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I didn’t know how long I had been resting there in the dark when the door crept open, but my guess was that it had been at least a few hours. The ache in my muscles from the previous evening had just about started to subside, and as my shoulders and thighs had begun to stop burning from being forced to kneel I had managed to drift off into a mostly peaceful sleep.

Kitty had led me down the hallway on a leash like an animal, but I had been too shocked to protest at the time: I had followed her as meekly as a lamb, barely comprehending what was happening to me. Seeing Miss Rachel and her husband play had been simultaneously one of the most erotic and strangest situations I had ever encountered in my life. It wasn’t as though I was unaware that such thing things happened, but finding myself at the centre of them had been a conflicting experience. 

And yet that was exactly where I had been. I had been kneeling on the floor with my hands cuffed behind my back, encouraged to watch while the muscular form of Mr Miller – Sir – pounded into his wife, over and over again. I had had my caged cock sucked by Kitty, who had teased me and cleaned my precome up off the floor. I had been told to go down on a woman I had only met that morning – and I had loved every second of it.

The world Miss Evelyn had introduced me to just a week earlier was one that felt strangely like home already.

When she had handed the keys to my cock cage to her friend and instructed me to do as I was told, I had assumed that she just meant for the afternoon. It was only once Miss Rachel and Sir had finished fucking that they had announced I’d be staying the night as well. I’d thought I would have time to think about everything that had just happened on the walk back to Miss Evelyn’s cottage, but instead I was taken to a room with a four-poster bed in it. This one wasn’t like the ornately-carved wood of Miss Rachel’s bedroom, however. It was a metal frame, cold and austere, built to seem practical and solid rather than decorative. A chain stretched out into the bed’s centre from every corner, each one ending in a large steel hinge: a set of serious-looking manacles that I knew were intended for me.

‘On the bed,’ Kitty had instructed: the first words she had spoken to me in what felt like forever. I knew better than to try to question it, and I crawled up onto the bed with some difficulty. It was only once I was on top of the sheets – plain black cotton, unlike the opulent material in the Millers’ bedroom – that Kitty unlocked my cuffs and freed my arms. My freedom, welcome though it was, didn’t last long. 

She grabbed my wrists firmly but not roughly, holding them into the manacles as she pulled out an array of padlocks from the bedside cabinet. With a practiced deftness, she had threaded the clasp through the holes in the cuffs and clicked it closed; seconds later, my other arm was also secured in a ring of steel.

She ran her fingertips down my body as she moved to do my ankles, and I watched her eyes – two bright little beads against the black latex hood that completely covered her face – shine as she looked at me. For a second I thought she was going to say something, but then I heard the sound of steel rattling against steel and I knew that was the only thing she needed to get her point across. However she felt about me – and I had no reason to suspect that was very much, given that we had only just met – her duty to her Mistress’s instructions came first. 

It didn’t take long before my ankles were locked in just as tightly.

It was only once the fourth padlock had closed that I noticed something odd. The individual manacle-cuffs were a snug fit, but the chains attached to them had plenty of slack. I might not have been able to leave the room, but I was still barely restrained in the traditional sense of the word. After having my wrists tied tightly behind my back in Miss Rachel’s bedroom, it was a welcome change.

Unfortunately, it wasn’t one that was going to last.

I don’t know if Kitty had noticed my relief at the freedom the chains gave me, but as she moved to the foot of the bed and took up her position next to a small black control panel, I couldn’t help but notice a smirk cross her lips. She flipped up the cover and I noticed two buttons – one red and one green – that looked more like something you’d see on a piece of heavy industrial equipment than in a bedroom, even in a place like Miss Rachel’s house. As she pressed a latex-covered finger against the green circle, I heard the clanks and whirs of the bed coming to life with movement. As it did, the slack chains around my wrists and ankles began to disappear as my arms and legs were pulled to their fullest extent. No matter how much I tried to resist, the bed’s mechanism was stronger than I could ever have been. By the time the mechanical whirring noises had ceased, the chains were taut and I couldn’t move a muscle.

