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Flatmates: A Tale of Mind Control



When Ellen had pulled out the handcuffs, I couldn’t have been more surprised.

We’d been dating for around a year, and she’d never shown any indication of being sexually adventurous. She had the most incredible body and was, no way around it, quite possibly the most beautiful girl I had ever seen outside of a magazine, but when we’d started to go out I soon realised that her tastes in the bedroom didn’t really stretch much beyond standard missionary, and even that was rarer than it should have been. Oral sex – giving or receiving – was pretty much for special occasions only, and I had thought that anything that included toys was off the table by default.

But I didn’t really mind. She was smart and funny, and I knew from our second date that I was completely and utterly in love with her – and, for whatever reason, that she felt the same way about me. With that in mind, it was hard to get too annoyed about our sex life, even if I often wished for more. Instead, I just hoped that, over time and as she became more comfortable and trusting with me, her tastes would evolve.

I was wrong. For most of the time we dated, it had just been more of the same, but over the last four weeks or so I’d noticed Ellen becoming more daring. She had begun asking for sex to be rougher, and for me to go down on her. She had also begun instigating more often, pushing me playfully down on the bed and teasing me until I just had to fuck her.

‘Thank you, 50 Shades of Grey,’ I had joked once, exhausted from a previously unheard-of mid-afternoon lovemaking session one Sunday, and she had laughed.

‘You’re so silly, Adam,’ she had said, and that had been the end of the discussion.

But this? The handcuffs? It had come completely out of left-field, and I wasn’t quite sure how to process it.

I had to admit it: the idea intrigued me. I’d never really considered myself to be one for kink, but the idea of having a gorgeous woman tied to a bed, letting me do whatever I wanted to her? Having her all mine? I wasn’t going to miss that chance.

‘Cool,’ I said. ‘I’m in. So why don’t you take that t-shirt off and put your hands behind your back for me?’

She shook her head slowly, turning the handcuffs over and over in her hands so they caught the sunlight outside. ‘Actually,’ she said with a coy smile, ‘I was thinking that we could tie you up.’

Damn, I thought, trying to keep my disappointment from showing on my face. Then again, sex where I didn’t have to do anything – where I could just sit back and take what she had to offer me – didn’t sound too bad either.

Yes, that could definitely work.

I shrugged. ‘Sure. If that’s what you want, I mean.’

‘Oh, it is,’ she said. ‘It really is. I’ve been thinking about this for a long time now.’

Maybe there had been a wicked glint in her eye then; if there had, I hadn’t noticed it. That was how I ended up stripped naked, hands raised above my head, while she slipped the cuffs around my wrists. They ratcheted closed tightly, and I instinctively pulled at the chain. It held firm. I was going nowhere.

‘They’re a little tight, Ellen,’ I said, wincing as the metal bit into my skin.

‘Of course they are, sweetie,’ she grinned. ‘We don’t want you getting out, do we?’

She stood up as if to inspect me, and her firm breasts bobbed up and down in front of my eyes. She had lost her bra around about the same time I had taken off my shirt – she loved the feeling of skin on skin as we made out, apparently now more than ever – but her panties remained.

‘Hmm...’ she said as she looked me over. ‘No. You’re not quite ready yet.’ She reached over to the pile of clothes at the foot of the bed and grabbed my jeans, pulling the belt free of the loops. She folded it in half and pulled on it a few times, snapping the leather against itself with a loud crack that echoed around her room.

‘Jesus, Ellen,’ I said in hushed tones. ‘Keep it quiet, would you? Do you want her to know what we’re doing?’

Her, in this case, was Sarah: my girlfriend’s sole flatmate, and the resident of the room next door. I felt myself wincing as I said it.

We had met for the first time two or three months before, when she had moved in, and had taken an instant dislike to each other. As much as Ellen insisted on playing the peacekeeper – her insistence that ‘she’s really not that bad, once you get to know her’ was pretty much kept playing on a loop – we had never been able to see eye to eye on anything.

I definitely didn’t want her to know about my current situation, no matter how not-bad Ellen thought she was.

‘Fine,’ Ellen said with a sigh. ‘You’re no fun.’

She dove at my legs then, slipping the belt around my ankles and looping it tightly, roping me like a rodeo steer. With almost superhuman speed, she managed to get the free end of the belt through the bars at the bottom of her bed and pulled tightly, straightening my legs and keeping them in place.

‘Hey!’ I cried, trying to kick out, but it was no use: she had slipped the end of the belt through the buckle and fastened it. My legs were held tight together and secured to the bottom of the bed, stretching me out and making it all but impossible for me to move.

‘Much better!’ she said gleefully.

I saw her excitement and decided – against my better judgement – to keep my mouth closed. I had spent too much time hoping that she’d be willing to spice up our sex life a little to risk blowing it by complaining. If she was happier with my legs tied, so was I.

She straddled me then, climbing my body as she covered my torso with gentle kisses. The tip of my cock, rock hard and bobbing with anticipation, stroked against the curves of her breasts and I moaned: after so long with plain, vanilla lovemaking, I was in heaven.

Three loud, hard raps at the door quickly pulled me out of my fantasies.

‘Just a second,’ Ellen said, before kissing my cheek, flashing me her most adorable smile and swinging her leg over me in one smooth arc.

‘Where are you going?’ I said, as she moved towards the door. ‘Just ignore her. Or tell her you’re busy. She’ll go away.’

But Ellen didn’t stop. When she got to the door, she opened it a fraction, and the soft yellow light of the hallway shone in.

‘Is he ready?’ a voice said.

I saw Ellen nod, and then the door opened fully, pushed by a diminutive figure with a rich head of dark hair.

Sarah.

‘Howdy, Adam,’ she said, grinning maliciously. ‘I’m not interrupting anything, am I? I thought we might have a little chat.’

She waltzed through the door, pushing Ellen to one side, and sat down in her desk chair. She put her feet, clad in a pair of stylish boots that I was sure had once belonged to my girlfriend, up on the bed next to me as I wriggled and writhed, trying to hide my nakedness from her.

I felt my face flushing red, but it was hard to tell whether it was the result of embarrassment or anger. When I spoke, I could barely get the words out through my rage. Why had Ellen opened the door? Why had she let Sarah in, of all people? Had she planned this? Did she think this was funny?

‘Ellen, what the fuck is she doing here?’ I choked out, but Ellen didn’t reply. Instead, she closed the door softly, dropped to her knees, and crawled over to rest at Sarah’s feet. Sarah’s hand came down and stroked her hair tenderly.

‘Good girl,’ she said. ‘You’ve done well.’

Ellen practically purred. ‘Thank you, Mistress.’

Mistress?

‘Ellen, please...’ I started. ‘Just tell me what’s going on. I won’t be mad, I promise. I just –’

‘It’s no use talking to her,’ Sarah said, cutting me off. ‘She’s not in any state to answer you right now. Isn’t that right, pet?’

‘Mmm... yes, Mistress,’ Ellen said, her voice high and dreamy.

‘Good girl.’ Sarah turned back to me. ‘If you have any questions, I’ll be happy to answer them. As long as you’re suitably respectful, of course.’

My anger boiled over. ‘Listen to me, you stupid bitch –’ I began, but she cut me off.

‘Are the cuffs tight enough for you?’ she said in a breezy tone, not waiting for an answer. ‘They don’t look it. Ellen, would you be a dear and fix them for me?’

‘Yes Mistress,’ she said, rising to her feet and coming over to me. She looked straight into my eyes, smiling placidly, as she tightened the metal band around my left wrist by two clicks. The hard steel dug into my skin even more harshly, but even when I shouted in pain her expression didn’t change.

‘Ellen, please,’ I begged, but it was as though she couldn’t hear me. She tightened the right cuff by another two clicks, and then went back to rest at Sarah’s side like an ever-obedient watchdog.

‘Much better,’ Sarah said, patting my girlfriend gently on the head. ‘Now, are you going to behave for me, Adam? Or do I have to get my new toy to hurt you some more?’

I pulled against the handcuffs again, but there was no give whatsoever: Ellen had made sure of that. As I let my arms collapse, Sarah smiled.

‘Good boy,’ she said calmly. ‘I can promise you, you’re going to find this a lot easier if you just cooperate with me.’

‘What’s happening?’ I asked, trying to keep my voice level, concerned about what she might be capable of. ‘What did you do to Ellen?’

She gave a long, slow exhalation, as though deep in thought. ‘That’s two questions there, Adam, but don’t worry – I’m going to answer them both. Which do you want first?’

I considered it for a moment, before my making my decision. ‘What did you do to Ellen?’ I said eventually.

‘Aww... putting your little girlfriend first? That’s adorable. Maybe you’re not quite as bad as I thought,’ she smirked. ‘To cut a long story short, though, Ellen is mine now. My property. I own her, body and soul.’ She must have caught the look of disbelief that washed over my face; she turned to Ellen, still sitting happily by her side. ‘Tell him, pet. Tell him exactly what you are.’

Ellen pulled herself up to her full height, her back straight as an arrow, and smiled broadly.

‘I belong to Mistress Sarah,’ she said, her words coated with joy. ‘I am her slave and her slut and her property. Mistress Sarah owns me completely. Mistress Sarah is my Goddess, and I am nothing. Mistress Sarah owns my ass and my tits and my mouth and my cunt. I live to serve Mistress Sarah.’

Her speech completed, Ellen let her body slacken, and went back to looking adoringly at her roommate. If she had had a tail, I thought, she would have been wagging it fit to bust.

There was one word that stood out above all others, though.

Cunt.

The old Ellen – then Ellen I knew, the Ellen I loved – would never have used that word, let alone said that hers belonged to someone else. She loathed it, and everything it stood for.

And yet it had slipped out of her mouth with a practiced, carefree ease.

Mistress Sarah owns my ass and my tits and my mouth and my cunt.

Cunt.

Cunt, cunt, cunt.

The word echoed around my head.

‘How...?’ I asked, unable to get the words out without my voice cracking. ‘How did you do that to her? How did you make her say that?’

Sarah sighed. ‘I didn’t make her say it. She wants to say it, because it’s the truth. She’s all mine now, for as long as I decide to keep her.’ By her side, Ellen whimpered pathetically – the sound of a dog whose owners had left for the day. ‘But you don’t need to worry, pet,’ Sarah said, looking down at her affectionately. ‘I plan on keeping you for a long time.’

That seemed to please her, and my girlfriend’s look of worry turned into an expression of supreme contentment. ‘Thank you, Mistress,’ she purred.

Sarah turned back to me. ‘As for how I did it... well, that’s just simple psychology. Did Ellen ever tell you what I do?’

I tried to shrug nonchalantly, but the tight pull of the cuffs was too restrictive. ‘Funnily enough, you didn’t come up in conversation all that often.’

She smiled at that – a malicious, humourless grin that I didn’t like one bit. ‘I’ve warned you before, Adam. You really want to think about being nicer to me. I’m not always this pleasant to be around.’

‘Fine,’ I said, choosing discretion as the better part of valour – at least, temporarily. ‘What do you do?’

‘I’m a student,’ she answered simply. ‘Psychology, PhD. Final year. I’ve been trying to work out a way to induce complete suggestibility in subjects... and, as you can see, I’m getting pretty close to perfecting my method. And I think now’s about the right time for me to give you a demonstration.’ She clicked her fingers, and Ellen rose quickly to her feet. ‘Fetch the bag that’s on my bed, pet,’ she said simply. ‘There are a few things I need to show to Adam here.’

