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Mistress


I’d been waiting a very long time for the submissive of my dreams. I filled my days with scenes, acting out other people’s fantasies, indulging their kinks, making their wildest dreams come true. It was fulfilling work, but I longed to have the perfect submissive waiting for me at home at the end of a long day in the dungeon. Someone who belonged to me and only me, who made my dreams come true. My idea of The One was no Christian Grey, that was for sure. I wanted a man who not only knew how to take punishment, but would beg me for it. A man who would succumb to me completely, who would devote every moment to pleasing me. One whose very purpose in life was found when I leaned close to his ear and uttered the words “Good Boy”. 


I tried not to get my hopes up too much for tonight, not eager to be disappointed again. I’d had another response to my advert. This would be the third hopeful I’d agreed to meet, and even though I was trying to keep my expectations low, I couldn’t help the flutter of excitement in my tummy. They always said third time was the charm. His name was Robin, though he went by Robbie — I preferred his full name, and had chosen to address him as such. I’d sensed his timidity in the tone of his email and had almost sent him a rejection out of hand, along with dozens of other hopefuls. 


To: [Domme.Star@xxxx.com], From: [RobinHale88@xxxx.com] 


Mistress Star, 


My name is Robbie, though you may address me in whatever manner you find most pleasing. I read your request for a willing submissive and humbly hope you will consider me worthy. I am an inexperienced slave, but I note that you so kindly offer training for the right Boy. Perhaps that could be me. If you have any questions for me, I’ll be glad to answer. I do not wish to waste your precious time any longer, but I dearly hope I’ll hear back from you.



The message was earnest, and more memorable for what it wasn’t than what it was. No sign of the eternally derided, unsolicited cock-shot, a polite form of address that did not slip into the over familiar&emdash;so many would call me Mistress when I had not yet consented to be served by them, and how presumptuous that was&emdash;and there was no hint of entitlement. His profile gave the impression he was just a tourist; minimal detail had been filled out. He’d selected that he was searching for a play partner, a mistress and a mentor. He had no kinks on display, nor fetishes, and his about me was blank. 
It wasn’t exactly rare, plenty of people just wanted to gawk, or could never quite summon the courage to go after what they yearned for. I enlarged his profile picture, and I think it was what nudged me from indifference into curiosity. Robin had dark hair and blue eyes, and he looked to be almost thirty, making him a little older than I was. Handsome, but not strikingly so. There was nothing remarkable about him at first glance, at least not in the photograph he’d chosen, but I felt indescribably intrigued. I’d answered him the evening after I received his message, and to my pleasure, he responded immediately. I liked thought of him sitting there awaiting my response. 


Things were always different in person; I knew that. I had to keep that thought to the forefront of my mind, because the Robin that was portrayed in writing might not necessarily be the man I would sit across from in the flesh. He was just a construct, a version of himself created from each sentence he’d chosen to send to me. I’d learned much from our exchanges; he was curious about all things, and wanted to explore his limits with an experienced, firm hand to guide him. He spoke in a way that made me suspect he’d been burned in the past, perhaps by an unscrupulous dominant. It was rude to ask when we’d not even met yet. After a half dozen messages, I knew I wanted that to change. And so came tonight. I told him how he should dress and where we would be meeting. Nothing too adventurous, but if the mood struck, Club Slate was just around the corner… 



Slave


I was as nervous as I had been the very first time I attended the local munch back in my home city. That had been years ago, and I’d felt adrift and out of place, having gone there on a whim. I knew I was looking for something, but I had no idea what. The others at the meet-up had been really friendly and welcoming, I’d so obviously been a fish out of water. That was where I’d met Laura, a lifetime ago. But tonight wasn’t about her. I didn’t want to dwell on the past; I’d already wasted so much time. At twenty-nine, I was still so unsure of myself and my limits, I didn’t know if the door to this lifestyle had closed. There seemed to be so few mistresses, and so many subs eager for the lick of their whip. What Goddess would want a sub with my baggage? I tried to focus on myself, on being a man worthy of the Mistress I hadn’t yet met. I worked hard, I passed my CPA exam and got a better job at an accounting firm in a new city. I went to the gym three times a week, hiking or cycling on the weekend, keeping myself in good shape. I thought if I did enough of the sort of thing people tell you to do after a break up, I’d be able to fill the void inside of me. Conventional wisdom didn’t apply though. The only thing that had ever given me peace was relinquishing control to someone else. The world would contract down to that moment and there was nothing else outside of it. The only thing that mattered, the only thing I had to do, was serve. It was so simple. 