Kitty headed over to a small toybox in the corner of the room – Just how many caches of sex toys did the Millers need?, I thought to myself – and came back with a simple red gag. I didn’t protest as she pressed it between my lips and fastened it tightly in place; there didn’t seem to be much point.

She ran her fingers down my naked body, enjoying the involuntary shudder that shot through me as her nails gently grazed my nipples, before coming to rest at the cage around my cock. She idly toyed with the padlock for a second, as though she was planning something, but almost immediately she pulled away. It didn’t matter. Just the feel of her hand resting so casually against my cock was a deliberate tease, and a thought that I knew would haunt me for a long time to come.

‘Sleep well, Richie,’ she said as she flicked off the light switch and left me alone in the darkness.

I did not sleep well.

The room wasn’t as pitch-black as it had first seemed. A thin sliver of moonlight parted the curtains, giving the room an eerie glow, but it barely mattered: this was a room built for submissive guests – as if the manacle-bed hadn’t given that away – and so everything had a certain sparseness to it, despite the initial comfort.

I wondered if Kitty had the same sleeping arrangements as I did. Would Miss Rachel put her to bed every night? Would she be locked into cuffs and stretched out, incapable of fighting her way out? No... somehow that didn’t seem right. Kitty didn’t seem to have any indication of fighting the Millers’ control. In fact, she seemed to revel in it. Even with the degrading things she had been made to do that afternoon, there seemed to be no hesitation.

Kitty knew her place.

And yet when it came to me, she seemed to know her place too – above me, pure and simple. The ease with which she had adapted to restraining me and leading me around on my chain leash made that clear. In the Millers’ house, I was the lowest of the low. The thought made my cock twitch in the cage, even though the contraption suddenly seemed entirely unnecessary. With my hands shackled as they were, there was no way in hell I’d be able to even touch myself, let alone get any pleasure from the friction. After the sights I had seen that afternoon, I couldn’t have been more disappointed.

Despite everything that had happened to me, it was Kitty – the newest addition to my apparently sexual awakening – that took up most of my thoughts. Everything about her seemed backwards, somehow, and it was difficult for me to wrap my head around. I hadn’t seen her face, and yet I had seen her gleefully sucking on a man’s cock just a few feet away from me. I had barely heard the sound of her voice, and I had still watched as she lapped my come from the floor.

It was ridiculous, of course. It was lust talking – that was all it could possibly be. I had spent so long with my cock in its tight cage over the past week that now I was latching onto the first attractive woman and projecting all of my fantasies onto her. Rationally, I knew that was the only explanation.

But there it was. No matter what I did, no matter where I tried to direct my mind, it always washed back to Kitty as if pulled by some current I couldn’t even begin to understand.

When I fell asleep, it was thinking about her, and her latex-hooded face was the one I saw in my dreams.

Richie...

Hey, Richie...

Richie... wake up...

‘Richie, wake up. That’s an order.’

I didn’t come out of my dream all at once. The first few seconds I kept my eyes closed, my thoughts drawn together by nothing more than the sound of Kitty’s voice. It was impossible to tell whether it was a dream or reality, and so I snapped my eyes open, but that gave me no further clue: the darkness in the room was practically absolute. Slowly, figures illuminated by a thin shaft of moonlight began to take form in the black air: the bedposts that held me tightly spread-eagled; the frame of the door; the toybox in the corner that held all manner of cruel and wonderful experiences.

And in the middle of them all, a naked female form.

I couldn’t see much, but I would have recognised Kitty’s body anywhere. Her curves were burnt onto my memories as though they were meant to be left for the ages, like initials carved into an oak tree. There was something different about her this time, though. The corset she had been wearing was gone, and the soft moonlight offered only the most teasing silhouette of her naked body, but there was more to it than that. It was only once she took a step towards me and the shaft of dim light caught her fiery red hair in a soft haze that I realised.

The latex hood she had been wearing had been removed.

‘I thought that would wake you up,’ she said, her voice barely above a whisper. In the stillness of the room, it didn’t matter. Her words rang out as clearly as a bell. ‘You do seem to respond very well to orders. Mistress seems pleased, anyway.’

