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		For Joy

		 

		It's a quiet morning, the crunching sound of heavy boots on ice and snow muffled by the thick snowflakes that fall from the grey sky, quickly covering the tracks made by snowmobiles, tracked vehicles and the few people who make for the ski slopes despite the ghastly weather. A white plume forms in the cold air with every breath the woman takes as she stands on the street, squinting her eyes at a slope on the other side of the valley. But there's nothing to be seen except a whirling of white flakes and some darker blotches where firs cover the mountain. The woman nevertheless keeps looking, her hair and shoulders covered with the fluffy white stuff, her lashes sporting little droplets from molten snowflakes. 

		Finally the clouds seem to have exhausted themselves, the sight clears as the flakes get smaller. Now a lone figure can be seen, moving slowly up the slope, making sure to keep beneath the patches of forest and not to cross the open flank of the mountain.

		A feint smile creeps across the woman's face as she silently mouths a few words. She keeps watching the solitary hiker slowly progressing up the hill for another five minutes before she turns and heads for a café.

		 

		***

		 

		The girl is panting and breathing heavily by the time she drops the heavy backpack in the snow. She can feel the shirt sticking to her back and her heart hammers in her chest. The walk up from the village below hasn't been long, about an hour and a half, but it has snowed for the better part of yesterday and all of last night and ploughing a way through half a meter of snow is a tiring feat, even if it's fresh and light powder. It has only stopped snowing while she has been walking uphill and the sky is still grey, the clouds hanging low, shrouding most of the surrounding mountains, but here and there she can see lighter patches in the sky and if the forecast has been right the weather should get better gradually and by tomorrow they expect clear blue sky. But then again, you never know here in these parts of the Alps. Sometimes the clouds stick to the mountains, other times a southerly wind would blow them away in a matter of hours and often enough the forecast doesn't predict either.

		But now she is here, no matter whether the sun is shining or more snow coming down, adding another layer of white to all the white that surrounds her. She is here and here she will stay. At least she guesses as much. There's no place else to go, except back down again. She'll stay here for a couple of days, but first she has to get into the cabin, which is not as easy as it sounds. The cabin stands in a little hollow on the steep slope, huddling against the mountain, no space between the roof and the slope so that an eventual, although very unlikely, avalanche would pass right over the house. And the hollow in which it stands, or rather, as it seems, where it is being pressed into the ground by the weight of the granite slabs that have been used for the roof, has been filled with drift snow, carried here by the wind and deposited on three sides of the cabin, piling up to at least the height of the girl's chest at the wooden walls of the hut.

		There is a lot of snow between the girl and the hut and she knows that she’ll have to shovel at least a path if she wants to get inside the cabin. But before she starts shoveling she unlatches the snowboard from her backpack, puts it facedown into the snow, then sits on it and opens the top of the pack to get a flask out. Two cups of mint tea and one Snickers later she is ready. Shedding the red jacket she goes in search of the shovel, which, if she remembers right, should be hanging from two nails on the left side of the cabin. She remembered right and after thirty minutes of steady shoveling she reaches the door and opens it with the key which she digs out of the back pocket of her trousers. She doesn't go in yet, though, but continues to shovel snow until she can open the wooden shutters on the window next to the door and until she has also freed the long pile of wood for the stove.

		Only then does she lean her snowboard against the cabin and carry her backpack inside.

		 

		***

		 

		Phew, that is finally done. My arms and shoulders are aching and I won't be mad when I can finally sit on one of the wooden chairs, sip a coffee and eat a couple of biscuits. But there remains a lot to do before that. After putting the backpack down I go to fetch wood for the stove. It's not too cold right now, only a couple degrees below zero, but come night I'll be glad if I have a cozy fire going in the stove. Besides, it's a very basic cabin and if I don't manage to get a fire going there won't be any coffee. There's no electricity, just the stove for heating and cooking and a couple of petrol lamps. There is one lightbulb hanging in the middle of the room, powered by a solar panel, but I like the light of the lamps better.

		Lighting a fire isn't much of a problem, I've been a scout long enough to know how to do that. The trick is to make sure there's enough kindling and also enough oxygen. A quick trip to the forest to break off a few twigs from a fir tree provides enough kindling to make four of five fires. Except that I get into a hollow and have to fight my way through waist-deep drift snow. At least the exercise keeps me warm. Once the fire is going I take a better look around. Maybe if I had done so earlier I would have noticed the stocks. But maybe not, it is dark in here and both the stocks and the wood of the cabin's wall are old and dark and my eyes had to get used to the dark first.

		I step closer and notice the piece of paper tacked to the horizontal bar of the stocks, just above the round cutout where the neck is supposed to go through.

