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The silken cord of Miss Evelyn’s dressing gown held my wrists tightly behind my back. She seemed to be in no hurry to untie me, or to do much of anything. Instead, I waited patiently on my knees in front of her as she caught her breath.

Part of me swelled with an odd sense of pride; for my first time, my efforts at going down on a woman seemed to have been acceptable, and then some. Then again, she hadn’t given me much choice in the matter. The firm grip she had kept on my hair made it clear that she had had no intention of letting me up until she was satisfied, no matter how long it took. I was just glad I was a quick learner.

But there was more to it than that. Part of my mind was still struggling to understand what had just happened to me: how I had gone from sorting laundry to having my nose burrowed in the pussy of a gorgeous woman who I had known for a decade and a half, and yet had never even considered in a sexual light. Another part of me was rock hard at the thought, and desperately craving release. Perhaps if I behaved myself and did as I was told – followed all of her instructions to the letter, as she expected – the favour might be returned.

Except it wasn’t a favour: that much, she had made perfectly clear. It was expected of me, and it wasn’t the only thing. With a mix of arousal and apprehension, I waited silently for her to recover. Slowly, her breathing returned to normal, and she sat up.

‘I want you to go and kneel in the corner for a little while, Richard,’ she said at last, gently stroking my hair. It was an oddly affectionate gesture, given everything that had come before, and I found myself moving my head towards her waiting hand, practically nuzzling her. If I had been asked, I couldn’t have said why. It just felt right, somehow.

‘How come?’ I asked, without thinking. It wasn’t until I felt the firm grip of her hand in my hair, pulling my head backwards and reminding me how helpless I was in front of her, that I realised what a mistake I had made.

‘This is your warning,’ she said, her voice stern. ‘If I tell you I want something, you do it right then and there. You don’t ask questions. You just do as you’re told. Do you understand?’

‘Yes,’ I mumbled, still gasping for breath.

Another quick jerk pulled my head even further back. ‘Yes, what?’ she asked.

‘Yes, Miss Evelyn!’

A cold smile crossed her lips. ‘Good boy. You see? You can learn. And as soon as we beat that rebellious streak out of you, I get the feeling we’re get along just fine.’ Finally, she let her steely fingers slip out of my hair, and reached her hand down to my bare chest. The gentle, feathery touch she used as she let them play over my nipples was a sharp contrast to what had come before, and I felt my cock twitching yet again.

‘We’re going to play a game, I think,’ she said at last. It took all of my focus to concentrate on her words, but I knew that if she thought for a second that I wasn’t giving her my complete attention – despite her teasing – then she’d make me suffer for it.

I decided not to question it.

‘Yes... a little game, to see how much attention you’ve been paying. I have a few items I need to pick up. I won’t be long. You’re going to wait in the corner for me for exactly half an hour, kneeling down, with your nose pressed right up against the wall. Exactly half an hour. Not a minute more or less.’

How...?

The question whirled in my mind, but I didn’t dare to speak out. Instead I just looked up at her as her cool grey eyes burrowed into mine, seemingly reading my thoughts.

‘You can ask,’ she said after what felt like forever. ‘But you might not like the answer.’

‘How am I supposed to tell when half an hour has passed?’ I said, and she smiled.

‘Oh, Richard... don’t be so obtuse. That’s the whole point. You’re not supposed to tell. You’re supposed to get as close as you can. And as a little extra incentive, for every minute off you are, I’ll give you... I think ten strokes of the crop will be enough, don’t you? It would have been five, if you hadn’t mouthed off earlier. Let that be a lesson to you, I suppose.’

I didn’t know precisely what she meant by ‘the crop’, but I could imagine well enough. Wasn’t that the traditional dominatrix weapon of choice, a sleek black strip that cut through the air and left its victims in agony? The kind of thing better suited to horses than to people?

And she wanted to give me ten of them for every minute I misjudged the time. One for every six seconds.

It was crazy, obviously. It was hard enough to believe that Evie – my mother’s friend, a woman I’d known since I was a little kid – had such sadistic depths to her. Part of me expected her to announce that it was all some big practical joke and that everything would go back to the way it was – but then I realised I could still taste the juices of her glorious pussy on my lips, and I was jerked back into the present.

This was real. It was happening.