Was that what this was all about? Had Miss Rachel sent her in at whatever-time-it-was to send me off on some duty? Was my service to the Millers to extend even into what must have been the small hours of the morning?

‘What time is it?’ I asked as she continued to walk forward, before settling on the edge of my bed. Her small frame barely registered any weight next to me – hardly even made a dent in the covers, in fact – but her mere presence excited me. 

‘Why?’ she said playfully. ‘Do you have somewhere else to be?’

‘I… no.’ It felt strange, speaking to Kitty on what was almost a face-to-face arrangement. Even though I couldn’t see her in the darkness, the fact that she wasn’t wearing the latex hood made her seem more real somehow, and less a figment of my imagination. I was a light switch away from seeing her, but as much as I wanted to know what she looked like – would have killed to know, bust a few short hours earlier – now it didn’t seem so important.

All that mattered was that she was with me. I didn’t have to share her attention with Miss Rachel and her husband. I didn’t have to serve someone else even as my mind was fixed on her. Even with the chains still keeping my wrists and ankles spread out across the bed in a solid X-shape, this felt so much more… intimate. Was that stupid?

Probably. I didn’t care. I liked it regardless.

We just sat there for a while, savouring the stillness of the night and each other’s presence.

‘Why are you here?’ I asked eventually. After such a long silence, it was hard to judge my own volume; the words came out a little more loudly than I would have hoped.

‘Shh,’ she said. ‘Don’t make any noise, OK? I’ll have to gag you otherwise. We can’t wake up Mistress.’

I nodded, hoping she’d recognise the gesture.

‘You’re kind of cute, Richie,’ she said. From her voice, it was easy to imagine the grin that accompanied it. ‘I’m going to have a lot of fun with you.’

‘Are you going to let me out?’

‘Yes and no. Mistress has your handcuff keys, so you’re kind of stuck here. To the bed, I mean.’

‘Then what? You’re just going to magic me out of all of this?’

Even in the darkness, even never having seen her face, I could imagine her rolling her eyes at me. ‘Don’t be a smartass or you don’t get to play,’ she said. She reached up to her neck, and held something metallic up next to my face: a key on a long chain that I had previously seen modelled by Miss Rachel. It belonged to the cage that was locked around my cock. ‘Or do you not want this? I can always go back to bed, if you’d prefer.’

I was suddenly overcome by the thought of Kitty with her hand around my cock, teasing me to an orgasm I so desperately craved – or perhaps even her mouth, her tongue milking me until I shot my load down her throat. Everything from that afternoon suddenly seemed within reach, and even though most of me was convinced it was all just another long, slow tease, I didn’t want to risk missing out on the off chance I was wrong.

‘No. Please,’ I said. ‘Stay.’

She smiled; my eyes had adjusted just enough to the dark of the room for me to make out that much, if nothing else. ‘That’s better. You’re learning.’

Kitty reached out a hand and hovered it over my stomach for a second, as though wondering where she should touch me first – or if she should touch me at all. She lowered it gradually, and as I felt her cool hands run over the muscles of my abdomen I could have sworn she let out a soft sigh of satisfaction.

‘Mistress said that since I was such a good girl tonight, I could have a reward,’ she said at last. She sounded distant, as though her mind was somewhere else – perhaps already a step or two ahead. ‘She gave me the option of having your key for the night, or wiping clean all of the punishments I earned this week. I’m up to forty-five strokes of the cane on Sunday already, so you’d better be worth it. Understood?’

Her voice was light and playful, but beneath the teasing there was a cold undercurrent that seemed more like it came from Miss Rachel than from Kitty. She had obviously spent long enough in service to the Millers to pick up a few things.

I nodded. ‘I understand.’

‘Good boy,’ she said. ‘And maybe, if you’re well-behaved, you might get some release too. I know you’ve been thinking about that all night, haven’t you?’

It would have been useless to protest. Even through the cage my arousal was clear, and there was no mistaking the source.