 I’d read and re-read the message I had sent to Mistress Star over and over once it had left my outbox, picking it apart, wishing I could recall it and start again. I was a frequent visitor to her page, entertaining notions of booking her for a scene. It was nothing more than a daydream, though I could see from her connections that she was well established at Club Slate. She presented herself very professionally. Petite, she had long, dark hair that she most often wore pulled back into a tight braid that showed her undercut, its harshness contrasting with her delicate, doll-like features. In her choice of attire she favored reds, and with good reason - the color loved her. Scarlet lips and latex went perfectly with her ivory skin. I knew professional shoots could make anyone look good, but it was more than just her beauty that shone through. She was a Goddess, aloof and untouchable. Her skin was flawless. She was made to be worshiped. Just to look upon her brought back the old, neglected ache inside of me. I’d have done anything to kneel and kiss those feet. What could I offer her, though? Loyalty, service, devotion. She had men and women falling over themselves to give her that and more. I couldn’t imagine how many responses she’d had to her advert - hundreds, probably. When I’d read it, my mouth had gone dry. I’d spent all day trying to convince myself there was no way back to that world. But my desire had shifted from a transient want to an enduring need. It had only taken a couple of beers to get past the knot of anxiety that held me back. 


And she’d replied. To me. Not only that, but she wanted us to meet and she was willing to give me a trial. I felt like a groupie who’d landed a date with a lead singer. Sasha - otherwise known as Mistress Star - was galaxies out of my league. Experienced domme seeking submissive for slave training. Male preferred. Must be willing to undergo training to become mistress’s perfect toy. I was more excited than a kid at Disneyland, only the excitement was occasionally buried under a swell of apprehension. What if I messed up? What if I disappointed her, and she realized right away what a mistake it was to have chosen me? I thought it would have been better to get no response at all than be given the chance to have everything I’d ever wanted only to lose it. All of my fears were rooted in not being good enough, not serving her well enough. I knew she would be perfect. It never even crossed my mind that she’d be anything less. I hadn’t been able to eat all day, and my mind wasn’t on the audit I was supposed to be working on at all. Fortunately I was staying late so I had time to go over the work. 


8PM came at last and I was out of the office on the dot. At 8:15 I arrived at the coffee shop she’d directed me to. Her pre-meeting requests weren’t outrageous, which put me at ease. She’d told me to dress in black slacks with a black button-up shirt, so of course, I did. She’d also instructed me to attend a session she had booked for a body wax before work that morning, and my skin was still hyper-sensitized from the treatment. I was very conscious of how my clothes felt, sliding against my skin. The experience of being waxed was a new one - one of many firsts I’d experience, thanks to my Mistress - and I had been embarrassed despite how professionally it was done. The thought that it was what she desired me to do made the pain and the shame bearable; in fact, it made it pleasurable. Every whisper of cotton against my newly smooth chest had filled me with anticipation, reminding me of her. 


It’s cliche, but when she walked into the room it really was like nobody else existed in the whole place. She looked elegant in a white corset dress, trimmed in charcoal lace, tied with a black satin sash about her waist. She seemed to always have a hint of red, and tonight was no exception; her lips were vivid vermilion, as were her nails and lips. She wore her hair down, held back from her face with a barrette. I did not worry about my own appearance in comparison - I didn’t have to, I had done as I was told. It eased my nerves a little. When she caught my eye and a slow smile bloomed, I began to falter. I stood and crossed to her side of the table, pulling out a chair for her to take a seat. 


“You look so beautiful,” I said, earnest. I meant to say hello or formally introduce myself, but the compliment slipped out. I was enamored and it showed. 


“Thank you, Robin,” she replied. I was glad she didn’t return the sentiment just for the sake of it. The way she said my name had sent a tingling rush to my groin. Nobody called me by my full name, only her. I’d never liked it before, but from her lips it was wonderful. She folded her hands neatly in front of her and took a moment to look me over. I tried to remain composed and push away the thought of how my palms were sweating and my mouth was suddenly dry. 


