

Morning Service

by

Esther Harshom

First Ebook Edition, June 2013

Published by Esther Harshom at Amazon

Copyright 2013 by Esther Harshom

All rights reserved. This book may not be reproduced in any form, in whole or in part, without written permission from the author.


My alarm is set for seven, as it always is.

Mistress will not be awake yet, but that does not mean there is not work to be done, and I am the only one to do it. For a while now, she has threatened to bring in a new slave – a girl, she says; someone she can actually use – but as yet she hasn’t found the right candidate, and so all of the chores fall to me.

But first, I have to prepare myself.

I sleep naked, according to her instructions. The only things that adorn my body are my collar – a solid steel ring that hasn’t been unlocked, let alone taken off, in months – and the chastity device she has locked around my cock and balls. She wears the keys to both on a delicate silver chain around her neck. It is designed to tease me, to make it clear that my freedom is always just one quick decision away.

She has never acknowledged the keys in my presence. If I didn’t know better, I’d say she might even have forgotten about them.

I shower and shave, ensuring that my body is entirely hairless for her. My pubic hair is dealt with on a weekly schedule in her presence, with the cage immediately being refitted to her satisfaction, but everything else must be maintained on a day-by-day basis. She expects nothing less than perfect smoothness.

My body prepared to her standards, I put on my outfit. She selects it every night, the way she wants to wake up to me serving her. Usually, it’s something embarrassing, designed to highlight my inadequacy in front of her. Earlier in the week, it was nothing more than a leather harness, buckled tight; yesterday, a satin maid’s outfit, complete with stockings. When she saw that, in my haste to make her breakfast, I hadn’t perfectly aligned the seams, she bent me over her knee and gave me enough swats with her favourite paddle that I can still feel the burn across my buttocks.

Today, though, my ‘outfit’ is simple: a leather hood, and a leash. I check to make sure there is nothing I’ve forgotten – God forbid she leaves me something and I don’t notice it; the punishment would be severe beyond words – before I slip it over my head and fasten the laces tight. The eyeholes and space for my mouth have been left open, thankfully, but as I lift it up I see what else she has left for me.

Underneath the hood rests a small silver padlock, unfastened. There is no trace of the key.

What she wants is obvious, even without specific instructions. I reach around behind my head and thread the loop of the padlock through the two small holes in the base of the hood, sewn especially for this purpose. As I click it closed, I give it a quick pull. It has locked tightly: the hood isn’t coming off until it’s what she wants.

I wonder if the key has joined its sisters on the chain around her neck.

Too late to worry about that now.

I clip the leash onto the sturdy D-ring at the front of my collar and let it fall down against my chest as I stand up, ready to start the day. I hold it in my hand as I head into the kitchen, desperate to ensure that it doesn’t make a noise. If I wake her before she is ready, there will be hell to pay.

I boil a kettle and scoop some coffee into Mistress’s beloved French press. A large part of my early training was devoted to making sure I could get her morning brew exactly the way she demanded it, and – modesty aside – I like to think that I surpass her expectations. I know exactly how long to leave it, exactly how much coffee to add, exactly which grounds are most pleasing to her taste buds.

I take it seriously, because it is the first act of devotion I am able to provide every morning. Kissing her feet or sorting her laundry or doing one of the myriad other little gestures tends to come down to her various whims and the way she is feeling on any given day, but the ritual of the morning coffee is a constant.

And I aim to please.

Once the cafetière is loaded, I take my opportunity to look around the room. There are clothes strewn everywhere, and not just hers. Stockings are draped over one of the stools in the breakfast nook, and under them is the one thing I had hoped that I wouldn’t see.

A man’s shirt.

It’s rumpled, certainly, but it’s not difficult to see that it’s expensive material, and well-tailored at that. Whoever it belongs to has exceptional taste, and the money to back it up.

And unless he’s wandering the streets half-naked, he’s still in the house.

A further look around confirms it. A pair of trousers – half of a suit that would cost more than I earned in three months, even back when I was allowed a career of my own – has been roughly stuffed into a pile on the other stool, and by the door a pair of black Italian loafers wait for their owner to return.

I take another mug and place it on the tray next to Mistress’s own. She has made the rules clear to me time and time again: when she has guests, no matter who they might be, I am to treat them with exactly the same respect I show to her – or else. That means greeting them correctly, providing them with any assistance they might need, and ensuring that I don’t cause her any embarrassment.

Misdemeanours in front of guests have a triple penalty attached to them, and my ass is still burning from yesterday: I don’t think I could take another round.