Kitty moved closed to me then, and for a second I thought she was going to kiss me – her face came tantalisingly close to my own, enough that I could feel her hair as it draped softly over my cheeks – but instead she swung a leg over me and I could feel the gentle pressure of her weight on my stomach. She had positioned herself well above the cock cage, to prevent her hips from pressing it into me uncomfortably, but somehow having her sit so high up my body only emphasised just how small she was. I wasn’t the most athletic of guys, but I was sure that – had the chains not secured my wrists and ankles quite so effectively – I could have picked her up and swung her around like a ragdoll.

And yet being beneath her felt right – more so even than it had with Miss Rachel, or Miss Evelyn. The fact that she was so small and delicate didn’t change that: on the contrary, it seemed to emphasise it. As she ran her hands down my arms and found myself tensing them involuntarily, pulling against the chains not in hope of escape but… why, exactly? To show her I had some strength in those thin arms of mine? To let her know silently that I wasn’t just a tied body waiting to be used – and yet that I had decided, for whatever reason, that a tied body was just what I was choosing to be?

‘Relax,’ she said softly. ‘I’m not your Mistress. You don’t have to impress me. Not yet, anyway.’

When I was supposed to impress her, I was sure she’d let me know. Until then, I let my body slacken, enjoying the sensation of her fingertips gently tracing their way along my skin.

She lowered her face to mine again, this time placing her lips tantalisingly close to my ear. Her hair fell in waves around us, forming a protective curtain that kept the rest of the world out. When she spoke, it felt as though her words could only ever be for me.

‘I wanted you,’ she said. It was barely a whisper, but with her mouth so close it would have been impossible to miss. ‘Earlier, I mean. When I had Sir’s cock in my throat.’ I didn’t like to think about that. At the time it had seemed hot, watching this beautiful creature demonstrating her skills like that, but now it felt like an intrusion. Thoughts of Mr Miller weren’t welcome anymore – not here, not now. ‘I wondered how yours would feel.’

I said nothing. My throat had tensed up so much I wasn’t sure I’d be able to say anything ever again.

‘Do you like that, Richie?’ she said. ‘Knowing that when I was pleasing someone else, I was thinking about you? Dreaming about taking your cock instead? Having it to play with?’

I nodded, even though I knew she wasn’t waiting for an answer. This was all part of the game for her.

‘And not just your cock,’ she said. She ran her hands down my body, pausing for a brief moment as they passed over my nipples; the teasing touch made me let out a small gasp. It was the first noise I’d made in what felt like forever, and with her face next to mine it was impossible to hide. ‘I thought about having you go down on me. Riding your face. Using your tongue. Mistress seemed to enjoy it so much… well, I figured it would be stupid of me not to try it for myself.’

Her lips moved on from my ear them, tracing soft butterfly kisses along my jawline. When she got to my neck, I felt the faint nip of teeth – a gentle shock, to remind me that even though she was confessing all of these things to me she was firmly in control, and planned to stay that way.

‘You’d like that, wouldn’t you?’ she said, and I nodded again. Kitty tutted in mock exasperation. ‘No, Richie,’ she said with a sigh. ‘I asked a question. You’d like that, wouldn’t you?’

‘Y-yes,’ I stammered out. I hadn’t felt that nervous since Miss Evelyn had caught me sniffing her panties a week before. ‘I’d like that.’

‘Good boy,’ she said. ‘I thought you might. And you know you can get it, can’t you?’ She pulled her face away from my and began scotching up my body. The almost imperceptible weight of her lifted off my stomach and then placed itself high on my chest, but she didn’t sit down; instead, she arched her body forward, projecting her hips towards my face. There could be no mistaking the gesture. ‘You can have all of this. All you have to do is beg. Can you do that for me?’

My mind was spinning. The darkness surrounded us completely, making it impossible for me to pick out even the faintest trace of her body from the sliver of moonlight cast on the floor, but I didn’t need it: I could picture it perfectly. If the reality of it matched even a fraction of my fantasy, I wanted to lick and lick and not stop until she was completely satisfied.

I wanted to please her almost as much as I wanted my own selfish desires to be fulfilled.

‘Beg for me, Richie,’ she purred. ‘Show me how much you want it.’

I lifted my head up from the pillow, straining to show my enthusiasm. ‘Please,’ I said. ‘Please let me taste you. Please let me go down on you. Please.’

