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Finally, the time was here.

Kate had been waiting all week; in truth, she had been waiting for almost a month now. That was how long it had been since their first date, when the subject of their mutual kinks had worked its way into the conversation for the first time. Damien was Dominant: capital-D Dominant, she thought to herself, even in the way he spoke; that casual confidence dripped through into every word like warm honey, too delicious not to taste. He was older than she was, but not by much, and it looked good on him. He had an easygoing charm that she found infectious, and she knew pretty much immediately that if there was not a second date – or third, or fourth, or more – then she would be disappointed in a way she had not previously thought possible.

But it was more than that. Somehow, he had just known.

When he had placed his hand lightly on hers, even before the topic had turned to their hidden kinks, it had been with a subtle degree of control that had sent a shiver up her spine. He hadn’t gripped her tightly – far from it, in fact – and if she had wanted to move her hand she would have been able to do it with no difficulty whatsoever, but there was something in that gesture that told her that he saw her for what she was.

Kate knew that she had to be his. The look in his eyes told her that he knew it too.

But they had taken it slow, one date at a time, in an effort to get to know each other outside of their desires. When he had kissed her goodnight after that first meeting, the soft velvet of his lips feeling like liquid heaven against her skin, it had taken everything she had not to invite him up – for coffee, for the night, forever.

The only thing that stopped her was her certainty that he would have declined. He was ever the gentleman, if nothing else.

They had grown closer over the few weeks that followed, their meetings blossoming into the start of what appeared to be a perfectly normal vanilla relationship. Her desire – both of their desires – to take it further bubbled under the surface, kept unspoken until they couldn’t help it any longer.

After the third date, they had agreed: that Friday, they would meet, and they would test the waters. It was the first of a new month, a nice, symbolic date that would set up a clear boundary between the relationship that was and the relationship that was (perhaps) to be.

He had given her his address, a flat in an affluent part of town, and they had agreed that would be it until Friday night: no phonecalls, no texts, no meetings. If they were going to do this, Damien explained, they were going to do it right.

Kate had agreed wholeheartedly.

It wasn’t until she found herself standing outside his door that she hesitated. Would it live up to expectations? Could it?

There was only one way to find out.

She pressed the call button by the door and a harsh buzzing noise rang out – the sound of an electric lock being disengaged, temporarily. It was time.

When she reached his flat, he was already standing there, grinning widely. She wasn’t sure what she had expected, but there was something so pleasantly disarming about him that she almost forgot why she was there.

To be used, she thought silently. To be pushed to my limits.

The idea ran through her like an electric current.

He kissed her, first on the cheek in a faux continental greeting, and then full on the lips. His fingers touched her jaw, tracing a delicate line across her skin, drawing her close.

The affable charm of his smile was one thing, but the power in his kiss was quite another; suddenly, it became all too easy to picture what would be happening soon. She smiled as she handed him the bottle of wine she had brought with her, but even though he must have seen, he chose not to question it.

‘Hey,’ he said at last, grinning again. Perhaps she had expected him to fall into full-on Sir-mode right from the start, but a large part of her was glad he hadn’t. She wasn’t having reservations, exactly, but...

But, but, but.

Stop worrying, she told herself. It’s OK to be nervous, but don’t pretend you don’t want this. Don’t pretend you don’t need it.

‘Hey yourself,’ she replied.

‘I was worried you weren’t going to come.’

‘Was I late? I’m sorry, I didn’t mean to be.’

He shook his head. ‘No, you were right on time. I was just worried.’ A pause. ‘It’s good to see you, Kate.’

‘You too.’

They had already stood in the doorway for longer than they should have. He gestured for her to come inside, and she followed gladly.

His flat was nice – far nicer than her own, certainly – and decorated with an understated class, just as she would have expected: everything about him seemed to exude an effortless sort of style. The shirt he was wearing fit him perfectly, as though it was tailor-made. Perhaps it was. She wouldn’t have put it past him.

Damien directed her through to the kitchen and put the wine in the fridge.

‘For later,’ he said. ‘I thought we could order some food. Then we don’t have to leave.’

‘Mmhmm.’

She tried to say something more eloquent, but the words caught in her throat. Leave?, she thought. If I had it my way, you’d never get rid of me.

