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‘We’re going to play a little game, you and I.’

The voice – her voice – came out of the darkness, and I looked up. It made no difference. The blindfold was still secured tightly around my eyes, and had been since before she locked me in my cage to sleep the night before. The dark was everywhere.

I knew better than to reply. If my experience with Tanya had taught me anything, it was that it was always a good idea to follow her lead. I hadn’t heard her come in, despite the fact that she normally revelled in the reaction I had to the sound of her heels against the hardwood floor. If she had wanted me to react, she would have made sure I’d heard her; if she wanted me to respond, she would have ordered me to speak.

The silence that filled the room seemed to go on forever. For a moment, I doubted myself – was she waiting for me to say something? Was this some sort of test? – but just before I opened my mouth, she saved me from my eagerness.

‘Do you understand?’

Her voice was closer now – next to me, rather than across the room. Somehow she had crossed the floor without me being aware of it. Her tone was still firm and unyielding, but without the echo from the stone walls of the basement, it sounded almost... warmer? Could that be it?

It didn’t matter. Even at her most gentle, Tanya didn’t let affection get in the way of discipline and protocol. She knew her place, and I knew mine.

‘Yes, Mistress,’ I said. ‘I understand.’

‘Good.’ There was a rattle of metal, and then the familiar sound of the latch on my cage sliding open. It was time to play.

‘Out,’ she barked, and I scrambled forward. It was difficult to make sure I got through the doorway – the blindfold did a wonderful job of rendering me helpless – but through a combination of luck and practice I made it out of the cage with a minimum of fuss. Once I had cleared the exit, I knelt back on my haunches, head bowed, arms behind my back and knees apart. Position One, she called it: it was, after all, my default position, and the one she expected of me when no other instructions had been given.

I felt her run her hands over my naked torso, examining every inch of the body she knew so well. My pulse quickened at her touch as she alternated between teasing me with skin-on-skin contact and raking her nails gently across my chest. They were long and sharp, and if history was anything to go by likely to be painted in some dark shade that fit her dominant streak to a tee, but it wasn’t the visual that made me draw in a gasp and hold it, nor was it any real discomfort: instead, it was the anticipation of what was to come next.

‘Here’s how this is going to work,’ she whispered, her lips brushing against my ear to make sure I didn’t miss a word. ‘I’m going to give you two choices. You’re going to pick one. If you pick wrong, you’ll be punished. Got it?’

I should have known that when she said we’d be playing a game, it would be more for her amusement than my own – after all, her pleasure was the sole reason for my existence. I also knew that there was no way I’d be getting out of this unscathed. She enjoyed seeing me suffer far too much for that.

And for her, I relished the pain.

I nodded. ‘Yes Mistress.’

I felt her hand rub tenderly against my cheek, savouring the moment of intimacy. ‘Good boy,’ she said. ‘So... for your first decision. Would you rather be gagged, or to have that slutty little tongue of yours stay free?’

‘Whichever you choose, Mistress.’

The slap came out of nowhere. Bright red heat lit up the side of my face as her hand collided, sending out a retort that echoed off the walls.

‘No, no, no,’ she said angrily. ‘You didn’t fucking listen. The whole point of this is that you make the decisions. Consider it... training. I want to know exactly how that filthy mind of yours works, and I want it to be perfectly in tune with what I’m thinking – or at least, as close as we can get it.’

‘Yes Mistress.’ I kept my head down, willing the sting in my cheek to fade. It didn’t. ‘I’d like the gag, please.’

‘Too late.’ She sighed a soft, low exhalation that fell somewhere between resignation and disappointment. ‘Although I suppose that makes your second decision a little easier. Question Two, slave. Which would you prefer for your punishment for not listening to your instructions just now: ten strokes with the cane, or five minutes with the flogger?’

I paused. It was a tough choice to make.

There was no doubt in my mind that she could do more damage to me in five minutes with her vicious little flogger than she could with the cane – physically, at least – but I also knew she had set the decision up like that on purpose. The cane had a way of bringing out the worst in me: once, early on in our relationship, I had endured a severe punishment at the hands of my Mistress and a smooth, deadly piece of rattan, and it had a way of sending a shock of fear through me even at the thought of it.

But of course, that was the point. The decision wasn’t between the cane and the flogger, not really. It was between a physical punishment and a mental one – between a heat that would burn through my muscles, or a terror that would cut through my soul.