‘Is that really what you want?’ she asked playfully. ‘A naked girl straddling you, and all you can think about is how much you want to taste my pussy? How much you want to pleasure me? Evie really must have you well-trained. And in only a week, too. Maybe she really is as good as Mistress’s stories would have me believe.’

I could feel myself blushing in the darkness, but she was right: all I could think about was going down on her. The cage and its confinement had shifted my attention away from my cock, and even though I could feel myself straining against the plastic, I was so used to not getting any relief of my own that I’d almost learned to stop expecting it.

I felt Kitty stroke my face gently, running her fingernails along my cheek, before she rested her weight fully on my chest. She weighed almost nothing, but as she pulled her hands away and stopped touching me I felt almost disappointed. There was something magical about the way her fingertips felt; I could have happily spent the whole evening with her gently stroking me, teasing my skin with her dainty hands.

It was only once I heard her moans that I realised why she had stopped.

It came through the darkness, quietly at first – and then, as my ears adjusted to the sound, with all the subtlety of an alarm bell. Before long, all I could hear was the sound of skin against skin as her fingers slid in and out of her wet hole. If there was any doubt about it, it was soon lost in amongst the sounds of pleasure that flowed out of her seemingly without end.

‘That’s right, Richie,’ she said, almost to herself. ‘Picture it. Imagine my fingers in my pussy. I want that to be all you can think about right now. I want to be your whole world.’

My cock was in agony. Even after coming just the morning before, I still had over a week of sexual frustration to burn off – once in eight days was so much less than I was used to. I pulled against the chains, but they held firm, and as I heard the clank of steel against steel I remembered Kitty’s warning not to make too much noise in case Miss Rachel and her husband woke up. I didn’t know what the punishment for that would be, but I suspect it wouldn’t be pretty.

I could hear Kitty’s breaths growing ragged, and then the slick in-and-out of her fingers, both competing for my attention. All I wanted was for her to lean a little further forward, to plant her pussy on my face and grind down on me – to let me prove I could please her. Instead, she barely acknowledged I was there. As she began to rock back and forth against her hand, the rest of the world seemed to disappear.

‘What are you?’ she said, gasping out the words as her fingers slid in and out of her pussy. ‘What are you, Richie?’

‘I… I don’t know,’ I stammered out.

With her other hand, she reached down and roughly grabbed my cheeks, pinching them together and clamping her hand over my mouth. With her hand tightly over my mouth, I was struck by how vulnerable I was. Chained to the bed as I was, even the tiny Kitty could have done me a phenomenal amount of damage if she chose – and I would have found it impossible to fight back. The thought terrified me and thrilled me in equal measure.

‘You’re mine,’ she hissed, not giving any trace of reducing the pressure on my mouth. ‘For tonight, you’re mine.’

I nodded so she could feel my acceptance, even though it wasn’t a question: the tone of her voice left no room for dissent. I was her, for her use – given to her by Miss Rachel, to be treated as she saw fit.

‘That’s right,’ she purred. I could feel her speeding up her thrusts against her fingers, now no longer teasing her wet slit but desperately trying to reach the orgasm her body craved. ‘You’re all mine, and I can take anything I want from you, can’t I?’

I nodded again, but this time the movement of my head under her hand didn’t seem to satisfy her. She pulled her fingers away from my mouth and I sucked in a deep breath, more out of caution than necessity.

‘Answer me,’ she said. ‘I need to hear you say it.’

‘Yes. Please, yes.’

‘Anything?’

I nodded again. ‘Anything. I’m all yours.’

Suddenly she stopped her thrusting, her body twitching on top of mine and then coming to a full stop, like a car running out of fuel at the worst possible moment. It must have been agony for her; she seemed to have been on the cusp of an orgasm for what felt like forever. She paused for a moment, as though collecting herself – perhaps considering what was to come next. When the question came, it cut through the darkness like a knife.

‘Are you a virgin, Richie?’

Virgin.

