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If I had been asked what drew me to life modelling, I would probably have answered that it was the money. Sure, there were other things I liked about it – the admiring glances from rooms full of strangers, the rush I got whenever I recognised my naked body in oils or pastels, the fact that I could set my own hours and be (effectively) my own boss – but I would have been lying if I said it was anything other than cold hard cash that was the main motivating factor. Sitting naked in the art rooms of the university might have been boring and a little chilly at times, but it beat the hell out of sweating behind a crowded bar until the early hours of the morning, mixing drinks for rowdy strangers.

And then I had met Alex, and I found a whole new reason to love it.

Alex had been one of the students in the Dr Franklin’s Composition and Form class: a scruffy-looking lesbian with short black hair, paint-splattered dungarees and an intoxicating smile. At first, I remember thinking that Alex had barely noticed me, despite the fact that she had been staring at me for over an hour: that was the extent of the look of concentration on her face. It wasn’t until the end of the third class, when she excitedly ran after me in the corridor to thank me for sitting for them, that she showed anything more than an artist’s interest in me. When she asked me if I wanted to join her for a drink, I felt charmed in a way that I hadn’t in a long time. I’d been openly bisexual for years, but I’d never found myself in a relationship with another woman; the most I had managed was the occasional fling. With Alex, though, it felt natural – inevitable, almost. With her around, I felt as though I could do anything.

We had been dating for almost three months when she suggested moving in together, and I had willingly agreed. It was a huge decision, but I barely had to think about it. My time with her had been the happiest days of my life. We became Alex and Sarah: a single unit, completely indivisible. She knew everything about me, and – I hoped, anyway – I knew everything about her.

It wasn’t until a month or so later that I realised how wrong I was.

‘I want to sketch you,’ Alex had said, pretty much out of the blue while we ate breakfast one Saturday morning. 

‘Oh yeah? How come?’

She nodded. ‘Yeah. I haven’t done it in a while. And now my classes have eased up, it would be nice to draw for fun for a change. Besides, I love the way you look when you pose.’

There was something in her voice that told me this wasn’t a spur of the moment decision. Perhaps she was looking to get something completed and potentially put into one of the galleries in town. If that was the case, I would have been thrilled: I had been saying for weeks that she needed to stretch her creative muscles and try to get herself noticed. If she needed a model for that... well, it would be a pleasure to help.

‘Have you got anything planned?’ I asked.

Alex paused for a second, as though she was debating whether or not to hold something back. ‘Yes,’ she said eventually. ‘A series. But I don’t want to tell you what it is just yet.’

‘How come?’

She smiled at me, and that was all the answer I needed. ‘It’s a surprise,’ she said. ‘I think you’ll like it, but...’

‘But?’

‘You will like it. Trust me.’

And trust her I did. Alex knew me inside and out. If she thought I’d like it, then I was pretty confident that she’d be right. ‘When do you want me?’ I asked playfully. ‘I’ll have to see if I can clear my schedule.’

‘Tonight? I need to pick up a few things first, but I should be able to get them all sorted by then.’

‘An outfit?’

Alex laughed her high, endearing giggle. ‘Definitely not an outfit,’ she said.

I felt a frisson of excitement run through me. It had been so long since she had sketched me nude, and never alone: for some reason or other, it was something we never got around to doing. Now, with the idea of it staring me in the face, I couldn’t wait.

‘Sign me up,’ I said.

Alex took one final, decisive bite of toast and stood up. ‘Good,’ she said, and behind her eyes I could already see her brain ticking over with plans for the evening. She came over to where I was still sitting in my pyjamas and kissed me softly on the cheek. ‘I’d better run,’ she said. ‘I’ll be back soon. Don’t make any plans for after sixish, OK?’

I nodded, but I doubt she noticed. She was already halfway out of the door.

Alex had got back a few hours later, with a carrier bag in her hand and a secretive look on her face. ‘No peeking,’ she had said, before she squirreled it away in the bedroom. ‘I mean it. I want it to be a surprise.’

And so I waited, watching the minutes tick down until we were ready to start. I took a shower, taking the time to preen myself and make sure my body was as perfect and relaxed as it could be, and by the time I emerged Alex was in the bedroom, with the door closed and a crudely drawn KEEP OUT sign on the door.

‘Let me in!’ I said, knocking repeatedly. ‘It’s cold out here!’

I heard a rustling from behind the door, and then Alex’s dainty wrist shot out with a bundle of clothes.

‘Very funny.’