I place the cafetière onto the tray at last, satisfied that it has percolated long enough to be satisfactory, and walk with soft, gentle steps through into Mistress’s bedroom. Sure enough, there are two shapes under the sheets: one, the unmistakeable curves of my Mistress’s body, but the other unfamiliar.

I am sure I will be introduced to him soon enough.

For now, though, I set the tray down on the bedside table and wait silently, kneeling in the corner with the cool chain of the leash held between my teeth, hands behind my back. This is how she has taught me to be at rest when she doesn’t have a particular use for me. It shows my readiness, my eagerness to please at all times.

I find myself looking around the room. There are clothes scattered, but no toys: whatever the tastes of the man she has decided to honour with a guest-pass to her bed, she has kept it relatively vanilla. I can, however, count two – no, make that three – condom wrappers scattered along the floor.

It was a busy night for her, it seems. It’s no wonder she’s still asleep.

I wonder how much longer she will spend dozing: normally, our schedules sync up fairly neatly (by her design and instruction), but if she has worn herself out then the coffee may go cold before she has a chance to enjoy it. In that case, it will be my job to go back to the kitchen and remake it from scratch, just the way she likes it. One morning last month, it took three attempts before she woke up; for the coffee I wasted in not knowing when she was going to be awake, I spent a week sleeping on the floor and I had my orgasm privileges revoked indefinitely. She began to feel sorry for me after three weeks or so, but it’s not an experience I would like to have to repeat.

Thankfully, I do not have to. It isn’t long before I see her stirring and stretching. She lets out a satisfied yawn, and then her eyes fall on me.

‘Here,’ she says, and nothing more: nothing else is needed. It’s a one-word confirmation that she has looked me over and found my current state to be acceptable to her; if she didn’t, I would have already known I was about to be punished.

I am safe, for now.

I drop to all fours from my kneeling position and crawl to her, presenting the leash in my mouth. She takes it and gives it a quick tug, checking that is secure, and then roughly pushes my head forward in order to make sure that the padlock – and the hood – are fastened properly. Once she is satisfied, she slides her feet out of the bed.

‘Now greet me the way you’re supposed to,’ she says.

I don’t need to be told twice. Immediately, instinctively, I press my lips to the top of her foot, kissing gently. It’s her preferred method for me to greet her in the morning, or when she gets home from time spent outside the house. There’s something about the act of submission that appeals to her on a base level. It sets her up for the day, to know that no matter what else happens I will be here, beneath her, always waiting for the opportunity to lower myself for her amusement.

I don’t know if she realises that I don’t view it as an act of humiliation. It’s an honour to be given permission to kiss her feet. Some days, that is the only contact with her glorious body I am allowed, and I savour every second of it.

Once she is satisfied, she shifts, presenting her other foot to me. I kiss that too, relishing the opportunity to smell her, taste her, feel her skin against mine – and then, as every morning, I feel a twinge of disappointment as she pulls it away from my lips.

She has taken what she wants from me.

Instead, she turns to the coffee, smells it, and smiles. ‘Good boy,’ she says without looking at me, and so she doesn’t catch the smile of satisfaction that crosses my face.

With two cups freshly poured, she turns to the mass in the bed next to her and gently shakes him awake. As he stretches and sits up in bed next to her, I dare to sneak a peek at him, despite the fact that I know the punishment will be severe if I’m caught looking up from the floor without permission. I dart my eyes quickly upwards, willing my mind to take a snapshot of his features so I can see how I can compare.

My heart sinks as I see him for the first time: he is beautiful. Not merely good looking, even; whatever he has transcends that. Somehow, it goes beyond mere handsomeness too, although his attractiveness is not in any way feminine. Everything about him drips with powerful masculinity, and I do not need to see under the sheets to be absolutely certain that his cock is huge, and absolutely dwarfs mine.

I only dare lift my eyes for a second, but as I do I can see that he’s looking at me. He saw everything.

If he wants to tell Mistress, there’s nothing I can do to stop him.

Immediately, within seconds of awakening, this specimen of manliness has power over me, whether he knows it or not: the power to bring my Mistress’s wrath raining down upon me. One word from him, and I might stay caged for a month, or be beaten to within an inch of my ability to cope.

And he knows it. The look that crosses his face is one of complete, masterful control.

It’s the same look that Mistress has when she claims me for her own.

As I lower my eyes back to the ground, I find myself silently thanking her for choosing the hood for me to wear today. Without knowing it, she has somehow managed to help preserve my dignity: if they could see how much I was blushing underneath it, I think that I’d never be able to look either of them in the eye again.