He approached her slowly, the way a game warden might approach a startled animal, and put his hands on her hips. She felt his thumb run lightly across the bone, a tender gesture of comfort.

‘If you’re worried, we don’t have to do this,’ he said softly. ‘I mean, I want it. And I want you. But there’s plenty of time.’

She nodded. ‘I know. I want it too. Really.’

God, how she wanted it.

He moved in closer, planting a gentle ribbon of kisses up her neck. It was a weakness, and he knew it: somehow, he knew, the same way he had known how submissive she was, and the same way he seemed to know how desperate she was for his touch.

Perhaps he could smell it on her. Perhaps it had more to do with the soft moan that escaped her lips as he made contact, or the way she found herself complete incapable of taking her eyes off him.

It didn’t matter. He knew. That was all that mattered.

Damien pulled back, inspecting her. His grip tightened on her hips, firm without being painful.

Mine, it said. All mine.

‘Then I think we should start,’ he said, his voice perfectly level. If he was excited – and God, she hoped he was excited – it didn’t show. This was Damien as he was moulded to be: confident, powerful, in control. ‘Do you remember the list you sent me?’

She nodded. It was one of the things he had insisted on after their second date, when it became clear that a session between them was all but inevitable in the near future: a list of her turn-ons, and of her limits. Anything that could be expected to come up was to be listed, in as much detail as she could manage.

The list of her limits filled a paragraph. The list of her desires filled three pages. It had amused him greatly: the fact that she was not as innocent as she first appeared seemed to spur him on even more.

‘Have there been any changes?’

She shook her head.

‘Any additions?’

Another shake. ‘No,’ she said, her voice quiet and small.

‘Good. And you remember the safeword we agreed on?’

‘Yes.’

‘I need to hear you say it.’

‘Red for stop. Yellow for slow down.’

He smiled. ‘Good. You’re ready for this?’

‘Oh yes. Really.’

He gave her one last kiss on the cheek, before taking a step backwards. He looked her body over with all the care and diligence of an art consultant inspecting a new purchase, quietly confident that he had made the right decision.

‘Then strip,’ he said.

Her hands froze at her sides. Had he said what she thought he had said? Was that possible? There was confidence, sure, but then...

‘I’ve asked you once, Kate,’ he said, his tone firm and even. ‘If you want, we can forget about all this and just go into the living room and watch a movie. We’ll have a great time either way. But if you want to keep playing tonight, you won’t make me ask you again.’

Her hands clutched at the fabric of her summer dress as she pulled it up and over her head; the smooth white expanse of her skin stretched out underneath it, punctuated and contrasted by the black lace of a matched bra and panties set that was designed to be seen, admired, and lusted over.

He nodded appreciatively. ‘Good,’ he said. ‘The underwear too.’

Quivering hands reached behind her back, unhooking the clasp of her bra. The twin orbs of her breasts sprang free, her nipples already standing to attention. There was something about the look he was giving her that was irresistible: his eyes were undressing her even faster than she could manage.

She slipped her thumbs into the waistband of the panties and slid them down over her legs, revealing a perfectly smooth mound – a spur of the moment decision in the shower that morning. Ordinarily, she didn’t like the feeling of vulnerability being completely hairless gave her, but knowing she was seeing Damien that night made her realise that vulnerability was precisely the feeling she craved.

He looked her up and down again, gazing at her with a look of longing anticipation. The look in his eyes thrilled her almost as much as the sound of his voice: she might have been following his orders, but she had his complete attention.

‘You look beautiful,’ he said eventually.

He gestured towards her with an open hand slowly and carefully, as though approaching a strange and delicate woodland creature for the first time. ‘Can I...?’ he asked, his voice trailing off.

She nodded eagerly.

The moment his hand touched her hip, she felt a spark – a second of instant, glorious chemistry. It didn’t just feel nice, the weight of his hand resting against her skin. It felt right.

He ran it smoothly up her body, tracing the skin of her stomach, before coming to rest on her breast. He took one of the pink buds between finger and thumb and massaged it gently.

‘You see?’ he said, his movements barely perceptible and yet still sending a shiver of pleasure through her. ‘If you do as you’re told, we’re going to have a lot of fun tonight. All you have to do is be a good girl for me. Do you understand?’

