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MARKED BY HER MASTER

 


I’m kneeling in front of him, my hands resting on my
knees my palms facing towards the ceilings. I know my eyes are
supposed to be on the ground in front of me, but Thomas isn’t
looking at me anyway right now, he has turned his back on me and
fidgeting in the drawer which is filled with junk.

I could probably find what he was looking for
in two seconds, yet I was his slave now and slaves didn’t talk
unless they were spoken too. At least that’s how Thomas wanted it
to be during our scenes. It gave him a sense of power and a reason
to punish me. Yet I didn’t feel like being punished before our
kinky night had even started and so I didn’t ask him what he was
looking for, I didn’t offer him my help, instead I just sat there
wiggled my butt back and forth so my ankles wouldn’t get sore from
being squeezed.

‘Where are the permanent markers?’ Thomas
asked eventually.

‘I don’t know, Sir.’ I said. ‘What do you
need permanent markers for, maybe you can use a ballpoint or a felt
tip instead. Do you want me to get up and check the drawer,
Sir.’

He nodded. ‘I want to mark you.’ He said.

I looked into the drawer and saw the sharpie
he was looking for immediately. He had always been bad at finding
stuff. I smiled as I stared into the drawer.

‘But,’ I bit my lip and hesitated. ‘You know
I don’t like the body writing kink, don’t you Thomas?’

‘Off course I do, I don’t typically break
your limits now do I?’

‘I know.’ I said as I pulled the sharpie out
of the drawer. ‘It’s just...’

‘Thanks,’ he said. ‘Now kneel for me, like a
good little slave.’

‘But...’ I wanted to say something else, yet
the strict look on his face made me shut up and take my position
again.

‘Good girl.’ He said.

I felt a shiver run across my spine and
little pulse of arousal spread to my pussy.

‘It is my understanding that you don’t like
the humiliating nature of the body writing kink, am I correct?’

I nodded.

‘I don’t want to humiliate you. I want to
mark you as mine, do you have any objections to that?’

My heart was pounding and I was a bit
nervous. Thomas and I had been married for years, but these kinky
nights were fairly new for the two of us. It was exciting to think
about being marked as his, but wasn’t that what the collar was for?
I really wanted to submit to him, but all sorts of practicalities
were running through my head. I didn’t want him to write slut on my
forehead, or whore on my face where my mouth was the ‘o’. I’ve seen
that in porn and that just wasn’t for me, besides I was planning on
going out for groceries tomorrow morning.

‘That was a question, slave.’ Thomas said
strictly. ‘I expect you to answer me when I ask you a question, do
you have any objections?’

‘Please not on my face, sir.’

Thomas started laughing. ‘I was planning on
writing on your chest.’ He said. ‘Is that okay?’

‘Yes sir.’ I said.

‘Now which word do you like better; Slave or
Owned?’

‘Slave.’ I said.

‘Slave it is.’ He gestured for me to come
forward and then he put five little dots across my chest. I looked
at the dots and then I looked up at him questioningly.

He had an endeared smile on his face. His
hand reaching behind me, cupping the nape of the neck. He ever so
tenderly kissed me on the lips and involuntarily I shivered, I felt
my breathing getting irregular and my pussy was spasming with
anticipation, usually he wouldn’t kiss me this early on in the
scene.

His lips caressing my lips, the corner of my
mouth, kisses across my cheek until his lips were nibbling on my
earlobe.

‘I’m going to make you earn each letter,’ He
said. My eyes closing in delight, his husky whispering always got
me so incredibly hot, no matter what he said, yet his words were
only adding to the arousal right now. ‘Do you want to be my slave?’
He asked.

‘Yes sir.’

‘Do you want to be marked as my slave.’

I nodded.

‘So what would you be willing to do to earn
that first letter?’ The tip of his finger was running across my
chest and pressing into that first dot.

I tried to think up a submissive act that
would earn me a letter. ‘I could get spanked,’ I said, ‘or I could
give you a massage, or get you stuff, like a newspaper or like a
drink or a sandwich or something.’

Thomas chuckled again. ‘You’re rambling.’ He
said. ‘Are you a little bit nervous Julia?’

‘Yes sir,’ I said. ‘I’m sorry sir.’

‘The correct answer to the question, what are
you willing to do, would of course be...’ He paused for dramatic
effect and raised his eyebrows.

‘Anything, Sir.’ I said. Happy I figured out
what he wanted for me.

‘Good girl.’ He said. He scratched me
underneath my chin and then he sat down on a chair and he patted
himself on his knee, beckoning me to come sit on his lap I thought,
yet when I did he just shook his head, and he bend me over his knee
as if I was about to get a spanking.

His thighs pressing into my stomach, I
reached my hands to the floor so I could support myself a little.
Thomas ran his fingers through my hair, he grabbed a fistfull and
pulled my head backwards.

‘I’m sorry master, thank you for punishing me
master.’ The words shot out of my mouth almost like a reflex, as if
I was already reaching my subspace and those things he had taught
me to do in earlier scenes were now second nature. Was I reaching
subspace? That would be quick, usually I needed more time,
and...

He gave a little tug on my hair. ‘You’re not
being punished.’ He said. ‘You’re just going to show me how much
pain you’re willing to take to earn that first ‘S’. Don’t overthink
it, just submit to me, just surrender.’

His fingertips were running over my ass,
teasingly tenderly and then he spanked me quite softly. A sigh of
relief was going through my body, I had nothing to worry about if
he would spank me this lightly I could take hours of this.