‘Yes Mistress,’ she said, before she scampered out of the room to follow her instructions.

Suddenly, I was alone with Sarah.

‘You’re not going to get away with this, you know,’ I said, trying not to show her how terrified I was.

‘Get away with what? There’s nothing to get away with. You heard her. Ellen is mine now.’ She took her feet off the bed and leaned in close. ‘You’ve lost, Adam,’ she all but whispered in my ear. ‘Why fight it? Accept it gracefully.’

I struggled again, but she just laughed. The agony as the cuffs dug into my wrists seemed to amuse her as much as it hurt me.

‘So Ellen was what?’ I snapped at her angrily. ‘Just a practice?’

‘Hah!’ Sarah snorted. ‘You really don’t get it at all, do you? Ellen wasn’t the practice. She was the goal. I’ve been crazy about that girl for months, but she was just so devoted to you – and so astonishingly, depressingly straight – that I didn’t have a shot. But now she’s all mine. Willing and eager and so very obedient.’’

The door opened and Ellen re-emerged, still smiling happily, carrying a leather satchel. She handed it to Sarah and then dropped back down to her knees.

‘And soon,’ Sarah continued, ‘you will be too. I’m just going to have some fun with you first.’

Fun?

I didn’t like the way she had used that word. It had been spat rather than said, loaded with the mutual distaste of all the time we had known each other. She had taken all the joy from it, and now – somehow, coming out of her lips – it was filled with nothing but hatred.

If there was fun to be had, I didn’t think it was going to be mutual.

‘First of all,’ she said, ‘I want you to know that Ellen is completely mine now.’ She looked down at my girlfriend. ‘Isn’t that right, pet?’

‘Yes Mistress,’ she said. ‘Completely yours.’

‘And who is this dirty little specimen tied up to your bed, then?’

‘Adam, Mistress,’ she said simply. ‘He’s my boyfriend.’

Sarah shook her head. ‘No he isn’t. In fact, you’ve never met him before. Why don’t you introduce yourself?’

‘Yes Mistress,’ Ellen nodded, before turning to me. ‘Hi,’ she said sweetly, her eyes blank. ‘Who are you? I’m Ellen. I’m Mistress Sarah’s pet.’ She paused when I didn’t reply; it was too difficult for me to speak. ‘Are you Mistress Sarah’s pet too?’ she said softly, as if sensing my distress.

‘Ellen...’ I choked out. ‘Remember me. I’m your boyfriend. Remember, please.’

She looked at me confused for a second. ‘I don’t have a boyfriend,’ she said eventually. ‘I belong to Mistress Sarah. I’m Ellen.’

There was no trace of recognition on her face. That friendly blankness killed me. She smiled at me the same way she smiled at strangers, all her memories of our relationship gone with just a few words from her bitch of a roommate. I didn’t know what else to say.

‘No, pet,’ Sarah said. ‘He’s definitely not mine. In fact, he’s a very bad boy, and he hurt me very deeply. How do you feel about that?’

Ellen looked at me with fire in her eyes, that amicable unknowing replaced instantly with a burning rage. ‘I hate him, Mistress. I hate him for hurting you.’

I decided to try again. ‘Ellen, please...’

‘Shut up!’ she shouted at me. ‘Be quiet!’

And I did. There seemed to be no other option.

‘And what do you think we should do about that, pet?’ Sarah asked sweetly, making deliberate eye contact with me. ‘Do you think we should punish him?’

‘Yes Mistress,’ Ellen said, and I saw traces of her Mistress’s malicious grin spreading over her face. ‘Let’s make him suffer.’

‘Oh, I agree entirely, pet. In fact, I’d like you to do it for me while I watch.’ Sarah reached into the bag and handed her a leather flogger and a large red ball gag. ‘You’ve had these used on you enough times to know how they work, I trust?’

‘Yes Mistress,’ she said, before grabbing me roughly by the hair and cramming the rubber ball between my teeth. ‘That should help you keep your fucking mouth shut,’ she said as she pulled the buckles tight with a jerk. I winced as the leather dug into the side of my mouth, but Ellen didn’t care.

‘Aww, does that hurt?’ she said, mocking my discomfort. ‘Good. That’s what assholes like you deserve.’ She picked up the flogger then, and draped it over my naked chest. The leather was heavy and coarse as it rubbed against my nipples, but I suspected that would soon be the least of my worries.

‘And this is what you get for upsetting Mistress,’ she said, turning to Sarah. ‘May I make him scream?’

Sarah nodded. ‘Sure, pet. But only if that’s what you want.’

‘I really do, Mistress. I want him to be sorry he hurt you.’

The first stroke landed, and landed hard. Wherever the leather collided with my chest I felt my skin burst into flame, a dozen separate agonies blooming like roses in summertime. I tried to scream, but the gag worked its magic; instead, all I could manage was a loud gasp as I found myself scrunching my eyes closed just to deal with the aftershock of the blow.

Closing my eyes meant that I didn’t know when the next stroke hit, which offered me a small moment of relief, but it didn’t last long. The second stroke merged with the third, filling the air with my moans and the dull thud-thud-thud of my punishment, like a heartbeat of suffering, and then the fourth and the fifth, onwards and onwards...

Seconds seemed like minutes and minutes felt like hours. It became impossible to judge how long I had been subjected to the torrent of blows. As it continued, I had grown more resigned to it, just trying to exist through the pain, but Ellen had grown more and more intense; every time she brought her arm down, it came with a colossal grunt of effort. The only pauses she took were momentary, when her anger forced her to take a second to breathe deeply and regain her composure slightly before she began again.

‘Are you sorry yet?’ she screamed at me, over and over. ‘Are you sorry you hurt her?’

Through the gag, I mumbled yes to every question she asked, only barely aware of what I was agreeing to. I would have said anything just to make the pain stop.

I was broken.

‘That’s enough,’ Sarah said suddenly, taking the flogger from Ellen’s hand. ‘He’s had enough now.’

‘Yes Mistress,’ she said. She brought her face close to mine and spat viciously. ‘Pig,’ she muttered, before she took back her position at Sarah’s feet.

‘Now, pet... how do you feel about this silly little boy now?’

‘I still hate him, Mistress,’ she said, gritting her teeth. ‘I know he’s been punished, but I don’t like people upsetting you.’

‘Good girl.’ Sarah patted her head. ‘But you don’t know him. In fact, you’ve never even met him before. Why don’t you introduce yourself?’

She sat on the side of the bed and ran her fingers across the red lines that had formed on my chest. Her touch was gentle, but it still stung like crazy, and I wriggled away from her. Once she realised that she was causing me pain, she stopped instantly, a worried look on her face.

‘Hi,’ she said, with a hideous déjà vu that she remained blissfully unaware of. ‘I’m Ellen. I’m Mistress Sarah’s pet.’

Even if I could have replied with the large rubber ball in my mouth, I wouldn’t have known what to say. The ease with which Sarah had taken control of my girlfriend was astonishing. How was it possible to have her switch from hatred to kindness so quickly? What could be responsible for such a change?

Sarah leaned in and released the buckle on the ball gag, pulling it slowly out of my mouth. ‘How do you feel now?’ she asked.

‘Please...’ I said: the only word I could mutter. My entire body screamed with pain, but my mind screamed loudest of all.

‘Please what?’

‘Please let me go,’ I begged. ‘Please. Keep Ellen. You’ve won. She’s yours. Just let me go. Please.’

She shook her head from side to side. Had it been anyone else, I would have said that she looked sad, but with the cold and brutal treatment she had given me over the past hour I sincerely doubted she was capable of that. ‘I’m sorry, Adam,’ she said. ‘I can’t do that. You’ve already been shown too much. But for what it’s worth, you won’t be feeling like that for very long.’

She began pulling more items from the bag: an iPod, complete with headphones, some cotton wipes, and a small bottle of a clear solution. She held them up in front of me.

‘There are three things you need to make someone completely obedient,’ she said, gesturing to the bottle. ‘The first is a sedative. Something like chloroform will do at a pinch, but this one is much more efficient. It just seems to open up the subconscious that much more cleanly. It’s like a fast-track to your inner mind, letting me pour whatever I want right in there.’

She set the bottle down on the desk. ‘The second thing is the right stimulus,’ she said, pointing to the iPod. ‘This is a six hour recording of my voice, set on a loop, over and over. If you were completely conscious, you’d probably be able to shrug it off, but coupled with the sedative it will worm its way into your brain and stick there. You’ll be completely helpless.’

‘What’s the third thing?’ I asked, fearing the response.

‘Oh, Adam,’ she smirked. ‘I thought you’d never ask. The third thing is positive reinforcement. See, it’s not enough for you to just hear what’s said to you, even with the sedative. You have to associate with good things. Obedience has to seem like a joy for you, no matter how much you might hate it consciously.’

‘So what, you’re going to give me a sugar lump when I behave?’

She sighed. ‘There you go, running that mouth again. I think for that, I might make you my little puppy when you’re all mine. On all fours permanently, begging for scraps of food...’ She trailed off, thinking about it. ‘Or maybe I’ll turn you into a hungry little slut. See how many cocks I can make you suck in a row – not that you’ll ever get tired of it. In fact, I think you’ll wonder how you ever lasted so long without a hard cock in your throat.’

She paused, and leaned in close. ‘Or maybe I’ll have Ellen suck all the cocks she can find, and I’ll make you watch, knowing that she’ll never even remember you – or if she does, she’ll hate you with every fibre of her being. Won’t that be fun?’

I let out a roar of anger and struggled, kicking against the cuffs and the leather that bound my feet. If only I could get free, maybe I could save us both...

I had expected Sarah to try and stop me, but instead she just bent her head down and whispered something softly into Ellen’s ear. Ellen paused as if in thought, then nodded. ‘Yes Mistress,’ she said, before climbing up onto the bed and straddling my cock.

She grasped it firmly in her hand and rubbed the tip against the soft opening of her pussy, achingly close to just sliding it in. The teasing calmed me, soothing my rage, and Ellen smiled.

‘Mistress Sarah says if you’re a good boy, once you’re her slave she might let us play together sometimes. She says if you behave then you might be allowed to lick my pussy.’ She pressed her hips against me teasingly. ‘And I’d like that a lot, because you’re kind of cute. So please be a good boy? For me?’

Be a good boy.

Be a good boy.

I stopped bucking and writhing then. Even though the words belonged to Sarah, the body belonged to Ellen, and I couldn’t fight it anymore.

Sarah dabbed a few drops of the solution onto a cotton wipe, and pressed it under my nose. Instantly, I was filled with a feeling of serenity – a calming high unlike anything I’d experienced before. My breaths grew deeper and more relaxed, and with every breath I was transported further away from myself.

‘Good boy,’ she said – Sarah? Ellen? It was hard to tell – and I felt myself relaxing even further.

Be a good boy. Be a good boy.

Sarah’s face appeared next to mine. ‘I don’t know how much of this you’re going to be able to take in,’ she said, ‘but here’s the positive reinforcement I was telling you about.’

I felt Ellen’s weight lift off me for a moment, and then a smooth, slick sensation down the length of my cock. She pushed me into her, rocking slowly back and forth on my member, moaning softly. I tried to thrust up against her instinctively, but it was hard to muster the energy through the haze of the sedative pressed up against my nose.