Perhaps, however, she might prefer that.

I wait for seconds that feel like hours to see if my Mistress’s beautiful bedfellow will rat me out, but he does not; whether out of mercy or confusion or just a desire to keep something he can use to control me, he says nothing. She is the one who speaks first.

‘Morning, darling,’ she says, before giving my leash a sharp tug that jolts my body forward. She is not talking to me. That much is obvious. ‘You see? He’s just as obedient as I told you he was.’

I keep my eyes on the floor, but I can feel them – more specifically, him – staring at me. Measuring me. Judging me.

I know he can’t see the cage I’m in, at least not from his current position on the bed, but the hood and the collar make my status extremely clear. I am an object – a toy for Mistress. I am nothing more, and nothing less.

Even if he can’t see the cage, there’s nothing to say that Mistress hasn’t already told him. Perhaps that explains his knowing glance down at me: the knowledge that I don’t pose any sort of threat to his power, and the fact that it is enforced by a strict lock and key system.

Or maybe he just sees me for the desperate little whore I am.

Mistress’s new lover speaks for the first time. ‘Yeah,’ he says, unable to stop a smirk slipping into his voice. ‘Very obedient.’

I keep my head bowed and try not to respond: it wasn’t, after all, a direct question, and so a response is unnecessary until it is requested. Sure enough, it is only a second before Mistress pipes up. ‘What do you say?’ she says.

‘Thank you,’ I mumble.

The slap comes seemingly out of nowhere, connecting with the side of my face in a short, sharp burst of pain that is hard enough to draw a tear, even cushioned through the hood as it is. ‘Thank you, what?’ she hisses.

I don’t know how to respond. A delicate hand shoots out and grasps me firmly by the throat in a distinctly indelicate manner. I know better than to try and stop her as she squeezes, holding me in place, threatening to cut off my air supply to ensure that I have her complete attention.

‘This is our guest, you little cunt,’ she says, her voice hard as flint. ‘He’s someone I’ve chosen to allow into my home, and that means he’s just one of the billions and billions of people who rank above you. You’re going to show him the correct amount of respect, or I’m going to beat you until you scream for me to stop, and then some. Understood?’

I nod eagerly even as she holds me firm. ‘Thank you,’ I rasp.

‘Try again,’ she says.

‘Thank you... Master?’ I try, struggling to get the words past the grip she has on my neck.

She turns to him, smiling. ‘Got a problem with that, babe?’ she says, playfully.

He smirks again. ‘No, no problem,’ he says. ‘I’ll be his Master if that’s what makes you happy.’

She turns back to me, grinning. ‘There, you see? Do you see how generous he is, agreeing to take on a worthless piece of shit like you?’

‘Yes Mistress,’ I whimper as she tightens her hand around my neck.

‘Good boy. But it’s not me you need to convince.’ She pushes me backwards, and I gasp for air, suddenly relishing the freedom from her touch. ‘Now go over to your new Master and show him how well you’ve been trained. Make him happy, because when he’s happy, I’m happy. And when I’m not happy...’ She leans in close to me, hooking her finger through the D ring of my collar and lowering her voice to a whisper in my ear. ‘When I’m not happy, I make you scream. Remember that.’

‘Yes Mistress,’ I whisper back.

She releases the D ring, and with a quick one-handed gesture waves me over to the other side of the bed. I am dismissed.

I crawl around to his side, keeping my head down, dreading what is about to come. Suddenly I’m acutely aware of my position below them both, and helpless to resist: no matter what happens next, I will do as I’m told.

I have to. It’s what I’m for.

I kneel in front of him, knees spread, cock cage presented, hands behind my back, head bowed: the very model of the perfect submissive. Mistress beat this position into me over several weeks, and so now it is my default position. I present myself for the whims of my owners, like a good little toy.

I don’t know if I expected him to chicken out, but he didn’t. Instead, he reached down, took hold of the chain leash and gave it a quick tug to get my attention. I looked up at him mutely, waiting for my instructions, and saw a cruel smile in return.

Mistress bounded over the bed and came up behind him, kissing his neck. ‘Tell him what you are, slut,’ she said. ‘Just like I taught you.’

‘I’m Mistress’s pet slut,’ I say quietly. ‘I exist to please her. My purpose is to debase myself for her amusement.’

They laugh at me, their hooded fucktoy, so openly making myself available for their use.

‘Now ask him to use you,’ she says.

‘Please, Master,’ I say, trying to keep my voice from cracking. ‘Please use me however you see fit.’