She nodded, biting her lip. ‘Yes,’ she said.

His fingers came together in a firm pinch, sudden enough to make her gasp. ‘Yes, what?’

‘Yes... Sir?’

She had been testing the waters – for all their discussion, they hadn’t agreed on a term of address for him – but it seemed to fit the bill. He smiled and released his grip.

‘Good girl,’ he said. ‘You’re learning.’

Fuck.

Normally, she hated the phrase: ‘good girl’ was what you said to a small child, or a dog who had finally learned not to pee on the rug. It was patronising and condescending, inherently dismissive... but somehow, his tone of voice made it so much more. When he said it, he sounded proud of her.

And that, she thought as the blood rushed back into her nipple, was a feeling she could definitely get used to.

‘Hands behind your back,’ he said, pulling her out of her daydream.

‘Yes, Sir,’ she replied, rolling the word around in her mouth.

Sir.

It was a good sound.

Once her hands were crossed behind her back, he moved his hand downwards, sliding it between her thighs. A quick, wordless tap told her to spread them, to allow him access to what she knew was his the minute he chose to claim it, and she did.

The tip of one finger parted her lips, coating itself instantly in the wetness of her arousal. He ran it up and down as though inspecting her, and suddenly she found herself picturing a scene ten thousand miles and centuries away from where she stood: a man, rich and powerful, standing in the desert sun, examining the body of a woman he was about to purchase. Damien had the same kind of solid detachment as he ran his eyes across her body: warm but firm, not emotionless but merely in control of his emotions.

Again and again, with nothing more than his actions, he reminded her that everything tonight was to be on his terms. All she had to do was trust him.

And she did: that was the thing. This man who she had known for what seemed like such a small amount of time, this man who was now caressing her most intimate areas... she trusted him absolutely. It was unusual for her to allow herself to fall so hard so fast, but the sensation of his fingertips against her clitoris – gentle yet masterful, with just the perfect pressure to excite her more with the promise of what was to come than the pleasures of the present – only cemented what she had known from the first time she saw him.

He was one to be treasured.

Damien moved his hand away from her clit and she let out an involuntary gasp of disappointment. ‘Don’t worry,’ he said with a smile. ‘There’ll be plenty more of that later.’

He took her by the wrist, a gesture that was both gentle and possessive. You’re mine, it said, and she felt it even as he brought her hands around to the front. For a second, she imagined that it was the rigid steel of a pair of handcuffs that was wrapped around her, holding her tightly in place where he wanted, but this was a fair substitute.

‘Come with me,’ he said. His voice left no room for doubt.

Damien began walking out of the kitchen, guiding her to follow him. Her bare feet padded along the cool tiles of the floor into the hallway, taking three little steps for every two of his long strides.

He stopped outside one of the doors and kissed her. His hands rested gently on her hips, pulling  her body close to his, and for the first time she was aware of how ridiculously small she felt next to him: he towered over her by almost eight inches, but that wasn’t the only reason. There was something about the idea of being naked while he was still fully clothed that made her feel... what was it? Not inferior, certainly: the way she seemed to have captured his attention completely saw to that.

Delicate. That was it. He made her feel delicate, as though she was something to be protected. It was ridiculous, of course. There was nothing in the flat for her to be protected from.

Except him.

The thought made her body tingle.

‘Are you ready?’ he said eventually.

She nodded.

He pushed the door open, and she saw his bedroom for the first time. Crisp, maroon-coloured sheets covered a bed that was topped by an ornate, wrought-iron headboard – All the better for fastening me to, she thought to herself – lit by two soft lamps. They were already on. He had planned this.

The room was exactly as she would have expected from him, confident without being overstated, and she was pleased when he led her over to the bed. ‘Sit down,’ he said. ‘There’s no need to be shy.’

She perched herself down next to him, feeling the cool material of the bed sheets under her ass. He was on her, then: his lips tracing a meandering pathway along her body, taking in all the sights at a leisurely pace, stopping only to plant soft kisses on every freckle, every mole, every mark. Having his attention like this – masterful and yet completely devoted all at once – relaxed her. Kate let her body slip backwards, guided by his hands, until she was laying flat, facing the ceiling. It seemed to have provided him with better access. As his lips continued their explorations, she was content to rest in bliss, soaking in the pleasure of his company.