And I knew I was going to go along with it. I couldn’t help myself. She had made it clear that I had a choice, that I could bail if I chose to – but with her sitting in front of me, so powerful and in control, I found myself helpless to resist.

I nodded. I needed to continue, and we both knew it.

‘Don’t nod at me, Richard,’ she said. ‘If you have something to say, you’ll address me properly. Or do you want me to make it fifteen strokes?’

‘No,’ I blurted out. ‘I mean, no, Miss Evelyn.’

‘That’s better. Now, get yourself to the corner.’

Her hands jumped from my chest, and I suddenly realised how much I missed them; with her skilled fingers and the teasing they provided, I was pretty sure she would have been able to get me to do anything she wanted. Instead, I began to rise to my feet, and was surprised when she darted out a leg and used it to press down on my shoulder. I tottered, almost toppling over, and instinctively tried to put out my hands to break my fall only to become painfully aware that they were still tied behind my back. It was only the brace of her leg against my body that prevented me from being sprawled out over the floor.

‘No, Richard,’ she said, with strained patience. ‘You don’t walk anymore. You crawl. On your knees until I give you permission to stand. Understood?’

‘Yes, Miss Evelyn.’

The few yards to the corner of her bedroom seemed to take forever, but eventually I managed to scoot myself over to a spot next to her dresser. My shoulders fit almost exactly, and for a moment a thought rose up in my mind: how many other people had Miss Evelyn had in this same position?

I tried not to think about it, but I suspected I wasn’t the first.

‘There we go,’ she said to the back of my head. ‘In half an hour, you can come and find me. I’ll be in the kitchen. Don’t speak until I acknowledge you – and yes, you’ll be expected to crawl there.’

‘Yes, Miss Evelyn.’

‘Good boy. Half an hour, remember. Exactly. Or else.’ She didn’t wait for my response; I heard her cross over to the door, and without another word it closed behind her.

I was alone.

Was it time?

From the burning sensation in my knees, I thought it might be; then again, they had felt as though they were rubbed raw against the carpet for at least ten minutes, so it was impossible to tell. Maybe the ten minutes hadn’t been ten minutes at all. Maybe it had been two, or five; maybe much longer, and I’d gone over. Maybe every second I waited was only earning me more punishment.

Stupid. Why hadn’t I been counting? I could at least have guessed at the time then, rather than having to guess.

Except I knew why I hadn’t been counting; it was obvious. My mind had been elsewhere. I had barely been able to focus on anything else.

What had happened to me? Was this all some sort of dream I was bound to wake up from if I pinched myself? If it was, it all felt a little too real. The burning at my wrists and my knees – not to mention the sweet smell of Evie’s juices around my mouth – told me it couldn’t have been fantasy, but still...

The idea that something like this could have happened to someone like me seemed insane.

Of course, I had to tell her I couldn’t carry on with it. I was already beginning to feel like I was way out of my depth, and that was without the threat of physical pain. Who knew what else she was capable of? Who knew what else she was capable of dragging me into. And yet...

Well, that was the thing. I was enjoying myself. I didn’t know quite how, or why, but when Evie – Miss Evelyn, rather – took control, I felt a profound sense of fulfilment. All I had to do was exactly as I was told. I didn’t have to think, or worry about what came next. All I had to do was obey.

The fact that it felt so natural seemed strange to me, and yet at the same time... well, how could I resist? I needed to see where it would lead – and the only way to do that was to do as Miss Evelyn said. I didn’t want to risk upsetting her and ruining what could be a good thing.

It must have been time. I had been there what felt like forever.

Slowly, I shifted my weight, wincing as the pressure on my knees was finally relieved. The cord that bound my wrists together still had no give in it, and so the only way I was going to be able to make it to the kitchen without standing up would be very carefully; if I fell, I’d be helpless to stop myself from face-planting into the carpet.

Getting to the door took a surprising amount of effort, but I was glad to see that it hadn’t closed fully when she left. Instead, there was a slight crack that – with a little bit of deft manoeuvring – I was able to work my fingers into and use to pry it open.

I inched my way along the hallway on my knees, desperately trying not to trip as my mind ran over the thousand and one possibilities that awaited me. What if I was early? What if she wasn’t in the kitchen waiting when I got there?

More worryingly, what if I was so late that she was furious?