The word seemed so meaningless now. What was a virgin, really? Someone sexually inexperienced? If the past week or so was anything to go by, I certainly couldn’t be called that. At the hands of Miss Evelyn, Miss Rachel and now Kitty, I had encountered things that most people go a lifetime without seeing.

And yet I was. The closest I had ever got to sex was with my only serious girlfriend, a girl in my year at school who had teased so much and yet delivered so little. The one time she had let me go down on her, it had been a distinctly unsatisfying evening for both of us; I’d enjoyed it, while it lasted, but after five minutes she had said that she felt too self-conscious to continue and we’d stopped. Now, that felt like ancient history.

‘Well?’ Kitty asked again. I could almost hear the smirk in her voice.

‘Yes,’ I said meekly.

‘Yes what?’

‘Yes. I’m a… you know.’

‘Virgin.’

‘Yes.’

‘No, Richie. I want you to say it. Admit it. Tell me what you are.’

‘Why?’

With a lightning-quick hand, she reached down and grabbed my caged cock firmly. She pulled it up, stretching my balls against the cage. ‘Why?’ she hissed. ‘Because I said so, that’s why. And because tonight, you’re mine. Understood?’

I winced and nodded. ‘Yes,’ I said. ‘I understand.’

‘Good boy. Now, what are you?’

‘I’m a virgin.’

She let go of the cage, and I breathed a sigh of relief. ‘There. Was that really so difficult?’

‘No.’

‘Then maybe next time you’ll be better behaved. Let that be a lesson to you.’

It wasn’t just her ability to tease that she had learned from Miss Rachel. There was a natural dominance to her that seemed so at odds with the polite, docile submissive I had seen earlier. Now, with just the two of us in a darkened room, a whole new side of Kitty was emerging.

I was almost ashamed by how much I was enjoying it.

Was that even allowed? Miss Evelyn had made it clear that I was under her control, and that I should consider her the authority on everything – and yet she had given me away like a toy to one of her friends, with the strict instructions that I should obey Miss Rachel’s instructions as though they came from her directly. Miss Rachel had made it clear from her teasing that she wanted me to enjoy my evening – at least, as much as I could with my cock locked away and with no hopes of release on the horizon – but she had apparently passed my key on to Kitty as though I was just another item in her toybox, to be used as she saw fit.

Kitty wasn’t Miss Evelyn, but I didn’t care. I wanted her – this strange, glorious creature who I hadn’t known even existed twenty-four hours earlier. She was inside my mind, and she seemed to relish the fact that she knew exactly how to manipulate me.

For her, I was just a puppet.

Kitty moved down my body, and I felt her grasp the cage yet again. This time, however, it was more focused, and as I heard the scrape of metal against metal I knew why. Soon the key around her neck found the hole in the lock it had been searching for, and she gave it a quick twist. The contraption around my cock opened up, and she pulled the plastic down, releasing me.

I was free.

I didn’t need to see my cock to know that it was pretty much already standing to attention; the immediate flow of air that swirled around it made me twitch even from that slight sensation, and I felt its weight bobbing in front of me. Almost immediately, Kitty turned her attention to it. She wrapped one of her dainty little hands around it and immediately began pumping up and down, forcing me to full hardness.

There was no tease now: no making me beg for her. After how excited she had got herself with her fingers as she sat on my chest, it was clear that she was in no mood to mess around. She knelt above me, straddling my hips and idly fingering my cock.

‘I want this,’ she said, tightening her grip. ‘I want you inside me, and I want you ride you until I come. Do you have a problem with that, boy?’

Boy.

Kitty must have been around my age, but she said it with all the same authority of Miss Evelyn and Miss Rachel and I could feel myself starting to blush. Her confidence was astonishing, and it was all I could do to stop myself from getting swept up in it. All of this seemed to be happening so fast: my mind was spinning, and I didn’t even have the picture of Kitty’s face to keep myself anchored.

Effectively, she was a complete stranger.

‘Well?’ she said. ‘I asked you a question, Richie.’

‘I… I don’t know…’ I blurted out.

I wasn’t sure where the words came from, and as soon as I’d said them I regretted it immensely. I did know – in fact, I knew exactly what I wanted to happen over the next few minutes, and it was pretty much exactly as Kitty had described – but they had slipped out despite my best efforts, and they had to be dealt with.

