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      In addition to creating her revolutionary brand of non-comparative erotica, Ms. Elle X works as a D/s Psychologist and Intimacy Coach with over 15K followers, subscribers, and monthly readers across her social media platforms.

      

      Ms. Elle began her BDSM journey over seven years ago serving as a 24/7 submissive, and after a major life transition, flipped her switch and began a flourishing practice as a professional Dominatrix with a global array of submissive clients along a wide spectrum of ages and kinks. She has since expanded her practice to include BDSM Education and Intimacy Coaching for both vanilla and kinky alike.

      

      Connect with Ms. Elle everyday on Instagram, YouTube, Pinterest, and Patreon, or visit msellex.com.
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      “Regardless of your kink or experience level Elle X has a way of writing that brings the reader into feeling each story was written personally for them. I highly recommend this book and subscribing to her social media. Real topics and answers from a true professional and an amazing author. Her work is mesmerizing; erotica at its purist form.”

      - Rich, United States

      

      “Her stories are absolutely fire. The way she writes and the words she uses allows you to get completely lost and transfixed in the story. I cannot wait for the upcoming volumes. If you're ravenous for REAL BDSM erotica and "no shades,” then these stories are for you.”

      - AJ, United States

      

      “I was absolutely hooked halfway through the first story. Ms. Elle writes with such sensual passion, it’s impossible to read the story as an observer. You get drawn in as a participant which is utterly magnificent.”

      - Graeme, United Kingdom

      

      “Ms. Elle is one of my favorite writers because she accurately depicts whatever she describes to the reader. Lots of books on BDSM are not accurate at all and don’t ever get the relationship dynamic right, but Ms. Elle always gets it right every time.”

      - Sydney, United States

      

      “Oh my goodness. One story in and I was hooked. I couldn't put it down. Amazing BDSM stories. Very hot, very steamy and very sexy! Read it!”

      - Adozier, United States

      

      “I could not stop reading. The writing was brilliant and the detail was sexy as hell. Excellent work! 10/10!”

      - Olivia, United States
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            Respite

          

        

      

    

    
      Bruno alerts me of her presence before I even hear the garage door rise upon her arrival. His quick and excited barks continue until she makes her way through the threshold as normal, but the uncharacteristic tone in which she greets the miniature beast serves as my clue that something is not quite right. How she drags herself into the kitchen reinforces my theory, but it is the unmistakable tiredness behind her eyes that offers concrete evidence to my assessment upon her greeting, “Hey sweetie…”

      I know this look; I know this tone. This is a kind of exhaustion that begins in the heart and mind; exhaustion so intense that it pushes its way into the body; exhaustion that cannot be escaped or medicated, but a kind of exhaustion that requires a release.

      

      “Good evening, Goddess,” I offer as I approach her to relieve her of her bags, “Is everything okay?”

      Her tone reinforces her curt response, "No."

      I inquire further as I hang up her purse and coat, "What happened?"

      Her answer is preceded by a long, sharp inhale, “…just a lot of intense cases today…” She shakes her head, obviously forcing down her emotion, “I know I signed up for it, but I just don’t know what the fuck is wrong with people sometimes…”

      “How may I serve you tonight, Goddess?”

      Her reply is flippant, "I don't know; I just need to be done with this day.”

      “Yes, Goddess. It will be my goal to give you the respite you need.”

      Her eyes relax for the first time as she curls her fingers toward her. 

      My eyes lighten with excitement as I broach the radius of her physical boundary. She pulls me into her lips by the light blue collar of my button-up, and I melt like ice cream on a summer day as her lips slowly embrace mine as an act of affectionate gratitude.

      

      I am pleased to see a slight smile as she releases me from her kiss.

      "Your smile is my reward, Goddess."

      As she strokes my cheek, I hear her stomach rumble presumably as a result of the day's worth of postponed feedings.

      “Are you hungry?”

      “Yeah; I didn't have a chance to stop and eat today."

      "What shall I cook for you, Goddess?"

      Her visage softens further, "Leftovers is fine; spaghetti is always better the next day anyway. I will, however, require a very large glass of wine."

      "Yes, Goddess," I begin as I scurry to the cabinet.

      "Meet me in the living room," she instructs as she kicks off her heels on the way to the couch.

      

      She is flipping through her Netflix queue when I kneel in front of the couch and offer her wine glass.

      "Thank you," she acknowledges as she takes her drink and brings it to her mouth. She closes her eyes as she savors the taste, and I keenly watch her full lips caress the glass as the dark red liquid has the privilege of dancing with her tongue.

      "Do you require anything else of me before I prepare your dinner, Goddess?"

      "No, thank you. Your service has already helped."

      I am overcome with pride at her compliment, "I only wish to make things easier for you, Goddess; to lighten your load."

      "Then go start dinner while I relax."

      "Of course, Goddess," I confirm with a slight bow before rising and heading back to the kitchen.
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        * * *

      

      "Thank you," she offers as I set down her plate onto the tray. Before I have a chance to take her glass for a refill, she meets me in the space between us and pulls the collar of my shirt into her to secure me against her passionate lips.

      "Thank you, Goddess," I say hazily as straighten to my wobbly feet.

      She chuckles as she takes her plate, "Are the dishes done?"

      "No, Goddess. I didn't want your food to get cold; I know how much that bothers you."

      She holds her right palm up, "Hey. Shh. You did the right thing; I'm not upset."

      "Oh," I sigh in relief, "Thank you, Goddess."

      "Go finish the dishes and meet me back here."

      "Of course, Goddess. I'll bring you more wine first."

      "Very good, thank you."
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        * * *

      

      “That was wonderful,” she compliments, her voice settling into a peaceful tone. “I needed that.”

      I watch her head fall back on the headrest of the couch, exposing her long, graceful neck, “You need more than that, Goddess.”

      Her eyebrows pique, but they are accompanied by a slight smile, “Oh yeah?”

      I remain seated by her feet, "Yes, Goddess."

      Her eyes remain closed, “And what do I need?”

      "Respite."

      Her heavy sigh quickly evolves into a breathy chuckle, "I believe you're right about that."

      "How may I provide that for you, Goddess?"

      "Well, don't expect me to be very 'Goddess-y' tonight."

      I caress the top of her thigh with my palm and knuckle, "That's who you are; not something you have to be."

      Her eyes open for the first time since she laid her head back, "That's very lovely."

      I kiss her knee, "You are exceedingly lovely, Goddess."

      "Am I?"

      I rise to my knees, "Oh, Goddess, you are my inspiration; my adoration for you grows every day."

      She flips her hair back as she begins to soak in the worship, "And why is that?"

      "I never cease to be awed by your wisdom, beauty, and grace, Goddess. You are my well of life, and my thirst for you will never be quenched."

      She cannot subdue her smile, "Did you practice that?"

      I remain stoic, "No, Goddess. You are my constant muse; you effortlessly beckon all the worship I have the vocabulary to form."

      "Mmm," she begins as she holds out her hand so I may support her as she stands, "Then why don't we go upstairs so you can say more lovely things..."
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        * * *

      

      She walks straight past the bed and through the double doors to the en-suite while I follow behind with an icy glass of sparkling water.

      "Draw me a bath," she instructs as she pulls out the red blouse from her pencil skirt.

      "Yes, Goddess," I confirm. As I walk to the tub, however, I am increasingly distracted as she continues to disrobe, "May I help you, Goddess?"

      "You'd like to undress me?"

      "Oh...yes...please...to touch your skin is the utmost honor, Goddess."

      "You first."

      "Of course, Goddess," I nod as I unbutton my pants.

      She watches silently and intently as I strip for her. It is only when I stand in nothing but my bare flesh, does she approach. She stops in such proximity to my lips that I can feel the warmth of her breath reach me as she stands with her arms relaxed at her side in a subtle test.

      "One moment, Goddess," I interject as I remember her initial instruction and duck away to the faucet of the tub. I check the ratio of hot to cold water as quickly as the sensors of my skin will allow, and rush back to her, wasting no time in reaching for her blouse. 

      She smacks my hand away, "What are you doing?"

      "I thought you permitted me to undress you, Goddess...?"

      "I permitted your sensual attention; this isn't it."

      I fall to my knees, "I'm so sorry, Goddess. I tried to hurry with the tub..."

      "Speed isn't the goal."

      "Yes, Goddess...what is?"

      "To not have your hand smacked away."

      "Of course, Goddess...may I try again...?"

      Her sigh is short and sharp, "I suppose..."

      

      My knees dig into the chilled tile as I wrap my hands around her waist and lean into her stomach. I close my eyes and savor her sweet scent, gently stroking my hands from the back of her knees to the middle of her back, utterly losing myself in her presence.

      She gifts me with her touch as her fingers slither into my mane.

      "I adore you, Goddess. You are a Queen to be worshipped, and I deeply apologize for my carelessness."

      "Such a sweet boy."

      My lungs act as though they were pierced by her words, and my breath catches in response to her praise, "Thank you, Goddess." I straighten my head and kiss the red fabric of her blouse, unfortunately still impeding my ability to access her silken skin. I slowly unbutton the very bottom of her top and plant a slow, tender kiss upon her stomach as her skin is exposed. My hands slide onto her soft belly as they find the next button. I continue to kiss and caress each new sliver of her flesh until I am standing upright on my knees, faced directly with her lace-covered breasts.

      

      "You are exquisite, Goddess..." I begin as I slide my hot palms up her back. She closes her eyes as she smirks and arches her back, squeezing her shoulders together and encouraging her shirt to fall off. I aid its descent by pulling her sleeves and guiding the material onto the floor. 

