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Chapter 1 

Erika sudsed her body up with the soft fluffy black body pouf, for once doing the job herself instead of making one of her submissives do it for her. Doing that was a reward that none of them had earned yet. Bath time with their Mistress was a very special reward indeed. And it took some serious pain and some serious devotion to get there.

So, Erika did the job herself today, and found it was a refreshing change of pace from being rubbed down, mooned over, idolized and adored. Even that could get ho-hum after awhile, when you got nothing but that. 

She closed her eyes, enjoying the sluice of hot water flowing over her body. There was always plenty of hot water available because every single drop of it was reserved for her and her alone. Slaves got cold water showers, only, unless they were lucky enough to have earned the reward of assisting Mistress with her bathing. Then, and only then, were they allowed to indulge in the lovely feeling of heated water as they soaped her, scrubbed her, massaged her body until she was clean and totally satisfied. 

She had some fine new boys, and she should have taken advantage of them but she’d worked them hard earlier and they’d fallen back onto the bed and fallen asleep…all three of them… and she didn’t have the heart to wake them… not now, anyway. Besides, she was still a little shook up after the phone call she’d gotten earlier. 

She felt a surge of fresh rage streak through her…to even think that she would be here, naked, in the shower, thinking about, of all things, her stupid ex. The idea was totally absurd, but, here she was. It sucked, big-time. 

When he’d called Erika could have told her ex, Tony it was over. She just couldn’t see herself with him ever again, not in any sort of romantic way, at least. Couldn’t see herself loving him, like he wanted, ever again. And could certainly never even imagine herself sleeping with him ever again. 

But, that was the reason he’d come crawling back, groveling at her feet, practically, at least until he’d learned he would have to do it literally. The proud baby had walked away after that. Needing, she supposed, a little time to think about her proposition, which she allowed him only this once, and only because she was feeling extremely generous at the time he’d caught her.

He’d caught her a little off guard, too, which was probably why she’d even answered his call, and was surely why she was feeling generous enough to even consider taking him on as a submissive. And, to her, that was definitely all it would be. 

But, letting him think differently, well, that would be fun, now, wouldn’t it? And it wasn’t like the man hadn’t let Erika think certain things, erroneously, before, during and after their  horridly disastrous marriage. The best thing she could think of about it, actually, was that it hadn’t been longer. 

But, she’d been in a good mood, and feeling overgenerous. She’d just had a really great session with three submissive brothers who’d offered themselves and their gorgeous bodies, not to mention their hefty bank balances in exchange for her training.

She didn’t need the money, of course, she made plenty of that, so much it was almost pathetic, although money is never pathetic when you’re the one getting it. Then it’s freaking awesome. But, what had been so terrific was the willingness these young men showed, their genuine enthusiasm for being trained and for being abused was, well, refreshing, actually. 

Most men, even though they claimed to want exactly what she did, what she offered… balked badly once you really got down to it. After all, often the fantasy is better than the reality, and a hell of a lot less painful.

And, they were all smoking hot, perfectly fit examples of the male animal… and she’d taken full advantage of that… in ways she hadn’t allowed herself the freedom to do for quite a long while.

Sometimes you can get too professional with all of this, losing the fun, the sheer thrill and joy of it. But, now she was thrilled to have that back, because of her lovely new boys. Did she love them? Of course not, but she was pleased with them, well pleased. 

And that good mood had carried over for the rest of the day, casting a brilliant hue over everything else she’d done, making her giggly as a school girl when she’d mistakenly picked up the call that evening, even though her caller ID clearly said unknown. 

She should have known better. She should have let it go to voice mail. But, she just grabbed the damn thing right up. Who the hell had she thought it might possibly be? She still had her boy toys shackled securely to her bed, right where they belonged. 

That was probably it. She’d wanted to make her boys sweat a little, sweat wondering if she was talking to another man… make them jealous. She’d obviously already made them sweat, physically, earlier, during their session…and then as she gave them their little reward… namely fucking her senseless. 

It had been a long time since she’d been senseless. Too long, and every girl ought to get to experience that once in awhile, but only from an extremely good fucking. She planned on putting these sweet treats to good use, often, or at least until she grew tired of them. Even chocolate cake grows old if you indulge in it every day…and then you find yourself craving strawberry…ice cream!  And, Erika always felt the best way to live was to just go for what you want. At least ever after her horrible marriage to Tony the bastard. 