I felt Ellen’s small, soft hand on my chest. ‘No,’ she said gently. ‘Let me do all the work. You just focus on how good it feels, and do as Mistress tells you. Be a good boy.’

Be a good boy. Be a good boy.

The motion had the gentle rhythm of a metronome, pushing back and forth against me. It was soft and subtle, the kind of sex that could easily go on for hours – light and teasing, designed to keep me on the edge for as long as she wanted.

Every rock produced a desperate little moan from her that cut through the fog of the drugs and made me smile. Ellen was enjoying herself. That was all that mattered.

Her hands reached down to play with my chest, her fingertips making delicate circles around my nipples. It was a trick of hers that I had always loved – the one thing she knew I was completely powerless to resist, that would get me hard and ready to fuck in seconds.

She remembered.

She remembered it, which meant that, somewhere deep inside, she remembered me.

‘You won’t be allowed to come until I’m sure your programming is complete,’ Sarah said, her face low against mine as she fiddled with the headphones, ‘but when you do it will cement the whole thing. Until then, just try and focus on how good her cunt feels. She really is a wonderfully attentive little slut when she puts her mind to it.’ 

‘Yes,’ I whispered. ‘So good.’

She slipped the headphones into my ears then, pressed play, and left the room, kissing Ellen hard on the lips as she went. Ellen didn’t break her rhythm even for a second, and continued riding me even as Sarah’s voice began pumping through the headphones and floated directly into my subconscious.

You belong to Mistress Sarah, the voice in my ears said.

You are her slave and her slut and her property.

Mistress Sarah owns you completely.

Mistress Sarah is your Goddess, and you are nothing.

Mistress Sarah owns your ass and your mouth and your dick.

You live to serve Mistress Sarah.

And as the world faded to darkness under Mistress Sarah’s words and the rhythmic bouncing of her pet on my cock, I knew that it was the truth.


Claiming Him


HIM

It’s Friday – a Friday that has been booked for weeks. A few old friends are back in town, and Mistress has very kindly agreed to give me a night out of the collar in order to catch up with them. I am sure that I will be forced (albeit entirely willingly) to make it up to her later, but for now I am more excited about catching up with my university crowd than I am disappointed that I won’t be able to serve her.

I check my watch: almost half past seven, with plans to meet at the restaurant at eight.

Plenty of time. No reason to hurry.

HER

He was so adorable when he asked for the night off that I couldn’t find it in my heart to say no. His friends were only in town for a few nights, and while he has made it clear that at one point I would be invited to join them and their wives and girlfriends for a dinner at one of the more upmarket restaurants in town, they like the idea of having a boys’ night out.

Just like old times.

‘I don’t have to if you don’t want me to,’ he had said, but it was a formality. Firstly, I knew without a doubt that if I had any objection he would stay at home, pampering me in the way he managed so well, but secondly he knew I wouldn’t deprive him of his outside pleasures. Why shouldn’t he see his friends? As boyfriends went, he was kind and generous; as far as his service was concerned, I couldn’t have asked for a more devoted lover.

So yes. I could busy myself for a night without him.

I settle myself down on the computer, finding myself ever-amused by just how seriously he treats the ritual of male bonding he’s about to be part of. He has been fussing about his appearance for what seems like forever. If it had been me, there would have been none of this – my impatience would have seen to that – but it is his night.

If he wants to preen, why shouldn’t he?

HIM

Finally, I’m ready.

I emerge from the bedroom and catch a glimpse of myself in the mirror. I’m not one for vanity, generally speaking – at least, I hope I’m not – but I have to admit that I look good. Shirt and slacks immaculately pressed, not a hair out of place. My neck feels oddly naked without its familiar strip of leather, but there will be time for that when I get home.

I have high hopes for the evening. Everything seems to be lining up for me.

I walk into the living room and see her on the computer, poring over some work file or other. She doesn’t respond to my calling, and it’s only once I see the wires fitting snugly into her ears that I realise why.

‘I’m off, then,’ I say as I approach her, before kissing the top of her head. She smiles and unplugs her headphones.

‘What?’ she says.

‘I said, I’m off. I’m going.’

She pulls me down by my shirt collar and kisses me properly, a lingering display of dominant affection that she knows will be running through my mind all night. She tops it off with a gentle bite of my lower lip – just one of her many ways of telling me not to get too cocky, that despite my dress clothes and current collarless state I am still and will forever remain her submissive.

‘There,’ she says. ‘Now you can go.’

HER

The kiss was designed as a tease for him, but he seems astonishingly unruffled by it – either that, or he is hiding it a little too well for my liking. I, on the other hand, feel as though someone just flicked a switch inside of me. Suddenly that kiss doesn’t feel like nearly enough, and I can’t wait for him to get back tonight. Hopefully his night with the boys won’t result in him being too drunk. Once he returns, it will be straight back into the submissive dynamic we know and love, with me in charge and him at my feet where we both know he really belongs.

Yes. Once he gets back, that is precisely what is going to happen.

But that could be hours away. Why torture myself?

No. He’s been looking forward to this for weeks.

I should just let him go. I really, really should...

He heads into the hallway, and I hear him slide the lock back on the door. That makes my decision for me.

‘Wait,’ I say.

HIM

There’s something about the tone of her voice that tells me instantly that that’s exactly what she means: not ‘come back’ or ‘turn around’ or ‘you’ve forgotten something’, but wait. Stay still.

Don’t you dare move.

Sure enough, within seconds I hear her chair push back and the soft tread of her footsteps along the carpet coming towards me. There’s a wicked grin on her face that makes it clear that this isn’t just going to be another goodnight kiss.

HER

There’s a look of panic in his eyes as he struggles not to check his watch. His obsessive punctuality has always been one of the biggest differences between us, but his desire to arrive anywhere he’s meant to be twenty minutes before he has to be there plays directly into my hands for once.

‘Relax,’ I say, to put him at ease. ‘You’ll be there on time. I’m just going to give you something to think about while you’re with your friends first.’

I’m next to him by this point; if it wasn’t for the height difference between us, I’d practically be whispering in his ear. Instead, I settle for resting my hands on his chest and giving him a gentle push backwards, trapping his body between me and the wall.

There’s something about seeing him like this – this six foot, chiselled Adonis who could so easily sweep me to one side being completely flustered with just a few simple words – that drives me absolutely wild. I can’t help it. Knowing so easily that I can take anything I want from him, and that he’d give it freely, sends a tingle of pleasure up my spine.

The question is, where do I start?

HIM

She rocks her body forward onto mine and leans in close to whisper in my ear.

‘That isn’t going to be a problem, is it?’

It’s a question that really isn’t: if it’s what she wants, it’s never a problem. That’s just how things are supposed to be. I shake my head enthusiastically.

‘Good boy,’ she says, and any desire I had to leave melts clean away.

HER

‘There’s just something about seeing you all dressed up like that...’ I say, but my voice trails off involuntarily. It’s the truth, though: tonight, for these other people, he looks exceptional.

I hate it. I hate it.

All of a sudden I am overcome by a possessiveness that I didn’t know I was capable of. The idea grinds against me like rocks in a machine, throwing my best-laid plans into disarray.

Is it jealousy? No, not really: when we go out together, he looks just this good. Perhaps there’s an argument to be made that on those occasions it is for my benefit, and so I’d have no reason to feel envious, but... no. Not quite.

Greed, then? Do I want him just to deprive other people of his company, even for just a few minutes? No. Definitely not. He deserves to have a good time.

Then what? Lust? Nothing more than a desire to take him, right now, because he is mine and because that is my right?

It’s not perfect, but it’s definitely closer to the mark.

I have to have him now because I can take him any minute of the day – and if I don’t exercise that right from time to time, when it suits me, what’s the point in having it at all? I could explain this to him, but I don’t have to.

‘On your knees,’ I say instead.

HIM

The drop to the floor feels natural: it always does. I have done it enough times that it feels like home, and going back is always welcome.

The second my knees make contact with the carpet, all thoughts of leaving fly out of the window.

She might keep me like this for five minutes, or for the next two days: it’s hard to tell. Part of the reason I fell so desperately in love with her was her spontaneity, and the way it contrasted so perfectly with my own rigid existence. Her willingness to bend the rules – and the world – to her whims brings out the best in me.

So what if I’m late? I’ll make an excuse.

She is more important.

She always has been, and she always will be.

HER

He bows his head as he goes down. It’s a sign – as if any were needed – that he is sliding down that slippery slope into submission, into obedience, and back to where we both know he belongs.

His body rests close to mine as he holds himself up on his knees, like a puppy brought to heel. He doesn’t say a word as I run my fingers through his immaculately coiffed hair – the perfect case of bedhead, even at close to eight o’clock in the evening – and draw him near with a firm grip.

It’s strange not to have something to hold onto. The hair is good enough, just about, but I haven’t adjusted to the absence of his collar – removed tonight by special dispensation – and so when my hand slips down the back of his neck in order to grasp it, my hand comes back empty.

Still, it is enough that he knows.

HIM

I can feel my body tense as she slides her hand down the back of my neck, expecting to feel a tug on my collar, but it’s only when she pulls away that I remember it’s no longer there.

No. That’s a lie.

I never entirely forget that it’s not there, because I never feel entirely complete without it. I have long since passed the stage that I need ring of steel to remind me what I am.

She doesn’t let it faze her, though.

HER

‘We’re going to have a little bit of fun before you go out,’ I say, and I can feel my face tightening into an unexpected smile as I see a flash of uncertainty cross his eyes.

Uncertainty is fine. He is allowed to doubt, as long as he obeys – which he will, without question.

I have trained him well.

‘Get yourself ready,’ I say as I point with one firm finger towards the bedroom. ‘Stripped and kneeling. And be quick about it.’

I watch as he slinks away hurriedly on all fours to follow his instructions.

My good boy. My obedient pet.

HIM

Her words echo around my head as I crawl to the bedroom.

A little bit of fun?

‘Fun’ for her has a lot of different meanings. Perhaps she just wants to use my mouth, to pull me into her cunt and ride my tongue to an orgasm or three before she sends me off out the door, the scent of her juices flooding my nose as they coat my face. Perhaps she’s more interested in causing me pain, in flogging my ass and back and making it so that I can’t so much as sit down tonight without feeling that intense burn, knowing – as if there could be any doubt in her mind – that even though I am not with her in body my mind is always at her feet.

I start to disrobe, never standing even though it would make things so much easier. The trousers come off first, and then the shirt, folded as neatly as possible despite my temptation to leave them in a hurried, crumpled heap in the corner. The underwear follows soon afterwards, and I can’t help but note the first traces of precome forming on the head of my already-erect cock.

My reaction is Pavlovian, built from hours and days and weeks and months of teasing, trained by her hand.

I rest, naked and kneeling on the floor, and I wait for her.

HER

I watch as he strips. No matter how much I feel the urge to run my hands across his body, I know there is plenty of time for that. Right now, I want to give him time to prepare himself for me before I join him.

Firstly, it’s because I’m not entirely sure what I want to do with him, and I know that time is of the essence; I don’t want to go in there with only a rough idea and to be forced to break off halfway through in order to not ruin his evening.

Secondly, and perhaps more importantly, I want him to be ready for what happens. I need to give him the chance to get back into an appropriate mindset, to flick whatever internal switch he has from ‘social’ to ‘submissive’, to find himself back where he needs to be.

And so I wait.

