
        
            
                
            
        

    
Contents




Title

Copyright

Contact Information

Chapter 1

Chapter 2

Chapter 3

Chapter 4

Chapter 5

Chapter 6

Chapter 7

Chapter 8

Chapter 9

Chapter 10

Chapter 11

Chapter 12

Chapter 13

Chapter 14

Chapter 15

Epilogue

A Word from the Author

Mailing List

Additional Works (Femdom Erotica)

Additional Works (Erotica/Romance)


[image: Image]


Copyright © 2015 Samantha Love

All Rights Reserved

Amazon Kindle Edition License Notes

This eBook is licensed for your personal enjoyment only. This eBook may not be re-sold or given away to other people. If you would like to share this book with another person, please purchase an additional copy for each recipient. Thank you for respecting the hard work of this author.


To hear about Samantha Love’s latest ebook tales of erotica, join our mailing list at the following address: http://eepurl.com/4l399



Follow Samantha Love’s blog: https://samanthaloveauthor.wordpress.com/




To know what Samantha is up to, "like" her Facebook page at https://www.facebook.com/authorsamanthalove



Twitter: @eroticwritersam




samanthaloveauthor@gmail.com


1










PETER SCHMIDT stared at the Las Vegas skyline and touched his fingers to the glass. Outstretched among the desert clay, a Tetris board of neon lights bent and curled and folded. Juxtaposed under the flicker stood drag queens and dragnets, PDA and DEA, prostitutes and clergy, penny slots and Baccarat. Fortunes swayed below him, a pendulum of chance churning greed and hope and desire—dereism poised beneath a dubious Lady Luck. 

Lifting his hand away from the glass, he stared at the smudge left. He started to close the curtains, wanting to shroud the outside world, but he stopped himself, knowing she would enjoy the view. 

He went back to the sofa and sat, thinking.

The bill had already been settled. One week in a seventy-five-hundred square foot penthouse offering every excess: an infinity pool stretching several feet beyond the terrace and into the starless sky; a circular staircase; a library containing books no one would ever read; an Olhausen pool table; a ready-to-enter Jacuzzi. Every thing a man could want, but no one. 

His solidarity would soon change.

Peter lifted the remote and returned it to the table without selecting a button. He folded back the cuffs of his oxford shirt and fixed his eyes on an abstract painting positioned above the marble fireplace.

The arrangements had been finalized months in advance, planned as meticulously as everything else in his life. His business rested in capable hands during his absence; his Outlook set to convey his leave. He wasn’t married. He had no children. His talent was persuasion and products and knowing that it was the dream to be sold and never the gadget.

He moved to a dimmer along the wall and adjusted the lights, leaving only the faint shimmer of the spiral staircase lit in brilliant gold. Beyond the terrace, grey stratus clouds etched the desert sky like cigarette burns. He checked the time and wondered if she would be late before realizing that she was never late. She arrived neither early nor late, because when she arrived was the precise moment she was supposed to arrive. He reminded himself of these simple axioms and waited, recalling her long neck and longer legs and the Chanel No. 5 that followed her even stride. 

A week would be his longest duration in her presence, and she had warned him it would not be without difficulty. While he knew this, such caveats could not contain the idea once it had planted itself in his mind. Over the years, one hour had grown into two. Half days had become overnights until even a string of days could not sate his need. 

She knew him well—charted the deep chasms of his psyche, exploring those esoteric desires that no one had supposed of him. She had uncovered nearly every vestige, peeled back the slender layer of his conscious mind. With the agility of a gifted harp player, she plucked at his cerebral until it played to her preferred tune. 

Following each encounter, he promised himself it would be their last. Firm resolutions were formed with therapists, declarations witnessed before priests. But he would break and he would call and she would come, and now he knew there could never be a last time, no coda of sufficient length to arrest his craving.

Desire is cancerous; it grows, mutates, forms resistances, and when it must, lies dormant until vulnerabilities arise.

He got up and checked the rooms again, scrutinizing the aesthetics, making certain it was to her favor. The Dom Pérignon sat half submerged in a silver bucket filled with fresh ice chips; a linen towel draped over the brim. On the terrace, a Jacuzzi held warm bubbly suds, the top pulled away and tucked neatly out of sight. At the foyer, a vase held four-dozen freshly pruned red roses with a personal note he had penned during the flight.

Everything set.

Everything ready.

He checked his phone and he watched it glow and he watched it return to its former, darkened state.

As the chimes rang from the carillon, his heart reverberated with it. He rose, but he did not move. The bells blasted again. He ran to the door, the heels of his Salvatore Ferragamos tapping staccatos across the wooden foyer. AC-provided air leapt in and out of his lungs as his eye moved over the peephole.

It was not she.

He opened the door and pointed at the DO NOT DISTURB sign, waiting for a justification.

“Sorry to interrupt you, Mr. Schmidt,” the casino GM whispered. “But you forgot your card.”

The Armani-wearing man, hair slicked back like a porcupine, opened his hand and presented the plastic.

Peter took it.

“Please do not disturb me again. I don’t care what the emergency is. If the building catches fire, let me smolder in this suite. Do I make myself clear?”

The GM nodded and lifted his hands. “I won’t interrupt you again, Mr. Schmidt. And I’ll personally see to it that the staff knows as well.”

Peter wasn’t convinced. “No phone calls. And no one is to know I’m here. Use an alias if you must. For the number of zeros attached to my bill, you can afford me this simple request. If not, I will find another establishment on the Strip able to honor my needs.”

“No, Mr. Schmidt. You won’t have any more problems. I’m very sorry to have disturbed you. I will leave you alone.”

Peter watched him turn and go and descend in the elevator. There were no other rooms in the hall and accessing his floor required a swipe of a special keycard. The only other room on the floor was accessible by a separate elevator, and there were no adjoining rooms to worry about. 

His phone rang. He stared at the number. It was she. He listened to the soft ringtone and mentally gathered himself before placing it to his ear.

“I’m in the lobby,” she said.

He told her the elevator to use and when she had found it, he pressed a button on the intercom to grant her access to his floor.

There was no more waiting. She ascended toward him. He stood in the hall, swallowing the tension in his throat and wiping the sweat from his palms, waiting for the gold elevator doors at the end of the hall to part.

A light flashed above them.

A ding sounded.

The doors opened.

The Asian beauty lingered in the cart. Leaning against the handrail with features sharp as glass, she smiled at him, her lips curling at one edge with an affable, yet solemn smirk. She did not wear a leather dress with military boots. Nor did she carry a coiled whip in her hand. In the black Oscar de la Renta pencil dress, she could have entered any five-star venue on the strip sans reservations. In her silver, open toe Manolo Blahniks, she stepped out.

“Good to see you, my love,” she said, sauntering toward him.

“It’s wonderful to see you, too . . . Mistress.”

He took the small designer handbag from her hand. His nostrils drank her fine perfume as he stared into her almond eyes. 

She laid a hand on his neck and caressed him.

“You’re stressed,” she said. “Relax.”

When she moved her hand to his shoulder and pressed gently, he knew what to do. Lowering himself to his knees, he stared at her smooth feet and the manicured nails poking through the peep toes. He kissed the straps of her heels and when she lifted them, he ran his tongue along the sole, licking the filth and grim of her travels. 

His tongue blackened as his cleaned, restoring the shoes to their former store-bought state. He tasted concrete and rubber and other waste he couldn’t name (or didn’t want to). The coarse grit hung on his tongue. He sat with his mouth open, waiting for her instruction.

“Swallow it.”

He closed his mouth, produced as much saliva as he could, and did as she had asked of him. He closed his eyes and mediated on her filthy offerings descending his throat.

“My bags are still in the limo,” she said. “I trust you’ll take care of them.”

“Yes, Mistress.”

He got up and showed her inside. As she left the foyer to explore the rest of the suite, he set her purse against the table containing the roses and called the GM.

“Leave the bags outside the door,” Peter told the GM.

He returned the receiver and opened his wallet. He took out a fifty and placed it on the floor just outside the door. 

His Mistress returned to retrieve her purse and picked up the note lying beside the bouquet. When she finished reading it, she closed it and dropped it into her purse.

He followed her into the living room where she sat on the sectional sofa. Peter kneeled against the floor. 

“I’ve missed you as well,” she said, referring to the note’s contents. “Have you been good during our absence?”

“Yes, Mistress.”

“And you’ve followed all of my orders?”

“Yes, Mistress. I’ve remained celibate, and I haven’t masturbated in a month.”

She smiled and folded her legs, drawing the hem of the pencil dress to the top of her thighs. “Of course you haven’t. Not with that fancy chastity belt I have you in. How long has it been since you’ve copulated with a woman? You’re so good with numbers. Remind me.”

Peter blushed. “Almost three years.”

“Almost three years,” she echoed. Stretching, she pulled her legs onto the sofa. “My, my. Such a long time for a powerful man to go without sex. And here you are in Vegas, surrounded by beautiful women and high-class escorts. Yet, instead of having a sex-filled week, you’re camped out in your hotel suite with me.”

“I’d have it no other way, Mistress.”

She caressed the hair resting at the front of his head. “So much power to capture.”

Peter’s knees buckled, already sore from kneeling. He settled his buttocks against his ankles and placed a hand against the floor.

“You are weak. Have you been neglecting my workouts?”

He grunted, lifting his hand away and rising back onto his knees. “Some, Mistress. I’ve been negotiating a large acquisition that has taken nearly every waking moment of my—”

“Silence.” Her voice remained even. And while she was still in her early twenties, almost half his age, her stern tone was enough. “Get me a drink.”

He strained to rise, his face flushing in the process.

“This week is going to be very tough on you if you’re that out of shape. Don’t think I’ll be any easier on you.”

“No, Mistress.”

Peter excused himself and left her side. Popping the cork, he poured her a drink. While he was also thirsty, he didn’t dare make himself one without explicit permission, and he knew better than to ask.

“Here you go, Mistress,” he said, handing her the flute glass while returning to his knees.

“What brand?”

“Dom Pérignon.”

She sighed. “Such a banal, predictable choice. I would have expected a bit more out of you. You’re always so thoughtful with your bottle selections, picking obscure, rare brands I’m unaccustomed to.”

“Yes, Mistress. I’m sorry. I was running late.”

She took a sip and ran her finger along the brim of the glass. “Running late. Too busy. Yes, I think it’s clear that a month is far too much time between sessions. These binge meet-ups may satisfy your sexual urges, but you’ll never develop into a true submissive.”

She took another sip and set the glass on the table. She didn’t swallow. With her hand, she called him near. He turned on his back and opened his mouth. Her lips parted slightly. The champagne ran along her lips, spilling onto his face. He moved to catch every drop, careful not to let any of her offerings splash against the floor.

“Everything you eat and drink this week will be at my discretion. You will be dependent upon me for everything: food, water, rest, warmth—even air. You will not complain. Nor will you show any signs of passive aggressiveness. This week is about atonement and deliverance. You will atone for your slavery to self, to material desires, to ego and pride; but most of all, you will atone for depriving me the loins of your power. Only when you have positioned yourself to fully surrender to me will you experience true transcendence from ego and self.”

He swallowed.

The doorbell rang.

She sighed, more deeply than before, and glared down at him. “I thought we weren’t going to be having any visitors.”

He jumped to his knees. “No, Mistress. That must be the luggage. They were probably just letting me know it has arrived. I will get it.”

He wiped the champagne from his mouth and scampered to the front door. He glanced through the peephole and saw the luggage. While the hall was large, there was barely enough room to navigate toward the elevator with all the bags. The scene appeared to him as if some aristocrat or socialite were boarding the maiden voyage of Titanic. He opened the door and began carrying in two Louboutin bags at a time. Peter noticed some of the luggage contained a red ribbon on their handles. He didn’t pay much attention to this, figuring the ribbons were for the airport’s baggage claim.

As he carried the last suitcase inside the master suite, blisters stippled his palms; his arms burned and throbbed. A mixture of champagne and perspiration soaked the top of his Lorenzini dress shirt. 

He found her out on the terrace, staring at the city. A wave of fiery hues splashed above the horizon and onto the red desert clay. Even the mesa of twisted metal and artificial neon couldn’t disturb this natural wonder. Her dark hair fluttered in the high-altitude breeze. With the sun at her face, she stood above the city like a minaret to be kneeled before and worshiped.

When he opened the sliding glass door, she did not turn. “All done, Mistress.” His meek voice required him to repeat his statement. 

She acknowledged his presence with a half turn of her head before returning to the view. “Did you put all of my bags in the bedroom?”

“Yes, Mistress.”

“And did you pack them away neatly?”

He stuttered. “N-No, Mistress. I didn’t want to go through your personal belongings without permission.”

She turned. A grin marked her oval face. “Clever boy. You may have noticed some of the bags have a ribbon tied to them. Those bags contain my personal belongings. You are not to open them. However, you are free to open any bag not containing a ribbon. Let me know when you have completed this task. Also, do be neat about it. And don’t doddle. It’s seven o’clock, and I’m famished.”

He left her at once, ascending the winding stairs and passing the upper-floor hall’s stone columns. Avant-garde paintings rushed passed him like wild afterthoughts. Two heavyset doors led to the master suite. He pushed them open. The red carpet and black curtains contrasted against the white duvet and satin pillows. Her luggage flanked the left side of the room with the presence of a military brigade. He set about the task of dividing the luggage between those with and without ribbons so that he wouldn’t erroneously open the wrong one. It was their first night together, and he wasn’t about to make a flippant mistake this early in the week. 

In doing this, he noticed the bags with ribbons were noticeably heaver than the ones without them. Like forbidden fruit, they tempted him to pull back their zipper and peek inside. He resisted the urge, knowing that if he truly wanted to submit, he’d have to trust and respect her. If he couldn’t follow a simple order of which bags to unpack, he might as well call upon the professional services of other dominatrixes in the city. Plenty of ex-strippers wielding plastic canes were eager to fulfill the masturbatory dreams of a man in love with the fantasy of masochism. But he had exhausted those realms. She was the only woman who could take him to the depth he now required. 

Peter took a breather after arranging the bags. Laying one against the luggage rack, he drew the zipper back and threw open the top. A potent, feminine scent (somehow only captured in women’s lingerie) blew upon him. He stared at the contents: satin panties, mesh bras, lacy garters, rolled-up stockings. All of it from designer brands: Agent Provocateur, La Perla, Kiki de Montparnasse, Carine Gilson, Gilda & Pearl, I.D. Sarrieri, Chantal Thomass, Roberto Cavalli. Peter figured the TSA officer must have blown a load just by watching it pass through the x-ray. 

For a second, he doubted himself and checked the suitcase for a ribbon. There was none. She had intended for him to open this bag, to behold the opulent collection of fine lingerie that other men and women had enjoyed with her. Knowing she would dominate him in such seductive attire made his chastity belt tighten. 

He reminded himself to hurry. Peter picked out a creamy kimono robe with a floral pattern. Couldn’t imagine the price, only that whatever the costs, the expense had been worth it. He was glad to see his AMEX Centurion card going to good use.

The drawers quickly filled as he put away the lingerie. He did his best to divide the garments, yet the folding proved taxing. The articles were made from such light and slippery materials that he couldn’t get them folded into any recognizable shape. Peter instead focused on the organization over the presentation.

After folding her lingerie, he grabbed another suitcase and opened it. The scent contained inside was just as formidable, though it was of a far different breed. Filling the entire space of the commodious bag were shoes. Lots and lots of shoes. There were Kate Spade high heels, Prada knee high boots, Miu Miu glitter-coated kitten-heel sandals, Alexander McQueen pumps, and other designer brands Peter had never heard of.

There were no clear platform heels or other slutty derivative sold on bargain racks at sex shops to be scooped up by hapless strippers. Peter could never worship a woman willing to dance on a strobe-lit stage in front of drunk, groping men while donning a micro bikini. Nor could he find much allure in the all-American beauty who thought Africa was a country. He required an intellectual woman possessing natural beauty and innate confidence. Paraphrasing the famed Groucho Marx quip, he would never date a woman who would have him for a man.

His mistress was not a stripper, an escort, or even an entertainer. If forced to name the service she provided, he would camp it somewhere between behavioral therapist and life coach, a service misunderstood and often met with ambivalence or outright disgust. Psychoanalysts were quick to uncover buried traumas of the past, resolving the unbalanced id and ego. Cognitive therapists employed logic and endless talk therapy, focusing on the conventions of a “healthy relationship”, seeking to invoke their own sexual normalities by attempting to suppress his fetishes. And the pious casted their flock’s bristled judgment.

Side note: our protagonist was not abused as a child. Nor had he suffered from hidden trauma. His past would fail to reveal any creepy uncles suggesting he change into swimming trunks at every opportunity. On the contrary, Peter had always been popular, blessed with alpha-male looks and studious eyes. Good grades came easily to him, and the Ivy League schools all wanted him. His family’s wealth and support had allowed him to open his own business in a new, risky industry. He was grateful for these advantages and somehow, they had not spoiled him. He worked hard, rising early each morning to battle corporate takeovers and merging markets. He dated actresses and supermodels. The city where he resided consistently ranked him as one of the most eligible bachelors. PEOPLE Magazine named him one of the sexiest men alive. He was the very opposite of T. S. Eliot’s J. Alfred Prufrock, and yet, he had never identified so closely with a fictional character.

Yet, the women bored him. So pretentious and vapid they were that he sometimes wondered if they had been manufactured in a Chinese sweetshop alongside a tube of Revlon lipstick. Peter hated himself for thinking in this manner. He knew how it sounded: spoiled little rich boy is too good for anyone. Knowing this only augmented his confusion and self-loathing.

As he held the navy Manolo Blahnik heels, he was ever so grateful to have found her. He brought the heels to his nose, but as he suspected, they had never been worn. He took the pair to the closet, placing them on an empty wooden shoe rack. The racks quickly filled, forcing him to arrange the remaining heels against the floor.

They had only planned to be in town for a week, but from the looks of her belongings, she had packed for an underground bunker to wait out armageddon in style.

He sped through the rest of the suitcases, unpacking everything from mink coats and silk scarves to her pink, triple-bladed Venus razor and LUSH bath bombs.

The last suitcase caused him to pause. Inside there were no garments or bathroom essentials. Instead, the mark of her hidden interests lay inside. He lifted a leather hood, noting a breath control device attached to the end. 

His heart raced.

There were instruments he had seen before but ones she had never used on him. Surely, she didn’t intend for him to open this suitcase. As he checked for a ribbon that he already knew wasn’t there, a concerning thought crossed his mind: maybe one of the ribbons fell off. He debated about what to do. He could go ask her for clarification, but he couldn’t stand the thought of already disappointing her. He reminded himself of the simple instructions of the task: put away the contents of every bag without a ribbon. It didn’t require his interpretations.

He wasn’t certain of the best organization of the BDSM gear. Did ball gags go with nipple clamps or were they more closely aligned to blindfolds and collars? He did his best to form logical relationships as he emptied the suitcase. A quick glance at his Piaget watch told him to hurry. The task was taking far longer than he suspected it should have. He rushed back and forth between the last suitcase and the closet like a football player running drills, and by the end of it, he was sweating like one. 

He checked the suitcases, running his hands along the pockets to be certain that he hadn’t forgotten anything. In the last one, his hand passed something small and metal. He held it up to the dim light. It was hard to see; the halogen lights were turned down to a let’s-get-it-on glow. Despite the poor lighting, he knew it was the key to his chastity device. Never before had he held onto the key. Even the markings and grooves were kept a mystery to him. She knew of his wealth and the lengths he could go to in order to have the chastity belt removed. Therefore, great measures had been taken to ensure his captivity. No, she didn’t have a gold chastity belt crafted or any other cliché convention. The belt was almost entirely steel with one minor variation. Infused on the interior of the belt was graphene, a material several hundred times stronger than steel and one he had only been able to acquire thanks to his conglomerate’s software division.

With the full belt design, escape was impossible without the key. But there was no real temptation from this chance discovery. Even though he was still in his submissive infancy, Peter knew that he hadn’t gone a month in chastity only to have a quick masturbation session in the bathroom of a Vegas penthouse while his mistress waited downstairs. 

He placed the key on top of the dresser and left to find her.

He didn’t have to go far. His eyes, weary but alert, found her sitting on the sectional as he descended the stairs. He paused before the last steps, admiring her smooth legs, the calculated attire she wore and the symmetry of her face. So exact were her features that they appeared dreamed up by a skilled graphic designer.

She blinked and cast her eyes upon him. With predatory stillness, she watched him, waiting for Peter to take those last stubborn steps.

He took them.

“Did you put my things away?” she asked listlessly.

“Yes, Mistress.” He took another step before remembering his manners. “Thank you for allowing me the privilege.”

Her flute stood empty. She rattled it in her hand.

“Allow me to serve you some more champagne.”

“Yes, one more before dinner. Bring it upstairs. I’ll be inspecting your work.” She stood. “Should I expect to find errors?”

His head shook back and forth several times. “No, Mistress. No errors.”

“I hope not.”

She left him. 

He headed for the bar. The ice chips were melting by now, the bottle swimming among the slosh. Being in her presence compelled his need for a drink, but he resisted the foolish impulse. 

Carrying the flute, he found her in the bedroom.

“Everything okay, Mistress?”

With her arms folded, she stood before an empty suitcase. “You tell me.”

A dangerous proposition indeed. Peter carefully constructed his sentence before speaking. “I unpacked all of the suitcases except for the ones with ribbons.”

“Did you?”

The glass shook in his hand. An affirmative answer seemed too aggressive, but he didn’t think he could tell her, “no,” either. The seconds passed by as his eyes moved between the empty suitcases and her stern face.

“Well?”

“I believe I followed your instructions as they were set out, Mistress.” 

A diplomatic answer, he felt.

She flipped over the suitcase. Along one of the wheels was the tiniest ribbon he had ever seen. “Then what do you call this?”

A drop of condensation ran down the glass and onto his hand. “But . . .” He wanted stomp his feet and shout about how unfair it was. 

“I gave you simple instructions. Yet, you still failed. What if your employees knew how incompetent you were, unable to complete a simple task? Imagine what they would think if they could see you right now standing like a frightened boy in front of a young woman. ”

She approached him and ran her fingers along his crotch, tracing the metal tube with her fingers. “Imagine how they would laugh if they knew your cock was locked away. You should be careful shaking hands or passing your subordinates in the hall. It would be so easy for the brush of a limb to accidentally strike your belt. I can’t fathom what they would say to themselves. Perhaps they would think your cock was in a brace. No matter, it would get around the office quickly.” She leaned over his shoulder, speaking directly into his ear. “Of course, you wouldn’t know if they were. Bosses never know what’s said about them when their backs are turned. I bet they’re all at the office right now cracking jokes about you.”

She kissed him on the cheek and settled a hand against his chest. “Just kidding. I’m sure they respect and adore you.”

Her eyes moved to the key on the dresser. She went to it and picked up the key. “I trust this didn’t cause you too much temptation.”

“No, Mistress. Not at all.”

“Good. I’m glad to hear that. True sacrifice and devotion comes from within. When a slave can serve without his chains, he is a true slave. Until then, I’m happy to keep you locked away. However, if you’re comfortable with this, I’d like to leave the key here on the dresser for the rest of the week. Consider it a kind of temptation. It will be good for you to learn some inner restraint.”

His heart fluttered, knowing the mind games her proposal would cause him. “Whatever you think will best help my submission.”

She returned the key to the center of the dresser. “Good attitude. I think it will be interesting for you to process the realization that your sexual freedom is so near and out in the open. This will certainly be a week to remember. I have all sorts of interesting games, trials, and tribulations for you to endure.”

He tried to swallow, but his mouth and throat were too dry. “I can’t wait, Mistress.”

She smiled. “What I can’t wait for is dinner. Shall we go out or stay in?”
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On the 106th floor of the Stratosphere Tower, Peter helped her remove the taupe leather jacket. He waited for her to sit before pulling out his chair. The napkin, starch as still-hot dry-cleaning, he folded once, placing it in his lap against the steel beneath his pants. She turned her head, eyes shifting over the panoramic views. Every electric color in the world was on display.

“Do you know what I see?” she asked.

He squinted, trying to decipher the riddle. After a short while, he shook his head.

“Losers. All of them. Every loser on display, every lost bet compiled into one great heap—transformed into something tangible. This city is like a good dominatrix. There are good times to be had, lifelong memories to be formed, secrets to remain secret, but in the end, the house, like the mistress, always wins.”

He smiled, loving her wit. The thick mascara and eye shadow transformed her oriental eyes into something carnal and threatening. Her lips, decorated in pink lipstick with a touch of glitter—flirty, but not obscene—parted. Her tongue piercing appeared briefly as she spoke. “Order some wine.”

She passed him the wine list. 

He took it, trying not to imagine her wet tongue and the barbell piercing passing over his deprived member.

“Do you know what you’re going to order?” he asked. “I’d like to make a proper selection.”

“Hmm.” Her eyes scanned over the menu. “I’ll have the lobster tail.” She looked up at him. “I do hope the restaurant isn’t too fancy for me to pick out my own catch.”

“I’m sure they’ll make an exception.”

The waiter approached them. He was around the same age as Peter’s mistress. Despite his tuxedo, Peter could discern the broad shoulders and muscular physic beneath it.

“Good evening,” he said, his eyes passing between them both. “Welcome to the Top of the World. Is it your first time here?”

“Not mine,” Peter said. He quickly added, “I had to entertain some clients here once. It has been awhile, though.”

Appearing woefully uninterested in Peter, the waiter turned. “And what about you, ma’am? I’m certain no one as beautiful as yourself has ever graced us with her presence.”

She smiled. “Maybe it was your night off.”

“I’m sure I would have heard about it.”

Peter cleared his throat. “I think we’re ready to order drinks.”

The waiter didn’t look away from Peter’s mistress as a telekinesis connection grew between them.

“I think we’re going to go with the Armand De Brignac Ace of Spades,” Peter said. “We’re in Vegas, right?” 

Peter was the only one to laugh. 

The waiter never broke eye contact with his mistress as he said, “Excellent choice, sir.” He took the wine list from the table and left. 

Peter noticed his mistress’ eyes tracking the waiter as he meandered through the candle-lit tables and into the bar.

Her head rotated back in front of her, looking at Peter. “I could fuck him, you know? If I asked him back to the suite, he would come. He would take me like a real man, make me feel like the goddess that I am.”

Peter lowered his voice. “We just got here.”

She reached under her napkin. Her back straightened. She was reaching for something. When her hand returned to the table, her index and middle fingers were wet. She stuck them under his nose. “Smell that.”

Like sniffing a cork to discern the quality of the wine, he inhaled. It was a good brand, he decided.

“My pussy is on fire. I want a young stud to enter me, to defile me. Who are you to deny me? What makes you think you even have a say in the manner?”

“I—I—” The lingering smell of her excretions dissolved his thoughts. “I know that I don’t have a say in it. But I’d prefer we spend the first night or two alone. I’ve missed you so much.”

Her hands crossed the table, holding his like they were long-lost lovers reunited, or a married couple celebrating their twentieth anniversary—defying all odds. “Let’s not spoil dinner. We have all night to make plans. Tell me, what have you been up to while I’ve been away?”

As Peter talked about work, he relaxed. He told her about the awful currency swaps that had cost the company ten percent of their entire holdings, and how they had managed to move them off the balance sheet through a set of arcane accounting rules. As he boasted of the formation of their recent tax shelters, his voice rose, confidence exhuming from him.

“The Chinese are ready to sell,” he said, a fist striking the table. “It has been a long deal, but we’re finally breaking into the market and doing so with a great partner. We’re performing all of the heavy lifting, and we’re only taking forty percent, but that’s the way it works in China, isn’t it?”

She rubbed his knuckles. “I do miss Shanghai. There’s an order and discipline in China that’s so lacking here.” A child screamed from a nearby table, slamming a malfunctioning iPad against the table. She shook her head. “My mother would be stunned if she saw the way the children here behaved.”

“Your mother was a tiger mom, I take it?”

“Yes, but I was tiger daughter. It was good for me, though. I learned the importance of guidance and expectations coupled with reward and discipline. If you think my canings hurt, be glad you never endured my mother’s beatings. That tiny woman had arms stronger than a wrestler’s.”

His cock filled the tube. A slither of precum leaked. He leaned against the table to relieve the pressure. 

The wine came and was poured with dramatic flair. When the waiter finished, he took their orders. “Ma’am, what will you be having?”

“Well, to begin with, I request that you not call me ‘ma’am’. I’m not an old hag in town to see Jubilee. Refer to me as ‘miss’.”

“My sincere apologies, miss. I only thought formal beauty deserved a formal title. What will you be having?”

“The lobster tail with sautéed sugar snap peas. But I want to pick out my lobster.”

The waiter grimaced. “We keep them in the back kitchen. We don’t normally do that, but let me ask.” He turned to Peter.

“The strip steak with broccoli,” Peter said. “And oysters for an appetizer.”

“My favorite.” He took the menus. “Let me speak with the chef, miss.”

“Please do,” she said. “If you succeed, a special tip might be in order for you.”

As Peter watched the handsome waiter hurry to the kitchen, he noticed patrons at nearby tables eyeing him and whispering. “I don’t think my presence has gone unnoticed.” 

She shrugged. “I don’t think our waiter recognizes you. It will be fine. I’ll just invite him back for drinks and maybe a game of pool.”

Peter lowered his voice to a whisper. “He may not recognize me, but when he brags to all his coworkers, how long do you think it will take for someone to let him know who I am?”

She rolled her eyes. “You think too much. Everything will be fine. Trust me. Besides, this is Vegas. If you can’t gamble a little here, where can you?” She lifted her glass. “To taking chances.”

Obediently, he lifted his glass. 

The flutes clinked together.

“To taking chances,” he echoed.

The waiter returned. His smile forecasted good news. “The chef would be honored to have Mr. Schmidt and his beautiful guest in the kitchen. Please, follow me.”

Peter gave his mistress an I-told-you-so expression. Too bad she wasn’t looking his way.

“It’s a little crazy back there,” the waiter warned, turning to Peter’s mistress as they walked. “And loud. But I’ve told the kitchen to keep it down while I bring you two through.”

“It can’t be worse than strolling through a troop of Shanghai street vendors at noon,” she said.

Peter glanced at the tables and the patrons watching him. Yes, they definitely know who I am, he thought. And soon, the whole restaurant will know. He envisioned the patrons twisting in their chairs, alerting the other guests.

—Is that Mr. Schmidt?

—Sure looks like it.

—The Mr. Schmidt?

—Yeah, I recognized him as soon as he walked through the door.

—He doesn’t look as good as he did on the cover of Fortune, does he? 

—One word: Photoshop.

—Pretty smokin’ date he’s got.

—I guess when you have the bankroll Mr. Schmidt does, you can buy any woman.

—Yeah, well he had better keep a tight grip on her. Did you see the way she was looking at that waiter?

—Did you see the way the waiter was looking at her!

As they passed through the swinging doors of the kitchen, Peter heard the laughter erupt behind him. Or maybe it was just the banging pots or the hammering of Wusthof knives striking cutting boards, severing meats and veggies into appetizing proportions. A 60-quart pot tipped. Steam rose. Angel-hair pasta settled against a steel strainer; a stick of butter dropped in the bed of noodles. A medley of scents greeted Peter’s nose: honeydew melon, fresh coconut whirled in a high-speed blender, thick cuts of beef searing, fresh ground pepper, garlic mash riding on ladles—all of it unable to compete with the perfume wafting from his mistress’ vivacious hair.

The line cooks appeared indifferent to their arrival, each lost in the culinary task before them. A Greek woman shouted orders from the rear: “Who’s handling these tickets? And why is that salmon taking so long?”

The female chef took him by surprise. She stormed across the kitchen and flayed a steak with a paring knife. “You call that medium? There’s not even a slither of pink remaining.”

The line cook dropped his head, his face as boring and featureless as his job title. “My apologies, Ms. Petridis.”

She slammed the paring knife onto the cutting board. The tip pierced the wood. “Cook it again!”

The line cook apologized several times and scampered to the frig for another strip steak.

“I hope that wasn’t mine,” Peter murmured to himself.

His mistress walked with the waiter, forcing him to bring up the rear. 

“Ms. Petridis, I’d like you to meet some of our guests.”

The chef threw the steak in the trash. “Pleasure to have you with us, Mr. Schmidt. Tell me, do you have such imbeciles working in your company, or do they all just come to my kitchen?”

This was supposed to be an anonymous stay. Even his secretary didn’t know of his location. What happens in Vegas, stays in Vegas, or so goes the slogan. Perhaps not when you’re CEO of a conglomerate, Peter reminded himself. Despite this, he managed a smile. “I probably do, but I’m not in the trenches like you are. In the boardroom, it’s only the A team.” 

He stuck out his hand.

Ms. Petridis wiped the grease from her palm and shook it. “Natalie Petridis, welcome to the Top of the World.” She turned to Peter’s mistress. “And who is this lovely lady?”

“Lin Meng.”

“Lovely. I hate it when people change their names to something American just because they moved to the States. It’s important to keep hold of what little we can from our heritage.”

“I couldn’t agree more,” his mistress said. “I try to incorporate that in my professional life, too.”

Ms. Petridis lifted her brows. “Oh, and what is it that you do?”

Peter stopped breathing as he waited for her response.

“I’m a sexual therapist.”

Natalie laughed loud enough for the dining hall to hear her and slammed a palm on the counter. “Well, I bet you have many repeat customers. I hope you don’t treat sex addicts.”

Mistress Lin leaned closer to Peter, allowing her hand to settle against his lower back. “I couldn’t say. Client confidentiality.”

Ms. Petridis swatted the air. “I’m not prying. Just making funnies. So you want to pick out your own lobster, huh? Follow me to the back.”

They stood in front of a fifty-gallon aquarium.

“Pick out any you like,” Ms. Petridis offered. “Although, if you want my professional opinion, go for one that’s squirming around. The feisty ones usually have more meat on them.”

Peter’s mistress placed her nose to the glass. Her eyes settled on a lobster in the corner. “I want that one.”

Peter eyed her selection. “Is it alive? I don’t think that one’s even moving.”

“Probably asleep,” the waiter said.