‘Tick tock,’ she said. ‘I’m not in a patient mood tonight, slave. I wouldn’t recommend keeping me waiting. Or perhaps I’ll just give you both instead? I’m in the mood to see you suffer.’

The cold, impassive tone of her voice hit me hard, and convinced me – as if I needed convincing – that tonight would not be a good night to start acting up. ‘The cane,’ I blurted out. ‘Please, Mistress. The cane.’

I regretted the decision immediately, and my mind immediately tried to second-guess itself, but it was too late. I forced myself to stop thinking about it. There was no point asking for a chance to change my mind, and even if there was, would it have made a difference? Would I have been happy with either option?

I doubted it.

She walked away from me, heading off to the corner where the canes were kept. I heard it swish through the air as she approached me, testing it – as though there was any doubt in her mind that it would be up to her exacting standards, or that she might have needed to refamiliarise herself with its use. When it came to discipline, Mistress was efficiency personified.

‘On all fours, slave,’ she said curtly. ‘Ass in the air. Present yourself for me.’

‘Yes Mistress.’

‘Remember to count and thank me like usual. You know the rules.’

I nodded and braced myself.

There was a swooping sound as it gathered speed, rushing towards my rear, then a loud crack, and then nothing. It felt like an eternity before the pain hit me and my body lurched forward. 

‘One,’ I gasped, clenching my eyes shut even underneath the blindfold. ‘Thank you, Mistress.’

‘Good boy,’ she purred.

Another swish, another crack, and another white-hot burst of pain. She seemed to have found a way to ensure that the second stroke landed in exactly the same spot as the first, building on the agony and refusing to give my aching flesh any chance to recover.

‘Two. Thank you, Mistress.’

She got to the seventh stroke before I cracked. My body shook under the weight of her thrashes, each one a painful reminder of my helplessness and the control she had over me. My elbows gave way and I crashed to the ground, my ass still held aloft: an increasingly reddening target for her amusement.

‘Please, Mistress...’ I choked out, the words tripping over themselves as they hurried out of my mouth. ‘I can’t...’

‘Please what, slave?’ she asked sweetly. ‘This was your decision, remember. You chose this. Now accept your punishment, or I’ll make things far, far worse for you. Understood?’

There was a steel edge to her voice that convinced me she wasn’t messing around, and yet... I knew her cruelty. I know how vicious she could be. Did she want me to fail? Was that what this was about? Setting me increasingly difficult decisions until I collapsed inward on myself?

The final three strokes came in quick succession, bringing my mind back to the present and forcing it to remain there. I bit my lip to avoid crying out in agony. There was no acknowledgement of my count or my thanks, only another painful swish-crack of the cane as it sliced through the air and scorched my flesh.

And then, suddenly, it was over. I breathed heavily.

‘Thank you, Mistress,’ I said – and I meant it. I couldn’t tell whether I was thanking her for the punishment, or for allowing it to stop. Perhaps both.

But there was to be no respite, not for me. ‘It’s time for your third decision, slave,’ she said. ‘You can either have some ointment for your ass...’ – she trailed off, letting me consider how wonderful the cool cream would feel slathered across my aching buttocks, before continuing – ‘... or you can worship my feet in thanks for the beating I just gave you. Your choice. Pick wisely.’

The searing pain across my ass tried its best to convince me otherwise, but I knew there was only one possible decision. I needed it, more than anything else in the world. My place was at her feet. It was where I felt at home, where I felt most like myself. For that feeling of bliss, I would have taken a thousand beatings.

‘I’d like to worship you, Mistress.’

‘Good boy,’ she said. She sounded pleased with me. ‘It looks like you might finally be getting the hang of this. And who knows... maybe it will help distract you from your ass, eh?’

She ran the tip of the cane up my back and between my shoulder blades, and I shivered at its hateful touch. It wasn’t until it reached the back of my neck that she began applying pressure – not a lot, not enough to hurt at least, but enough to make it clear that it was time for me to lower my head and get to work.

My lips pressed against the hard leather of her shoe, and I began to kiss gently, the way I had been taught. This wasn’t an excuse for me to engage in my foot fetish; Mistress had made that quite clear the first few times I had been allowed to worship her, and I had been a little overzealous. This was my chance to show that I knew exactly where I belonged, at the foot of my better half, able to be pressed into the dirt with one flick of her glorious toes. Slow and steady was the key. I worked my way along the edge of her shoe the way a penitent man might tread through a cathedral: even the slightest movement filled of reverence and appreciation of the divine.