“Sit,” she instructed. I complied immediately. “Are you nervous, boy?” she asked. There was a note of amusement, but she was otherwise warm. 


“Yes,” I admitted. She reached across the table and I immediately extended my hand in return. Her skin against mine made the little hairs on the back of my neck stand on end. It wasn’t right to be sat opposite her this way; I belonged at her feet. 


“Tell me what you’ll do if you’re approaching a limit,” she instructed. 


“I’ll say yellow,” I answered at once. We had decided upon the stop light system in our online exchanges (rather, she’d told me we would be using it and I agreed). She knew better than I did. 


“And if you need to stop?” 


“Red,” I replied, pleased when she smiled at me. There were other rules you were supposed to put in place, limits you were meant to disclose, but I didn’t know what mine were. More than that, I wanted her to push me right over them. 


“I know you want to please me, but you must use the words if you need to. I won’t be disappointed,” she said. I licked my lips and nodded. “Tell me you understand, Robin.” 


“I understand.” Her gaze was expectant, her eyebrows raised. I didn’t know what I was supposed to do though. 


“You may call me Mistress,” she sounded clipped, and the hint of sternness had me sitting up straight in my seat. 


“I understand Mistress,” I answered, trying to imbue my words with the gratitude I felt. One of her hands disappeared into her black clutch bag, withdrawing a collar with a heavy buckle at one end. 


“If you please me, you’ll never have to take this off again,” Mistress said, her fingers stroking the thick strip of leather, part loving and part lewd. It was enough to have me hard, my cock pushing against the front of my slacks insistently. The ache only worsened as she stood and crossed the distance between us, sliding the collar around my throat. The sweet, earthy scent of leather reached my nostrils and I inhaled deeply. I caught her scent too, ever so light, jasmine and wintergreen. 


People were staring, but my head was too full of her to dwell on that. I’d missed the weight and firmness of wearing a collar, the simple reminder of being owned enough to still so many anxious thoughts. Once it was buckled &emdash; too tightly to shift around on its own, but not so tight as to be restrictive &emdash; her fingertips traced the line of tendon in my neck up to my jaw, leaving a trail of fire in their wake. 


“I can’t wear it to work, Mistress?” I blurted, suddenly fearful. The worry melted away when she sank her fingers into my hair and stroked me like a cat. 


“Of course not. I have something more discrete for that. Now come, I’m eager to play with you.” She beckoned me to follow as she headed for the exit, her hips swaying seductively. I was so obviously aroused, I wanted to hide my erection until it went down, but I couldn’t. I followed like a doting puppy, ignoring the curious stares of other customers. On the sidewalk she turned and looked down, noticing my condition with a smirk that made me shiver. She made no remark, and we walked together around the block. My heart began to pound as I realized where we were going. Mistress reached into her purse and took out a slender silver chain which she tethered to my collar. An experimental tug sent me forward, and she seemed pleased. 


“Have you been here before, Robin?” Mistress asked me as we approached the entrance to Club Slate. I shook my head, making my leash jingle softly. 


“No, Mistress. I was too shy,” I confessed. Her eyes sparkled with mischief. We passed security without pause, one of the huge men by the door greeting my mistress warmly while the other stared at me with detached bemusement. I expected they were wondering what on earth a Goddess like her was doing with someone like me. Her well-timed pull on my collar drew me back to the present. She had signed us in, and we were free to explore and view the scenes that were going on. She knew the maze of rooms well, and I don’t think any of it was a surprise to her. Mistress just wanted to gauge my reaction to the things we witnessed. 


The first room was dramatically lit, with two women suspended by a complex series of ropes and knots. A third was in the middle of being tied, a large master in leather was painstakingly working the rope around her bare flesh. He nodded to my Mistress as we stopped to watch. There were others drifting from room to room, and I was content to move on when Mistress tired. I had no desire to be suspended myself, though the look of dreamy bliss on the subs’ faces had been a good advertisement for it. 
The second room had a much less serene atmosphere. A dominatrix towering in five inch heels walked back and forth over a man who lay prostrate on the ground. Whenever she paused to grind her heels into his reddened flesh he would let out a groan that was barely human. I licked my lips and glanced nervously at Mistress, curious whether that sort of punishment would be what she doled out for me. Her smile was enigmatic, and we watched a while longer before slipping away. 