“Not asleep,” Ms. Petridis said. “He just doesn’t move very often. Are you sure you want that one? I was thinking of throwing him out. Looks so meek and frightened that I haven’t had the heart to boil it.”

“No. I want that one,” Mistress Lin said. “I like the timid ones.”

“Eeee!” Ms. Petridis roared. “I hope you can handle her, Mr. Schmidt. She’s going to cause you more trouble than the EPA.”

Peter frowned. The last thing he needed mentioned while on vacation was the EPA. Hadn’t the Wall Street Journal covered it enough with their op-eds? Schmidt Holdings had paid its fines and sent their yes-men to Washington. The matter was settled.

They went back to their seats. Peter tried to ignore the curious eyes lifting from surrounding tables as best he could. It was still early, but he was ready for the check. 

The waiter soon returned with their plate of oysters.

“Here you go, Mr. Schmidt,” the waiter said, speaking as if they were old pals. He refilled their wine glasses and left, offering Peter’s mistress a wink before he turned.

“Well, they certainly know who I am now,” Peter whispered.

“And?”

Peter clinched his fists. She obviously knew what he was implying. She just wanted him to say it. “I don’t think it would be a very good idea if you took him back to the suite. People might get the wrong impression. There are a lot of paparazzi in Vegas.”

She lifted the oyster knife and shucked one of the shells. “What idea would they get? That I’m cuckolding you?” She sucked on the briny bivalve and swallowed the meat. “You wouldn’t be the first middle-aged man cuckolded by a younger woman. It’s expected.”

His face and neck grew warm. Peter also tried shucking an oyster, but the shell-bearing mollusk slipped through his fingers, sending the bivalve skipping across the table.

“Damn it,” he muttered.

“Excuse me?”

He apologized and started to clean up the mess.

“You know I don’t like that kind of language. Slaves in training are supposed to demonstrate proper table manners.”

The volume of her voice far exceeded Peter’s comfortable level. He imagined his face gracing the cover of every supermarket tabloid with the headline: Corporate Cuckold. Behind him, a fork dropped on a plate. For a second, Peter mistook it for the shutter of a camera. He took a deep breath and reminded himself to relax. This was a vacation. His behavior was ridiculous. First off, with the proliferation of cell phones, hardly anyone used shutter cameras anymore. But on a more practical front, there was nothing lurid happening between them to draw suspicion. He was a wealthy guy with a gorgeous date eating oysters at a fine restaurant. Not exactly front page news.

“I’m sorry,” he said. “I’m always nervous when we first meet. It takes me a day or two to transition from the real world.”

Her face softened. “You should have told me you wanted to stay in. I would have been fine with ordering out.”

He knew it was a lie, but he thanked her anyway.

“Tell you what,” she said. “When we get back to the suite, you go and rest up while waiter boy and me go for a swim.” 

The glass in his hand shook. Champagne spilt on his pant leg. 

None of this should have surprised him. She had told him about her alpha boys and the splendid sex she enjoyed with them on a regular basis. He loved listening to her condescending tone as she reminisced about the young, hard cocks that brought her to multiple orgasms. Yet, he had never personally witnessed any of these encounters. He knew the chance existed, but certainly not on their first night. If she was already moving this quickly, he feared to imagine what wild demands she would place on him by the end of the week.

Their dinner came and they ate. Peter consumed everything on his plate, knowing it might be the last decent meal he would enjoy for the rest of the week. His mistress was unpredictable when it came to his training. There were no limits in the traditional sense. No agreed upon safe words existed to halt a scene. She communicated this on their first encounter together. These moments between them were never scripted. Nor was it role-play or fantasy. He may have once doubted her extremist stance as mere hyperbole to supercharge his fantasies, but knowing she could out him publicly and destroy his reputation made these threats real.

She set down her fork and wiped her mouth clean with a napkin. “That was a lovely dinner. It’s so hard to find food that fills you up without making you tired. I think my little lobster friend was just what I needed.”

“I’m glad you enjoyed it. I can get the bill now if you’re ready to leave.”

“Ah, yes the bill. The inevitable reality to end every good dinner at a restaurant. Such a lousy way to conclude a meal.”

“It’s quite all right,” he said, unfolding his wallet and taking out his Centurion card.

His mistress protested. “I’m paying tonight.”

As she pulled out her own Black Card from her purse, Peter tilted his head, wondering what she was plotting. There was no difference in who paid. The statements all went to him.

The waiter stopped by to check on them. “Already finished?”

“Yes, we just got in from a long flight,” Peter’s mistress explained. 

She slid the card across the table.

“I guess I can’t talk you two into any dessert, can I? We have some of the best strawberry cheesecake anywhere on the Strip.”

Peter felt his mistress’ foot crawl up his leg as she spoke. “Not so soon after dinner. I prefer my dessert before going to bed.”

The waiter, who had exhumed such poise and professionalism throughout the dinner, stumbled over his next words. Truncating whatever sentiment he was grasping for, he finally said, “I see.”

He left to run the card. As the waiter went to the bar, he turned several times. Peter watched his mistress offer the young waiter a smile and a wink. 

Peter studied the room. While there didn’t appear to be anyone noticing her actions, he knew there were too many heads to track every gander.

The waiter returned, appearing stiffer than before as he set down the bill. He mumbled of a few words of gratitude before leaving a final time. Peter watched his mistress open the check pad and sign her name. When she continued writing, he sensed she was no longer scribbling just her name or the tip. Without offering any hints, she closed the pad and pushed back her chair. 

“Be a darling and help me with my coat.”

He stood and moved behind her.

Her perfume lifted with the jacket. Peter didn’t know the name of the brand, but Fucking Hypnotic would have been a suitable title. He guided the sleeves over her arms. 

She pulled her hair over the jacket’s collar and lifted her purse.

“I’m so tired,” she said, yawning. “Here.”

She pushed the purse into his chest. Peter looked down at it. Then he surveyed the room. 

“When we get outside,” he said. “There’s a table over there that’s looking.”

His mistress didn’t turn to look at him. She stepped out of her heels, lifting them with her other hand. “My feet are tired too. We’ll take a limo back. And if you’re worried about people noticing us then keep up that insolent attitude. I have no qualms about alerting the entire restaurant to the true nature of your Vegas getaway.”

He took her purse and Manolo Blahnik heels in his hands and called a limo.

The desert air was cool and dry as they stepped outside. 

A limo pulled to the curb, and the driver leapt out of the front seat to open the rear door. He was just as handsome as the waiter, causing Peter to suspect that every male in Vegas was a model waiting for his big showbiz break. He wanted to get back into the suite, alone with his mistress.

Holding the driver’s hand, she stepped into the limo. The hem of her dress lifted to the tops of her thighs as she settle into the seat and slid across the leather. The driver held onto her hand until her lithe fingers were forced to slip away. Peter tipped the driver and jumped into the limo before and “thank you” was uttered for the tip.

The door shut, hardly emitting a sound.

His mistress sat close to him, her bare thigh resting against his wool pants. She opened her purse and pulled out a tube of lip gloss. Peter watched the brush extend from the tube. Pink liquid dripped from the tip. She brought the glitter to her lips, tracing the brush to each end of her mouth. With the Strip’s luminance suffocated by the heavy tint, her lips glistened.

“I said, ‘Where you headed?’ ” the driver asked.

Peter jerked his head forward. The driver frowned, staring at him through the divider.

“The Palms,” Peter answered.

The driver nodded. “You want me to put this up?” He motioned a thumb at the open divider.

“No,” Peter’s mistress said. “You can leave it down. And stay off the freeway. I want to pass through the Strip.”

The limo veered onto South Las Vegas Boulevard and drove into the heart of the city. Pedestrians packed the sidewalks as the limo passed Circus Circus. A horde of drunk or soon-to-be-drunk tourists pointed to a two-for-five draft beers ad with the promise of easy slots. 

“Such weakness,” Mistress Lin said, lowering the window. “Like insects drawn to a bug zapper.” She pressed her fingernail against the tip of Peter’s cock cage. “Buzz.”

Abs tightened as a jet of fresh precum filled the tube and stained the front of his boxers. He looked at the rear view mirror and saw a curious set of eyes that seemed more interested in the visual sights offered in the back of the limo than the ones appearing on the Strip. Peter couldn’t blame him. Some women have beauty; others have style and grace. But rarely does a woman possess all three.

“I’ve always thought the city seemed denser in the movies,” Mistress Lin observed as they passed the Encore. “When I first came out here a few years ago, I figured it would be like Manhattan.”

The driver laughed. Grey eyes filled the rearview mirror. “Everything is a mirage in this city. We’ve even got a hotel named that. Here’s the real deal: have fun, don’t get arrested, and if you want to gamble, use only money you plan to lose. If you do that, you’ll have a great time.”

“I don’t gamble,” she said. “I go for sure things. Besides, I find people more interesting than odds or spreads.”

Her hand settled on Peter’s leg. She massaged his upper thigh, her hand brushing his belt.

“People are interesting,” the driver agreed.

Her fingers slid over his cage. She squeezed the metal. “What’s the craziest thing you’ve ever seen in a limo?” she asked. “I bet you have plenty of stories to tell.”

Peter moaned as her nails tapped against the tube. He watched her other hand draw the hem of her dress past her upper thighs. Fingers disappeared beneath the fabric.

“Well, nothing as crazy as in Taxicab Confessions,” he said. “But I’ve seen my fair share of wild stuff for sure. But like the slogan goes, ‘What happens in Vegas, stays in Vegas.’ So I can’t tell.”

Busy fingers moved in the darkness. The vibrations of her nails against the metal produced an insatiable swelling, pumping out more precum.

“Ever participated in those can’t-tell episodes?” she asked, her voice now taking on a hoarse pitch.

The driver slammed on the brakes. The limo swung into the left lane, avoiding a cyclist riding only a few inches from the bumper.

“Watch the road there, cowboy,” she said. “You can put up the divider if you get too distracted. I know how you boys can be.”

The driver brought the limo to a crawl. “No. I’m fine. That guy came out of nowhere. I guess he’s never heard of reflectors.”

Along the silhouette of her legs, Peter watched her panties descend. The tanga-style underwear stopped at her knees. A hand returned to the warm place between her legs. 

“Yes, that’s the way life is,” she said. “One never knows where the next surprise may arise.”

Great, Peter thought. All he needed was some limo driver starting internet rumors concerning his kinky sex life. The hashtags would never cease.

“You two a couple?” the driver asked, a lurid grin flashing in the rearview mirror.

Peter knew the driver was digging for clues, trying to figure out if this chick in the back of his limo was just having some fun or if she might be offering a proposition. Peter wanted to say they were on their wedding anniversary, and that his wife had had too much to drink, but he remained silent, allowing his mistress to answer in his place.

“One plus one equals two,” she answered. “So I guess that makes us a couple.”

A nervous laugh filled the limo. “Well, if you want to add another one and make it a trio, I get off at two.”

Peter listened to her panting breath, her busy arm moving against his own.

“That’s too bad,” she moaned between breaths. “Cause I’ve got a young stud coming to fuck me at twelve.”




***




The limo screeched to a stop inside a hidden garage of the Palms. The GM descended upon the rear door before the driver could even step out. Peter paid him an extra hundred through the divider and stepped out.

“How was dinner, Mr. Schmidt?” the GM asked.

“Lively.”

Peter helped his mistress out of the limo. She giggled and waved to the driver.

“You should have called me earlier,” the GM said. “I could have arranged for one of our drivers to have picked you up. I didn’t even know you had left until ten minutes ago.”

“It’s fine,” Peter said. “We just left for a quick bite to eat.”

The manager nodded and smiled at Peter’s mistress. He escorted them through the garage and into the employee-only portion of the hotel. He stopped outside an elevator. “Here we are.”

Peter signaled for Mistress Lin to go first. He entered the double-sided elevator behind her.

“Have a wonderful evening, Mr. Schmidt.”
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Inside the hotel suite, Peter’s mistress dropped her heels beside the front door and began ascending the stairs. “Be a doll and meet me in my room in ten minutes. I’m in need of a foot rub. And come wearing nothing except your belt.”

Peter stopped by his room on the first floor of the suite and used the restroom. He only had to pee, but he sat on the commode, a routine that, initially, felt so strange for him that he was certain he would never become accustomed to it.  Of course, peeing through a small hole at the end of the tube did take some getting used to. And the only way to shake loose the last stubborn drops was by shaking the belt. Given its rigid design, that gesture wasn’t easy. Yet over time, the act became normal and without shame. 

After sitting on the toilet like a woman, he patted the end of the tube with several sheets of toilet paper until no further blotches appeared.

Peter stripped out of his clothes, hanging his oxford shirt on a wooden hanger. He fastened every button and straightened the collar before returning the hanger to the closet. He hurried into the bathroom and stared at his muscular physique. Like Vegas, there was something illusionary about even this. More than anything else, low body fat attributed to his fit look. Yet, he hadn’t worked out in nearly a month. Even his trainer had stopped bothering him about rescheduling a week ago.

After the flight, he had taken a shower, but he still felt dirty. He opened a canister on the counter and scooped out a portion of facial scrub. The sea salt and coconut oil opened the pores of his face, and the gritty texture felt like a thousand tiny masseuses at work. He ran the water until it was warm and splashed it on his cheeks. After patting his face dry, he left the room.

The nocturnal city glimmered from beyond the expansive window, the flashing neon signs repeating without end. 

He found her lying on the bed. She had changed out of the Oscar de la Renta dress and into an amethyst-colored silk robe. A single knee was lifted, splitting the robe and revealing the length of her leg. In the dim light, she was no more than a silhouette. Everything about her echoed forbiddance.

“On your knees,” she said.

Using the side of the dresser, Peter brought his knees to the carpet and waited for her instructions.

“Crawl to the bathroom. You’ll find everything you need there.”

In the bathroom, he discovered a basket filled with the necessary tools for a proper foot massage along with an empty bowl. Returning to the bed, he placed the basket against the floor. Filling the bowl with water, he shuffled on his knees back to the bed without spilling a drop.

His mistress pushed herself farther down the bed until her feet dangled off the edge. 

He wetted them with the washcloth, squeezing the warm water across her ankles and toes. Using a pumice stone, he gently rubbed the bottom of her feet. He decided her skin was already too soft and devoid of any callous to warrant such an abrasive instrument. Moving on to the next item, he selected a citrus foot scrub. The sharp smelling fruit filled the room. Returning to the soles of her feet, he gently rubbed the bar until a lather formed. With his hand, he spread it across her feet.

She did not comment on his work, offering Peter no hints as to whether his work was satisfactory or not. He continued kneading the gritty solution into her skin, passing his fingers between her toes.

When the exfoliation was complete, he doused her feet again with the washcloth, opened another jar, and began applying a thick coat for the foot mask. Using two sheets of plastic, he wrapped her feet to prevent the mask from drying.

“It takes about ten minutes to dry,” he said.

“Come rub my shoulders in the meantime. The fasten seatbelt sign was lit the entire flight, and it has left me stiff.”

Peter dried his hands and sat behind her on the bed. “Next time, I’ll send a private jet.”

She untied the robe. It fell away from her, revealing her bare back. While it felt strange not having the elaborate oils and hot stones he was accustomed to using, Peter trusted his training. He placed his hands against her shoulder blades and began rolling his thumbs.

“I suppose you’re wondering if that waiter is coming by?”

Peter didn’t answer. When she giggled, he wasn’t sure if it was from the massage or his lack of responding.

“I’m not that cruel. On the receipt, I wrote that he did a wonderful job, and I thanked him for allowing me to select my lobster. And I tipped him a hundred percent. I didn’t think you’d mind.”

Peter felt his own tense muscles relax.

“I want you all to myself tonight,” she said. “But I do desire to be pampered like a queen.”

“Of course, Mistress.”

When the foot mask was dry, Peter unwrapped her feet and massaged the ointment into her soles. He peeled away the mask and applied a gentle lotion to her feet, rubbing out any lingering tension in her feet and toes.

“All done,” he said, returning the washcloth to the cloudy water.

She pushed herself against the pillows of the bed and told him to crawl between her legs.

Peter’s heart quickened as he neared the bed. Her teardrop breasts stood perfectly before him, the skyline’s electric glow upon them.

“I want you to lick me until I tell you to stop.”

She smelt of youth and vitality. Lifting her knees, she drew her feet close to her bottom. Her parting cheeks revealed the depth of her femininity. When she settled her head against the pillows, her ass and pussy became all the more pronounced.

“Start with my ass.”

He studied the symmetry of her behind—the tight muscles of her belly that, even in the curled position, failed to reveal a single roll of fat. Her pelvic bone protruded, offering him a gorgeous view of her pussy. Unable to control his thoughts, he imagined the hot flesh squeezing against his cock. But Peter knew his days of fucking were over. Never would he experience the shroud of a woman’s temple.

The tension burned between his legs, but he crawled closer.

An inch from her ass, he paused. If he were blindfolded and asked to guess the object before him, he would have said a basket of fruit. He wanted to bury his face between her cheeks and revel in the servile act, but as a well-trained sub, he resisted those urges and moved his mouth to the back of her thigh.

After more than a month without her presence, confined to endless meetings and stale offices, so alike in their cloned layouts that he sometimes didn’t know if he were in Beijing or Baltimore, he was finally at home: kneeled before his mistress.

With only his lips, he kissed along her thigh, traced up to her knee and down along her inner thigh. She moaned as he passed the inner most portions of her thighs. 

She removed a pillow from beside her head and threw it under her lower back, lifting her ass in the air and signaling where she wanted Peter’s mouth to be next.

He needed no encouragement.

As his tongue circled the folds of her ass, he knew the long wait had all been worth it. Between her cheeks, there were no demanding presentations nor any hostile negotiations or corporate crises. He had only this simple task to maintain. The Xerox printer wasn’t clattering from down the hall and his secretary wasn’t going to buzz him during lunch. The Outlook box was far away and all his worries remained offline. Only the gentle murmur could be heard of her approving breath urging him deeper. 

His worries of being recognized faded as his tongue entered her. She was tight at first entry, but her reflexes soon relaxed, allowing him to explore her soft tissue. As he moved deeper inside, his nose pressed against her pussy.

He inhaled, breathing the sex of a woman he would never fuck. Her hand settled on the back of his head, pulling him closer. His nose found the wet region of her opening while his mouth formed a tight seal along her ass. He struggled to breathe and tried reversing his head, yet the force of her hand wouldn’t allow him this reprieve. His lungs burned as high levels of carbon dioxide filled his brain. But he didn’t worry. He trusted his mistress so much that when the smolder in his lungs caused his feet to dance, he licked faster, reveling in this loss of control. 

When he couldn’t fight it any longer, she released him.

He coughed and panted for air. The oxygen filled his lungs like a sea of knives. Small crystals stippled his field of vision. Through the haze, he saw his mistress. She licked her fingers and settled them against her pussy. With two fingers, she opened herself. He watched the pink interior unfold as his vision cleared and the pounding in his head receded. Her walls glistened. As she brought a finger to her clit, he watched those same walls retract.

Her hand guided his head to the spot between her fingers.

The warmth and softness he discovered there was the very opposite of the cold, hard steel encasing his penis. He drank her juices and allowed them to spill along his chin. 

She removed her finger, allowing his nose to press against her clit. His concern over air soon left him. He pressed his face to her pussy and plunged his tongue, rolling it along her walls.

“Short up top and down below,” she remarked. “Such a shame.”

She pressed his head away from her and told him to kneel at the edge of the bed.

As he lifted his body away, he found the sheets below him soaked with sweat. 

“Go to the closet and pick up the first gag you see,” she ordered.

Peter bowed and turned, crawling into the closet. He found the gag and took it down from the shelf.

“Put it on,” she said, watching him from the bed.

The gag had two ends, each with a black phallus attached to the strap. He placed the shorter phallus into his mouth and tightened the straps behind his head. The smaller cock was thick, filling his mouth and forcing him to cup the penis with his tongue. Each time he swallowed, his mouth embraced it. 

Peter’s eyes traced along the shaft of the impressive phallus extending from his mouth. It was lifelike, complete with a head and veins running along the shaft.

He waddled back to the bed’s edge.

She crawled across the sheets and took the phallus in her mouth. Kissing the head, she ran her tongue along the corona. Spit dropped from her mouth and onto the shaft. Using her tongue, she spread it along the cock. Peter felt her hot breath against his face. He watched her mouth swallow the length of the cock as the head disappeared into the back of her throat. The strength of her mouth and tongue pressed the other end of the cock against the back of his throat.

She did not gag. With no other sound than her puckering lips, she slid the wet cock away from her mouth. Tears welled in her eyes. She moved beside his face and spoke. “Now fuck me.”

She swung her legs over the bed frame and presented her pussy.

Peter’s breath quickened as he stared at her, air rushing in and out of his flared nostrils. He moved his neck until the head of the cock was positioned before her opening. Her lips responded, the wall of her sex opening for the thick phallus pressing against her tight hole.

He planted his hands on the floor and gently moved his head forward. As the phallus pressed against her opening, a matching force drilled his phallus deeper into his throat.

She assisted him, moving her hips and grabbing the back of his head.

The phallus slid hallway into her before he stopped to allow her pussy to open farther. Her wetness flowed onto the strap-on. Peter moved his head forward again until the length of the cock disappeared.

Her hips began undulating, sliding the phallus in and out of her pussy. Peter matched her rhythm.

Sex filled the air as they fucked.

Peter bit on the penis gag as he moved his shoulders into her. He ignored the stabs in his knees and the ache at his crotch. The only focus was her pleasure. If he couldn’t satisfy her with his own cock, he certainly didn’t intend to fail with a properly-sized phallus strapped to his face.

Cries escaped from deep within her lungs. Her thighs tightened and her hand moved to her clit. Fingers danced on her bulb. The wet phallus glistened in the silver stream of the city lights as the strap-on moved in and out of her.

Peter moved faster. The strain grew in his neck, but he pressed on with the fortitude of a sprinter nearing the finish line. As he again entered her, she told him to hold his pose. He watched the blur of her fingers dance across her clit. Throwing back her head, she cried out as her legs quivered.

When the orgasm’s peak had broken, she wrapped her legs around his head and squeezed, grinding down on the phallus a final time. 

He looked up at her while she brushed the hair out of his face and smiled.

“You want to bring me to another orgasm, don’t you?”

He couldn’t nod or speak, but he groaned, “Mmhmm.”

“Not now,” she said, sliding off of the cock. “I’m jet lagged.”

She removed the gag from his mouth.

Saliva spilled onto his chest. Popping sounds echoed from his jaw as he worked out the soreness. “Would you like to take a bath? The Jacuzzi is still hot.”

“Mmm,” she said, throwing herself against the sheets. “It sounds delightful, but I’m so exhausted. I don’t think I can get off this bed.”

“That’s no problem.”

Peter carried her in his arms. The act of chivalry was more of a gift to himself than it was to her. He imagined he were her gallant knight and protector as he held her. It wasn’t a difficult illusion for him to believe. He was wearing armor and had even taken a vow of chastity. And no one could argue that, under her command, he maintained a class of lower nobility.

He set her down and opened the sliding glass door to the terrace. The balmy air blew across their faces as they left the suite. She untied the silk robe and draped it over a chair.

While her long legs stepped into the Jacuzzi, he turned on the jets. Foam and bubbles splashed against her breasts as she sank into the hot suds. Settling her head against a pillow, she closed her eyes.

“I could seriously sleep here the whole night,” she murmured.

He moved behind her and began massaging her shoulders. He still wore nothing except for his belt, yet he wasn’t concerned. None of the taller buildings faced the terrace, and the suite’s layout was designed so that none of the other hotel rooms could spy on their activity.

“I have a lot planned for you this week,” she said.

“Yes, Mistress.”

“Tomorrow will be more difficult. You should get plenty of rest.”

“I’m fine, Mistress. I slept on the plane.”

She moved away from his hands and faced him. “Go to bed, slave.”

Peter didn’t argue.

He bowed, said goodnight, and left her alone on the terrace.

It was late, he realized, and he was more tired than he wanted to admit. In truth, there had been no rest during the flight. His phone had remained pressed to his ear and when it wasn’t, he was checking and responding to last-minute emails before his official vacation began.

Before entering his bedroom, he poked his head around the hall to make certain she was still laying in the Jacuzzi. When he saw that he was in the clear, Peter entered the bathroom and opened the cabinet below the sink. Falling onto one knee, he reached into the back corner until his hand found the hidden cell phone. A sudden noise almost made him drop it. He closed the cabinet and scurried into the hall.

There was no one.

His jet lagged and overworked mind was playing tricks on him. Peter went back to the sink and grabbed the cell phone. He knew this act went against her rules, but given his position in the company, he couldn’t disappear for an entire week. Powerful men didn’t get days off no matter what their schedules might suggest. She wouldn’t have understood, so he allowed himself this one violation of her terms.

The only message he wanted to check was the one from his business partner and COO of Schmidt Holdings. In a text message, David said everything was going well in China. The final contracts were in place, and they would be ready for Peter’s signature when he returned.

Peter released a sigh. It was the news he had been waiting over a year to hear, but he knew it meant probably five more years of traveling across the world to get the new business up and running. He would need to start looking for a second home somewhere in Beijing.

He turned off his phone. The battery was low and recharging it would be problematic. Peter’s own batteries were low too, he realized, fatigue suddenly overtaking him. He turned off the bathroom light and slipped under the covers. The cold metal between his legs soon warmed, and he fell into a deep sleep.
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Peter slept soundly the entire night. He didn’t rise to use the restroom, nor did he dream. When he awoke, his arms tingled. He tried to bring them to his chest, but they wouldn’t budge.

Eyes opened. 

Mistress Lin sat on the edge of the bed, smiling. “Morning, dear.” 

She wore a yellow wrap dress with a golden belt. A long strand of pearls sat along her neck. Standing, she pulled the sheets away from the bed.

Peter gasped. Outstretched before him, his legs and arms were spread, held down by bondage rope disappearing beneath the bed. Padded wrist and ankle cuffs were attached to every limb. He couldn’t fathom how she had been able to tie him in this elaborate bondage without waking him.

“I thought it would be good if you slept in this morning since we have such a busy day ahead.”

He didn’t speak.

“The first thing you need is a proper wash under your chastity belt. I know the belt’s design offers you some ability to wash down there, but we need to perform a deep clean. I won’t have a stinky slave on my watch.”

She left him.

Peter yanked at the cuffs. A pointless gesture, he realized. His mistress was an expert in bondage. Escape was impossible. Strangely, Peter felt all the freer knowing it.

His mistress returned to him wearing yellow dishwashing gloves and carrying a bucket. From within it, she drew out a washcloth, soap, and the key to his chastity belt.

She placed the key in the lock. “Try to keep it down.”

The belt opened. She carefully drew the front piece back and pulled his flaccid penis from the tube. He smiled, enjoying his first sexual freedom in a month. The sensations around his groin amplified. Even the gentle AC felt strong against his neglected flesh.

She went to the closet of his bathroom and returned with a plush towel that she slid under his bottom. After filling the bucket with warm water, she returned to the bed. She wetted the washcloth and mixed some of the liquid soap with it.

With a maternal touch, she began to clean him, washing under his genitals and the shaft of his member. In truth, he didn’t require the bonds; his own self-control would have been sufficient, but he felt safe in their confines. For six months it had been like this. Not all durations in chastity had been for an entire month, but at each instance of removal, some form of bondage had been in applied in the chastity belt’s absence, preventing him from ever truly being free. As Peter reflected on this, he felt himself grow hard.

His mistress released his cock. 

“Do I need to get ice?” she asked.

“No, Mistress.”

He tried not to think of her kneeling over his imprisoned state in her chic dress or the latex gloves she wore or why latex gloves would even get him aroused. But with each lecherous thought he pushed out of his head, seven more returned in its place. He imagined her the night before fingering herself as she sat in the Jacuzzi. He saw the waiter sneak into their hotel suite, filling her with a cock even more impressive than the dildo, and then he imagined the waiter’s hot cum still nestled in his mistress’ deepest nether regions—his alpha sperm mating with her alpha egg.

“Well, it has been a month,” his mistress said. “I suppose you deserve some attention.”

“Oh, thank you, Mistress.”

She left and returned with several toys. First, she secured a vibrating pouch over his balls. Via a small remote, she turned the vibrator to its lowest setting. Peter’s head fell back as the gentle rhythm coursed through his balls.  After going so long without touching himself, the electric sensations were pure ecstasy. A vibrating cock ring was also placed just below the head of his cock and tightened with a leather strap. The duel vibrations caused his cock to swell to its entire four inch mass. 

Peter knew she wouldn’t touch him. If he were lucky, she might do so while wearing the latex gloves, but he didn’t think she would ever allow her bare hands to touch his unworthy manhood. She had once told him, “I’m not a whore.”

There was a final toy applied to his cock, one that caused his heart to quicken merely by its sight.

“Time to put the plug in the jug,” she said, lifting the penis plug before him so there could be no mistake of her intentions. With a plastic syringe, she squirted lubrication in his urethra. Like a surgeon preparing for the first incision, she held the base of his cock as she guided the plug into his urethra. 

The tip of the cold metal pierced him.

He focused on his breathing, maintaining measured inhalations against the alien-sensations. His erection wanted to retreat, but the steady vibrations kept him firm. Inch by inch, the plug filled him until he was certain it would ram against his bladder. 

“That should keep you from cumming,” she said. 

If the vibrations intensified any more, Peter felt he could come. Yet, the gentle undulations were only enough to keep him hard and on edge, just where Peter suspected she wanted him.

Mistress Lin lay next to him, rubbing his chest with her bare hand. “I wonder what will push you over the edge. Will it be pain? Or will it be pleasure?”

She twisted his nipples, then massaged them. Peter was certain either would be sufficient. Her merely lying next to him while the vibrations gyrated through his groin would be enough to make him come.

“I know what will do the trick,” she said.

Reaching into her pocket, she brought out the tanga panties from the night before. Peter’s heart slammed into his chest as he saw the stain along the crotch of her panties. She positioned the wet spot over his nostrils. Peter breathed the feminine odor and felt his legs quiver.

The spasms caused him to fuck the air. His balls tightened, pumping his seed along the familiar route. But there was no joyous burst. As the milky load swelled up his urethra, it encountered the impenetrable plug.

With nowhere to go, the semen descended back into his body.

Peter yanked against the bondage as the awful spasms sprayed semen against the plug. As cum filtered back into his body, he wondered where it would go. Maybe it would retreat back into his balls or perhaps it would go to some unknown resting place.

“Cum is the tangible form of submission,” his mistress stated. “We don’t want any of that essence to leave you. Do we, slave?”

He shook his head and grunted. Trickles of sweat formed along his brow. She dabbed the panties across his head like a nurse tending to a fevered patient. 

With the flick of the remote, the vibrations strengthened. Quick pulses reverberated through his balls and darted up his shaft. Breathing quickened. Muscles tightened. Hands formed fists. The next wave brooded and broke and ignited, launching a second star-crossed orgasm. Unable to resist instinct, hips thrashed as fluids rushed through his plumbing. The sensation of propelled cum with no egress made him nauseated. Peter turned and looked into his mistress’ gaze, hoping to find some benevolence. 

He found none.

Protestations leapt from him, a battery of pleadings to his mistress. Ignoring his puerile reaction, a ball gag—inserted and strapped tightly across his mouth—silenced him.

“Shhhhh,” she whispered, placing a finger to his arched lips.

His mistress then grasped the final toy among her small arsenal: a single feather. With the quill, she traced the barbs and barbules across his shaft. When the feather’s vane swept under his corona, the contractions could not be avoided. Peter hollered into the gag. The surrealism was inescapable. Under normal circumstances, he would have been sitting with his business partner now in a Beijing high-rise, drinking fresh coffee from a Keurig machine as important gents sat at one end of a conference table awaiting his arrival. Nude and tied down with his young mistress ruining orgasm after orgasm, the tables, as they say, were certainly turned.

“This aged sperm wants out so badly. How many blocked orgasms do you think I can cause? We have the whole day to find out. What if I kept you here all day and night as I ruined one orgasm after another? How long until your mind would break?”

The feather danced across the tip of his head. The barbules felt electrified, his nerves igniting from the slightest touch. She swung her leg over his torso, straddling his chest. She was without panties. Her ass settled above his nose, enticing him with the unhindered view of her sex. He pressed his tongue against the gag, imagining it to be her pussy or ass as another balked orgasm stonewalled against the plug.

“And to think it’s a such a tiny device. Just an ittie bittie piece of metal. Kind of like this feather. Funny how that works.”

He barely could hear. His thoughts were consumed by the desire to spill his seed. He didn’t even care for a proper orgasm. An abandoned orgasm would have sufficed. Anything to relieve the mounting pressure.

She rubbed her pussy and ass against his face. The checked orgasms fired incessantly. His body’s biological urge battled against innovation. Limbs struggled in the bondage. Beads of sweat now coated his body. 

“Stop fighting it. All of this is only sensation. The feather, the vibrations—these are all just feelings occurring. Give yourself over to my pristine pussy, my gorgeous ass, and the suffering will end.”

Peter attempted to will himself into obeying his mistress’ instructions, but like a loser in life asserting to the droopy face in the mirror that he was a winner, Peter was unable to craft reality out of false abstractions.

And so the teasing continued. Minute after minute, denial after denial. 

When his mistress crawled off of him and killed the vibrating apparatuses, Peter couldn’t track how many hours had passed, only that the sun was still low, far from its midday apogee.

“Whew! I’m hungry. I think it’s about time to get us some lunch, don’t you think?”

Peter forced a sound into the gag.

After returning him to his chastity belt, she untied him, removed the gag, and rolled him off the bed and onto his knees. 

Peter lowered his head and kissed her feet for several minutes. When she moved away, he followed her until she stopped in the kitchen. 

Reaching into a bowl, she plucked three grapes from a branch. She popped them one by one into her mouth as she surveyed the fridge and cabinets. Her nails tapped against the granite tile. He continued waiting on his knees, hoping the kitchen was stocked to her liking.

“I want something light,” she said. “See what you can do.”

She left the kitchen.