I tried to picture the shoes as they would be before me. Perhaps the dark red stilettos? No, not high enough for that. The black patent leather, then? No, I’d recognise those anywhere; these were newer, and still had a fresh shop smell to them. As my lips made contact with one small buckle and then another, I knew – the boots. Tall, gorgeous, black as night and screaming dominance; they were shoes designed to be worshipped, and between Mistress’s feet and my lips they received just the attention they deserved.

I redoubled my efforts, both desperate to please her and ecstatic at being allowed to be so close to her, to be allowed to perform such an intimate act for her amusement. The more I focused on my submission, the less the pain in my ass seemed to sting. Before long, it had dulled to nothing but a soft ache in my mind, dwarfed by the happiness I felt.

‘That’s enough, slave,’ she said as she pulled her foot away from me. I knew better than to try and follow it. ‘It’s time for your fourth decision. Ready?’

‘Yes Mistress.’

‘This is a simple one. Would you prefer red, or black?’

Red or black?

The question spun cartwheels in my mind; I didn’t understand, so how was I supposed to choose? I could be agreeing to anything. Perhaps that was the point.

‘Erm... black,’ I said quickly; after the beating she had already given me, I didn’t want to risk upsetting her by taking too long.

‘Are you sure, slave?’

I nodded. ‘Yes. I think so.’

‘Good enough. Stay there.’

I strained my ears to try and hear what was going on. There was a rummaging in a drawer, and then the sound of her buckling something; I heard the delicate pull of a leather strap against bare skin, and then another, followed by the gentle tink of metal on metal.

She approached me, the click of her heels marking her position with a staccato rhythm until she stood in front of me.

‘Head up, boy,’ she said. ‘And open your mouth.’

As I obeyed, the realisation hit me. If she wanted me on my knees with my mouth open, there could only be one thing she had gone to fetch: her beloved strap on. That would explain the sound of the leather, sliding up her thighs until it was secured in place. It had to be.

I braced myself for what was to come.

‘I bought two new attachments this week,’ she said calmly. ‘The red one is long and thin, and the black one is shorter than you’re used to, but much wider. I guess we’re going to find out just how much you can take tonight, eh?’

Before I could answer, she pushed her hips forward and I felt a hardness lolling on my tongue. It had the harsh rubber taste that only a new toy can provide.

‘That’s right, slut,’ she said. ‘Don’t be afraid to swallow it and get it nice and wet. Show me what a greedy little cocksucker you can be.’

I willed my head forward, forcing the strap on cock into my mouth. She hadn’t lied: it was much bigger than I was used to. It took all of my effort to push myself down onto it, cramming as much of it inside of me as I could, before I withdrew slowly. I could feel drool begin to collect at the corners of my mouth, but I didn’t care. Mistress liked me to make a mess of myself when I served her cock; she said it made me look pathetic – and from the times where she had made me gaze at myself in the mirror while I fellated her, I had to agree.

I pushed forward again, sliding the cock as far down my throat as I could manage. It was easier now, both because of the lubricant my drool provided, but also because my shame had already begun to slip away. I could still feel my face flushed red with embarrassment about being forced to suck Mistress’s cock like this, but with every swallow it began to feel more and more natural. When she rested a gentle hand on the back of my head to guide me, the shame was replaced with pride.

Mistress had chosen me, and I wouldn’t let her down.

Once she was satisfied that it was well-lubricated, she took a firm grasp of my hair and pulled my head away. I felt my lips eagerly trying to seek out more, like a small child hungry for a pacifier. ‘My, you are a greedy little slut tonight, aren’t you?’ she smirked almost to herself. ‘But don’t worry. I’ve got plenty more in store, I can promise you that.’

She gave my hair a little tug – harder, perhaps, than it needed to be – and guided me onto all fours again. Another tug gestured for me to move forwards, crawling until my body met the foot of the bed. ‘Up,’ she said firmly. ‘Lie down. Hands behind your back. Now.’

I scurried into position, leaving my legs dangling off the side of the bed. Even blindfolded I was able to prepare myself exactly as she would have expected me to be, but while ordinarily I would have enjoying the experience that I knew was coming, I could still feel the ache in my jaw from the sheer size of Mistress’s new toy. I didn’t relish seeing if the rest of me was quite so able to stretch.