No. That didn’t matter. There was no way I could be blamed for being late, not when she had deliberately set up the rules to be against me like this. Of course, just because she wouldn’t be mad didn’t mean that she wouldn’t punish me. I had seen the cruel look in her eyes when she explained how her little game was going to work. I didn’t have any doubt that she would have relished in an excuse to work her crop against the flesh of my buttocks.

I reached the kitchen door at last and, with a hesitant push with my shoulder, opened it.

Miss Evelyn was sitting next to the counter on a high stool, idly flicking through a magazine and drinking a coffee as though nothing was out of the ordinary. She was dressed casually, in a t-shirt and jeans, but even as she was I couldn’t help but notice how incredibly attractive she looked all of a sudden. How had I spent so long not blind to the fact? There was a new sense of magic to her now, a confidence that – in retrospect – had always been there, but that I had only just uncovered. She looked as though she could conquer the world without even lifting a finger, and I found myself hoping that she would start with me.

She barely acknowledged me as I entered the room, as though a half-naked man on his knees was a perfectly natural occurrence for her. For all I knew, perhaps it was. Instead, she merely pointed to the floor at her feet. ‘Here,’ she said, and nothing else.

I shuffled over to where she was gesturing and allowed myself to sit back on my knees, desperate to take some of the weight off. She carried on regardless, alternating between sipping at her coffee and turning the pages of her magazine until she was finished.

At last, she drained her cup and pushed both it and the saucer away from her along the countertop; the scrape of the ceramic caused me to look up for the first time in what seemed like ages.

‘Well, well,’ she said eventually, looking down at me for the first time. ‘You made it, then.’

‘Yes, Miss Evelyn.’

She smiled. ‘And you haven’t forgotten your manners, either. That’s very good. I was worried you might have let your standards slip now the heat of the moment has died down, but...’ She let her voice drift off, but instead she uncrossed her leg and slid her foot between my separated knees. With a gentle upward motion, she pressed her foot into the crotch of my jeans; I groaned as she made contact with my still rock-hard cock through the denim. Rather than withdrawing, she seemed to be enjoying teasing me, knowing that – with my hands bound – there was absolutely nothing I could do to stop her. I stayed quiet, struggling to keep my moans under control. By that point I was so desperate for contact – any contact – that the gentle massage of her foot even through two layers of fabric was almost more than I could stand.

‘Yes,’ she said, withdrawing her foot at last. ‘Very good indeed.’

I could feel my face flushing red with embarrassment. There was something about the way she was so unashamedly pawing at me, making my body do whatever she wanted, that made my mind flip somersaults. I had never felt so alive, and yet I had never felt so entirely out of control.

The foot she removed went to the other side of the stool on which she was seated, and nudged a heavy looking holdall towards me. As it moved, I could hear the distinctive clink of metal on metal, even though it seemed to be full. Whatever was in there sounded serious and imposing.

‘Remember when I said I had to hide a few things away before you arrived?’ she asked, and I nodded. ‘Well, here they are. I decided to pull them out of storage for us to use. I think we’re past the stage where I have to keep my lifestyle a secret now, don’t you agree?’

‘Yes, Miss Evelyn.’

‘Good. I’ve got some... things for you,’ she said, inserting just enough of a pause to send doubt spiralling through my mind. ‘They’re not gifts, exactly. But I do expect you to be grateful for them. If you decide to take them, that is. It’s still not too late to run away.’

Run away...

The way she said it made it sound almost shameful – an act of abandonment. But why would I have wanted to run away? Even with the threat of the crop hanging over me, I was too far in to even consider it.

‘So what do you say, Richard? Are you going to chicken out? Or are you going to carry on being my good little boy?’

She knew the answer before I said it; she probably knew the answer before I did myself. ‘The second one,’ I said softly.

Apparently that wasn’t enough for her. ‘Now, now, Richard,’ she scolded me. ‘If you’re going to do this, do it properly. What do you mean, the second one?’

‘I want to be your good little boy.’

If I thought I had been blushing before, having to articulate those words seemed to force every spare drop of blood from my body into my cheeks. I could feel myself burning – not with shame of my situation, but surprise at how easy it was for me to reduce myself like this. She was an older, powerful, dominant woman: next to her, how could I be anything but her good little boy?