I run over various scenarios in my mind, disregarding some and tweaking others. I go over past playtimes with him, harvesting memories for ideas, condensing fantasies down into that awful, cruel twenty minute window we have.

For a little while, nothing seems to fit. No matter how I turn them, twist them or shape them, none of my ideas quite seem to fit the slot I have been given to work with. I even consider going into the bedroom, kissing him gently, and telling him to go and have a good time.

And then...

And then it comes to me.

And it is perfect.

HIM

When she enters the bedroom, it is with a smile on her face. It is confident and steadfast, the smile of a woman who knows exactly what she wants and exactly how she is going to get it.

For the first time since she first pushed me to my knees, I completely forget about the people waiting for me in a restaurant across town.

I am hers.

HER

‘Fetch the harness,’ I say.

HIM

And so that is it. That’s the fun that she wants to have with me tonight.

I am going to be taken.

HER

I can see his cock twitch as he heads across the room to our toy box, hard and firm already.

It’s a good sign.

He is unsure about the strap on, at the moment. It’s a relatively new and infrequent introduction into our playtime, previously discussed at length and yet never acted upon, and he’s still adjusting to it – pushing down his fears and concerns, and opening up to the wonderful feelings that come from giving himself to me completely.

That the thought of it makes him visibly erect gives me a rush, and lets me know that I made the right decision.

For both of us.

HIM

I try not to let my mind dwell on it for too long as I fish the harness out of our box of equipment. The leather straps haven’t been used in a while – at least two weeks, and possibly more – and so it take me a little while to find them. By the time I do and begin crawling back to her with the thing trapped between my teeth, she is looking at me impatiently.

She is naked as the day she was born.

HER

I had planned to have him undress me, to get those delicious, strong, tender hands to work their magic all over my skin, but seeing him rummaging around in front of me on his hands and knees just makes me want to get on with it. I don’t have the patience to wait.

This is to be quick. Forceful.

Violent.

I am going to take him the way I want, and the way he needs. I am going to give him something to remember as he sits among his friends tonight, as he enjoys his temporary freedom.

I want him to feel fucked, and for that I need time. There will be a thousand other days for him to spend romancing my body.

But not tonight.

HIM

‘Well?’ she says as I drop it at her feet. ‘What are you waiting for?’

I mumble an apology as I begin buckling it around her waist, my fingers fiddling with the tough clasps: they have not yet been broken in, although I’m sure that they – like myself – will be soon enough.

The thought sends a shiver through me.

HER

His fingers work fast, but they’re clumsy with nerves.

Poor baby, I think with a smile. You really would do anything for me, wouldn’t you?

We can test that. We can see just how much he is willing to give me.

HIM

She is smiling down at me as I work. It’s not a cruel smile, but it is not the smile of an equal. Right now, she views me as property – not lover, not boyfriend, but as slave and toy.

Right now, of course, I view myself in much the same way. It is astonishing how quickly she can bring me back to this position, and yet it feels like the most natural thing in the world.

The buckles finally close at the correct tightness. I kneel back, waiting for instructions.

HER

I note with some degree of satisfaction that the cock that suddenly protrudes out from me is much bigger than his. The black rubber stretches out almost nine inches, and the head bulges into a mushroom cap that I know will make pressing it into his tight asshole an extremely rewarding challenge.

But not yet. That comes later. First, there is a little more preparation to be done: one more humiliation for me to take from him.

HIM

‘Suck it, pet,’ she says.

It’s not unexpected: in fact, once I had seen the glint in her eye I wondered quite when it would be making its appearance. This is something I know she loves and she knows fills me with a profound sense of unease. It is a shift in the dynamic that I’m still not used to.

She has sworn to change that, and it seems as though today is going to be one more step on that journey.

HER

He hates the reaction it provokes in him: half arousal, half concern. Ever since I told him that we would be using the harness, his cock has been standing at full mast, and yet he has had a look on his face like a child caught with his hand in the cookie jar.

When will he learn that I want what is best for him? I would never hurt him – at least, not beyond that which his body was able to take. Hurting him would be hurting myself.

But he has to learn. Submission is acknowledgement that I am to be trusted, that if he puts his faith in me and my decisions it will be rewarded. That power can be traded for fulfilment.

He is close, but not there yet.

His tongue is tentative as it laps out against the rubber, which I always find faintly adorable. The cock is such a recent purchase that it still has that faint ‘new toy’ smell and taste. If I asked, I have no doubt that that would be his excuse for his reticence.

Whatever helps him get through the day.

His mouth wraps around it, the look in his eyes suggesting it’s a punishment rather than a privilege, a humiliation rather than an honour. He doesn’t get that it’s all for his benefit, even as he begins to suck.

And then something changes.

He finds his rhythm. All of a sudden, the hesitancy falls away, one swallow at a time. He closes his eyes and focuses on the sucking, bobbing his head back and forward like a pro.

Before, he was doing it to please me. In that moment, though, I can see that he wants it for himself.

And he will get it all. I plan on seeing to that.

HIM

‘That’s right,’ she coos down at me softly. ‘You suck it really nicely for me, pet. Show your Mistress what a dirty little cocksucker you can be.’

I let out a moan, muffled though it is by the hard rubber mass in my mouth. She is pushing my buttons and she knows it. She doesn’t need to fuck me with it to prove that she owns me; merely making me desperate for it is enough.

HER

He revels in the humiliation, of being told the way things really are now. He loves the shift from confident, intelligent, articulate boyfriend to needy little slut, and every time I push him down he finds it a little more comfortable.

Of course, that just stands as my invitation to push him further next time.

I reach my hand down and begin stroking his hair gently, tenderly, still whispering down at him. ‘Good boy,’ I say as I muss up the hair he spent far too long on, but he’s no longer in any state to care. As he swallows the hard black cock over and over, taking more of my length than either of us would have thought possible just a few short weeks ago, I wonder if he can hear me at all.

HIM

The cock has become my world.

I take it because she wants it, my spit serving as the lubricant that allows it to slide into my mouth with ease. There is no resistance from me, not anymore.

I am broken, and I love it.

HER

He follows the cock as I remove it from his mouth, greedily wanting more, but as I place two fingers gently on the top of his head he understands that he has had enough. Ordinarily, I would let him keep it – God, I could watch him suck me for hours on a normal day, until his jaw aches to breaking point – but today we work to a deadline.

Today, there are other holes I’m interested in.

HIM

She pulls away from me, despite my best efforts, but it is for the best. She gestures with one hand for me to lay across the bed and present myself to her, and I do: it hasn’t been long since we started, but the position I needed to be in is one she drilled into me right from the first time.

Repositioned as I am – legs spread, belly down, wrists crossed behind my back – I am at my most vulnerable, just as she likes me. She could do anything to me right now, and we both know it.

On the dresser sits a half-melted candle, the missing wax having been splattered across my back in a previous situation not at all dissimilar to this, on a night half a memory away. As she walks across to it, I wonder if it will be making an appearance again tonight.

Somewhere in my mind, a vague, distant thought pops up: do we have time? Does she really plan on keeping me for long enough to let the wax melt, to tease me, to allow me to scrape it off and to recover from the burn? It is an argument made by a different person in a different time. Right now, I could no more complain than I could fly to the moon.

But no, it isn’t the candle – not now, at least. Neither is it the crop that rests on the top of the cabinet, thankfully; the last thing I will need as I try and sit down to dinner with friends is the feeling of twenty little leather kisses burning into the flesh of my ass.

I wait silently as she opens the door, wondering what she has planned.

HER

The drawer next to our bed is full to the brim with possibilities. I run my hands over a few of them, cursing the restrictions I have been placed under and imagining the things I would do if I had more time.

Except... well, I do have more time, don’t I? I have all the time in the world. He is mine, and that means his time belongs to me. If I decided that his plans are cancelled, that he will spend the night serving me, that is exactly what will happen.

I tingle at the thought. I could do it. It’s my right. I have that much power, and more besides.

But I won’t. It wouldn’t be fair, not at such short notice, not to fulfil what may turn out to be a passing whim. It might be a fun fantasy, but it’s not the act of a responsible Mistress.

I leave my dreams of steel and leather and rubber in the drawer where they belong. The only thing I take is a bottle of lube, and a small bullet vibrator.

The rest can wait.

HIM

I hear the squirt of the bottle before I see it, and I feel an immense sense of relief: no matter how eagerly I have been trained to suck on her rubber cock, we are not yet at the stage where that could provide sufficient slickness on its own for her to take me.

I have been assured, however, that the time is coming, and coming soon.

But it isn’t tonight. That’s all that counts. I see her step behind me, and feel her tap my thighs apart. That is my sign to loosen up, to ready myself for her invasion.

A lubed-up finger slides into me, giving me a chill. This is happening.

‘Are you ready for this?’ she asks.

HER

‘Are you ready for this?’ I ask him, but he doesn’t answer. He doesn’t need to. The gentle pucker-and-release of his asshole tells me just how much he is crying out to be filled, even if he doesn’t know it himself.

His body betrays him. It wants this. Craves this. Needs this.

And of course, I aim to please.

But not just him. This isn’t for his benefit: it’s for mine. My orgasm will be what draws this little encounter to a close, not his. The tiny little bullet vibrator built into the harness and currently nestled against my clitoris is already on and doing a fine job; I can only imagine the pleasure it will give when I use his ass to press it against me.

I plan to enjoy this. Every last second of it.

HIM

The lube-drenched tip of the rubber is cold as she presses it against my asshole, teasing me with its presence: I can feel the chill making me tense up in expectation, but I know that that is no good. For this to work, I must be calm. Relaxed.

I must accept it, mind and body.

‘Take it for me, baby,’ she says. ‘Show me what a good little slut you can be for me.’

I moan in anticipation, and she takes that as her cue. With one hand firmly holding my wrists in place behind my back, she pushes forward into me and takes what is hers.

HER

There is always a moment of resistance as I take his ass, as though the last vestiges of his dominant spirit are trying to consciously rebel, but I am not worried: he has his safeword, same as ever, and by now he is so used to the feeling enough that the push back he gives from my hands on his wrists is little more than a token effort.

Could he throw me off him? Could he stop this at any moment? Of course.

But will he? Would he?

Not a chance.

HIM

It gets easier.

Every time she fucks me, I can feel my body taking it deeper. The first time, I felt as though I was being stretched to breaking point, but now my ass takes it comfortably. The fact worries me – this is not the largest attachment, and I have been promised that once I can take this comfortably then a bigger toy will be my reward – but for now I am capable of enjoying the feeling of fullness.

She goes slowly at first, inch by inch, not wanting to overwhelm me. I close my eyes, try to focus on the sensation, and I find myself enjoying it.

A sharp sting swats against my ass. ‘No,’ she says. ‘Not yet.’

I’m confused. What just happened? Did I do something wrong?

Then I realise: I was pushing back against her, trying to get more of the large rubber cock inside my asshole than she was ready to give.

I am past rejecting the gift she is giving me. I need it. I know that now.

I hold my hips still and wait for her.

HER

I have to punish him for his greed, of course, but that doesn’t mean I don’t enjoy it. In fact, the sight of his body unconsciously and yet so eagerly attempting to mount my strap on fills me with delight in a way that the vibrator buzzing away against my clit can only hope to match.

I don’t like to fuck him traditionally, with him bent over and me standing upright. It might be easier for him, but I can’t help but think it feels oddly detached. I like to get up close and personal, to feel my body against his. That’s why, once the dildo is lodged in him up to the hilt, I lower myself down on top of him. My breasts press up against his back and he moans as the strap on shifts inside of him, a fresh new sensation for him to adapt to.