There was a pause, and then I felt her hands trace gently over my legs, gesturing for me to lift them up. With my hands in position, it would have been impossible for me to grab my ankles – she expected me to hold the position by willpower alone. I hoped I would be up to the task.

I pulled my legs up and exposed myself to her, and then I felt a cold wetness at the entrance to my ass: at least she was kind enough to allow me lube. One finger slipped smoothly inside, and then another, and I moaned out loud. I remembered the first time she had taken me like this, back when it had felt like a violation, rather than merely my Mistress and owner making use of her toy and all of his holes, and how shocked I had been at her first entrance. Now, though, my body responded as it had long ago been trained to. My cock, already flushed with arousal, rose to a full erection, standing like a flagpole against the toned ridges of my torso.

‘Mmm...’ she said approvingly as she removed her fingers. ‘Good boy. I forgot what a little whore you turn into when I play with your asshole.’

I said nothing; I didn’t have time. The rubber bulb pressed itself against my entrance for only a second or two before she began pushing it forward into me. She moved slowly, at first, and the mixture of lube and saliva eased its passage, but I couldn’t help but bite my lip in discomfort. Every inch she slide her hips into me felt like I was being stretched more than I ever had before in my life, and they just kept coming.

Eventually, I felt her hips resting against my buttocks. The cock was buried to the hilt in my ass. I had been filled by my Mistress.

‘What do you say, slut?’ she asked, keeping her body still.

‘Thank you, Mistress.’

‘For what?’

‘For your cock. For fucking this little slut.’

‘What else?’

‘For showing me what a dirty little whore I can be, and how much I need to be used.’

‘Good boy.’ She reached a hand forward and grasped my cock almost casually. It pulsed under her fingertips, engorged and desperate for friction. It was all I could do not to desperately hump her hand, but I knew that the punishment for that would be severe beyond anything I had experienced tonight already.

I had to wait. There was virtue in patience – and perhaps pleasure too, if I was lucky.

Slowly, she pulled the cock from my ass and began thrusting into me. Every push was matched with a stroke of my cock, teasing me towards an orgasm. I felt the slickness of another squirt of lube as she massaged my shaft, cool against the heat of my arousal. Her hands glided over my skin with barely-there caresses, knowing instinctively when to apply pressure and when to hold back.

‘Just think of all the things I could get you to do now,’ she said playfully. ‘I bet you’d offer me practically anything to be allowed to come right now.’

‘Yes Mistress,’ I nodded. ‘Anything at all.’

She began speeding up, taking me faster and deeper as her nimble fingers played lightly over the head of my cock. ‘Mmm,’ she said. ‘That’s what I like to hear. Maybe I could keep you in chastity for a month or so after this. You could decide whether this one little orgasm was worth an entire month of blue balls. What do you think?’

‘I... I don’t know,’ I said. My voice came out ragged and breathless. Every touch sent a shiver down my spine and seemed to render my brain incapable of rational thought. Would I trade this one orgasm for a month of celibacy? Would it be worth not being touched for so long, just to have the opportunity to cream myself right here, right now?

I couldn’t tell what my response would be, and the fact scared me a little. She had me right where she wanted me. Helpless. Desperate.

I was a mess.

She laughed to herself. ‘Don’t worry, slut,’ she said. ‘I won’t be making you decide that – not this time, anyway. Right now, I want your orgasm, and I plan on getting it. Or else.’

‘Yes Mistress.’ I found myself rocking my hips backwards to meet hers, growing to relish the uncomfortable fullness of her cock in my ass. The more she played with me, the more I wanted: I let my greed run rampant, safe in the knowledge that – for the moment at least – I was allowed to focus on my own pleasure. It was what she demanded of me.

It didn’t take long before I reached the edge of my ability to hold back. The cresting wave of an orgasm threatened to burst through my mental dam; my resilience was nothing compared to her skilled fingers.

‘Please, Mistress,’ I whimpered. ‘Please may I be allowed to come?’

There was a slight pause that stretched out forever. ‘Yes,’ she said eventually. ‘Come for me, my little whore.’