‘I’m not done yet. I want it to be perfect.’

Grumbling, I snatched the clothes from her and put them on. They were a little dressy for just hanging around the flat, but I didn’t seem to have much choice.

Eventually, the door opened and Alex’s face poked out from the gap. ‘You can come in now,’ she said. ‘I’m ready.’

I had tried to be annoyed, but there was something about the childlike satisfaction in her voice that made it difficult. By the time I had walked through the door and could see for myself what all the effort was for, it was pretty much impossible to be anything but pleased.

Our sheets, usually fairly simple cotton things, had been replaced by a rich red-and-black silk number that seemed to pour itself across our bed in waves, illuminated by a raft of candles that sat on every available surface: dozens of tea-lights that bathed the room in a soft glow. In one corner, she had placed her easel and stool, giving her a perfect view of where she knew I’d be positioned.

‘Do you like it?’ she asked.

I nodded. ‘Yeah. I really do.’

‘Good. We’re going to be here for a while.’

Her joy was infectious: as she burst out into a wide grin, I found myself involuntarily doing the same, even though I was aware of how much of a tease the next few hours were likely to be. Having to sit there motionless, feeling the silk against my skin, while the woman I loved was watching only a few feet away – and yet remaining completely untouchable – was an exquisite form of torture, and yet I didn’t doubt for a second that it would be worth it. I remembered the adoring looks that Alex had shot across to me the previous times she had sketched me nude, and the rush I had got from knowing that I had her complete attention – that for those few brief hours, the world didn’t even exist outside of her easel and me.

‘So... where do you want me?’

‘You on the bed. The clothes in a heap in the corner.’

I rolled my eyes, but I did as she instructed. As I slipped the shirt off my body, my breasts fell free, pert and with my nipples already embarrassingly erect. The room itself was surprisingly warm – no doubt for my comfort, given that I’d be spending most of the evening naked – so there could be no mistaking the reason why I was standing to attention. Alex smiled as she ran her fingers gently over one of them, ending with a soft, teasing pinch.

‘Looks like I was right,’ she said. ‘You seem to be enjoying yourself already.’

I didn’t have time for a comeback; instead, she had slipped her hooked thumbs into the waistband of my underwear and pulled down sharply. Suddenly I was naked in front of her, and she seemed to be doing her best to enjoy it. The same teasing pathway she had run over my nipples stretched downwards, across my torso, coming to rest in the heat between my legs. I wondered if she could tell I was becoming aroused, and then realised it was a ridiculous question: of course she could. There was no way I’d be able to hide it.

The tease stopped there. ‘Onto the bed,’ she said, ‘and make sure you’re facing away from me.’

Not for the first time, I wondered what she was planning. A coy, over-the-shoulder type of pose? I hoped not. As attractive as it might have looked, for a model it was one of the hardest positions to maintain for a long period of time – not to mention the fact that having to watch her as she worked would be almost too big a temptation for me to resist.

Still, she knew best. I positioned myself on the bed on my knees, facing away from her, and I felt her body press up against mine from behind. She kissed my neck gently and I felt any resistance dropping away like a leaf in the autumn breeze.

‘Do you trust me?’ she whispered into my ear.

It seemed like an odd question, but I nodded.

‘I need to hear you say it,’ she said. ‘Do you trust me?’

‘Yes.’

‘Good.’ Her arms reached around my stomach, cradling it for a second, and then she placed gentle hands around my wrists, drawing them back behind me. ‘Good,’ she said again. It was the last thing I heard before I felt the touch of the rope against my skin.

It was soft, but unexpected, and I instinctively pulled against it. Alex didn’t force me; she allowed my hands to move away from her, but the grip around my wrist stayed. ‘It’s OK,’ she said. ‘I want to sketch you tied up. I thought it would make for a cool picture.’

I was hesitant, but I could see it already. Alex had always admired the way bondage looked, even if we’d never got around to playing with it ourselves, and I remembered her once excitedly showing me a coffee table book filled with artistic black and white photographs of women swaddled in rope; it didn’t really surprise me that she liked the idea of having her own personal model secured for her.

‘OK,’ I said, crossing my wrists together behind my back. I did trust her. I would have trusted her with anything.

She looped the rope once, twice, three times around my wrists and pulled it taut. Immediately, I got the impression that she knew what she was doing. There was no stalling, no hesitation: within moments, my hands were completely immobile.

‘Have you done this before?’ I asked.

She nodded. ‘I dabbled.’

‘Before you met me?’

‘Yeah.’