‘What do you want?’ he asked, suddenly.

‘I’m sorry, Sir?’

‘I think you heard me just fine, Kate. Be honest with me. Right now. What. Do. You. Want?’

He punctuated every word with a kiss on her stomach, each one a little lower than the last, until the final word left his lips just inches away from her clit. It would have been so easy to answer that, to tell him that all she wanted in the world was the feel of his tongue against her sex, to feel him licking at her eagerly until her body exploded into orgasm.

And yet she couldn’t. It wasn’t true – not quite, at least – and she didn’t want to lie to him. There didn’t seem to be much point. It seemed as though he’d be able to see right through her.

‘I want you to fuck me, Sir,’ she said instead. The words came out small and meek and barely audible, but there was no doubt he had caught them. He smiled.

‘I was hoping you’d say that,’ he said. ‘Go on.’

‘Go on?’

Another kiss. ‘That’s right. Elaborate. I want to hear more. Nothing turns me on faster than hearing a good little girl tell me all her most sordid fantasies.’

She bit her lip hesitantly. The combination of how wonderfully naughty it would feel to admit her private fantasies – surely, surely he had seen the involuntary tightening of her pussy at the thought? – blurred with the dominance of being referred to as a little girl, good or otherwise.

‘You already know what I like. You’ve seen the list.’

‘So refresh my memory.’

‘Sir, do I really have to...?’ She let her voice shrink down to nothingness, hoping that he’d fill in the gaps, hoping that her blushing made her reluctance clear.

He sat up next to her, and moved a hand up to her face. ‘What’s the matter?’ he said, stroking a few strands of hair away from her eyes and tucking them behind her ear.

She shrugged. ‘I don’t know. It’s... embarrassing. I guess.’

‘There’s no need for you to be embarrassed here. Not with me.’ There was something in the firm tone of his voice that scared her and soothed her all at once. It spoke of command and control, demanded complete obedience, and yet had all the gentle subtlety of a lover’s embrace. ‘It’s OK,’ he said, placing his hands on her stomach as he repositioned himself back between her legs. ‘I want to hear everything.’

A thousand images whirled through Kate’s mind. Where to start? There were so many possibilities, but the mere thought of saying them out loud made her blush. Her previous lovers had never asked about her fantasies: they had always just come out in stalled, staggered steps, usually to be dismissed – or worse, promised for the future and then left unfulfilled.

Damien looked up at her, waiting for a response.

Best to start small.

‘I like to be tied up,’ she said, her voice much smaller than she remembered it being.

‘That’s good,’ he smiled. ‘I think that can be arranged. What else?’

‘I... I like to be called names.’

She could feel herself blushing. Why was this so difficult? Why was he insisting on it? And why did his insistence have such a glorious effect on her?

‘Why?’

‘I don’t know. Because it makes me feel dirty, I guess.’

‘And you like that.’

It wasn’t a question, but she nodded anyway. ‘Yes. Very much.’

‘Good girl,’ he said. His lips went back to their work, gently kissing her mound. She moaned with eagerness, part of her desperate to just grab his head and force him to lick her to an orgasm – but of course, that would never do. This was all part of Damien’s little game. The tease was her test, and she was determined not to fail. She wanted to be his, and if that meant being patient, her excitement could wait.

‘Thank you, Sir.’

‘Or would you prefer it if I called you something else? My little slut, perhaps?’

The word seemed to hang in the air. She had been expecting it, but hearing it come from Damien’s lips seemed almost shocking. 

‘Yes,’ she said, letting out a tiny whimper as she did so. ‘God, yes. Please.’

‘Oh, you really do like being called names, don’t you? Who would have thought one little word could have had such an effect?’ He dipped his head again, his tongue attacking her clit with enthusiasm. She could feel her hips beginning to buck up involuntarily against his face, but with one hand on her stomach he pressed her down easily. ‘Or is it my tongue that’s getting you so excited?’

‘Both, Sir. It’s both.’

‘Oh good. I did hope so.’ He planted a ring of kisses around her labia, teasing her with the lightest brushstrokes when all she really wanted was him to race to the finish. ‘What’s say we play a little game, eh? You tell me all the dirty, slutty things you fantasise about me calling you, and if I approve I’ll keep going down on you. Sound like fun?’