      When I return my focus to her, my fingertips caress her waist and back as I plant adoring kissing across her abdomen. I slither my hands up her back in search of her bra hook and kiss her ribs and sternum as I disconnect the straps and slide the delicate fabric off of her shoulders to join her blouse on the floor. I continue in the same worshipful manner until my Queen stands before me in her unadulterated glory, covered in nothing but the opulent robe of my kisses.

      

      Only after I evaluate the proper temperature of the water, do I hold my hand out for her to steady herself as she steps into the steaming basin. As I fold a towel to aid in my comfort in kneeling outside of the tub, she surprises me with an unexpected invitation, "Why don't you join me..."

      "It would be my pleasure, Goddess," I begin as I step into the oversized tub behind her and settle into the foamy pool of rumbling water. She slithers into the bubbles and stretches her legs across the tub so her feet rest on my stomach.

      "Shall I bathe you, Goddess?"

      "Yes; that would be lovely."

      I begin with her feet as I massage the suds into her, methodically working my way up her body, covering her skin in a rich, vanilla lather. When I have cleansed her of her day's stresses and rinse the anxious thoughts from her scalp, I request my dismissal, "May I leave you for a moment, Goddess? I'd like to do something for you..."

      "A surprise?"

      I bow my head, "Yes, Goddess, if that pleases you."

      "Sure; go prepare your surprise."
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        * * *

      

      I follow behind as she walks into our now candle-lit bedroom, complete with faux rose petals across the sheets and a skin-safe massage candle. "Oh, it smells so good in here!"

      "You like it, Goddess?"

      "Yes! What is that?"

      I approach my night-table and hold up the candle, "It's a massage candle, with pheromones..."

      "Oh really?" she chuckles, "Well, it smells delicious."

      "I'm relieved you like it, Goddess."

      "So is it massage time?"

      "If it would please you, Goddess...I'd rather you use me than your massage therapist..."

      She snickers, "Are you jealous?"

      "No...I just want to bring you the most pleasure. So I want to get better."

      "I'm in no mood to train you tonight."

      "Yes, Goddess," I fall to my knees, "I apologize if it seemed that was my suggestion. I was just offering my services to you..."

      "That would be lovely," she begins as she slips off her towel and lays it on top of the bed, "Face-down?"

      "Yes, Goddess...if that's alright..."

      "If you're leading the massage, you tell me," she interrupts.

      "Then yes," I clear my throat and stiffen my stance in attempts at gleaning more authority, "We'll begin on your stomach."

      

      I admire her succulent form as she climbs onto the bed and settles into place with her legs liberally spread and her elbows bent as she rests her head on her hands. 

      "Is this alright?"

      "Oh yes, Goddess...you are so beautiful...to be able to see you like this...to bathe you...to touch you...kiss you..."

      Her eyes close as she smiles, "Thank you, my sweet boy."

      "I am overwhelmed by your beauty, Goddess," I continue as I crawl between her thighs, "but my focus is only on your pleasure."

      "Good boy," she encourages.

      "Thank you, Goddess. Are there any areas on which you would like me to focus?"

      "Yes; I have a terrible knot in my left shoulder that's going down through my mid-back."

      "Yes, Goddess. It is my honor to relieve your pain."

      

      When I have thoroughly worked through the surprising amount of stressed-induced knots in the muscles of her back, I focus my attention on her hips and legs, finding myself increasingly tempted by her naked figure, covered in oil beneath my hands. I lose myself in fantasies of submissive pleasures as I lavishly knead into her flesh, relishing in each of her satisfied moans. 

      "More," she interrupts.

      I circle my thumbs harder against her inner thighs and hamstrings, "Like this, Goddess."

      "No. Higher."

      I slide up my hands so that my fingers are just centimeters from her treasure every time I dig into her tired tissue.

      "Higher."

      My breath catches as I slide my palms up her thighs, my thumbs pressed against her vulva, "Like this, Goddess?"

      "Yes."

      All of my thoughts are jumbled together by excitement and tied up by my arousal, so I opt for silent obedience as I gently stroke her vulva, slightly grazing her clit as my fingers slide across her. I notice her chest rise and fall almost imperceptibly faster as I continue, now in a pattern of circling her clit before dipping two fingers into her pussy. Her jaw softens while her forehead twitches and contorts in response to my touch.

      "Does this please you, Goddess?"

      Her eyes remain closed, but she answers between simpering lips, "Yes, very much so."

      "Oh, thank you, Goddess," I exhale, "Touching you arouses me so much."

      "Are you hard already?"

      I am thankful she cannot see the flush of my cheeks, "Yes, Goddess..."

      "Let me feel you."

      I wet my panting lips with my tongue as I press my engorged head lightly against her vulva, "Like this, Goddess?"

      "No; I cannot feel you."

      My breath catches at her explicit leading as my fingers travel to her wet lips, "You wish to feel all of me, Goddess?"

      "Yes. Show me how I arouse you."

      I slither my left palm under her hips and grab my shaft with my right hand, slowly maneuvering it into her until I disappear within her torrid walls, "Oh...Goddess..." I breathe, "You feel...so...amazing..."

      "You're not so bad yourself," she moans.

      I slip my left hand under her hips for increased stability and control as I locate her clit. To my delight, she quickly begins to lose herself beneath my touch, as though she has been waiting for this moment all day, "Oh...yes...make me forget everything, baby..."

      I continue to rock my hips into her in step with the dexterous circles upon her slick clit, "Yes, my Queen...you deserve all the pleasure I can give..."

      Her body begins to shake as her pussy tightens in waves around me, "Oh fuck...oh fuck...oh fuck..."

      I add pressure and speed to my pace, "Yes, Goddess...let it all go...you deserve it...you deserve it..."

      Her body coils and shakes at my words as her heavy breaths indicate her pending release. After just a few more moments of my apt stimulation, she squeezes and squirts her pleasure over my cock, encouraging me to plant my seed into her, "May I, Goddess?"

      "Yes," she pants, still riding her orgasm, "Cum, baby..." Her words beckon me over the edge instantly, and I let my head fall against her raised back as I catch my breath. I gently lower her torso onto the bed, and slowly slide out of her, evoking a deliciously delirious moan from her otherwise tired expression. I lay down next to her left, open my arm for her, and she curls into my grasp with a hazy smile. 

      She kisses my heart as she strokes my chest hair, "Thank you for your service."

      My chest warms with love as I lean down and kiss her temple, "Thank you for being my Queen."
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            The Breaking

          

        

      

    

    
      His knuckles make contact with my ominous wooden door, and I can sense his shyness by the waning force of his second and third knock.

      “Yes???”

      “Umm, its Derek," his head peeks through the small threshold of the cracked door, "...we have an appointment at 5:30...”

      “I'm aware of that."

      "Yes, Mistress, I'm sorry."

      The ambiguity of my answer keeps him planted in the small entrance, and I am pleased by this subtle indicator as to the quality of his virgin submission, "You may enter.”

      

      The apprehension resonating through his knocks proves correct; he is noticeably timid as he enters my domain with twitchy hands across his torso and wide eyes that voraciously scan the large equipment along the deep walls of my dungeon.

      My voice interrupts his silent intake, “Come.”

      His eyes jolt over to me, and he slowly approaches with the same nervous fidgeting. When he arrives at my throne, his flushed cheeks are evident, his nervous energy palpable, and I am overcome with the need to use it; exploit it; guide it. “Kneel. Legs wide."

      He is quick to drop onto the large pet bed in front of my seat.

      "Good. Now place your palms on the back of your head."

      He is slightly hesitant settling into such a surrendered position, and a rush of Dominance surges through me as I watch his head naturally lower under the weight of his untrained prostration.

      “Very good. This is 'First Position.' Understood?"

      "Yes, Mistress."

      "Good. Now, did you read the contract I sent you?”

      “Yes, Mistress.”

      “Do you have any questions?”

      “No, Mistress.”

      “Good. There is a piece of paper on a small table to the left of that large ‘X’ along the back wall," I nod. "Bring it to me.”

      He begins to stand, "Yes, Mistress."

      My voice sharpens to a fine point, “Did I say you could stand in my presence?”

      “Uh...no, Mistress.”

      I raise my eyebrows and nod to the ground in front of me, "Then get the fuck down."

      He instantly drops, this time with his face instinctively to the floor.

      “Better. Now, when I instruct you to do a task, it will be performed on your knees unless I explicitly state otherwise. Do you understand?”

      “Yes, Mistress.”

      “You are NEVER to stand in my presence. Do you understand?”

      His voice has shifted to a soft and delicate tone, “Yes Mistress. It will never happen again.”

      “Good. Now go.”

      As I watch his palms and knees experience the sensation of my wood floor for the first time, I revel in the knowledge that the breaking has just begun.

      

      When he arrives at the small table next to the St. Andrews Cross, he reaches his hand up to grab the single sheet of paper. My voice pierces the classical aria and the crackling fire gently dancing through the air, “No. Use your mouth like a proper pet.” I wish I could savor the look on his adorably innocent face as I offer that command. Instead, I must simply watch from behind as he rises on his knees to the height of the table and pulls the paper down as instructed.

      “Good boy. Bring it here.”

      His pace is agonizing.

      “You have five seconds to place that in my lap. Five. Four.”

      He scurries toward me with pained brows as his knees quickly strike the floor until he returns to the plush landing in front of my throne.

      “Drop it.”