He was spanking me quite softly but rapidly,
they were hardly indistinguishable as individual slaps, it was a
rhythm quite a soothing rhythm actually. It made me want to melt,
it made me want to melt right into his control.

When he stopped for a moment I felt my skin
glowing warmly and my mind was going fuzzy with submission. His
hand was stroking my ass, my thighs, his fingers slipped in between
my legs, caressed my inner thighs, his index finger grazed past my
pussy lips and I quivered.

‘Does that make you so wet my good slave,
does submitting to me gets you all hot, does surrendering to me
makes you all aroused?’

‘Yes Sir,’ I said, my voice trembled a
little.

‘Aawh,’ He said teasingly. He pulled me up by
my hair and forced me to look him in the eye. ‘Are you that close
to subspace already? And we haven’t even started yet, that was just
the warm-up.’

‘Yes, Sir.’ I muttered.

His fingers squeezing into my cheeks as he
pulled me closer for a little kiss. ‘You’re adorable.’ He said.
Then he ordered me to resume my position over his knees again, his
hand swaying back and he slapped my ass. A warm sting traveled
across my skin, it hurt but in a good way, in a very submissive
way. My mind was tingling and I closed my eyes.

His arm swaying back again. Involuntarily my
body tensed up, anticipating the next pulse of pain that would be
taking over my ass, yet he didn’t slap me, instead his hand came
back to softly caress me. I relaxed and the moment I felt this calm
relaxation spread through my muscles he slapped me harder than ever
before.

‘Fuck...’ I uttered. It cost me all of my
self-control to swallow the “you” I was about to say.

‘Don’t say fuck,’ Thomas said. ‘If you feel
the need to say something, say: ‘ He paused for a moment as he was
caressing my lower back. ‘Say: Thank you for helping me
surrendering to you, Master.’

‘Yes Sir.’ I said.

His hand came down on my ass again full
force. I yelped out in pain. I swallowed all curse words that were
on the tip of my tongue and I said: “Thank you for...’

Yet before I was finished speaking he slapped
me again. It may have been the element of surprise but tears were
suddenly propping up in my eyes.

‘Thank you for helping me to surrender to
you, Master.’ My voice sounded fragile and thin.

He kept on spanking me, tears were drawing
wet itchy lines on my cheeks and there was a little bit of snot
dangling on my upper lip. Talking was getting harder and harder,
partially because Thomas didn’t wait for me to finish speaking and
partially because my thoughts were getting more and more numb, my
thoughts were being consumed by this glowing pain and this very
intense sensation of surrender.

‘Ssshh,’ Thomas said soothingly. ‘You’re
doing great my sweet little slave. I think you can take some more,
are you willing to take some more for me?’

‘Yes Sir,’ I uttered in between sobs.

Yet he didn’t spank me, instead his fingers
where sliding back and forth over my slippery pussy lips. Arousal
had been slowly increasing the entire time, yet with the pain on
hold and his fingers directing his attention to that throbbing
sensation in my pussy I became aware of how horny I was. My hips
twitched and I was panting uncontrollably, a little moan came out
of my mouth.

‘You’re so wet, my little slave.’ He
whispered in his husky sexy voice. ‘Look your horniness is dripping
past your thighs.’ I felt his finger going across my thigh and a
moment later his thumb was pressing against my mouth. I closed my
lips around his fingers and tasted myself.

‘See.’ He said.

‘Yes sir.’ I mumbled. He let me suckle for a
little while and I even managed to sneakily dry my tears with the
back of my hand. Although that was in vain, because a moment later
he was spanking me again and new tears were making my cheeks wet
once more.

His spankings seemed to increase in force,
intense bursts of pain were soaking up all my attention, all my
awareness.

‘You can do it.’ Thomas whispered. The hand
that had been holding my hair was now softly caressing the back of
my head. ‘Hang in there my sweet little slave.’ He kept on slapping
me, and I could hear him breathing heavily, hitting me this
intensely for such a long time must be quite a workout for him. His
lap was getting warmer and I felt his cock pressing up against my
flank.

I’d long stopped anticipating each individual
slap, instead I was surfing on the pain, on the sounds of the slaps
echoing through our living room, on the power that Thomas was
projecting.

‘I’m so proud of you.’ Thomas said.

I felt my chest swell up with joy.

‘You can handle so much today, you’re really
committed to getting your first letter aren’t you?’

I’m committed to you, I thought, but that
would be talking back so I didn’t say it out loud. ‘Yes, Sir.’ I
mumbled.

‘Good girl.’ He said.

He was slowly grinding his hips back and
forth, rubbing the bulge in his pants against the side of my body.
He spit on my ass and then with his fingers he tenderly rubbed out
his saliva, blowing on my glowing skin to provide me with some
cooling relief.

‘Thank you, Master.’ I said whimpering.

He kept on tenderly caressing my ass, his
fingers inching closer and closer to my dripping wet pussy and a
moment later he’d shoved two of his fingers inside of me. My knees
buckled and trembling I sank a little bit more into his lap.

‘That’s it, just surrender, little slaves
need to do nothing but just surrender isn’t it Julia?’

‘Yes Sir,’ I whispered in between my heavy
breathing.

His fingers trusting me, rough and quick the
one moment and incredibly smooth and tenderly the next moment.
Massaging me on the inside, bringing me right up to the edge of
orgasm. Little whimpering moans escaped my mouth, my body was
helplessly twitching in his lap.

‘Would you like to orgasm?’ He asked.

I nodded and bit my lip. Then afraid he
didn’t hear me I forced myself to use my voice. ‘Yes please sir.’ I
said.