‘An ex-girlfriend was into all this, I suppose?’

‘Something like that.’ She cinched off the rope and tied it neatly. ‘There,’ she said. ‘Give that a try. I want to see you struggle.’

I pulled and wriggled against the cords that bound my wrists together, but it was pointless. I was stuck. ‘I can’t,’ I said. ‘Sorry.’

‘There’s no need to be sorry,’ she grinned. ‘You’re not supposed to be able to get out. That would kind of defeat the purpose, don’t you think?’

‘I thought the purpose was that it looked good while you were sketching me?’

‘A bit of both. If you’re going to do a job, do it properly, right?’

‘I guess so.’

‘Is it too tight for you?’

I twisted my wrists; even as the rope held firm, they slid against each other easily. While there was no chance of me escaping, there was no discomfort, and no unpleasant rubbing of the fibres against my skin.

‘No,’ I said. ‘It feels...’ I’d started speaking without knowing for sure where I was heading, and I found myself coming up short. My voice disappeared into nothingness; the truth was, I didn’t know how it felt. Secure? Obviously. Restrictive? Yes. Safe? Hard to say, but it didn’t seem far off the mark. ‘Good,’ I said at last. ‘It feels good.’

‘I thought you’d approve,’ Alex smiled. ‘Legs together. There’s plenty more where that came from.’

I didn’t protest as she took another length of rope and secured my ankles together, and then my knees. When she urged me to test out her bonds again, I found them even more restrictive than the ones around my wrists. My wriggling seemed to please her.

‘You’re so pretty when you’re tied up like this,’ she said. ‘We should have done this months ago.’

I didn’t reply. Too many thoughts were spinning in my mind, and too many of those were pulling me in directions I hadn’t even considered possible before then. Before Alex, I had always been what most people would probably call a prude. I had spent so long wrestling with the idea of my feelings for women that anything remotely kinky seemed like a whole different issue, so far removed from my feelings that I couldn’t even begin to comprehend it. Alex had been faintly amused by my innocence, but mostly understanding.

Now, though... now, I could feel myself starting to become wet. I tried to convince myself that it was just the intimacy of the situation, a result of the candles and the bedsheets and the way my lover’s hands felt as they ran across my body, but there was no denying the facts: a large part of it was the ropes. There was something intoxicating about the restraint, knowing that I was helpless – that if she chose to, Alex could have done anything she wanted to me. Deep down, part of me wanted that. I craved the loss of control, and it scared me a little. Somehow, the ropes gave every touch a frisson of danger, as though the imbalance of power was a waiting game, designed to see how much teasing we could both endure before she had to give in to her own desires and took me on her terms.

If that had been her plan, though, it didn’t show. Instead, she placed me in an unusual position, on my knees with my legs curled under me, and then told me to look like I was turned on. Apparently that was her little joke; it might have been what she wanted, but she must have known just how aroused I was.

Once I was in place, she told me to stay put and then headed over to her easel. I just bit my lip in expectation and did as I was instructed; after all, it wasn’t as though I had many other options. Even if I’d resisted and struggled, even if I’d managed to get free, then what? I’d agreed to be tied, all so Alex could sketch her little bondage fantasy. Would I just let her tie me again?

There was no doubt in my mind.

By the time I zoned out of my daydream and back into the real world, Alex was well into her sketching. The tips of her fingers were already smudged with black from her oils pastels, and her mouth was twisted up into a tight little grin. It must have been less than five minutes before she ripped her piece from the page and threw it onto the floor.

‘Something wrong?’ I asked.

‘There’s something missing,’ she said simply. ‘Something important.’

I was left to wonder what she meant as she began rummaging around in our closet. What did she mean, there was something missing? What else could there be?

I didn’t have to wait long to find out. A smile crossed her face as she pulled an unfamiliar black bag out from the bottom of the closet. ‘There we go,’ she said as she unfastened the zip. ‘That’s better.’ I didn’t say anything as she pulled items out of it: straps of leather with bright, shiny buckles, gleaming despite the soft candlelight. When she stood up, I saw that she was holding another strap, but this one was somehow unlike all the others. Halfway along its length sat a knot of hard red rubber. I knew what it was, of course: I wasn’t a complete innocent. What I didn’t know is what a ball gag was doing in a bag at the bottom of our closet, and why Alex was holding it up with such a happy smile on her face.

She dangled it in front of me, not quite taunting me with it but not far off. ‘I think this will look perfect,’ she said. ‘What do you think?’