‘Good,’ she said. ‘It looks like it’s time for your reward, then. Stand up.’

I got to my feet as quickly as I could, and by the time I managed to pull myself upright she was smirking at my efforts. ‘You’re going to have to learn how to be faster than that,’ she said, ‘but don’t worry: I’ll just add it to the list of things to teach you. You’ll get a lot of practice, I can promise you that much.’

I wanted to defend myself, to point out the only reason I was so unstable was her insistence in keeping my hands tied like I was some kind of criminal, but I decided against it. She soon distracted me from my grumbling by pulling me towards her by the belt loops on my jeans. Within seconds, she had pulled my belt free from my trousers and was working them down my thighs to rest in a pile at my ankles. Through my underwear, my cock stood hard as stone. There was no way to hide it.

‘Oh my,’ she said. ‘You really do enjoy being treated like this, don’t you? I never would have guessed you could be such a little slut. Just think about what Laura would say if she could see you now. I bet she has no idea what a little deviant she raised.’

Thoughts of my mother had never been further from my mind; I struggled to keep it that way.

Miss Evelyn slipped her fingertips under the elastic of my boxer shorts and pulled them quickly down to my ankles. My cock sprang out, hard and firm and ready for action, and she took it in a surprisingly gentle hand for the first time.

I was in heaven. Her grip was satin-soft, but left no doubt that she was in complete control of the situation. She lifted it up, testing its weight in her hand, and examined my balls underneath. ‘Well, the hair will have to go,’ she said eventually, ‘but overall... yes. I can work with this.’

I felt myself flush with an odd sense of pride. As compliments went, it wasn’t the most flattering, but it somehow felt good to know that I was matching up to Miss Evelyn’s exacting standards.

Her hand didn’t stop. What had begun as an examination soon turned into a tease: her grip tightened, and began gently pumping an up and down rhythm that sent shivers through me. I clenched my hands involuntarily behind my back, and I could feel my legs begin to grow weak with the anticipation of what was to come.

‘You like that, don’t you?’ she said, noticing the state I was in.

‘Yes, Miss Evelyn.’

‘It’s a shame about your hands being tied. I do love to watch a pretty young boy play with himself for me. I guess I’ll just have to keep on doing it for you.’ She gave a deep mock sigh. ‘It’s a hard life, sometimes.’

‘Thank you, Miss Evelyn.’

She sped up, moving her hand in long, hard strokes. I had never felt anything like it before in all of my eighteen years. The few times that I had been able to get my ex-girlfriend to play with it, the response had been listless and indifferent, but this...

‘I bet you’d just love to come right now, wouldn’t you?’ she said, snapping me out of my daydreams. ‘To spurt your little load all over my hand and the kitchen floor.’

‘Y-yes, Miss Evelyn.’

‘But if you did, I’m afraid that would spoil all the fun. And you wouldn’t want me to have my fun spoilt, would you? Not when I have so many other things planned for you.’

‘No, Miss Evelyn,’ I said, barely believing the words that were coming out of my mouth. I would have done anything to have her carry on, and yet somehow she seemed to be leading me down a very specific, very unfortunate route.

‘I suppose that means I should stop, then.’

She took her hand away and looked up at me, daring me to complain. She seemed satisfied when I didn’t, even though I was sure that the feel of her hands on my cock would haunt me for days. Still, even if she didn’t send me to completion, I’d still have the memory of her touch: when I could slip away for ten minutes of my own, perhaps at night, I’d be able to play that moment over and over in my mind. I was expert enough at teasing myself, and with that sensation to spur me on I knew I’d have a masturbation session I wouldn’t soon forget.

Instead, she reached into the bag and pulled out a few leather straps. ‘Turn around,’ she said, and I did, naked and finally free of my jeans and underwear.

I felt her attach the thick leather cuffs around my wrists, locking them in place with tiny brass padlocks. Their size aside, they looked sturdy; there was no doubt in my mind that I wouldn’t be getting out of them until that was what she decided she wanted – if that ever happened.

‘These should help to keep you out of trouble,’ she said. ‘And personally, I think they look rather adorable on you. There’s nothing quite like a naked boy in serious restraints, don’t you think?’

‘I don’t know, Miss Evelyn.’