Convinced she wasn’t returning, Peter rose to his feet and began making their late breakfast. His mind raced through a catalogue of recipes until he settled on a healthy, simple dish. Oranges, freshly delivered from some tropical region, were squeezed. Four pieces of toast dropped into the toaster. He fired on the gas grill, covering the flames with a skillet. Four eggs broke and sizzled. As they cooked, he sliced cherry tomatoes, placing the halves on a plate with culinary precision. Seeing the egg whites bubbling, Peter reached for a spatula.

He entered the dining room and found her sitting.

“Perfect timing,” she said. “I just sat down.”

He smiled, setting her plate and glass of juice before her. She did not wait for him to return with his own entrée before eating. When Peter sat, he felt the strain at his groin press against the unyielding metal. The belt’s design was not fortuitous. Great precision and prescience had gone into its customization. The tube, which housed his penis, was curved but large enough so that Peter could achieve a partial erection. Yet never were those feeble erections allowed to stretch out to allow the blood to engorge his member. And so he remained in a perpetual state of arousal. Even his nocturnal erections were kept suppressed and closely guarded by his mistress whether he was stateside or across the pond.

“Eat,” she said, pointing the tongs of her fork to his untouched plate. “You’ll need it.”

Peter picked up his fork and cut the yoke, spilling the entrails of the egg. He shoveled food onto the utensil and brought it to his mouth. Every bite and chew required effort, every swallow forced. His arousal was so high, his cock so on edge that he could think of nothing else other than a release. But Peter heeded his mistress’ warning to eat. The day was young and already he felt spent. He would need all the energy he could get if he were to be able to perform according to her plans.

She finished quickly and pushed back her chair. “Meet me on the terrace when you’re done cleaning the dishes. It’s such a beautiful day that I think I’ll go for a dip in the pool. You look like you could use some cooling off as well.”

He willed the rest of the food into his mouth until he was full. Chewing listlessly, he gathered the plates and began washing them by hand. After putting them away, he went to the bedroom to change into his swimming trunks. He stood in the doorway and tried to remember where he had placed them. He searched through the drawers, the closet, and even his suitcases, but they were nowhere to be found. He sighed, realizing he must have forgotten them. Hearing the sliding glass door open as his mistress stepped onto the terrace, he tip toed to the bathroom and took a peek at his cell phone. Already, there was a message waiting for him.

We’re getting a little push back from the Chinese concerning our EPA settlement. Nothing to worry with. The Chinese dump their trash in the oceans. They’re just trying to squeeze a few more pennies out of us on the share price. Enjoy your vacation. Give me a ring if you get the chance.

Peter placed his thumb over the call button and froze. The urge was not unlike the one between his legs. He turned it off. Text messages were taking it far enough. If he started making calls, he would have a workstation set up by the end of the week. His mistress was waiting on him. Any delay would be met with inquiries.

He tossed his phone in the hiding spot under the sink and raced through the suite still wearing only the chastity belt.

She was a sight to be held—one that would crush any modern notion contending bikinis were sexier than one-piece bathing suits. Rising out of the water in her plunging monokini, she outclassed any SI swimsuit cover girl. The water pressed the delicate fabric against her figure, exposing the outline of her nipples and drawing taut between her legs.

Pale and almost anemic in appearance, Peter stood shirtless and without shorts.

“I like your speedos,” she said, laughing. “Very industrial looking. Just be sure not to scrape it against the bottom of the pool.”

Peter looked down at his chastity belt. “I forgot my swimming trunks. But I guess it doesn’t matter. This covers everything.”

She shrugged and grabbed a towel off of one of the lounge chairs. “There’s nothing to cover up and besides, no one can see us.”

She turned and continued drying herself. The monokini lifted her fit bottom. Peter knew staring would only compound his frustration, but like checking his cell phone, he couldn’t resist. He reached between his legs and felt along the hole that allowed him to relieve himself. Precum was leaking.

His mistress watched him. “You really need to get in the water. I think you’re going to spontaneously combust if you don’t get that wee wee of yours cooled off.”

 Following her suggestion, he dove in. The cold water felt sublime. He kicked off the bottom of the pool and gasped as his head broke through the surface. Floating on his back, he kicked, gliding his body backwards. Peter shut his eyes and breathed. Water filled his ears until the only sound he could hear was the rushing air filling his lungs. 

After only a few laps, his body began to relax. He flipped onto his stomach and stretched his arms out in front of him. As he glided across the pool, his body melted in the water. The college years of competitive swimming were far behind him, yet the engrained reactions still lingered. Instinctively, he took a breath from his right side every three strokes. When he entered the flip turn, he pushed away every thought and entered a flow state, allowing his body to do the work independent of his mind. His kick had lost much of its power and his body didn’t undulate during the streamline like it once had, but that old sense of oneness with the water and the inexplicable freedom it brought him was more real than it had ever been.

As he turned his head and sucked in a breath, he heard his mistress call out. He stopped dead in the water and planted his feet against the bottom of the pool. Shielding the sun with his hand, he saw her hawkish eyes staring down at him.

“Nice kick,” she remarked. “I do enjoy a slave who knows how to take care of his body.” Stepping over to a cabana chair, she reached into her bag and took out her cell phone. “Why don’t we see how fast you can swim? I’d say this is about a ten meter pool, correct?”

He looked around. “That’s probably about right.”

“And you swam the fifty free in twenty-three seconds?”

“Twenty-three point fifty-three,” he clarified.

“Yes, but we won’t worry with fractions today. How about thirty seconds to swim five lengths? Sound fair?”

Peter laughed. Not only was he miserably out of shape, he hadn’t swam competitively in more than twenty years. He knew there was no way he would get close to thirty seconds. “That’s a little fast.”

She unlocked her phone. “Well, we have to make it interesting. Since you made breakfast, I’ll give you an extra two seconds. Surely, you can swim five lengths in thirty-two seconds.”

Peter had his doubts. He climbed out of the pool and neared the edge, bending into a familiar pose. Fingers rested on the lip of the pool as he watched his mistress bring up the stopwatch on her phone. 

When her hand dropped, he leapt forward.

Peter entered the water at such a precipitous angle that he felt lucky not to have split open his chin on the bottom. He dolphin-kicked his head to the surface. The deep dive had already cost him precious time, and there were other difficulties. The pool presented no lanes or dash marks that he could use to count his strokes. Without them, he didn’t know when to enter the flip turn without raising his head to look. The gesture threw his body out of rhythm, and the pool’s short length forced him to perform the costly gesture every couple of strides. When he saw the wall only a few meters ahead, he gave the water one last strong stride before tucking his body into a ball. Peter kicked as hard as he could. Didn’t matter. He had entered the flip turn too early. Feet kicked through the water with only the tips of his toes scratching the wall. There was no way to streamline without momentum. Kicking for the surface, he clawed his way across the pool.

With each breath, he listened to his mistress cheering him on. He didn’t doubt she was cheering for his loss so she could punish him for his weakness and sloth. He kicked harder and pressed his fingers together, forming a tight seal to act as a fin rather than a hand. Peter reached out as far as he could with each stride and dug. For the first two laps, he felt strong. By the second turn, his muscles were beginning to show the signs of a middle-aged man working fifteen-hour days in an office.

Peter entered another flip turn, this time too late. Ankles slammed against the wall, sending a jolt of concrete up his legs. He cried out as his head lifted above the water. He didn’t give up. With the same competitive spirit that had followed him from high school to college and into the business world, he fought on, ignoring the stabbing pains.

On the fourth lap, his arms were rubber, his legs boards. The chastity belt felt like an anchor dragging him to the bottom of the pool. The last flip turn barely met the definition, completely lacking in technique. He glided most of the final lap, his arms refusing to power him through the water.

His mistress called out the time. “Fifty-three seconds. A whole thirty seconds slower than your personal best.”

“Fifty-three seconds,” he muttered to himself. Even in junior high he had swam better. At worst, he figured he might just beat forty seconds. He hung his head, partly in shame, partly because he didn’t have the energy to look up. His body clung to the edge of the pool like a castaway. 

Around him, the waters stilled. 

A shadow hung over him. “If you had been a few seconds short, I would have called it a draw, but fifty-three seconds has me concerned. Clearly, you aren’t taking any of my wellness advice. You may think a good sub only needs a fat wallet, but if you’re dead by fifty it doesn’t do me much good. I care about more than money. I want to see slaves thrive in their lives. Health is crucial for that to happen.”

Dots of light clouded his vision. He panted and coughed, air coming in and out of his lungs as sharp whizzes. A stabbing sensation hammered in his lungs. When he lifted a hand away from the pool to wipe the snot from his nose, his other hand didn’t have the strength to support his weight. He sank into the water, his head drifting underneath.

Chlorine-rich water swam up his nose. He panicked, his legs thrashing beneath him. He thought how apropos it would be if he drowned in a pool outside a luxury suite in Vegas. It would certainly have made for good headlines.

A hand grabbed his wrists and began pulling him back to the wall. How she managed to pull him out of the water enough for him to hoist himself out of the pool would remain a mystery to him. When he finally swung his feet onto the dry edge of the pool, he rolled onto his back and spat up the swallowed water.

“Next time, I’ll have you wear a life vest,” she said. While he figured she meant it as a joke, Peter noted the startled concern in her voice. 

After spending several minutes catching his breath with his eyes shut against the drowsy heat of the sun, Peter’s mistress helped him inside. The AC felt so good that he chuckled as he entered the suite and collapsed onto the couch. She poured him a glass of ice water and sat it next to him. If it hadn’t been for the close call, Peter knew such kindness would not have been extended to him. He decided it best to lift himself out of the slothful pose; he wasn’t even supposed to be sitting on the couch.

She sat on the edge of the glass table opposite to him and handed him the drink.

He took a sip. “Thank you.”

“You’re far more out of shape than I realized. And it’s not just your muscles. Your breathing is terrible. Have you been smoking again?”

Peter shook his head. “I haven’t smoked a cigarette in six months.”

“I didn’t ask if you had smoked a cigarette. I asked if you were smoking.”

“Just a couple of cigars on the weekends.”

He lowered his eyes at the obvious minimization spewing from his lips. His gaze lingered on the shape of her breasts, her monokini still wet from pulling him out of the water.

“Your ‘just a couple’ almost cost you your life.”

She stood and gathered her purse as if she intended for them to leave. Peter wondered where they were going. He started heading for his room to get dressed.

“Where are you going?” she asked.

Peter pointed toward his room. “I thought we were going out.”

“I’m going out. But you’re not going anywhere. When I return, I’ll see if you’re anymore serious about submitting to me. I don’t waste my time instructing slaves who aren’t willing to listen to my simple instructions. I give discipline when I think it will help and right now, I think the best thing I can do is to ignore you. I’ll let you know if I need help with my shopping bags, though I think the front desk will be of more assistance. Maybe I’ll find a nice submissive boy that I can take on. I saw several cute ones when I arrived.”

He ran after her, begging her to stay.

“My mind is made up,” she said, heading up the stairs.

She slammed the bedroom door in his face. Slinking back down to the living room, he waited for her.

She returned down the stairs in her street clothes. “Make sure the place is tidy while I’m out.”

Before he could reply, she was out the door. Peter was alone again, remorse already filling him. 

He tried to sit, but the guilt was too great. He started pacing, cursing himself for failing to meet her standards. In her presence, he was always a willing, obedient slave. Yet every time they departed, he fell into his old ways again, lining up excuse after excuse as to why he disobeyed her instructions. He didn’t exercise because he was too busy. He didn’t follow her diet plan because his clients took him out to dinner at restaurants not of his choosing. He smoked an occasional cigar to socialize with other business partners. If the chastity belt had not been so well crafted, he knew he never could have gone an entire month without an orgasm, let alone going three years without sex. 

He wondered if he needed a break from all this before shrugging away the notion. Breaks were his problem. She was right. He was never going to be truly submissive by seeing her only once a month. He needed constant oversight. Distant domination wasn’t working.

With his mistress gone, there was no better time to make a quick phone call, and despite the guilt, he couldn’t resist checking in with David. Besides, he would only be on the phone for a minute.

The phone rang for some time, the call bouncing from satellite to satellite as it made its way to China. Finally, a voice broke through the static.

“Peter, I thought you were unreachable.”

“I am, but you know me. I can never take a vacation. Your text from earlier spooked me a little. Everything going well?”

“I’ll tell you about it later. I’m about to go into a meeting now to try to sort things out. Will you be available this evening?”

“Maybe. Text me when you hear something. I’ll try to get back to you.”

“I will. I have to go, Peter. I’m walking in now. I wish you were here, buddy.”

The call ended. Peter didn’t like David’s last words or the strain in his voice. His partner was always composed in challenging situations. Peter sensed the situation was more delicate than David was letting on. Either way, there was nothing he could do from Vegas. For the second time that day, all he could do was wait.
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Sliding her Amex Centurion Card across the checkout counter, she smiled. The cashier, a young man, took it with uncertain fingers. The card slipped in his hand and struck the counter.

He cleared his throat and apologized. The sheen of moisture attacked his face as if the card had triggered some allergic reaction. Though it was no allergy, she knew. Mistress Lin had noted it in men her entire life, long before she’d gained the capital M status. Her mother, a professional domme, commanded authority and respect in the same manner as she had taught her daughter to insist in people. Watching groveling businessmen and politicians at her mother’s feet, begging to worship them, had made an indelible mark. By her nineteenth birthday, it was of no surprise that many in the lifestyle considered her to be one of the top young dommes in the industry, and it wasn’t long after before her talents brought her to Dubai and the West.

The cashier returned the card to Mistress Lin, his eyes tracing her long neck and the cleavage of her V-neck blouse. She returned the card to her pink Miu Miu wallet.

“Like what you see?” she asked.

The man’s eyes stood open, darting around as if they might be able to spring feet and scurry away.

She knew her scent alone could hypnotize men, her body paralyze them. Yet, it was her stern, even tone and natural confidence that really did them in. The respect she demanded of other men and women was not an accruement that could be picked up on credit at Tiffany’s. It was a trait she was born with—the feminine, alpha genes of her mother.

“Learn some respect, young man.”

With his face enflamed, he nodded and handed her the shopping bags.

Annoyed at having to carry her own purchases, she took them and left the store. She checked the time. It was midafternoon. Peter would be growing restless by now, but she needed for him to wait longer. Such resistances needed to be dealt with swiftly and surely; she knew of no better punishment for submissives than to leave them alone.

By all outward appearances, she possessed the perfect life. Men, much like Peter, paid her exuberant fees to worship her and beg for her special brand of discipline. Mistress Lin was part mother, part goddess, but mostly therapist. She enjoyed the ability to embrace that vaulted status in the company of successful men willing to relinquish control. And certainly the money wasn’t bad, either. 

However, it wasn’t enough. In her heart, she still knew Peter maintained control. He decided when they met and where. His limits, though pushed, were ultimately respected. While she enjoyed working with such a successful and powerful man, she desired more. She dreamed of him surrendering everything. Finances were easy for Peter. Even all the clothes and purses he gave to her were chump change to him. There was so much more he could give, and she wanted it all. 

At their first meeting, she had gone to work on conquering his body by directing his sexual desires to respond only to her touch, her smell, and her demanding voice. In the last few years, she had increasingly claimed his sexual releases so that he was entirely dependent upon her for any sexual gratification.

But now it was time to work on his mind and his life. Fuck Peter’s wallet. She wanted his thoughts, his morals—his very soul.

Standing outside the Tom Ford store, she felt her wetness drip onto her silk panties. She pulled out her phone and called an old friend.

A familiar man answered the call. “Bret’s Ink. How can I help you?”

“Hey, Bret. How’s business?”

“Lin?”

“The one and only. I just got into town.”

“Cool. You looking to have some work done?”

“No. I’m still keeping my body ink free. I’m actually here in town seeing a client, and I thought you could help me.”

“Whoa, whoa. Is this one of your submissive boys?”

“Yes, but it’s not like you think. He’s actually quite famous, and is considered by many to be a real lady-killer.”

“Uh-huh. I’ll decide whose a lady-killer. So you got Brad Pitt tied up in a dungeon?”

Mistress Lin laughed. She loved Bret’s confidence. It matched nicely with hers. “No, silly. And there’s no dungeon. Don’t believe everything you see in the movies.”

“Fine, but how do I come into this picture?”

“Well, I’m standing outside the Shops at Crystals, and I’m soaked.”

“There’s no rain where I’m—oh! Ha, ha. I see what you mean.”

“I thought you might be able to show this guy how a real man pleases a woman. It’s important that he really embraces the fact that he could never be with me in any traditional sense.”

Bret groaned. “I don’t know, Lin. That’s not really my thing. It sounds kind of creepy.”

“It’s not creepy. Power exchange is a beautiful thing. I’m not asking you to interact with the guy. I’ll do all the talking. You just need to have that thick cock of yours hard and ready.”

“Well, you know I’ve got the last part covered. I guess if it means getting with your sexy behind, I’m down.”

“Great. But I need your upmost discretion. This guy is going to freak out when he sees that I’ve brought someone back. He’s very private, and obviously he doesn’t want his fetishes in the tabloids.”

“Relax, Lin. I don’t want any trouble either. If this guy is as powerful as you say he is, I probably have more to lose than this guy if word got out about him. I’ve got my little tattoo shop, and business is good. I want to keep it that way.”

“Perfect. We’re at the Palms. You want to meet in the lobby in a couple of hours?”

“Works for me.”




***




Six foot three with the addition of two-inch boots, Bret strolled through the lobby like he owned the place, arms testing the shirt’s stitching. Mistress Lin watched him remove the gold, Aviator sunglasses. His bluish-grey eyes scanned the lobby. When he found her, he nodded and started towards her.

“Hey, gorgeous,” he said, kissing her on the cheek. “I swear you get more beautiful every time I see you.”

She smiled, loving the way even cliché remarks by Bret could cause butterflies to stir in her stomach. While some submissive men wouldn’t like to believe it, even dommes needed to be laid down and mounted by their prince. With certain restrictions, of course. She would never allow herself to grovel over a man. Alpha men were entertained purely for physical pleasures. Emotional relationships centered on her submissives. Only their relinquishment of power could sate her inner needs.

His muscular arm reached out and hugged her, a python encircling his forearm and disappearing under his sleeve. “What kind of perfume is that?”

“A secret.”

He shook his head. “That stuff should be a Schedule I drug. It isn’t fair.”

“That’s the point.”

Looking up at him, she couldn’t believe she had never fucked Bret. They had gotten close a few times, but between her work and Bret having a girlfriend the last couple of times she was in town, they’d never gotten around to doing anything more than kissing.

Thank goodness that boring chick was finally out of his life.

“So what now?” he asked.

“What do you mean? Now, you follow me up to the room and fuck my brains out.”

Grinning, Bret took the shopping bags and followed her to the elevator. At the top of the Palms, the golden doors opened.

“Let me do the talking,” Mistress Lin said.

Her dominant side took over. Heels marched across the hall. Hands threw open the door.

“Slave!”

Feet hurried down the stairs.

She couldn’t wait to see his reaction.

Peter scurried down the hall, stopping at the foyer. His face went pale. “Hello, Mistress.”

Bret set the bags on the table and moved beside her.

“Hello, slave. I’ve brought an old friend back with me. Go to your bedroom and strip. When I’m ready for you, one of us will come get you.”

His face scrunched up, concern marked in each one of those tense facial muscles.

He whispered, “Yes, Mistress.”

Blushing, Peter quickly moved out of sight.

Lin turned to Bret and smiled. “Isn’t he cute?”

“Is that . . . ?”

She nodded.

“Wow. I never would have thought. I mean, that guy is one of the wealthiest men in the country. His company brings in more cash than some countries.”

Mistress Lin considered this. “Hmm. I guess if I control him that makes me a queen by default. Be a darling and grab those bags. I think I still have some room in the closet.”

As Bret put away the bags, Mistress Lin started getting ready. She knew this was an important moment in Peter’s submission. Everything had to be perfect. While Bret might have thought this was a simple act of fucking or cuckolding some rich businessman, Mistress Lin knew otherwise. This was a dance. Every movement, every breath required perfection—a trait she embraced fully.

The years with Peter had allowed her to comb through his desires. She knew his weak spots and tonight, like so many others, she would use them against him. Yet, this knowledge wouldn’t be used in a malicious manner. This information was to be used to deflate his ego, the kryptonite of all submission.

In this moment, Peter could still leave Vegas, fly home, and bang Ford models if he wished. The sexual act wouldn’t do much for him, but she understood that merely being able to behave like an alpha male was an impediment to his surrender. This among all things was the great barrier to conquering any successful man. They poised the means to fool themselves and others into believing that they were a Type A, dominant man.

Time to squash that nonsense, she thought. It would only hold him back. Mistress Lin viewed herself as a liberator, and it was time to free Peter of his deluded pride.

Pulling open the top drawer, she withdrew a pair of black garters. She unrolled them, feeling their luxurious touch unfurl across her long, smooth legs. Her finger ran along the carefully embroidered ends of the hose. 

For her feet, she selected a pair of Gianvito Rossi lace pumps.

The matching Soiree panties and corset from Agent Provocateur went next. Bret helped her lace the corset, his burly hands narrowing her waist.

“Not too tight,” she told him. “This corset isn’t going to stay on long.” She turned, smiling at the erection she noted at the front of his jeans. Through the denim, she squeezed his head. “Keep that tiger caged for two more minutes.”

He groaned and reached out to touch her. Mistress Lin swatted his hand away. “Be a good boy, or I’ll have to lock up your cock, too.”

Bret laughed. “You’d have to tie me down with every strand of bondage rope you’ve got before that would happen.”

She turned, leaning against the doorjamb of the bedroom. “Is that a request? Bondage is one of my many specialties.”

“Ha-ha.”

“It’s no joke, sweetheart. I’ve made far more arrogant men than yourself grovel at my feet. I don’t know if you could afford me, but I’m sure we could work out some kind of equitable terms of payment.”

Bret flashed a smirk, though Mistress Lin detected a quiver in his lips. His mind would be a fun one to watch bend and fall under her spell. Perhaps later, she told herself.

She grabbed a leash and collar and left.

Descending the stairs, she felt the opulent fabrics hug her body. The panties were already becoming wet as she imagined the scene about to unfold.

Peter’s door was open as expected. He wasn’t allowed to ever close it when they were together. Privacy was not a privilege of slaves.

She found him kneeling in front of the bed, facing away from her with the cruel chastity belt fitted around his groin. After a few months of testing out his custom-made belt, Mistress Lin had already planned to have Peter’s company begin its production. There were so many males around the world who could use an affordable belt. Schmidt Holdings could easily absorb whatever losses might be incurred to sell the belt at dirt-cheap prices.

“Good evening, slave.”

Without turning or lifting his bowed head, Peter answered. “Good evening, Mistress.”

“We’re going to test your limits tonight. You understand that, don’t you?”

His Adam’s apple lifted as he swallowed. “Yes, Mistress.”

“I respect your desire for privacy. I have agreed not to push this limit because I understand that it is essential in order for you to worship me and to spoil me. I wouldn’t want to do anything that might threaten that healthy bottom line funneling into my greedy pockets. However, as you understand from business, rewards can’t be earned without risk. Correct?”

“Yes, Mistress.”

“Good. Tonight we are taking a risk, albeit a small one. Bret is an old friend of mine. He can be trusted not to utter a word of what happens here. You trust my evaluation of him?”

“Of course, Mistress. I trust you.”

“Excellent. Because trust is the foundation of servitude. Whether I’m beating you until you think you are about to pass out, holding the key to your sexuality, or restricting your airflow, they are all exercises designed to build trust while feeding your sexual urges. Tonight is no different. Therefore, you will do as I say without hesitation. If you embarrass me in front of my friend, you will see a wrath from me that I guarantee will exceed your worst submissive nightmares. Do I make myself clear?”

He breathed heavily. “Yes, Mistress. I will do as you say.”

She snapped her fingers. “Come to me on your hands and knees.”

With his head still fixed to the floor, he moved. She wrapped the collar around his neck, tightening it so that he could still breath, but snug enough to where a constant pressure would remind him of his lowly status.

Attaching the leash, she knelt beside him. “Pet, I want you to follow me. Like a good pup, you won’t utter a word. Understand?”

Not speaking, he shook his head.

Mistress Lin laughed. “Clever dog. Come.”

She yanked on the leash and started for the hall. The power she felt leading a Fortune 100 executive on his hands and knees by a leash was beyond any drug. Who needs crack cocaine when you have the one percent lapping at your heels?

Mounting the stairs, she maintained her even stride, forcing Peter to keep up. She had told her slave to remain in good shape. She wasn’t going to adjust her pace for his laziness.

At the top of the stairs, she heard him panting. 

“Is my doggy all out of breath?” 

Peter nodded.

“Don’t worry. I’ll get you some water later. I have a doggy bowl around here somewhere.”

He breathed harder, his hands and knees padding along the hall.

At the bedroom’s threshold, Mistress Lin knocked on the doorjamb.

“Hey, sexy!” Mistress Lin exclaimed.

Bret stared at Peter. “Holy shit.”

“What? I just got done walking my dog and was feeling a little horny.” She looked down at Peter. “Oh, you must be surprised by his chastity belt. Let me explain. My dog is currently going through heat. He’s trying to hump everything in sight. He’d hump my leg if that metal weren’t fettered to his little pecker.” Mistress Lin smiled, knowing it was the God’s honest truth. “I’m feeling a little frisky myself. I can tie my dog up over here.”

She directed Peter with the leash until he kneeled in front of the bed. She tied the leash to the railing of the bed’s frame.

“There we go,” she said. “Be a good boy, puppy, and I’ll give you a reward later.”

Peter nodded, keeping his eyes cast to the floor.

She lifted his chin and whispered into his ear. “I want you to watch. You’re not to take your eyes off my lover and me except to blink. And if I think you’re blinking excessively, I’ll tape them open. We can turn this shit into A Clockwork Orange. Got it?”

Her slave nodded and lifted his eyes to Bret.

Mistress Lin crawled on to the bed. She set her hand on Bret’s broad jawline, turning his head to hers. “Don’t worry about my pet. He’s a thing. Not a person. Focus on me.”

She kissed him and felt his tongue enter her mouth. Her nipples became erect, pressing against the sexy corset. She unbuttoned his shirt, revealing his sculpted physique. The python tattoo snaked around his shoulder and onto his chest. More abstract artwork continued along his abs. She removed his shirt and studied his back. An angel with its wings spread filled his upper back. The skin around it was red and enflamed.

“This one is new, isn’t it?”

“Yeah, I just got it done last week. I’ve still got to color it in. When it’s done, it will be sick. I wasn’t sure if I wanted an angel, but I figured it would show off my sensitive side.”

She laughed. “What sensitive side?”

“This side.”

He crawled on top of her, kissing her neck and running his hands along her corset.

“Take this off,” he said. “I want to kiss those pretty tits.”

She unclipped the gold hooks at the front and opened the corset. Strong hands grasp her. They were so large that his palm and fingers could hold her entire breast one-handed. Powerful lips sucked on her nipple. His cock pushed against her panties.

Her lips warmed and her breathing quickened. She glanced around Bret’s shoulder and eyed Peter watching them like a good pet.

“Move over, Bret, so my pet can see this.”

Mistress Lin tucked her fingers around the waistband of his briefs and pulled his thick cock out.

She watched Peter’s eyes go wide.

“That’s eight inches, pet.”

“Eight and half actually,” Bret said. “But who’s counting?” 

He pointed to a tattoo above his cock. WIDE LOAD. “You like? I got it done about a month ago.”

Mistress Lin fell onto the bed giggling. “That’s hilarious. But very true. I should have you give my pet a tattoo.”

“Would his be featherweight?”

Mistress Lin scoffed. “Not even.”

She crawled onto her belly and opened her mouth. Still watching Peter, she stuck out her tongue and licked Bret’s rigid cock, running the barbell piercing under his head.

“This is your dream, isn’t it, Pet? To have your mistress lick and suck your little dicklet.”

The pup nodded.

“But you know that can never happen. I’m never going to kiss you, suck your pindick, or allow you to stick that clit-stick anywhere near my pussy. If you’re really good, maybe I’ll let you fuck your pocket pussy.”

“Wait a minute,” Bret said. “You mean he doesn’t get sex from anyone?”

“Of course not! What do you think the chastity belt is for?”

“I don’t know. I figured it was just something you put on him when you got into Vegas.”

Mistress Lin shook her head. “Bret, you don’t think very much of me as a mistress, do you? Pet hasn’t had sex with a woman in three years. He hasn’t come in a month.”

She watched Bret’s cock get harder.

“Well, then we better give him a hell of a show,” he said.

She wetted her lips and wrapped them around his cock. Mistress Lin had to stretch her mouth to take all of his head into her mouth. Being around so many slaves was warping her perception of an adequate cock. She massaged his shaved balls. They were full and heavy, containing billions of alpha seeds. Even the most inferior of his seed was genetically superior to any of Peter’s beta sperm. Certainly Peter was intelligent, and he’d learned how to grow his financial wealth, but when it came down to his soul—the very basis of his genetic construct—Peter was a beta male through and through.

Bret moaned as she flicked her tongue under his head. She loved nothing more than mind fucking with her slaves. Peter hated being denied her body, and witnessing her with another man heightened that experience. However, she knew the most difficult aspect of this scene was witnessing her submitting to another man. It lowered his status exponentially between both genders.

There was no point in trying to take Bret’s entire cock into her mouth. He was simply too large and her small, Asian mouth wasn’t designed for deep-throating. And while she enjoyed being with an alpha male, she felt deep-throating crossed a line. A little lick of the head to get him hard and ready was fine. Gagging and choking on a cock was something a mistress was far above doing. She’d let Bret gag on her pussy juices.

“Wanna get my pussy wet?” she asked.

Bret groaned. “You’re not going to suck my cock anymore? You didn’t take it all the way in.”

She kissed the head of his dick. “I’m not a whore, honey. If you want your dick gobbled, go to the Strip and pass a twenty to the girls in clear platform heels.”

She settled on the pillows, ensuring that Peter got an unobstructed view between her legs. Lifting them seductively toward the ceiling, she slid her panties away. They felt so soft and luxurious sliding up her creamy thighs. The wet crotch reminded her of how horny she’d been. It was time to get her pussy filled and stretched by a fat cock. She pulled her knees toward her chest so that her pussy and ass stuck out for Peter to see.

“Bret, honey, come lick my pussy.”

When she opened her legs, spreading them horizontally until it looked like she were doing the splits, Bret grabbed his cock and lowered his face.

Mistress Lin noticed Bret beating his dick. “I don’t approve of you stroking your cock while worshiping my pussy. Keep your hands where I can see them.”

Bret gave a few quick last tugs before he let go of his cock. “Come on, baby.”

“Don’t call me baby. Maybe you should refer to me as mistress as well.”

“Huh? Listen up, Lin. Maybe you’ve spent too much time with your slaves. It’s gotten you a little crooked in the head. I’m no slave. I could fuck any girl in Vegas.”

She closed her legs. “Then go fuck them. Getting into this pussy requires a little r-e-s-p-e-c-t.”

“That’s fucked up. Don’t be a bitch.”

Normally her heel would fly so fast it would break Bret’s jaw and leave him unconscious. She struggled to control her anger. Taking a deep breath, she told herself to remain calm and in control of the situation.

“I suggest you apologize.”

Bret squirmed. “I’m sorry. Your pussy just gets me crazy.”

“I know it does. But you need to learn some respect. Apologize again. This time refer to me as mistress.”

Bret sighed. “I’m sorry, Mistress.”

Mistress Lin opened her legs again, running her finger along her wet pussy. Getting her way with Bret and knowing what she was about to do to him made her soaked. She could barely keep from rubbing her clit.

“You can do better than that. Apologize like you really mean it.”

“I’m sorry, Mistress, for calling you a bitch. That was wrong of me.”

“Do you think you deserve this pussy?”

Bret appeared confused.

She smiled. There was nothing like posing a question with no good answers. If Bret said, “Yes,” then he wouldn’t be getting any pussy, but if he said, “No,” he would be admitting his own inferiority, something men like Bret thought of as unconscionable.

Watching those gears turn inside his head made her giggle. She opened the lips to her pussy, spreading herself until her wet interior was on display. “Take a good look. Do you really think you deserve this exquisite, pink flesh?” 

Bret’s breathing quickened. He shook his head.

“I’m sorry, pet. I didn’t hear you?”

“No,” he said. “I don’t deserve you pussy, Mistress.”

She smiled. He was so lost that he didn’t catch her reference to him as a pet. Her stealth mind-fucking skills were closing the noose. She had warned him, but his male ego had blinded him to her raw power.

“Good, boy. Now get your face between my legs. Service my pussy the way you know I deserve.”

She watched him fall onto his chest. His eyes were blank as if hypnotized. And Peter looked so white and shocked that she half wondered whether he would pass out. The poor boy was probably trying to figure out what in the world was going on. She had promised him an evening of watching Bret fuck her. She certainly didn’t think he had any idea that she would be seducing an alpha male with her mistress charm.

However, changes sometimes needed to be made. And she thought this provided an even better lesson for Peter: that no man, no matter how manly or how big of a cock he possessed was above her power. She could corrupt any man (or woman) into dropping to their knees to worship at her feet. It was all so easy that she almost wished Bret would put up more of a fight. Yet, men were all the same. It took no more than a tease of her pussy to turn them into putty.

Bret opened his mouth, sticking out his tongue before her pussy. Mistress Lin separated her lips and tapped on her clit. Talking to him as though Bret had never gone down on a woman, she said, “Right there. That’s where Mistress Lin likes to be licked.”

She didn’t even need to be licked to get off. Watching Brent fall into the submissive quicksand she’d lured him into was stimulation enough. On more than one occasion, she’d reached orgasm by pushing a slave past his limits. A whip in her hands could be better than a vibrator.

He pushed out his tongue and lapped at her clit with such uncertainty that Mistress Lin had to provide him with further encouragement. “Don’t be afraid of my pussy. You can suck on it.”

Bret dug in. Mistress Lin leaned back on to the pillow and closed her eyes, imagining the twisted, submissive thoughts going through Bret’s and Peter’s head. Two slaves really were better than one, and there was nothing like having two present at the same moment to serve her. She would have made a great Egyptian queen, she felt. And there was no reason that her dominance couldn’t propel her to an equal status in the modern world. Plenty of men out there understood certain women were to be treated as royalty.