		"Strip and lock yourself in when you're finished. Enjoy!" No signature, no name, but I don't need a name or a signature. I know the handwriting.  

		It's the same writing as on the note that sent me up here to this cabin a day early, a whole day before my friends will arrive to fill it with laughter and banter and playful teasing and sometimes crying and whispered conversations. Two days before we will take our snowboards and skis and head for the slopes for long days of wind in our hair and sun on our faces. 

		Like now, I didn't ask questions yesterday when I found the note on the kitchen table. I packed my backpack, including the few items mentioned in the note, went to buy supplies and today I schlepped everything to the train station and then up the hill. I'm not supposed to ask questions, especially not when there are none left to ask.

		 

		An hour later everything is done. My belongings are put in the closet in one of the tiny bedrooms, the supplies stored in the cupboard, the cabin is slowly getting warmer and a steaming mug of coffee is standing on the table next to one of the lamps whose light never reaches the far corners of the room. The stocks are now standing smack in the center of the cabin, the dark, weathered wood almost blending in with the shadows. I reach out and touch the ancient, worn out wood. It feels cold to the touch. It's still cold inside the hut but that is not the reason why a shiver runs down my spine and settles between my legs to start a low, steady tingling. I wonder how the stocks got here, and when. I don't wonder why, though.

		A last sip of coffee, then I get up. There is only one thing left to do. 

		 

		***

		 

		Hmm, that ass. Just perfect. Round and firm, the silken curves of the buttocks shimmering golden in the lamp's dim light, bisected by the black crescent of the crack. Simply perfect. But its perfection isn't what I like best about this ass. It's mine, that is what makes it so special. The round orbs are mine, the creases between buttocks and thighs are mine, the crack is mine, the rosebud is mine. The spot where the spine dives into the crack between the buttocks is mine, too. The flanks and hips, as well as the tender skin between rosebud and cunt, her whole cunt, her clit, her belly, her breasts. All mine. 

		The long hair falling over her face is mine too, although I cannot see it yet. I'll come to her hair later. For now, I'm content with looking at that perfect ass. When I'll leave, it will look even better. Even perfection can be enhanced, at least in my eyes.

		I know she raised her head when she heard my footsteps in the snow, the door opening, the stomping when I shook the snow from my shoes. Now she's straining her ears, waiting for a sound, a movement, a touch, anything. Her heart is beating fast, her cunt tingling and swelling in anticipation, already opening and getting damper with every second which passes.

		My eyes take in every detail to savor it. The perfect ass, framed by black garters, the white flesh of her thighs, the black woolen stockings, not overly sexy, but keeping her feet and legs warm, the reflection of the lamp on her polished heels. The arch of her back as she sticks out her ass. The breasts hanging free, nipples erect. 

		Small. Firm. Mine. 

		Her whole body: Mine. And most important: Her heart and soul and mind: Also mine.

		Eager to please, willing to obey. Not that she has much of a choice other than to obey.

		I smile, proud of her. Not every girl would lock herself into stocks in the middle of nowhere, naked. If nobody came she could freeze to death. But she trusts. And she's right to trust, no harm will come upon her, never.

		At long last I take off my coat and lay it on a chair. No word has been spoken until now. No word will be spoken as long as I am here. She doesn't need words to know how much I love her. I don't need words to feel how much she loves me.

		The only movements are the slow rising and falling of her back with every breath she takes and the shadow of her body in the stocks which dances on the wall, the only sound the crackling of the fire in the stove. My smile widens when I see that she has prepared a crate with logs to put on the fire. 

		She's waiting, her mind racing. She cannot be sure who is here. She will find out, smart as she is. Soon. 

		One step brings me close enough to touch her. She flinches ever so slightly when I lay a hand on her buttock to cup it, feeling the cold of her naked flesh. That will change. By the time I'm done with her it will be sizzling hot.

		 

		***

		 

		Night is falling fast, soon it will be completely dark outside. Soft hail pellets are driven against the window by the wind, making a low clicking sound when they hit one of the panes, disproving the weather forecast. Inside it's almost as dark, but much less cold. Not warm enough to keep the girl's skin warm, though, but enough to keep her from being cold. The girl involuntarily clenches her ass for a moment when the woman trails the curve of her ass, following the crease between her spread legs, almost brushes her cunt. Then she relaxes again, the orbs parting once more, trembling slightly when the finger follows the crack to the small of her back and along her spine, all the way up to where her neck disappears in the stocks.