In the next room, a large crowd looked on. A naked man was tied to a St. Andrew’s cross, and the air was split by the crack of a whip. Pink stripes rose, livid against his pale skin, most of them concentrated on the mounds of his buttocks but some crept higher, over the small of his back and the muscles of his shoulders. All the while, a woman in a skintight catsuit mocked him, reminding him that everyone could see his shame and how pathetic he was. 


“Do you know why he’s being punished, Mistress?” I asked tentatively. I was envious of him, and my cock twitched eagerly with every lick the flogger made against his body. Mistress only smiled knowingly, and tugged me along to our next stop. This room was locked, and she pulled her necklace from under her dress. On the end, instead of a pendant, there was a key. 


“This is my playroom, Robin. Would you like to see?” she asked. 


“Yes Mistress,” I breathed, my little cock straining worse than ever before. It would have taken no more than a few pumps of her delicate hand to reduce me to a quivering wreck. She unlocked the door and held it open for me to walk through. 


“I’m going to lock it for now,” she said, “but I will unlock it whenever I want, and people will be able to come in and watch you, my pet.” 


“I understand Mistress,” I replied. 


“Good. I want you to get undressed and kneel down here for me,” she instructed. I tried not to feel self-conscious as I obeyed, unbuttoning my shirt and slipping it from my shoulders. My pants followed, and when she saw the small bulge of my erection and the wet patch of my pre-cum, she laughed. 


“My, my. Enjoyed what you saw, did you?” 


“Yes Mistress,” I replied, swallowing as I pulled down my boxer-briefs and was completely exposed to her. She circled me as I knelt, her eyes drinking in the sight of me. 


“Back straight, Robin,” she said, her voice like a whip crack. I thought I was sitting with my back straight, so I pushed my shoulders further back and tried hard not to slouch. It had been a long time since I’d spent any length of time in this position and I knew it wouldn’t take long to become uncomfortable. That did nothing to calm my cock though, and pre-cum had already beaded at the tip. 


When Mistress was behind me and I was comfortable that I had adequately corrected my posture, I had the chance to take in the room. The light was low, and the glow of candle-light gave everything an intimate, warm glow. There was a shelf arranged with dildos of all shapes and sizes on the wall by the door, an exam table, and on the opposite side of the room, what seemed to be a whipping post. I turned, wide-eyed, and took in the variety of whips, tawses and floggers that were mounted on the wall. 


“You have a very nice body, boy,” Mistress purred. It felt as though a shaft of sunlight had broken through to shine on me alone. 


“Thank you Mistress. It is your body, to do as you wish with.” 


She approached me, hips swaying in that way that made my mouth water, hungry for what lay between her legs. Another sweep of her fingers through my hair and I was putty in her hands. 


“Come over here then, I want a better look at you. Onto the table, on all fours,” she commanded. I climbed up, feeling very exposed. The waxing had given me new heights of sensitivity, and the slightest displacement of the air was like someone blowing directly onto my skin. Mistress began to inspect me, prodding inquisitively at the thin scar a few inches from my hip. I shivered at the touch. I’d never paid much attention to the spot before; I wasn’t sure if it had always been so hypersensitive or if it was just my Mistress’ touch. From there, her hands drifted around to my back. I arched up into the touch without meaning to. A sharp slap to my ass cheek made me jump &emdash; from the shock of how loud it was rather than any real pain &emdash; and I redoubled my concentration on keeping still. It seemed my mistress was entertained by the action though, for she smacked my ass again, with an object this time instead of the flat of her hand. It hurt, a rush of warmth flooding the spot right after the sting began to subside. I didn’t dare glance back to see what it was. 


She hit me again on the opposite side, and then four more times. Each time, a loud smack! cracked the air, and my cock thrummed with the vibration that travelled from my ass, through my perineum and to my testicles. I bit the inside of my cheek so as not to cry out, but when she gently massaged my tender skin a whimper broke free. 


“You like that, don’t you? Dirty boy,” she laughed, reaching between my legs to clutch my balls. She rolled them in her hand, and the movement made my shaft drag across the soft, smooth skin of my thigh. Coupled with the unexpectedness and my desperation, I let out a pathetic gasp. 