      I fight an amused laugh as I watch him struggle to release the paper from his dry lips and onto my lap, but offer praise when he finally succeeds, “Good boy. Now return to the position I showed you.”

      He settles in quickly this time.

      I lift his chin with the sharp point of my boot, “You read my contract and have no issues with it?”

      “No issues whatsoever, Mistress.” His demure expression makes me want nothing more than to see what other emotions I can release from behind those timid eyes.

      “Keep your eyes up, pet,” I instruct as I remove my boot from his chin and hold up the paper in front of him. “This is a variation of my contract, written as a statement of allegiance. I’d like you to read each line to me, followed by a kiss to each of my boots.”

      "Of course, Mistress." He clears his throat and starts reading, "Mistress, it is an honor to obey your instructions..."

      "Stop."

      A confused gaze pops up from behind the paper.

      "You think I want to sit here and hold this up for you?" I shake the paper as an added cue.

      He swiftly takes the sheet, "No, Mistress. I'm so sorry. It won't happen again."

      I settle back into my seat, "That better not become your common phrase."

      "I'm sorry, Mistress..."

      "Just read."

      He re-starts the first statement, his voice now weaker than when he entered my territory, "Mistress, it is an honor to obey your instructions without reservation or hesitation." He sets the paper on the floor and lowers his lips to my right leather-clad toes, slowly planting a worshipful kiss thereon before following suit on the left. As he continues to read, I can hear his voice shake with emotion, and by the time he reaches the final line, his lips act as a sponge to his tender tears now cleansing my boots.
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        * * *

      

      I watch with delight as he finishes his teary-eyed task, but do not yet offer praise. I swiftly take the paper and set it on the table next to me, “It’s not uncommon for subs to cry in my presence. Especially newbies in their first session.” I push up his chin with my boot, “But I need to know why.”

      I hold his gaze as he blinks out a few additional drops of his emotion, “I’ve just never felt this humbled before.”

      I try to stifle my chuckle, “You think I've humbled you?"

      His eyes widen, “You haven't...?"

      A burst of dark laughter flows from my ruby lips, "Oh my; this is going to be fun." I compose myself, "There is a collar next to that table from which you retrieved the paper. Go fetch it for Mistress.”

      His pace is more agile this round, and I am pleased to witness his awkward process of retrieving the collar with nothing but his mouth.

      Only once the collar rests in my lap, do I offer praise, "Good boy. Now the leash."

      I watch with silent amusement as he turns back at the same pleasing pace, and I delight as he scrapes the leather strap off the floor with his teeth. When he settles back at my feet, I set the leash on the table and place my contract with a pen on the floor beneath him, “Ready to sign?”

      There is a mild shake in his hand as the pen greets the paper, and I notice a single tear fall onto the sheet as he signs his name. When his signature is complete, his body rounds further, and I hear quiet sniffles in accompaniment to the classical strings resonating from the walls.

      "Sit up and hand me the contract."

      Watering eyes greet me as he obeys.

      "What are you thinking?" I ask as I set aside his contract on my side-table.

      "This is just so long overdue..." The weight of his head drops as quiet tears continue to flow.

      I scoot forward and lean into him, lifting his chin with my claw, "What is pet?"

      "I've been fighting this so hard for so long."

      I cup his head in my hand, "What have you been fighting?"

      "Sinking into my rightful place."

      The weight of his head now rests fully in my grasp, and I help lower him to the floor as the tears continue to flow, "Let it out. Let it go. You're safe. Take your time."

      "Thank you, Mistress," he cries, "You are my Mistress."

      "Yes. Good boy."

      

      I sit over him, gently stroking his hair until his tears calm. His head slowly rises and his red, swollen eyes find mine, "I know this journey has just begun, but I feel something akin to worship towards you, Mistress. I feel like you see me. There is so much I want to say."

      "You will have the opportunity to say everything you need in due time."

      "Yes, Mistress. Thank you for allowing me to cry."

      I smile softly, "You're not the first to break in my presence. It's quite natural, honestly."

      He lightly chuckles as he wipes his eyes with the back of his hand, "Break is the right word for this, Mistress. I feel a very special connection with you."

      I slide back and settle into my throne, "Special connection?"

      He bows his head slightly, "Yes, Mistress. I feel a strong desire to serve you."

      "I hope to only foster that feeling as time progresses."

      He smiles, "May I ask you a question?"

      "One."

      "Was there a moment you knew I would give in to you?"

      "I was pretty confident a few messages in."

      "You are good," he blushes.

      I lean toward him, "But you decided to listen to fear and run."

      His head drops, "It was complete fear, Mistress. And it was agonizing to run from this; from you."

      "I know; I felt it. Now, get on your hands and knees."

      Excitement flashes behind his eyes, "Yes, Mistress."

      

      I stand and circle him, carefully inspecting his form, "Head straight." I flatten his back and adjust the width of his legs before completing my rotation and sitting on his back.

      “This is how I want you when I call for ‘Second Position.’ Understood?” “Yes Mistress, I will gladly be your footstool anytime you require.”

      I take a moment to savor this pleasant surprise. “Very good boy,” I reply as I slowly loop the collar around his neck. “When I place this around your neck, you will be my pet; owned by me, to be used for my pleasure. You will relinquish your own will and give it to me. Is this what you want?”

      His soft voice quivers, “Please Mistress. Being beneath you feels so right. I need to be owned.”

      As the latch of the collar echos through the room, I notice a small puddle forming beneath him.

      “More tears I see.”

      “Yes, Mistress. I feel so humbled.”

      “As you should. Now clean up your mess like a good pet. Lap up your tears from my floor.”

      

      I remain on his back while he obeys with less hesitation than most newbies, "What a good boy! Someone wants to earn his tail..."

      He moans against the floor and picks up the pace of his eager lapping.

      I enjoy the small show for a few more seconds before interjecting, "Are you done yet, pet? I don't have all day."

      He rises into a flat back and straightens his head as instructed.

      "Good boy. How did it taste?"

      "To taste where your feet have trodden is an honor and privilege, Mistress."

      "Oh my," I chuckle, "You've needed this for so long, haven't you?"

      "Yes, Mistress," his head drops, "And you have so effortlessly put me in my place."

      "Good." I rise and return to my throne, "Stand and face me."

      By the time I turn and sit, he is standing with his palms behind his head as in First Position, with his head reverentially bowed.

      "Eyes up...hands down...now remove your clothes."

      "Yes, Mistress." He confirms before promptly sliding his t-shirt over his head. He slips off his shoes as he quickly unzips his jeans and pulls them down to reveal a pair of Superman boxers.

      "Stop."

      He freezes.

      "Hands on your head."

      

      With a growing smile, I saunter toward him, "What do we have, here?"

      When I look back up at his cheeks, they are brightly flushed.

      "Aww," I slowly circle him, "Look at these cute little boxers."

      His eyes stare directly at the floor, "I'm so embarrassed, Mistress."

      My heels leisurely click around to his front as I chuckle, "Well you should be..." I lift his head, "A grown man...how old are you exactly?"

      His voice is baby-soft, "Thirty-four, Mistress."

      "Thirty-four!" I cackle, "A thirty-four-year-old man wearing Superman boxers to his first meeting with his new Mistress. Oh," I grimace. "Quite embarrassing indeed," I whisper against his ear.

      He falls to his knees and begins kissing my boots, "You are so far above me, Mistress. To be humiliated by You for Your pleasure and amusement is the highest honor I could ever aspire to."

      I revel in his statement but choose to keep playing, "So do you feel like big, bad, Superman out there in the world?"

      "No, Mistress. I know I'm a beta."

      "Do you feel like Superman right now?"

      "Absolutely not, Mistress. I am so far beneath you. My place is in the dirt under your feet."

      "Then why the fuck would you wear something so ridiculous in my presence?"

      "Because I'm a pitiful beta, Mistress. I don't know what I'm doing. I am lost without you, Mistress. I need you to mold me into exactly what pleases you."

      "Then stand up and give me those absurd undergarments."

      

      When he stands in nothing but his socks and a firm erection, I take the boxers and bring them to the fire flickering softly in the hearth to the right of my chair, "Where do these belong, beta?"

      "In the fire. Destroyed. Just like my ego, Mistress."

      A dark laugh drips from my lips as I toss the cotton in the fireplace, "Good boy. Now remove your socks, fold the rest of your clothes, and get into First Position."

      While he obeys my instructions, I retrieve the smallest chastity cage I own and walk back to him. I stand directly in front of him so his head is between my thighs, "Cup your hands."

      He is careful not to touch me as he gingerly maneuvers his hands, and I drop the metal device in his palms, "Lock yourself in."

      "But Mistress..."

      I do not acknowledge him until I am settled back into my throne, "What?"

      "It's a little...difficult...at the moment..."

      "Do you honestly think I didn't see that when I made that request?"

      "Yes, Mistress," he begins as he tries to maneuver his excited cock into the cool metal.

      I laugh at the awkward show before me, "Poor little beta...so eager and excited. Pathetic."

      "Yes Mistress, I am a pathetic beta," he whimpers as he finally locks himself in, "I am your slave; your loser. I will always lose to you. Pathetically."

      "Good boy. Now come drop the keys in my lap."
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            Meatballs & Tiramisu

          

        

      

    

    
      My voice echoes off the cool stone floor and down the long hallway in search of him as I flip through his closet.

      Bare feet quickly approach and he kneels at the threshold of our bedroom, "Yes, My Queen?"

      "Go shower; we're going on a date."