‘Well, I do. And you’ll find these are very serious indeed.’ She reached back into the bag and pulled out two more leather straps – thicker ones, this time – and attached them around my ankles. She worked quickly, her nimble fingers pulling the straps tight and threading the padlocks closed with an easy grace that could only have come from a lot of practice. ‘How do they feel?’ she asked once she had finished. ‘Too tight?’

‘No, Miss Evelyn.’

‘Good. These are now a permanent part of your uniform. They don’t come off to sleep, they don’t come off to shower, and they don’t come off when you’re just serving me around the house. As far as you’re concerned, they’re a part of you now. Think you can live with that?’

‘Yes, Miss Evelyn.’ I rotated my wrists in the cuffs. The leather was tight, but not uncomfortable – certainly an improvement over the dressing gown cord, which was digging into my skin far more uncomfortably than the silk material would have led me to expect. She pulled out a small metal fastener and connected the two wrist cuffs together, leaving me doubly-tied, before delving back into her bag. When her hand emerged, it was carrying a small plastic tube unlike anything I’d seen before, but that had the distinct appearance of a curved cock.

‘Do you know what this is, Richard?’ she asked.

I shook my head.

‘It’s called a chastity cage. Do you know what that means?’

‘No, Miss Evelyn,’ I said, but I could guess – and I didn’t particularly care for the image.

She smirked. ‘God, you really just so... innocent. I’m going to have so much fun with you this summer. I can just feel it.’ I felt myself blushing as she continued. ‘A chastity cage, Richard, is what we use to control greedy little boys who don’t understand who is really in charge. We wouldn’t want you getting the wrong idea, would we?’

‘No, Miss Evelyn.’

‘And we definitely wouldn’t want to risk you playing with yourself without my permission. I know what a challenge it can be to be an oversexed teenager, and you’d really hate to see me once I’ve been disobeyed. I’m told it’s quite unpleasant.’

‘Yes, Miss Evelyn.’

‘Very good. So that’s why this wonderful little device is going to stay locked around that cock of yours until I say otherwise. Maybe tomorrow. Maybe a week from now. Maybe five minutes before I pack you off back home. But it’s on my terms. You won’t even ask for it to be removed, or I promise you I will make your life a misery. Do we have an understanding?’

What choice did I have? From the second she had walked into her bedroom that morning and pushed me to my knees, I knew that I wanted to explore this further. ‘Yes, Miss Evelyn.’

‘Good boy. But it’s easy to say that. I need to know you understand why this is happening. Beg for it.’

I paused. ‘I’m sorry?’ I said. ‘I don’t know what you mean.’

‘Beg for it,’ she repeated. ‘If you want the cage – really want the cage, that is – then you should be able to convince me. Unless you were just saying what you thought I wanted to hear in the hope that I’d play with you, of course?’

The tone of her voice made it clear that that wasn’t an option.

‘Please, Miss Evelyn,’ I said, forcing myself to choke out the words. ‘Please lock me into... that thing.’

She tutted softly. ‘You’ll have to do better than that, Richard. I want you to prove to me you mean it, and that you understand the consequences. Try again.’

‘Please lock me into the cage, Miss Evelyn,’ I mumbled. ‘I understand why. I promise.’

‘And why is that?’

‘Because you’re in control. And because you can’t trust me not to play with myself otherwise.’

‘And why would that be such a bad thing?’

‘Because...’ I paused, drawing a blank. ‘Because you hadn’t given me permission?’

‘Very good. And why does that matter?’

I sighed; finally, I realised what she was getting at. ‘Because my orgasms belong to you,’ I said.

She smiled up at me, and cupped my balls gently in her hand. She fitted a plastic ring to the base of my sack, before sliding the hollow plastic tube up my length. It was a tight fit, and as she clicked it into place and looped a padlock through the top, I couldn’t help but wince.

‘Close,’ she said. ‘It’s not just your orgasms that belong to me. Once this goes on, it’s everything. Your cock. Your body. Your mind. I’m going to train you to be my perfect little fucktoy, and you’re going to love every minute of it.’

The gentle touch of her hands sealed the deal; right at that moment, I would have promised the world just to feel her fingertips against my skin. ‘Yes, Miss Evelyn,’ I said. ‘Please make me yours.’