He pulled his fingers back and slapped me on
the ass once more. I yelped in pain. ‘I’m sorry, Sir.’ I said
afraid I’d done something wrong.

‘Please, don’t be sorry.’ He said. He slapped
me again. ‘I’m just helping you to reach orgasm, each time my hand
touches your ass you have my permission to orgasm.’

He slapped me again and as the pain traveled
through my skin and faded, I felt primarily disappointed he didn’t
finger me anymore, I doubted I could orgasm without him touching
me.’ Meekly I let the slaps and the pain wash over my mind, sinking
in that numb surrender until he was fingering me bringing me right
up to the edge of ecstasy again. My thigh twitching, my pussy
desperately clamping on to his fingers, yet the moment I was about
to cum, he swayed his hand backwards and spanked my bum once
more.

I let out a frustrated growl.

‘It’s okay, sweety.’ Master said. ‘You’re a
good slave, you’re an obedient little slave. Pain in pleasure,
obedience in pleasure, surrender is pleasure.’ He was talking to me
softly and soothingly as his rhythmic slaps filled up my mind. He
kept edging me and spanking me and edging me and then spanking me
again, saying that same mantra over and over and over again: Pain
is pleasure. Obedience is pleasure. Surrender is pleasure. Until
everything was started to blur together and it didn’t seem to
matter anymore whether he was spanking me or finger fucking me,
both were very intense, very frustrating and very pleasurable
feelings.

My hips twitched uncontrollably, my knees
buckled, and this enormous build up was about to explode into my
body. There was one last slap on my bum and then I went over the
edge. My moans and screams sounded from far away even though they
came from my own mouth. My whole body was trembling as this
explosion of pleasure was taking over first my pussy, then the rest
of my body and eventually it was even invading my mind.

‘Good girl.’ Master said. ‘You’ve been a
very, very, very good girl, I’m so proud of you Julia.’ He was
softly caressing my hair as the tail of my orgasm has left me a
moaning and crying mess. ‘Just enjoy yourself,’ he said, ‘You’ve
deserved it.’

‘Yes Sir, Thank you Sir,’ I whispered.

For a moment I just kept laying on his knees,
numb and partially out of it, and he kept on stroking me and
whispering to me. ‘Now when you’re ready, I’d like you to kneel
before me and present me the permanent marker.’ He said.

‘Yes sir.’ I nodded.

I dragged on this moment of tenderness for a
little while, before I finally managed to tear myself away from my
Master. I pulled myself up and sank on the floor in front of him.
Both palms of my hands lifted towards him, like a presenting tray,
and the sharpie rolling back and forth.

With a theatrical sense of gravitas he picked
up the marker from my hands and drew and S on the first dot. I
looked down at the dark line on my chest and I felt myself swelling
with pride.

‘Thank you, Master.’ I mumbled.

‘Good girl.’ He said.

 


Thomas pressed the palm of his hand against the bulge
in his pants, slowly massaging himself as he was looking at me.

‘How to you feel?’ He asked.

‘Proud.’ I said.

‘You’re proud of your “S”?’

‘Yes Sir.’ I said.

‘But it’s a bit lonely still isn’t it? I
think we should try and get an “L” on there too.’

‘Yes please Sir,’ I said.

He closed his eyes for a moment and grunted.
‘You’re so fucking hot, Julia.’ He said.

I felt my cheeks flush and for a moment I had
to think about my friends. If they knew what was going on here,
they would probably disapprove of me kneeling in front of my
husband, serving hem, obeying him, calling him sir. But then again
I found it hard to believe that their husbands would ever call them
‘fucking hot’.

‘Thank you, Sir,’ I said with a smile on my
face and a delightful groggy afterglow still in my mind.

‘For the ‘L’ I’m going to make you lick me.’
he said.

I nodded and he pushed his shoe in my
direction.

‘Lick your shoe sir?’ I asked.

‘Ah-uh.’ He said.

On my hands and knees I crawled towards him.
I placed my lips against the leather of his shoe and stuck out my
tongue. He put his other leg on my back as if I was his foot stool.
We’ve done this before so I knew what was expecting of me. I kept
on kissing and licking his shoe and I heard him exhale, there was a
tremble in his breath as he leaned backwards in his chair.

‘Good girl.’ He mumbled. ‘Tell me where you
belong?’

‘I belong at your feet master. I’m your
slave, I’m your obedient and committed slave and I would do
anything for you, anything you want, anything you need.’

‘That’s right.’ He said.

‘Now slave, some people may feel it’s
humiliating to kiss their Master’s shoe.’ He paused for a moment.
‘Do you think it’s humiliating to kiss my shoe?’

‘No sir.’ I said. ‘It’s an honor.’

With the toes of his one foot he stepped on
the heel of his other foot to take his shoes off, with his fingers
he pulled his socks aside and then he had me kiss his bare foot,
his skin warm and soft against my lips and the gentle smell of body
lotion tingling my nostrils. Which made me think about Thomas a few
hours ago, when I was in the shower shaving my pussy in preparation
of this evening together, he must have been washing his feet and
rubbing body lotion in between his own toes. It was cute, it was
cute that my master would be so meticulous in his preparations to
play with me. I swirled my tongue around his instep, I kissed his
ankle and I nibbled on his Achilles heel for a while, until he took
his trousers of and gave me permission to slowly move upwards.

I rubbed my face into the hairs on his calf,
I ran my tongue over his knee teasingly because I knew it would
tickle him, and yet I moved on to his inner thigh before he got the
opportunity to correct me.