Reflecting on her status of having a Grade A hunk between her legs and a Fortune 100 CEO on his knees, all occurring in one of the most expensive penthouses in any hotel, Mistress Lin felt the strong pulsations between her legs. The wave flooded up her belly and chest, sending warm, pleasurable zaps to her head. Her nails raked through Bret’s scalp, pressing his mouth against her clit. As the orgasm blasted through her, breaths sputtered out of her in quick bursts.

Satisfied and overwhelmed with sensation, she pushed Bret’s head away. “That’s enough, slut. Don’t get too greedy.”

She rolled onto her belly and crawled over to Peter. “Don’t think I’ve forgotten about my slave. Are you feeling left out over here?”

Peter nodded.

“Ohhh, poor little slave. I didn’t forget about you. I just had to spend some time with a well-endowed man. Did you get a good look at his cock? Pretty big, huh?”

He nodded again.

“Now, I know you want to lick my pussy too, even if it’s sloppy seconds, but that isn’t going to happen. Instead, you can lick my ass. I think that’s very fitting for a slave. Pussy is reserved for real men.”

Without waiting for a nod from Peter, she turned around and stuck her ass in his face. Peter needed no encouraging words. She felt his tongue swirling around her anus in no time.

While Peter serviced her ass, she leaned on her elbows and looked up at Bret.

“I know what you’re thinking, Bret.”

He sheepishly smiled. The cocksureness he showed up with was waning by the minute. “Yeah?”

“Mmhmm. I know what all my boys are thinking. It’s not because I’m psychic or anything. All boys think the same thing. They all want to know if they’re going to stick their cocks in my pussy.”

She reached out and grabbed his still rigid cock. Bending over, she opened her mouth, about to slide her wet mouth over his head. His cock jerked in her hand. She stopped with her mouth centimeters from his flesh.

Feeling Peter press his tongue into her hole, she laughed and jumped.

“Eee! My slave is tickling me. He is one hungry ass slut. Keep going, slave. That feels divine.”

Bret started stroking the base of his shaft. “Of course, I’m thinking about fucking you. That’s what you invited me up here to do.”

She sighed, leaning her face against the duvet. “I know. I guess it would be pretty bitchy of me to deny you. Of course, I have been called a bitch on many occasions. I guess since we’re friends and you did such a good job licking my little clitty to a big O, I’ll let you fuck me. But you have to wear a condom. No exceptions.”

Bret groaned. “I hate those things. I don’t have anything. I’m clean as a whistle.”

“I believe you. And I’m on the pill, so I’m not worried about getting pregnant. The condom isn’t about health or pregnancy. I want you to wear one because I don’t think you’ve earned the right to feel my pink pussy against your cock. We need a thick rubber barrier to remind you that while you may have the equipment to fuck me, that doesn’t mean you have the right to feel the ultimate pleasure that only a goddess such as myself can give.”

She pointed to the bedside table. “If you want this pussy, open that top drawer.”

Bret opened the drawer and pulled out a box of Durex Performax condoms. She started cracking up as his eyes scanned over the description.

“Out loud, Bret.”

He sighed. “ ‘Ribbed and dotted with delay lubricant. Designed to speed her up and slow him down.’ ” He lowered the box. “Come on, Lin. This is going to be like fucking with a garbage bag on.”

She was laughing so hard that with Peter licking her ass, she almost peed on the bed. “Yes, I think it’s safe to say Durex has some pro-feminists working overtime in their laboratories. You didn’t read the part after the asterisk. It’s the part that describes the delay lubricant.”

“It just says, ‘male genital desensitizer’. I got that from the description.”

“I know, but it doesn’t sound as bad until you read the clinical description.” She tapped on the head of his cock. “Bad, bad boy. You have to be desensitized.” She noted there was already a string of precum leaking out of his cock. “We better get that condom on you. That cock is worked up enough as it is.”

Mistress Lin took the box from Bret and opened it. She lifted one of the condoms and tore the wrapper. She held it up. “Oh, look at that. This one is soaked with the delay lubricant. I hope you can keep it up.”

She watched his cock twitch at her cruel words.

Laughing, she said, “No, I don’t think you’ll have any trouble doing that.”

She pinched the tip and began sliding it over his cock. The gel made a squishy sound as it stuck to his cock, its desensitizing effects going to work. She felt herself become wetter knowing she was increasing her own pleasure at the expense of Bret’s. This was at the heart of power exchange. Her power went up; his power went down.

She knew plenty of other dommes who would look down at her for having sex with a potential slave. There existed a common adage in the fetish community that sex with a slave destroyed their submissiveness. Bullshit. Mistress Lin knew that her talents superseded this and other supposed advice. The trick was to always be dangling the carrot just out of reach. Let a man have a nibble every now and then, but always keep it right in front of their eyes, close enough for a taste, but too far away for a solid bite.

Turning around, she pushed Peter’s head back. “Heel, slave. You did a very good job on my ass. Now watch as a man with a real cock fucks me. While you witness this, remember that you will never be able to do this with me. Your cock is to be enshrined only in cold metal. This pussy is like a thrill ride. It has a minimum length requirement to get on, and you don’t come anywhere close to meeting it.”

Watching Peter nearly choke on his own breath, she had to fight a smile. This was better than forcing that one Arab prince in to forsaking Allah.

Bret was stroking his cock, trying to keep it hard with the tight condom on him. Of course, stroking his cock also meant that he was working the desensitizing lubricant into his head and shaft, quieting those erogenous nerves.

The condom looked so tight she thought the rubber might split.

“Oops,” she said. “Did I forget to buy the large size? Silly me.”

Groaning, Bret stroked faster. “I can barely feel anything,” he complained.

She returned to the pillows, spreading her legs and opening her pussy. “You better keep it hard for me. I won’t allow a wet noodle to enter my pussy. Yuck! You have to be hard and rigid if you want inside.”

His drooping cock rose again, stretching the condom until Mistress Lin thought it was about to tear.

“Interesting,” she said. “It does seem that my sadistic and humiliating words gets your cock hard. Works better than Viagra. Now Bret, you wouldn’t happen to be a little submissive like Peter, would you?”

Bret’s eyes darted around, staring at Peter. “Fuck, no!” he yelled in disgust. “You know me, Lin. I’m as much of a man as you can get. You saw my last girl. Was she hot stuff or not?”

Mistress Lin smiled. Men were so easily roused. All she had to do was poke at their masculinity, and their puny little claws came out.

“Quite pretty. I thought about making her into my slave, but I figured it would be disrespectful to you. I saw how much you cared for her. Some might even say loved her.”

And with a few simple declarations of well-aimed truths, she witnessed the chink in his armor begin to crumble. It was only a squint of the eye, but in it, she saw his very soul wounded by an unexpected blow, as if he had been hit somewhere he thought was safe and protected.

“Tell me, Bret. How did you two break up?”

“It was bullshit,” he said.

“Did she cheat on you? Leave you for another man? A better man, perhaps?”

“That prick was an asshole!”

She fondled his balls and stroked his shaft, careful that he remained hard. While humiliation got submissives rigid, too much could have the opposite effect. Yet, it was crucial that her words penetrated his masculinity and entered the deep recesses of his psyche. She needed to unearth those old wounds and leave them exposed raw for a bit. Later, she would repair them with her dominance, insuring that if necessary, she could rip every one of those mental Band-Aids off if he should ever decide to leave her service.

“I’m sure he was,” she said. “You don’t have to worry about her or him ever again. That was your past. Now you’re with me. I won’t ever cast you aside, and I’ll never make you a promise that I can’t honor. You can trust me absolutely. You have no need to hide anything. I’ll never judge you for your weaknesses or failings in life, Bret. But my love comes with certain sacrifices. Do you understand?”

Stroking his cock, Bret’s breath quickened. She felt the pulse in his cock race.

“Yes, Mistress. I think I do understand.”

“Good,” she whispered. “Now let’s slide this cock into my wet pussy. Your mistress needs her cunt filled.”

She gave the underside of his cock a pass of her finger, scraping the tip of her nail under his head. Lifting her legs behind her head until her toes touched the corners of the mattress, she told him to enter her.

Bret settled his hands against the back of her taut thighs and pressed his head into her warmth.

Mistress Lin couldn’t hide the pleasure she felt. Moans escaped her trembling lips as his thick head moved into her. His shaft glided between her lips, stretching her pussy to its limits. She had always been a size queen. Even before she’d lost her virginity, she admired the physique of the large cock and how far it extended from the man, lifting powerfully from between his legs. Dominating a small cock or a weak man was of little interest to her. While Peter was below average in size, his bank account and personal prestige was more than adequate to stimulate her dominate urges. But there was something primal about claiming a well-endowed man. She likened it to having a war hero from a savage battle millennia ago kneel at her feet in reverence and fear. The surrender of a powerful, strong man exalted her to a status that no weak man could ever dream of deserving.

“You’re so wet,” Bret remarked.

Her pussy made squishy sounds as if it were agreeing with his observation.

“Yes, I do love a good cock. I hope you can get some traction. With that desensitizing gel and the thick condom, along with my super-slippery cunt, it must be difficult to stay hard. It would be so humiliating for you to lose your erection. Getting soft while fucking me would pretty much make you gay.”

As if to prove her wrong, he fucked her faster, thrusting his hips back and forth. His chest broke out in sweat, hot beads rolling down his face. The muscles along his arms flexed.

Mistress Lin massaged her nipples, the electric pulses already swimming through her body. “Are you watching this, slave?”

Like a good boy, Peter didn’t answer. Between Bret’s legs, right under his tight sac, Mistress Lin watched Peter nod with a tight expression on his face.

Bret leaned over her chest, placing his hands on her shoulders as he fucked her. “Can I kiss your breasts, Mistress?”

“Absolutely.”

She held his head as he sucked on her nipples. He fucked her harder and faster, but she felt his rigidness wane. “Is my stud getting soft? Am I not good enough for you?”

He fucked faster. “No, Mistress. You’re the most stunning woman I’ve ever been with. Your pussy is so hot and wet. I just can’t feel much.”

She shook her head. “Excuses. Bring me to an orgasm, or you will never enter my pussy again.”

An animalistic look entered his eyes. He thrust his cock into her. His teeth grinded together as sweat poured off his body, dripping onto Mistress Lin. She rubbed her clit and came. The orgasm overtook every fiber in her body. She cried out, moaning and writhing on the bed.

“Come with me, Bret. Blow your load in that thick condom.”

He grunted and groaned and fucked as hard as Mistress Lin thought any man could, sending her to another orgasm in the process. Even with her pussy clamping down on his cock, she felt him weakened to a softer and softer state.

“Bret?”

Tears of frustration stood in his eyes. “Yes, Mistress?”

“I told you before. I don’t allow wet noodles in my pussy. Remove that overcooked pasta from me at once.”

He trembled as he took out his limp dick, staring at it in disbelief. Had she stumbled upon some prior trauma of Bret’s life? She didn’t know. But the exercise had inflicted the response she wanted. Even if Bret left her and ran to another woman, he would never forget that when he was with the most stunning woman of his life, he had failed sexually.

She petted his cock. “It’s okay, Bret. That happens. Erectile dysfunction is a normal problem among men. I don’t judge you for it.”

“It was the condom,” he insisted. “It was too thick and that gel made it numb.”

“I know, baby. You don’t have to get upset. I told you before, it doesn’t bother me. And maybe you’re right. Of course, they sell these condoms to men all the time, and I don’t think most men have problems like that, but it doesn’t matter. I just need you to understand that wet noodles aren’t allowed in my pussy.”

“So, I can never fuck you again?”

“We’ll see.”

She removed the condom from him and rubbed the rest of the lubricant into his shaft and head. “I think you need to put that away for now. It looks like it’s worn out and needs to rest.”

Mistress Lin tried not to laugh. She couldn’t imagine the terrible humiliation that Bret must have been experiencing in that moment.

She crawled over to Peter. “Well, slave, I’m sorry you didn’t get to see a hard cock fuck me. But I think my original point was made. Your cock is far too inferior to ever enter this pussy.”

Like a good puppy, he nodded.

“You know, Bret. Maybe if you didn’t wank so much, you might have some more stamina. Then you wouldn’t get soft fucking me.”

Bret turned around, his eyes wide and hopeful. “I can do that. If I went a couple of days without coming, could we try it again?”

She laughed. “Well, I don’t know about a couple of days. I was thinking more along the lines of a couple of weeks.”

“Oh. Wow, that’s a long time.”

“Yes, but my slave has gone over a month. All you need is a little help and commitment.”

“I’m not going to wear a chastity device if that’s what you mean.”

She shrugged and started to get off the bed. “Suit yourself. Submission isn’t for everyone. I can always get my cunt filled by other sources. There are more than enough gorgeous men wanting to fuck me.”

Planting the seed in his brain, Mistress Lin went to take a shower.
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Following a glorious rinse, Mistress Lin wrapped herself in a towel and went to check on her boys. She didn’t see them in the bedroom, but she heard chatter downstairs.

After the orgasms, she was starting to get hungry. Outside, it was already darkening. She selected a gold Madison James bandage dress. The dress was sexy short and super tight, the gold reflecting even the dimmest light. Standing in front of the mirror, Mistress Lin ran her hands over her breasts and narrow waist, chuckling to herself. She was going to drive these naughty boys wild with desire. After doing her hair and makeup, she sauntered down the stairs, humming to herself as she moved.

The boys’ banter stopped.

“I didn’t know my pet could speak?” she said. “And look. He can even sit on the couch.”

Peter moved to the floor, falling onto his hands and knees. “Sorry, Mistress. Bret wanted to know more about my submission.”

The corner of her mouth lifted. “Well, in that case, please continue. I think it’s great that you took it on your own initiative to speak to Bret about power exchange. I appreciate a slave who knows when to obey my rules, but more importantly, one who understands those rare occasions when they can be disregarded. Basically, a slave who can read my mind.”

Peter nodded. “Yes, Mistress. Thank you.”

“So, let’s discuss what we are doing this evening,” Mistress Lin said. “Bret, will you be going out with us?”

“I’d like to, but I have to get back to the shop. My evening tattoo artist called off this morning. I have to cover the nightshift.”

“Perfectly understandable.”

She was somewhat relieved. For new boys, it was best that they had time after a session to process what had occurred on their own. Pushing too much, too early wouldn’t help him submit any faster, and it would make her appear desperate. 

Mistress Lin was not desperate.

“Remember what I told you. If you’d like to try fucking me again, build up that cum. I’ll only require that it be a week of abstinence since I’m such a nice gal.”

He smiled. “Definitely.”

They hugged. Before he left, Bret kissed her on the cheek.

Not placing him in chastity was difficult for her to resist. Mistress Lin felt she could have made it happen. Bret was already eye-fucking her in the tight dress. A stroke of his cock along with some naughty words whispered in his ear would have turned him into putty. 

After he left, she knew he would go home and masturbate and squirt his load. That was fine. It was important for Bret to make the connection that managing his own sexuality equaled failure. Once that connection was fully formed, Bret would be begging her to take his manhood.

The thought made her wet. It was all so easy.

She stood over Peter. “Guess it’s just you and me tonight, slave. Does that make you happy?”

“Very much so, Mistress.”

“I’m very proud of you. Tonight you were very well behaved.”

“Thank you, Mistress.”

“I’m going to grab my heels. You should get dressed. And think of a place that we can eat. We’ll meet back here in ten minutes.”

She returned to the bedroom and picked out a pair of silver Louboutin pumps. Peter was so well behaved that Mistress Lin knew she had to grant him a special reward. She had wanted to wait to give him an orgasm at the conclusion of their trip together, but she was rethinking that position. It was best to align punishments and awards closely with behavior.

Descending the stairs, she didn’t see Peter. Mistress Lin crossed the living room, passing through the hall. When she neared his room, she heard his whispering voice.

“Yes, David . . . I know . . . I can’t leave right now . . . Okay, I’ll see what I can do . . . Yes, I’ll call you later.”

Mistress Lin cleared her throat. “Getting good reception?”

Peter jumped, hiding the phone in his pocket like a boy caught stealing from the cookie jar.

“Take that stupid phone out of your pocket. I’m not blind.”

Peter’s hand shook as he removed the phone. “I didn’t. I mean—it’s the acquisition. It’s our company’s biggest purchase ever.”

She walked farther into the room and took the phone from him. For a second, she thought about calling David back and telling him that Peter was occupied with his mistress this weekend. No, not the kind of mistress you fuck. The kind that makes you lick her heels and keeps you in chastity. But that would violate the trust they had established. Peter would run, and she couldn’t have that.

“So your business is more important than me?”

“No, it’s not like that at all. You know I care about you. Do you have any idea how much I’ve sacrificed to be here?”

“Don’t raise your voice with me!”

Peter’s face turned red. “My whole company is going down the fucking tubes right now! How many thousands of people depend upon you for their paycheck? Huh? I produce billions of dollars. I employ thousands of people with thousands of spouses and even more children. My COO is in China right now getting slaughtered by Chinese businessmen, and he needs my help. I’m sorry that I took two minutes to help him. I guess that makes me a terrible person.”

Peter began crying. He fell to his knees, telling her that he was sorry.

After all this time, she’d finally heard the truth. She’d been waiting for months for him to break, to lash out at her with all those secret feelings he stuffed inside. Every slave broke, and it was always a beautiful thing to watch.

She stepped beside him and knelt. Not on her knees, obviously, but she bent them slightly enough to get closer to his level. “Peter, do you know what the first step is in any twelve step program?”

Sniffling, he lifted his head with a puzzled expression. “Huh?”

“It’s to admit powerlessness, and that your life has become unmanageable. Are you powerless over your sexual desires? Has your life become unmanageable?”

The answer was so obvious as to make the question rhetorical. 

Peter eventually nodded.

“I concur. And do you know what the second step is? That’s when the person who is powerless over something, and whose life has become unmanageable as a result of it, comes to believe that a power greater than themselves can restore them to sanity. The third step asks that person to turn their will and their life over to that deity. Do you believe that I can restore your sanity, Peter? Do you trust me that much? If not, tell me. You can be honest with me. It’s extremely important that you not tell me what you think I want to hear.”

Peter leaned against his ankles and wiped away the tears. “I trust you, Mistress Lin. I’ve never trusted or loved anyone as much as you. That’s why I felt so terrible about sneaking off. I didn’t think you’d understand. I’m so stressed out, and if I don’t—”

She raised a hand. “I know. I do understand. All that’s important right now is that deep in your heart you believe I can restore you to sanity, which means that you trust me enough to be able to pull you through this. Do you believe I’m capable of that?”

He sighed. “You’re the only one who can, Mistress.”

“Good. And if you trust me as your higher power enough to possess the ability to restore you to sanity, then why wouldn’t you turn your will and life over to the care of that power? I’m not asking you to turn your will and life over to my sadism. This is about care. Do you want to turn your entire will and life over to my care, Peter?”

He didn’t answer immediately. That was a good sign. Men who shot off a quick, “Yes!” usually hadn’t thought through the implications of what she was actually asking of them. This wasn’t a question posed to give the slave a hard on. She was as fucking serious as serious could be.

“I do,” he said. “But I don’t think I deserve your care. I never imagined I would ever speak to you like that. When I first met you, I knew I wanted to serve you. Not only were you the most beautiful woman I’d ever seen, you carried yourself in a way I’d never seen. The dominance was oozing from you.”

She liked the description.

“No one deserves a deity’s mercy. That’s why it’s called mercy, Peter. But a goddess can forgive all when a slave humbles himself.”

Peter laughed, looking up at her with smiling relief. “Then I want to turn my will and my life over to your care, Mistress Lin.”

After three years, she had him—owned him. Her pussy was so wet that her clit throbbed for attention. Now it was only a matter of leading him through the transitional period and claiming her throne. Peter was shattered, and she’d revealed herself as the only means of repairing him. However, his surrender was still only a verbal one. The actual renouncement of his will and life would be another test of her dominance. And Mistress Lin was ready for the challenge.

“I accept your will and your life, slave. Though, there is a certain comeuppance you must endure if I am to offer you absolution. Along with care comes discipline. If I allowed you to freely get away with anything you did or said, I wouldn’t be caring for you.”

Peter hung his head low. “Yes, Mistress. I understand.”

“Yelling at me and using foul language, along with defying my orders, is a high crime in my royal court. Serious crimes require severe punishments. Take off your clothes and meet me upstairs. I suggest you be quick about it.”

Mistress Lin marched upstairs and unlocked the cage in her closet. She was glad she’d brought it with her. The thing was a nightmare to get check in on the plane. Some little voice, though had told her it would be worth the hassle.

Peter stood at the front of the bedroom.

“I have a cage for you, slave. Go on. Crawl inside.”

Slowly, Peter moved to his hands and knees and crawled into the metal cage. Grabbing a bottle of water, Mistress Lin screwed on a nipple sucker that was in the shape of a penis head. She fixed the bottle on the side of the cage, angling it so the water would flow to the sipper.

“There you go, slave. You have everything you need to survive. While you sit on those uncomfortable metal bars, I’m going out to find a lovely restaurant so I can enjoy a five-star meal. You, on the other hand, will be going without dinner. When I return, I will punish you.” She knelt down, pressing her face between the bars. “I hear punishments hurt much more when you’re hungry and cold. I guess we’ll soon find out.”

She turned off the light in the closet and closed the door. Before leaving, she turned down the AC in the bedroom as far as it would go. She reentered the closet and turned on the lights just long enough to adjust the vent so that it was blowing right on Peter’s exposed body.

Then she left him in darkness.
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Peter blinked. When he opened his eyes, it was still too dark to detect much. A slither of light creeping through the crack of the door was the only thing he could see, and he was grateful for it. With his hands, he felt in front of him, tracing the outline of his cage. It was really more of a dog kennel designed for a large breed. His knees ached as the metal wiring dug into bone. He shifted onto his bottom with the certainty that he’d want to change positions every couple of minutes to relieve the inescapable pressure.

He still couldn’t believe she’d caught him. He’d told himself there wasn’t enough time to make the call, but given the time difference, he didn’t know if David would answer later. The call couldn’t have gone any worse.  According to David, the Chinese wanted far more in concessions. David had tried to stall by saying that his boss wasn’t present and that he didn’t have the authority to make the decision. The Chinese then threatened to pull out if Peter didn’t show.

Peter knew he had to get to China.

Locked in the kennel, he wasn’t going anywhere. He told himself that this would all work out and that Mistress Lin would know what to do. But could he really trust her, he wondered? What did she know about business? He shouldn’t have talked to her with such crass language, yet that didn’t change the facts. People relied upon him.

I never should have planned this trip, he thought. I knew better than to do it with everything else going on. Mistress Lin had been the one so adamant about him taking a vacation when she’d heard of the deal. She’d told him that if he didn’t take time off, he was going to die of a heart attack. 

Had she planned this all along? He shook his head, realizing it was a crazy notion. Mistress Lin was just a pretty girl with an attitude and a whip. Not everyone plotted twenty moves ahead as if their whole life were a game of chess. 

He thought about the pact he’d agreed to. Did he really want to turn his will and his life over to the care of Mistress Lin? In some ways, he already had. His sexuality was under her control. And he was now with her instead of attending to the most important business meeting of his career. It wasn’t total power exchange, though it wasn’t too far off the mark. Yet, he still reigned control. At the end of their time together, he’d pay and go on his way, checking in with her every now and then, but otherwise returning to his normal life absent his sexuality, which would still remain under his mistress’ lock and key.

However, this time would be different. He still wasn’t sure what turning his will and his life over to Mistress Lin fully meant, only that it had given him the greatest rush of his life. Even watching her fuck and demean Bret’s cock made him so hard he was drooling precum. There was a real man, he thought, with sculpted muscles and sick artwork across his body. He didn’t know how the man had endured receiving all those tattoos. Anything involving a needle was a hard limit for Peter. Even imagining a small butterfly tattoo inked onto his body caused him to shiver.

Not knowing the time was the worst part about being in the kennel. He figured he’d been locked up for about half an hour. Of course, that was only a guess. It might have been only five minutes. One thing was certain: he wasn’t going to drink any water out of the bottle. He did have some self-respect.

The air continued blasting down on him. He tried to move toward the back of the cage. Didn’t do him any good. The vent had been aimed perfectly to cover the entire area of the kennel. No matter where he moved to, he couldn’t escape the frigid air. This led him to change positions not only due to the metal bars pressing against his body, but also because of the cold air. He squirmed and twisted into new positions, never being comfortable or satisfied with any of them. Eventually, he gave up. The entire room was cold by then. When he touched the bars, they were so frigid he snapped his fingers away.

He curled into a ball and tried to save whatever warmth he could. While he didn’t have any proof, he sensed that his perception of time was slowing as if it were also being frozen. What seemed like an hour was probably no more than a minute or two. No matter the time, the icy air kept coming. Worse, with the door closed it didn’t have anywhere to escape to. Even his chastity belt was becoming cold. He thought if his dick shriveled up any more, he might actually be able to slip out of the tube.

Peter became more and more angry as he waited for her to return. He wasn’t certain whom he was angry with. His immediate anger was directed at Mistress Lin. She was the one who’d locked him in the kennel and turned down the AC. But no one had forced him to call a dominatrix or to talk to her so rudely. Peter was a submissive asking a domme to control him. She’d done everything he had asked of her and touched his submissive nature in a way that no other woman was able to do. Returning to fake dommes or trying to live a “normal” sex life—whatever that meant—was out of the question. Those were roads ventured by Peter on too many occasions in the past. No, he realized. This was the only way. He needed Mistress Lin, and first he needed to suffer for her and seek penitence for his behavior.

He heard noises outside.

Footsteps.

The bathroom door opened.

Water ran.

The watered ceased.

The beam of light mushroomed.

The door opened.

At first, the light stabbed at his eyes like a swung whip. He shielded them with his arm.

“Holy shit, it’s cold in here. That AC has got some kick to it. What do you think, slave? Have you cooled down from earlier? You were pretty heated when we last spoke.”

Peter was so cold that he struggled to get out a response between his chattering teeth. “Yes, Mistress. Quite cold.”

She flipped on the lights.

The flood of sensory overload caused Peter to plunge his whole head into the protection of his arms.

“Not thirsty?” she asked. “It doesn’t appear that you drank any of the water I so kindly left for you.”

He thought of a suitable answer. “Too cold, Mistress. Wasn’t thirsty. Sorry.”

“That’s fine. I’m sure by morning you’ll be thirsty.”

Peter peeked his eyes between his arms. “By morning?”

“Yes. You don’t think I’m actually going to allow you to sleep in a bed after your behavior, do you? Beds are for well-behaved slaves. Naughty slaves get the kennel. Just like a bad dog.”

She removed the lock and opened the cage.

“Come on, pet. Time for your punishment.”

Peter crawled out from the cage and scurried to the bedroom, desperate to get warm. He didn’t find it to be any better out of the closet.

Mistress Lin rubbed her arms. “Whew. I am freezing. Give me five minutes to change into something warmer, slave. And don’t think I’m going to raise the temperature. I’d whip you in a meat locker if I could.”

As he knelt in front of the bed, Peter didn’t look behind him. He listened to his mistress selecting an outfit. She left the bedroom, escaping to somewhere warmer.

Shivering and trying to cover his body, Peter was too distracted to get himself mentally prepared for the punishment. The pain wouldn’t be so bad if he could psyche himself up for the experience. Obviously, Mistress Lin hadn’t wanted him prepared.

When she returned to the bedroom, Peter turned his head. If he wasn’t so cold, his dick would have been swelling against the chastity tube. His mistress stood in a latex bodysuit that went all the way up to her collarbone. While she was undeniably stunning, the coiled whip in her hand had Peter concerned. Very concerned.

“Turn back around, slave. I didn’t give you permission to look at me. Feasting on my outfit is a privilege that you haven’t earned.”

Crossing his arms and squeezing his legs together, Peter faced the bed. His pounding heart and the fear pumping through his body staved off the cold for a moment.

“Drop your hands to the side and spread your legs. Don’t act like you don’t know proper slave positions. I’m in no mood to be trifled with.”

His bones and muscles ached as he shifted into the position. The cold had left his body stiff and sensitive. Peter realized then how seriously fucking awful the whipping was going to be. He’d only been whipped a few times before and never as a punishment.

“Under normal circumstances, I’d give you a proper warm up before a whipping. But this isn’t a normal whipping, is it, slave?”

As he answered, Peter thought he could almost see his breath. “No, Mistress.”

“Nope, it isn’t. I hope you realize the times I’ve whipped you before was child’s play.” She bent next to his ear. Her warm breath splashed across his face as she spoke. “Tonight I’m not fucking around.”

His teeth chattered and his legs shook.

She stood in front of him, uncoiling the whip. The braided leather passed between her hands until the flayed cracker rested in her palm.

“Shall we begin, slave?”

Fear almost robbed him of his voice. “Yes, Mistress.”

She walked behind him, heels clicking against the floor like a foreboding timer counting down the last moments before agony filled Peter’s cold, sterile world.

“No warm up,” she announced.

The whip uncoiled from her hands. The cracker snaked across the floor as she neared him. Peter tightened his body, anticipating the terrible blow. Her footfalls stopped. He heard the whirl of the leather slicing through air. In an instance, the cracker snapped across his back. 

He rose up, lifting his shoulders and chest. The initial impact was bad enough, but the searing burn magnified with each passing second.

“I think whips are by far my favorite instrument,” Mistress Lin said. “It has everything a good implement should. It’s intimidating to look at, it makes scary sounds, it leaves beautiful marks that last for weeks, and the impact hurts like hell. And as you’re probably realizing now, that pain gets worse and worse until you don’t think you can take it for one more second.”

She knelt beside him. “Quite a different experience from before, isn’t it?”

The pain was still rocketing through his backside, blinding his thoughts. “Yes, Mistress. Please don’t do that again. I’ve learned my lesson. I won’t ever talk back to you again.”

She laughed and stood again, resuming her position behind him. “That’s cute. I thought you’d wait to beg until at least the third swing had fallen. We’re just getting started. But I agree with you. After I’m done, I don’t think I’ll have to worry about you misbehaving for a very long time.”

From across the bed, Peter saw the whip’s shadow fly across the wall. Muscles tensed as he cried out.

“Stop clinching your muscles. You need to relax and give yourself over. You’re still fighting the punishment. Pain is just a sensation.”

Easy for her to say, Peter thought.

He leapt as her hand settled against his back. Her fingers traced the two points of impact.

“Very nice. Already there’s a bright red mark across your back. I can even feel the skin rising.”

She shoved him into the bed and ordered him to resume position. Peter took in several deep breaths and did his best to prepare himself for the next blow.

“Slave, unclench your fists. You’re being whipped by your mistress, not going to a bar fight.”

Peter straightened out his fingers and dropped his shoulders as he took another meditative breath. He didn’t even have time to react before the whip cleaved against his back. Grinding his teeth, Peter tightened up, trying to drive away the pain.

But there was no escape.

She continued to whip him with an onslaught of heavy blows, searing his backside and introducing him to levels of pain Peter didn’t know existed. He tried to focus on the cold, which only a few minutes before he had tried so desperately to take his mind off of. Yet, there was no reprieve. In that moment, she owned him in a way no one else had before. He couldn’t buy his way out or drop his family name. The only way through this was to suffer for her.

The crack of the whip was still ringing through Peter’s ears when it ended. He fell against the mattress, clinging on to the sheets. He was no longer cold. Sweat bloated his chest and rolled down his face. His entire backside throbbed worse than any sunburn.

The heels of Mistress Lin’s boots clicked behind him. He felt her fingers run along the deep welts. She handed him a pocket mirror and told him to stand so that he could see his backside through the mirror across from the bed.

Peter was almost too frightened to look. He slowly came to his feet and rose. The change in position produced fresh waves of agony flashing across his back. With still trembling hands, he lifted the pocket mirror.

Despite preparing himself for the worst, he was aghast by what he saw. Deep crimson marks crisscrossed his upper back. There were too many to count. Drops of blood were escaping from a few of the really nasty welts.

He trembled and looked away.

“You are now resolved of your wrongdoings,” she said. “Doesn’t it feel freeing to be able to set down that heavy load of guilt?”

“Yes, Mistress. Thank you.”

“Hold still. We have to treat those marks with an antiseptic. This whip’s cracker did a number on you. I’d forgotten how unforgiving this thing is. It’s been quite a while since I’ve been able to unleash its full fury.”

She went to the bathroom and returned with a spray bottle filled with a clear liquid. She aimed it at his back and squeezed the handle. Peter shrieked as the liquid stung him.

“Don’t move, slave. The alcohol will ensure that none of these marks get infected.”

Peter squeezed his fists into a ball and grinded his heel against the floor as his nerves lit up from the harsh liquid. By the time she was done, his head was so overcome by the stress of the beating that he couldn’t stand. He kneeled against the floor and held himself up by his hands.

“Before we say goodnight, I want you to kiss my heels.”

Peter lowered his head and covered the tips of her boots with his kisses.

“Very nice, slave. I’m very proud of you. You endured one hell of a punishment. Now it’s time for your mistress to get her beauty sleep. Which means it’s time for you to go back into your cage.”

Peter crawled.

“Since you endured your punishment, I’m going to be kind enough to turn up this air. Besides, I’m not about to sleep in a room this cold. You know how I like to sleep in the nude.”

“Thank you, Mistress.”

“You’re quite welcome, slave.” She reached for the top shelf of the closet. “If you need to pee during the night, here’s a bowl you can use. Now remember, I’ll be sleeping snuggly in the bed just a few feet away so don’t feel too lonely without me.” 

She swung the door shut and locked him in. 

The light clicked off.
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Mistress Lin stirred in the bed, shifting her body in the surrounding softness. She didn’t want to rise. The bed was warm and comforting and tranquil. But responsibilities demanded her attention. Peter would need to stretch his legs and shower.

She kicked off the covers and forced herself into a sitting position, staring out at the skyline. In the exposure of day, the city presented a stark contrast from its evening glow. The dead neon made the city appear hung-over and on the mend. The buildings were smaller, older, dilapidated. Gazing upon it was like an adult revisiting Disney World and being unable to conjure the magic it once held over them as a child.