		A soft moan can be heard as the woman follows the trail of her finger with her lips, starting where the buttocks begin, finishing at the neck. The girl's head turns when the woman, her Mistress, her love, walks around the stocks, the click-clack of her heels hard on the wooden floor. 

		She stoops to pull a chest from beneath the bench and opens it. Even if the girl wasn't blindfolded it would be too dark to see what's inside the chest. But she hears enough to wonder, enough to turn up the buzzing in her pussy a notch or two. After placing several items on the table the woman picks up a hairbrush and starts to brush the girl's hair, letting her feel the pull on the roots, knowing that this won't fail to put the girl into the right frame of mind, in the unlikely case she isn't there already.

		The woman puts the brush away and carefully braids the girl's hair, weaving in a length of chain on which end she tugs before she lays it over the stocks, letting it snake along the girl's back and vanish into the crack of her ass.

		 

		***

		 

		It's been cold in the hour during which I waited, locked in the stocks, no way out once it had snapped shut. I've felt the chilly air on my bare skin, only my right side a bit warmer because of the warm glow from the stove. But the cold's gone now, replaced by much more than just warmth. I was fully aware of the sight I provided when the door opened and whoever it was entered the cottage. Well, I had a pretty good idea who it was, but as a matter of fact it could have been anyone.

		But then she stood behind me, no doubt looking me over, hopefully enjoying the sight, and I could feel who it was. Now, after brushing and braiding my hair, there's no doubt anymore. The end of whatever she braided into my hair dangles between my legs, brushing lightly against my sex when I arch my back. I'm pretty sure she enjoys the sight of me trying to feel it as much as possible, a wanton cunt struggling to tease itself, yet knowing that there won't be any release until she grants it. Self-torment at it's sexiest. Yet I cannot help it. I've got a wanton cunt and chances are that soon I'll be a wanton cunt.

		It's pretty foolish to turn my head when I hear Mistress step away to stand behind me again, but I cannot help that, either. Then she picks up the chain, pulls on it while her other hand begins to tease and caress, caress and tease, starting at my neck, going to my breast, gently rolling the stiff nipple between her fingers, then letting it go after a pinch that evokes a whimper and sends a jolt of pain through my body, but not to my brain. Instead, it goes directly to my pussy to arouse it even more. Soon I'll feel my juices seep down my thighs and start to soak the woolen stockings.

		Slowly, tenderly, Mistress' hands move over my body, seemingly aimless, yet not forgetting any spot that's especially sensitive. From my left breast to my belly and up again to my shoulders, down to my buttock. A quick flicking of the chain sends a shiver of pleasure up my spine. I hear myself moan. I know that sooner rather than later those moans will turn into cries and whimpers. What I don't know is whether they'll be cries and whimpers of pleasure or despair, or even pain. Probably a mixture of them all. They will certainly express my love for her, that much I know.

		 

		***

		 

		By the time my hand slides between her legs to cup her dripping sex her body is trembling with desire and growing need. My hand, is, of course, coated in her sweet juices, but now is not the time to savor the heady taste of her arousal. One finger on her clit, thumb pressed against her rosebud, all the time pulling on the chain. A flick of her clit is met by a gasp, increased pressure on her ass by a moan.

		I know my girl, I know how long she can hold back, how good she can control her urge and her need. We're still far from the point were obedience and will are obliterated by her body's need, but we will get there. No need to rush, though. 

		The thumb glides in, spreading her, preparing her, but of course she doesn't know that. Her ass clenches around my finger, her moan fills the small room, her wetness adds moisture to the rising temperature.

		

	
		Another flick to her clit, another gasp, another step up the ladder to utter need. I love it. I love my slave.

		But I need to let her go, as much as I'd love to continue.

		The steel hook is quickly lubed but it takes much longer to work it into my slave's perfect ass. It probably would slide in easily, but where would the fun be in that? No, an ass hook has to go in slowly, with much twisting and turning and spreading the tender flesh, letting the girl feel that she's completely mine, that I own her. Also, it gives her time to squirm and moan as her ass struggles to accommodate the cold steel, which I know will soon be warm, then hot. As hot as her ass.

		Once the hook is buried deep inside her I proceed to latch the chain to the ring at its end, making sure to pull it tight enough to let her feel the strain but not induce any pain. Also, like this she doesn't have to hold her head or let it hang. I wouldn't want her neck to be stiff tomorrow.

		 

		***

		 

		Her head pulled back by her hair and her ass slowly getting used to the hook inside, but never enough to forget its presence, like the pulling on her hair is too intensive to be forgotten, both sensations enough to keep her in constant arousal, the slave once again waits. This time, she has to wait much longer than before. The Mistress walks to the little stove in the kitchen alcove, puts another log on the glowing embers. There is a tiny table in the corner and on it a small bowl with a couple of oranges and tangerines besides an empty cup. A flask, a little can, some sugar and a tiny bottle of milk complete the setup. 