‘That’s right, my little slut,’ I whisper into his ear. ‘You take it for me. Take it for your Mistress.’

Slowly but steadily, I begin rocking my hips back and forth, fucking him the way he deserves to be fucked.

HIM

The gentle pressure of her weight on me is a reminder of my place – as though the cock she is using to probe me could ever be forgotten. Every push into my body presses her against me, as though she is trying to grind her way right through me. It isn’t long before she reaches a hand around and begins playing with my nipples, teasing them gently but masterfully. Even in the throes of approaching orgasm, she knows just how to turn me on.

I can’t help it. My excitement is too much to bear, and I begin rubbing myself against the sheets. Every desperate thrust is a double torture: firstly, because it forces me back against her, and thus presses her cock deeper into me; and secondly because as pleasurable as it feels, I know it will never be enough to give me the relief I crave. It’s a tease, and nothing more.

There will be no orgasm until she decides – if she decides.

HER

The steady buzzing of the vibrator against my clit works its magic. Every time I push against him, it sends a shiver right through me, which in turn makes me buck harder against his precious asshole.

It’s a vicious circle, but as I continue to ram steadily forward I am sure it is one that he seems to be enjoying. His moans are certainly those of approval, tinged with arousal; deep down, I know that he is struggling to reconcile the feelings his has for it, and so I do my best to encourage him.

With every thrust forward, I begin kissing the back of his neck. He squirms around to join me, to press his lips to mine, but he cannot reach.

Tough. Once again, he’ll just have to take what he is given.

HIM

She moans as her lips touch the back of my neck, teasing me with light feather-touches. She knows it is my weak spot, knows that whatever she is doing to my ass it is that gentle tickle that will really make me melt into putty in her hands.

The bite is unexpected, but not unwelcome. As her teeth sink into the flesh of my shoulder, I find myself gasping. It is not through pain – her teeth only provide the barest hint of pressure – but the suddenness of it is vicious enough to take me by surprise. I can feel her sucking at me, biting, drawing the flesh into her mouth in order to mark me, and when she withdraws at last I know there will be a purple bruise resting just beneath the line of my shirt, where no one can see but me.

A symbol that I am hers.

HER

The love bite was a momentary distraction, but the vibrator demands my complete attention. It pushes me to the edge and holds me there like a puppet on a string, unable to cut myself loose and crash into the orgasm I so desperately crave.

I can feel the first tingles, warning me of what is to come. I can feel my breath quickening, and my pulse begin to race. Suddenly I am torn between desperately wanting him to fuck me and wanting to feel his lips on my cunt and his tongue on my clit, skilfully working his oral magic until I lose myself all over his face.

The thought lingers: of pulling him by the hair or collar deep into me, not letting him breathe until I am satisfied. Using him as a sex toy the way I’m using him as a hole.

I own him. That’s all that matters. That’s all that could ever matter.

So close...

‘What are you?’ I say, as I reach around and give his nipples a teasing pinch between my fingers. ‘Tell me what you are. Now.’

I need to hear him say it. I need to know it’s the truth.

HIM

‘I’m yours, Mistress,’ I say. ‘Always yours.’

HER

I come all at once, grasping at him as my body tenses, pulling me deeper into him seemingly against my will – but of course, not quite.

There is nowhere else I would rather be.

HIM

Her nails dig into the skin in my arms, but I don’t mind. All I wish is that I could turn around and kiss her, feel her excitement with my own lips, but tonight I will have to make do.

I close my eyes again, focusing on the sensations: the fullness in my ass; the breathy satisfaction in my ear as she calms down; the pinching grip that comes before her body properly relaxes.

The ticking of the clock.

Let it tick, I think. I am in no hurry. My friends are all but forgotten: if I am ten minutes late, so what? They will carry on without me, and I will catch up.

Right now, I need to be here. This is where I belong – with her, pleasing her.

HER

Slowly, the world comes back into focus. I let it take its time. There is no rush for me to finish.

He doesn’t move, except to turn his head and look at me: a difficult feat, given the eight inches of rubber still lodged inside him, but he doesn’t seem to care.

‘Thank you, Mistress,’ he says, and I can’t help but kiss him.

HIM

She withdraws from me, and the feeling of fullness is replaced by a new, even more wonderful sensation: the feeling of having been utterly, wonderfully, satisfyingly fucked. My asshole puckers, desperate for more, but my body is spent. As she climbs down off me, she gives me a gentle, wordless squeeze.

She’s satisfied. I’ve done a good job, and that makes me happier than I can put into words.

She doesn’t tell me to get up, and so I don’t. With the strap on still bouncing lubricated reflections in the soft light of our bedroom, she comes up in front of me and for a moment I have a sudden shock of panic that she is going to make me suck it clean – I’m not ready for that yet, I think as I feel my body tighten up in expectation – but she doesn’t. Instead, she slips the harness off and inserts one long, dainty finger into the wetness of her pussy.

It comes out glistening, and she brings it up to my face. A slight nod is the signal that I’m allowed to suck it, to savour her juices and the taste of her excitement.

‘There,’ she says. ‘That’s what’s waiting for you when you get back tonight. And just so you don’t forget me...’

HER

I had been planning this right from the start: my last, final little tease before I let him go on his way.

His asshole is still slippery with the lubricant from earlier, so the small black plug that I used to train him slips right in. It’s considerably smaller than the strap on that just stretched him out, and for a second I worry that he might not be able to hold it, but sure enough his ass gives it a tight squeeze. It’s enough to keep it there, but not enough that he will ever be able to let it drift from his mind.

Perfect.

HIM

One last kiss and she leaves me to get dressed, safe in the knowledge that my mind will not stray far from her – and everything that awaits me when I get home.

Between the taste of her lingering on my lips and her presence inside of me, I am marked thoroughly.

And I couldn’t be happier.


The Bet


He arrived on the dot of ten as she had asked, which was unusual in itself.

Paul had never been what you’d call the most reliable of friends. Sure, he was fun to be around – smart and funny and attractive in a jokey, goofy kind of way that seemed to drive all the girls wild – but Claire had learned a long time ago not to depend on him for too much of anything. Being friends with Paul meant planning everything with an hour-or-more buffer, just to be safe; when he said ten, it was as likely to be noon as anything else.

It seemed that he’d taken the bet they had made the previous a little more seriously than she had anticipated, though, and for that she was grateful. It would make what she had planned much easier – and that meant she would be much less likely to lose her nerve.

‘One slave as requested,’ he said as he opened the door. He was wearing the same disarmingly light-hearted grin he kept on his face most of the time. ‘And on time, I feel I should point out.’

‘I’m impressed,’ she said with a smile, stepping aside to let him into her flat.

‘Well, I aim to please.’

If only you knew..., she thought.

The boxes were mostly packed up, which was a good thing as far as she was concerned. Sure, there would still be work to do – largely the Tetris-esque game of ‘how many boxes can we fit into a Mini Cooper in one trip?’ – but there was little urgency.

Good job, too. She had other plans for him.

‘I just love what you’ve done with the place,’ he said as he surveyed the towers of boxes that filled the hallway. ‘I hear cardboard is very in this year.’

She chose to ignore it. There were other, more important things to be dealt with. There would be plenty of time to make him regret his snarky comments later.

‘Right then,’ she said as she closed the door behind him. ‘Shirt off.’

‘What?’ He had that same old predictable smirk on his face, the one she had come to love and loathe in equal measure. ‘I thought I was here to help you with your move, not to star in a Diet Coke advert.’

‘You know the deal. I won. I get you however I want. So take your shirt off.’

Paul froze, wracking his brains for some smartass comeback or a reason to argue with her, but the look on his face told her that he was coming up blank.

Good, she thought. If she could throw him off-guard now, the whole thing would be that much simpler.

‘What’s the matter, Paul?’ she said, trying to keep her voice light with gentle mockery. ‘Cat got your tongue?’

‘No,’ he said, but the wisecrack she would have expected was conspicuous by its absence.

‘Then what’s the hold up? Do you really think you’ve got anything I haven’t seen before?’

He shrugged, his traditional no-big-deal gesture. The old Paul was back.  ‘Whatever you say. If you wanted tickets to the gun show, you only had to ask.’

Shirt and t-shirt were thrown unceremoniously over the back of a chair, and he flexed theatrically, mugging for laughs that ordinarily she would have given him.

Ordinarily, perhaps, but not today.

‘Much better. Now, turn around.’

Still flexing, he rotated his body until he was facing away from her.

‘Remind me... what were the rules of our little bet?’

He sighed. ‘The winner gets the loser for eight hours.’

‘And are there any restrictions?’

She could see him shake his head. ‘Nope.’

‘And you’re OK with this?’

‘Not at all. But I consider it the price of a lesson well-learned.’

‘And what lesson is that?’

‘That you’ve got some kind of psychic poker powers, and playing with you is a bad idea?’

‘I think the lesson is more along the lines of “Don’t bet what you can’t afford to lose.”’

Another shrug. ‘If losing my t-shirt and packing books for eight hours is as bad as it gets, I think I’ll be OK. But just so you know, the next bet we make? The whole shirt-off thing works both ways.’

‘And there’s me thinking you were a gentleman.’

‘You overestimate me,’ he said, the hesitant smirk apparent in his voice even as he faced away from her.

‘Oh, I don’t think I do at all.’

If he had heard the clinking chain of the handcuffs as she slipped them from their hiding place, he didn’t let on. She had placed them there behind the cushion on the settee – covered but easily accessible – ready for just this moment.

It was now or never.

‘You see, that’s the problem with you, Paul,’ she whispered into his ear as the cuffs clicked closed around his wrists. ‘For a smart guy, you’ve got such a... well, such a narrow imagination.’

As soon as he felt the first ratchet close, she felt his arms involuntarily stretch to let him wriggle away; he was quick, but she was quicker. She brought his second wrist around in a quick loop, pressing it between the metal folds and shutting them tight.

Now he could wriggle as much as he wanted. The cuffs were expensive, and solidly-built. They were going nowhere.

‘Hey!’ he cried out as she span him around by the shoulders. ‘What the fuck?’

It wasn’t like him. Normally, she would have expected a joke, or some kind of witticism designed to break the tension – that was Paul through and through, never quite capable of taking anything entirely seriously – but when he turned to face her, he just looked flustered.

Better yet, he was blushing.

Could it be that he had been thrown off by something as simple as a pair of handcuffs? Could it be...

Could it be that he enjoyed it?

She cast her eyes downwards briefly and caught sight of a swelling between his legs. Well, well, well, she thought to herself, happily. This might be easier than I thought.

‘Hush,’ she said firmly. ‘You said I got you for eight hours. Well, your eight hours starts now.’

He gave an overly melodramatic sigh. ‘If I’d known you were into all this whips and chains, 50 Shades of Grey bullshit, I’d have—’

She cut him off mid-sentence, putting a finger on his lips and pressing down hard. ‘No, Paul. When I say hush, you stay quiet. That’s how this is going to work. I say, you do. Do you understand?’

For a second or two he looked like he was going to try and come up with another witticism, but then he just gave a weak, unsure nod.

‘Good,’ she said, smiling. ‘Are the cuffs tight enough for you?’

He nodded again, struggling to keep his eyes focused on her. They darted around the room as if looking for a way out, but that wasn’t it.