I didn’t need to be told twice. No sooner were the words out of her lips than I felt a desperate shudder rip through my body. Spurts of thick, hot come erupted from me, splashing all over my chest and torso as she directed my cock away from her. I didn’t mind. Let me be marked as Mistress’s little come-slut; anything was worth the glorious joy of an orgasm at the hands of the woman I worshipped.

She continued to milk me, working my shaft until it my erection finally began to subside and she was convinced she had every drop. I collapsed back happily, all the tension in my body having disappeared with nothing more than a few gentle strokes of her uniquely skilled hands. Even the sharp memories of the crop against my ass faded away to almost nothing in the wake of her touch.

‘You have one last decision to make, slave,’ she said. ‘You can either leave the blindfold on for the rest of the night and I’ll let you clean your filth up with a tissue, or you can remove the blindfold and swallow every last drop of your slutty little load. Which is it to be?’

It was no contest. ‘I’d like to take the blindfold off, Mistress,’ I said.

‘Even though it means a mouthful of come?’

I nodded. ‘Yes Mistress. I just... I want to see you. So badly.’

‘You’re sure? Last chance to back out and save yourself the embarrassment, slave.’

Embarrassment? I had just worshipped her feet, been beaten with a cane and fucked in my ass while she milked me to an orgasm like nothing more than a sex toy for her pleasure. Even if I had been capable of feeling embarrassment at the idea of serving her and being used by her, it would take more than cleaning up my own come to make me feel that way – and she knew that.

‘I’ve never been more sure in my life,’ I said.

She reached around to the back of my head and unfastened the buckle. ‘Keep your eyes closed,’ she said. ‘Don’t open them until I tell you to.’

‘Yes Mistress.’

One quick pull and the leather fell away. Even through my closed eyelids, the room seemed unnaturally bright. Mistress usually kept the basement relatively dark during our sessions; she claimed to prefer the ambiance that way. I found myself idly wondering why she might have had a change of heart, but her voice interrupted my thoughts.

‘Surprise, slave,’ she said. ‘Open your eyes.’

I did. I blinked once, and then again, trying to adjust to the light.

It was only then that I saw them. On the other side of the room, on three identical stools, holding three identical glasses of wine, sat three women, grinning at me broadly.

I recognised them immediately. How could I not? They were Mistress’s closest friends and confidantes. They knew everything about her – except the nature of our relationship. Mistress had always been careful to keep that hidden. As far as they were concerned, I was just her boyfriend – an extremely caring boyfriend, always ready and eager to please, but just a boyfriend nonetheless.

Until now, it seemed.

‘I did give you the option, slave,’ she said, smiling. ‘You could have saved yourself the humiliation of knowing my friends had seen you like this – that they knew what a desperate, pathetic little whore you are, deep down. But you just had to remove the blindfold, didn’t you? Besides, don’t you think this is better? No more secrets, now. Just the truth.’

I was too shocked to speak. Mistress had joked about showing me off before, but I never thought she’d actually do it. My face burned bright red with humiliation; I wanted to cover my naked body, but I knew that Mistress would never allow it. Instead, I kept my hands behind my back and my eyes on the floor, struggling to meet their gaze.

Besides, there didn’t seem to be much point. As I cast my mind back, I realised they had seen everything. What was the use in feeling shame now?

‘There’s one more thing,’ Mistress said, sliding two fingers across my stomach and scooping up a large globule of my come. ‘I believe you made me a promise. Open up.’

Mindlessly, I let my mouth fall open. She stuck the fingers into my throat, and I felt the salty bitterness of my filth as it fell on my tongue. She smiled at my discomfort, and looked across to her friends.

‘Do you see what a good little boy he can be?’ she asked them. They murmured their agreement, a three-way blend of patronising approval, and then Mistress turned back to me. ‘Now suck them clean. Suck them the way you sucked my cock just now. Let them see just how much you like this. Maybe if you do a good enough job, I might let you come upstairs and serve us all for the evening. Wouldn’t that be nice?’

I said nothing, but I allowed my tongue to go to work. It did its job without me even trying, betraying my embarrassment with its eagerness.

There was no point in resisting. Mistress Tanya – and her friends – knew exactly what I was, better even than I knew myself, and as I willingly swallowed my come in order to earn the chance to please these beautiful, dominant women, I felt a profound sense of contentment wash over me.

This was my calling, the best decision I had ever made.

I closed my eyes, and allowed myself to fall into it completely.
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