Each time I heard his breathing stop or
quiver there were butterflies in my stomach. Thomas was hissing and
moaning and I felt blessed knowing how hot my husband was still
getting for me. I kissed his inner thighs for a while inching
closer and closer to the hem of his boxer short, even gliding with
my tongue inside his pants leg licking him across his perineum.

High over my head sounded another moan. Yet
he didn’t seem in a hurry to take his boxers off. So I pressed my
face into the fabric inhaling deeply and marveling in that very
sexy musky smell of his cock hidden beneath the cotton. I was
kissing his cock through the boxers, licking the fabric till I got
some lint on my tongue. I moved back to his inner thighs, squeezing
my tongue into his boxer short, trying to lick his balls or
cock.

Thomas was just leaning back with his eyes
closed, he hadn’t said anything for a while and I figured he was so
overwhelmed by arousal he wasn’t currently capable of ordering me
around, well that didn’t matter I knew my husband well, I knew my
master very well and I knew what he liked. I reached for the
waistband of the boxer and pulled it down to expose the tip of his
cock.

‘Hold it right there,’ He said and with
surprising agility he grabbed my wrist. ‘Is that how a good slave
behaves? Tugging on her Master’s boxer short without
permission?’

‘No Sir.’ I said, there was a nervous flutter
in my chest and I didn’t much know whether that was because I
feared punishment or because his dominance was so incredibly sexy.
I tried to look remorseful.

‘I think we should do something about these
gribbity-grabby hands of yours, don’t we?’

‘Yes Sir,’ I said.

‘Go get your cuffs.’ When I got up he gave me
a playful pet on my ass, and I was reminded of their sore
predicament. ‘I can already see some bruises forming.’ He said with
a sense of pride in his voice.

I ran into the bedroom and pulled the little
basket with sex toys from under the bed. I picked out the wrist
cuffs and brought them back to my Master. A moment later my hands
were secured behind my back and I was kissing and licking his inner
thighs once more.

Again I squeezed my tongue underneath the
fabric of his boxer and I think I must have grazed my tongue over
his balls, because Thomas hissed and cursed.

‘Do you want me to take my boxer’s off?’ He
asked.

‘Yes Sir.’

‘Hmmm, that doesn’t sound very enthused.’

‘Yes Sir, Please Sir.’ I asked.

He was theatrically stroking his thumb and
index finger over his own jaw as if he was assessing the situation.
‘Why do you want me to take my boxer’s off?’ He asked.

‘Because I want to see your cock Sir!’ I
said. ‘I want to lick it and kiss it and you’re balls too, please
sir, please take off your boxer’s.’

His thumb teasingly running over the
waistband, pushing it down just a little bit to expose some of his
pubes.

‘Is that all you want to lick?’ He asked.

‘You’re ass too sir, and everything I want to
lick everything, please.’

He smiled, but didn’t take his boxers off.
Instead he crossed his arms in front of his chest. ‘You take them
off.’ he said. ‘With your teeth.’

‘Yes Sir.’

Very carefully so I wouldn’t accidentally rip
out some of his pubes I took the waistband of his boxer in between
my teeth and I pulled it down to the floor. The garment dangled
down his ankles while I was marveling at his cock. I was fully
erect bouncing forward. A pinkish hue around the shaft and and a
more purplish glow. around his tip, there was a little droplet of
pre-cum shimmering already.

He kicked his boxer away and sank down on the
couch, he placed his feet on the couch and pulled his knees towards
himself, exposing his asshole.

‘Lick me, Slave.’ He said. His voice dominant
and gruff but also dripping with impatience. I buried my face in
between his thighs and ass cheeks and I swirled my tongue around
his asshole, now and again brushing passed his balls.

His hand was helplessly slapping the couch
pillows as he was trying to manage his own arousal. There was
moaning and once in a while a trembled curse came over his
lips.

‘Yes, yes,’ he said franticly when he
regained his ability to speak. ‘More, more.’

I increased the rhythm, my tongue flicking
over his ass quite rapidly, my jaw was actually getting a bit sore,
but seeing my husband so ecstatic made me push through. His hand in
my hair, pressing my face even deeper into his ass and his
balls.

His other hand surrounding the shaft of his
cock.

‘Come,’ he said. ‘Come here.’ He pulled my
face back, just far enough to shove his cock in my mouth. I closed
my lips around the shaft and moved back and forth, but he was
cumming already.

His whole body tensed up, his back arching,
his head tilted backwards. His hand repetitively slamming into the
couch pillows. In my mouth I felt his cock throbbing as his cum was
shot against the roof of my mouth and spread out over my
tongue.

I waited for his orgasm to taper and when he
was coming around enough to open his eyes, I opened my mouth and
showed him all of his sperm, I pushed some out so a line of spermy
drool was seeping over my chin.

He just rolled his eyes at me as if he was
some sort of middle schooler shaking his head, putting his head
back on the back rest. He was breathing heavily as he stared up at
the ceiling. I waited patiently and when he looked at me again I
opened my mouth once more letting another seep of cum drizzle out
of my mouth.

‘Good girl. You have permission to swallow
now.’ He said.

I closed my lips and swallowed all of his
cum.

‘And bring me the sharpie.’

‘Yes Sir.’ I said. My hands were still tied
behind my back though, so it was hard to maneuver my body. I took
the sharpie in my mouth and knelt in front of him.