      "Yes, My Queen," he acknowledges before departing to the en-suite.

      As he showers, I continue to evaluate the contents of his wardrobe for exactly the right look, settling on a light-pink button-up, and a pair of crisp grey slacks. I set the outfit, as well as my chosen socks and shoes, on the bed before slipping into my black bodycon dress designed to tease him, and anyone else who may find themselves admiring my form.

      His response is immediate when he enters the bedroom in nothing but his towel and stainless steel collar, "Oh, you look exquisite, my Queen."

      "I do, don't I?"

      He drops to his knees, "May I please worship you before we go?"

      A knowing smile curls my lips into a reply, "Worship how?"

      "May I taste you, my Queen?"

      I lean against the wall nearest the closet, slide up my dress, and run my hand between my thighs, "You want to taste this?"

      "Oh yes, my Queen! Please!"

      "Lock yourself up first."

      "May I stand to do so, my Queen?"

      "Yes, you may," I begin as I dip my fingers beneath the delicate lace of my panties, "Hurry."

      "Yes, my Queen," he scrambles to his feet and toward his night-table to retrieve the small cage. I tease myself as I watch him remove his towel and confine his arousal between the metal bars.

      "Good boy. Now bring me the key."

      He walks toward me, and I tuck the small piece of brass into my bra, "Down."

      He slides to the floor, worshipfully tracing his hands down my hips and legs as he settles onto the stone.

      "Bring me your hands."

      He reaches his hands up with open palms.

      "Remove my panties."

      "Oh, thank you, my Queen."

      Although excited, his touch is neither impatient nor rushed, and I can feel the adoration extending from his palms as they slide down to my ankles. I step one foot out and spread my legs, "You want to worship?"

      "Oh yes, my Queen," he practically pants as he leans into me.

      "Then show me your devotion; we're not going anywhere until I'm satisfied."

      "Of course, my Queen. You deserve all the pleasure your adoring slave can provide."

      

      I close my eyes and rest my head against the wall as I allow a smile in response to his loving prose. He receives my unspoken encouragement, and his warm palms slither up to my hips. I feel his hot breath approach before his tongue greets me. I am pleased more so at his moans as he covers me with kisses.

      "Is it everything you wanted, slave?"

      He moans into me again as he nods his head, not daring to remove his mouth from his desired delicacy.

      "Well, it's not everything I want. Adjust."

      His kisses slow into suckles against my clit, and I exhale relief and pleasure, "Better."

      His tongue dances rapidly across my clit.

      My breath is heavy, "Yes...that's it..."

      I hear a mild whimper in response as he paints patterns of pleasure against me. I take a firm grip of his mane as I pull him harder into me, "Oh yes, slave; show me your worship."

      He is passionately obedient as he focuses all of his attention on pleasing me.

      "Oh, yes," I moan, "Now finger me."

      A small vibration from his mild growl rumbles against my clit until two fingers splay me, and slide in effortlessly. A low laugh of satisfaction serves as his encouragement as he curls his fingers into my g-spot and resumes his oral worship. I tighten my grip on his hair and grind against him until I find myself on the precipice of my release, "You want to taste your Queen?"

      A muffled, "mmm" is all I can make out as I continue to use his mouth for my enjoyment, and I tighten in waves around his fingers until I am too sensitive to further extend my orgasm.

      I gently push him away and release his hair as my head falls back against the wall. When my eyes peek open to usher in reality, he remains kneeling, with his head respectfully bowed. His excited cock, however, is actively searching for space within the confines of his cage.

      "Are you in pain?"

      "Yes, my Queen."

      "Well then, you should probably calm yourself down." I chuckle.

      "Yes, my Queen."

      I kick my panties to him, "Go fetch me a fresh pair and bring me a warm washcloth and separate hand-towel."

      "Yes, my Queen."

      

      He kneels naked at the end of the bed as I clean myself off, using him as a towel rack for my washcloth and hand-towel as I slide on my clean pair of panties, "Now, get dressed and meet me downstairs."

      "Yes, my Queen."

      As I remove the final pieces of lint from my black dress, he catches my eye as he approaches, "Ooh I made a good choice with that outfit."

      He blushes, "You approve, my Queen?"

      A wicked smile greets him as I beckon him to me with two simple curls of my index finger. I firmly cup my hand against his cage and lean into his ear, "I love you going out like this. Mine." My lips dive into his with passionate intensity, and I can taste myself on his tongue as our breaths intertwine.

      I slither away and hold up the car keys in front of his closed, entranced eyes. They flash open when he hears the metal jingle, and automatically opens his palm. I drop them in, grab my purse, and head for the garage door, "Come. I'm hungry."
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        * * *

      

      "So, I need to brief you on my expectations for this evening." I volley to the driver's seat.

      His eyes remain focused on the road, "Yes; thank you for allowing me to serve you tonight, my Queen."

      "You're such a good slave, you know that?"

      A bashful smile flashes my direction, "Your approval is the highest honor I could aspire to, my Queen."

      "Well, that's true," I wink at him.

      He laughs as he refocuses, "So, what do you expect from me tonight, my Queen?"

      "Act like I am the only one who exists."

      "What do you mean...?"

      "You are not to look at anyone but me. You are not to acknowledge anyone but me. You are not to speak to anyone but me. You are not to engage with anyone but me. Does that clarify it?"

      "So, when the waiter comes to take our order...?"

      "You keep your head bowed or eyes locked onto me. I will speak on your behalf. I  will order for you. There's no need for you to speak to the waiter, or anyone else. Any objections?"

      "No, my Queen," he begins as we turn into the parking lot. "It is my honor to be your slave and serve in any way you desire."

      "You say that now; let's see if you can handle it."

      "Handle what?"

      "Being invisible."
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        * * *

      

      I slide off my jacket and drape it over his arms as we approach the hostess station, "Good evening--table for two?"

      "Technically."

      The confused vanilla's eyebrows furrow, "I'm sorry?"

      I chuckle to myself, "Yes, table for two. What's the wait?"

      "About twenty-five minutes."

      "Then we'll wait at the bar."

      I give the hostess my name and lead him to the bar. His first test presents itself almost immediately, "Good evening Sir, Ma'am--what can I get you to drink?"

      His head remains bowed as instructed, and I smile with delight as I give the bartender our order, "A glass of your best Merlot, and a Shirley Temple."

      He nods, "I'll get that right out for ya."

      I twist my barstool around to face my hapless slave, "Look at me."

      His head rises for the first time since we sat down, "How was that?"

      "I loved it, my Queen..."

      I laugh, "I wonder if he knows that Shirley Temple is for you."

      His cheeks flush as he laughs along with me at his plight. I am adjusting his collar when the bartender returns with our drinks, setting the Shirley Temple down in front of me, and the wine before him.

      "Give me my drink, slave," I interject.

      My slave silently switches drinks as the bartender watches, and I volley a sinister smile as I pick up my glass and take a sip.

      

      When the electronic disc presented to us upon reserving a table begins buzzing and lighting up, we head to the hostess station to be seated. Another adolescent female dressed in the hostess uniform greets us with menus in hand and promptly leads us to our table, nestled in a somewhat private corner of the restaurant.

      As she is about to walk away, I hand her one of our menus, "I only need one."

      She looks confused, but takes the menu and walks back to the hostess station.

      

      "Good evening Sir, Ma'am," the strapping blonde greets. Joyous that the gods of kink heard my prayers for a male waiter to add to my fun, I do not hesitate to initiate the unsuspecting vanilla, "Good evening." I point to the collared slave to my right, "You don't need to speak to him."

      "Umm...okay..." He notices a missing menu, "Oh! I apologize for the other menu...I'll go find one..."

      "No, that won't be necessary."

      "Are you sure?"

      "Absolutely," I smirk.

      "Okay, well, would either of you like a refill of your drinks?"

      "I would like another glass, yes. And he will have a water."

      "Okay..." his voice is still hesitant, but he pushes through with a smile and departs from round one with us.

      

      "Well, he's going to have some interesting stories tonight..." I laugh.

      His head lifts to reveal flushed cheeks, beaming with delight, "You are so beautiful, my Queen."

      "Beautiful, terrifying--it's all relative."

      He nestles into me and leans his head on my shoulder. I lean down and kiss his head before instructing him to sit up, "I need to decide what you're going to eat."

      He leans into my ear, "May I have you again, my Queen?"

      "Maybe," I say flippantly. "Don't ask again."

      "Yes, my Queen," he nods reverently.

      I hold out my hand as I peruse the menu, "Hand me my wine." He does not hesitate to set it in my hand as I continue to read. By the time I am flipping to the final page of the menu, blondie returns with our drinks.

      "Have you decided what you'd like?" He struggles to maintain eye contact.

      "Yes. The Truffle Mushroom Pappardelle, and your Homemade Meatball appetizer."

      "The appetizer only comes with two meatballs and marinara...no pasta or anything."

      "I'm aware of that."

      "Okay...is there anything else I can get you?" His eyes flash over to my silent slave, bowed in obedience.

      I sharpen my voice to regain his attention, "No. Thank you." I hand him the menu as further incentive to take his leave.

      

      After the confused vanilla is out of sight, I address my slave, "Do you see that couple over there?"

      He lifts his head and scans the room to land on the two sets of eyes who have been unable to look away at our goings-on.

      "They've been watching us almost non-stop."

      "I don't care."

      "I know. But I think if they're going to watch, we need to give them something to watch, do we not?"

      His eyes light up with a combination of fear and arousal.