But even that problem paled when eclipsed by the radiance of superb sex. And so, she’d picked up the phone, not thinking, and of course it was none other than Tony, which was a complete shock.  How had he even gotten her number? Again? 

And, even worse, he didn’t just want to borrow money, or to use her as a reference for some damn thing or other… no, he wanted her back. He’d been very explicit about it. And, to her credit, she’d tried not to laugh…for about three long seconds, and then her laughter had burst from her throat unannounced. She didn’t care, either. Why should she? 

But, now, the damn fool had decided, for better or worse, that he was still in love with her. He was a real dumbass, and Erika almost told him that, too, but she was still laughing too hard about the whole love thing. He’d actually said it. 

I love you, Erika. I always have…and I always will.

Even thinking about it now made her cringe, and it had been about a zillion times worse there hearing it on the phone. Was the man daft in the head, or did he really, somehow, still love her? Well, it didn’t matter.

Either way, she would take care of that little problem, and in short order. 


Chapter 2

Did she love him? She surprised herself by even thinking of such a thing. And the answer was right there, too… 

Hell no! 

It was way too late for that, for him, probably for any man, really. All she needed now was what she took, exacting precisely what she needed from her submissive, her slaves a bit at a time, until she had everything. 

Every little bit that was them, belonged to her. They were hers, body and soul. In spirit, even, and when she wasn’t around they’d dream of her cruel domination. Of the feel of her high heel grinding into delicate nut sacks… crushing those balls painfully…all the while their cocks grew huge…needing, wanting her touch so badly, which, of course, she refused to give.

Unless it was to cause pain, physical, mental, emotional… she did it all, gleefully. Because it pleased her, and to make them realize even more just how totally they belonged to her and her alone. 

She wouldn’t tell Tony the truth, though, why should she? He was no different than any of the others she’d trained. He didn’t deserve the truth. He couldn’t handle the truth. He was a lot more fun the way he was. Willing to do anything for a chance. 

For a chance he didn’t know he didn’t have, anyway! 

But, Erika didn’t feel bad for him, not at all. It was all his fault, anyway. 

The bastard. 

If he hadn’t fucked up, fucked off, and lost his job they wouldn’t have lost their house, lost everything, and she wouldn’t have been thrown into the terrifying position of having to fend entirely for herself and on such short notice!  

Fortunately, she’d come across a web site extolling the glories and the riches of total male domination. She hadn’t been looking for it. She’d just been looking for some racy stories, something to get her mind and her juices flowing, since her poor excuse of a husband certainly wasn’t doing much in that department anymore.

And when he did, it was only his juices he was concerned about flowing, which, of course, didn’t concern Erika in the least. If he couldn’t care that she was satisfied, or even try, she had no trouble cutting him off from her honey pot. She had toys that did a better job anyway, and now, she had real life toys! 

But, finding the site had been any eye opener, to the way life ought to be, and she’d been amazed at the sheer numbers of men out there needing just what she could offer them…for a fee. She had to make a living, too, and this seemed a sure ticket to doing just that in a most enjoyable manner. Sure, she could have taken a slave job, working her ass off for some ungrateful bastard or bitch, maybe both! 

But, why do that when you can be the one who owns the slaves?  And so, before long, thanks to her hard work and dedication to her work, learning her role and playing it well… and discovering her true passion for male domination… and thanks to her submissive’s graciousness, financially, she was soon the proud owner of the beautiful and ever so quaint bed and breakfast she now owned, though it wasn’t used for that anymore.

It was used as her home, and her training facility, and her slaves only got beds and breakfast when and if they earned it. Life was tough, but being a slave was tougher and only the tough survived and thrived in this little game. 


Chapter 3

Erika rinsed the last of the soap off her curvy and luscious body, and stepped out of the water toweling dry with one of her huge fluffy deep red bath towels. Even in her towel choice she preferred dark dominant colors. The Disney princess kind of girls could have the cotton candy pinks, she herself would never choose such colors except for her slaves. 

So, of course her towel cupboard was stocked with many more of the irritating pink things, as sometimes she trained several slaves at a time. She didn’t enjoy dirty, filthy slaves either, so bathing frequently was a requirement, especially when you were getting them so dirty, so sweaty, on a routine basis. Who could stand smelly slaves? 

Her nerves were still drawn tighter than a bass string after the conversation with Tony earlier. Why had she even answered the phone, oh yeah, her lovely post-coital, post session bliss that just didn’t compare to anything else in the whole world. 