‘Well done.’ He said. He grabbed the marker
and pulled off the cap. Tenderly he wrote a large “L” on the next
dot. I looked down at my chest, somehow the S had made me a bit
more proud than the L, but maybe that was just because I had to
work that much harder for the S.

 


‘Now what shall we have you do to earn you’re A?’
Thomas asked. He was leaning backwards in the couch, his cock was
limply laying on his thigh and the tips of his fingers were pressed
together as if he was some evil villain in a cartoon. I found it
hard to believe he was just now improvising some other challenge
for me. We’d been planning this night of kinky playtime for weeks,
well, it had been scheduled and postponed and rescheduled for
weeks, so I’m guessing he had been fantasizing about his night
elaborately, he must have had some sort of plan going into
this.

I pressed my cheek against his knee as if I
was bunting him like a little kitten. He scratched me behind my
ear.

‘You’re a good girl.’ He said. ‘For the next
letter I want you to go in the bedroom and lie down on the
bed.’

‘Already?’ I asked surprised.

Usually our kinky nights ended in the bedroom
with us two fucking, yet if we would fuck now and the night ended
then how was I supposed to earn those last three letters, besides
he just came, there was some refraction period right, he couldn’t
get an erection, right away could he?

Confused I kept looking at him.

‘Why the disobedience?’ He asked. ‘Am I
forgetting something?’ He looked around. ‘Do you want me to wipe
your face or something? You know I’m not gonna, I like you with
dried blotches of sperm on your chin.’

I shook my head. ‘No Sir.’ I said.

‘Then why aren’t you doing as your told?’ He
asked suddenly very strictly. He got up from the couch and pinned
me up against the wall, his fingers around my throat. Squeezing
softly, there’s a little wave of arousal crashing through my pussy
as I look into his dark and demanding eyes.

‘When I tell you do something, you...’

‘Obey, Sir.’ I say.

‘Because...’ He prompted me and gave me an
expectant look.

‘Because a slave obeys her master and follows
his orders enthusiastically and without hesitation.’

‘So you disobeying must mean you aren’t a
slave.’ He put a little spit on his thumb and started to rub it
over the letter S on my chest. ‘I guess that means you don’t
deserve my markings.’

My heart sunk in my chest, I’d worked so hard
for that S, I didn’t want to loose it. I felt terrible for
disappointing my Master.

‘I’m sorry. I’m sorry, Sir. I’m totally
sorry, my sincerest apologies, my most humble and sincere
apologies, Sir. I want to be your slave. I was just confused, but I
want to be your slave, I need to be your slave, please Sir.’

‘Ten.’ He said sternly.

‘Ten?’ I asked confused.

His hand swayed backwards and he spanked the
side of my boob.

‘Oh, ten of those.’

‘Now it’s ten each,’ he said. ‘Count out
loud.’

He slapped my right boob, at first I was
wriggling and trying to avoid those painful fingers, but a few
slaps in I felt myself calm down. Meekly counting until we reached
ten. Then he moved on to my other boob and I got another ten
spanks. The skin was warm and glowing. The pain was only slowly
disseminating through my boob, and there were spots in my skin that
just kept hurting.

The pain was a tether that pulled me back
into that submissive mindset again.

‘Thank you sir,’ I mumbled when he was done.
‘I needed that, I think I needed that, thank you for knowing me so
well, Sir.’

‘I know you needed that.’ He said. ‘You’re
welcome. Now spit-spot into the bedroom with that pretty little ass
off yours.’

‘Yes Master.’ I said.

In the bedroom he tied me down on the bed, my
arms up above my head and my legs spread apart with a spreader bar.
He also blindfolded me.

‘Good.’ He said. ‘Good good very good, now
let’s see.’

I alertly listen to the sounds around me,
trying to figure out what he was doing. He was ruffling around in
the room. I heard his footsteps moving around me, for a moment I
even thought I heard him leave the room. It left me restless I
didn’t much like being tied up and ignored, it wasn’t necessarily a
limit but it wasn’t one of my favorite things either. I tried to
figure out if I heard him watching television, but it remained
eerily quiet, both in the bedroom as well as the living room.

I pulled on my bounds and tried to scooch up
the blindfold by rubbing it against my shoulder and upper arm. Yet
right when I could see a sliver of light I felt a ticklish soft
feather running across my instep and toes.

He didn’t say anything, he just put his hand
on my face and shoved the blindfold back. Then he ran his fingers
through my hair. I was mostly confused about what was going on, but
I told myself to just keep lying there and to let it all wash over
me. Submission wasn’t just about doing what you told when you
completely understood what was going on, submitting and maybe even
surrendering felt like an even more intense leap of faith when I
didn’t know what was going on, when I just had to let go. I wanted
to let go so badly. Yet something inside of me was holding back,
some part of me was still trying to figure out what Thomas was up
to.

I closed my eyes behind my blindfold. It was
pointless to do so because I couldn’t see a damn thing anyway, but
still closing my eyes helped me to go over that edge of surrender,
to mentally submit my body to him and to be left in the blank about
what was going to happen next.

The soft ticklish feather was running all
over my body, a soft caress almost as if I was being kissed by the
air. My whole skin was tingling now as the feather found its way
from my hips, across my belly, up over my nipples to my face. A
light sensation in my lips as I felt the feather brushing across my
mouth and involuntarily I shivered and I found myself moaning.

A moment later the feather had changed out
for his finger, ever so lightly he was grazing over my lower lip,
rolling it downward and opening my mouth, until eventually he
shoved his finger in my mouth and slowly starting trusting back and
forth. Almost as if I was giving his finger a blow job.