For a moment, the room was silent.

‘You don’t know what?’ she said at last, pausing with her fingers still on my cock. ‘Do you want this?’

God, did I want it—more than anything in the world; perhaps more than anyone had ever wanted anything before. ‘Yes,’ I said. ‘So much.’

She let out a little giggle. If I hadn’t been chained to the bed and at her mercy, it might almost have seemed playful. ‘Then what’s the problem?’ she said.

‘I just… I mean, I don’t know what to… you know.’ My voice sounded weak and pathetic, and I kicked myself mentally, but it was too late. I was just glad that the darkness stopped her from seeing the bright crimson I knew my face had turned.

‘What to what?’

‘Do.’ That one syllable seemed to sum up all of my insecurity, dispelling all doubts that while I was a visitor in the strange land that Kitty and Miss Evelyn and the Millers had chosen to inhabit, with all of its sexual freedom and openness, I still didn’t consider myself quite one of them. I was a tourist, with all the baggage that entailed, and a week in a cock cage hadn’t really done anything to change that.

Perhaps that was what a virgin was, deep down: someone nervous and unsure of what lay over the next ridge. If that was true, it couldn’t have described me better if the word had been designed just for that one purpose.

‘You can relax, Richie. You don’t do anything,’ she cooed. ‘You don’t need to be anything but a cock for me. That’s your one purpose tonight – to be my toy. Do you understand?’

I nodded; I could handle that. ‘Yes,’ I said.

‘Yes what?’

‘I… I don’t know,’ I said again; around Kitty, it seemed I didn’t know much.

She finally had me in position, the head of my cock just grazing the entrance to her slit. She teased her wet hole for a second, lubricating the tip with her juice. ‘Yes, Mistress,’ she said.

That was the last thing I heard before she slid herself down on my cock, and pleasure took over.

It was a sensation unlike anything I had ever felt before. Kitty’s tightness enveloped me completely, her pussy milking me with effortless ease. At first, she moved down slowly, inch by inch, taking me into her, but it was only a few moments before she began working herself up to a faster pace.

I was in a state of ecstasy. As she rode me, she ran her fingers along my body, alternating between grasping at me and teasing my nipples – and yet it was clear that it wasn’t for my benefit. Kitty seemed to enjoy taking me apart to find out how I worked, like a child playing with a broken radio or a cat toying with a captured mouse. When I moaned aloud at her touch, she bounced up and down with much greater vigour, but as soon as I grew quiet she stopped, and I began to crave it once again.

It was a while before I realised that she was training me, encouraging me to give up my prudishness and uncertainty and to give myself over to the sensation. In the darkness, she had nothing to go on but the touch of my body and the sound of my whimpers in her ears.

This way, she could have both.

‘Good boy,’ she said, almost to herself. ‘My good little fucktoy.’

She wasn’t fucking me the way I had watched her Master and Mistress fuck each other earlier that night. That had been an act of power, a dominant man struggling with a dominant woman for control of the situation, wrestling for who got to be on top – mentally, if not physically. With Kitty, it was different; she knew she was in control, and was using me accordingly, but there was a softness to it. My mind flashed back to what I thought I had known of kink before this week, and all I came back with were whips and chains, bruises and marks, and simpering men in their forties grovelling at the feet of disinterested women. None of those things were Kitty. She didn’t need to hurt me to get my obedience, and didn’t need to humiliate me to ensure that I knew my place. Perhaps more strangely, though, was that she seemed so present. She had chased me, not the other way around. This shapely Goddess, who on the street I would have considered to be so far out of my league as to be untouchable, had taken the initiative to make me her own – for one night, at least – and in doing so had traded her way out of a beating of her own. Tomorrow evening, her ass – the ass that was currently bouncing around freely on top of me –would be criss-crossed with bright red marks, and no doubt too painful to sit on for quite some time.

She had chosen that future in exchange for one night with me.