He speaks unprompted for the first time. ‘Is that really what you want, boy?’

It’s been a while since I’ve been called boy. Mistress tends to prefer slave or slut, or cunt when she’s really angry with me; next to him, of course, being called a boy seems oddly apt. From my new position I can see the bulge of his cock underneath the sheets, and what a bulge it is.

I nod. ‘Yes, Master. I need to be used.’

That seems to tickle her; I hear her laughter again, but I keep my eyes firmly focused on his – Master’s – hard cock. For some reason I don’t seem to want to let it out of my sight.

‘He must have taken a liking to you,’ she says at last. ‘It took me months to get him that desperate to please me. Or perhaps he’s finally realised that he’s nothing but a pathetic little cockslut?’

I try to bow my head in shame, but a quick tug on the leash focuses my attention. ‘If he hasn’t realised it yet,’ Master says, ‘he will soon enough.’

She smiles. ‘Do you hear that, cunt? It sounds like Master has plans for his new toy. In fact...’

She moves her hands up to the back of her neck, and I can see her fidgeting. It takes me a second to realise what she is doing, but by the time I do it is too late: the clasp is opened, and the thin silver chain on which my three keys rest has been removed from its resting place. Wordlessly, she brings her arms around Master’s neck and fastens it there instead. I can see them resting against the taut muscles of his chest, and the symbolism is not lost on me. She didn’t just give away the keys. She gave away me.

The collar, the cock cage and the hood are now under his control, not hers. I am just another toy for her to trade, to her to use as a bartering chip to impress her new lover.

Before, I was a slave. Now, I am nothing.

He takes a look at the keys, and nods his satisfaction. I am a gift, and I have been accepted, at least for a while.

‘Well, sweetie,’ she says to him, gently nibbling his earlobe. ‘Aren’t you going to use your new toy?’

‘Good idea,’ he says, spreading his legs and letting the cover slip away. For the first time, I am treated to the sight of his manhood the way it was meant to be seen. It’s colossal, and the glint in his eye shows me exactly what he wants from me, but somehow I find myself hesitating. This is the first time Mistress has ever made me actually go through with it, and I find myself wondering if I’ll get a last minute reprieve.

None comes. Instead, she merely grabs the chain that is attached to my collar and yanks me forward.

‘Now, slut,’ she says, her voice firm, and it is clear that this is what she wants.

I let my mouth fall open, and I watch from outside myself as he guides his cock past my lips and into my mouth.

The meat of his penis fills me, stretching without effort right the way to the back of my throat. Instinctively, as though it is what I am designed for, I begin to suck, and I hear him moan. Mistress smiles down at me as he tilts his head back in the pleasure of my tongue around his manhood.

‘Do you see?’ she says, thrilled. ‘Didn’t I tell you he’d do it? He’s a perfect little slut when he wants to be.’

‘Mmm,’ he murmurs back. It’s hard to tell if it’s an agreement to her question or just a reaction to the feeling of me working my tongue around his cock. Either way, he seems to be enjoying himself. He reaches a hand around to the back of my head and tangles his fingers in the laces of the hood, holding me tightly and guiding me down, over and over again. His hips rise up to meet me, every push forcing himself a little more deeply inside of me.

I close my eyes and try to focus.

It’s not for him, I tell myself. I’m not doing this for him. It’s not about his pleasure. It’s all for Mistress.

I try and keep it in mind, try to rationalise my actions as those of a slave devoted to a Goddess, but the harder he grows in my mouth and the faster he rides my face, the more I find myself giving in. I don’t just want to please her: I want to please him. It’s important to me that he enjoys himself.

I want to be a good boy.

I don’t resist as he pushes my head down further, as I feel his cock tickle the back of my throat. I fight my gag reflex and focus on pleasuring him.

My Master. The one my Mistress deemed good enough for her.

That is enough for me.

‘Stop,’ I hear her say. There is so much power in that one commanding syllable that even he finds himself obeying, despite the fact that I know he must be approaching an orgasm – and if the tightening in his balls is anything to go by, a big one at that.

He pulls my head off his cock and turns to look at her.

‘Stop?’ he says laughing. ‘No fair. You’re such a tease.’

‘I have a better idea.’

She reaches over from behind him and grabs the loop at the top of the hood, pulling me forward and pushing my head into a bowed position simultaneously. ‘Unlock him,’ she says, confident and cruel – the Mistress I love and worship. ‘Take the hood.’