No... the redness of his face told a very different story. He couldn’t keep his eyes on her because he was embarrassed, ashamed to admit that, for all the bluster he would ordinarily have put up, he was enjoying himself.

Good, she thought. He should be enjoying himself.

She had put a lot of thought into this. How many nights had she spent fantasising about Paul, and how it would feel to have his strong, smooth body resting next to her? How quickly had those thoughts turned to dreams of controlling him, of making him hers, of using him like a toy for her amusement?

She had wanted him from the minute they had first become friends, and now, for eight hours at least, she had him.

And he wanted it.

Her heart skipped a beat in her chest as she thought through the ramifications of that. He wanted to be here, right now, with her. He wanted to be under her control. Even if he was too shy to admit it, the bulge in his jeans told a story that was hard to argue with.

Eight hours wasn’t long, but it was a start – and it wasn’t an opportunity she was going to waste.

‘Poor Paul,’ she said in a sing-song voice. ‘Never even saw this coming, even though it was really kind of obvious. That’s exactly what I meant when I said you had a limited imagination. I mean, this would never have occurred to you, would it?’

He looked confused. She took her finger from his lips. ‘You can speak, Paul.’

‘What wouldn’t?’ he asked softly.

‘This, if the situation was reversed. A full day of being in control, having me at your beck and call. You joke about making me be topless all day, but I don’t think you’d ever have done it, would you?’

‘I don’t know.’

‘No? Shame. I know I would have been hoping for it.’ She paused for a second, unsure how to continue – or rather, whether or not to carry on at all. ‘But that’s the thing... you really would have been too nervous about making the first move, wouldn’t you? Making the jokes a reality?’ She didn’t wait for a response. ‘Well, now you don’t have to worry about it. I think my cards are pretty clearly on the table, so... there you go, I guess.’

‘Look, Claire...’ he started, but she cut him off.

‘Do you find me attractive, Paul?’

‘Of course I do. You know it’s not that.’

‘Then what? You’re worried about spoiling our friendship, or whatever other bullshit excuse?’

He shrugged. ‘Well... yeah.’

‘But you didn’t stop me.’

‘No, I didn’t.’

‘And you haven’t asked to leave.’

‘Nope.’

‘If I went to get the key to those handcuffs right now, would you want to be let out?’

‘I...’ he began, his voice trailing off into uncertainty. ‘Jesus, I don’t know, Claire. I just don’t know, OK?’

That was when she kissed him.

She pressed her lips against his, feeling the smooth lines of his chest against her body. If there was a moment of resistance and uncertainty on his part, it was exceptionally brief, and within a moment or two he was kissing her back with exactly the same passion, gently parting her lips with his tongue, exploring her mouth the way she longed to explore his body.

God, she thought, I could spend the whole eight hours just kissing him. If I had my way, I could spend weeks just kissing him.

Slowly, she pulled herself away, and he followed her until he couldn’t follow her any further.

‘Did that help make your mind up?’ she said teasingly.

He didn’t reply, but his grin told her everything she needed to know.

‘See, this is what you get for being open to a little bit of misbehaviour. Good things happen to people who are smart enough to take initiative. That’s why it’s a good thing I won our little bet.’

‘I’m rapidly coming to the same conclusion,’ he said, his smartass nature apparently back in full force.

She chose to ignore it. ‘Even if you’d decided to make a move on you, I doubt you’d have thought of something like this,’ she continued. ‘I imagine a blowjob or two and you’d have been completely satisfied. Or perhaps you’d have tried to fuck me. Does that sound about right?’

She was running her hands across his body now, exploring the crevices and contours of what was – at least for the next eight hours – completely hers. She was pleased with what she; despite his self-deprecating nature, Paul kept himself in relatively good shape, and even the lightest touch with the very tips of her fingers across his abdominal muscles showed that the work definitely wasn’t going to waste. They tensed under her touch – perhaps through fear, perhaps through anticipation, perhaps through arousal.

Perhaps, she hoped, through all three.

‘I...’ he started, but his voice drifted off before he could finish. The warmth of her kiss having cooled on his lips, it seemed that he was finding himself flustered all over again. ‘I guess so, yeah.’

‘You guess so? You don’t sound very sure.’

Her fingers played up his chest, tracing gentle, delicate patterns across his skin. The second they reached his nipple, his entire mood shifted. He twisted his body away from her, wriggling as if to get away from her probing fingers, but she was persistent. Her nimble little hands sought out what they were looking for, grabbed, and pinched them tight.

‘For fuck’s sake, Claire!’ he yelled out in shock and pain.

‘Stop,’ she said.

She kept her voice low, soft and quiet and in control, one syllable that was designed to stop him in his tracks.

She didn’t need to say it twice. His body caved to her and stopped squirming, standing up straight and tall. He must have had almost a foot in height on her, but it didn’t matter. None of it mattered.

As he straightened, she released the pressure on his chest, switching to soft, circular movements. His eyes closed and he let out a low moan of pleasure.

Good boy, she thought. Enjoy it.

She watched as his face relaxed, feeling the gentle pressure of her hands against his skin and drifting off into a daydream of pleasure, lost in the sensation. 

‘Well, if I’m being completely honest with you,’ she said, refocusing his mind on her, ‘you’re probably still going to get to fuck me this weekend.’ He didn’t resist as she slid a hand past his belt and into his trousers as she spoke, grasping his cock in an iron grip. It swelled at her touch – always a good sign. For all of his jokes and reservations, it seemed that Paul was definitely the kind of guy who responded well to a woman taking control. ‘The only difference is, now you’re going to have to work for it. Does that sound fair?’

He nodded cautiously; her confidence made all the difference. The certainty of her plans for him meant that his focus – weak as it was to begin with – was now completely spent on the idea of sex with her.

Men, she thought. Sometimes it’s just too easy.

‘I asked you a question, Paul. I expect an answer. Does. That. Sound. Fair?’

‘Yes,’ he said eventually. His voice was quiet and confused, struggling to deal with his newfound situation. Ten minutes previously, he had expected to spend the day shifting furniture and packing boxes, but now... well, now things had taken a very different turn, and it was clear from the look on his face that he wasn’t quite sure how to deal with it.

‘Good. I do want to be fair with you, Paul. Strict, yes... but fair too. Unfortunately, I’m going to need to let you out of these cuffs for a moment. Can I trust you to behave when I do? Or am I going to have to show you what happens to boys who misbehave?’

It was an idle threat, at least mostly: the money she had spent on such a quality brand of handcuffs hadn’t extended to the purchase of much else in the way of equipment, no matter how tempting some of the riding crops and floggers on display had been. The image of him on his knees before her had crossed her mind while she had been browsing, not to mention the whimpers she expected she could have him make with the right piece of leather against his tender flesh – but that was a fantasy for another time.

She hadn’t even dared to hope that she would get him this far, and now look at him.

‘Yes,’ he said, breaking her out of her daydream. ‘Yes, I’ll behave.’

‘Wonderful.’ She turned him back around, so the cuffs were facing her. With surprising deftness, she slipped the small silver key into the lock and turned it just slightly, enough to engage the unlocking mechanism without allowing them to spring open. Instead, she allowed herself to savour the closeness she had to him: his taut, lean body in front of her, just waiting to be used.

She gave another quick twist and the ratchets fell free. There was a long pause before Paul moved his arms down, unsure how to proceed.

Claire smiled. ‘Good boy,’ she said. ‘You’re learning. You do what I say, when I say, and not before. OK?’

He nodded. ‘OK.’

‘OK what?’

Paul paused, unsure how to proceed. ‘I don’t...’ he said eventually, letting his voice drift off into nothingness. ‘I don’t know what you want me to say.’

Claire’s heart skipped a beat. There was just something about seeing him like this, the strong, cocky, arrogant boy who had been her friend for so many years, brought to this adorable level of embarrassment by nothing more than a few harsh words and a pair of handcuffs.

‘You can call me Miss Claire today,’ she said breezily. ‘In fact, you will call me Miss Claire. Non-negotiable.’

His face fell, and for a second she wondered if she had gone too far, but he didn’t move away from her; if anything his body language seemed to indicate a desire to get even closer to her.

She leaned in and whispered into his ear. ‘Relax, Paul,’ she said softly. ‘You’re doing great. Just remember to keep my pleasure at the front of your mind and I’m sure we’ll get along just fine. OK?’

‘Yes, Miss Claire.’

He smiled as the words fell easily from his lips; if he had any doubts about feeling ridiculous, they looked to have vanished into the ether.

‘Good boy. You see how much easier this all is when you do as you’re told?’

‘Yes, Miss Claire.’

‘Then I think it’s about time we tested it, don’t you?’ She paused for a second too long, and he looked up at her: this was no time for doubts. She had the upper hand. Why risk losing it?

Do it, a small voice inside her said. Do it now. You’ll never get another chance as good as this one.

‘On the floor,’ she said. ‘Now.’

If her voice had wavered with uncertainty, Paul didn’t seem to have noticed. Almost immediately, he let himself fall forwards onto his knees. His jeans hit the carpet with a dull thud, and she ducked down instinctively to check if he was OK, that he hadn’t injured himself, but his face smiled up at her.

He looked content.

‘Good. Now follow me. Stay down there, though. I don’t want to see you standing again without my permission, OK?’

‘Yes, Miss Claire.’

She sidestepped a pile of boxes and headed into the hallway. For a moment, she was convinced that if she turned around she would see Paul standing upright in the living room, pulling his shirt back on and laughing at how stupid she was for thinking that he’d actually bought into this whole crazy plan, but when she took a cursory look over her shoulder at the foot of the stairs she was pleased to see him following obediently, head down, just a few feet behind.

This is really happening, she thought as she climbed towards her bedroom. I’ve been dreaming about it for months, and it’s finally happening.

Once they were in her room, she took great pleasure in seeing his reaction: as soon as the door was closed behind him, he sat back on his haunches in silence, waiting for further instructions.

She had long wondered exactly what she would do in a situation like this, how she would cope with having him so willingly kneeling in front of her. She had had fantasies of making him kiss her feet, starting at the toenails – painted a rich red especially, just in case – before working her way across her arches and coming to rest after many, many minutes of devoted attention at her ankle. Sometimes those fantasies gave way to something richer: perhaps grasping his hair roughly, pulling him forward into her pussy and ordering him to lick and lick until she was satisfied and he was exhausted.

But now, with him here...

‘Strip,’ she said firmly, unsure where the word had come from but instinctively knowing it was the right one.

He looked up at her. ‘Strip?’ he asked.

‘You heard me. Strip. Trousers off. Underwear, too. I want to see what I’ve got to work with.’

She thought she detected a hint of a smirk as he did as he was told, but she was beyond caring. As the denim of his jeans slipped down his legs, she saw without a doubt why Paul was as popular with women as he was. Underneath all of the self-effacing, goofy charm, his body was really something quite spectacular.

Only once the jeans had been placed in a pile at his side did he pause.

‘What’s the matter?’ she asked. ‘You can’t be shy, surely? I said I want everything off. And that means now.’

Sighing, he slipped his thumbs into the black elastic of his boxer shorts and pulled them down. For a moment or two it looked as though he was attempting to hide his penis from her, but either his attention slipped or he realised how futile it was: suddenly it sprang into view.

He was fully erect.

‘Well, well,’ she said, emboldened by his physical enjoyment of the situation. ‘What do we have here?’

