub obeyed my wishes without question and strapped the length of cord around the length of his cock and balls, separating each testicle as he completed my command with a tight knot behind his ballsac.

				Withdrawing my strap-on from his mouth I instructed sub to unscrew the dick from the harness and replace it with the bigger mother fucker I had brought with me. Reassuringly realistic, it offered perfect penetration, boasting a solid inner core for firmness and adorned with anatomical detail and texture, it stood proud ready for action.

				With the wet patch between my thighs ever expanding, I watched as sub again paid attention to the whole of my pretend penis and not just the head. He swirled his tongue around the tip meanwhile massaging the balls like a pro, whilst I violated his ass with two fingers. As sub continued with his duties I readied myself for the climax of the day’s events - a full ass fucking, courtesy of my eight inch strap-on.

				I told sub to lie on the bed face down, but to make sure that his ass was high in the air by firstly getting on all fours and then subsequently placing his arms flat in front of him. The pump action of the lube container effectively discharged a massive pool of anal relaxant on to subs rectum and the coldness caused the muscles to contract and his ass hole to almost retract in on itself. Using one hand to spread the sticky substance around and the other to steady myself I placed the tip of my strap-on against the now partially closed hole. Gently, I eased the head of the penis into sub’s ass and he emitted a gasp in response. Slowly but surely I pushed the rest of the shaft into his tight asshole, using a backwards and forwards motion to ease myself into his anal pussy. Quickly sub was the recipient of my whole length and I started to pump his ass, deep and long. I could see that underneath him his cock was rock hard and was yet again drooling its juices in quiet contentment. With every stroke sub’s ass was beginning to loosen but at the same time his anal muscles enveloped the dildo drawing it in further to his ass. With sub face down he wasn’t able to see the debauched scenario but he could without a doubt feel it, especially with me reminding him that he was a dirty worthless ass whore cumslut who was getting his ass fucked like a sissy. As his ass settled into the fuck I used sub’s hips to pull him closer and to delve deeper into his ass. As he became more and more aroused I increased the pace of the penetration alongside the depth until the balls of the strap on were slapping against the accommodating ass and sub was thanking me for every spine tingling thrust.

				Subs sighs and moans symbolised nothing less than sheer satisfaction, and he started to pull his cock at an attempt at a half assed wank. As a dominant Mistress I am usually more a fan of allowing my subs and slaves to bring themselves to a climax as opposed to me delivering hand-relief, but to be candid, on this occasion I just couldn’t resist temptation. Sub’s dick was alluring and just as enticing and the hard length was so inviting. Cupping his bollocks in my left hand and gripping his cock with my right I started to wank his manhood. His ample foreskin peeled back as I quickened the pace of my imposed masturbation. Sub writhed upon the bed, his muscles tensing as the intensity of the experience took hold. In return my pussy juiced freely, soaking my thong, the wetness finding its way to the top of my legs. The depth of the collective arousal delivered a multitude of sensations, each with a magnitude capable of initiating further arousal. Sub’s dick was now soaking wet, doused in divine pre-cum that glistened on my gloves. Sub was moaning in a state of induced sexual awakening, and I instinctively knew it was time to provoke his penis further. Withdrawing my cock from his ass, his relief was only short lived. I moved down the bed and reached for a condom, ripping the wrapper as I returned and straddled him. Extracting the rubber from the packet, I perched it on the end of sub’s penis, enveloped the willing cock in my mouth and with dangerous fluency unravelled the sheath all the way down to the base. Retracting upwards I teased the tip of the glans with my tongue, darting over the exposed ridge and in and out of the opening causing sub to squirm as I proficiently took the whole of his cock in my mouth and sucked hard, interspersing the suction with long hard licks. Sub’s cock stiffened further and as his scrotum tightened it was obvious that he needed to come. Relinquishing my grip, all of a sudden I was drawn to his eyes, the expression on his face was one of overwhelment. It was obvious that the bombardment from my blow job was just too much and he exploded forthwith, filling the latex with lashings of luscious spunk to the tune of “I’m coming Mistress, thank you Mistress”. Meanwhile my clit was drowning in the deluge of pussy juice and was so hard it was adamant its demands would not go unnoticed. A job for later I pondered momentarily.

				Flogged and fucked, punished and penetrated, I showed the now showered, but unchaste and no longer virginal sub to the door. As Dom not dom egressed, there came an appeal of “Can we do this again please Mistress ...please?” his eyes imploring me to say yes.

				In an instant I pushed him against the door, and blocking his exit I pressed my leather clad body hard against his. I could feel his cock harden in salutation to Mistress. Moving closer, and placing an arm either side of his head, I installed myself well and truly in his personal space, so close that the sexual tension was unmistakably palpable. I could feel his breath on my cheek and no doubt he mine, a gentle breeze blended with the sweet smell of sex and pricey perfume.

				“That depends” I replied, being deliberately indeterminate.

				Looking almost perplexed and somewhat inquisitive sub dared to offer a response, “On what Mistress?”

				Momentarily annoyed at his audacity, I grabbed his cock through his jeans and offered a rather curt comeback.

				“On whether or not you convince Mistress that you really aren’t just another insolent little shit”. I intensified the grip on his genitalia and sub whimpered somewhat.

				“So sub likes that does he” I suggested in a somewhat brusque tone.

				“Yes Mistress, thank you Maam”.

				Sub’s dick developed further, the solidity of his shaft clearly apparent. My dexterity proved delightful for him as I kneaded his balls with one hand and clutched his cock with the other. I slowly started to move my hand up and down his length and the ecstasy in sub’s eyes was clear to see, and in devious denial I relinquished my grasp.

				“Rub your own fucking cock”, my voice was decidedly disciplinarian.

				Without hesitation, sub obliged with such obvious obedience and began to rub his prick hard.

				“Harder, you worthless fucking sissy” I growled, not taking my eyes off sub’s fingers and thumb which were now grappling with a full blown hard on. Sub was looking directly down at his dick, gleaning pure gratification from such a sight. Putting an end to such prurient pleasures, I cupped his chin in my right hand and forced sub to stare directly into my eyes instead. The euphoria emblazoned across his face suggested that he wasn’t far from climaxing again, at which point a little gentle encouragement never goes amiss and I therefore felt it only appropriate to offer further instruction.

				“You displease me sub, you’re not wanking fast enough and don’t you dare fucking come until I tell you to”. Sub’s breathing was beginning to quicken and he was exhaling deeply.

				“Please Mistress, let me come, please, I can’t hold it any longer”, sub begged pitifully.

				I ignored his plea, and simply used my hand over his to help increase the speed and for added vigour. As sub began to moan uncontrollably, I instinctively knew that he was no longer able to prevent the discharge of another delicious load and I afforded my approval with “You may now come”.

				As he ejaculated, the look of relief and sheer satisfaction spread across sub’s face in an instant, whilst the latest lot of spunk soaked through the material of his jeans like ink on blotting paper. Before me stood a sub, sapped of semen, exhausted but enlightened and who had succumbed to his inner most desires at the hands of a Mistress, Goddess, Bitch.

				“So is that a yes Mistress?” The parting plea was full of desire and beseech.

				With an air of familiarity I once again contemplated the content of my reply. “From now on it’s strictly business”.
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