      "These heels are killing my feet; I require a massage."

      His wide eyes confirm my assessment.

      I lean into his ear as I stroke his chastity cage, "Crawl under the table, remove my shoes, and massage my feet. Now."

      "Yes, my Queen," he whimpers as I release my grip from his cage.

      "I will tap you twice when I want you to put my shoes on and come back up." I grab my wine from the table and bring it to my lips as he slides out of the booth and sinks to the floor.

      

      I have him continue his massage until I see blondie emerge with our plates from behind the kitchen doors. I tap my foot against him for two repetitions, and in a matter of moments, I see him re-emerge from under the table. He brushes off his knees and is about to sit down again, when my voice interrupts, "No. Wait."

      I leave him standing until blondie arrives with our food.

      "Where are your bathrooms?"

      He sets down our plates, and gestures around the nearest corner, "Just there, ma'am."

      I turn my attention to my slave, "Go clean up."

      He bows his head and walks out of view.

      "Can I get you anything else, ma'am?"

      "No, thank you."

      I slide the two meatballs toward my slave's side of the table and focus on the delicious dish in front of me.

      He returns from the bathroom and slides into the seat, instantly showing gratitude as he knows wins my favor most effectively, "Thank you for my food, my Queen. You treat your slave so well."

      "Good boy. Now eat."

      "Did my massage please you, my Queen?"

      "Yes, you did very well."

      "Thank you, my Queen."

      "So well that perhaps your Queen might beckon you into Her bed chamber tonight."

      He breathes as though someone knocked the air out of him, "Oh, my Queen...to receive such an honor..."

      "Yes, an honor. An honor I don't wish to bestow until you're in quite a bit more discomfort..."

      

      "How was everything?" Blondie asks during his final check-in of our meal.

      My slave's head instantly drops.

      "Very good, thank you."

      "Good. May I take your plates?"

      "Yes, and bring out the dessert menu as well."

      "Sure, I'll be right back."

      "Would you like dessert?" I ask my slave.

      "I can...?"

      "You may have anything I offer, and nothing I don't."

      "Then yes! Thank you, my Queen!"

      Blondie returns momentarily with a single menu, quickly dropping it off to allow us time to decide.

      "Choose the one thing that sounds the tastiest."

      After just a few moments, he points to some chocolate brownie-cake concoction, and I settle on a slice of Tiramisu.

      

      When blondie has returned with our desserts, I make my final request as I point to my slave's chosen dessert, "Please put that in a to-go box."

      I turn back to my slave and savor my first bite as our waiter departs, "You'll get your choice of desserts later; what you ordered, or me."

      His breath catches, "Oh, I will choose your nectar every time, my Queen."

      "Good boy," I praise as I stroke his cheek, "Now get back under the table and massage my feet while I enjoy my dessert."
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      "Are you excited, Master?" She asks as she washes my feet in the large basin in front of my throne.

      "Oh yes; she seems quite shy."

      My kajira giggles, "You like us shy, don't you, Master?"

      I reach my palm down to raise her chin for a good view of her flushed cheeks, "You most of all."

      She closes her eyes and bites her bottom lip simultaneously, and I can feel her head attempt to bow within my palm. I add slight pressure beneath her chin to pull her up to me, taking my time to kiss her soft forehead.

      Her exhale is heavy with a release of satisfaction, "Thank you, Master. Your kiss is an honor and a treasure."

      "Sweet girl," I praise as I release her down to my feet, "Now continue, she is due to arrive at seven."

      I enjoy my sweet slave's company as she finishes washing my feet, setting aside the basin as she proceeds to cover my feet and legs with a luxuriant cream for a massage.

      

      "How do you feel when I evaluate a new kajira?"

      "I only wish for you to be pleased, Master."

      "I know. But how do you feel?"

      Her head drops and her voice softens as her skilled massage moves up my calves, "Happy and sad, Master..."

      "Why happy?"

      Her eyes brighten as she looks up at me, "For you; knowing it pleases you and adds value to your life. And I have become very close to, and even keep in touch with, most of my sisters..."

      "Why sad?"

      Her head drops as she refocuses on the massage, "Because I miss you when you don't call for me. I just love being in your presence; I want to serve you all the time, I always want to be near you." She lifts my feet from the floor as she kisses their tops in adoration.

      "No one else has expressed such a desire to me. Are you the only one who feels this way?"

      "I don't know, Master; I've only said this to you. I don't wish to be selfish; only to serve you and please you."

      "Then why did you tell me?"

      "You asked for my honesty, and I will never hide anything from you, Master."

      "Would you like to stay with me tonight?"

      Her head pops up, "In your room...?"

      "Yes."

      Her eyes well up with tears, "I am overwhelmed at the honor, Master...but...I don't want to cause any problems..."

      "There's a hierarchy here, correct?"

      "Yes, Master."

      "I have been devoid of a trusted companion for a while. This is simply a new hierarchy taking form."

      "I am so grateful, Master. Thank you. What time would you like me to arrive?"

      "You'll follow me there; I'm going to have you stay for this session."

      Her eyes widen in surprise, "It would be an honor, Master. What would you have me do?"

      "Assist."

      As her deft hands reach my knees and thighs, a light knock resonates behind my dungeon door.

      "Yes?"

      I see the demure face of my second kajira peek through the door, "She's here, Master."

      "Send her back. Tell her to knock."

      "Yes, Master," she confirms before shutting the door behind her. The sweet slave at my feet quickly applies the final bit of lotion to my silken legs and places my feet onto the small velvet footstool she slides at the base of my throne.

      When an even softer series of three knocks greets us, I motion to my kajira who quickly drapes the length of my black robe across my legs, "Yes, Master." I watch her simple white garment dance against her calves as her unshod feet carry her to greet the cause of the sound. She greets the girl warmly and motions for her to enter, “Please come in.”

      She continues without requiring any additional instruction, “May I have your shoes, coat, and purse to stow?”

      The girl quickly obliges as my kajira proceeds with the greeting, recalling a similar process upon her initial session, “Would you like something to drink?

      “Umm…no, thank you…I’m, I’m okay…thank you, though…”

      “Come and sit here with me.“

      The girl’s eyes dart over to me, and I gesture to the floor in front of my throne. As the girl approaches, I thank my kajira as she gently closes the armoire doors and offers a silent bow.

      "Now wait outside, door open."

      "Yes, Master," she confirms before crossing the threshold of my dungeon and settling into position outside.

      

      I turn my attention to the face before me, sitting on her left leg and fidgeting with the hem of her dress, "After months of loquacious emails, you finally muster the courage to enter my presence...”

      Her voice is barely louder than a whisper, “I’m sorry...you must be tired of me already..."

      "I'm tired of your indecision."

      "I...I...know..." her voice shakes, "...part of me still doesn't know why I'm here..."

      I place my elbows on my thighs as I lean forward, "You know exactly why you're here."

      "I don't though!"

      "DO NOT raise your voice at me, little girl.”

      Her head drops and her arms wrap up for a self-hug, "Sorry..."

      "Look at me."

      "Did someone force you to be here?"

      "No!"

      My voice sharpens, ''No, Ma'am."

      "Sorry..." she mumbles, “No, Ma'am."

      "Is someone keeping you here against your will?"

      "No, Ma'am."

      "Then it seems to me, you're here because you want to be here..."

      "But I don't know why!"

      "What's your favorite fruit?"

      "Oranges..."

      "You find oranges tasty?"

      "Yes, Ma'am..."

      “Do you know why you find them tasty?"

      "No, Ma'am."

      "So should you stop eating oranges because you're unable to logically quantify why they taste good to you?"

      Her previously nervous expression fades into a blushing smile, "No..."

      "So why don't you just listen to me and let go of everything else..."

      "Yes, Ma'am."

      I internally sigh with relief, "Good girl. Now show me how you kneel.”

      She sits up on her knees, positioning herself higher off the floor than in her seated position, again, fidgeting with her skirt. I stifle my laughter at her awkward posture before I step her through the adjustments, “Flatten your feet and sit back on them. Spread your legs into a ‘V.’ Good. Now rest your hands on your legs, palms up.” Her eyes are now intently focused on the plush fur rug beneath her. “Head up, eyes down. Good. This position is called ‘Nadu.’ Your former 'Dominant' never called for this?”

      “No Ma’am…he mainly liked me on all fours.”

      "Well, that's not how you'll be here."

      "Yes, Ma'am."

      "How do you feel in this position?”

      “I want to move my hands and close my legs.”

      “Feeling shy, are we?”

      Rosy hues highlight her cheeks, “Yes, Ma’am.”

      “Good. Stay as you are; we need to address your shyness.”

      

      She breathes deeply in attempts of slowing her racing pulse revealing itself through the rapid expansion of her chest.

      “This is your last opportunity to ask questions.”

      She doesn’t hesitate, “Who were those women in the white pillowcases?”

      "My kajirae,” I chuckle, "And it's not a pillowcase, it's a Gorean robe."

      “What’s ka-jar-ah?”

      “Ka-jir-a. It means slave girl.”

      “Is that what you will have me wear?”

      “If you submit to Kajira training, yes."

      “Is that difficult?”

      I place my elbow up on my armrest to cradle my chin and amused lips, “Let’s find out, shall we?” I turn my attention to the door, “Kajira.”

      She is kneeling to the left of my throne in just a moment, “How may I serve you, Master?”

      I stroke her hair as she kneels facing my throne, “How would you describe your training?”

      “It was the most liberating experience of my life, Master. I am indebted to you.”