‘Sorry,’ he mumbled.

‘Oh no... there’s no need to be sorry. It’s always nice to feel appreciated. Now, stand up so I can take a proper look.’

‘Claire, please...’ he said, looking up at her with plaintive eyes.

Please what? Please don’t make him do this? No, that wasn’t it. There was nothing stopping him from standing up and walking out of the door. She hadn’t made him come upstairs, hadn’t made him kneel, hadn’t made him remove his trousers.

She bent down, setting her face level with his. ‘Embarrassed, pet?’ she said. He nodded, ever-so-slightly. ‘By what’s happening to you, or by how much you’re enjoying it?’ This time, there was no nod: there didn’t need to be. Paul had flushed a deep scarlet, and that was good enough for her. ‘You can leave,’ she said. ‘If that’s what you want. We’ll consider the bet null and void, and you can get dressed and go home and spend the rest of the afternoon playing with yourself and dreaming about what might have been.’

She waited for a response, but he stayed silent, his head bowed. Submission wasn’t coming easily to him, but she could see that he was fighting for it – fighting the sensible, rational part of his brain that was still trying to convince him this wasn’t real.

Claire reached down a hand and gently raked her nails up his chest, making sure to catch his nipple as she did so. He gave a sharp inhalation, but said nothing. His mind was elsewhere.

‘Or, on the other hand, you could always stay here with me. See what happens next.’

He looked up at her again for the first time in what felt like forever, and she caught an honest, hopeful smile on his face. It wasn’t a smirk, or the prelude to some stupid joke. If she had to put a name to it, she would have said that it was gratitude – the smile of someone who was glad to be getting a second chance.

‘I think I’d like that,’ he said quietly.

‘Aren’t you forgetting something?’

A mask of confusion fell over his face, and she waited as he wracked his brain for a second or two. ‘I think I’d like that, Miss Claire,’ he said at last.

‘Good. I was hoping you’d say that,’ she said, pleased that he had figured it out for himself. It was a gentle reminder to him that he not only understood the rules of the little game they were playing, but also that he was willing to abide by them. ‘But I think you need to apologise.’

‘Sorry, Miss Claire.’

‘Not like that.’ She pushed one foot out in front of him. ‘Kiss it. Show me how sorry you are.’

Normally she would have expected some resistance, but he fell on her foot like a starving man on a gourmet dinner. His lips pressed against the tip of her shoe in a barrage of soft kisses, one after another, and she found herself wishing that she was wearing something other than a pair of simple pumps. This kind of treatment almost felt as though it was wasted on them. How much better would it have been if she had been wearing full on, knee-high dominatrix style fuck-me boots – something he could really worship? Even another pair of her shoes would have done: strappy sandals, or razor-pointed stiletto heels that were too impractical to wear. That would have been something, it really would.

He’s thought about doing this before.

The thought crossed her mind as she watched him. There was no hesitation, no doubt in his actions: he kissed her feet like someone who had been waiting his entire life to be put in that situation. When she slipped one foot out of the confines of its pump and placed it back on the floor, he let out a barely-audible moan of what sounded like pleasure.

Today really has just been full of surprises, she thought.

‘Stop,’ she said at least, once she had grown tired of his pampering attention; there were other things to attend to. He pulled himself backwards to a kneeling position almost immediately, despite his obvious reluctance. ‘There’ll be plenty more time for that later,’ she said. ‘For now, I want to see you. Stand up.’

‘Yes, Miss Claire.’

His encounter with her feet seemed to have made his shyness all but disappear. Rather than trying to argue with her or hide his nudity, he stood up in front of her almost eagerly, proud to show off the seven or so inches that stood out proudly in front of him. She had expected him to be well-endowed, and she had heard stories of his size before, but seeing it in the flesh was another matter entirely. It was shapely and smooth, neatly trimmed, and crying out for her attention. A drop of precome was beginning to form at the head: proof, as if its hardness were not enough, that he was enjoying this little humiliation game just as much as she was. She could only begin to imagine what the inside of her panties looked like.

She walked over to him, pressing her body close against his, and allowed her fingernails to walk gently down his body towards his cock. She ran the tips of her fingers across it, relishing the feeling of it twitching in response, before she took it in a gentle grip.

‘For the next eight hours,’ she said as firmly as she could manage, ‘this belongs to me. Just like the rest of you. Do you understand me?’

He nodded, biting his lip as he tried to keep his mind focused against the onslaught of sensations. ‘Yes Miss Claire,’ he stammered out eventually. ‘It’s all yours.’

‘Good boy.’

She stepped back and gave him a gentle push onto the bed: not enough that he couldn’t have resisted, but more than enough to make it clear that was where she needed him. Suddenly, she was on top of him, kissing him, grinding against him, guiding his arms above his head to the wrought iron headboard, perfect for...

Click.

The handcuffs were out in a flash, and he found himself secured and helpless yet again. This time, though, there was no complaint and no argument. She watched him flex against the steel, but they were just as tight now as they were before: there was no give whatsoever.

She stepped off him then, secure that he was going nowhere, and headed to the middle of the room. ‘Watch,’ she said, but it was unnecessary: there was no way he was going to be able to focus on anything but her.

She slipped her shirt over her head and tossed it into one of the half-filled boxed; a few seconds later her jeans followed, and she stood in front of him in nothing but her underwear. He took a deep breath, as though he was wondering if this was really happening.

He seemed to approve; there was no trace of a smirk on his face, and all of his smartass responses seemed to be failing him. Instead, he looked up at her with lustful admiration, his eyes falling across a body that he had never even suspected might have been lurking under her clothes.

‘You like what you see?’ she asked, already knowing the answer.

She fell on him, planting kisses all along his torso. Her figure was in far better shape than she had expected, and the pleasant surprise of his toned figure deserved attention. Apparently his body was sensitive; as her lips traced paths across his skin and up to his chest, he wriggled appreciatively, still doing his best to stay silent. It was only once she took his left nipple between her teeth and gave it a slight pinching bite that he moaned, not out of discomfort but instead out of sheer arousal.

That was the trigger – her signal to move in.

She slipped off her underwear and positioned herself above his cock, teasing herself with the tip. The feeling of her clit rubbing against the head of his dick made Paul moan, and when she lowered herself onto him – by God, he felt so big inside her – she felt a gasp of her own well up in her throat.

This was it: this was what she had dreamt of for so long.

Eagerly, he began thrusting his body upwards, desperate to bury himself in her pussy right up to the hilt.

‘No,’ she said, resting a hand gently on his chest to stop him. ‘Not yet.’ She couldn’t take it yet. First, she just wanted a moment to savour the glorious fullness of him inside her – her toy, her plaything, her Paul, right where she wanted him.

Slowly, she began to move up and down, teasing him as much as she was teasing herself. Every time she lowered her body – half-inch by glorious half-inch – she felt him stretch her, fill her, fuck her. She saw the look of intense concentration on his face as he resisted the urge to move and take her, but the cuffs and her weight on top of his body stopped him even if his willpower couldn’t.

He was hers. He seemed to know that now. Before, it had been a game – a joke that could have been called off lightly at any time – but now, buried inside her, it was real.

Her hips met his at last: she had all of him that she could take. Now it was time to use it.

She rocked her body back and forth, riding his cock on her own terms, taking exactly what she needed from him. Her breasts bobbed in front of her, bouncing gently with the force of her excitement. She saw the fire in his eyes as he stared at them, unable to tear his eyes away.

I need to be touched, she thought.

It was a fleeting desire at first, but the more she let herself dwell on it the more true it became. She needed to feel his hands on her, cupping her breasts, teasing her nipples, grasping at her ass as she rode him.

If she had just wanted to use a cock, she had plenty of options. She wanted him. That was what was important.

As she reached over to the cabinet and the keys that rested on top of it, he looked almost disappointed, as though he thought she had second thoughts and was about to call the whole thing off. From joking about it not half an hour before, now he seemed desperate to stay in the cuffs – as long as that meant continuing.

She leaned in close, her breasts hanging temptingly in front of her face, and unlocked him. ‘This doesn’t change anything,’ she said. ‘You’re still mine, all day.’

‘Yes, Miss Claire,’ he grinned, taking the hint. The moment the second lock fell free, he was on her, his hands running over her eager body like explorers in a new world, desperate to discover every detail. His fingertips played lightly over her nipples, first barely there and then immediately grasping at her breasts firmly, as though he couldn’t get enough of her body.

Somehow, he knew just what she needed.

She moaned as she fucked him, no longer worried about disturbing the neighbours. Tomorrow, she’d be halfway across the city; if there was a time to be loud, now was it. She screamed out with the ecstasy of every thrust, given her body over completely to the feelings that washed over her.

‘Fuck,’ she cried out; no other words seemed to fit. ‘Fuck!’

‘Please,’ he said softly, in a moan that was barely audible beneath her screams.

For a moment she wondered what he meant, but one look into his eyes told her everything she needed to know.

He was asking her for permission to come.

The thought thrilled her; the idea of the power she still wielded over him, even as he rested on top of her, excited her like nothing else. ‘Come for me, pet,’ she said. ‘Be a good boy.’

That was all he needed. He exploded into her, arching his back in pleasure as the wet tightness of her cunt ripped the orgasm from him. A second later she joined him, her body wracked with pleasure at the feeling of him filling her and the realisation that he hadn’t come – wouldn’t come – without her telling him to.

They collapsed back into each other and she laid her body down on top of his, her head on his chest, waiting there with his arms wrapped around her and listening to the sound of his racing heartbeat return to normality.

Was that it, though? She still had most of her time left. Could she reach up and grab those handcuffs again, secure him to the bed, stretch it out for the full eight hours – or perhaps longer, even? Or would the old Paul come back, full of biting sarcasm and an inability to take anything seriously?

She waited, unwilling to make a move and risk destroying the illusion. For now, it was perfect.

It wasn’t long before she felt him stir beneath her, and for a second she managed to convince herself that he was preparing himself to leave – to walk out of the door and forget any of this had ever happened. Instead, he moved his lips down close to her and planted a chaste kiss on the top of her head.

‘Thank you, Miss,’ he said softly, almost to himself. ‘Thank you so much.’

With her face nuzzled into the taut muscles of his chest, content that she couldn’t be seen, Claire smiled a smile that she didn’t think would fade for a long time.

‘Good boy,’ she said at last, settling into the realisation of what had just happened, and what it might mean for the future.

The boxes could wait.


 
Wrath
She loves to watch them squirm.

Today’s client – she can’t remember his name; she has been calling him ‘boy’ for months now, even though it is probably written in his file somewhere – is hanging against leather straps across the room. For once, she feels no desire to hurry. He has paid for the weekend: forty-eight hours of suffering at her hands. Normally, she wouldn’t be able to stretch out his agony like this, which is a shame, but this weekend he is all hers.

For her, the anticipation is part of the fun.

She wonders what is going through his mind as she watches him. With the blindfold covering his eyes and his mouth gagged, he’s alone in the silence of his own imagination, waiting for her next move. His flesh is already criss-crossed with welts from their morning session; they stand out like harsh red tramlines against his pale skin. Perhaps soon she’ll trace her fingers over them and find out just how sensitive they are. There is a lot to be said for the crop and the cane, but there’s just something special about inflicting agony with nothing more than the touch of her fingertips. That’s true power. That’s what really thrills her.