For a moment there was another pulse of
confusion, why would he have me suck on his finger after I’d
already giving him a real blowjob. Yet quicker than before I
managed to let go of my confusion. It wasn’t up to me to
understand. I was his slave and he was my Master. If he wanted to
fingerfuck my mouth, I would have the best fingerfuckable mouth to
please my master. I swirled my tongue around his fingers, sucking,
bobbing my head back and forth.

Then suddenly his finger was gone, and all
that was left was an itching trail of saliva running down my chin,
in between my boobs, across my tummy. The cold wet line was drying
and itching.

His finger was now running across my knee,
caressing my inner thighs and inching closer and closer to my
pussy. I felt arousal bubbling up and I was already mentally
preparing for the pulse of arousal that would shoot through my body
when he would finally put his finger against my clit.

Yet he never did, instead his finger moved on
to caress my wrist, and my anticipation faded into a wavering
sigh.

I heard him chuckling ever so softly.

What? I wanted to say, but at the last second
I managed to bite my lip and keep those words inside.

This whole process seemed to repeat itself
numerous times. Each time he was ever so softly caressing my inner
thighs or my lower tummy, inching closer and closer to my pussy
that was throbbing with desire and anticipation, yet each time he
changed course right before he would actually touch me there.

It was frustrating and terribly exiting at
the same time. Part of me wanted to curse at him, while another
part of me wanted to beg him for some pussy fondling.

‘You get one minute.’ He said.

One minute to do what? I frowned yet I didn’t
ask the question. It wasn’t up to me to understand, those words
were like a mantra. I repeated them over and over again, to cling
to those feelings of surrender and submission. It wasn’t up to me
to understand.

Yet this wasn’t too hard to understand,
because a moment later he pressed the palm of his hand against my
pussy. A warm calm pressure was soothing the restless desires that
had been building up. I couldn’t control myself and I found myself
grinding my pussy up against his palm.

It was hard to say whether the desires were
gratified or intensified, maybe it was a little bit of both. I
grunted and then I heard him counting backwards.

‘Ten, nine, eight...’

‘Noooo!’ I cried out. Rocking my hips even
more frantically, trying to milk every last bit of satisfaction out
of his touch. Yet when he reached zero his hand disappeared and a
low frustrated grunt emerged from my chest.

I pushed my hips up into the air, hoping to
find something to froth myself up against, but when I found nothing
but air my hips were slammed down into the mattress. I pulled on my
bounds moaning and grunting and I twisted and turned, thinking
maybe I could rub myself up against a crumpled up duvet or
something.

‘You want to go again?’ He asked.

‘Yes, yes, yes.’ I cried out. ‘Yes please
Sir, please. Will you please put your hand back Sir.’

‘Hmm.’ He said as if he was thinking. ‘Maybe
if you ask me very, very, very nicely.’

‘Please.’ My voice was skipping an octave.
‘Please sir. Will you please touch my pussy, will you please. Sir
in your unmeasurable wisdom, can you find it in your wise heart to
touch me again. It would be such an honor for a slave like me to be
touched by a great and powerful Master like you.’

His fingers were circling my inner thigh once
more and I couldn’t speak anymore. A wave of pleasure was
overtaking my body.

‘Now I don’t know what to do.’ He said.
‘Because actually I quite like it when you’re squirming around and
begging me like a good little slave. I wouldn’t want to do anything
to jeopardize that. I wouldn’t want to give you an orgasm already
and miss out on all the other squirming and begging.’

‘Please.’ My mind seemed to be stuck in a
loop. ‘Please, please, please.’ I trust my pelvis invitingly up
into the air again and I tried to spread my legs as far as possible
to show off my throbbing little cunt.

‘Girl, you’re dripping.’ He said.

And while he was saying that I felt a drizzle
of horniness run down into my buttcrack.

‘45 seconds.’ He said.

‘No. Yes. No. Yes. Please.’ I wasn’t sure
what to scream. 45 seconds was better than nothing, but I doubted
it would be enough to have all my desires satisfied. The palm of
his hand cupped around my pubic mount, and this overwhelming wave
of arousal shot through my lower regions. I was panting, grinding
myself up against his hand, yearning for some satisfaction,
yearning for an orgasm and simultaneously knowing full well that he
didn’t want me to orgasm yet and that his hand was only
temporary.

I had no control over my own pussy. I felt my
insides cramping and throbbing and a climax was building up,
propelling me right through the edge of orgasm.

‘Ssh,’ Sir said. He put his hand on my chest
and gently pushed me back down into the mattress. ‘Just breath for
a moment.’ He said. ‘Just relax.’

I inhaled sharply and deliberately but my
exhale was shaking and wavering. My bum was laying in a cold wet
spot of my own juices.

‘Please.’ I begged him. Although my voice was
sounding meekly. ‘Please sir.’

My legs were shaking and twitching and I
didn’t know what to feel. Whether to feel anger and frustration or
whether to feel helplessly aroused. My eyes were burning and
suddenly I was crying, I was glad my blindfold soaked up all my
tears.

‘Here.’ Master said. ‘Taste this.’

He put his hand over my mouth as if he was
smothering me and when I stuck out my tongue I tasted my own
horniness. I licked all my juices from the palm of his hand, hoping
that if I was a good and obedient girl he would let me finish on
his fingers, that he would let me finish on his hand.

‘You want more?’ He asked.

‘Yes.’ I said. ‘Yes please, yes please.’

‘30 seconds.’ He said.

I nodded and pressed my pussy upwards into
the air.