“Don’t you dare-” she ordered, but it was beyond my ability to obey. I bit back a cry as my cock jerked and spasmed, shame rolling over me and eclipsing the pleasure I might have taken from having an orgasm. Mistress reached between my legs and pumped my cock once the contractions of my ejaculation had passed, each brush of her hand making me mewl. The sensitivity was painful, but I relished in it. I had come without permission and that required punishment. 


“Look at the mess you’ve made,” she tutted. I sat back and gazed at the white fluid splattered over the exam table, my face burning with humiliation. “Such a lot of it, too. Were you saving yourself for me, boy?” There was a twist of mockery to the question. 


“Yes Mistress,” I nodded. I knew I had been bad, but she didn’t seem terribly disappointed in me. 


“Clean up after yourself. I want to see you lick it all up,” she ordered. I didn’t hesitate. “How does it taste?” 


“Good,” I said uncertainly, licking my lips. I almost forgot to add, “Mistress.” When I did, she looked satisfied. She grabbed my chin and tilted my head up, her mouth covering mine. Her soft, pink tongue darted against my lips, curious. 


“We are going to have to work on your stamina, Robin. It just won’t do to have you coming whenever you please,” 


My face burned. “Yes Mistress.” 


“I’m going to give you a flogging, so next time you want to blow your load you might remember the pain it got you last time and control yourself,” 


I followed the pull of my leash as she led me over to the post. I lifted my arms into the metal rungs and felt them clamp shut over my wrists. I braced my weight against the wooden beam, my cheek pressed to the timber as I anticipated the next hit. 


“I’ll start you with deer skin, as it’s a first offense and you did such a good job cleaning up,” 


“Thank you Mistress,” I replied, humbled by her kindness. 


“Make a habit of it, and I’ll get one of the masters in here and find out how pretty your skin looks after a bootlace flogger has tasted it,” she promised darkly. I whimpered and resolved to take my punishment well, whatever she decided it was to be. Mistress watched me until my arms ached from being in the shackles, and I waited and waited for the first hit. Not knowing when it would come had me on edge, my ears searching for the sound of her arm drawing back. 
It was such a shock when the first strike came that I yelped. It didn’t inspire my mistress with any mercy. She pulled back and struck again and again, the thin leather tongues of the flogger slapping my back, my shoulders, my ass. Again and again, until even between hits my back was throbbing in time with the beat of my heart, hot and raw. My eyes had filled with tears at the sting, but my mind was still and at peace. I’d take my punishment. 


When she finally undid the restraints, I sagged to the floor. Endorphins flooded my veins and I felt like I was floating as she led me back to the center of the room. 


“Drink,” she commanded, handing me a bottle of water. I did as I was told, the cool liquid sliding down my throat. I hadn’t realized how raw it was. 


“I never want to see you come before your mistress again, Robin. Not unless I tell you that you may. Is that clear?” 


I nodded eagerly. “Yes mistress. I’m so sor-” 


“Hush,” She silenced my apology by placing a finger over my lips. “And lie down.” 


There was a tatami on the floor to cushion against the hardness of the ground, and I reclined on it obediently. I fought the urge to sit up and look when I heard the sound of a zip being slowly pulled down. When my mistress walked into my line of sight, I was lost for words. She stood naked from the waist down&emdash;apart from those red heels&emdash;having removed the skirt from her outfit. Her thighs were pale and creamy, and I gazed up at the pink mouth of her pussy, already shining with excitement. I felt immeasurable pride that I’d made her wet, and was eager for the opportunity to do more. She gave no warning as she squatted down over my face, tugging on my hair with one hand to ensure I didn’t turn my head away. As if I would. Mistress rubbed herself back and forth over my face, smearing me with her juices as she found a position she enjoyed. I wanted to delve my tongue between her hot, satiny folds and lap at her sweetness, but I had not been told that I may. I wanted to show her how obedient I was. 