She decided that what she really needed now was to get a little bit of that back. She’d wake her slaves; after all, that was what they were there for. It was what they existed for. To please her. But, they’d been such good boys. 

She walked to her lavish mirrored walk in closet and turned to her lingerie section, selecting a purple baby doll that had little triangles that covered her tits, and could be untied to expose a nipple or two for suckling… 

She slipped the lacy little bit of fabric over her smooth body and smiled at herself in the mirror. With a body girls ten years younger would kill for, she had no problem controlling her man through sex alone. But, she didn’t stop there. 

That was only the beginning. 

She tossed her head back and let out a laugh as her nerves finally relaxed enough to allow her some semblance of normalcy. Thank God! She was sick of feeling this uptight over stupid shit. Ericka decided that first thing in the morning she would call Tony and give him what would be, for him, at least, the bad news.

She’d decided that she simply couldn’t take him on as a slave, no matter how fun the idea of humiliating him and degrading him might have sounded at first. It was just making her too irritable having to think of him, having to relive all that shit in the past. 

It simply wasn’t worth it. He simply wasn’t worth it. Never had been, but, of course she’d known that from the beginning. But, she’d been young and dumb and in love back then, and, of course now she was stubborn and vengeful. She’d so wanted to pay him back…and more. It would have been fun, should have been fun, but she supposed she was simply growing up, moving on again. She had too many better things to do. 

And, already, she found that with the decision made, Erika could feel a huge weight off her chest. She glided back into her bedroom, catching sight of the naked hunks shackled to her bed with their lovely pink asses in the air. Sheer male beauty. They were perfect specimens, all three of them. 

She wanted to stroke them, pat them…and paddle them red again. The lovely shade was starting to fade just a bit, and we simply couldn’t have that, now could we? 

She slid onto the bed, about to wake the nearest two boys with a hard smack to each of their sore asses, when the doorbell rang. 

Fuck! 

Who the hell could that be? And at this time of night? She’d have one of the boys, or all of the boys…get that, but they were all tied up at the moment, literally, so she had to get it herself…and put off her enjoyable plans at least a few moments longer…


Chapter 4 

“Hi,” he said when she threw the door open, her stupid ex.

 Go figure. It had to be him. Erika was exasperated at the sight of him and didn’t bother to hide it. He ought to be used to that, though. She certainly couldn’t imagine any woman not being exasperated with Tony after knowing him for any time at all. And she’d been married to him! A fact she was regretting even more as he just stood there like a lump waiting for her to say something. She knew him so well it was pitiful, really.

What, did he expect her to be happy to see him? Did he, perhaps, hope she would invite his stupid ass in? Maybe drag him to bed? Well, that could certainly be arranged, and was definitely an option, but if that happened it certainly wouldn’t be what he was hoping for.

She’d bet anything on that. The surprised look he’d have on his face would almost make it all worthwhile. But, no. She’d already made up her mind. She wasn’t going to make him her toy, make him her plaything, just for fun and games. 

Cruel as she might be, when viewed from certain perspectives, she never toyed with a man, or woman, simply to be mean. She did what she did to train, to please, in a very real way, people who wanted exactly what she was so excellent at dishing out. Pain. Misery. Humiliation. And a rare reward, which had to be earned. 

Her glare grazed across his body from the top of his head down to his sandals. Damn, the man still couldn’t dress himself right. She wondered how in the hell he’d survived this long in the world without being eaten alive by the sharks in the business world. 

Well, some corporations had gone to much more casual dress and she supposed that’s how.  It was a shame, though, that he couldn’t dress himself better now that he had no woman to see to that for him. And with him being a consultant, he probably got away with wearing any damn thing he wanted. Well, not around her. 

Some men just needed to be told what to do, be forced to do it, if necessary, and damn if this imbecile standing before her was a prime example. Why, with a little guidance this man could look like he ran the world, with his sandy blond hair, his strong jawline and natural good looks. He was an Adonis, really, or could be, had been when she’d married him, after she’d begun dressing him…but he was certainly a shabbily dressed one now! 

She didn’t consider ill fitting clothes, bad choices in colors, in fabrics, bad choices in everything… to be acceptable wear for any slave of hers. Not outside the house, outside the bedroom, and inside those places the slave in question would probably not have a lot of need for silly frivolities such as clothing. Especially when it was cold.