‘Where did you get it?’

She shrugged. ‘I can’t remember. It was a long time ago.’

‘The same ex-girlfriend?’

‘I might have... exaggerated that. Just a little.’

‘Oh?’

‘I did have an ex who was into this sort of thing. More than one, in fact.’

‘But you were the one who got them into it?’

‘Exactly.’

‘Why didn’t you mention it earlier?’

‘I don’t know. I just didn’t think you’d go for it. And I was fine with that, I really was...’

‘But?’

‘But I figured I’d try it out. Just something light, to see how you reacted. I didn’t expect you to be quite as into it as you seem to be.’

‘What makes you so sure I’m into it?’ I said, my voiced ever-so-slightly annoyed.

Alex didn’t say anything. Instead, she slipped a hand between my legs. For a brief, glorious second I felt her fingertip caress my clit, and then it was withdrawn. She held it up in front of my face, and I watched the wet sheen glisten in the candlelight. ‘Just a feeling I’m getting,’ she said.

‘So you never really wanted to sketch me?’

‘I did,’ she said bashfully, like a child who has been caught in an obvious lie. ‘It just wasn’t the only thing I had in mind for tonight. I was hoping the evening might take a different turn, definitely. And so were you, by the looks of things.’

She had a point. There was no denying my excitement at the thought.

‘I understand it’s a big deal,’ she said. ‘It’s kind of scary when it’s your first time. But it’s OK. You’re completely in charge. We’ll work at your pace. If you want to stick with just the ropes, that’s fine. Hell, if you want to lose the ropes entirely, I don’t mind at all. It’s your decision.’

I paused, mulling the decision over. On the one hand, Alex was right: it was a big step, and it was completely new territory to me. On the other, I trusted her with everything I had. If this was something she wanted – not to mention the effect it seemed to be having on me – was there any good reason not to try it?

I opened my mouth, not to speak, but gesturing to Alex that it was OK to continue. It took her a second to pick up on my signal, but when she did a huge smile crossed her face. She pressed the red rubber of the gag between my teeth and fastened it in place. It was large and unwieldy, but not uncomfortably so, and when I tried to thank her all that came out was a muffled noise that seemed to please her even more.

‘Good girl,’ she said. ‘You don’t need to speak. You just need to do as I say. Do you understand?’

I nodded. That was all I wanted in the world.

She pushed me backwards onto the bed, and without my arms to support me I fell heavily. Within seconds, she was on top of me, her knees on either side of my torso and her hands pressing down gently on my shoulders: not hard enough to be painful, but definitely enough to make it clear that I wasn’t going anywhere until she was good and ready. As her lips touched mine, I knew that there was nowhere else I would rather have been.

She kissed the gag, and for a moment I found myself hating it – truly loathing the stupid ball of rubber that was keeping me from the familiar exploration of her tongue against mine. Now, though, it didn’t feel familiar. Everything she did had a fresh, new quality to it: every touch of her body against mine seemed to spark with that first-date chemistry, of one human being testing itself with another to see how well they fit together, and finding it was a perfect match.

I didn’t speak as she moved down along my jawline, peppering the skin with kisses that lingered long after the light press of her lips had disappeared. I didn’t speak as she began to kiss my neck, feeling my pulse quicken as she did so. It was only once she began nibbling at my collarbone that I let out a gasp. It was deliberate on her part; it had to have been. She knew it was my weak spot.

‘Oh, you like that, do you?’ she said with a smile. I whimpered again, and she put a hand between my legs. I couldn’t help myself; almost involuntarily, my body began thrusting against her, desperate for any contact against my clit. The harder I thrusted, the more she brought her hand up, giving me the illusion that with just a little extra effort I might be able to bring myself off.

It was a cruel trick. The more excited I managed to get myself, the more she eased off, pulling her hand away at just the right moment to ensure that I could never manage to get enough friction to satisfy myself. Bound and gagged as I was, there was no way for me to get what I needed or to express my frustration – but of course, there was no need. She knew exactly what she was doing.

Eventually, once the exertion of her teasing had left beads of sweat gathered along my forehead and once she knew I couldn’t stand it anymore, she pulled her hand away completely. ‘Don’t worry,’ she said as she saw me desperately trying to follow it. ‘There’s plenty more where that came from. But you’re going to have to work for it.’

She reached into the bedside cabinet and pulled out her vibrator, a large purple monstrosity that dwarfed my own. I preferred something small and discrete – a small silver bullet designed to gently tease me to orgasm – but Alex liked her toys to be more robust. She twisted the switch at its base and it made a noise as though it was trying to take off.