‘Sounds evil, Sir.’

He grinned. ‘Even better. Whenever you’re ready.’

‘Slut, Sir. I like the idea of being your slut.’

She had expected him to lower his head and give another lick, but instead he stayed still, looking her dead in the eyes. ‘We’ve had that one already, Kate,’ he said. ‘No cheating. Try again.’

‘Fine. Pet.’

‘Much better.’ He gave her a long, playful tease this time, parting her lips with his tongue. ‘Oh, that’s very good. I suspect you’ll make an excellent pet.’

‘Th... thank you, Sir,’ she stuttered. He was displaying exceptional skill at keeping her on the edge, just hinting at the release to follow.

‘What else?’

‘Your whore, Sir.’

Another lick that set her knees trembling. ‘Yes... my beautiful little whore. I can see that.’

‘And slave. I like to be called a slave. To be shown that I’m owned.’ It came to her more easily now; she found herself barely waiting for him to stop licking before the next word flowed out of her in a torrent of abuse. ‘I like to be told I’m pathetic and worthless. That I’m only good for fucking. I like to be made to swallow come like the greedy little slut I am. I want to be a cocksucker, and a fucktoy, and... and... and...’

She could feel the orgasm begin to wash over her, threatening to sweep her away in its intensity. Damien’s attention to her clit sent shivers running along every nerve in her body, causing her to buck and writhe under the expert ministrations of her tongue.

‘Yes...’ she moaned loudly. ‘Yes... please... I’m so close...’

Then he stopped.

Her body pulled its way back from the edge of release almost instantly, shocking her back into awakening. Her hands clenched and unclenched as she wrestled to try and will herself past the barrier, to tip her aching clit over into orgasm, but it was no use: she had been denied.

When her eyes came back into focus, she could see him smiling at her. ‘Thank me,’ he said.

For what? she thought. Teasing me? Torturing me? Driving me insane and then leaving me with nothing?

‘Thank you, Sir,’ she said instead.

‘Good girl. Wait there. Close your eyes.’

Dutifully she let her eyes fall closed. The last thing she saw was Damien lift his body off her and head to the bedside cabinet. She didn’t react as he fished her arms out from under her and placed them above her head, but as the first bite of steel wrapped itself gently around her wrist she let out a little gasp. For a moment she felt outside of herself, and wondered why she wasn’t more panicked: here she was, in a man’s house she barely knew, naked and being tied to his bed.

The level of trust she placed in him shocked her, but at the same time it felt so natural. His arms were strong, but his touch was almost unbelievably gentle: he handled her body like it was a museum exhibit, full of care and reverence despite the fact that they both knew it was his to use as he saw fit.

‘That’s better,’ he said once she was secure. ‘Now you’re all mine. My perfect little fucktoy, all ready to be used.’

Inside her chest, Kate could feel her heart beating a thousand times a minute. She tried to pull her arms down, testing the strength of the cuffs he had placed her in, and was delighted to find that they didn’t give an inch. It didn’t come as any surprise to her: nothing about Damien suggested he would do things by half measures.

‘Struggle if you want to, pet,’ he said. ‘You’re not going anywhere until I decide. Understood?’

She felt her face break into a wide grin. ‘Yes Sir,’ she said.

More than you could know.

‘Good, good,’ he said. ‘Although I’m afraid I’m a little bit disappointed in you at the moment.’

‘What did I do?’

She felt a slightly crestfallen look fall over her face, no matter how much she tried to stay stoic, but it didn’t matter: within a second, he was next to her, running his fingers down the line of her jaw. He kissed her with the same soft intensity that she had come to love, and in an instant she knew 

‘You’ve been teasing me all night,’ he said with a grin, ‘and I’m just not going to stand for it anymore. It’s time for me to get my own back.’

Another quick rummage in the drawer by the side of the bed produced a blindfold: another few seconds saw it fitted snugly over her eyes, and the room cascaded into darkness.

She felt safe.