But, tonight it wasn’t cold. It was hot, actually, and what was the dork wearing? Socks with his sandals of all the absurd fashion choices out there.  Basketball shorts that hung, albeit sexily, from his hips, but he was way too old and way to mature to pull off the young jock look without looking silly. And, to top it all off, he tops it with a wife beater. To come…here. What a freaking moron. 

To his minuscule credit he at least chose black, not your basic white that is all de rigueur amongst real wife beaters. To his credit, Tony certainly was not one of those, no matter what other little faults and foibles he might have.  It was a good thing, too, because around here it was the wife, or ex-wife now, who did the beating…exclusively. 

To make matters even worse, he shows up on her doorstep looking like that. God, what if someone saw him? What if they thought he belonged to her? She’d be mortified. Thank goodness it’s dark, she thought, and the thought brought with it some small relief. 

Still…

What a useless fuck he was. Why the hell had she ever even married his sorry ass? Oh, yeah, it was his movie star good looks, his sexy smile…and his muscles that made her body quiver, throb and then simply melt, back in the day. But, even all that couldn’t make up for being useless, especially not this useless. 

He stuck out a hand, offering it for a handshake, or maybe a peace offering.

With a scowl Erika grabbed his hand and tugged him inside. 

“Get in here,” she growled. 

“Before someone sees you!” 


Chapter 5

Erika glared up at the big man in front of her with a scowl on her face. 

“What in the hell are you doing here?” 

Tony found her eyes, held them with his. “I wanted to see you.”

“Why didn’t you call, like a normal human being?” 

“I did. You didn’t answer.” 

Erika glanced at him, studying his face for a moment then strode over to the table, picked up her phone and glanced at it, seeing that she had indeed missed call. She hated to have to verify every little thing, but when a man had a reputation for being a known liar, you didn’t have much of a choice. You had to treat him like he was a baby. 

“Sure enough, “she said, with a grin. “I did miss your call.” 

She laughed it off, because, of course, she didn’t owe this man an explanation. She didn’t owe anyone an explanation. She was in charge and everyone here damn well knew it. If they didn’t they would learn, quickly. If anything, he owed her an explanation, for showing up early. For showing up at all, actually. 

“So, why is it that you’re here, now?” 

Tony shrugged, then he lowered his eyes. 

“I still love you, Erika. I always will. I screwed up before, big-time. Can you at least give me a chance to make it up to you?” 

Ericka felt like rolling her eyes, but she didn’t. She just stared at Tony until the uncomfortable silence had him turning pink, which was an improvement, at least. She liked that she could embarrass him, and so easily. And… humiliation is just a hop, skip and jump from embarrassment. This could be fun, after all. To at least toy with this little boy. Maybe. She forced herself to hold a giggle in.

But, first she had to set him straight. 

“I thought we discussed all this on the phone already.” 

“We did…and that’s why I’m here. I decided that since you can’t love me…that maybe if I do what you like, what you want…let you train me to be your perfect slave, maybe then you’ll give me a chance at your heart again.” 

Oh, Tony. Such a silly boy, but, it was a little flattering that he would go to such humiliating, not to mention, painful lengths in his attempt to get her back. 

“Oh, I almost forgot,” Tony said, flustered. 

He reached into his back pocket, grabbed out his wallet, the tasteful leather one she’d given him, and withdrew a wad of bills, thrusting them into her hands. 

She ruffled through the stack, with wide eyes. There must be a couple hundred thousand in her hot little hands, easily. 

“Where did you get all this?” 

Tony beamed his winning grin at her. “I sold the house.” 

“What house?” As far as Erika knew Tony still rented a little apartment in Willow Grove. Then again, she didn’t exactly keep close tabs on people who meant nothing to her anymore. 

“My mother’s house. When she got remarried back in April she moved into her new husband’s place. And, she didn’t need two houses. I needed to pay…you. To train me. That’s what you do. I’ve heard you’re rather good at it, too. And, since you won’t have anything to do with me otherwise, I thought I’d try it.” 

Erika just stood, staring, holding a load of cash, payment in advance…if she took Tony on. 

But, how could she? And, she didn’t need the money, not really. She made good money already, and there was always a submissive man waiting and willing to pay for the services she provided. But, it was touching what Tony went to the trouble. Offered it, and himself to her.


Chapter 6

“You do know what I do, don’t you? 

Tony looked up at her from his position at her feet. “Doesn’t it look like I do?” 

“That’s what you want?” 