I closed my eyes as the lock clicked shut, but the sound seemed to echo in my ears. ‘Good boy,’ she said as she threaded the key onto a delicate silver chain and put it around her neck. My freedom rested between the pert mounds of her breasts, taunting me. ‘Now, doesn’t that feel better, knowing you don’t have to worry about your own selfish little needs?’

She didn’t wait for my response, which was convenient for both of us: I had no idea what I would have said.

‘Fetch me the scissors, there’s a good boy,’ she said instead. She pointed over to the drying rack, where a pair of pink-handled kitchen scissors were sticking out.

I walked over to the counter, still a little tottery on sore legs, but when I tried to manhandle them down, I found that they were too high: with my hands restrained, there was no way I was going to be able to reach them. Instead, I turned around and lowered my head, clenching my teeth tightly around the handle. I carried them across to her and waited for her to take them from my lips.

She stood up behind me and pushed my head down gently, bending me over the counter and forcing me onto my tiptoes. ‘Now hold still,’ she said. ‘I don’t want to hurt you. Not yet, anyway.’

I froze as I felt the cold steel of the scissors slip between the silk of the dressing gown cord and the flesh of my wrist. It sent a chill up my body, not just because of the sensation of the metal against my skin but also because of the helplessness of my situation: if I moved, I could cause myself serious damage. Soon I heard the scrape of metal on metal, and the tightness around my left wrist disappeared. My hands began to separate from each other, but that was soon stopped by the metal fastener between my cuffs. I was still a long way from being free.

Another little snip, and she was able to deposit the tattered scraps of silk on the counter in front of my face. ‘Such a nice dressing gown, too. I suppose you’re just going to have to make it up to me.’

The way she spoke implied that it was somehow my fault that she had to restrain me, my fault that she had tied the knots too tightly for them to be removed, my fault that she had to cut me free – as though I was responsible, and that I now owed her for cutting me loose, even though I was restrained just as tightly.

‘Yes, Miss Evelyn,’ I said. ‘I’m sorry.’

‘That’s OK. I know just what we can do instead.’ I heard the now-familiar rustle of her rummaging in the bag, and then she emerged again, resting what felt like a long stick on my back. My mind went through all the possibilities: I found myself thinking of an old-time boarding school, complete with canings. I had heard that canings were agony, and that the marks they left lasted for weeks. Could that be it? Was that how she wanted me to repay her?

No. She moved it in front of my face so I could get a better look. A long black stick, with a leather loop at one end and a firm-looking handle at the other. Not a cane.

A riding crop, just like she had mentioned earlier. I didn’t know whether to be worried or relieved.

‘Do you remember our little game, Richard? We said half an hour exactly, with ten strokes for every minute you were off. You haven’t forgotten already, have you?’

‘No, Miss Evelyn.’

The leather tip of the crop traced its way down my naked back, teasing me with a gentleness that I was sure wouldn’t last long. ‘Good, good,’ she said. ‘Well, I have some good news for you. You took thirty-two minutes exactly. Only two minutes over time.’

Two minutes. That made twenty strokes.

I felt my buttocks clench tightly at the thought of what was to come, and as she saw she pressed the crop down against my shoulders, as if to hold me down despite myself. ‘Twenty strokes, Richard,’ she said softly. ‘And after every one, you’re going to count it off and say thank you. You can take that for me, can’t you? You agreed to the game. And once it’s over, you’ll know exactly what’s in store for you if you really do disappoint me. This is just... a warning.’

If I hadn’t struggled so much with the door, I thought.

If I had just been quicker working my way down the hall.

If, if, if...

I considered what was about to happen – twenty strokes, just because she could – and I felt myself freeze up. Is it worth it?, I thought, but I already knew the answer. Of course it was worth it. For the touch of Miss Evelyn’s hands on my cock, I would have taken two hundred strokes, and then asked for more.

‘Yes, Miss Evelyn.’

She had walked behind me while I was thinking, but I could hear the joy in her voice even if I couldn’t see it on her face. ‘Oh, wonderful,’ she said. ‘I did so hope I was going to get to mark you this afternoon. It would have been such a shame if you’d chickened out. But just in case... do you know what a safeword is?’

‘No, Miss Evelyn.’