The rattle of metal rang from the closet. Mistress Lin giggled to herself and crawled off the bed. She opened the closet door and saw him still in his cage. Narrow and bloodshot eyes stared back at her. Her prescription of hardcore dominance lent him a twisted, haggard expression. A little of that twinkle in his eyes had been effaced. In time, she’d replace those blank eyes with the glazed, swimmy contentment of submission.

“Sleep okay, pet?”

Peter crawled to his hands and knees. She noticed the sipper was bone-dry. His backside was a testament to her sadism. The angry marks and welts had become bluish and purple. She was so impressed by her work that she was tempted to run her hand along the beautiful branding.

“Fine, Mistress. I woke every couple of hours, but it was what I deserved. How did you sleep?”

“Sumptuously.” She found the key on the ledge and unlocked the cage. “Go downstairs and make my coffee. I’m going to take a shower. Later we can call your business partner and form a plan.”

Peter’s joints made cracking sounds as he padded his way out of the caged. He continued into the bedroom on his hands and knees.

“You can stand and walk bipedal,” she said. “I don’t want to wait for my coffee. Lord knows you’d spill half of it trying to crawl back up here.”

She smiled watching him struggle to his feet, knowing every muscle and ligament must have been aching.

While Peter was fetching her coffee, Mistress Lin kicked on the shower, allowing the bathroom to fill with steam before she entered. The water rained over her smooth, oriental skin. Her pussy still throbbed from all of last night’s adventures. Taking the retractable showerhead off of its hook, she adjusted the setting. The water shot out in a single, pulsing stream like a raging heartbeat. Mistress Lin pressed the showerhead against her clit. Legs trembled as she thought of Peter spending all night in the cage, the bars digging into his skin. His cock must have been throbbing after watching Bret fuck her. The reach and strength of her dominance was spreading. She was quickly on her way to having two very different, but equally alpha men serving her. And she wouldn’t stop there. She had so many plans for the both of them. Imagining them fully submitting to her caused Mistress Lin to cry out as she came.

She steadied herself against the shower wall and returned the showerhead to its hook. The hotel had topnotch showering products, but Mistress Lin always brought her own. Using the luffa, she spread the soap across her breasts and belly.

Peter yelled from the bedroom. “Mistress, your coffee is ready. I’m just going to set it on the nightstand.”

She opened the shower door. “Bring it here.”

The bathroom door opened. Peter timidly stepped inside.

“Hurry up, slave. You’re letting out all of my steam.

He shut the door. “Sorry, Mistress. Here’s your coffee.”

“Set it on the counter, and come here. I’ve been meaning to teach you a new skill for a while now.”

She watched Peter swallow. He was still in only his chastity belt, and he was looking spindlier than usual. “What skill is that, Mistress?”

“Bathing your goddess. Come here.” She handed him the luffa. “You’re going to have to step into the shower. I promise I won’t bite.”

He stepped inside and closed the shower door.

She looked at him. He was taller than her by several inches. That wouldn’t do.

“On your knees, slave. I don’t want you to ever present yourself in a manner of dominance.”

Peter dropped to his knees so fast Mistress Lin thought he cracked a kneecap. He brought the luffa to her legs and began spreading the liquid soap.

Mistress Lin smiled and fingered herself. She knew this was Peter’s dream. The poor boy would do anything to be close to her body, especially in such an intimate setting. He absolutely worshiped her from the tips of her toes all the way to her lustrous hair. And there were plenty of delicious hotspots in between. She knew his cock was straining against the chastity tube. His biology yearned to implant his seed into her cunt and to feel those heavenly walls enshrine his cock and squeeze against his head. But she would never allow him to do such a thing. His place was on his knees, staring up at her perfection in a constant state of coveting.

The luffa moved to her ass. She glanced over her shoulder. Peter’s hands were trembling. Grinning, she spread her cheeks for him. “Look at that beautiful brown hole, Peter. But don’t touch. Only use the sponge to clean me.”

She laughed as the luffa tickled her anus. Turning around, she directed the sponge toward her pussy. “I’ve been coming a lot thinking about you suffering for me. Just before you came in, I had an orgasm. Did you hear me?”

His eyes looked away. “Yes, Mistress. I heard you when I was coming up the stairs.”

“A beautiful sound, isn’t it?”

He nodded. “Yes, Mistress.”

“You know that you must be careful around your goddess’ pussy. That luffa is very abrasive, and Mistress’ pussy is quite delicate and tender. Therefore, I think it’s best if you only use your hands.”

She watched his chest rise and fall. Squirting some of the liquid soap onto his hands, she widened her stance.

“Start at my lips. Make sure my labia is nice and clean for the next man I decide to fuck.”

She watched Peter rub his hands together and bring his sudsy fingers to her pussy.

“Stay on the outside. You’re not allowed to feel the interior of my pussy. That’s for real men to enjoy. Just feel how nice that entrance is to the touch, and think about what it would be like to stick your cock in there and to experience my wetness drenching you.

Peter moaned and doubled over.

She grabbed him by the shoulders. “You better not be having an orgasm. I swear I will beat you silly if you are.”

“No, Mistress. But the strain against my belt hurts too much.”

She placed her hand at the base of his tube. Some precum dripped out from the hole. No cum from what she could tell.

“If you can’t control yourself until I allow you a proper orgasm, I will have to milk you with a prostate massager. Do you know what that means? An empty set of balls with no pleasure except for having your prostate rubbed.”

Peter shook his head. “No, Mistress. I can wait.”

She reflected out loud. “Maybe that’s the way you should have orgasms from now on. Your prostate bulb is kind of like a clit anyway. I think you need to start seeing you ass as your pussy. That appendage between your legs isn’t yours anyway.”

He nodded and continued rubbing her pussy.

Mistress Lin lifted the hood of her clit. “I need you to be very careful cleaning my clit. This is where your goddess feels all of her pleasure. You should view my nub as the holiest of holies. Be careful.”

His touch was so light she could barely feel his fingers. Of course, she usually didn’t clean her clit. The soap probably wasn’t very good to apply there, but it was too fun watching Peter squirm on his knees.

“Good job, slave. That’s enough of my pussy for you. You’re getting far too greedy. Don’t think I’m going to let you fuck me like Bret did. Continue on with the rest of my body.”

He washed her flat belly and the smooth arch of her back. When he came to her breasts, Peter looked as though he was about to cry from the strain between his legs as his fingers spread the soap across her nipples.

“Excellent, slave. Wait next to the sink for me to finish. Then we will shower you. I know you want to clean up and feel refreshed before we call your business partner.”

Peter climbed off the floor and hurried out of the shower. Mistress Lin watched him return to his knees by the sink. She washed the suds off her breasts and killed the water. As expected, Peter was waiting for her outside the shower with a fluffy towel in his hands.

“Thank you, slave.”

She wrapped the towel around her chest and went to the bedroom to retrieve the key to his chastity belt. After dressing in a gold Dolce bandage dress, she returned to the bathroom. Peter was still on his knees with his face pointed at the wall.

“Ready to wash up, slave?”

“Yes, Mistress.”

She jangled the key in front of him. “Present yourself.”

The key slid in the lock and made that special sound that slaves love more than any other noise. For Mistress Lin, the sound of a lock clicking shut was by far her favorite.

“My dick better be limp when I slide it out of the tube,” she warned.

Peter closed his eyes as Mistress Lin removed the chastity belt. She was surprised to see that he was mostly limp. Her mind control was paying off. Soon she would have total control over his sexual responses.

Peter wasn’t going to enjoy the same luxurious shower as Mistress Lin had. Warm water might get him aroused, and she couldn’t have that. Setting the knob to the coldest setting, she told Peter to hop inside.

He didn’t yelp or jump. Without resistance, he stepped under the water, turning his back so that the cold streams could find his welts.

“I imagine that feels good on your beaten body,” she said.

“Very much so, Mistress. Thank you.”

She tossed him an old bar of soap and told him to wash quickly. She didn’t have all morning to watch him frolic in the water. Despite what Peter might have surmised, Mistress Lin knew more about business than she let on. Many of her clients included wealthy businessmen. Not that poor or blue-collar men weren’t submissive. Her fees simply excluded all but the most affluent. Wanting to share all of their lives with her, these men often told her about their business successes and troubles. Over the years, she’d gathered a repertoire fit to have a keen understanding of corporate dominance.

She knew the problems in China couldn’t wait. Peter should have come to her immediately. Of course, slaves were fickle by nature. They always wanted to handle their own problems. Eventually, they’d come to her with their tails between their legs. She would need to get Peter on the phone with his business partner and try to work something out. If things went as planned, she would finally have the opportunity to make her long-awaited move. 

“That’s enough splish splash, slave. Las Vegas has a water shortage already. It doesn’t need slaves wasting any more.”

She handed him his chastity belt and told him to give it a thorough cleaning. When he stepped out, she tossed him her used towel. He smelled it before running the wet cloth across his skin.

She took his chastity belt and knelt beside the bed. Following her, he sat on the edge of the mattress.

“You know the drill, slave.”

Clasping his hands behind his back, he opened his legs and spoke. “Mistress, I offer my body to you and submit as your chastised slave, to live in celibacy as sacrifice to your perfection.”

God, she loved how hot it was to have a Fortune 100 CEO on his knees in front of her reciting those words. And she knew he meant it. Got her wet every time.

“You know how much I enjoy denying you your own sexual pleasure. For other men, even losers, sexual release is a right. But not for slaves. You’ve taken the distinguished role of sacrificing it for me. Your body and mind are not yours. They are on loan from me to you.”

His breathing quickened. “Yes, Mistress. Thank you for allowing me to offer devotion to you.”

The religious undertones sent little quivers up her legs. “You just made my pussy throb by saying that.”

She watched his dick begin to grow. She couldn’t have that. Such disrespect. How many times did she have to tell him that he wasn’t allowed to get an erection without her permission? She sometimes wondered if all slaves needed to be equipped with hearing aides.

“I suggest you get that clit-stick under control.”

She didn’t have to threaten him with a kick to the groin or a beating. She knew damn well that Peter understood what she was capable of inflicting.

Lowering the chastity belt, she slipped his limp dick into the tube and fastened the waist piece around his hips. The metal parts fitted together. All that was left was the simple lock.

“Ask me, slave.”

He stared into her eyes. She thought he looked like a small boy gazing into the eyes of his mother. There was total love and devotion in those pupils. Vanilla couples would never know the level of trust they possessed in one another. They didn’t need sex to build a connection. Pain, sacrifice, unconditional acceptance—these were the roads to devotion and love.

“Please, Mistress. Lock up my cock so that I can be pure in your light.”

She laughed. “That religious shit is so hot.”

Sliding the lock onto the hasp, she clinked it shut.

“I know you’re wondering when I’m going to release you. Don’t worry. If you behave yourself, I plan on giving you a proper orgasm very soon. However, we first have some business to settle. Then we can have fun. Tell me more about the situation in China.”

Peter sighed. “It has been a two-year deal in the making. It’s been a dream of mine for longer. China’s market is exploding. Every company wants to stake a flag there, but the government is very careful about who they let in.”

“You need a partner from China. Yes, I know.”

“Of course, Mistress. I didn’t mean to insult you. My apologies. I didn’t think we’d ever get in, but a domestic company expressed interest in working with us. At first, they only wanted to give us a small ownership stake in their company. My business partner, David, and I were able to negotiate a majority ownership deal by offering them a premium on their company’s stock value.

“For a time, everything went well. It was going so well in fact that I thought only David would need to go to China. All he had to do was sign the papers. Now they want more.”

She brushed his hair, studying him. “So it wasn’t my fault? That was very lousy of you to try to pin your own failures on me. Don’t you ever do that again.”

Tears swam in his eyes. “I’m sorry, Mistress. I wasn’t thinking clearly.”

“Obviously. I think I know the source of your troubles. We Chinese are naturally inclined toward reading body language. We aren’t as extroverted as Americans, so we understand the importance of social cues. Your not showing up was a sign of weakness. They smelled blood in the waters, and like a school of sharks, they went for the attack.”

“I know, I know. Now everything is ruined.”

She sat on the bed. “Everything is not ruined. Stop being so dramatic. Your mistress can fix this. Do you trust me?”

“Yes, Mistress. I trust you.”

“Good. Here’s what we’re going to do. Get on the phone, and call your business partner, David. Find out what’s happening. I’ll tell you the proper course of action. Now run along, and get your cell phone. Meet me back up here.”

She honestly wondered how some of these corporate tycoons were able to find their asses in the morning. Almost all of them had daddy issues. Peter needed to realize that impressing his father was pointless. For one, the man was dead. However, on a less morbid note, he had to realize that parental acceptance was over-rated. It was nice that her own mother was in awe of her success as a domme, but slaves needed to only be concerned with gaining and maintaining acceptance of their mistresses. Everything else was a far distant second.

Peter returned with the phone and dropped to his knees.

“Dial David, and put the call on speaker. I want to hear this.”

The phone rang. Peter set it in front of him.

“Peter! Thank God you called me back.”

“I’m sorry for the delay, David. How’s everything going in China?”

“Not great. I kept trying to delay things earlier today during our meetings, but they got fed up and told me to call them back when you were available. What should I tell them? I know it’s your vacation and all, but this is the biggest deal in the company’s history. Are you coming out here or not? I have to tell them something.”

Peter looked up at Mistress Lin. 

She nodded. “Tell him you’re on your way,” she whispered.

“Listen, David. I’m leaving now. It will take me a day to get there, but tell them I’m boarding a plane as soon as I can. Do you think the company can send one of our corporate jets out to Vegas?”

“Yeah, but it will take five hours, at least. Then the plane will have to refuel.”

“No, you’re right. I’ll try to take a private jet here in Vegas. There’s got to be a few.”

“Sounds good. Just let me know when you’re in the air. I’ll try to keep these guys on ice for a little longer.”

“Sounds good, David. I’m on my way. Thanks for all of your help.”

Peter ended the call.

“You better start calling around for flights,” Mistress Lin said. “I’ll start packing my things.”
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Mistress Lin called the front desk and asked for the cute young man who had assisted her the night before when she was deciding on where to grab dinner. He sounded more than happy to help carry her things.

The young ones were always so eager to hold a door for her or help her carry something, whether it was heavy or not. Some might have thought chivalry was dead, but those were usually either college girls who didn’t know how to command respect or weak women who didn’t deserve it. In Mistress Lin’s world, chivalry was very much alive.

The young man gave her a sheepish smile as she opened the door. “Hello, ma’am.”

She didn’t mind that his eyes passed over her body as he walked inside. The young ones had little self-control. Hopefully, he’d find a good mistress later in life who could redirect those eyes and tame his naughty cock. If she weren’t in such a hurry, she would have given his cock a go if it were the right size. She hadn’t even had an opportunity to fuck on the billiard table. Such a waste, she thought.

As the front desk clerk loaded the luggage cart, she found Peter in his room putting away the last of his clothes.

“Any luck?” she asked.

“Yes, Mistress. I had to increase the price several times, but I finally got a company to agree to fly us on the short notice. They’re fueling the plane right now and said it would be ready by the time we get to the airport.”

She shook her head. “You should have let me call. I could have gotten you a bargain basement deal. You corporate types are always overpaying. When they heard who you were, they probably saw nothing but dollars signs.”

“Yes, Mistress. I’m sorry I didn’t reach out to you.”

She settled her hand on his shoulder. “You must relax and trust me. It’s very important that you not doubt me. We’re going into the lion’s den. Whether you survive is totally dependent on how much you can submit to me. I know that doesn’t make sense now. Soon it will.”

Peter agreed and apologized again.

Mistress Lin followed the cute bellhop to the elevator. When they exited the hotel, a limo was waiting for them.

“Peter, can you offer a tip to this sweet young man who helped us with our bags?”

“Yes, Mistress.”

She laughed to herself as he handed over a hundred. Peter probably didn’t even realize his submissive vernacular. She was really beginning to invade his mind. The bellhop didn’t say anything. There was just a slight flit of the eyes as though he might have misheard Peter. When the man looked over at Mistress Lin, she gave him a lift of the brows to indicate that their relationship was perhaps not as he had assumed.

A minute later, they were in the limo, racing toward the airport.

Peter cracked open his laptop.

“What are you doing?” she asked.

“You want me to trust you, right?” His fingers pecked away. “Here’s the company we’re trying to acquire.”

Mistress Lin took the laptop. She recognized the logo immediately. “Is this publicly known?”

“Not yet. When we agree on the deal, we’ll let the press know of our intentions.”

“This is one of China’s biggest companies. How are you able to buy a majority control of a company like this?”

“I’ve decided to take Schmidt Holdings public. I’ve been talking to underwriters. We think we’ll have around a hundred billion-dollar valuation. I’ve thought long and hard about this. My father discouraged me against taking the company public, but times have changed. It’s a different financial world than in his day. Now it’s all about getting into the emerging markets. Doing that requires huge reserves. We need to raise money if want to break into China.”

Mistress Lin smiled. This was far better news than anything she could have imagined. Knowing her slave was about to become one of the wealthiest men in the world made her panties so wet she could have rung them out.

She nodded to the screen. “Do they know about the company going public?”

“Of course. They wouldn’t have given us the time of day if they didn’t know we were serious about assuming a majority control.”

Mistress Lin now understood. “And because of that they want you to pressure the underwriters to raise the share price.”

Peter nodded. “Going public or bankrupt always creates a feeding frenzy. The problem is that we’re already overvalued. If we raise the price anymore, we’ll get clobbered on Wall Street. And because we’ll be public, there could be a takeover. Plenty of CEOs have lost their position after going public. If it happened to Steve Jobs, it can happen to me, too.”

Mistress Lin closed the laptop. “That’s not going to happen. I can assure you. But you must listen to me every step of the way. During the flight, I want you to fill me in on everything.”

The limo pulled into the airport.

“What do you plan on doing?” Peter asked.

“I’m going to be your Chinese representative. I know how to navigate my culture. When I get done meeting with them, those Chinese businessmen that you’re so afraid of will be licking the bottom of my fucking heels. And that’s not a metaphor.”

Peter laughed. “I don’t doubt it.”

They raced out of the limo and into the awaiting aircraft. The Gulfstream was nice, but she had wanted to see what kind of jets Peter had on the company’s balance sheet. Nevertheless, it was adequate. She didn’t have to worry about knocking her feet into the seat in front of her or dealing with narrow aisles. The cabin contained a spacious seating area with delightfully comfortable seats.

Before the plane had taken off, Peter was showing her files and contracts. She listened and took notes, never missing a beat.




***




Mistress Lin had taken the long flight from America to China on more occasions than she wanted to remember. Despite not sleeping more than a couple of hours during a power nap, this was the quickest flight she could remember. She studied hundreds of files and skimmed PDF versions of contracts spanning thousands of pages. But she felt sharp and alert. This was her moment to claim her throne. She wasn’t about to screw it up. Her whole life had been coming to this one moment.

“Talk about jet lag,” Peter said as the wheels met the runway.

She laughed. “You’re telling me. I feel good, though. When do you think we’re going to meet up with these guys? I’m ready to go to battle.”

“Not now. First, we need to meet up with David. After I see him in person and—”

“You mean we, correct?”

“Of course. Sorry. After we speak to David, we’ll know more about the situation. Then we can form a plan. I think we should sleep on it for a night. If we go in there after being up for twenty-four hours, we won’t be doing ourselves any favors.”

“No, I agree. I’m just hungry to kick some corporate ass. I should list that as one of my dominating specialties.”

The airstairs were lowered. Mistress Lin and Peter descended them and entered a waiting limo.

David sat inside.

“Peter, how are—” He shifted his gaze to Mistress Lin. She smiled. It was always nice to see another powerful man take her beauty in for the first time. So much vulnerability in those eyes. “I see you’ve brought a friend. I’m David Price.”

She took his hand and gave him a firm handshake. “Lin Meng. Pleasure to meet you.”

“Likewise. Are you two . . . ?”

“I’m Peter’s new advisor. I’ll be handling things from here on out since you’ve been incapable of finishing this deal.”

David shot Peter a look of incredulity. “Excuse me? I don’t know who the hell you think you are, but I’ve been working my ass off. You don’t get to show up out of thin air—Peter, what’s going on?”

Peter started to speak. He closed his mouth, looking over to Mistress Lin. She enjoyed watching the passivity overtake him in this setting. She didn’t know how Peter behaved in business situations when she wasn’t present, but to be as successful as he was, he must have been ruthless. It was so cute to see him slither to the back of the limo and defer to her.

“If you care about Peter and his company, you’ll listen to me starting now. I don’t have time to massage anyone’s ego or to play favorites. You need a Chinese ambassador, and that’s the role I’m here to fulfill. I’m an old friend of Peter’s, and I understand these Chinese men. You can apologize and start listening to me, or you can step out of the limo and get into the aircraft. It’s refueling before returning to the States. I’m sure they’d be willing to give you a lift.”

David’s mouth lingered open. Mistress Lin was confident it was the first time anyone had ever talked to him in such a stern matter. Most of these corporate types had grown up in prep schools with every adult authority kissing their asses since they were in diapers. It was about time the boy learned some manners.

“I’m glad we’re all on the same page,” she said. “I want to spend the rest of the day being brought up to speed on what’s happened. Let’s arrange a meeting for tomorrow morning to meet with the Chinese.”

Mistress Lin listened as David spoke. There wasn’t any new information presented to her. Peter had filled her in already on most of the minutiae. 

They rode into the heart of Beijing. Mistress Lin stared at the skyline. Smog rolled down the steelwork like an industrial waterfall—grey and opaque.

“Where are we staying?” Peter asked.

“I’ve got you a room at the Conrad Beijing where I’m staying at,” David said. “I think you will like it. I’ve stayed at some fine hotels, but this one really stands out. But I only reserved one room. I didn’t know anyone else was coming.”

“That’s fine,” Mistress Lin said. “Let’s settle in for a bit. Then we can meet up later for dinner. How does that sound to everyone?”

There were no complaints from the boys.




***




When her head hit the pillow, Mistress Lin didn’t think she’d ever be able to get up again. The mattress was so soft that it swam around her as if it were alive. After staying at the penthouse at the Palms, it was hard to be impressed. The hotel room was standard, with a minimalist style of luxury. She wasn’t too concerned. They wouldn’t be spending much time in the room.

She flipped around on the bed and watched Peter tip the bellhop.

The door shut.

“Slave, later I will have you organize all of my belongings. However, for now, I want you to come lay down. You’ve spent the last twelve hours getting me up to speed on your company, and you haven’t taken a break yet.”

“I’m fine,” Peter said, rubbing his bloodshot eyes.

“Nonsense. Come here.”

She patted the spot on the bed next to her. He obeyed her order and kicked off his shoes, placing them inside the closet.

“Take off all of your clothes,” she said.

This was going to be fun. Who says you can’t mix business with pleasure, she thought? Peter laid his clothes against a chair and stood before her in only his chastity device. She ran her hands along the steel plate and admired her reflection in the surface.

“Lay down with me, slave. You’re too tense.”

He unfurled himself on the bed, facing his mistress. Running her hand along his bare chest, she felt the stress in his rigid muscles and his rapid breathing. No doubt he was aroused. Lying in bed next to his mistress was a very rare event.

She flicked the straps of her dress off her shoulders. The gold bandage dress was so tight on her that it was like pealing away a second set of skin. She arched her back and pulled the dress away, revealing her pale breasts.

“Slave, can you help me remove this dress? It’s so tight I’m not sure if I can get it off me.”

She detected a tremor in his hands as he clasped the fabric and pulled it over her tiny waist and down her smooth legs. Some women might have thought beauty was in the eye of the beholder, but hers was so striking, so obvious that to deny it as fact would be absurd. Her dominance was the same. It was a fact that she was born to lead men, to guide them through discipline. 

Peter set the dress over the chair and returned to the foot of the bed on his knees.

“Slave, did I tell you to get on your knees?”

“No, Mistress.”

He stood, standing as still as a statue.

Mistress Lin stretched, cracking her back and knees as she forced herself into a sitting position. She would have given just about anything for a two-hour nap, but there was work to be done. On top of having to fix Peter’s company, she was also tasked with directing Peter’s submission. If she played her cards right, she could advance his submission over the next couple of days in what would normally take years.

“Lay down, slave.”

Peter resumed his former position. She was proud of him for not once staring at her breasts or pussy without permission. He had come a long way from only a year ago. There was a time when he literally had no control over his eyes. How easy a cow prod or a dog collar around the balls can alter a slave’s behavior, she thought. Reward and punishment. Pavlov cracked that shit over a hundred years ago. Mistress Lin had taken the experiment further, proving that men weren’t all that different than a litter of salivating dogs.

She retrieved the key to his chastity belt and straddled him, settling her pussy lips against the heat of his chastity belt. “My, my,” she remarked. “Feels awfully warm under there.”

Peter nodded. “Yes, Mistress.”

She clicked the key against the lock of his cage. “What if I unlocked this belt, took out your cock, and slid my wet pussy onto it?”

Peter shook his head, the veins along his neck protruding from the stress of her question.

“What? You don’t believe my pussy is wet? Here, I’ll prove it to you.”

She slipped her index finger between her lips as she rubbed her clit with her thumb. Just thinking about Peter suffering beneath her was enough to get her soaked. 

“Oh, that feels good, slave. Here, have a taste.”

She removed her finger from her pussy and waved it under his nose before allowing him to lick it clean.

He trembled beneath her, his hips pushing up on her. Mistress Lin moved with him, rubbing her pussy over the face of his chastity belt, her juices pouring out of her and onto the hot metal.

She grabbed his chin and leaned close to him, looking him square in the eyes. “Peter, do you want to fuck me?”

“Yes, Mistress Lin. Please let me fuck you.”

Mmm, she thought. “Fuck” came out of his mouth like a growl. The false alpha inside of him was raging to the surface, begging for him to claim his mistress and to fuck her until she came and screamed his name. She needed to tame those beastly desires. Slaves don’t fuck goddesses. A natural order existed in the universe, and Peter needed to learn that this was her fucking universe, not the other way around. Peter might have had his surname attached to a company that was Wall Street’s next darling, but in her presence, he was a bottom feeder for her dominance.

She grinned and kissed him on the lips. Peter had enough common sense than to try to stick his tongue in her mouth. Still, it was the most intense action she had ever granted him. The intimate exchange didn’t last more than a couple of seconds. She pulled an inch away from his lips and spoke, her voice breathing into his lungs. “Let’s fuck, baby. I want to ride my CEO before his big meeting.”

His face broke out in sweat, a shield of tears standing in his eyes. “Yes, Mistress. I’ve waited so long for this to happen. Oh, my God, I love you so much. You have no idea how much I—”

She placed a finger to his lips. “Quiet, slave. I know exactly how much you adore me. Don’t speak anymore. Let me get you a condom so we can begin.”

He was hyperventilating with anticipation. Mistress Lin struggled not to laugh. This was going to be so awesome. She had learned early in her career that although she could beat a slave into a coma, nothing eased a man into submission faster than a good mind fuck. Since all slavery existed between the ears, it was the natural place for a domme to go to work.

She crawled off the bed, twisting her head until her chin rested over her shoulder and biting her nail like a naughty little damsel ready to fuck his brains out. Her only worry was that Peter might come in his chastity belt if she turned up the heat any further. Not that it mattered much. Either outcome would end with a good mind fuck.

In a suitcase, she found the box of Magnum condoms and the strap-on with a custom-designed harness to go over his chastity belt. She’d been waiting months for the perfect opportunity to surprise Peter with her new toy.

“Close you eyes, slave. I don’t want you to see my surprise.”

She didn’t need to check to see if Peter was obeying her orders. Defying her at this point was almost inconceivable. The autonomy of his will had already shifted into the palm of her wicked hands.

Coming back to the bed, she told him to raise his bottom as if she intended to remove his chastity belt. Quickly, she tightened the harness straps around his thighs and through the plastic sliders. She studied his face. Did he know what she intended? He didn’t speak or raise any concerns or objections. Fitting the eight-inch dildo through the ring, she adjusted it until the phallus was resting right above where Peter’s own inferior penis lay in its long hibernation.

“There we go,” she whispered. “And now to slip on the condom.”

Peter stirred, his eyebrows pressing close to one another. “Mistress?”

“Yes, slave?”

Peter fumbled for the words, starting his question over several times until a complete sentence finally spilled out of his mouth. “The belt is still on me.”

She tapped a nail against the steel plate. “Yes, indeed it is. Open your eyes, and you will see the cock I am referring to.”

Eyes flickered, lashes separating. He stared at the large phallus before him. The life-like cock was a beautiful thing to grasp. Mistress Lin felt her nipples harden as she watched her slave come to the realization that he would not be fucking her with his own worthless cock. No, she would rather fuck a lifeless hunk of rubber formed in a Chinese factory than stick his tiny appendage anywhere near her temple.

“Would you like to put the condom on for me?”

She held up the wrapper, shaking the foil with her thumb and index finger.

“It’s a Magnum sized condom. I hope it will fit. This cock is as thick as a Louisville Slugger.”

Like a good boy, he took the condom wrapper. Mistress Lin watched him struggle to open it, yanking at the edges until he finally produced a tear.

“Sorry for taking so long, Mistress.”

“That’s quite all right, slave. Seeing how your cock doesn’t get near anything except your steel tube, I know you don’t have much practice opening condom wrappers.”

Failing to reply, she noted the sadness and shame in his eyes and the way his lips pressed shut as if he were about to cry. It was Peter’s tell for when he was entering a self-pity stage of submission. Normally she’d snap him out of it, but she needed him to suffer in that shame. If she wanted any chance of owning his mind, body, and company, psychological edge play was a necessary weapon to deploy.

The condom slid out of the wrapper. Peter flipped it over in his hands, pulling at the latex.

“You have to pinch the little reservoir,” Mistress Lin said. “Then you just slide it over that fat cock until it goes to the base. If you run out of rubber, that’s fine. Some cocks are too long even for Magnum condoms.”

Peter pinched the end of the condom and unrolled it onto the phallus. She knew how important it was for a slave to physically touch a superior cock. When that enormous dick was held, even the most egotistical slave was immediately put in his place.

“Mmm, yes. That is a cock worthy of a goddess’ pussy. And what’s even better is that I don’t have to worry about it getting soft or coming too early. I can just ride it until my pussy is content.”

She gave the phallus a long, seductive pass of her tongue. When she reached the head, Mistress Lin opened her mouth and took the phallus inside. She lowered her lips onto the dildo and the head disappeared. The shaft snaked into her mouth, the head pressing against her throat. With expert precision, she elongated her neck, allowing the dildo to pass deeper into her throat without the slightest gag.

When her lips reached the base of the strap-on, she heard a groan escape Peter. Yes, she knew it was torture to watch the woman of his dreams suck a lifeless cock. She could have so easily have unlocked his chastity belt and sucked his own cock, which would have undoubtedly provided him with the greatest physical pleasure of his life. However, her aim—and she hoped Peter’s as well—was not to reach some primal echelon of physical delights. If that was his mission, there were endless drugs and easy women for him to procure. No, she understood Peter yearned for a greater plateau. Like all slaves, he desired to reach the firmament of mental transcendence that could only be achieved through a deep and raw exchange of power provided by a superior woman.

Mistress Lin was happy to escort him through his journey.

Lifting her wet mouth off of the cock, she stared at Peter, watching his sexual desires weaken him. Teasing him further, she brought the dildo between her breasts and pressed her soft flesh against the shaft. All except the head of the cock disappeared between her tits as she masturbated the dildo. She dropped her neck and licked the head as the phallus pumped between her breasts. 

When a soft whimper came from Peter, Mistress Lin told him to continue watching.

“I don’t want you to miss a second of this, slave. It’s critical for you to understand how inferior I find your cock. This isn’t play. You and I aren’t in a session. This is real life. We’re in a hotel and about to go to battle for the future of your company. You may be a CEO, but that’s only on paper. This is real. You are my slave. I am your mistress. I own your cock. I decide when and if you orgasm. I give your life meaning. You obey. Nothing more; nothing less. Submit and obey. Repeat. Submit and obey. Repeat. Say it, slave.”

His eyes were so glazed and hypnotized that Mistress Lin wondered if he could even hear her.

After several long seconds, he answered. “Submit and obey. Repeat. Submit and obey. Repeat.”

She lifted her hips, spreading the folds of her pussy as she settled against the cock. Her body shuddered as the phallus filled her wet cunt.

“It’s like music to my ears, slave. That’s the only mantra you need to live by. Repeat it every day. Think of it at all times. Never lose focus of the truth—that you are a slave, and I am a goddess.”

She rode the cock, rocking her hips up and down. The phallus didn’t feel quite as good as Bret, but it was pretty damn close, and watching Peter’s taut face as he endured having to watch his mistress’ wet pussy slide so close to his own cock more than made up for any lost sensations. She didn’t have to worry about the CyberSkin dildo becoming soft. The malleable, yet firm, shaft stretched her tight pussy as she became increasingly wet. Her juices glistened on the cock, forming a white ring at the base. She ordered Peter to gyrate his hips while she massaged her clit and erect nipples.

Listening to him groan as his hips moved, filled her with a sense of power that she was certain no woman had ever felt. She owned his sexual being, redirected it toward deepening his submission and feeding her dominance. Despite his reservations, she knew Peter would never fuck a woman again. He would remain chastised and devoted to her, and soon she would control every aspect of his life. 

Her hands fell upon his chest. She rode the cock harder, grasping onto Peter’s shoulders for support. Air rushed in and out of her lungs. She stared down at Peter, locking eyes with her slave.

“I’m going to come, slave. Do you want to bring your mistress to an orgasm?”

Peter nodded.

“Then get to pumping those hips.”

Sweat trickled down his forehead as he moved. 

Mistress Lin licked away the sweat and moaned into his ear. “This is the only way you can ever fuck me, slave. Your cock will never know how wonderful my juicy interior feels.”

He pumped faster.

Rising up, back arched, she dug her nails into his stomach. Knees buckled as the heat swelled in her clit. The shudders trickled through her stomach and thighs. Nipples stood erect, beckoning her hands to massage them. The orgasm rushed up her body, exploding in her head and propelling her to a place reserved only for goddesses. Her pussy clamped down on the cock, squirting along the head. 

Peter moaned with her, albeit for very different reasons.