“If it’s the only way you’ll love me again…” 

Erika frowned. “I never said anything about love. You get that straight in your pretty little head right now.” 

Tony nodded, “I know.” 

And then her ex surprised her again. He leaned forward and kissed her feet. That’s what cemented the deal. She groaned. 

Fuck!  How could she turn him away now?

She loved it when her men did that, especially when they did it without being forced, though she had no problems whatsoever with forcing them, either. She gave a small laugh and a hint of a pleased smile. 

“If this is what you want, you got it. Now get your ass up and get out of those horrible clothes.” 

The man obediently stood and began stripping right there in the foyer, slipping the tank over his head and dropping the shorts that slid to a shimmering puddle of fabric around his feet before he bent, scooped them up. He’d had the good sense to go commando today, leaving one less offensive item of clothing to remove. 

Then he stood there, clothes in hand, all gorgeous nakedness in front of her and she sucked in a quick breath, trying not to make it too noticeable. 

Daaaamn that man was freaking hot. Why had she ever divorced that. ..bod? 

She grinned, looked him up and down, slowly, just like men tended to do with women, and somehow still could be made to feel a bit nervous when a woman did it to them. 

“What do you want me to do with these,…Mistress?” Tony said, holding the clothes out. 

“Get rid of them. You can burn them for all I care. That’s the only thing worth doing with them.” 

Tony shook his head, and smiled, as Erika waved him towards the nearest trash can in the adjoining kitchen. 

Her small pleased smile now spread across her face, the one she’d hidden from him after he’d called her Mistress…just like a good slave. It wouldn’t do to let him know how pleased she was with him so quickly. And it became even bigger as watched with appreciation his taunt toned ass as he walked to the trash can, deposited his clothing, and turned to return. But, by then she’d smothered the smile. She certainly wouldn’t let him see it. 

She couldn’t miss his burgeoning erection, and found herself remembering idly just how good having that delicious cock inside her dripping pussy felt, filling her, of course when he was fully erect, and he was rapidly getting there right now. She shivered in anticipation and felt a wetness pooling deep within her.

Tony smiled and sauntered over to her, put his arms around her waist and pulled her to him, rubbing himself against her…

And yelped as she backhanded him right across the gorgeous face of his. 

“Ouch! Damn, baby, “ he groaned, rubbing his chin. “That hurts!” 

“How dare you touch me?” Erika said, switching into bitch mode. 

“You were…shivering… I was just trying to warm you up…”

“Just?” 

Tony hung his head. “Ok, and trying to get you hot and bothered, too, just like I am…” He waved to his manhood which had deflated a bit now after her attack. 

“Or had been…” 

Erika stared coolly at him, causing it, and his face to deflate even further.

She grabbed his chin in her fingers, brought his face to hers. 

“Let’s get this straight right now, you don’t do anything, you don’t think anything, except what I tell you to do or to think. And you sure as hell do not touch me…at all…ever, without my express permission. If you do, you’ll regret it, guaranteed. “ 

Tony nodded, and looked like an errant little boy. It was cute, but Erika refused to allow herself to be charmed. She was a professional and she wasn’t about to lose her cool and her professionalism simply because she and the…slave…had a history. Or because he had a hidden agenda of getting her back, even though she shared none of those same desires.  

But, the wetness between her legs was still there, hot and slick… saying otherwise, no matter how adamant her head and heart were about the whole thing. 

This wasn’t working. She was hot…for him. He was hot…and hot for her. What in the hell was she going to do? 

She thought a moment, then thought she had a satisfactory answer. At least satisfactory to her. 

“I’d been about to get you fitted for a collar…since you’re going to be my slave…and let you get a good night’s rest. Tomorrow will be a very busy day for you…but now, I think what you really need first is a little something to cool you down if you’re so hot you think you can heat me up…as well as to punish you for your insolence.”


Chapter 7

Erika pointed to the Master bathroom with its huge sunken whirlpool tub that had plenty of room for…company…or slaves…or both! 

“Fill the tub there, cold water only. That ought to cool you down. “ 

She knew how much Tony loved his hot showers, his near scalding hot water.  Hell he hated baths, even, so even that part would be punishment for him, too. 

In his own words, only bitches took baths.  Tony thought he was a man, then, but now we know, and he will learn that he’s nothing but a bitch, after all. Her bitch. For now, anyway. Then, well, he’d be whoever wanted to take him on as a slave… 

Erika wouldn’t think about that. It wasn’t her business, after all, although she had done a bit of matchmaking over the years when she’d had an exceptionally adept slave and a worthy Master or Mistress. 