I began to thrust my hips against hers, meeting her stroke for stroke, and she moaned appreciatively. She wasn’t the only one it felt good for. Pushing up against her drove my greedy cock deeper inside her, and soon all rational thought was suspended: all I wanted was more of her body. Based on the gasps of pleasure that came from her lips whenever our hips drew near, she seemed to approve of my decision.

She dropped forward onto me, pressing her breasts against my body. ‘Don’t come,’ she whispered in my ear. ‘Don’t get yourself too excited – or do, for all I care. Just don’t come without permission and until I’m finished, or I’ll use the contents of that toybox in the corner to make you scream in ways you didn’t even know were possible, and to hell with whether or not it wakes Mistress up. Do you understand me?’

The tone of her voice made it clear that she was through messing around with me. Whatever this had been before, now it was serious business.

‘Yes Mistress,’ I nodded, but I knew what she asked of me was almost impossible. There was no way I’d be able to resist if she carried on the way she had been doing. At that moment, I would have given anything just for permission to release.

I tried to hold back, but it was no use. No matter how I tried to distract myself, the rhythmic gyrations of her hips on mine pushed me ever closer to spurting.

I’ll take the punishment, I thought feverishly. Whatever it is, it can’t be worse than this torture.

‘Please,’ I moaned. ‘Please, I’m so close. I need to…’

The orgasm hit like a sledgehammer, so powerful that for a second or two I was convinced it was mine. With a low moan Kitty’s entire body tensed up around my cock, and she raked her fingernails down my chest hard. The pain of it, coupled with the pleasure of her pussy milking me, broke down my defences.

As she came, I couldn’t stop myself from exploding with her.

My entire body convulsed with a whole new world of sensation. I had come before – at my own hand, usually – but it was nothing compared to this. After a week of barely being allowed to touch my cock, coupled with near-constant teasing, every nerve ending felt as though it were on fire. For her part, Kitty did her best to prolong the blissful agony of it all. Just when I thought she had finished, she changed the speed of her bouncing and excited me all over again, sending me in and out of limbo until my mind could no longer focus on anything but her.

And then, at long last, it was over. 

‘Good boy,’ she said as she slid off me. My cock felt cool as the breeze from her movements sent a wash of air over it, chilling her juices, but I didn’t care: next to the sensations I had just been introduced to, it barely registered. Moments later, the draught was replaced by the feeling of her hands, and then the familiar touch of plastic as she slipped the sheath over my increasingly flaccid cock.

‘Do you have to put that thing back on me?’ I said, gesturing to the cuffs that held me tight to the bed. ‘It’s not like I can do anything like this.’

‘Hush,’ she said. ‘Mistress’s instructions. We can’t have you getting spoiled, can we? Who knows what kind of trouble you might get yourself into.’

I was too contented to put up much of a fight, even if I had thought I stood any chance of convincing her, and it wasn’t long before my cock was safely locked away once more. The click as the padlock closed seemed different this time.

This time, it was Kitty’s doing. It might have been under Miss Rachel’s instructions, but it was Kitty’s hands that had done it, and so it was easier to imagine that it was all for her benefit.

‘Much better,’ she said, before kissing me gently on the stomach. ‘Just the way you’re meant to be.’

She got up then, her business completed. I’d expected her to leave immediately, but instead she stopped by the door, as if there was something she needed to say but couldn’t find the words.

‘You know,’ she said softly, ‘technically I didn’t give you permission. I want you to remember that I could have punished you for that. You’re lucky you got me in such a good mood. Maybe you won’t be so lucky next time.’ Her words were harsh, but there was a playful tone to her voice. I couldn’t help but feel that it was as close to a thank you as I was going to get – not that one was needed. Kitty had given me a first time I didn’t think I’d ever be able to forget.

And then there was the promise of next time: a joke, or something more?

‘I’ll see you in the morning, Richie,’ she said, not even bothering to turn to face me as she opened the door. The light of the hallway shone through her hair for a moment, forming a rich, bright halo around her head. In that instant, coupled with the post-orgasmic bliss, she seemed somehow otherworldly – too pristine to be around normal human beings.

It was the last thing I saw before she closed the door behind her, and the familiar darkness set in once again.
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