      I tuck my index finger under her chin and give it two gentle taps. When she looks up at me, I relish in the devotion in her gaze, “Was your training difficult?”

      She giggles, “Positive pain, Master. I needed to break so you could rebuild me.”

      I cup her face in my palm and she nestles her head into my hand, “And here you are rebuilt and restored.” I lean into her and plant a gentle kiss on her forehead, and even with eyes closed, her face radiates with joy, “Thank you, my Master. I adore you.”

      

      I slide my hand back as she begins to open her eyes, “Thank you, kajira. Return to your post.”

      She quietly stands, bows, and gracefully exits while I return my attention to the girl, “Did that answer your question?”

      “Yes Ma’am,” she gulps, “…but I think that’s what I want...”

      I run my nails across her scalp and grasp a fistful of hair, pulling her head slightly back and fixating her eyes up onto mine, “Do you understand what you’re asking? This is not some silly online game. This is not a role I take on; this is who I am, this is my life. If you follow this path to the end, you will have no will outside of that which I desire. That is what you want?”

      I hold her gaze steady and await a reply. She blinks out a single tear as she nods her head in the affirmative.

      The moment I release her head from my grasp, she slides down as though under an invisible weight, and begins kissing my feet without any instruction, stirred only by the deep instinct of her submission, “Yes, yes,” she pleas between kisses, “That’s what I want! I want it so badly! Please, please!” I sit silently, refusing to interrupt this lovely moment of catharsis. It is only when she begins to quiet do I address her, “Nadu, sweet girl.”

      She keeps her head down and wipes her tears as she finds her proper form. She peeks up at me from behind her wet lashes, “I’m sorry…”

      I begin to stroke her hair, “For what are you sorry?”

      “Crying…”

      I pull her head back to adjust her gaze onto me once more, “Never apologize for your tears. There’s no shame in crying, especially in my presence.”

      The tears resume, “I just feel safe here with you; like you'll keep me safe and not abandon me. Please allow me to be your kajira," she cries, "I want you to own me. I want to wear your uniform. Your collar. Please train me to serve you. Please. Please train me to be everything you wish for."

      I’m surprised by such insistence from this otherwise demure persona. I release my grip and lean back in my chair dismissively, “The woman you met? She lives here. She is in 24/7 servitude as one of two kajirae. That’s what you’re asking for when you say such things.”

      “I want that. I want you to train me for that. Please. I know what I’m asking and I want it. I need it. Please.”

      I purposefully delay my response as I watch her fight her restless nerves. When my voice does finally pierce the silence, my articulation is deliberate as I reach out my hand to her, “You are to address me as ‘Mistress.”

      Her head pops up, "Why not 'Master'?"

      I smack her cheek, "You are not to question me."

      "Yes, Mistress,” she whimpers as her head straightens back out.

      "I do not yet own you, understand? And I don't even know yet if I want to.”

      She blinks out the few remaining tears, “Yes, Mistress, I understand. I will not question you again."

      

      “Kajira.”

      In less than four seconds, she is kneeling at my throne, “How may I serve you, Master?”

      “It seems this little girl here would like to become your sister."

      "Is that what you desire, Master?"

      "I think she has promise."

      "May I address her, Master?"

      "First tell me what you wish to say."

      She rises as I lean my head down toward the armrest, and she whispers a single line in my ear. Very pleased with the sentiment, I allow her to proceed, "Yes, I believe she would do well to hear your thought."

      "I am humbled, Master." She returns to kneeling, but her head lifts to find the girl, "If Master sees promise in you, it is the greatest gift you will ever receive."

      "Go get her a proper uniform," I command.

      “Yes, Master.” She rises and retrieves a fresh garment and sash from the armoire to the left of the door, kneeling as she offers it to me. After I take the items, she begins for the door, but I stop her, "No. Down bracelets left." She silently settles into a kneeling position at the left side of my throne, with her hands clasped together behind her back, and I redirect my attention to the mascara stained cheeks before me, “Stand.” She obeys slowly, carefully watching my visage.

      “Undress.”

      “Right here…?”

      “Yes."

      “But…um…Mistress…ummm…I...”

      “You may either obey my instruction or ask for mercy and be dismissed until I decide to summon you again. What is your choice?”

      "I'm just...really...shy..."

      "Yes, I know. But my slaves cannot be shy in my presence." I turn my attention to my kajira, "What does shyness produce?"

      "Hiding and withholding, Master."

      I pet her bowed head, "Do you hide or withhold anything from me?"

      "No, Master. You own me fully. Everything I have is yours."

      "Good girl. Rise." I hold out my left hand while keeping my eyes fixed forward on the nervous girl before me, "Disrobe."

      "Yes, Master," my kajira confirms as she unties the sash around her waist and sets it in my hand. As my kajira lifts the single white garment above her head and places it across my palm, I watch the girl's face light up with embarrassment at the unanticipated exposure.

      "Down bracelets."

      My kajira quickly settles into her former position as I address the flushed-face girl before me, "So what's your choice?"

      

      A long, slow gulp falls down her throat as she begins to slowly unbutton her blouse. Her head drops under the weight of her nerves.

      “No. Look at me.”

      Her wide eyes beneath worried brow search my calm, steady gaze as she hesitantly disrobes. I offer a soothing affirmation, “Very good, sweet girl. Now fold every item neatly in a pile before you continue. I do not tolerate unkempt slaves.” I silently watch her every move until she completes her task and stands completely bare before me. I rise from my throne, “Come.”

      “Mistress…?” Her voice is barely audible.

      “Yes?”

      “May I go use the bathroom and wash my face? I have makeup everywhere...”

      “No, you may not. Now come.”

      Her pace slows, “But...umm...Mistress...I need to pee...”

      "Kajira!"

      She is kneeling at my side in seconds, "How may I serve you, Master?"

      "I need the pail."

      "Yes, Master."

      

      As my kajira obeys my instruction, I bring the girl to the large mirror on the back wall of my dungeon while she awkwardly attempts to cover herself.

      “Face the mirror.”

      I stand behind her, “Legs apart.” Her obedience reveals a delicate string of moisture between her thighs, “Your nerves are a source of arousal I see...” She covers her blushing cheeks with her hands, which I quickly address, “Place your palms on the back of your head.” As she does so, my kajira returns from her task, and I gesture for her to place the bucket between the girl's legs, "Now down bracelets right."

      My kajira scurries to a kneeling position on the right side of my throne, facing us, and I slowly stroke the back of the girl's thighs, "Did you know you were wet?"

      "Yes, Ma'am..."

      "And that is part of your embarrassment?"

      "Yes, Ma'am," her voice shakes.

      I slither my hand between her thighs to her dripping flesh, "When you reveal yourself to me, I can offer pleasure and guidance," I begin as I slowly stroke her clit.

      Her tears cease and become gentle moans at my touch.

      "But when you hide from me, I can offer neither." I remove my touch, "Understand?"

      "Yes, Mistress," she pants.

      "Good. So if you must urinate, do so.”

      Complete shock renders her face stoic. I wrap my hand around her to hold her cheeks steady, forcing her gaze to stay locked onto her reflection, “Look at yourself. Naked at my command. Aching at my touch. Face stained with the emotions I have evoked. Hair tousled from my grasp. Full bladder ready to be released at my will. If this is how I want you to be, you should feel no shame.”

      Her face heats up and tears form beneath her eyes once more.

      I place my right hand on the small of her back and press into her abdomen with my left palm.

      "Please, Mistress, no...I’ll be so embarrassed...”

      "Are you asking for mercy?"

      "...no..." she cries.

      I apply increasingly more pressure until I see a steady flow fall into and echo against the bottom of the metal bucket, “There we go. Good girl.”
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      The sharp claw of my index finger pushes his chin back up, "Did you hear me, slave?"

      His eyes jump at the marked sternness of my tone, "Yes, My Queen. I'm sorry for not responding. Thank you. You treat your chattel so well.

      I have it so good. Thank you so much, my beautiful Queen.”

      The devilish smirk which manifests on my sculpted ruby lips combined with the slight pique in my right eyebrow indicates my pleasure with his answer. The way my fingers wrap around his throat to pull him in for a slow, intense kiss leaves no doubt. As I lean away to recline in my throne, I notice the growing bulge in his slacks, "Is my slave aroused already?"

      His cheeks flush once more, "Yes, My Queen. I cannot resist being roused by your beauty and passion. I worship you."

      I casually retrieve my chosen head hood from the small table to my right, "Does a chair know how to worship?"

      His voice carries a hint of confusion with it, “No…”

      “What about a footstool?" I begin, gracefully placing it in my lap, "Can it worship?"

      "No, My Queen…”

      "And what about a toy?" I continue, gently stroking the leather hood with the sharp tips of my deep red nails, "Is such an inanimate object capable of worship?"

      His eyes can no longer resist the power of my gaze, and his head drops, "No, my Queen...“

      My voice intensifies as I lean forward to grab a fistful of his hair to redirect his vision to me, "Then neither are you, chattel. Worship is a privilege. Tonight, you're my property and nothing more," I continue, caressing his cheeks and lips with the chosen head hood, "Your only purpose is to serve; be used. All other desires and entitlements will be relinquished to me. Understood?"

      His eager, needy eyes fill me with a rush of pleasure, matched only by his words, "I will gladly give up everything to serve you, my Queen. You own me completely and it is my joy and privilege to be reduced to chattel for your use."

      I release his hair, my Dominance disallowing me to be wooed by his adoring prose, "Such lovely words...but are they empty?"