Instead, she snapped her fingers. 

“Your hesitation has cost you, slave. Go back into the kitchen and fetch the dishpan out of the sink. Take it to the fridge and fill it with ice from the dispenser there. That will make your bath just perfect. “

He groaned softly, which she will, for now, pretend she didn’t hear…only because he certainly didn’t hesitate in the least, this time. He dutifully strode to the kitchen and less than a minute later she heard the whirring of the ice machine as it kicked on, the rattle of ice hitting the bottom of the plastic pan. 

“Good boy,” she told him, patting his sweet little ass as he passed her on his way back into the bathroom. 

Erika was pleased. He learns quick, she decided, wondering just when and how that happened. He’d never been like that before. That was definitely new. And, it would be very good, especially for him. It would make the whole learning process a lot less painful, and quicker. 

Though, if he learned too quickly, she really ought to give him a refund, but she wouldn’t. She wasn’t a pushover. And, she was doing him a favor taking him on like this anyway.

Tony dumped the ice in the bathtub and looked to his Mistress one more time, hesitantly, before sticking a toe in the water, and jerking it back. 

“Cripes!” It was Tony shivering now, and cursing… 

Erika grinned and laid a hand on his shoulder, gave him a friendly little shove in the right direction. 

“Sit,” she commanded, just like she’d tell any dog who’d misbehaved by tearing up the flower bed or pottying on the floor. He wasn’t any better than a dog, not really, and in a lot of ways dogs really were better than men. Most men, anyway, although she’d still take a well trained man over a well trained dog, any day, for company. 

You could have a lot more fun with a man, unless you liked throwing balls and playing fetch and, if you did, your well trained man would do that, too, if that was what you chose to occupy his and your time with. As far as Erika was concerned, she could think of far better ways… 

And he sat. The look on his face made it more than clear that he wasn’t happy about freezing his balls off, literally, well, it probably just felt like that. Erika was pretty sure they were attached firmly enough and wouldn’t just freeze off. At least not in the amount of time she meant to punish him in the chilling bath. 

“I’ll be back for you in…oh, I don’t know… ten minutes? No, that’s not enough time to soak, is it? I know how you enjoy your baths, bitch, so why don’t we make it fifteen? “ 

She flounced out the door, and made her way to the bedroom, to occupy her time in a better way, at least for fifteen minutes… 

When the time was up, she went in to see a much more subdued slave than the jaunty too-hot man who’d tried pushing her too far just minutes ago. She didn’t see him doing anything of the sort again anytime soon. He wasn’t a dumbass, not a total dumbass, like some men were. Like so many men were. He had half a brain, at least.

If he hadn’t, she wouldn’t have taken him on for any price. You could lead a horse to water but you couldn’t make him drink, they say, and while she could lead a man to water, or whatever she chose, and make him drink, or make him do whatever floated her boat at the moment, it was just not worth the time and effort to train a total imbecile. 

One of his problems was, he thought with the wrong head, sometimes. But, Erika was sure she could help him reform that little habit, happily. He’d paid for it, after all, and she planned on making sure he got his money’s worth, and then some. And then some, just for fun. 

She was still going to make him her toy, her plaything, have some fun with this, and with him. After all, he was her ex, and that gave her that right. He owed her that satisfaction at least, for having put up with his ass all those years. 

And then some… 

Erika grinned and crooked a finger beckoning her icy ex into her warm embrace. He’d had enough cold for now, and she’d gotten hot and bothered enough watching his sexy naked body, his tight and toned muscles, his glorious abs that he must live at the gym working on, and his tush that made her want to squeeze it every time he went by… 

She’d warm him up, after all he’d behaved…and well. He deserved a bit of a reward, but mostly, she was going to make him take care of her, and well, because that’s what slaves did, what they were supposed to do, and she knew damned well that Tony, at least, did an excellent job of that…

“Take me to bed, ice boy,” she commanded, and was pleased when her sexy submissive man swooped her up in his too cold arms, held her against his chilly chest and carried her out of the bathroom… 

“Which way?” 

Erika hesitated a moment, decided she wasn’t ready to share her ice boy with anyone, not right now, anyway. Wasn’t ready to introduce him to the other slaves, not yet. Strangely, she felt an almost overwhelming and lightning sudden desire to keep him all to herself…

…which she did, at least for tonight. Because, after all, she is the Mistress, and she can do any damn thing she pleases. 