‘Just relax.’ He said as he pushed my hips
down into the mattress. ‘Thirty seconds is thirty seconds, down
here as well as up there.’ Without any warning he pressed the palm
of his hand against my crotch and for a moment I was startled.

I rubbed myself up and down against his
fingers although hope was fleeting from my mind. I wouldn’t be able
to orgasm anyway. Allowing the arousal into my body would just be
torture, maybe I should try to ignore my pussy, try to ignore his
fingers. I took another deep breath as my pussy kept on slipping
over his wet hand and my mind was melting in frustration.

‘And... zero.’ He said as he removed his
hand.

I let out a silly grunt and I vaguely
registered that I was going non-verbal, that these frustrating
pleasures or these pleasurable frustrations were so overwhelming
and I was feeling so increasingly helpless that something had just
switched off. It was a delightful tingling feeling, a wave of
subspace and surrender, a wave of love and submission.

‘More?’ He asked.

I produced another moan.

‘Do you want more?’ He asked again.

Yet I couldn’t answer, my answer would be
irrelevant anyway. Whatever he wanted happened, whatever he wished
was final, it was the only thing that mattered in this whole entire
world. I realized it was a bit weird to not answer my Master,
no.... not weird, what was the word? Impolite. Yet I couldn’t, I
simply couldn’t. I was trapped in this floaty subby world.

I felt his fingers cupping my chin and then
he pulled up the blindfold.

‘Since you’re apparently drifting off into
subspace, I want to see your face.’ He said as he put the blindfold
aside.

I briefly nodded in agreement.

‘10 seconds.’ He said.

15! FIFTEEN! I was owed fifteen seconds
right? Frustrated I pulled on my bounds. Now if you’re able to
orgasm in 10 seconds you have my permission to do so.’

He put his hand in between my legs again
instead of counting down he was counting up this time.

‘One, two, three.’

With every number he said I was getting
closer and closer to the edge, and I was certain that when he said
ten, my body would explode into this overwhelming orgasm. Arousal
was peeking and climaxing, my whole body was tensed up in
anticipation, and often times I found that I’d forgot to breath and
I was gasping and panting for air. I was edging so intensely now, I
was so incredibly close to that edge.

‘Eight. Nine.’

He paused for a second and I shuddered,
biting my lip, preparing myself for ‘Ten’, preparing myself for
this orgasm that would explode.

‘and I guess that’s eleven already.’ He said
as he retrieved his hand.

I’m not sure what happened. It was as if I
traveled right through an orgasm to an whole other dimension of
pleasure. If an orgasm was ten, then what on earth was eleven for
extravagant arousal. I wasn’t on earth anymore. I was in
heaven.

I lost all control over myself. I was
screaming and pulling on my bound, my body slamming into the
mattress, my feet kicking and my mind was engulfed by this mythical
pleasure that surpassed any orgasm.

His face in between my legs. I felt his cheek
against my thigh and his tongue was tenderly exploring the
surroundings of my pussy, my labia, swirling around my clit,
entering my little hole.

I’d expected my clit to be overly sensitive
just like happened after any other orgasm, but I hadn’t orgasmed
yet, at least not a typical orgasm, somehow that overwhelming
pleasure beyond an orgasm, physically wasn’t the same as an
orgasm.

My legs spread further apart to welcome his
tongue and my body was squirming, celebrating these intense
pleasures as I felt a more typical orgasm building up once
more.

There were helpless screams and moans, there
was twitching and shuddering, there was panting and trembling. I
was so close, so close to the edge. His tongue against my clit,
quickly flicking it back and forth and there I went.

My pussy throbbing as it was expelling more
and more of my juices. My body convulsing as only helpless moans
and whimpers came from my lips. The pleasures were so intense, so
mind numbingly intense that it felt like I’d passed out for a
moment.

‘Damn it,’ I heard my Master curse underneath
his breath. ‘You’re so fucking hot, just... fuck it, fuck those
letters.’

He tore his clothes from his body and his
cock was already fully erect again. He spit on his fingers and
rubbed his saliva over the tips of his cock, although I was so
dripping wet that it was probably just out of habit, because it
certainly wasn’t necessary. His cock slid into my pussy quite
easily. His hands above my shoulders, he looked away from me and
then he closed his eyes for a moment.

In between my legs I felt his cock
throbbing.

‘Fuck.’ He said with an helpless tremble in
his voice. A moment later he had himself under control again and he
started trusting ever so slowly.

I was panting and moaning in his rhythm,
almost as if his cock was pushing the moans out of my mouth.

‘Who’s my slave?’ He said. ‘Who is my very
willing, ever obedient slave, that always has her body ready to
please her Master?’

I tried to look at him, I wanted to look at
him. He was so hot, the greed and possessiveness and dominance in
his eyes, his chest muscles bulging under his skin as he was
pushing himself up over me.

The pleasures were so overwhelming that I
couldn’t much control my eyes, I kept going cross-eyed until
eventually I just gave in and closed my eyes. I was surfing on the
waves of pleasure, tumbling up and down.

The tail of my first orgasm merging
seamlessly with the preamble of my next orgasm.

We were so close, we were so together not
only physically, but emotionally as well. It was just me and him.
Slave and Master. Wife and Husband. Lover and lover.

I was edging once more and my pussy clamped
onto his cock, almost as if my pussy was trying to milk his cock.
He cursed and closed his eyes. He shook his head.

‘I’m sorry.’ He mumbled in between his pants
and moans, ‘I’m gonna... I can’t hold it back anymore.’