‘This should help to keep you occupied,’ she said, waving it in front of my gagged face. ‘But you aren’t going to come until I give you permission, understand?’

I nodded. At that moment, I would have agreed to anything.

Alex seemed happy with that. She parted my legs as much as she could, given the ropes, and slid the vibrator into me with one firm, steady push. The feeling of fullness was immediately satisfying, but when she turned the vibe onto its highest setting the convulsions that passed through my body were unlike anything I’d ever felt before. I wasn’t used to its size, nor the strength of its top setting, and I could see Alex laughing as I tried in vain to adjust to her toy.

‘I bet you won’t be going back to your little bullet any time soon, will you?’ she smirked. I just moaned behind the gag. It was all I thought I could manage.

She reached down between my legs and turned it to a medium setting – still far, far more intense than I was used to, but nothing like the seismic juddering that she had been using just a moment before – before pressing my legs together again. ‘Keep them tight,’ she said as she pulled on the cords attaching my knees together, fastening them more securely. ‘If it falls out, I’m not putting it back in again. You’ll just have to do without.’ I found myself glad of the extra restraint; in the fog of my arousal, I doubted I would have been able to stand the frustration if it had slipped out of me.

Once she was satisfied that I was secure, she flipped me over onto my front. I flexed my fingers as she ran her hands along my arms and down my back, passing them fleetingly over my shoulder blades, down along my spine, before allowing one of them to give me a gentle slap on the ass.

‘Aww... look at you,’ she said playfully. ‘All tied up and no place to go. I could just leave you here to enjoy my toy and you couldn’t do a thing about it.’ I whimpered even more pathetically than I intended; the thought of her leaving right now was unbearable. When she stood up and headed out of my line of sight, I began to panic, but soon I felt a soothing hand on my shoulder. ‘Shh,’ she said. ‘Relax. I’m not going anywhere.’

The second time she stepped out of my eye line, I felt a lot calmer. I trusted Alex; if she said she wasn’t going to leave me, I knew she wouldn’t. It was only once I heard the zipper of her jeans and the swoosh of fabric, only barely audible over the sound of the vibrator buzzing away inside me, that I knew what she had in mind.

She dropped her panties next to my head before I even saw her, as if to give me a warning of what was about to come. She didn’t give me much time to think it over. Within moments, she was sitting in front of me, her legs parted and her smooth, shaved pussy just inches away from my face. I let out another little whimper and looked up at her imploringly. Let me taste, I hoped my eyes said. I need it.

She looked down at me and tenderly ran her fingers through my hair. Somehow, the display of affection made me even more desperate for her. I didn’t want her to be gentle: I wanted her to use me.

Alex put both hands behind my head and fiddled with the leather strap of the gag. When it fell loose, I couldn’t stop myself from drooling as she pulled the gag free. My jaw felt stiff, even though it had only been in for ten minutes or so.

‘Lick,’ she said. ‘When I’m finished, I’ll let you come. Understood?’

I didn’t say anything; instead, I immediately put my tongue to work, desperately trying to focus on anything else but the buzzing in my pussy. The only thing that mattered at that moment was Alex’s orgasm. Mine would come later... if I behaved.

My tongue knew the contours of Alex’s body as if by rote, but the ropes added a whole new dimension of complexity. Now, every motion had to be thought out. With no fingers to help tease her, my tongue and lips had to take over all the work instead. I struggled to hold my head up, but as eagerly as I kept licking at her clit it didn’t take long before my neck got tired and I struggled to hold it up. Every second spent trying to pleasure her caused the muscles in my shoulders feel as though they were on fire. Just as I was about to give up, I felt her reach her hand down into my hair and hold on tight, pulling me in, refusing to let me go until she was satisfied.

Her earlier tenderness was almost gone. Now, her grip was firm, and as she guided my head I knew that she was completely in control. Even without the ropes, there was no way I would have been able to escape from her grasp, even if I’d wanted to. At that moment, I was her toy, and nothing more.

I loved it – and judging from her moans, Alex loved it too. I had never seen her so aroused. Was it the power of this new dynamic that had made her so wet? How long had she wanted me like this?

More to the point... how long had I been missing out?

I put those questions out of my mind as best I could, ignoring them the same way I was desperately trying to ignore Alex’s cock between my legs.

‘Your tongue,’ she moaned. ‘Inside me. Now.’