The room became hazy as the fire grew in her. She stood at the firmament, riding the wave for as long as her body allowed. Hips continued to wriggle, bringing her to the next orgasm. She could no longer keep her body upright. The orgasms were coming too fast. Knowing Peter was feeling only frustration and denial as she came, brought her to the next powerful orgasm. Her breasts mashed against his chest as she collapsed against his body. 

She kissed his neck, urging her slave to continue doing his part. He should have been in subbie heaven getting to do this important deed. Slaves didn’t get to enjoy bringing their mistresses to an orgasm any old day of the week.

The strap-on continued sliding in and out of her, slamming her clit with aftershocks. A warm tingle buzzed along her body. Even her scalp sizzled with happy nerves. She wondered if she had died and gone to domme heaven. No, she realized. Slave was still under her, his little subbie eyes dilated with puppy dog love.

She allowed the cock to remain inside of her as she came down from the high. Unlike a man, there was no plummeting arousal for her. With the grace of a parachuter, she allowed her body to ease back down to earth.

Blowing hot air out of her lungs, she pushed herself upright. “That was just what I needed after a long flight. I haven’t been so relaxed in months.”

“Thank you for allowing me to be of assistance,” Peter groaned.

“You’re welcome, though we need to work on your leg strength. I had to do far too much work. If you had done as I instructed of you, you would have been adequately prepared. But of course, you knew better. You had to be ready for your acquisition, which you and your team have managed to fuck up royally. See how unmanageable your life is without your mistress there to direct you?”

“Yes, Mistress.”

The room came back into focus. Peter was covered in a sheen of sweat. Her fingers had left bright claw marks on his chest and abdomen. His eyes were so dilated with desire that he looked like he’d just done a line of coke.

“Slave, I’m going to take a bath before dinner. Assist me. Afterwards, you can take a shower. I don’t want a smelly slave in my presence.”

The slapping of palms and knees hurried behind her lithe feet. She scolded herself for taking a shower at the Palms instead of enjoying a luxurious bath. While the Conrad Beijing’s tub was adequate, it was nothing special. She stopped by one of her suitcases as Peter continued to the bathroom to start her bath. After gathering her bottles of lotions and oils, along with a silk robe, she stepped into the bathroom.

The water was already running. Peter tested the temperature with a pair of fingers as if he were conducting an important science experiment. Mistress Lin rubbed her belly. The electric sensations were still teeming through her body. She’d come so hard that she’d squirted all over her inner thighs. 

“How’s the water, slave?”

“Perfect, Mistress. It’s ready for you.”

She raised her brows. “A bold pronouncement for a slave to make. Let me be the judge.”

Raising a foot over the lip of the tub, she stepped into the water. It was so hot that she sucked in a deep breath. But it was just the way she liked it: on the verge of scolding her, but not so hot as to harm her porcelain skin. Slowly, she lowered herself as her body adjusted.

“I don’t want you to use any sponges or luffas,” she said. “Only your hands.” She pointed to the Jo Malone bottle of grapefruit bath oil. “Start with a massage.”

Mistress Lin struggled to find her spot in the tub. She’d become so accustomed to ergonomically designed tubs with inflated pillows for her head that it was difficult for her to find comfort. 

While the tub filled, Mistress Lin closed her eyes and focused on Peter’s devotion to her. She felt him spread the expensive oil across her breasts and nipples, along with her legs and arms. Such a devoted slave he was, worshipping her toes with the same effervescence as her ass.

The steam lifted in the bathroom, fogging the mirror. Mistress Lin mediated as she focused on Peter’s dexterous hands sliding across her long, slender legs.

She’d need to put David in his place again. He might have been Peter’s bulldog, but the man needed to understand that changes were a comin’. She doubted he was accustomed to taking orders from a woman. He struck her as the type who saw women as sexual objects and housemaids.

She spoke softly to Peter, feeling her mind drifting with the relaxing bath. “Slave, how many women do you have in upper management?”

She noted the jerk in his hands. “Um, I’m not sure.”

“Oh, an estimation is fine. And I don’t mean executive assistants. I want to know the number of women in your company who have the ability to make real decisions.”

A pause. “Not many, Mistress. It’s hard to find good talent.”

She opened her eyes and slapped him. “Don’t say that. Excuses don’t impress me, especially when they’re made as insults to women. Do you honestly believe that there are not enough capable women in the world to occupy important roles in your company?”

His eyes stood wide with fright. Hands gripped the lip of the tub. “No, Mistress. I didn’t mean it like that. We actually have lots of women in middle management roles.”

“If you’re taking the company public, you’d better increase the number of women in upper managerial roles. You don’t want me to turn on the news and hear that your company is being accused of sexism. Any slave of mine will be the shining example of women’s rights.”

Peter’s hands returned to her legs, massaging her tired ankles. “Yes, Mistress. Whatever you think is best.”

“That’s all you have to do. I’ll prove to you how capable a woman is tomorrow. You’ll see that women are far better negotiators than men. Afterwards, we can discuss restructuring your company.”

He didn’t argue or put up a fight, but Mistress Lin assumed Peter was furious. There was no way he was going to hand over the reins to his company without a fight. He’d spent his life building the conglomerate into one of the world’s largest companies. Peter trusted his instincts and the men he employed. He might have enjoyed experiencing a woman’s power in his private life, but he kept his personal and business lives separate. No longer. Serendipity had brought the two together, and Mistress Lin was determined that they would never become separated again. Besides, it was time Peter stopped living a double life. It wasn’t healthy for a person.

“Grab my towel, slave. I could stay in this tub all night, but we must get going. My stomach is starting to growl.”

As Mistress Lin dried herself, she heard Peter call David.

“David said he can meet us in the restaurant within an hour,” Peter said. “Is that okay with you, Mistress?”

“Yes, slave. But first come put some body lotion on me. “

She sat on the edge of the bed as Peter knelt before her. The lotion was like having liquid silk spread across her skin. Peter went through half a container of the Jo Malone cream. From the tips of her toes all the way up to her forehead, Mistress Lin’s pores were treated to the invigorating treatment.

When he was done, Mistress Lin ordered him to take a quick shower while she started to dress. Her clothes were in absolute disarray. Most of the dresses would need to be dry-cleaned again. She cursed herself for having to pack in such a rush. Digging through the articles, she found a blue BCBG overlay dress that was still in good condition. The strapless number would certainly get David’s dick hard. While some women might have turned their noses up at being sexy in the business world, Mistress Lin found sex appeal to be an effective weapon for weakening a man. That appendage between their legs ruled most of their lives. Why not use it against them? There was no need to be a whore. She could still be conservative and seductive.

With the lotion, her skin was glowing and so soft that the dress almost felt abrasive against her body. She stepped into a pair of white strappy platforms and went to go check on Peter.

The water had stopped, and he was drying himself. “Hurry, slave. We’re going to dinner. Not the opera.”

Peter finished and threw on a suit. After a second call to David, they began making their way down to the restaurant.
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Inside 29 Grill, Peter pulled out the chair for his mistress. The burn in his groin was so fierce that he struggled to keep a straight face. 

He could feel David’s stare. Earlier, when Peter called to see if he was ready to go to dinner, David had asked him point blank what was going on. Who is this woman? I’ve never had someone speak to me like that! Peter wondered if he were losing his mind. This was insane. How had he allowed her to be sitting with David and him in a Beijing restaurant? And now she wanted to lead negotiations for the biggest deal in his company’s existence? She was crossing a line he never should have permitted. He needed to put a stop to this nonsense right away. He could go back to serving her once a month. Maybe after the acquisition, he could take some time off and really get his fetishes out of his system.

Sitting and folding the napkin in his lap, Peter knew those were all lies. A year ago, he could have believed them. But he had tried those tactics. The weekend warrior routine didn’t sate his desires. All avenues and tricks had been exhausted. Without twenty-four seven submission, he would never be satisfied.

A standoff of the eyes proceeded between David and Mistress Lin. Peter glanced back and forth between the harden countenances. 

David blinked first and picked up the wine menu. “Should we order a bottle with dinner?”

“Something white would be nice,” Mistress Lin suggested, still staring at David like he were injured prey. “I was planning on ordering some fish for dinner.”

Peter couldn’t even look at the menu. Maybe he could tell Mistress Lin that he was ready to submit to her on a more permanent basis, but business was business and not something he was currently willing to involve her in. Yeah, right, he thought. She’d give him another speech about trust and submission. He didn’t need to be badgered with how much he’d failed to release control. He knew he was a control freak. But just look at where that obsession for control had gotten him. He was one of the wealthiest men in North America for trusting only himself. 

He took a breath. Whether he wanted to admit it or not, he needed her help. David was failing at negotiations, and Peter doubted he would be much better. Mistress Lin may not have been a business guru, but she understood people, especially men, and how to get others to agree with her. And people skills were ninety percent of business.

“Tell me, David, how have you enjoyed Beijing so far?” Mistress Lin asked.

David shrugged. “I haven’t had much time to get out and explore the city. Besides the hotel, the only sights I’ve seen have been boardrooms.”

“Tell me about how you’ve proceeded with negotiations. Were you invited to any events outside of business meetings?”

“Yes, I was taken out to a dinner my first night in Beijing. It was nice. We didn’t talk about business, so I didn’t bring it up. I bowed and nodded and all that stuff.”

“Did you bring a gift?”

“No.”

Mistress Lin shook her head. “There was your first mistake. Face is a very important concept in our culture. There has to be a considerable amount of time and attention given to one another before a deal can be struck. The Chinese always give gifts to begin business. Considering the deal you were trying to negotiate, you should have gotten an expensive one.”

“Our legal department decided that could be considered a bribe,” Peter said. “We thought about getting them something cheap, but we thought that would have been more insulting, so I told David to skip the gift.”

“Your lawyers may be looking out for your best legal interests,” Mistress Lin said, “but you’re never going to get into China behaving like a bunch of Westerners. It’s insulting. I also would imagine you were very aggressive in your negotiation style, David. You strike me as the type who has low emotional control.”

Peter knew that was an understatement. He watched the vein along David’s forehead protrude as he stared at her.

“Peter didn’t hire me to smile and look cute,” David said. “Before I joined Schmidt Holdings, I was one of the best negotiators on Wall Street.”

“Body language is very important in the Chinese culture,” Mistress Lin said. “If I were negotiating with you right now, I would see you as hotheaded. That’s considered a major weakness to us. Personally, I wouldn’t do business with you. That’s probably why they increased the price so much. They sensed risks.”

The waiter stopped by and took their orders. Peter could sense the frustration in David. His leg wouldn’t stop bouncing under the table. In America and Europe, David was perfect for pressuring other companies into doing business. His bellicose attitude showed the strength of his company, but here in China, it was doing the opposite.

“David’s perfectly stable,” Peter said. “His behavior was my mistake. I should have studied the Chinese cultural more thoroughly.”

“Quit the apologies,” David said. “I don’t care if I’m a jerk. What’s important is getting this deal done. If Lin thinks she’s better suited for negotiations then let her talk to them. I want what’s best for the company.”

Peter was relieved to hear David relent. He knew it wasn’t easy for him to admit failure or to allow a woman who he didn’t even know to take his place.

“Everything will be fine,” Mistress Lin said. “Can you pick up a red envelope tonight, David? Also, get a bottle of expensive wine.”

“Why red?” he asked.

“Because that’s the luckiest Chinese color.”

“And what’s going into this envelope?” Peter asked.

“Money,” Mistress Lin said. “And make it a good amount.”




***




After dinner, Peter returned to the hotel room with Mistress Lin.

“We need to talk,” she said, closing the door to their room.

Peter’s chest tightened. We need to talk was never something he wanted to hear from his mistress. He went to his knees and waited beside the bed.

She sat in front of him, her heel tapping beside his knee. “Go ahead. Tell me what you’re thinking. I don’t want you hiding anything from me. I want full access to your thoughts.”

Peter broke contact with her eyes. “I don’t know what you mean, Mistress.”

A firm slap erupted across his cheek. It wasn’t hard enough to hurt, but the slap reminded him of his place. Grabbing him by the chin, she forced him to look into her eyes.

“Do not lie to me, slave. Tell me what you’re feeling. I saw how upset you were during dinner. We Chinese women are experts at reading men.”

He didn’t even know where to begin or how to put it into words that she would understand. Peter couldn’t even make sense of his feelings. There was so much doubt and excitement and terror and intrigue. Every feeling seemed to be juxtaposed with an equally opposite one, all coalescing to form the gestalt of his submission.

“I don’t know, Mistress. That’s the truth. A voice keeps asking me what I am doing and that this is all insane. I feel like I’m losing my mind, but I know if I try to go back to the way things were before that I’ll be miserable. Both alternatives seem impossible. I don’t know what to do.”

Her fingers rubbed his head, pushing back the strands of his thick hair. “I understand. Embracing submission isn’t easy. I went through the same struggle with accepting my dominance over men.”

Peter chuckled. He wasn’t sure if she were kidding or not. The stern expression on her face told him she wasn’t, and that if he didn’t want to feel her hand rushing into his face again, he ought to get rid of his smirk in a hurry. 

“You did?”

“Oh, yes. Even though my mother was a renowned domme, it was still considered very taboo. In Chinese culture, women aren’t taught to be dominant. Despite my upbringing, my friends and their mores had a profound impact on me. When I was a little girl I was ashamed of what my mother did. I wanted no part of it. She kept it a secret from everyone she knew except very close friends. Everyone else thought she was an exporter of goods to America. Even I didn’t know the full story until I was a teenager.”

“What made the difference for you?”

“When I was fifteen, a boy fell in love with me. His was a submissive. A fact over which I was clueless. When he came to the house, my mother was the one who recognized it. She told me how I should be bossy and make demands of him. I didn’t listen to her at first. I didn’t want to harm the boy. He was sweet, so I saw no reason to harm him. Clearly, I knew nothing about male submission or female domination. I thought my mother was just a sadistic woman and that the men who came to see her were all sick. I couldn’t understand that not being dominant with this boy was actually harming him.

“When I finally started to make demands of this boy, he was filled with a sense of purpose and worth. He wasn’t just doing it to try to get into my panties, either. He genuinely wanted to serve me and to make me feel like a goddess. It was very beautiful and showed me a side of love I never knew existed.

“Even after all that it was still difficult to break away from society’s norms and embrace my true self. I was worried by what my friends would think of me.”

Peter almost wanted to slap himself. Again he had doubted his mistress only to have her prove to him that she understood him in a way no one else could.

 “That’s exactly the way I feel,” he said. “I keep telling myself how lucky I am. So many men would do anything to be in my position. I can date just about any woman I want to. I can have sex with gorgeous women every night if that’s what I desire. The thought of giving all of that up to be a—a slave just boggles my mind.”

Slipping her foot out of the heels, she pressed her soles into his chest. “Yes, but what you desire is different from other men. You have to accept that you are a slave. You were born to serve a goddess. Anything else you feel is only your ego talking. You should consider yourself very fortunate. If you didn’t have so much power to offer me, I wouldn’t be here. Have you ever thought about how many other submissive men would also give anything to be in your position?”

“No,” Peter admitted. “I never thought about it like that.”

“That’s because you’re still fooling yourself into thinking that you’re the only one who has your desires. Which is very self-centered to believe. Let me assure you that there are plenty of men who would gladly take your place. So if you aren’t willing to fully submit to me, then let me know so I can call the front desk and have them arrange a flight for tomorrow morning. I have no interest in dominating someone pretending to be a slave.”

She lowered her foot and stood. Peter watched her walk toward the phone on the nightstand. “This will only take a minute. Then I’ll be out of your hair.”

“I don’t want you to leave,” he said. “I want to serve you. I just have to get through this business deal. Then I can think straight.”

She set down the receiver. “Wrong. Your ego will still be telling you to keep control after this deal is over. If you want to serve, you need to trust me and stop listening to that internal monologue inside your head. Submit and obey. Repeat. Submit and obey. Repeat. It doesn’t have to be any more complicated.”

Peter breathed and repeated the simple mantra. The effect, if any, was little. It was fine for her to say submission was as simple as submitting and obeying, but there was too much blocking him from the act. Peter still couldn’t make sense of all of his feelings, but he knew fear played a central role. What if he surrendered to her and later regretted it? Would he be able to reverse things and go back to his old life or would she own his mind forever? Peter doubted he could ever return to a normal sex life. He’d always regret not embracing total power exchanged, and he’d be haunted in knowing that no one else could give it to him better than Mistress Lin.

“I’m trying, Mistress.”

She frowned. Obviously, this was not the response she was looking for. Peter regretted his weak choice of words almost as soon as he had uttered them.

“Strip and lay on the bed, slave. I think I know how to help you let go.”

Peter’s knees buckled as he rose and removed his business attire. He knew his mistress well enough to sense a punishment of some kind brewing. The pathway to deeper submission always came in the form of pain, humiliation, or sacrifice.

Spreading out on the soft mattress was inviting. It had been almost forty-eight hours sense he’d laid in a bed. His limbs and back were still aching from his previous night spent in the dog cage. When the back of his head found the pillow, he let out a sigh that sounded almost like an orgasm.

“Seems like you’re already relaxing,” she said.

“Sorry, Mistress.”

She went to one of the suitcases. “There’s no reason to be sorry. There’s nothing wrong with a slave relaxing if he’s performed his duties. And for this exercise, I need you in a relaxed state. I’m going to have you meditate over the next hour for me.”

Meditation was the last thing Peter thought she had in mind. Mistress Lin always surprised him with her tasks. He didn’t know how in the world meditation was going to help, but he knew he needed to relax. On the advice of a therapist, he’d tried it several years back. Other than helping him fall asleep a little faster, he had found it to be a total waste of time.

As he watched his mistress unpack her suitcase and lay several items on the end of the bed, he didn’t remember restraints ever being used by his therapist. Neither did he know of any meditation requiring a heart monitor. The hood she placed on the bed got his heart rate soaring. It was solid black with no eye sockets or ventilation for the nose. The only hole it contained was a circular opening around the mouth. Next to the mask, she placed a ventilation tube. A small metal knob was fixed to the end of the rubber hose. Finally, what looked like a pair of boxing gloves was added to the mix.

His mind began to race. If her aim was to have him relaxing, these strange devices weren’t helping.

“You’re probably wondering what I have planned with all of this hardware,” she said. “Don’t worry one iota. All you have to do is lay back and relax. How’s the temperature in the room? I don’t want it to be too hot or cold for you.”

“A little cold, Mistress.”

“I agree.” She went to the thermostat and adjusted the air. “There. That should be perfect.”

She returned to the bed and picked up the restraints. It was the same ones she’d used on him in the Palms. He helped her slide the restraints under the bed so that only the leather cuffs were sticking out from the corners of the bed. He laid back down and spread his limbs. 

Mistress Lin buckled him in. “Can you move?”

“No, Mistress.”

She tickled him. Peter’s limbs tried to come together, but moving more than half an inch was impossible.

“Just wanted to make sure,” she said. “Next, I’m going to put these mittens on you. They look like boxing gloves, but they’re designed to prevent you from feeling anything. To assist in your meditation, we’re going to incorporate sensory deprivation. I’m an expert at cutting out all sensory perception except the ones I feel are necessary. First, I will take away your sense of touch, then your sight and sound. Finally, I will control your breath.” She placed her hand against his heart. “Yes, I can see that’s getting a response from you already. Don’t worry. I’ll be tracking your vital signs the entire time.”

Holy shit, he thought. This woman wasn’t fucking around. It hadn’t occurred to him that he really didn’t have a clue what Mistress Lin was capable of. In the past, their sessions consisted of his fetishes within his prescribed limits. As a true slave, they were practicing power exchange on her level, and there was no doubt in Peter’s mind that Mistress Lin’s interests and limits far eclipsed his own.

The mittens were a tight fit. Peter was surprised by how little he could feel. Even after only a minute of wearing them, the sense of touch of the fabric was beginning to fade.

The strap of the heart monitor was fitted around his chest. A wire fed to a small monitor at the edge of the bed.

“I’m going to place the hood on you next,” she said. “You won’t be able to see afterwards. You rely too much on seeing what I am doing to you. You never need to second-guess me. In order to submit and obey, all you need is trust. Tonight, you will trust me with the very air you breathe. Isn’t that fucking hot?”

Peter couldn’t disagree. His cock pressed against the steel tube as it attempted to swell.

She picked up the hood and neared him. Peter swallowed and tried to think of happy thoughts. He didn’t know why the simple device was so frightening. He’d certainly experienced worse from Mistress Lin.

The hood was placed over his head. Straps were tightened and locked. This wasn’t a cute blindfold couples used in BDSM play. Not a single beam of light penetrated the mask. Trying to breathe through his nose was futile. Nor could he smell a thing. Two solid prongs plugged his nostrils.

A blaring noise ripped across the room. Peter tried to cover his ears before he realized he couldn’t move. The phone rang again. 

“Shit,” his mistress muttered. “Who the fuck is calling?”

Peter listened to the receiver being lifted.

“Hello?” Mistress Lin answered. “Oh. Hi, David. How are you this evening? No, I’m afraid that Peter’s tied up at the moment. Can I take a message? Excellent. I’ll let him know.”

The receiver was returned.

“David says he was able to get the red envelope and plenty of cash to offer as a gift tomorrow morning. He also says, ‘Hi.’ Now where were we? Ah, that’s right. I was about to put earmuffs over your hood.” Mistress Lin laughed. “Your heartbeat jumped about five beats per minute from that comment.” Her fingers danced along his chest in a playful gesture. “I like you afraid, slave. It means you’re giving up control and doing something that feels uncomfortable. That’s the only way you’re going to grow as a submissive and learn how to trust me.”

He felt her gentle lips press against his cheek.

“Sweet dreams, slave. I’ll see you on the other side.”

Peter started to argue, but he only heard his voice enter his ears as vibrations through his skull. The earmuffs dropped over his head, suffocating every noise around him. The silence was striking. Peter was so accustomed to meetings and ringing cell phones that he rarely found himself isolated.

An object jammed into his mouth. Something pressed against his tongue, forcing it to the bottom of his mouth, preventing any movement from his tongue. When he breathed, he sensed it was coming through the hose he’d seen earlier.

The air became thinner.

Very thin.

Peter couldn’t breath.

No sight.

No feeling.

No smells.

Silence.

Airless.

Panic rose up inside of him. He tugged at the bounds, felt his heart rate soar. He had to get out of this. He was going to die. Did she know he couldn’t hold his breath for very long? Surely after she saw him swimming, she understood his limitations.

He cursed himself for smoking the cigars and not telling his mistress about the occasional cigarette he snuck in. Already his lungs were burning. The air in his lungs ran thin. A pounding bonged in his head. Maybe this wasn’t about domination at all. Perhaps she intended to kill him. They were in China after all. Mistress Lin probably had plenty of contacts she could use to cover up his murder. Peter doubted the notion, but he couldn’t figure out why the thought of his mistress taking his life caused his cock to swell. 

Am I really that fucked up in the head?

Air.

Peter breathed.

The throb in his head receded.

He didn’t get more than ten good breaths before the air became constricted again. Peter forced in as much air as he could before it was cut off entirely.

The vein running along the side of his head pulsated, carrying the limited oxygen to his brain. It wouldn’t have much to carry. The stabbing pain was already invading his lungs. Light dotted his dark vision. Thoughts became murky and confused. The racing monologue that never shut off became truncated to one-word statements.

Submit.

Obey.

Repeat.

Submit.

Obey.

Repeat.

Air.

The tension in his head didn’t leave as quickly as before. Twinkles of light continued to stipple his view like a bombardment. His heart rate soared. Panic failed to recoil.

If only he were able to hear an encouraging word from his mistress or see her sinister grin, this would have been immeasurably easier. Fear was something they explored together, and while that was still true in this instance, Peter felt utterly alone. He wasn’t able to communicate to Mistress Lin about how he was feeling. He couldn’t even raise a finger to alert her of trouble. There were no safe words to offer because he had no words to give. They were at the edge of safe, sane, and consensual, and Peter wasn’t sure which side of the line they were playing on.

Air hissed as the clamp lifted off the hose.

He was so busy worrying that he got only a couple of breaths in. Peter swore at himself. He could have gotten in at least of few extra breaths. 

How long was this going to go on? An hour, he reminded himself. Those had been her words. Peter didn’t have any idea of how much time had passed already, but he didn’t think it had been more than a few minutes. It was going to be a long fucking hour.

Air.

Peter’s head spun. He no longer felt like he was lying down. There was no perception of where he stood or sat. His world consisted of air and lack of air.

The tube restricted his breath again.

Panic riled him. He couldn’t go another leg without air. Thankfully, she gave him only a short time without air.

Peter sucked in the returning oxygen. He had to gain control over his emotions. The angst was using up his air. There was a lesson in this exercise. He reminded himself of her words: Submit and obey. Repeat. Submit and obey. Repeat. 

When the air cut off, Peter repeated the words to himself, reflecting on their meaning. In the numerous restrictions, he didn’t have a choice. His only option was to submit and obey. He needed to stop resisting this act, and he needed trust in order to do that. Did he trust his mistress with his breath, the very sustenance of life? Yes, he told himself. She had never failed him before. And how often had he failed himself? Constantly.

Air again.

Peter’s addled brain swam. His world continued alternating between air and lanky air and no air. After a while, Peter couldn’t discern the difference. In each of those states, the same truth remained: Submit and obey. Repeat. Submit and obey. Repeat. All he needed was trust.

Peter was no longer lying on a bed. He felt himself floating as a formless, bodiless state. He wondered if this was what heaven felt like—to be a spiritual entity free of any physical properties. There was no time in this realm, no concerns of tomorrow or yesterday. Peter no longer worried about air. It came and it went in sufficient strides offered by his mistress. She was his deity, his provider of all things. 

Peter continued to drift until the air returned to a normal level. He sensed his thoughts coming back with his limited perception of the world around him. There was something happening between his legs. He wasn’t sure at first until it became obvious. She was removing his chastity belt.

Fingernails ran down his abdomen. The light rake of her nails caused his body to shudder. His perception of touch was heightened to levels he didn’t think were humanly possible. Rushing air blew along the head of his cock, getting him instantly hard as a pornstar (a little shorter, though). The air—possibly her breath—felt so good that Peter was certain he could’ve came by it alone. Fingers cupped his balls. His sac and thighs tightened and sizzled with pleasure. He moaned into the breathing tube and tried to squeeze his hands into fists.

Her grip tightened. The inexplicable pleasure swung to its equaled antithesis. The stomach churning pain was so intense that Peter feared he would vomit into the breathing apparatus. Her grip loosened and she began massaging his balls, but the throbbing pain continued to lift all the way up into his throat.

A feather brushed along his shaft. Electrical sensations curled up his spine. He’d never been so in tune with his body before this. Sensory deprivation never struck him as a very interesting fetish until now. He never knew the various states that could be reached and explored through such simple restrictions.

When the feather danced around his corona, Peter found himself gritting his teeth. Forget about an orgasm. This was way better and far more intense.

Cold liquid spilt onto his head and slid down his shaft. Peter felt his heart rate quicken with anticipation. Was his mistress actually going to stroke him? And could this possibly be the day that he came?

He reminded himself not to have expectations. As a slave, there was no room for placing demands on his mistress. His role was simple: Submit and obey. Repeat. Submit and obey. Repeat. But it was impossible not to have hope.

A finger started at the base of his cock and slid along the bottom of his shaft. His balls were already tightening. The endless amount of backed-up cum poised to shoot out and squirt across the room.

Sweat trickled down his face. He hadn’t realized how hot wearing the mask was until now. He breathed faster, focusing on his twitching cock and the blood rushing to his groin.

The air stopped. Peter sucked as hard as he could without success. Had Mistress Lin intended to seal the ventilation tube? What if it had been an accident and she thought he was still breathing?

The hand gripping his shaft staved off those unfounded fears. Her wet fingers slid up his shaft, passing his head and making a sweeping motion before returning to the base of his cock. Peter felt his cock twitch as she released him. If Mistress Lin intended to tease him, Peter knew it would be a short tease. He didn’t think he could endure more than a few more of those quick passes of her hand before he blew his load.

The air returned. He took a few rapid breaths before it was restricted again. As he held his breath, her hand returned to his cock. The skin of her palm felt like silk. Peter tried not to focus on her erogenous touch. He’d been waiting over a month for a release. The denial was driving him crazy.

The air ceased again. Her hand returned to his shaft. She moved only an inch every couple of seconds. Peter was right at the edge. If he had control of his legs, he could have shifted them enough to come. He felt every muscle in his lower body become rigid. She coasted him along the periphery of his orgasm with torturous precision. As soon as her hand reached his glans, he knew it would cause him to explode. She might slap his cock and ruin the orgasm, but he didn’t care. He just wanted to get a release.

As her index finger started to slide over his corona, Mistress Lin’s grip released. The air returned to Peter. He yanked at the straps securing his limbs. He realized he could no longer feel his arms or legs. Perhaps they’d gone to sleep due to the immobile position, he thought.

The earmuffs were lifted from his head. The din of the AC filled his ears. A car horn rang out from far below. 

The air was cut off.

“I’m watching your heart rate. It’s slightly over a hundred beats per minute.” Her hand settled against his throat. “I own all of you, even the air that flows down your neck.”

After being alone in the dark world with nothing to focus on but his intermittent breath, her words were so sweet that he almost cried.

The air returned but only a thin amount. It was like breathing through a drinking straw.

“I’ve made a decision,” she declared. “I’m going to let you come, except you won’t be breathing when it happens. This will intensify your orgasm. I want you to be relaxed for tomorrow, but more importantly, I want you to understand that I am not a cruel sadist. I can be kind, slave. Submission is not all about suffering. With a mistress’ proper guidance, a slave can reach states of bliss he never knew were possible. However, in time, you will learn that the greatest bliss comes not from your own pleasure, but rather, the pleasure of your goddess. Sacrificing and enduring will be your new orgasm.”

His cock twitched as he listened to her wicked plan. God, he loved this woman. No one else understood him so well, and he didn’t have to explain any of his desires to Mistress Lin. She got him from the first session. There was no one else like her, and she’d chosen to make him her slave. He despised himself for ever resisting her service. This was a once in a lifetime opportunity. Mistress Lin wouldn’t wait forever for him to decide. It was now or never.

He wanted to say these things to his goddess, but the flow of air stopped.

“Submit and obey. Repeat. Submit and obey. Repeat. Keep saying that to yourself as I bring you to an orgasm. And enjoy your last breath. You won’t get another one until you’ve come.”

The air restriction lifted for only a second or two. Peter filled his lungs as best he could. He wasn’t too worried. He knew it wouldn’t take him long to come.

Her hand didn’t return to his cock. With the tips of her fingers, she massaged his balls. The incredible sensation caused Peter to inadvertently blow out some of the air he was holding.

“You are leaking so much precum that I don’t even need to use any lube. It is literally flowing out of you. I could probably make you come just by massaging your balls. You wouldn’t be the first slave I’ve made come that way. You wouldn’t get a full orgasm, but many of my slaves describe it as mixture of pleasure and frustration.” She massaged faster. His lungs burned. “Maybe I should do that to you. Slaves don’t deserve real orgasms. Those are reserved for alpha men; men who get my pussy wet just by seeing them standing across a room; men who cause my pussy to tremble when their cock stretches my walls; men who have enough stamina to fuck for hours. What about you, Peter? Are you a two-pump chump? Only one way to find out.”

Peter’s body was burning through the last traces of oxygen. He felt his body begin to convulse. He needed air, and he needed it fast.

Her hand wrapped around his shaft. In a smooth motion, he felt her fingers slide up his cock. When she passed his head, her fingers tightened, squeezing out his precum. Peter’s balls lifted and tightened. His ass clenched. The orgasm was coming, and no one was stopping it. One measly stroke. He wasn’t even a two-pump chump. Peter’s legs quaked. Abs flexed. Shoulders clenched together. The burn in his lungs faded. He felt like a shuttle blasting away from Cape Canaveral.

He may not have been able to see the explosion, but he knew it was massive. Jets of cum sprayed from his cock. The spasms overtook him. His whole body shook. It was the longest and most powerful orgasm of his life, so much so that he was frightened by its intensity.

Mistress Lin kept stroking him until Peter was certain he had nothing left to offer her.

The air returned.

Peter breathed. The fresh oxygen seared against his deprived lungs. His mind swam.

The hood was ripped off his head. The cool air met his face. 

Peter opened his eyes.

From toe to chest, his entire body was covered in sweat. Sitting next to him was his beautiful goddess with that coy smile of hers aimed in his direction. 

“Feeling better?” she asked.

Peter laughed. “I don’t think there are words for how good that felt.”

“I’m glad you enjoyed it. If you’re really good, you can expect that kind of reward about every six to twelve months.”

Peter’s heart sank. He knew she would implement a frugal regimen with him, but he never imagined a program of denial so draconian.

“That’s it?”

Mistress Lin’s smile grew. “Yes, I find that when a slave has a proper orgasm his submission wanes. It’s thrown off for the next two weeks, at least. Of course, if I never allowed a slave to come, he might become too frustrated to serve me. There has to be rewards for good behavior. However, I try to limit those to the absolute minimum.” She giggled. “I know your business mind is cranking those numbers. Isn’t it hot? Even if you live for another fifty years, the most number of orgasms you can possibly have are one hundred. And I’ll let you in on a little secret, slave. It ain’t gonna be that many.”

Less than a hundred orgasms for the rest of his life. Peter knew fifty was probably closer to the actual number. Most men would have more over the course of a year, and they would experience them with their cocks deep inside a warm pussy. Not him. He felt his cock twitch at the realization of his lowly state.




***




After cleaning his spunk and locking his chastity belt back on, Mistress Lin untied Peter and helped him off the bed. His muscles were so relaxed he could barely stand.

“Since we have an important meeting tomorrow, I’m going to allow you to sleep in the same bed with me. However, I want you to sleep at the foot of the bed as a sign of your slavery. I suggest you not roll over in your sleep unless you want a swift kick from the heel of my foot. I don’t like being disturbed when I’m resting. We goddesses need plenty of shuteye.”

Peter crawled to the end of the bed. “I won’t move, Mistress.”

She clicked off the table lamp.