Kate bit her lip in expectation of what was to come, but he didn’t leave her waiting for long. She felt his fingertips gliding gently along her lips, hinting at what was to come, before he moved to rest next to her. She could feel his body against hers, his weight supported by one strong arm above hers as one of his fingers teased her clitoris, knowing exactly when to pull back to make her gasp and moan. Her wetness invited him in, begged him to go further, but her mind could barely form the words. ‘Please, Sir,’ she managed to choke out at least.

‘Please what?’

‘Please. Fuck me.’

‘Now why would I want to do a thing like that?’ She could sense his smile even through the blindfold.

‘I need it,’ she said. ‘I need you inside me.’

‘Good girl.’

She felt him move away from her for a second, no longer holding himself above her, and then the rustle of material. When he returned, she could feel his body pressed up against hers, skin to skin. There was nothing between them, and it felt as though there never could be. The warmth of his body against hers felt so natural, as though he was merely an extension of her own flesh and blood – and she an extension of his.

His hand slipped between her legs and she parted her thighs obligingly, without being asked. She could feel the tip of his cock pressing against the entrance to her pussy, waiting there as a tease just long enough for her mind to flood with thoughts of what was to come – and then the glorious feeling of fullness that followed as he slid his way into her.

A shudder ran through her body. Every thrust made her feel fresh and alive, the feel of him inside her unlike anything she had felt before. She pulled against the handcuffs, but they were solid. In the darkness, she could do nothing except allow him to take her, to claim her as his.

She felt her hips rise up to meet his thrusts, pushing him a little more deeply inside of her every time. She felt his breath quicken in her ear as he increased his pace, as though not wanting to be outdone.

She matched him, moaning into his ear. It only seemed to spur him on: the louder her moans were, the faster and further she felt his cock drive into her, which made her gasp all the more. She was his, and they both know it.

Kate could feel her body giving itself up to him, struggling to stay afloat in a sea of excitement and anticipation.

‘Please,’ she moaned, almost involuntarily. ‘Please... I need to come, Sir. I’m so close.’

‘Not yet,’ he said.

‘I can’t hold back.’

‘You can,’ he said, firmly but kindly, ‘and you will. Until I tell you to come, OK?’

‘Yes Sir.’ There was no arguing with him. If he told her to wait forever, she would wait. The orgasm he had built for her was his to claim, and it felt right that it should be on his terms.

It was her gift to him.

‘OK,’ he said. ‘You’re going to be a good girl and come for me at zero. Five... four...’

He began his countdown slowly, but even Kate could tell that he was approaching a climax of his own.

‘Three...’

His breathing was ragged now, straining in her ear. She could barely hear it, even though he was right on top of her. Her focus was elsewhere, on the wonderful, incessant assault on her body. Every time he slid into her she felt her resistance crumble and the inevitable orgasm creep ever closer.

Just a little while longer, she thought to herself. You can do this. Just do as you’re told.

‘Two...’

Almost... almost...

‘One...’

Kate felt her toes curling as she bit her lip in ecstasy: anything, anything at all, to hold back for just a few more seconds. Damien said nothing for what seemed like an eternity, withholding his permission until he was just on the edge himself.

They were going to finish together. He was making sure of it.

‘Come for me,’ he said at last.

The second he said it, she felt his body tighten as his orgasm coursed through him and into her. She could sense her muscles electrifying, and she let out a scream of pleasure as the wave broke and her own climax flooded through her.

Eventually his breathing in her ear slowed – or was it her own breathing? It was so very hard to tell – and his arms lifted his body off from hers. Still blindfolded, she felt him sit up and begin rummaging around in the cabinet next to the bed: a metallic jingle, and then a ratchet-click as the cuff around her lift wrist fell free. A second later and its twin joined it.

He kissed her again, held her tight, wrapped her in his arms – he fit the role of protector almost as well as he fit the role of lover. She smiled. It was an oddly satisfying feeling, the perfect accompaniment to the afterglow of orgasm. He removed the blindfold and she saw his face for the first time in what felt like forever.

‘Good girl,’ he said, and that was all.

It sounded different this time, though. Before, it had been... well, not quite a game, but a test, perhaps? A way of exploring, to see if they could possibly work together.

Now, it didn’t feel like a tentative outreach into the future.

Now, she thought as she found herself curling up with contentment in his arms, it felt like a beacon, calling her back to where they both knew she belonged.
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