He collapsed on top of me. His face hidden in
my neck, his hair tickling my nose and he was grunting into the
pillow as his body was convulsing, his cock throbbing, en his sperm
was all shot into my cunt.

The throbbing cock and the sensation of his
sperm was everything I needed to go over the edge myself and I
welcomed another orgasm. As the pleasures exploded my body was
going completely wild. Screaming, biting, cursing, trembling,
moaning, crying.

When all the intensity had faded only the
crying remained a soft sobbing that had nothing to do with sadness.
It was just the accumulation of this intense overwhelming feelings
that I couldn’t express in any other way.

‘I know.’ Thomas said, still partly out of
breath. ‘I know, it’s okay, hon, I’m here, you’re safe.’ He pressed
a little kiss on my cheek and another one on my temple.

‘Shall I untie you?’ He asked.

I shook my head.

‘Should I get you some water?’ He asked.

I shook my head again.

‘Do you just want me to stay here with you?’
He asked as moved his body to the side of mine. He put his head on
my shoulder and his arms around my chest.

‘It’s okay.’ He said. ‘Just take your
time.’

His fingers were ever so softly caressing me.
I guess it was intended as a soothing gesture, but my whole skin
seemed to be an erogenous zone, and my body was twitching in
arousal with every touch.

‘Just breath.’ He said. He inhaled deeply and
then he sighed. ‘Wow,’ he said. ‘You are amazing, you are just
wow!’

I knew this voice of his, it was his
aftercare voice, it wasn’t the first time that with his sperm his
dominance had left his body as well and now he wanted to just
snuggle and cuddle.

I guess that was okay. My body was exhausted
and with the three orgasms I’d had already I felt I couldn’t
complain. Still I felt sorry that our night had ended already.

‘What about the other letters?’ I asked.

‘Hey,’ He said, he was stroking my cheek
gently. ‘Welcome back, sweetheart, are you coming back down out of
your subspace?’

‘No.’ I said obstinately. ‘I’m never going to
come back down out of subspace. I’m going to stay here and life
here forever.’ There was some childlike protest in my voice and
Thomas just laughed.

‘What do I need to do now for my next
letter?’ I asked.

‘I think you’ve earned all three of them.’ He
said. ‘The ‘A’ for Accepting Pleasures, the ‘V’ for Vaginal
Intercourse and the ‘E’ for being and Extraordinary Good Slave.’ He
traced the imaginary letters with his fingers across my chest. He
had left the sharpie in the living room and he didn’t get up to
bring it over.

I sighed. ‘I don’t want all the letters yet.’
I said. ‘I guess I’ll take the A, but it doesn’t feel like I’ve
earned the V and the E.... it just feels like you’re gifting them
to me because you’re already satisfied and done.’

Thomas laughed for a moment. ‘I guess that’s
true.’

‘So maybe I can earn the V and the E
tomorrow?’ I said hopefull.

Now he pushed themselves up from the bed, he
untied me patted me on the tummy and then he went into the living
room to pick up the marker. Threatening he walked towards me.

‘No.’ I said as I tried to get away from him.
‘No, no, no. I haven’t earned them yet. I want to earn them. I want
to be your slave, Sir. I want to earn them by being your slave. You
have to make me do more stuff, like anal stuff, we haven’t done any
anal stuff yet.’

For a moment we were chasing each other
around the bedroom as little children playing tag.

‘I don’t have to do anything.’ He said gruff.
There was a spark of dominance back in his eyes and I felt a
nervous burst of tingles in shoot through my tummy. ‘You’re not
going to start topping from the bottom now are you?’

‘No sir.’ I said.

‘Don’t tell me.’ He said strictly. ‘Show me.’
Lie down on the bed and let me mark you without you talking back to
me.

I obeyed him immediately. I lied down on my
back and I felt the felt tip of the sharpie running across my
skin.

‘Are those letters real?’ I asked.

‘What do you mean by real?’

‘Like you said, A for accepting pleasure and
V for vaginal intercourse. Is that like a real acronym, like an
official acronym.’

‘O yeah, it’s all very official.’ he said
teasingly. ‘It’s board certified.’

I gave him a play full punch against his
upper arm.

‘Good, I’ll admit it. I’ve improvised
them.’

‘Today?’ I asked ‘or beforehand? Did you plan
this out or did you actually have other tasks in mind for me to
earn the V and the E?’

‘Well....’ he said hesitantly. ‘We didn’t get
around to doing everything I planned on doing, but the meaning of
the letters I pretty much made up on the spot.’

‘So what would you have improvised if I chose
OWNED instead of SLAVE.’ I asked. ‘I guess the O is easy that
would’ve been Obedience.’

‘W would stand for Worship Your Master’s
Weener.’

‘Ilgh, Thomas don’t be gross.’ I said.

‘What’s gross about weener? Worship Your
Master’s Cock, would that sound better?’

‘Much better.’ I said. ‘And the N?’

‘You know.’ His voice changed, from playful
to husky, he leaned in and he tenderly ran a finger across my
chest. ‘There is some room still,’ He said. ‘How about we find out
what the N means tomorrow, when we turn this little slave into a
Owned Slave.’

‘Yes please.’ I said. I put on my most
charming smile.

‘Deal.’ He said. ‘Now be a good slave and get
us some soda and crisps and Netflix, please.’

‘Sir, yes sir.’ I said as I jumped up from
the bed to fetch our aftercare kit.’

***

 


 


 





Reading Recommendations

Let me spoil you tonight with another story

 


Escape Into His Arms

 


After her social media empire blows up she
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