She loves to make them scream, too. That much, she’d do for free. The money is just a perk – not that she’d tell him that, of course.

His body is already hanging heavy in its restraints, and they still have a day and a half left. She finds herself wondering if she’ll make it through to the end. In theory, it doesn’t matter to her – his money has already been deposited in her account, so financially at least she has no reason to go easy on him – but it is rare to find herself having a connection with a toy like this. As a person, she is cruelly indifferent to him – he’s just one more pervert with money, looking to get his rocks off by any means necessary – but as a plaything... well, that’s a different story altogether.

You wouldn’t know it to look at him. When he had walked in for his first session all those months ago, with his glasses and his slight build and his hair beginning to grey at the temples, she had written him off almost immediately. He looked too fragile to be much fun; instead, she figured she would play lightly with him, try to eke as much money out of his wallet as possible and give him just more than he could take – as little as that would inevitably be.

Just enough to keep him from wasting her precious time.

But he had taken everything she had given him, and then had come back for more two weeks later. He hadn’t asked her to be more rough with him, but she had – and he had taken that too. It had been two more sessions before she had made him cry out loud, and another three before she had brought him to tears.

That had been two weeks ago, and until he called to book this extended weekend stay, she hadn’t heard from him. She almost thought she had scared him off, but deep down she knew he’d be back – and here he is.

He needs this. It’s part of him, just as it’s part of her.

He doesn’t move much as she approaches him, but there is a slight turn of his head as he orients himself using the sound of her heels against the panelled wood. Likewise, he suddenly seems to be breathing more heavily – not a lot, but enough for her trained, careful eyes to notice.

Fear? Anticipation? Maybe both.

Definitely both, if she’s doing her job properly – and she is. She prides herself on it.

She takes a moment to compose herself before she picks a toy off the wall. Deep breaths flow in and out slowly – inaudibly, she hopes. It just wouldn’t do for him to see her flustered. She needs to be in control of herself before she can be in control of him.

She is ready.

It was a cane this morning, and so it will be something else this afternoon. She picks a pair of nipple clamps on a thin silver chain (and, as an impulse grab, a set of weights), and then hesitates. What can she use to hurt him next? Paddle? Too clumsy. Single-tail? No, that’s her speciality; best to leave that until tomorrow.

How do you break someone who revels in pain? Her failure so far burns inside her like a knot of rope soaked in petrol: hot and rough and impossible to ignore.

You find another way, she thinks to herself, and smiles. No impact play, then. Not yet, at least.

Clamps in hand, she crosses over to him, getting up close, letting her body press up against his. She can feel his heart beating in his chest, a rapid thump-thump-thump against her skin. She has never let herself get this close to him before, always choosing to keep her distance.

He is right to be worried.

She removes the blindfold, slipping the leather off his eyes, and he blinks slowly as he allows himself to adjust even to the dim light of her dungeon. ‘Poor little thing,’ she says softly, keeping her voice as playful and light as she can. ‘Hanging here, all beaten and bruised. And just think about how much you’ve still got coming for you. Think about all the time I’ve got to break my new toy.’

There is a whimper from him – slight, barely detectable, and yet still there nonetheless.

She brings the clamps up to his chest, opens one, holds it over his nipple and waits as he scrunches his face up in anticipation and fear of the pain that he knows will follow.

‘And I will break you, you little slut,’ she whispers, letting her words wash over him. She doesn’t raise her voice, doesn’t try to intimidate him. She doesn’t need to. The deadliest animal is the one you don’t see until it’s too late, and it already has you in its claws. ‘I will have you begging for mercy by the end of this weekend. Perhaps even by the end of the day. You have my word on that. And the best part?’ She leans in closer now, close enough that she is sure that he will be able to think of nothing but her. He doesn’t reply: he’s too smart, too obedient to talk. Shame. She could have used an excuse to punish him... not, of course, that she needed one.

‘The best part is that when you ask me to stop – when you beg me to stop – I’ll be able to look into that desperate little face of yours and tell you no.’

She doesn’t give him more than a second to digest this before the clamps are closed and his nipple sings out in agony. Once they’re on, she rests a finger lightly on the chain, using only the barest of touches to press down. She relishes the sight of the metal biting into the tender flesh of his chest, just as he bites his own lips to keep from crying out loud, but somehow it works and he manages to stay silent.

Disappointing. If he’d given her some sign of weakness, he might even have saved himself from the torture that was to come. But no. His stupid pride got in the way.

She doesn’t like being denied. He’ll suffer for that.

The gag is removed easily, and she notes with pleasure the way he stretches his jaw in an attempt to relieve his muscles – but not for long. She brings the chain up, being sure to keep it taut as she places the metal between his teeth. ‘If it falls, you’ll be punished,’ she says simply as she feels him hold it in place. ‘I’ll make this morning feel like week at a spa resort. Do you understand me?’

He doesn’t speak, not wanting to risk letting the chain slip out; apparently he has already got it into his head that she was both serious and capable. Instead, he nods, choosing the temporary bite of the steel into his nipples over the risk of breaking her instruction.

She smiles. He’s learning.

She reaches her hand down and finds his cock waiting for her, half-hard with arousal and half-soft with fear, waiting in that middle ground for her to make her move. It reacts instinctively, naturally, blooming to fullness under her touch: no matter how anxious he might be, his body can’t resist.

‘Aww,’ she says, gently moving her hand up and down. ‘You want this, don’t you?’ The whimper he gives from behind the chain only serves to spur her on. ‘That’s right, my little boy. I know you came here to have someone hurt you today, but that isn’t really what you want, is it? You want to be looked after. To have someone care for you. To have me tell you that everything is going to be OK.’

She brings her lips up close to his ear, allows herself to bite down gently on the lobe. It’s an intimate act, the kind of playful nip one lover might give another – quite unlike anything she has ever done with him before. Previously, she has prided herself on being distant and impassionate: the stern, stereotypical disciplinarian Goddess. Now, she presses herself up against him, leaving the thin fabric of her blouse as the only thing keeping the skin of her chest from the skin of his.

He’s confused; she can see it in his eyes. He’s in new territory now, unsure of where he stands. Is it a trick? Is it a genuine softening? Hard to tell.

‘There we go,’ she whispers breathlessly as she begins to pump her hand slowly up and down. ‘Let yourself enjoy it, pet. You’ve taken enough for the moment. You need a break. Don’t you agree?’

He would agree to anything right now – anything that would keep her skilled hands playing over his cock. He chokes out a single word from behind the chain -- ‘Yes.’ – and she smiles.

‘No, pet,’ she says softly. ‘Don’t forget your manners. Try again.’

‘Yes Mistress.’ 

‘There. Wasn’t that much better?’

‘Yes Mistress.’ He speaks carefully, being sure not to let the chain of the clamps fall onto his chest. Does the old rule still apply? She can see him turning it over and over in his mind, unwilling to risk it. After all, it was only put in place moments before.

And yet...

And yet with every gentle stroke of his cock forcing it further and further into the fog of memory, it already feels like a lifetime ago.

‘Good boy,’ she says, speeding up her hand to provide a little extra positive reinforcement. She considers reaching for the lube, but there is no need: already, her hand is slick and wet with his precome, and her fingers glide over his skin like skates across ice. He can try and hide his desperation all he wants, but his body will always betray him.

Even if he tries to resist, it aches for her.

‘And to think,’ she says, running the fingernails of one hand along his chest, gently skirting his nipple and the metal clamp that surrounds it, ‘you came here wanting me to hurt you. To break you. Doesn’t that sound silly now? Wanting pain, when you could have pleasure. Tut tut.’

‘Yes Mistress,’ he murmurs. His voice is distant now, as though trapped behind glass; his eyes are closed, and his body has begun to respond of its own accord, seemingly without any input from his conscious mind.

‘You can still have that, you know,’ she says, her voice light as birdsong. ‘I saw you looking at all the tools on the wall. You can have pain, if that’s what you think you want. You can be treated like my filthy little slut.’ She moves her hand faster now, watching the light of excitement in his eyes fade as it becomes a struggle for him to hold back. ‘Or you can be my good boy, and be treated well. We could have a lot of fun together this weekend, you and I. So which is it to be? Happiness, or torment? Joy or suffering? Release or denial?’

By the time she finishes, he’s barely in any state to make a decision. His hips are now eagerly thrusting forward to meet the pumping of her hand, and it is only the chains that bind his wrists and the gentle pressure of her body against his that keeps him pressed back against the wood of the St Andrew’s Cross. The occasional murmur that escapes his lips is proof of how far down the rabbit hole he has allowed himself to slip. She takes the chain from between his lips, but he hardly notices.

‘Well?’ she asks, her voice suddenly firm. ‘Which is it to be?’

‘I... I don’t know,’ he gasps. ‘Please, Mistress.’

‘Please what?’

‘I don’t know,’ he says again, lost in his indecision.

‘Say it,’ she says, slowing her hand to the point where she is barely moving. He knows better than to try and thrust against her now. ‘Tell me what you want, and maybe you’ll get it. If you’re a good boy, of course.’

He swallows hard, part saliva, part embarrassment at being made to ask for what his own money has paid for. ‘I want...’ he starts, but the words trip on his tongue and strangle themselves before the can reach her ears.

‘Go on, boy,’ she says, tracing one fingertip down the length of his cock. ‘Ask for it. Beg for it.’

‘I want you to be nice to me,’ he gasps out, as though he has broken some sacred bond between Dominant and submissive.

‘What else?’

‘I want to be close to you. I want to feel your hand on my cock.’

She leans in close and purrs in his ear. ‘Such a good boy,’ she says, her voice – like her sex – dripping with arousal. ‘What else?’

‘I...’ Again, he’s stopping himself, holding back – and that will never do. She demands all of him, body and soul. She’s had enough of her games now. Her hand resumes its grip and pumps with serious intent, her resentment at his resilience growing even as his cock swells. She hears him gasp as one final barrier comes crashing down.

‘I want to come, Mistress. Please.’

She smiles, a cruel grin, but he doesn’t have time to notice it: his arousal has slowed his reactions. He has barely even registered that her hand has left his cock before he sees it rise to head height; the awareness of the slight cool breeze that it makes as it sweeps downwards arrives in his consciousness only a split-second before the agony of its collision against the turgid meat of his erection. The sharp inhalation that follows is one of shock, not pain: it is the second strike that makes him scream out loud, and the third that brings a tear to his eye.

She smears the precome from her hand across his face, then spits in it. He flinches, partly in revulsion but – she can tell – mostly from the humiliation of it all: the fact that, even for a second, he believed she was going to let him have his own way.

‘Listen to me, you little fuck,’ she says as she watches him try – and fail – to recover. ‘While you’re here, you’re mine. You get what I choose to give you, and nothing more. Because that’s all you are to me. Isn’t that right?’

He nods, and the familiar anger fills her again. Another blow against his cock, and he yells out, ‘Yes, Mistress!’

‘What are you?’

‘I’m nothing, Mistress.’

Pathetic, she thinks as his body hangs limply against his restraints. The crop and the cane have their place, of course – and his flesh will sing out under their kisses later on, for sure – but they were nothing compared to the havoc that could be wrought with soft words and the gentle touch of her hand.

His lesson has been learned. She is satisfied. Her anger slinks away, for now, but its job has been done.

The last thing she sees as she leaves him, tied and alone in the room – for how long, she knows he can’t be sure – is the look of abject fear in his eyes about what might happen next.
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