I feel him lean forward over me, fumbling with the chain around his neck. He tries one of the keys, but it doesn’t fit; momentarily I find myself wondering whether it was the key to my collar or my cock cage that he tried, before resolving that it doesn’t much matter either way. The second key slides in perfectly, though, and I hear the lock click open under his strong, heavy fingers. They pull the zip up, and then shortly afterwards the leather is removed from my face: my Master can see me as I really am.

He does not look impressed, and I feel myself blushing with shame. Having my lips around his cock was different, back when I was an anonymous, faceless sex toy. Now, he is faced with just what I am: a lowly, pathetic worm in the shell of a human being.

‘Hold his face close,’ Mistress says, and that seems to be enough to snap him out of his disdain for me. He grabs a rough handful of my hair and positions me between his legs, just inches away from the cock that a minute or two before I was suckling at so eagerly. I consider pulling away, but it’s a ridiculous, fleeting notion. Where would I go, naked but for a cock cage?

More importantly, where would I rather be?

‘Open your mouth, slut,’ she says as she reaches a perfectly soft hand around the stiff pole of his erection. ‘Master and I have a little treat for you, and you’re going to catch as much as you can.’

She doesn’t wait for a response from me, but as I open my mouth wide I see her begin to pump his shaft up and down. There’s a hypnotic rhythm that would make it hard to look away, even if the tight grip Master has on my hair decided to loosen. I am transfixed.

I remember the times, back in the early days of our relationship, when she would treat me like that. When the reward for an evening’s perfect service might be a few minutes squirming under the pleasure of her touch. When the worst I could expect would be to be forced to swallow my own filth.

Oh, how times have changed.

I think back to the first time she took a lover. The first time she introduced me as her slave rather than her pet. The first time I was made to sleep in the guest room while she fucked him on what had once been my bed. I find it hard to remember what those sheets feel like now. It has been so very long.

I think about how much time I have spent on my knees for her amusement, how many hours I have spent in service. I think about all the degrading acts she has made me perform, and how many things that I used to consider hard limits that she has broken and left in pieces.

I think about the past, and I think about the future. I wonder whether this man in front of me will ever been seen again – if he is to be a regular fixture, or just one more tool my Mistress has chosen to use to torture me for her own gratification. Will this become the norm for me? Will my days be spent serving two instead of one?

As my mind drifts back to the present, my Master comes, hard and fast. Thick spurts of his pleasure spew out from the end of his cock, coating my face and chest, but he doesn’t see: his head is tilted backwards in the ecstasy that can only come from Mistress’s touch. It’s her eyes that meet mine, looking down at me with a detached sadism as I feel the humiliation seeping from my every pore.

She flicks her eyes downwards, past the filth-spattered expanse of my body, and she smiles a cruel smile. It isn’t the sight of my body drenched in another man’s come that brings a smirk to her lips, but it isn’t until I look down myself that I see the reason why: my cock is straining against the bounds of its cage, aching to break free.

No matter what the rational part of me might think about what just happened, the base, animalistic side of me loved it. My body has spoken.

‘Aww,’ she says condescendingly as she gestures for her lover to look at his new plaything. ‘You see that, babe? Do you see what a little slut you turned him into? How easy it was?’

He smiles down at me, and I find myself unable to meet his gaze.

‘Thank you, Master,’ I say softly, and a hand comes out and strokes my hair softly. For a second, I can’t tell who it belongs to, but it doesn’t matter either way. His or hers, it’s a tender act that I don’t know quite how to feel about. It’s her voice that snaps me back into the room, though: a curt order that I find impossible to ignore.

‘Clean up, slut.’

I panic, thinking that she is instructing me to take his still-hard cock back into my mouth and suck it clean, but once I follow the line of her fingers I see that she is pointing downwards, and to a few stray drops of his come that have landed on the panelled floor. Without words, I lower myself – physically and mentally – stretch out my tongue and begin to wipe the salty fluid up with it.

‘There,’ she says once I finish. ‘Well done. Don’t you agree, babe?’

He nods, and turns to her. ‘You’ve trained him nicely,’ he says, before he kisses her softly on the lips. She giggles as the kiss traces its way down her jawline and along her collarbone, running down to the sacred valley of her breasts. She gasps as he flicks out a tongue and runs it in tight circles over her nipple, but that is my limit: I focus my eyes on the floor, staring at the spot of saliva where my tongue was only moments before, trying with every fibre of my being to shut out the sounds of her pleasure at his touch.

‘No, slave,’ she says to me. ‘I want you to watch.’

And against my will, as he takes her in a way I have longed to for what seems like forever, I bring my eyes up once again.

For her.
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