Peter settled his head against his arm and closed his eyes. Sleeping at the foot of the bed as if he were Mistress Lin’s dog felt natural. If she allowed him to sleep beside her, he’d never be able to fall asleep. He knew his place and accepted it. If he were an alpha male, he’d have a protective arm wrapped around Mistress Lin, holding her head against his chest. While part of him wanted to do this, he knew the foot of the bed was where he belonged, and he felt lucky even to be afforded with that place. There were far worse sleeping arrangements for a slave.

It was strange not having the hot urge between his legs. Peter strangely missed the feeling of being denied. The orgasm was incredible, but now he felt empty. In an odd way, he almost wished it hadn’t occurred. He understood the limitations imposed by Mistress Lin. If granted an orgasm every couple of weeks, he’d become lazy and useless. His devotion to slavery would subside as a sense of entitlement took its place.

He was lucky to have his mistress, and as he waited for sleep to come to him, he repeated her simple mantra as if counting sheep. Submit and obey. Repeat. Submit and obey. Repeat.
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Since presentation is critical in Chinese culture, Mistress Lin thought well before choosing her dress. There were so many choices. While businesswomen were expected to dress conservatively, often mimicking a man’s attire, Mistress Lin decided to go with an unconventional look. The red cheongsam, accented with a golden floral pattern, hugged every inch of her oriental curves. She ran her hands along the brocade fabric. Perhaps the hem ended too far above her knee, but the collar shielding her lower neck lent her a degree of modesty.

She turned to Peter. “I look so elegant. Don’t you think?”

Her slave looped the end of his tie twice and fed it through the knot. “You look exquisite, Mistress. As always.”

“Did you sleep well?”

“Yes, Mistress. Thank you for allowing me to sleep on the bed. It was a welcome reprieve.”

“You’re welcome. I wanted you to be well-rested for today. If the Chinese saw that you were gaunt or weary, they might sense weakness. You won’t need to do much talking. I’ll handle most of the negotiations.”

They joined David in the lobby and took a limo to a nearby high-rise. On the seventy-sixth floor, management of Imperial Enterprises greeted them.

Mistress Lin wasn’t intimidated. As she sized them up, she felt the dominance rise in her. There was so much power before her. Two of the men were old enough to be her father, while the third could have been her grandfather. The fourth representative was a woman who Mistress Lin guessed was about ten years older than herself. All four of them would make worthy slaves, and she didn’t doubt her ability to conquer every last one of them. Imagining the short woman with the oval face and short black hair licking her pussy (while hogtied, of course) sent warm currents up her thighs.

David walked in front of Mistress Lin and Peter. He stuck out his hand to the older gentleman. “Mr. Hán, it’s a pleasure to see you again. I’d like you to meet our CEO, Peter Schmidt. And his . . . um, assistant, Lin Meng.”

Peter bowed.

Mistress Lin bowed as well, but she struggled to allow herself to drop her head more than a couple of inches. While Mr. Hán probably took offense, she wasn’t about to pretend to be below this man. Give her six months, and she was certain she could have the old man begging to lick the sweat from the soles of her feet.

Mr. Hán smiled at Peter. “You have the most beautiful assistant. Did you pick her up while in China?”

Mistress Lin bit her tongue so hard she tasted blood. The prick didn’t even offer her a bow. She kept studying his dark, beady eyes. Something familiar registered about this man.

“She’s not my assistant,” Peter said. “Ms. Meng has been instrumental to our company for several years now.”

David didn’t refute the assertion.

Mistress Lin stepped forward until she stood only a few inches from Mr. Hán. “If Imperial Enterprises has such blatant sexism at the head of this company then perhaps our interests in doing business with you have been misguided. I’m sure you have plenty of competitors who would be interested in merging with us.”

Mr. Hán’s eyes narrowed.

“We brought you an offering,” David quickly added. He offered a big smile and presented the red envelope to Mr. Hán.

Mr. Hán turned away from Mistress Lin and acknowledged the gift with a half nod.

As the rest of the management team was introduced, Mistress Lin barely listened to the names: Mr. Táng, Mr. Xú, Mrs. Shèng. She was too infuriated to concern herself with a triad of corporate slaves. Mistress Lin didn’t bow to any of them.

“Shall we meet in the conference room?” Mrs. Shèng asked.

Despite introducing herself as the company’s chief marketing operator, in front of these men Mistress Lin thought she acted more like a secretary. It made her sick. Mistress Lin didn’t doubt the alpha status lurking in the woman. Instead of embracing her naturally dominant femininity, she’d allowed a pack of powerful men to tame her.

They entered the conference room and took their seats. Mr. Hán sat at one end of the conference room. Mistress Lin rushed to sit at the other end. Appearances meant everything in her culture. If she didn’t claim that seat, Mr. Hán would never take her seriously.

David grabbed her by the arm as she started to sit. “That chair is for Peter.”

Mistress Lin looked around the room. David was positioned so that only his backside was facing the rest of the group. She grabbed him by the balls and whispered into his ear. “Take your goddamn hand off of me, or I will rip your fucking nuts off.”

David dropped his hand and backed away. His eyes were wide and filled with trepidation. She sat in the chair.

“Shall we begin?” Mr. Hán asked.

“Yes,” Peter said. “I know David has been in communication with you. I apologize for not being here. There’s no excuse for my absence. However, I want you to know that this deal is very important to me. I’m willing to make it work.”

Mistress Lin allowed Peter to speak. As CEO, he needed to address his absence.

“I’m glad to hear you say that,” Mr. Hán said. “If I’m going to surrender control of my company, I want to know who I am dealing with on a personal level. My grandfather started this company. It has been the greatest pride of the Hán family. However, I have no children to pass it down to. This isn’t just about the money. I want to know that my employees will be respected and cared for.”

“We have no intentions of liquidating the company,” Peter said. “We’ve been trying to get into the Chinese market for years. We can only make that happen with a thriving company already inside China. We want to see Imperial Enterprises double in size over the next ten years. With the support of our other holdings, along with the additional cash infusion after going public, we can make that happen.”

“You need a partner,” Mistress Lin added. “You can’t survive much longer on your own. Your closest competitor merged last year and has grown by thirty percent.”

Mr. Xú spoke. “We also had a competitor who merged with an American company who was chopped up and sold after the first year wasn’t as profitable as the acquiring company thought it would be. If you don’t get the returns you expect, how do we know you won’t do the same? Going public means you’re loyal only to the shareholders. How much will Wall Street care about the lives of a few thousand Chinese workers?”

“I won’t allow that to happen,” Mistress Lin said. “I’m from Shanghai. While I respect the individualistic spirit of America, I understand the collective nature of this country. You have my word that I won’t allow Schmidt Holdings to sell off your company, and for the positions that will be eliminated due to synergies, those individuals will be compensated with very generous severance packages.”

David frowned. 

She ignored him.

“And you have the authority to make that kind of assurance?” Mr. Hán asked. “That’s a lot of power for an assistant.”

“As I said before, Ms. Meng is more than an assistant,” Peter said. Mistress Lin detected a growl in his voice. “Whatever her exact title, she’s indispensable to us. You’re asking us to respect your company and its people. Well, I’m asking the same from you. If I get even the slightest hint that you’re mocking her one more time, I will stand up, leave this meeting, and never return one phone call from you or anyone at your company ever again, Mr. Hán. And that’s nonnegotiable.”

Mistress Lin struggled to hide her smile. She was so proud of Peter. Her slave was finally growing a pair not for his own selfish pleasures, but in order to better serve and adore his goddess. This is why she would never allow a truly beta male to serve her. She wanted a slave who wasn’t afraid to kick some ass and take names to defend her honor. There was no satisfaction in having a weakling begging for her control. That isn’t domination; it’s babysitting.

Mr. Hán lifted his hands as he pushed back his chair. He offered Peter and Mistress Lin a bow so deep his head disappeared under the table. “My sincerest apologies. I didn’t mean to offend your staff.”

Mrs. Shèng offered a nervous smile. “Why don’t we take a breather? Then we can all go out to lunch.”

“Yes, good idea,” Mr. Hán said. “I know a lovely place nearby.”




***




Lunch went better than Mistress Lin expected. Mr. Hán still hadn’t accepted the deal, but she felt he was warming up. He told them he would think about what they had presented and would meet them later that night for dinner to discuss his final decision.

While Peter met with David to discuss their other business ventures, Mistress Lin returned to the room. 

She couldn’t get Mr. Hán’s face out of her mind. She looked him up on her phone’s internet and stared at his photos. Following an intuitive haunch, she called Empress Aveena. She didn’t even know if the woman was still in business. Mistress Lin hadn’t worked at the Red Room since she was eighteen.

“Hello?” a woman asked.

“Hi, is this Empress Aveena?”

There was a pause on the other end of the line.

“I’m sorry. Who is this calling?”

Mistress Lin smiled. She’d recognize that snarky voice anywhere.

“It’s Mistress Lin. Daughter of the infamous Mistress Meng.”

“Mistress Lin! How are you? It’s been so many years. Are you back in Shanghai?”

“No, I’m in Beijing. Listen, I have a huge favor to ask of you. Are you some place you can get online?”

“Yeah, I’m right beside a computer. Why?”

“I have a slave who’s a very successful CEO. He’s trying to complete a major business deal right now, and we’re getting some pushback. Can you tell me if a Mr. Hán of Imperial Enterprises was ever a client of the Red Room? I can send you a link to show you what he looks like.”

“Sweetie, that’s not something I can openly discuss.”

“Maybe I can make it worth your while.”
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Bret pushed away the covers. It was late, but he still couldn’t sleep. He looked at the nude girl sleeping in his bed and shook his head. She was a gorgeous woman and could suck dick as well as a pornstar, but something was missing. Stepping out to the patio, he lit a cigarette and thought about Mistress Lin. He couldn’t get the enigmatic woman out of his mind. Even during sex, he kept reflecting on the way she had humiliated him. And despite bringing his recent lay to a couple of orgasms, he struggled to stay hard, as he kept doubting his abilities.

Mistress Lin was more than just an eye-catching woman with a keen sense of fashion. He’d never meet anyone so confident and demanding. Most women in Vegas giggled and chased after him. Yawn. He’d fuck them, and they’d scream his name. It was all too easy and shallow. He felt lost. Maybe he’d go for a late night spin on his bike to clear his mind. Staring at the chrome of the moon, his phone rang.

“Who the hell is calling me at this hour?” he muttered to himself.

He stared at the caller ID. It was a long series of numbers he didn’t recognize. He figured it was probably some Indian call center trying to sell him on satellite TV. Still, something urged him to answer the call.

“This is Bret.”

“Hello, Bret. Been a good boy?”

Her angelic, yet condescending, voice got him hard in an instant. He closed the sliding glass door and stepped farther away from the house.

“Lin?”

“That’s Mistress Lin to you. How’s the self-imposed chastity going? Have you been able to go the last couple of days without spilling your load?”

He stared back at the house. “Not exactly. I’ve had some slips.”

Her sinister laugh shook him to the core. “I don’t even think it’s been a whole forty-eight hours. You boys are all the same. Totally out of control. You’re letting that dick of yours rule your life. It’s too bad. I was hoping to ride a sturdy cock when I got back from China. Guess I’ll have to find someone else.”

He grabbed his stiff cock and squeezed the head. If she were here in front of him, he’d throw that whore off his bed and give it to Mistress Lin like she’d never been fucked before. 

“Hey, I can keep it up,” he insisted. “The other night was a freak occurrence. I’m not good at fucking someone with others watching, and using that desensitizing gel was real messed up.”

Bret listened to the tsk, tsk sounds Mistress Lin made.

“Excuses, excuses, Bret. Your cock was like over-cooked penne. Well, in your case maybe rigatoni. You are on the large size. Nevertheless, no one wants to fuck a wet noodle. Eww.”

Bret realized he was stroking his cock through his pants. He hoped the neighbors weren’t watching. 

“If you’re serious about serving me, I have a simple solution, Bret.”

“Serve you? What the hell does that mean?”

“I have an opening. I’m looking for a sex slave. Someone who can get his cock hard at any moment and who can fuck me for as long as I want. It requires stamina, loyalty, and chastity. There’ll be no masturbation allowed between sex bouts with me. But I wouldn’t worry. I have a very high sex drive.”

Bret felt precum stain his boxers. The proposal was insane. He was a real man who could fuck any woman on the Strip that he wanted. Yet, he couldn’t deny that no one got his blood pumping like Mistress Lin. “So what do I have to do?”

“I need you to go measure your cock. I want to know your length and girth, both flaccid and erect. Measure three times to make sure you get it right. After you’ve done that, send me a text with the measurements. Then I want you to get yourself tested for every STD in existence. You’ll keep a copy of the results to give to me when I get back.”

“What do you need my measurements for?”

“Oh, and another attribute my sex slave needs to possess is the ability not to question my every fucking command. Just do what I say.”

The call ended.

“Holy shit,” Bret muttered.

He slipped back into the house and headed for the garage. He was pretty sure there was a tape measure in one of his toolboxes.


13










Peter sat with David in the Executive Lounge on the twenty-ninth floor of the hotel.

“Are we still set to go public?” David asked.

“I talked to Goldman Sachs. They’ve agreed to underwrite the IPO. They’re waiting until we get this deal done, though.”

“Good.” David scratched his chin. “So, I don’t mean to get in to your personal affairs, but I have to ask the obvious. Who is this Lin Meng woman? Is she like your new girlfriend or something? Or is she someone you just hired to help out since she’s a local expert?”

Peter had anticipated the question for some time and had been debating how to properly handle it. “She’s someone I hired recently, but she’s an old trusted friend.”

“So this isn’t a temporary employee?”

“Maybe. I’m not sure.”

“And what’s her background?”

“She’s an entrepreneur. David, just trust me on this one. Mistr—I mean Ms. Meng can be trusted. She’ll prove her worth.”

Peter couldn’t hide the exploding blush on his face at almost saying Mistress. While David was no fool, Peter didn’t think he’d be able to figure out what was really going on between him and Mistress Lin. It was such an uncanny arrangement that Peter could hardly wrap his mind around it.

“I want to see her resumé and run a background check on her,” David insisted.

“Don’t you trust me?”

“You know I trust you, Peter, but she’s a fucking chick, man. What happens if she gets her period during a big deal? Besides, she’s probably about to pump out a couple of kids. She’s right at that age.”

Peter sat his drink down before it shattered in his grip. He knew David wasn’t fond of placing women in high management positions, but he’d never heard him speak with such unfiltered sexism.

“Didn’t take you for a misogynist, David.”

David laughed. “Come on, Peter. You know what I mean. Women are good for some things. Business is a man’s world. It’s cutthroat and cruel.”

“Yes, it is.” Peter stood. “I have to go. I’ll see you in a couple of hours.”

“Cool. We’ll meet in the lobby around six.”

Peter decided it best not to make a scene. He’d handle David later. First, he needed to get this deal done. He rode the elevator back to his floor and entered the room. Mistress Lin was just getting off the telephone.

“That was Bret calling, slave. He should be texting me his measurements in a few minutes.”

“Measurements?”

“To his cock. I need a belt made for him exactly like yours. Do you think you can expedite the process and get it shipped to his house before we get back?”

Peter shook his head. “I don’t know. Graphene isn’t easy to come by. I’ll send our manufacturing department an email to see what they have in inventory. They’re located in California, so I won’t get an answer for several hours.”

“That’s fine. When you’re done, I have a surprise for you in the bathroom.”

Peter pecked out a quick email. Mistress Lin’s surprises always got his heart racing. He just hoped it wasn’t anything that would interfere with tonight. He needed this dinner to go perfectly. His whole company depended upon this one meeting.

When he stepped into the bathroom, he smiled. Hanging on the shower curtain was an exquisite set of La Perla lingerie.

“Don’t get too excited, slave. I’m not the one wearing this tonight.”

Peter’s mouth dropped open. He’d always told Mistress Lin that he wasn’t into feminization. He reminded himself that he was no longer a paying client. Well, he was paying, but his client status had been upgraded. His servitude to her was no longer about his kinks.

He stared at the pink satin bra and panties. Beside them was a matching pair of hose and garters. Despite not being into feminization, he felt his cock press against his chastity belt.

“You want me to put this on now?”

“Of course, silly. But first we have to shave your legs. You’re as hairy as Bigfoot.”

Peter tucked his knees together. “Shave my legs?”

“Oh, come on, Peter. Are you honestly telling me that you never shaved your legs when you swam in college?”

“That was different. I had a reason.”

“So I’m not an adequate enough reason?”

“No, Mistress. I didn’t mean it like that.”

“Good. I’ll get you a razor. I trust you remember how it’s done.”

It had been years since Peter had shaved his legs. Mistress Lin provided him with a Venus razor. He was surprised by how easily it slid along his bony shin. Didn’t nick himself once.

“Wow, this razor sure beats the single blades I used in college.”

“You’ll also find that you’re much cooler in the summer. I know you think you’re not into feminization, but I think you’re going to warm up to the idea. I’ve known more than a few slaves who have fallen in love with the process of embracing their femininity despite their initial doubts. And it’s a constant reminder that you aren’t a man.”

Peter washed off the shaving cream. His legs were so smooth they reflected the overhead light.

“Don’t forget your chest. In time, we’ll shave your arms as well. Once you become accustomed to feminization, I think you’ll be begging me to go further.”

Peter doubted that. Shaving his chest required almost half the bottle of shaving cream. He had a small bushel covering his pecs. When he looked in the mirror, he was surprised by how much younger he appeared.

“I ordered the panties one size larger than what I think will fit you in order to compensate for your chastity belt. Come try them on.”

Peter stepped out of the bathroom carrying his new lingerie set and joined her by the bed.

“The first thing we need to decide is whether you want your panties to go over or under your garters. In ads, women always put their panties below the garters, but most women just slide them over their garters for convenience. That way, they don’t have to unclip their garters to pee or when a guy is about to fuck them.”

“I guess that’s fine.”

“Of course, as a sissy slave, you should really try to go above and beyond to appear as womanly as possible. Convenience doesn’t always equate to sexy, and I think panties under the garters looks really cute. Besides, it will be good practice for you to learn how to unclip your garters.”

Peter’s cheeks heated at the thought of him sitting in a stall and unclipping pink garters. It was already bad enough that the chastity belt forced him to sit down to pee like a girl.

The panties were so soft to the touch that when he pulled them up to his waist, he wished he didn’t have to wear the chastity belt so he could feel them against his cock and balls.

Mistress Lin inspected him. “There’s a good size bulge, but it’s better than I expected. At least the panties fit. I think we need to have your chastity belt redesigned so that it gives you a more womanly figure. We could probably tuck the penis tube to point more toward your ass and have your balls resting on the sides. That would probably free up an inch or so.”

God, she was wicked. Peter knew this was why he could never serve someone else. Mistress Lin always knew what buttons to press, and she had an instinctive understanding at what pace and direction he needed to be pushed in.

The hosiery tickled him as it unrolled against his smooth legs. The lace tips ended midway up his thighs. Mistress Lin helped him position the garter belt over the waist piece of his chastity belt and showed him how to clip the garters to the hose.

“I like that it hides your chastity belt. You can barely tell there’s anything under there.”

Peter didn’t know what he felt. In one sense, wearing elegant women’s lingerie felt ridiculous. But he knew that was just his preconceived notions of what a man was supposed to wear. He was only placing fabric on his body. There shouldn’t have been anything taboo about it.

“Putting on a bra takes some practice,” Mistress Lin said. “I’ll show you a trick that will help until you become a pro.”

She clipped the rear strap of the bra together and told him to step into the bra. Peter didn’t know what she was doing, but when she slid the bra up his legs and past his waist, he figured out the trick.

“See? Now you just need to thread your arms through the straps.”

When the bra straps settled over his shoulders, Peter felt an electric charge pulse through his body. He ran his hands along the bra cups. “Do you think anyone will notice?”

The cups had a fair amount of lift and padding to them. Peter wasn’t sure that his undershirt and dress shirt would be enough to flatten the bra.

“Oh, I doubt it,” Mistress Lin said casually. “And if anyone does notice a couple of peaks sticking out of your shirt, I’m sure they’ll think you’ve just put on some weight.” She poked him in the belly. “You have put on some fat during the last year. I’ll have to put you on a diet. Bikini season is just around the corner!”

Peter shuddered. He didn’t want to admit it, but the risk of knowing people might be able to tell that he was wearing a bra excited him. Taking that chance during such an important business meeting only raised the stakes. There was some serious heat and stress building beneath his satin panties.

His feminine undergarments were hidden when he put on the charcoal pants and dress shirt. Peter was somewhat disappointed by how manly he looked after throwing on a tie and a jacket. He was still the handsome businessman that women would gush over, the young entrepreneur that gossip magazines would write about. The newcomers to Palo Alto and Silicon Valley would look to him as the example to immolate. Models and up-and-coming actresses would eye him as their springboard to stardom and wealth. His double life would go on. Perhaps this was okay, he told himself. The world didn’t need to know who he really was. His mistress knew and that was the most important thing.

He stepped into his Salvatore Ferragamo dress shoes and waited for his mistress. When she sauntered out of the bathroom, Peter struggled to breathe. He’d seen her dressed to the nines more times than he could count. Nevertheless, in the super short cheongsam dress, Mistress Lin could have caused traffic accidents just by strolling down the sidewalk. Peter didn’t think the pink color of the dress was by accident.

“I thought it would be fun if we matched,” she said.

A coy smile crept on his face. “There’s no way I could ever match you.”

“That’s not the point. Embracing your feminine side isn’t always about passing as a woman. It’s about discovering the woman inside of you. All men have the genes of their mothers buried within them. Feminization is about bringing them to the surface and embracing their beauty. So much of patriarchal society is focused on men suppressing their inner femininity. Feminization allows you to set your inner woman free.”

Peter was surprised Mistress Lin allowed him to hold her hand as they left the room and descended the elevator. Pretending to be her boyfriend was always a rush for him. Of all the women he’d ever taken out on the town, none could cause more heads to turn than Mistress Lin.

David waved to them from a sofa in the lobby. “The limo is waiting out front.”

Peter could barely look at the man. His chauvinistic ways were slightly amusing when they were directed at other women. Peter was used to the bros and the frats and the prepsters he’d grown up around. But Mistress Lin was off limits. Watching David’s eyes look her up and down like he wanted to bend her over and ram his cock into her forbidden pussy made him squeeze his fists. He wished he had mentioned this problem to her beforehand. Still, he figured she took note of David’s eye fucking. Very little ever went unnoticed by Mistress Lin.

“Lead the way,” Peter said in a measured tone.

David walked out first. He didn’t even bother to hold the door for Mistress Lin. Peter caught the door before it slammed into her face. As the cool night air swept past them, he grabbed her by the arm.

Whispered, “I need to talk to you about David.”

“I’m quite aware. Don’t worry. I see the distress in your face. Play it cool for now, and we’ll discuss it after dinner.”

Peter smiled and pulled back the door. She was always operating several steps ahead of him. He repeated her simple mantra again: Submit and obey. Repeat. Submit and obey. Repeat. Mistress Lin would handle everything else.

Peter helped Mistress Lin into the limo so her short dress wouldn’t flash her goods to David. He knew his COO was eyeing for a peek up her skirt.

“I’m surprised he hasn’t brought up the EPA settlement,” David said as the limo started to pull away. “That was one of his initial concerns.”

“Discussing those matters when first meeting Peter would have been considered very rude in Chinese culture,” Mistress Lin argued. “I’m sure he’ll raise his concerns during dinner.”

“How do we plan to handle it?” David asked. “I already told him the EPA is a blood sucking organization hell bent on destroying free enterprise with their endless regulations.”

“We’ll tell him we paid our fines and changed our policies to ensure it doesn’t happen again,” Peter said.

“If Mr. Hán balks at the deal,” Mistress Lin said, “I’ll speak to him privately. I think he and I can come to a mutual understanding.”

“How the hell do plan on achieving that?” David asked.

“I have my ways.”

Peter figured David probably thought she was going to suck his dick. The thought unnerved him. If David only knew what a goddess she was. That man would never be close to a woman as supreme as Mistress Lin.

Reverent red lights donned the Lost Heaven restaurant. The stately building stood like a palace amidst a sea of tawdry commerce.

“I love this place,” Mistress Lin said. “There’s one in Shanghai that I used to eat at all the time.”

They entered Lost Heaven. Soft rosy lights produced an elegant, romantic theme. Mr. Hán greeted them as they entered. Peter didn’t see his other executives with him.

“Is it just the four of us?” Peter asked.

“Yes,” Mr. Hán said. “I wanted to speak to the three of you myself. Come. I have a quiet table picked out for us.”

Peter took his mistress’ hand and followed Mr. Hán to the rear of the restaurant. As he sat, Peter could feel the straps of the bra shift on his chest. He made sure his shirt was tucked in so that his panties didn’t show above the back of his pants. That was all he needed to wreck this deal.

Hardback menus were presented to them.

“If you need any help deciding what to eat, I have several favorites I can suggest,” Mr. Hán said.

“I think it’s these two’s first time, but I’ve actually eaten here many times,” Mistress Lin said. “I grew up in Shanghai where there’s a Lost Heaven.”

Mr. Hán smiled. “I was wondering if you were raised in China or the States. I meant to ask you before. I spent a couple of years in Shanghai as well. What made you want to leave and go to America?”

Peter wasn’t worried with how she would handle the question. Mistress Lin was always tactful about her job. Dommes who saw CEOs or politicians understood the importance of being discreet and maintaining confidentiality of their clients.

“I had a small business that I started in Shanghai, but I realized it would be more profitable if I moved it to the US.”

Mr. Hán nodded. “That’s the way it is these days. Everyone is going international. Doesn’t matter if it’s a conglomerate or a one-shop operation.”

The waiter came by, and Mr. Hán placed their drink orders.

“I’ll be candid with you three,” Mr. Hán stated when the waiter was out of earshot. “I have made a decision, but I still have concerns. How do you think this EPA settlement could affect the stock price? Do you think there are more settlements on the way?”

“We paid our fines, and we’ve made several policy changes to ensure it doesn’t happen in the future,” Peter said. “I don’t think it’s a concern of Wall Street’s. We’ve already taken the hit on our balance sheet. Our auditors are fine with the way we’ve recorded it. We also brought on several former EPA officials into our company to make sure we’re going above and beyond the law from here on out.”

“That’s good to hear. And the underwriters are still ready to go?”

“They’re just waiting on us to come to a mutual agreement.”

Mr. Hán didn’t say anything more until dinner was served and they had eaten. Peter was glad. He was so famished he could barely think straight.

Mr. Hán cleared his plate and folded his napkin, placing it against the table. “So, I know we offered to sell our shares to you at twice what you were asking. After much debate, I’ve decided to reconsider.” Peter smiled. Finally the man was coming to his senses. “Therefore, I will meet you in the middle. I think that’s a fair number for both of us.”

Peter and David exchanged glances. 

“You’re offering us a price that’s fifty percent higher than what we offered. And you think that’s a good deal?” Peter asked. “This isn’t a number that we just randomly came up with. We conducted an extensive valuation of your company using your own financial records with one of the Big Four accounting firms. The price we offered is very fair. I don’t know where in the world you’re coming up with a fifty percent markup.”

Mr. Hán grinned. “My boy, there is one input that your bean counters forgot to include.”

“What’s that?” Peter asked.

“Desperation.”

Peter pushed back his chair. He wasn’t going to be patronized. To hell with China. He’d expand into South America. All it took there were a couple of Coronas and a sombrero. “This is bullshit.”

David stood with him. “Good luck with your company, Mr. Hán. You’re going to need it.”

“May I have a word with you alone,” Mistress Lin said.

“For a pretty woman?” Mr. Hán said. “Absolutely.”




***




Mistress Lin walked with Mr. Hán through a courtyard outside of the restaurant.

“So how long have you been in America?” Mr. Hán asked.

“About three years.”

“And you like it?”

“Honestly, I’m away as much as I’m there. I still spend a lot of time in China. I also spend a fair amount of the year in Dubai and London. A few months ago, I was in Cape Town for a few weeks.”

“My, my. Your business does get you around. I think you have a more hectic travel schedule than myself. May I ask what it is that you do?”

Mistress Lin smiled even though she didn’t think he could see her face in the dim lights of the courtyard. “First, answer a question of mine. When you were in Shanghai, did you ever frequent Old City?”

Mr. Hán stopped walking. In the red glow shining from the orbs strung above them, she could just make out those wrinkly lines of his face becoming tense.

“I frequented many districts in Shanghai. I’m sure I passed through Old City from time to time.”

“What about the Red Room?”

Even in the poor lighting, the terror on his face was paramount. Her memory of the man was faint. He wasn’t one of her clients. She only thought he might have been a face she saw pass through the infamous club. Empress Aveena didn’t need one second of recollection. She remembered the man all too well. “I could name the fetishes he wasn’t into on one hand,” Empress Aveena had told her. “One of my best paying clients ever. Stopped by two, sometimes three times a week. Love getting dressed up like a schoolgirl and taking a spanking over my knees.”

Mistress Lin produced a picture of Mr. Hán bent over a sawhorse, tied down by all limbs, sucking a red strap-on like he was the biggest slut in Shanghai. Blackmail wasn’t her thing, and she used to despise Empress Aveena for keeping records of her clients. Perhaps her mentor was shrewder than she had realized.

“How . . .?” Mr. Han choked on his words as if Mistress Lin had just shoved that giant strap-on back down his throat.

“I’ll ask that you reconsider our original offer. Otherwise, this picture, along with many more, will be emailed to everyone on your staff along with all of your competitors and the Chinese gossip columnists. And of course, your wife. Not that she doesn’t already know what a sissy you are.”




***




“Would you quit pacing?” Peter said. “You’re making me nervous.”

David paused for a second and then resumed walking back and forth. “What do you think she’s discussing with him? What if she’s a corporate spy? Maybe she’s actually working for him. That happens nowadays.”

“She’s not a spy.”

“Who is this woman, Peter? I get that’s she’s hot stuff. You can bang whomever you’d like but don’t involve your flings in company business.”

David was testing the last of Peter’s patience. He wanted so badly to remind him that the entire reason she was in Beijing in the first place was because David couldn’t close the deal. The Chinese were tough, but they weren’t that difficult.  Peter had single-handedly dealt with Putin, and that was when the Russian President wouldn’t even talk to Obama.

“David, I’m asking you to respect Ms. Meng in the same manner that I’ve requested of Mr. Hán. If you can’t do that, you and I may have difficulty working together.”

“What’s that supposed to mean?”

Figure it out, Peter thought.

Before he could respond, Mistress Lin and Mr. Hán entered the restaurant. From the smile on Mistress Lin’s face, it looked as though the negotiations went well. And from the bewildered, rubicund expression on Mr. Hán’s face, it looked as though the negotiations went very well.

“Mr. Hán has an announcement to make,” Mistress Lin stated.

Mr. Hán didn’t appear so exuberant. With his hands stuffed in his pockets and his head held low enough to be mistaken for a bow, he said, “I think your original offer was a fair price. I’d be happy to accept.”

Peter and David high fived each other and demanded the finest champagne be brought out at once. Mr. Hán had little to celebrate, but he drank faster than anyone else.

After the third glass, Peter threw his arm around Mr. Hán. “I want you to know that I’m serious about taking care of your company. You’ll be proud of what we do with it, and you’ll really enjoy watching your share of the stock soar. Don’t sell after the lock-up period has expired, okay? Hey, maybe I can give you a spot on the board for the new China division. We could use some experienced leadership.”

Mr. Hán turned toward Mistress Lin. “Perhaps. I’ll have to evaluate my options.”

They continued drinking until a second bottle was emptied. Mistress Lin advised that they start back.

“Yeah, I guess it’s time we get back to our rooms,” Peter agreed. “I’ve got to get on the phone to have our legal department revise the final contract. I’ll add in the part about us not liquidating your company, Mr. Hán. Is a five-year restriction good enough for you? We hope to never liquidate, but I want to give you enough time to ease your concerns.”

“That’s fine,” he said, killing the remains of his champagne. “Just give me the contract so I can sign it.”

“Awesome.”

Peter sobered up on the ride home. By the time he walked into the hotel room, he was so exhausted that he just wanted to sleep. Yet with the excitement of the deal, he knew he’d be lucky to sleep more than a few hours.

“Okay, so I have to ask,” Peter said. “What in the world did you say to Mr. Hán?”

Mistress Lin considered the question. “Let’s just say I made him an offer he couldn’t refuse.”

“I guess so. I must admit. When I brought you out here, I had my doubts.”

Peter hoped she didn’t take offense to the comment.

“I know you did. All slaves doubt their mistresses at first. Trust isn’t something a sub should give a woman just because she has a fancy website or looks good holding a whip while donned in latex. The same is true for slavery. It makes me sick when a sub declares he’s my slave after first meeting me. I know those subs are fakes. Slavery is a gift, same as trust. Do you trust me, Peter?”

“More so everyday. At first, I trusted you with my fetishes, but now I feel like I can trust you with . . . well, anything.”

“Good. And do you trust David?”

Peter sighed. “It’s like I don’t know the man anymore. Actually that’s not true. I think being around you is teaching me what a scumbag he has always been. Maybe that’s too harsh to say. David just doesn’t understand women like I do. He doesn’t worship them. They’re objects for him to play with.”

“Are you comfortable with having someone like that on your staff?”

“I was able to put up with that part of David until he started making comments about you. I was so angry that I wanted to knock him out in the restaurant.”

“I know. I could see it on your face when I returned from my talk with Mr. Hán. So what are you going to do about it?”

“You want to know my initial reaction? I thought about firing him and hiring you in his place.” Peter chuckled. “I know you’re probably not looking to get into the corporate world, but so far, you’ve done exceptionally well. And I trust you. In business, trust is everything.”

She started to unbutton his shirt. “That’s good to hear. I want you to trust me with more than just your body. Every man needs a strong woman to guide him. The more powerful the man, the stronger the woman must be.”

Her fingers snapped the front of his bra. Peter had almost forgotten about the lingerie he was wearing.

“I want you to guide me,” he said. “And to discipline me when I need it. I’ve been lost my whole life. Never feeling fulfilled. As if a piece of my soul were missing.”

She didn’t need to give orders. Her hands did all the talking. She removed the rest of his masculine attire and bent him over the bed. 