‘Think of it as a cut-off switch. If it’s too much for you, you can say your safeword, and this will all stop. But that means it all stops, immediately. No touching. No pleasure. No pain, for the rest of the time you’re here. It’s up to you to decide whether or not that’s worth it. Personally, I can promise you that it isn’t – but that’s your decision to make. The last little bit of power you have in this little relationship. Your safeword is “red light”. Use it wisely.’ 

‘Yes, Miss Evelyn.’

‘Repeat it back to me, so I know you understood.’

‘If I say “red light”, this all stops. Immediately.’

She leant down and planted a soft kiss on my forehead. ‘Good boy,’ she said. ‘I hope it won’t come to that, but... well, at least now we’re covered.’

She walked behind me, and I heard her strike the air with the crop a few times, adjusting to its weight. ‘Ready?’ she asked, but she didn’t wait for a response. Instead, there was a swishing sound, and then the crack as the first stroke hit.

I heard it, and the sudden noise made me jolt against the counter, but the physical sensation didn’t register. That wasn’t so bad, I thought, but as I opened my mouth to count it the pain arrived: a white-hot burning that spread its way outwards across the naked skin of my ass and up my spine, stealing the words out from under me.

‘Say it, Richard,’ Miss Evelyn said, waiting for me. ‘Say it, or it doesn’t count.’

‘One!’ I choked out. ‘One. Thank you, Miss Evelyn.’

She touched the tip of the crop to my ass gently and I winced. ‘Good boy,’ she said. ‘Nineteen more to go.’

The second stroke hit in what felt like the exact same place as the first, and the pain made me wriggle and thrash on the countertop: it took all of my effort to keep my body in place. I breathed deeply, trying to focus my way through the pain. I could do this. ‘Two. Thank you, Miss Evelyn,’ I said.

Eighteen more.

She rained the blows down on my ass, alternating between hard and soft, fast and slow, seeming to relish in me not knowing how or when her next hit would be coming. Occasionally she waited so long between strokes that I began to think that she had changed her mind, but it was never long before another thwack made me leap forwards, usually followed by a few more in such rapid succession that I could barely count them off in time.

Red light.

Red light.

The word danced in front of my eyes: I could make this stop at any time. All I needed to do was...

‘Sixteen. Thank you, Miss Evelyn.’

... say it. If I said it, then all of this...

Red light.

‘Seventeen. Thank you, Miss Evelyn.’

... could stop.

Red light.

Red light.

‘Eighteen. Thank you, Miss Evelyn.’

Two more. Two more. You can do this.

Red light.

No.

Stop.

‘Nineteen. Thank you, Miss Evelyn.’

I can’t.

It’s too much.

Red light, red light, red li—

‘Twenty. Thank you, Miss Evelyn.’

And like that, it was over. I almost didn’t realise for a second, until she placed the crop down gently beside me on the countertop. She was finished.

I had done it.

I heard her reach into the bag, and then her cool hands across the tender meat of my ass – unnaturally cool. I began to stand up to see what was happening, but she pushed me back down. ‘Relax, Richard,’ she said. ‘It’s just a little bit of cream to ease the pain. We don’t want you to suffer unnecessarily now, do we?’

I considered pointing out that if she hadn’t wanted me to suffer, she didn’t have to use the crop at all, but the cream felt so wonderfully soothing against my sore ass that I didn’t much care. Most importantly, I had done it: she had set me a challenge, and I had completed it.

No matter how hard she hit me, nothing could take away from the swelling of pride inside me.

Eventually, the dull ache in my ass subsided a little, and she stood up. With one deft hand she unclipped the wrist restraints from each other and allowed me to stand.

‘You did very well today, Richard,’ she said, smiling at me, and I couldn’t help but blush a little. ‘But I believe you were seeing to the laundry before I caught you in your little... indiscretion?’

Her meaning was clear. Playtime was over. ‘Yes, Miss Evelyn.’

‘Good boy. And you can throw your clothes in with them too. You won’t be needing them around here anymore.’

Without fuss I gathered the bundle of clothes from around my feet, and moved towards the door.

‘Oh, and Richard?’ she said as I was about to head back into her bedroom. ‘You might want to try and prepare yourself. Your training starts properly this afternoon.’

‘Yes, Miss Evelyn.’

I left to begin my chores, feeling oddly aroused, despite my worries. My cock pressed tightly against the plastic of what appeared to be its new home, and I found myself wondering just what this training would involve.


Want more?
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