		She doesn't need to open the can to know what's inside and for a moment she has to fight the urge to run back to her slave, release her and hold her tight, plundering her mouth, invading her sex, make love to her for the rest of the night. That, of course, wouldn't be wrong, but it's not what she has in mind. 

		Soon the aroma of fresh Earl Grey tea fills the room, or at least partially, because the scent of the girl's arousal is just as strong. A heavenly mix of scents if ever there was one. She sits down and peels one of the oranges, eating two sections before she gets up again to slowly pull the next along the girl's sex, coating it with her juices, warming it in the girl's molten cunt. No need to waste perfectly perfect girly juices, after all. 

		The girl gets to eat three sections of orange, willingly opening her mouth as soon as her Mistress holds them to her lips. Then the real fun begins.

		 

		***

		 

		I stop trying to guess what comes next while she sits and drinks tea. Que sera, sera. Oh, well, nice try. Of course I try to guess what will happen next. To no avail, though. However, my pussy lives a life on its own and dutifully reports the sensations it experiences. It's cold, whatever she uses to touch my pussy with is cold. Not cold enough to cool my pussy, though. Then it touches my lips and it's a section of a sweet and juicy Tarocco. Not the kind of sweet and juicy I'd have preferred right now, but to decide that isn't up to me. Nothing is.

		The few first stings I almost don't notice. They're fleeting, barely touching me. But something keeps pricking my skin, like a hundred tiny needles. The sensation wanders over my flank, my hip, down one leg, up the other, across my ass, resting on each buttock for a while before it moves towards my head again, stopping in the pit of my right arm before it goes further south again until it reaches my breast. Here the hundredfold pricking remains, gets more intense, until it turns from pleasurable to painful, at least a bit. I can feel my nipple react, can feel the warmth that spreads in my breast, can feel the warmth reaching my crotch, turning the buzzing up a notch. Or several, rather. 

		Just when the sensation turns real painful and my moans to little cries she lets the floggers wander again. Once again a whole tour of my body, except this time the horsehair reaches a couple of times deep into the cleft of my ass, the tips landing on my cunt, making me twitch and whimper, leaving me dripping and sweating when the floggers move on to the buttock, then to the other breast. It's wonderfully intense and intensely wonderful, the perfect mix of pleasure and pain, but I get the feeling it's not over, not by a long shot. 

		 

		***

		 

		There isn't a better sight than a helpless girl, my girl, trembling and twitching, whimpering and moaning as she is wrapped up in her sensations, trying to discern between pleasure and pain. It's useless, sooner or later they mix, become one, reinforcing each other, carrying my slave higher and higher, until her brains shut out, until there is no slave anymore, just need and hot flesh and overwhelming sensations. And love. Love will always remain.

		No, there truly isn't a better sight. And because it's such a fantastic moment to have my girl there, I will keep her on the edge for a long time. Despite having stripped myself I'm glistening with sweat by the time her breast glows a deep pink, her nipple ready to explode, her cries of pain and pleasure loud. Like mine, her body is covered by a sheen of perspiration, her legs thickly coated with her juices. I pause long enough to pull a finger through her sex, then lick it clean, savoring every drop before I continue with the horsehair flogger. 

		 

		***

		 

		The girl's body twitches and her cries fill the small room as the floggers twirl and swirl, turning more and more of her body a deep pink, then an even deeper scarlet. Down her flank again to her thighs, getting a bit sticky and a bit heavier with her juices, the stinging increasing with the weight as the Mistress moves up again, taking her time on that spot where buttock becomes thigh, watching intently as the girl's legs twitch and a conscious effort on the slave's part keeps them apart.

		The girl's cries intensify when the floggers land on the round orbs of her buttocks, further teasing and tormenting the already tender skin. Finally the woman lets the flogger reach deep between the girl's legs, the hair landing on her pussy again and again. Cries turn into yelps, moans into gasps, pain into pleasure, or vice versa, it's hard to know. Maybe the Mistress knows, the slave sure doesn't. Neither of them cares, though. One is way too far gone to care about anything else but getting release, the other knows that her girl is right on the edge, right where she wants her, save from harm but not from hurt and she's concentrating to keep her there, keep her exactly at that point where a single touch, a single word can tip her into blissful oblivion.

		 

		***

		 

		I'm not sure whether I'm talking, screaming, begging or just silently wishing for release. All I know is that I need to cum.