“Stick out your tongue, boy,” she commanded, and before she had finished her sentence I had done as she asked. Her flavor blossomed on my tongue and my eyes rolled back in my head. I could see all of her, pink and puffy and perfect, and then she lowered herself further, fucking my face. I had to snatch in breath when I could, but I barely remembered I needed it as she rocked back and forth, chasing her pleasure. The ache in my arms was gone, as was the burn from my whipped back. The only thing I knew was her wet heat covering me from chin to nose, soaking me with her wetness. I moaned when her hand closed around my cock, now standing to attention once more. I ignored the pleasure as I ignored the pain, totally focused on licking her from back to front, tonguing her swollen clit, delighted by the moans and cries as she rode my face to her climax. I could have happily drowned in the rush of her juices as she reached orgasm. I kept lapping at her hungrily, swallowing down every drop that she bestowed me with. 


“I’d say you’ve more than made up for your earlier transgression. What do you think, boy?” 


“Whatever pleases you, Mistress,” I answered in earnest, panting for breath. Her praise gave me a high that not even the rush of endorphins after a whipping could compare to. 


“On your knees again,” she commanded. I obliged, ignoring the ache that was growing in my joints from not enough practice. It must have shown on my face. “You’ll soon get used to this position, Robin. You’ll be able to kneel for hours by the end of your training.” 


I was lucky indeed to have such an attentive Mistress. She shimmied back into her skirt, but left her panties to one side, smirking when she observed me staring at them. My heart began to pound when she approached the door and unlocked it. Being bared to my Mistress was one thing, but being observed by strangers… I was apprehensive, nervous. I’d do anything to please her, though. 


“I think I want to show off what an obedient little pet you are, my boy,” she said, walking in circles around me. “Are you shy?” 


“Yes, Mistress,” I nodded, head low, then remembered the chastisement I’d received earlier for poor posture. I made my back straight and lifted my chin. I could hear voices from the threshold and knew people were approaching, intrigued by what scene they might be privy to in my Mistress’ playroom. I could not let her down. 


“You don’t seem shy,” she teased, pressing the ball of her foot against my groin. Having such a goddess squirt her pleasure into my mouth as she had held my head between her thighs had left me harder than I’d ever been in my life. I glanced down at my cock, curving up and slightly to the left. I’d never seen it so pink. 


“This should help,” she purred. The room went dark as she fastened something around my head, over my eyes. A blindfold at a guess, but it was heavier and blocked out every trace of light. She secured it tightly, stroking the hair at the nape of my neck. I focused on where she was in the room, pushing thoughts of the shuffle of footsteps and low whispers from the doorway out of my mind. I sensed her walk to the far side of the room and tried to think of what had been over there. Blood rushed to my face and my chest rose and fell rapidly as I recalled the array of dildos on display. I had begun to tremble. I couldn’t, not with an audience, not after so long- The thoughts evaporated as her fingers traced the line of my collarbone. 


“Not this time,” she said, her breath huffing against my lips. She sounded amused at my fright, and I was astounded at how she had managed to read my mind. Adrenalin coursed through my body and my senses were heightened. I could hear the guttering flicker of a candle flame, could smell sickly-sweet paraffin. I wasn’t shocked when the first rivulets of wax hit my chest, but I dragged in a sharp breath. It burned only briefly, then was pleasantly warm. From the area it spattered and the fact it didn’t hurt, I knew she’d held the candle high above before tilting it. The shorter the distance it fell from, the hotter it would be. 


For several minutes the only sound was my own shallow breathing and the soft patter of wax hitting skin. Each time she poured, I had no idea how severe the burn would be. The anticipation had me on edge. Twice in a row, it felt hot enough to scald. The first time, I gasped but kept still. The second time, one of my nipples was completely covered with hot wax. I cried out, twisting my body away. Mistress made a disappointed tsking sound and I was instantly ashamed. The heat evaporated almost at once, and I knew I’d been overly skittish. I wasn’t used to having my skin so bare. 


“Sit straight, boy,” she scolded. I strained to do as I was told, the ache in my lower back growing to a steady thrum of pain. It did not get easier. She changed focus from my front to my whipped back. The first droplets of wax were molten to my tender skin and I inhaled sharply, my lips parted in surprise. 
The second came all too soon, even closer than the last, a blaze of pain from my raw skin. My agonized groan only encouraged her. She scraped her nails across my flesh, peeling away the wax that had set. The sensation of it lifting away was peculiar, leaving the skin beneath even more sensitized. The second round was almost unbearable. She poured from the candle, no longer holding back. By the time she grew tired of my whimpering, my back was throbbing agony with every beat of my heart. 