And right now, doing him pleased her very much….

She slid out of her robe, slid onto his hard, cold body, warming him up with her warm hands, her soft thighs, her soft mounds pressed against his chest…as she raised her mouth to his, opened her mouth to tell him to fuck her, fuck her hard, now… 

But, he was too quick for her, his mouth closed over hers before she could even make a single squeak. His kiss took her breath away, making her hot, needy, making her claw her nails into the rippled muscles of his back, drawing him to her, grinding her pussy hard against his rapidly growing cock. Thank goodness that hadn’t frozen off, Erika thought, and giggled into his mouth, as Tony pulled away from the kiss at last.

“May I? “ 

“May I…what?” 

His face colored, getting his heat back from her and from embarrassment, but he quickly regained his confidence, his equilibrium. 

“May I, Mistress?” 

Erika nodded, not sure what exactly he was asking, what she was giving him permission to do, but knowing it really didn’t matter, not right now, anyway, because right now she wanted all he wanted to do, maybe more… now! 

His hands came up, covering her big breasts, thumbing and then tweaking her nipples until a low moan came from deep in her throat. ..

Then he raised his head, took one into his mouth, suctioned on, sucked for dear life, like he expected milk… 

But the only milk, the only cream he was going to get was what was building between her legs, even more now…

Her juices flowing now, she pushed Tony’s head away, finally, after the exquisite thrill of his mouth nipping, sucking, tasting the heated flesh of her huge breasts, her erect nipples… 

And scooted up, spreading her thighs, shoving his face into her junction, leaning back, smiling and moaning even louder as his agile tongue found her cleft, tongued it’s way along her folds, teasing, tasting, taunting her… sliding along so slowly she was about to give him a swat and force him to do more…give him more… 

Suddenly, he forced her wet swollen folds open, sliding his tongue all the way in, probing and lapping her inside now as well as outside… 

It was heaven, and Erika couldn’t imagine why she’d ever given this up…

But, she had to have more… and, he was here to please her. After becoming her slave, that was the only purpose he had.  

And so, reluctant to give up his naughty probing tongue, Erika needed , and would have more. 

She pulled away again, shoving her eager slaves head back as he leaned close, meaning to go at it again, go at her again… which she wanted, oh yes, she wanted that so bad…

But, right now she needed…something else. 

Erika tousled her sexy slave’s hair, she smiled, and leaned close then…

“Fuck me now, slave,” she commanded, and, obedient boy that he was, he did just that, taking her by the waist with big strong hands, lifting her, setting her down on his ultra rigid cock where she slid slowly, ever so slowly onto him, impaling herself with his thick and hard dick. It was delicious and heavenly, but, after the tantalizing slowness of his penetration, the widening by degree of her pussy, stretching her out, filling her fully… she needed even more…she needed to be fucked, hard, without mercy, just the way she’d fuck him…

And he did…just the way she’d fuck him. Good, hard, and long… making sure she came at least six times before he finally shot his load in her wet walls. 

“I’m…sorry, Mistress…” 

Erika, still spasoming with the string of small orgasms that hadn’t really stopped yet, squeezing his cock with her pussy, pulling all his hot cream out, taking it for her own, taking it into her body, filling her, satisfying her, giggled… 

“For what? “ 

“I…didn’t ask permission to come… or to come inside you…”

Erika laughed out loud then. Why, he was a very good boy, and she could see him shaping up into a very nice slave, eventually… with her guidance, of course. 

She stroked his cheek. “I suppose I can let it slide…just this once.” 

Tony smiled back, wrapped an arm around her, pulled her to his now warm chest, held her there like he never wanted to let her go. 

“Thank you, Mistress.” 

He would definitely make a wonderful slave, Erika thought, curled in his warm and strong embrace. 

And she found she was very much looking forward to training him. 


A quick thank you 

To all my readers, thank you so much for reading my work. I hope you enjoy reading it as much as I enjoy writing it. I appreciate each and every one of you and hope you will check out my other stories, too.

You can find the full list here: Kendra Smith’s Author Page

You can sign up here to be notified of my new releases here as well as special offers and promotions that are for my subscribers only. Sign me up!

You can also check out my blog HERE

Or contact me at kendrasmithbooks@gmail.com with any thoughts, comments, feedback or suggestions you may have! 
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