		I NEED TO CUM! NOW! PLEASE PLEASE PLEASE!

		But I don't. Maybe, no, surely, if I let go I would cum. Immediately. But I don't. I mustn't. 

		 

		***

		 

		I stop to lay the flogger on the table and pick up the crop. Time to mark her as mine. Not that this is necessary. She isn't mine because she wears my mark, but because we both want it to be like that. Yet, it's just nice to see my mark on such a perfect body, to know that she trusts me enough to present me her perfect ass.

		Hand on her ass, pressing down on the hook, pulling her hair, finger ploughing through her cunt, tongue tasting her sweet essence, again and again. She's still on the edge, maybe even closer than before, if that is possible. Low, guttural moans break the otherwise perfect silence in the cabin. Her buttcheeks and cunt are clenching and opening, living a life on their own.

		I step back and raise the hand with the crop.

		"CUM!" The command in perfect sync with the "CRACK" of the crop on her ass. One single word. One sharp stab of pain. Only one syllable, one single crack, yet they induce so much. I watch her as she cries and moans and wriggles, tearing at her hair and driving the hook inside her ass as her back arches in violent convulsions.

		Time to release her, time to cradle her in my arms, to kiss every part of her, feel the heat of her body pressed against mine.

		 

		***

		 

		I don't remember how I got into bed. But then there is Mistress, cradling me in her arms, kissing me, loving me. Skin touching skin, tongue touching tongue, lips touching lips, all of them and in every conceivable combination.

		Taste, touch, smell, hearing: All our senses filled with the other, except my sense of vision, because she never takes off my blindfold. My ass is still stinging, but that is nothing compared to the endless and intense tingling in my pussy, growing, growing, growing, until I get release from my yearning and cum, only to grow again. I know she feels the same. Well, except for the stinging in her ass and the rawness of her breasts.

		It hurts when she sucks my nipples, but the pain feels oh so good. It hurts when she kneads my ass, but I wouldn't want her to stop. It almost hurts when she goes down on me, but I'm much too busy to return the favor and much too intent of pleasing her as good as she does me to let that distract me. Or, maybe closer to the truth: I'm so damn horny and wanton and filled with desire that nothing can keep me from loving her. 

		Fucking frenzy. For a long time, until I eventually drift off to slumber, feeling two of her fingers inside me, crooked, letting me know where I belong and to whom I belong.

		 

		***

		 

		The girl's face is a pale spot in the dark, a strand of her hair moves with every breath she takes. The woman, the Mistress, watches her from the doorway, sipping a cup of tea.

		After she has finished the tea and put the cup down on the small table in the kitchen she goes to pull the blankets over the naked shoulder of her slave. A long, tender kiss on her forehead. "I love you." The girl stirs in her sleep, lips turned into a smile. The woman turns, pulls her coat around her and steps out of the cabin into the twilight.  

		 

		***

		 

		"Huh? What's that?"

		"What's what?"

		"Don't you see? There's smoke, someone's already here." The five young women stare at the cabin above them, stopping to catch their breath. True enough, there's smoke spiraling from the chimney up into the clear blue sky. And as they get closer they see that someone has shoveled a lot of snow to free both the door to the cabin and the stack of fire wood. 

		"Yeah, might be our missing friend, lil' Miss whip-my-ass," another replies giggling.

		"Wonder what she was doing here a day early."

		"Sitting in the snow to cool her butt," the first says and they all laugh as they put their heavy backpacks and snowboards and skis on the ground and venture to the door, stamping their feet to shake off the snow before they enter.

		Nothing is unusual inside, except for the fact that there's a fire burning in the stove and unlike other years the temperature isn't freezing but rather comfortable. A jug with lukewarm tea stands on the table, a stack of glasses next to it. The one who had first seen the smoke opens the door to the sleeping room. There, sprawled over the two lower bunks, lies their friend, peacefully asleep, covered by blankets, her dark hair spilling over the tiny, red and white checkered cushion. "Wonder what she's been up to."

		"Whatever it was, it's time to get up, it's almost noon." One of them steps forward and pulls the blankets swiftly away from the girl. The sight of her glowing red ass, streaked by one single, dark red welt, evokes a collective gasp from the five women. For a long moment there is complete silence. The woman on the bunk stirs and turns her head, but makes no attempt to hide her nakedness. Her eyes are still closed, partially veiled by a curtain of hair.

		"Holy shit! That must hurt like hell."

		Now the girl’s eyes open and the lips turn into a smile. "No, Karin, you got that completely wrong," she says very quietly, then pauses to look at her friends who still haven't moved. "It feels like heaven."

		 

		The End
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