He listened to her dress slide away from her body and imagined her perfect figure standing behind him. The lights were shut off. Only the gleam of the metropolis showed through the window, casting lengthy shadows off the curtains. Indistinguishable noises continued behind him. He didn’t turn to look. Peter trusted his mistress. Whatever she was up to was for his own good.

The pink pair of panties he wore was lowered to around his ankles. He started to step out of them.

“Leave them there,” Mistress Lin said. “They look cute at your feet.”

She pushed against his back until his chest rested against the sheets of the bed. Not a worry in Peter’s mind. He was in the caring arms of his mistress.

Turning his head to the side, Peter stared out on the skyline of Beijing. It was nothing like Vegas. The calm lights and occasional blink of distant aircraft warning lights were as quiet and as peaceful as his mind. The battle had been won. Every business column in the world would be talking about it in a few hours. They’d call Peter a genius. Compare him to Bill Gates and Henry Ford. Never would they know whose victory it had really been.

A cold, wet probe pressed against his anus. Peter arched his chest.

“Relax,” she told him. “It’s just my cock. It’s double sided so that I also get to feel a cock as I fuck you. Consider this your victory celebration. You always talk about wanting for us to fuck. Tonight your wish is being granted.”

The head of her phallus worked its way inside him. He didn’t know the size, but the burn in his anus suggested something quite large. Of course, they didn’t make small dildos, he realized. Small cocks only came on subs.

She didn’t rush him. He didn’t know how, but she seemed attuned to his every twitch and breath, carefully pushing her cock into him one millimeter at a time. Strange sensations filled him.

With only the head inside of him, he felt the cock being pulled out. Cold liquid filled his hole.

“Just adding some lube,” she explained. “This is going to be a good long fuck. Therefore, I want to make sure it doesn’t get too dry down there. No one likes a dry pussy, do they?”

His voice came out no louder than a whisper. “No, Mistress.” He stared at the city, and internally, he begged her to take him. Ravage him.  He was tired of running and dodging his submissive desires. No matter how many deals he made or industries he conquered, without nurturing his submissive side, Peter knew his existence would be nihilistic. He’d witnessed hotshots in corner offices who’d forgotten what it was to love. Those who’d lost all passions in life.

As the cock reentered his hole, Peter shifted his hips backwards.

“Is my slave trying to fuck my cock?”

“Yes, Mistress. I want you to take me.”

She grabbed him by the garters and pulled him closer. With his ass dilated, the cock entered him with ease. His nerves were so sensitive that he could feel every groove of the phallus. It was so life-like that Peter could detect where veins lifted from the shaft as the strap-on passed deeper into his manpussy.

With every penetration, his manhood was claimed further. Peter opened his legs until the panties around his ankles were about to tear. Like all acts of submission, there was some pain. Peter breathed through it, knowing the rewards far eclipsed any temporary discomfort. This act was an important mark of his mistress’ rule over him. 

He knew David was back in his hotel room talking to the directors at Schmidt Holdings. They’d call Goldman and release the good news to the press. Right now, journalists were typing the story. Peter reflected on this contradiction. As the business world was busy chatting about his expanding power, Peter lay bent over a bed, wearing women’s lingerie in a hotel room, as his mistress fucked him in the ass. He didn’t need to know why the thought made his cock twitch. He just wanted this warm feeling of every submissive fiber in his soul being massaged to continue indefinitely.

She didn’t fuck his brains out like they were in a porn flick with two digits at the end of the title. His mistress took him lovingly and with a passion that alluded to a true love for her subject. He loved her all the more for this. No one could be taught these things. Either a woman understood them or she didn’t.

He thought of a request, but was too afraid to ask. Or perhaps he was just ashamed. When he lifted himself by his elbows, his mistress stopped.

“Something wrong, slave.”

“I was just . . . I don’t know. I was wondering if you would also fuck me while I was on my back.”

“You mean missionary?”

“Yes, Mistress. I know it sounds silly, but I thought it would be romantic.”

He was ashamed of his words as soon as he’d uttered them. Domination wasn’t about romance. Was it?

“I don’t think there’s anything silly about that. I think it sounds like a beautiful exchange.”

And it was. He stepped out of the panties and flipped on his back, finding the pillow to lay his head on. Mistress Lin crawled across the bed, affording Peter a perfect view of her outfit. He almost laughed when he saw her. She was wearing the same lingerie that he was. Her perfect silhouette crawled on top of him. Hands settled against his shoulders.

Peter brought his knees to his chest and opened his ass for her cock. The wet phallus glistened in the soft light. It was every bit as large as Peter had imagined it. The pink strap-on curved like a good erect cock, standing between her legs as a symbol of power and dominance. He wanted that power and dominance to enter him, to fill him, and to conquer him.

Her face neared his own. Lips were so close he could have reached up and kissed them.

“You want me to fuck you like a lover?” she asked.

The beauty of her face stole his breath. He could only manage a weak nod. As her cock entered him, she kissed him, pressing her tongue into his mouth.

“I love you for everything you’ve given me,” she said. “But I want more. I deserve more. It’s my right as a goddess.”

Her words, her beauty, her cock—they entered his mind like a paralyzing drug. The kiss was still so hot on his lips that they trembled.

“I want to give you everything, Mistress Lin. I love you so much.”

“You will fire David and give me his place.”

Her cock pressed against the back of his anal wall.

“In time, you will give me more control until you are working for me.”

Peter didn’t offer a response, and it didn’t appear to him that Mistress Lin was looking for one. She only moved her hips faster, clawing his chest as she brought herself to an orgasm. He watched the most exquisite show on earth. Her neck elongated as her mouth open. Lips drew tight and inward around her teeth. Soft moans that were growing louder every second escaped her mouth. Her cheeks flushed; her eyes glazed.

She rammed the double-sided dildo into his ass and wriggled her hips.

“Damn, I needed that,” she said. Mistress Lin slid her cock out of his ass and told him to shower.

Peter was spent, but he forced himself off of the bed. The marks from the whipping were beginning to subside, but his back still stung when the hot water struck him on the raised welts. Even after two passes of the soap, Peter couldn’t get the oily film of lube out of his ass.

While he was drying himself, Peter noticed a new email on his phone. The guys in Cali had responded to his request for a chastity belt. Peter blushed at the thought of these blue-collar guys in warehouses wondering why Schmidt Holdings was entering the BDSM sex toy market. Diversification was the only reason he had provided. He doubted anyone believed him.

The email told him they could have the belt ready by that afternoon. Peter wrapped the towel around his waist and told Mistress Lin the good news.

“Excellent,” she said. “Here’s Bret’s address. I want this to him today. Is that possible?”

“Maybe. I guess we could put it on the next cargo flight and then have it delivered to his home late at night by one of the company’s drones. We’ve been designing several prototypes for Amazon to use for their deliveries. I can’t give you a one hundred percent guarantee that it will work, but according to the engineers, they could probably get it out to Vegas by tonight.”

“Fine. I’m willing to take the risk. I want to add a note, too.”

Peter emailed the new information to the manufactures and crawled onto the foot of the bed. His ass tingled in a way he figured pussies might after a good fucking. Mistress Lin’s feet kicked him a few times as she slept, but he didn’t mind. Peter knew he was right where he belonged.
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Bret didn’t get home from the tattoo shop until after midnight. He was supposed to head out around eleven, but a regular came in as he was packing up and asked him to tat some Chinese symbols to her neck. As Bret drew out the Chinese symbols of hope, courage, and beauty, he couldn’t take his mind off of Mistress Lin. Was she really serious about making him wear a chastity device? Surely, she didn’t expect him to wear one as restrictive as Peter’s belt. That thing looked like something out of the Middle Ages.

Pulling his bike into the garage, he noticed a package in front of the portico. He killed the engine and threw up the kickstand. Stepping out of the garage, he took a closer look. The package was white with a red bow tied around the box. He thought it was odd that the package had been left on the pathway, as if the deliverer was too timid to step under the portico. Good thing he’d left the sprinkler system off due to Vegas’ water restrictions. Otherwise the package would have been soaked.

He estimated the box to be about three feet wide. To his surprise, it didn’t weigh as much as he thought it should. Closing the garage door, he entered his home and set the box against the kitchen table. There was something special inside all right, and his mind could only think of one thing. Bret paused before it, almost not wanting to look inside. He sensed this was a kind of Pandora’s Box. Whatever he discovered inside would change him forever.

The thump in his chest urged him to take a peek. Pulling the bow loose, he watched it unravel. There was no tape on the box. He opened the top and stared at the Styrofoam peanuts inside. A card sat on top. When he read it, his heart crashed into his chest.




CALL ME WHEN RECEIVED.

M.L.




He didn’t believe it until his hands plunged under the Styrofoam chips and unearthed the package’s contents. The metal belt gleamed under the kitchen light. Bret was captivated by the craftsmanship. This wasn’t some device stamped out on an assembly line. Care and concern had gone into the bent and forged metal as much as the tattoos he inked into his clients. This wasn’t something a kinkster could pick up on the Strip. There was a medical grade quality to the device that both frightened and intrigued him. How such a well-crafted device had been made and delivered to his home all within a day left him nonplussed.

There was a hasp along the belt. He searched through the box and found a lock. Bret continued searching for the key, but after a few minutes of digging through the Styrofoam chips, he realized it had been purposively omitted.

He continued inspecting the belt. A tube ran along the front where he figured his cock was supposed to go. Given the size and backwards curve of the tube, he saw he would have little room to grow. At the rear of the belt, the metal bifurcated before joining again, allowing him space to defecate. He sat the belt against the table as if the instrument offended him. A voice inside of him yelled that he didn’t want anything to do with this, and that if he had any sense at all, he ought to throw this misandristic device into the garbage. Maybe Peter enjoyed having his dick locked away for his perverted fetishes, but Bret was a man’s man. A biker. A tattoo artist. A lady-killer. He smoked Marlboro Reds and drank bourbon. No woman was ever going to claim his manhood. He rarely even went on second dates.

Despite those claims, Bret couldn’t deny the erection pressing against the front of his jeans. Loosening his belt, he reached a hand inside and felt the precum that had stained the front of his briefs.




***




The only view outside the aircraft was the endless blue of the North Pacific Ocean. Mistress Lin turned her head away and took a sip of the fresh orange juice.

“When will you speak to David?” she asked.

She saw him look up from his tablet. He’d spent all morning reading what the papers were writing about his company. Or their company, she reminded herself.

“In a few days. He’s on his way to New York right now to meet with Goldman Sachs. Once we’re approved and the IPO process begins, I’ll speak to David and let the underwriters know that there has been a change in management.”

“And you’re content with this change?”

Peter set down the tablet and crawled in front of her. “It’s a change that’s long overdue. I don’t know anyone else who I’d rather have as my partner in this.”

She brushed his hair and studied him. No one would ever guess that behind the handsome and confident façade that a submissive soul yearned to yield to a superior goddess. Nor would they presume that he wore a lacy set of French lingerie.

“What if I want to be more than just your partner?”

“What do you mean?”

She pulled him by the collar of his shirt until his nose rested between her legs. “You know damn well what I mean. You don’t honestly think I’d be content with being your better half, do you? There can only be one CEO of a company just as there can only be one person in charge of a relationship. Couples always talk about an equal partnership, but in the end, someone has to have the final say in matters.”

“What would that make me? Are you telling me that I’d be your live-in slave?”

She could tell this intrigued Peter. He was so high on submission that he wasn’t even thinking rationally. “I’m not going to have you prance around in a maid’s uniform while I work eighty-hour workweeks to bring home the bacon if that’s what you’re inferring, slave.”

“No. Of course not, Mistress.”

“I’m talking about several years from now. At first, the company will need your guidance and face to usher them through the transition. However, I plan to take on a more active role with each passing day. In time, you will defer to me and only me. Are you prepared to give me this kind of power? Total power exchange is only for the purest slaves.”

Peter seemed to melt between her legs, burying his head against her thighs. When he looked up at her, tears stood in his eyes. “I’m ready, Mistress Lin. I want you to take control of me and to never let go.”

She kissed his head. “Don’t be silly, slave. I’ll never let you go as long as you are serving me to the best of your ability. But remember that my expectations are very high. I will take you to the absolute edge, right up to your breaking point. All you have to do is submit and obey.”

“Then repeat,” he said, smiling.

Her phone rang. “Looks like someone has received his package. Excuse me.”

She took her phone and answered the call in the bedroom at the rear of the plane.

“So that’s what you needed my measurements for,” Bret said. “I figured you weren’t ordering me a pair of pants.”

“Have you tried it on yet?”

“Yeah. After pacing the kitchen for half an hour, I finally tried it out. Minus the lock, of course.”

“And?”

“This sucker’s restrictive. There’s no doubt about that. I think I’d have a harder time cutting through this thing than I would the muffler on my bike.”

“I can assure you of that. I won’t go into all the technology, but let me assure you that there is no blade you could find at any store or hospital that could remove that belt. Trust me. You’ve got some space age, NASA gear in front of you. Or around you. Are you wearing it now?”

“Yeah. I—”

“The proper response is, ‘Yes, Mistress.’ ”

“Sorry. Yes, Mistress. I wanted to see what the belt felt like to wear for a while. I’m surprised it’s so lightweight and comfortable. Looked pretty medieval when I first took it out of the box.”

“Yes, it’s made of only the finest materials.  You shouldn’t experience any chafing or other discomfort. You’re very lucky. I’ve seen mistresses force their subs to wear very crude devices. You’ll have to thank Peter when we get back.”

“Where are you now?”

“Flying back. We’re somewhere over the Pacific.”

“Wow, and you’re able to talk to me?”

Mistress Lin laughed. “I’m in a Gulfstream jet. We have satellite capabilities. You didn’t think I was flying coach, did you?”

“Hey, I’m just a tattoo artist. I don’t know anything about fancy jets. I fly Southwest. How long of a flight is it from China?”

“Twelve hours in the Gulfstream. I think we’re about halfway back. What time is it in Vegas? I’m racing through time zones.”

“Almost one in the morning. I’m about to hit the sack.”

“What are you wearing to bed?”

Bret chuckled. “Are you asking if I’m going to wear the chastity belt while I sleep?”

“You tell me.”

“I guess I’ll give it a test run. Without the lock on, I can always take it off.”

“Bret, there are no test runs in my world. Either lock that sucker up or place it back in the box and mark ‘return to sender’. Decide now.”

“Hey, you just threw this on me. Give me a night to think about it.”

“You’ve had days. Don’t act like you didn’t know a chastity device was in the works. You tried to remain abstinent on your own, and as I predicted, you failed. Now we’re doing things my way or we aren’t doing them at all. There are plenty of other men on fast bikes willing to take your place. Don’t think you’re special.”

The silence on the other end of the phone told her she had struck a nerve. Bret was a lot like Peter had been a few years back—proud, arrogant, confused. Mistress Lin knew just how to attack these submissive types.

“Before you decide, Bret, answer me one question. What did you feel when you put the belt on you?”

“Um. It was cold at first. And it was very tight around my waist.”

“No, what I mean to ask is what did you feel inside?”

“I’m not sure. My heart was beating really fast, so I guess I was excited.”

“Did you get hard?”

With the quiet pause, Mistress Lin imagined Bret blushing.

“Yes, Mistress. I couldn’t get the belt on at first because of that. My cock was too stiff to bend into the tube.”

Mistress Lin covered a laugh as she imagined Bret trying to squeeze his stiffy through the steel tube. And he was actually trying to deny his desire to wear the belt? She shook her head. Subs were so silly sometimes.

“I think that’s all the proof you need, Bret. You know what will really get your heart racing?”

“What’s that?”

“If you put on the lock. I guarantee you that your cock will want to get hard after that.”

“I know it will. That’s what worries me.”

“No need to worry. I’ll be home by the time you wake up. Give me a day to rest, and I’ll stop by and check up on you. Surely you can survive that long in chastity.”

“I suppose so.”

“Don’t suppose. Just slap that lock on and clink it shut. Also, text me a pic. I want proof that your dick is locked away.”

Static interrupted the call.

“You still there, Bret?”

The phone beeped and a message alerted her that the call was dead.

Damn. I almost had him.

She returned to the cabin.

“Good news,” Peter said. “David sent the contract to Goldman, and they’re starting on the underwriting.”

“Now? Isn’t it in the middle of the night?”

“Yeah, but they’re investment bankers. Those guys never sleep.”

“Perfect. Will you have the day off when we return to Vegas?”

“Yeah. I think I’ve earned my last couple of days of vacation.”

Mistress Lin’s phone chirped. She stared at the screen and saw that she had a new message. She opened it and smiled. Bret had sent her a picture of his cock locked away in the chastity belt. At the front of the belt sat the lock securely shut along the hasp.

“When we get back to Vegas, you and I are going on a little field trip,” she said. “I think it’s about time you get a tattoo to mark your submission to me.”

Peter’s face turned pale. She knew he detested tattoos and feared needles. The thought of him being permanently branded for her was already getting her wet. The only thing to decide was what kind of tattoo to get Peter and where to place it on his body. Mistress Lin had all sorts of ideas and each one got her wetter than the last.
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When they returned to the Palms, they were both so tired that they spent the day lounging by the pool. Well, Mistress Lin did most of the lounging. Peter was busy running cold drinks to his mistress and fanning her with a palm branch while she worked on her tan. 

The next morning they ate a quick breakfast before heading out to visit Bret. Mistress Lin called Bret to make sure he had a tattoo gun at home and some ink. She seemed so excited that she could barely eat. Peter struggled to eat as well, though for very different reasons. Just the sound of a tattoo gun made him squirm.

“Hurry up, slave. The morning traffic is going to be terrible. I want to get to Bret’s place before noon.”

“What kind of tattoo am I getting, Mistress? You know I really don’t like them.”

“I don’t know. Stop worrying. Just finish your food and trust me.”

He shoved the rest of the food into his mouth and cleared the plates away. Peter knew it wasn’t a coincidence that she was making him submit to one of his hard limits immediately after giving himself over to her. This was a test, and if he truly wanted to serve Mistress Lin for the rest of his life, it would be one that he’d have to get through.

Peter called the GM and ordered a limo to be pulled out front.

“I don’t think that’s going to work,” the GM said. “We’ll have to take you out through the garage.”

“Why is that?”

“There’s horde of reporters out front. I told them it was private property and called the police, but they’re still camped out by the sidewalk. They want to interview you about your big acquisition.”

“How the hell do they know I’m here?”

“I didn’t tell anyone, Mr. Schmidt. Neither did anyone on my staff. I’m sure you’ve ran into a few people since you’ve been gone.”

Peter knew what the GM was really saying: “Hey, you’re the one jet-setting around the world with your hot piece of tail. What did you think was going to happen?”

There was no sense in blaming the GM. It wasn’t his fault.

“Fine. Have the limo ready in the garage. We’ll be heading to North Los Vegas.”

He ended the call and waited downstairs for his mistress. Sitting on the sofa, Peter couldn’t keep still. His mind kept envisioning the gun and the needle stabbing at his skin a thousand times a minute.

“Ready to go?” Mistress Lin cheerfully asked from the top of the stairs.

Peter’s feet bounced up and down. “I don’t know if I can go through with this.”

She sauntered down the stairs and stood by his side. “Which part is bothering you? If the pain has you concerned, don’t worry. I’ve given you far worse.”

“It’s not that.”

“I see. My slave is willing to make a lifelong pledge to me verbally, but he can’t back it up with a smudge of ink. Well, you have the car ride to decide how serious you are about serving me.”

Peter nodded. He told himself to stop living in the future. Part of submission was about staying in the moment and being present. He knew this wouldn’t be the last test she put him through. If he chose to serve her, his entire life would be a series of tests to his devotion. As soon as he stopped fighting his will and surrendered to her, he’d find the peace that he’d always discovered through servitude.

“I’m ready to commit myself, Mistress.”

“Good. Then get your butt off that sofa and let’s go. I don’t remember giving you permission to sit on the furniture. As my slave, there are going to be a lot of changes that you will need to get accustomed to obeying.”




***




On a good day, Peter estimated the drive to Bret’s address would take about thirty minutes. The limo trundled through a clog of traffic. After an hour, they pulled into the driveway. For Peter, the drive had gone by in a blink. He still wasn’t any braver about what was to come.

Mistress Lin popped open the back door. “Let’s go, slave.”

Peter scrambled out of the limo to assist his mistress. He wasn’t going to let the driver do his job for him. This was the day that he committed his life to her dominance.

A pueblo style home with a single garage stood in front of him. The garage door was raised with a Harley Davidson sitting inside. He helped his mistress out of the limo and told the driver to wait for them. 

“We may be a while,” Peter said, the fear thick in his voice.

They passed through the garage. Several Craftsman cabinets lined the wall. A pegboard held what Peter thought was close to every size wrench in existence. A couple of dirty power saws were stacked on top of one another near a door. Bret was definitely a man’s man, Peter realized. He couldn’t remember the last time he did something productive with his hands besides add his signature to contracts. He knew the difference between a slotted screwdriver and a Phillips one, but that was about the extent of his handyman knowledge.

The door next to the power saws swung open. Bret stood in a white tank top and a pair of jeans. He lifted the Oakleys covering his eyes and nodded to Mistress Lin.

“Hello, Bret!” she said. “Thanks for having us over. How’s the belt feeling?”

Bret glanced over at Peter, his cheeks flushing. “It’s fine. Barely noticeable.”

“Oh, good. In that case, I won’t have to remove it for a while. If Peter can go a month in chastity, I’m sure you can too.”

Bret stepped aside as Mistress Lin and Peter entered.

“A month? Hold on, I thought you said a couple of days.”

Mistress Lin turned and glared at Bret. Peter knew the look. If Bret had any sense, Peter knew he had better shut up in a hurry.

“Did I? Sometimes I misspeak. What I meant to say was that in order to fuck me you need to go at least a week in chastity. Take note of the phrase ‘at least’. After your initial period of chastity, I will evaluate your stamina. Some men lose their stamina after being in chastity. I won’t have any minutemen near my goods. After a week, we’ll see how you’re doing. I always make sure my boys are doing well, so no need to get your panties in a bunch. Just ask Peter.”

Bret didn’t ask Peter, and Peter didn’t offer up any words of consolation. He didn’t like the idea of sharing his mistress. Peter knew it was a selfish thought. He couldn’t expect a domme of Mistress Lin’s quality to have only one slave. 

I can serve her better, though. If this guy is already complaining about a couple of days in chastity, Bret doesn’t stand a chance of making it through all of Mistress Lin’s hurdles.

His thoughts quickly turned elsewhere. Beside the kitchen, the dining room table had been scooted next to the wall. A dentist’s chair remained in its place. A tattoo gun, along with a bunch of bottles of ink, sat on the table. 

Staring at the items, Peter froze.

“You want to do this now?” Bret asked.

“That’s what we’re here for,” Mistress Lin said. “Did you finish the design of the tattoo?”

“Sure did. I’ve got the stencil right over here.”

Mistress Lin told Peter to stay put. “I want this to be a surprise for you, slave.” Peter watched her smile as she studied the drawing. “That’s perfect. And you’re sure it can’t be covered up by an additional tattoo?”

“Well, in theory, every tattoo can be covered by another one, but there comes a point where it becomes so difficult and cumbersome that, for practical purposes, it can’t be. I do a lot of cover-ups for people unhappy with an old tat. The tattoos people most often want to cover up are the names of lovers they’ve gotten while they were drunk. Since those are often in black ink, they aren’t too difficult. I’ve designed this one to incorporate colors that would make it nearly impossible to ink over. Maybe there’s someone out there who can do it. I know I couldn’t.”

Peter didn’t like the discussion unfolding. The tattoo didn’t sound like one he would be very fond of.

Mistress Lin pouted her lips. “I don’t know. On the way over here, I saw two billboards advertising tattoo removals. Don’t they have all these lasers now that can fry them off?”

Bret grinned. “Yeah, except they don’t work very well. Besides, they hurt like hell. I get a lot of customers who have had those laser treatments, but they still need another tattoo to cover up the remaining image. When you put ink deep enough into your body, it’s hard to get it out. Trust me. I’ve got a few older tats I’m not too proud of, and they aren’t going anywhere any time soon.”

“Fine, Bret. I trust you. You’re one of the best tattoo artists in Vegas.” She turned to Peter. “Why are you looking so coy, slave? Come have a seat in the big chair.” Mistress Lin patted the headrest.

Peter timidly approached the chair and took a seat. His eyes kept shifting to the tattoo gun and the long tip extending out of the grip.

Bret washed his hands in the kitchen sink and grabbed a pair of latex gloves. “Strip and we can get started.” 

“Do I need to take off his chastity belt?” Mistress Lin asked.

“Yeah, it’d make it easier.”

Uh-oh, Peter thought. This definitely didn’t sound good.

After his clothes and belt were removed, Bret doused a couple of cotton balls in rubbing alcohol and wiped down the area between Peter’s belly and groin.

At least the tattoo would be in an area that couldn’t be viewed while wearing regular clothes, Peter told himself. His greatest fear was a tattoo on his face or juggler announcing to the world of his slave status.

Bret spread shaving cream on him and used a razor to remove all of the hair between his belly and groin. He dried the area and rubbed a stick of deodorant across the site.

“What’s that for?” Mistress Lin asked.

“It’s an old trick I learned. The deodorant helps to transfer the ink from the stencil.”

Bret applied the stencil onto Peter’s body like a piece of tape and slowly pulled it away. He began setting out the ink caps and opening several pouches with scary-looking metal pieces.

“Keep your eyes on me, slave,” Mistress Lin said. “I don’t want you getting a sneak peek at what Bret has drawn. This tattoo is to symbolize your eternal devotion to me. Do you know what a collaring ceremony is?”

“I’ve read about them, Mistress.”

“Well, then you know that collars are often given to a sub by his mistress as a symbol of his slavery. The service runs much like a wedding. Vows are exchanged between both the mistress and slave to mark their commitment to one another. The problem with collars is that they aren’t practical to be worn out in public. Especially in your case. Therefore, I’ve come up with my own collaring ceremony. Instead of being fitted with a collar, you’ll wear ink for the rest of your life as a sign of your devotion.”

The tattoo gun roared, the needle shooting out of the tip. 

“I’m ready,” Bret said. “The tat should take about an hour to do. Maybe a little longer depending on the amount of color and shading I decide to throw in. I like to get creative with my work.”

Peter gripped the edge of the armrests as the buzzing needle neared him.

“If you agree with my words, slave, which I know you will, repeat after me. First, I will offer my vows to you. As your mistress, I give you the gift of submission. I promise to always provide you with the discipline, nurturing and special brand of love that a slave requires. Your emotional and physical limits will be tested, but your well-being will always be looked after.

“If you accept my gift, repeat the following vow: I accept the gift of submission and commit myself to your governance.”

The gun roared again. Staring into his mistress’ eyes, he repeated the vow and reminded himself of the simple mantra she had given him before: Submit and obey. Repeat. Submit and obey. Repeat. He lost himself in those words and the commitment he had just made.

The needle scratched across the skin between his belly button and cock. Mistress Lin was right. She’d dealt far worse to him in the past. He focused on the mantra as the needle slowly worked its way across him. After the outlining was completed, Bret proceeded to shade the tattoo. This felt more like a cat digging its claws into Peter’s lower belly. Still not as bad as getting beaten with a whip, though it wasn’t pleasant. Sweat rolled down the side of his face and chest. The shading went on forever. The only reprieve Peter got was when Bret switched colors. His mistress’ encouraging words kept him going.

“You’re doing great, slave. Remember that this is your symbolic collar. A little bit of pain now is worth a lifetime of servitude.”

Finally, Bret wiped the area clean with a hot towel. “Do you want him to see it before I tape him up?”

“Sure,” Mistress Lin said. “There’s no undoing it at this point.”

Bret laughed. “You got that right.”

Mistress Lin let go of Peter’s chin. He lowered his head and stared at the ink. From his angle, he was reading it backwards and upside down. Nevertheless, it was easy to make out. Scarred above his groin, in cursive, were the words MISTRESS LIN’S PROPERTY with color shading around the letters. Below this, a bar code and the letters SLRN were tattooed followed by a series of numbers: 134-0015867.

“I signed you up for a slave registration number,” Mistress Lin said. “Your submission is official. That barcode isn’t just for looks, either. If Bret didn’t fuck up the design, this should work.” 

She grabbed her cell phone and opened an app. She pointed the camera at the barcode. The phone chimed. She spun the device around. Peter stared at a website that he had never heard of before: The Slave Register. The number on his body stood at the top of the page. Mistress Lin was listed as the owner. 

“Pretty cool, huh?”

Peter shook his head. There was no going back now. Even if he left Mistress Lin’s care and decided to live a normal life, what woman was going to fuck him after she saw that tattoo above his cock? He doubted The Slave Register had any legal authority, but the real life implications were compelling. A million thoughts raced through his head.

“What happens when I go to the doctor’s office for a routine checkup?” he asked.

Mistress Lin frowned. “You’re doubting me already? There are like-minded physicians in practice. Your mistress has thought of all this. I must say, it’s disappointing to hear of your concerns before a proper thank you has even been uttered.”

Falling to his knees, he kissed her heels. “Thank you, Mistress. I’m sorry for doubting you. It’s a beautiful tattoo. I’ll always treasure it as a symbol of my devotion to you.”

She pulled away her heel. “Don’t thank only me. I think Bret also deserves some recognition.”

It almost killed him to turn to Bret and utter a thank you. Peter didn’t know why the man had a smirk on his face. If Bret had more brains than a tattoo artist with a Harley, he would have figured out that a similar fate was awaiting him. And Peter knew that if Bret thought he was strong enough to resist Mistress Lin, he had a rude awakening coming. If there were a submissive behind that burly exterior, he would be powerless to resist her charm.

Bret told him to lie back in the chair so he could tape up the tattoo to prevent any infections from forming. As Bret applied the Saran Wrap, Peter looked into the eyes of his new owner. He knew everything was about to change and the expectations thrilled him.


Epilogue










Several years later . . .




The Bel Air mansion remained dark except for the whisper of light at the end of the hall. 134-0015867 listened to her moaning as he approached. Her cries peaked. Laughter followed. 

The tray rattled in his hands. Outfitted in a maid’s uniform sporting plenty of ruffles, 134-0015867 pushed open the heavy door and slinked into the bedroom.

“Look, Bret. My wine is here. Just on time, slave.”

134-0015867 bowed and set the tray on the bedside table. His eyes were well trained not to look at her. He didn’t notice her satin chemise or the mascara smeared from her lovemaking.

Mistress Lin pushed Bret toward the edge of the bed. “Thank you, sex slave. Wash up and lock yourself back up. I’ll inspect you later to ensure you’re properly chastised. We’ll do this in another month or so.”

“Yes, Mistress. Thank you for allowing me to be of service.”

Bret and his hard cock rolled off the bed. He left for the hall. A shower began running a few minutes later.

134-0015867 kept his eyes to the floor. Out of the corner of his eyes, he watched the wine glass lift.

“Tomorrow we release our quarterly earnings report, slave. Did you see net income?”

“Yes, Mistress.”

“Highest in the company’s history. Not bad for my first year as CEO.”

“You’ve done an excellent job, Mistress.”

She laughed. “Of course, you played a role as well. Without my assistant, I never could have kept all of my meetings straight. I think Mistress Aveena will be pleased too. It was very kind of you to gift her five percent of the company with your own shares as tribute for her role in the acquisition.”

“It’s an honor to serve you both, Mistress.”

By the leash attached to a collar around his neck, she urged him onto the bed.

“I have a mess between my legs, slave. Clean it.”

134-0015867 stared at the creamy sperm leaking out of her pussy. Bret’s sperm. He had been right. Bret didn’t make a good traditional slave. Of course, Mistress Lin had other plans. Plans he never could have envisioned.

She now possessed numerous sex slaves. 134-0015867 wasn’t jealous. As her lowest slave, he’d reached his highest submissive calling.

“Slave, your dinner is getting cold.”

He lowered his head and crawled between her legs, the satin of the maid’s uniform tickling his cock. For the last six months, he’d gone without the chastity belt. Not once had he sprouted an erection without his mistress’ explicit consent. 134-0015867 cleaned her lips and pressed his tongue into her. Despite her pussy being tainted by the alpha seed, he savored every taste.

“That’s a good bottom feeder. Submit and obey. Repeat. Submit and obey. Repeat. Easy as cream pie.”

And that’s exactly what he did. 134-0015867 submitted and obeyed, never looking back or doubting his decision. By letting go of titles, epithets and claims, he found himself transcended by the rapture of serving Mistress Lin. 

The world outside vanished, and he found peace.


A Word from the Author




Hey, everyone! Thanks for reading my story. I hope you had as much fun reading this one as I did writing it. While I’ve never been to Vegas, China or had a tattoo, I did have a lot of fun researching them. I’ve also never flown in a Gulfstream jet. Sigh. As you can probably tell, I enjoy writing hardcore female domination. While I enjoy practicing power exchange in my personal life, I know fantasy from reality, and I firmly believe in practicing safe, sane, and consensual. But in the world of fiction, who doesn’t like to explore those forbidden taboos on a level that most of us will never get to experience in real life? At this point, I’m tempted to throw in a bunch of warnings about practicing safe BDSM (especially in breathe and abandon play), but I don’t want to insult your intelligence. I trust my readers are sane enough not to lock people in cages and leave them alone for hours at a time. If you’re not aware, this is not only immoral but can get your kinky butt thrown in jail.




Also, please don’t feel shy about reaching out to me. You can find all of my contact information on the next page. I reply to all of my emails whether you loved or hated my work. 




I’ve already completed my next femdom adventure, and I am currently editing it, so if you enjoyed this one, please look out for my next story Pegged by the Officer. You can keep up with all of my releases by signing up for my mailing list on the next page. Also, a complete list of all of my works can be found after the contact information.




Thanks again and happy reading!


To hear about Samantha Love’s latest ebook tales of erotica, join our mailing list at the following address: http://eepurl.com/4l399



Follow Samantha Love’s blog: https://samanthaloveauthor.wordpress.com/




To know what Samantha is up to, "like" her Facebook page at https://www.facebook.com/authorsamanthalove



Twitter: @eroticwritersam




samanthaloveauthor@gmail.com
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