The tone of her voice left no room for dissent. I lowered my head and slid my tongue into her hole. As soon as I did, I felt her hips buck up against my face, pressing her sex against me. I pushed deeper, tongue-fucking her and relishing the gasps of arousal that seemed to emerge from nowhere every few seconds.

Her entire body tensed up, her strong fingers pulling at my hair as she let out a high pitched squeal of pleasure. ‘Fuck,’ she moaned. ‘Don’t you dare fucking stop, you understand? Don’t you dare.’

I wouldn’t have even considered it. As her body bucked under the attentions of my tongue, I did my best to keep up with her: licking as though my life depended on it, sucking on her lips, running tight circles across her clit. Eventually, the sensation became too much and she erupted in bursts against my mouth, holding me in place as the tide of her orgasm swept her away.

As Alex collapsed back, exhausted, I heard through her satisfied sighs the words I’d been hoping to hear. ‘Come for me,’ she said.

My body responded even before I was consciously aware of what was happening. I pressed my hips firmly against the sheets, practically humping them in an effort to drive the huge, buzzing cock deeper inside of me. My eager thrusts soon became mindlessly rhythmic, until all I could focus on was the feeling of the vibrations

‘Please,’ I mumbled. ‘Please... I need...’

Alex cut me off with a passionate kiss, as though she was trying to get every trace of her juices off my mouth as soon as possible, and slipped a hand between my legs. Now, there was no tease – not like before, anyway. She began rubbing slowly, then sped up to a frantic pace, as eager as I was to see my body win out over my doubts.

She didn’t have to wait long. I strained against the ropes as my orgasm ripped through me, incapable of doing much of anything except moan a series of breathy expletives into the bedsheets. Under Alex’s control, I knew I didn’t have to do much of anything. She’d take care of me. All I had to do was obey.

She held me once I had finished, her dainty arms wrapped around me like a security blanket, but she made no attempt to unfasten the ropes. I was glad of that. The experience was so new, so novel, that I didn’t think I could cope with the sudden change back to normality. Strange as it might have sounded, the ropes felt like home.

‘Thank you,’ I said quietly. I didn’t think I was capable of saying much else, and Alex seemed to agree. She just kept holding me, kissing the remnants of her wetness off my lips and waiting for my body to settle back to normality.

We had been sitting there practically in silence for what seemed like forever when a thought occurred to me. ‘Can I ask something?’ I said, breaking the silence at last.

‘Sure.’

‘You went out today to pick up some stuff.’

‘Yeah. And?’

‘All of this stuff was already here,’ I said. ‘You didn’t bring it today. You had it at the bottom of your closet for God knows how long. So what did you buy?’

For the first time since we’d started, Alex didn’t look as though she was in control. She cast her eyes downwards sheepishly, and I could tell that – whatever it was – it wasn’t something she had planned on admitting no matter how well the evening had gone.

‘I got you a collar,’ she said quietly.

‘A collar?’

She nodded. ‘Yeah.’

‘But you had so many things like that in the bag. Why did you go out and get a new one?’

‘I don’t know. Just in case, I guess. I’d used the collars in the bag with my exes. The ropes and gag were one thing, but...’ She let her voice trail off. ‘I wanted you to have your own. One that was just for you. No one else’s.’

It was strange: a few hours ago, I never would have thought of it as being a cute gesture, but now, with a faintly embarrassed blush crossing Alex’s face it was hard to see it as anything other than adorable. She wanted me to be hers: to give me some symbol that I belonged to her, that we were somehow connected in a way that other people weren’t. What could be more romantic than that, really?

‘Can I see?’

A look of uncertainty passed over her face, but she walked over to the desk in the corner by her easel and opened one of the drawers. From out of a carrier bag, she pulled a strip of leather, different to the ones from the bag: while they had been black, even in the candlelight I could see that this was a rich, deep red.

It was beautiful.

Alex must have been able to tell from the look in my eyes exactly how I felt about it. As she came close to me, there was no hesitation at all: the snug fit of the collar around my neck made it clear we had just taken a new step in our relationship, but the way she pulled me in for a kiss using the small silver ring in front made it perfectly clear.

‘Thank you,’ I said once she let me up for air.

‘For what?’

‘I don’t know. Everything, I guess. The collar. The ropes. The gag.’

‘The orgasm?’

‘I like to think I earned that fair and square.’

If I’d expected another of Alex’s smartass responses, I didn’t get one. Instead, she pushed my head down to her still-wet pussy, and held me gently in place by the collar as I earned myself three more.
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