“What a little painslut you are,” she chided, softly pressing down on the tip of my erection, swirling the pad of a finger over my leaking slit. When she pulled back, my cock bobbed up again eagerly, slapping against my abdomen. She pressed her fingertip against my mouth for me to clean off my pre-cum. I licked obediently, revelling in the feel of her silken skin against my tongue. “What are we going to do about this?” Her question was punctuated with another flick to my engorged stiffness. 


“Anything you like, Mistress,” I moaned around her fingers. 


“You’d like to come, wouldn’t you? Properly this time,” she cooed. 


“Yes,” I nodded enthusiastically, “Yes Mistress.” 


“I’ll give you ten strokes to come, Robin. That’s what you’ve earned, ten strokes of your Mistress’ hand.” 


I wet my lips as her fingers withdrew. 


“Why so quiet, boy? Surely you didn’t think you’d earned the right to bury this little thing in your Mistress’ pussy?” her voice turned cruel as her hand wrapped around my length. I’d forgotten my manners. 


“No, Mistress. Ten is very generous of you, thank you,” I said, my last words breaking off into a gasp as she began to slide her hand up and down my shaft. I wished I could watch, but feeling was enough. I groaned blissfully as she stroked me with perfect firmness. I tried to keep count in my head but I was crumbling, so close. A needy whine escaped me when she stopped without warning. My hips jerked involuntarily, the pressure in the pit of my belly crying out for relief. 


“Please!” I begged, barely recognizing my own voice, so distorted with need. 


“Ah-ah,” she chided, “you’ve had ten. I’m feeling indulgent though, so you may finish yourself with your hand,” Mistress declared. 


“Thank you Mistress,” I gasped, taking my cock in my hand. It didn’t feel as good as her touch, but it would do. I needed to come so badly. I could think of nothing else, thank you mistress tumbling from my lips again and again as I drew closer to the edge. My toes curled with pleasure, my head thrown back. Her fingers deftly unfastened the buckle at the back of my head just as my orgasm ripped through me, allowing the blindfold to fall away. My eyes fluttered open in time to register the audience of onlookers we had garnered, my cock jerking in my hand. Come splashed over my thighs and joined the splatters of hardened wax. My face burned under the intensity of all those strangers’ gazes, but I soon forgot them as my Mistress strutted into my line of sight. 


“Quite a show,” I heard one voice murmur, and another, “she’s perfect,” and yet another, “lucky sub!” 


Mistress smiled indulgently at me, and I felt my blush cooling. The room began to empty and she gestured for me to take a seat on the examination table once more. I was still and grateful as she rubbed ointment into my sore skin. After, I dressed myself, wincing at the brush of material against my sensitive flesh. Mistress watched me carefully, and just before I could pull up my underwear she reached out and stopped me. A nudge backwards had my bare ass in contact with the table again, and my spent cock twitched. In her hands, she held a metal cock cage that glinted in the candle light. 


“More discrete than a collar,” she said with a wry smile. I shifted to give her access as she cupped my balls and guided the chastity device over my penis. A small silver lock secured it, which she slid onto the chain around her neck, alongside the key to this room. The thought of it nestled between her breasts made me warm inside. It wasn’t the only gift my Mistress gave to me, either. She pressed into my hand the panties she’d been wearing that day; a pair of black lace briefs. I thanked her eagerly, then noted the wicked glint in her blue eyes. 


“You’re to wear these tomorrow, all day,” she instructed. I swallowed hard and nodded, my cock trying to get hard already, just at the thought of being touched by the fabric that had sat between Mistress’ legs, nestled against her perfect pussy. 


“Does that mean… you’re going to continue to train me?” I asked softly. Her responding slow smile had my heart racing, elation washing over me. 


“Oh yes, my pet, and you have much more to learn.” 


I couldn’t wait. 
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Evelyn is a brilliant lawyer, whose will is unbending. She's challenging to work for at the best of times, but what happens when you're caught red handed doing something you really shouldn't?
Click here for more titles by Lana available on Amazon.



cover.jpeg
Lana Ellis

\
\
\

/

' A BDSM FEMDOM STORY






images/00002.jpg





images/00001.jpg





images/00003.jpg