      "No, never, my Queen. I will do anything to prove my words to you."

      "Then I’ll be requiring your clothes,” I lean back in my opulent seat, casually crossing my legs, and resting my arms on the provided supports as I watch him obey, “Objects do not wear clothes, and that’s all you are, isn’t it?”

      “Yes my Queen,” he begins with bowed head, “I’m your property.”

      His reticent confirmation ignites a deep, rumbling heat within me, but I do not offer any praise or observations until he stands naked before me, "Well, we can't have that, can we?" My head nods down to his erection before panning up to his embarrassed expression.

      "I'm sorry for my eagerness, my Queen."

      "Your eagerness isn't the problem," I reply as I take the chastity cage from the small wooden table, "You simply need to know your place."

      "Yes, ma'am."

      I hold the cage out for full display, "Thankfully, I have this. Come here."

      He obeys without hesitation.

      "Now, hold out your hands." I place the head hood and cage in his palms, followed by a set of wrist and ankle cuffs, each pair attached with a chain. “Go to the bathroom, get in your uniform, and lock yourself in. Once you do so, crawl back to me with the key in your mouth. Understood?"

      "Yes, My Queen. Thank you."

      The gratitude he expresses at my instructions thrills me, but it is the sight of him returning in my chosen manner and garb that beckons the rumbling volcano of my Dominance to erupt, covering me in a new level of intensity. When he arrives back at my throne on hands and knees, I hold out my hand as silent instruction for him to drop the key in my palm, which he does without further provocation. After placing the key on the side table, I rise and begin approaching the Queening Chair, calling him to follow behind in a single command to come. I lift the seat and relish in his awkward process of getting situated into a supine position. Once settled, I lower the seat over his face and lift my long, silk robe past my waist to fully expose my pussy as I sit above him, “It's time to pleasure your Queen, slave.”

      In response to that single line, I feel his tongue slowly graze across the length of my slit before moaning at my taste. A satisfied smile rises across my visage as I hear his response, and I fully settle into the chair for him to continue, “Start slow, slave. My pleasure is not to be rushed.”

      He responds well with long licks, suckling kisses, and teasing breaths, and I begin to sink into the heavy beat resonating from the speakers as I grind down on his face, “Oh…very good slave…” I lean my head back as his obedience begins to overwhelm my body with pleasure. The ache is growing and my body is getting needy for release, “Let’s see if you can be a useful slave and make your Queen cum…”

      His eager moans, increased pressure, and focused attention tells me he heard me well, and in a matter of moments, I lose myself in his oral service. I begin to pant and moan in response as he focuses the hot, pulsing energy surging through me directly to my clit, “Oh yes slave…yes...just like that…” My words seem to further excite him as he increases both the speed and pressure of his skilled tongue, “Yes…yes…oh…don’t stop...don’t stop…” Our energy has now synced as I roll my pussy across his eager lips, pushing me over the edge and releasing my juices over his lips and hooded face.

      

      After a few silent moments of basking in my release, I rise from the hollow seat to find a bulging erection uncomfortably contained in the small cage, and I lean down over him and gently stroke his balls, “How are you feeling, slave?”

      “My pain is growing, my Queen,” he replies with a strained tone.

      I run the tip of my nail across the head of his confined cock, currently pressed between two metal bars of the cage, evoking a pained whimper, “Would you like me to release you now?”

      “Oh please my Queen…”

      I stroke his cum-covered lips with mine as I whisper, “Not until I’m done with you.” I stand above him as I adjust my robe before stepping to the side, “Now go get my favorite vibrator and dildo.”

      I saunter back to my throne and sip my wine as I watch him crawl back and forth across the hardwood in obedience, pleased to watch him retrieve the intended items in his mouth. Once I have everything I desire, I command him to stay at my feet and open his palms, “Touch me with nothing but these items. Understood?”

      “Yes, my Queen. Your pleasure is my honor,” he confirms as he receives my chosen equipment.

      Once my hands are empty, I lean back in my throne and splay my legs. Before I have a chance to speak, I watch his cock lightly jerk in response, with a simultaneous aching moan and drop of his head.

      “Eyes up.”

      His head instantly responds to my voice and his gaze meets mine.

      “Is there a problem?”

      “Oh no, my Queen—your beauty just pains me in my current state. But it is the most delicious pain I could ask for. Thank you, my Queen.”

      “That’s fucking better. Now, you proved yourself somewhat useful to me with that first orgasm, but it mainly exacerbated the flame—I need the fire squelched.”

      “Yes My Queen. Your complete satisfaction is my utmost duty.”

      "Aww," I laugh, "Someone really wants his cage removed..." I scrape my nails down his chest and stroke his confined cock, "Let's see if you can earn your freedom."

      

      I pull away and queue him to commence with a single curl of my index finger, leaning my head against the headrest as he settles before me, and closing my eyes when I find a comfortable position. The soft “click” of the vibrator is a welcome sound, followed by the light and rapid rumbles against my pussy. He seems to be heeding my instructions from the Queening Chair and protracting my pleasure as he slowly circles the perimeter of my clit without actually touching it. My breath begins to become heavy in response, “There is a fine line between tease and denial…”

      I can sense his grin before feeling him decrease the size of the circle around my clit, edging closer to the center with each delicious rotation. His movements are slow and methodical, causing my hips to roll and grind in attempts at intensifying the sensation. My moan is loud and displeased when he unexpectedly flips the vibrator off, but within moments the feeling is replaced with the long strokes of the dildo.

      When he has thoroughly covered the dildo in my juices, he slowly slides it inside of me, eliciting a delicious cry of release as it fills me. He slowly pushes the dildo in and out of me, adjusting the angle with each methodical thrust until he hits my g-spot, confirmed by my loud moan of "Oh fuck," before the light buzz of the vibrator returns and drowns me out. He times each thrust of the dildo to match each rotation around my clit and I become undone at his skilled maneuvering, “Oh fuck…yes…oh yes…fuck me…yes…”

      As he increases the pace and pressure of the dildo, I hear my pussy squirt around it, followed by more and more of his pained whimpers the higher he builds me up. When he finally turns the vibrator on high, my hips buck and writhe uncontrollably as I almost instantly cum in response, screaming out the intensity of my pleasure as he follows my jolting movements to thoroughly release me. I tightly grip both sides of my chair and ride out the overpowering undoing of my senses before crashing in a breathless heap across the seat. He stills and silences as an encouragement to rest for a few moments of recovery before checking in, “Was that satisfactory to you, my Queen?”

      An exhausted smile rises to my lips. “Yes slave,” I reply with eyes still closed, “You did very well.” It is with delight that I peek through heavy eyelids to see a tender pride well up within him at my words, “Now, go fetch me a towel. You may stand to do so.”

      “Yes, my Queen.” In mere moments, he returns with a small basin of steaming water and a towel, setting it on the table next to my throne as he knows to do before returning to kneeling before me.

      “Good boy,” I offer as I slowly pull the dildo from my dripping pussy, “Now open your mouth.”

      

      He releases a pathetic little whimper as he obeys, anticipating my next move. I slide the dildo between his leather framed lips, “Suck.” I hold a fistful of hair with my left hand, and direct the dildo with my right to the pace and depth I find pleasing to watch. He whimpers again as I increase the speed, and begins to gag as I reach the limits of his depth. Only when his eyes and mouth are adequately watering, and his cock begins to press on the cage once more, do I remove the apparatus, “No, not clean enough." I grab his hand and give him the dildo, "Be a useful slave and go wash this and the vibrator properly. You may stand to do so.”

      “Yes, my Queen. Thank you,” he confirms before quickly departing in small steps, allowing me to put the steaming water to use. When he returns to kneel at my throne after stowing my freshly cleaned toys, I casually hold out my hand before him, “I believe you’ve earned your freedom, slave.”

      “Oh thank you, my Queen,” he begins, worshiping my hand with grateful kisses, “Thank you for relieving me of my pain.”

      I pull my hand away and grab the key, “I am giving you freedom, not permitting your pleasure. Understood?” I gesture for him to rise onto his knees, and as I lean in to unlock him, his well-trained response is immediate, as he interlaces his hands behind his back, “Oh yes my Queen, thank you. You treat your chattel so well. Thank you, my gracious Queen.”
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      The chime of my email notification alerts me to a new message, “Hello, I’m seeking your services because…”

      

      Excited by what seems to be the prospect of a new client, I open my phone to continue the message, “Hello, I’m seeking your services because I am a Dominant with a new little. I have been in the lifestyle for a few years, and have had short-term subs, but never a relationship with a little. I was aware that littles typically required more attention, but I find it difficult to anticipate her needs and would like to better relate. I am available next Tuesday, Wednesday, and Friday from 6 PM on. Let me know what works for your schedule. -JB”

      Finding my Dominance already ignited by his message, I don’t hesitate to reply, “JB, I will be happy to meet with you and your little next Wednesday at 6:30 PM.”

      Within moments, my email chimes again, “That won’t be necessary. She has no desire or capacity to top. See you then.”

      I chuckle at his attempted Dominance and assert myself more directly, “She joins you, or there is no session. Let me know by morning.”

      The morning was far too liberal of a timeline I discover, as he replies within less than two minutes, “This session isn’t for her. I’ll be coming alone.”

      I breathe deep to steady myself before my final attempt with him before I refuse my services, “I didn’t say the session was for her. I said she will come with you, or there will not be a session at all. I do this to ensure full transparency and consent between partners. If you either cannot understand that, or take issue with that, do not waste my time further.”

      As I take a slow drink of water and grab my essential oils to quell my increasingly escalating Dominance, I hear the familiar chime once more, “Very well. We’ll see you on Wednesday at 6:30.”

      
        
          
            [image: ]
          

        

        * * *

      

      Three light knocks notify me that my kajira has arrived at my dungeon.

      “You may enter.” I stare directly in front of me as JB and his little enter behind my kajira, and to my delight, I find them both fully dressed in their roles: a bespoke suit for him, with a cacophony of pastels and a stuffie for her, “Thank you, kajira. Please wait outside.”

      She bows just as gracefully as the tone in which she delivers her reply, “Yes, Master.”

      She closes the door behind her, and I redirect my attention to JB and his little, “JB I presume?”

      He reaches his hand out to me, “Yes ma’am—nice to meet you.”

      He awkwardly lowers his hand when I do not reciprocate his gesture, “You as well. Now, who is this?”

      His eyes light up as he looks over to his girl, “This is Alice.”

      I lean slightly down toward Alice, “And how old are you, Alice?”

      She holds up five fingers on her right hand.

      “Oh…five…wow…what a big girl…”

      I turn back to JB, “Her natural age?”

      “Twenty-six.”

      

      I rise from my throne, kneel in front of Alice, and watch her sink deeper into little space as I speak, “Hi Alice, I’m Mistress…”

      “Hai Mistress…” she blushes.

      “Your Daddy needs my help today—do you feel comfortable with that?”

      She looks down and fidgets with her stuffed, white bear, “How will you help Daddy?”

      I gently lift her chin so she can see the warmth in my eyes, “I’m going to help him understand how to take care of you!”

      She giggles, and I allow myself to soften in response, “Do I have your permission to do that? Your Daddy knows that Mistress is hands-off.” I wink at her to further lighten the mood.

      She bites her lip and nods, and I stroke her cheek with my knuckle, “Good girl. Now, do you want to go play and have a tea party with Mr. Bear while I spend time with your Daddy?”

      Her eyes light up and she rapidly nods her head.

      

      I rise to my feet and call in my kajira, and she is kneeling at my side in a matter of moments, “Yes, Master?”

      “Please take Alice to the playroom.”

      “Yes, Master,” she replies before sweetly addressing Alice, “We’re going to go right down the hall and we can watch movies and have snacks and play with stuffies, and color…how does that sound?”

      Alice is now bouncing with excitement as I return to my chair, “Daddy, can I go?!?!”

      JB chuckles as he hunkers down in front of her, “Of course, sweetie. You do whatever you want, and Daddy will come to get you when he’s done with Mistress.”

      I can’t help but chime in as I settle into my throne, “When Mistress is done with Daddy.”

      His laugh is far too derisive for my taste, as he ignores my comment and proceeds to kiss Alice on the forehead, “Have fun, babygirl.”

      When he stands back up, Kajira takes a giddy Alice by the hand, leaving me alone with my new challenge.

      

      “Come here.”

      His posture is straight and his steps firm as he lands with feet side by side in front of my throne. His expression is cool and he does not hesitate to meet my gaze, as though a silent challenge to my Dominance.

      “You’ve clearly never switched…”

      “As I stated,” he interrupts.

      Three words. Three simple words are all it took to launch me into the fiery depths of Domspace, “I reviewed your limits,” I begin as I rise from my throne, “And I will honor them…”

      “I would expect as much,” I hear from behind me as I don my leather gloves.

      I grab my riding crop and smack it against the still closed right door of the armoire, “This isn’t a fucking discussion.” I quickly retrieve the large ball gag and march straight to him with crop in tow, grabbing his cheeks in my leather grip, “You don’t get a fucking say in here, beta. This is MY territory, not yours. Now, stay silent while you open your fucking mouth.”

      I move my hand away and his tone is nothing but a challenge, “And the replacement for my safeword?”

      I stop. Breathe deep. And laugh as I turn on my heel and head to my throne, “I’m going to make this very simple for you, beta.” I place the gag on the side table, but keep my crop in my hand, “You contacted me. You trusted me and my reputation enough to consent to this session. Yet here you are, wasting my time and playing games like a little bitch.” I point my crop toward the door, “Get the fuck out of my presence. And go explain to Alice how you’re too weak and pathetic to do something for two fucking hours that you demand of her daily.”

      Then I see it; his brow first softens then drops in the same instant, and I know I am finally making ground. His reply confirms it, “You’re right,” he sighs, “I’m being an asshole. I do want this. I want to be better for Alice.”

      “Better. Now, strip.”

      His body language shifts again as he obeys, and to my delight and surprise, silently.

      “Good boy. Just leave them on the floor. Even that fabulous suit. Good. Now, come.”

      He attempts to walk with the same confidence as before, but I watch his hands come together in front of him, and his shoulders hunch, affirming my authority in these unspoken gestures of vulnerability. When he arrives at the mark to which I’m pointing my crop, his right foot lands slightly behind his left, and with his heel gently raised, unlike his solid stance originally. A wicked smirk rises to my lips at this powerful cue, “Going somewhere?”

      “No…”

      I smack his cheek with my crop, “No, Mistress.”

      “No, Mistress.”

      “Better. Now, on your knees.”

      His knees land on the floor, but his toes remain curled and his torso upright.

      I laugh as I retrieve the gag, “Are you kidding me right now? This is just pathetic.”

      I lean forward and hold the gag out in front of him, “Ask Mistress for it.”

      “Would you gag me…Mistress?”

      “And why do you want to be gagged?"

      “I deserve it, Mistress…”

      “And why do you deserve it, beta?”

      “Because I’ve gagged Alice…”

      “That’s correct” I begin as I lean my breasts into him while latching the gag in place, “And also because you’re such a pathetic little beta, you can’t even kneel properly.”

      I rise and circle him, kneeling when I reach his feet, and sliding them down so that the tops of his feet rest on the floor. He winces slightly as I push on his shoulder to both lower him, and assist myself to stand, provoking another derisive laugh, “Uncomfortable?”

      He nods as I return to my throne.

      I pick up my crop, “Have you ever required Alice to be in this position?”

      He nods.

      “On a wood floor?”

      He nods once more.

      “Then I should take this nice little rug out from under you, shouldn’t I?”

      His breath is heavy as he nods his head no.

      “Pathetic,” I guffaw as I bring my crop between his legs, tapping his knees apart, “You trying to hide yourself from me?” I laugh, “That little thing between your legs may impress Alice, but it is of zero interest to me, beta.”

      He awkwardly lifts himself as he adjusts into a wider stance, and I finally offer praise when he settles back down, “Speaking of Alice, I bet she looks so lovely on her knees...”

      He nods as a smile peeks out from behind his gagged lips, “And I’m sure her form is much better than this.”

      His head drops further as he nods to hide his incredibly flushed cheeks and what I believe are watering eyes.

      I lift his chin with my crop, “Are you getting emotional, beta?”

      He closes his eyes and takes a deep breath through his nose.

      I tap his cheek with my crop, “I asked you a question.”

      His eyes remain closed as his head affirms my inquiry.

      “Open your eyes.”

      After a couple more methodical breaths, his eyes find mine.

      “Not so tough without that suit of yours are you?”

      His head drops along with his torso, and I scoot forward to allow him to fall against my legs.

      “That’s it…sink into your rightful place,” I whisper as I lean down into him, running my nails across his scalp, “Only a beta would ask something of their submissive that they’re unwilling to do…only a coward would do that…” I grab his hair and pull his head back, “You’re not a coward are you?”

      His watering eyes reveal aching emotion as he nods his head no.

      “And you’re going to prove it. Can you be a brave little beta for two hours?” I push his head away from me to watch him nod in affirmation.

      "Good boy. Now hold up five fingers on your hand. Now make a fist. Repeat. Good. That gesture will serve as your safe-word as long as you're gagged. Any questions?"

      He is quick to nod his head no.

      "Good. Follow me."

      I smack his back with my crop as he begins to stand, "What the fuck do you think you're doing, beta? On your knees at all times in my presence."

      I give him a small shove down and allow him to reposition himself before I lead him to the armoire and slide out the bottom shelf.

      ”Up onto your knees."

      He winces at the pain of his knees pressed against the wood as he rises to look at the shelf.

      "I'm going to point to each one and you're going to tell me if you've used something like that on Alice. Nod if you understand."

      I take my crop and point to the far left anal plug, where the smallest one on my spectrum begin. He nods in the affirmative. I set it aside, and move onto the next largest. To which he also nods. I repeat this cycle with all but the three largest anal dildos in my possession.

      "Oh my..." I chuckle as I gather all seven anal plugs and place them on my rolling tray, "Someone's going to be sore tomorrow..."

      When I look back at him, his demeanor is completely different than that of the man who walked in wearing a designer suit; the calm confidence has been replaced by a knowing uncertainty.

      I roll the tray to the spanking bench, cueing him to crawl behind as I speak, "Have you ever withheld pleasure from Alice for the purpose of your own?"

      I watch him nod with a dropped head as he approaches the bench.

      "Have you ever fucked Alice anally with any of these or your own cock?"

      He winces as he nods once more.

      "Then so shall your fate be...times seven."

      The noise that emerges from his gag is more of a whimper this time as he gets into position on the bench.

      "Show me your safe-gesture. Good boy. Now, remember that...you're probably going to need it."

      

      I slide my right glove off and liberally cover the smallest plug with lube, stroking it across his ass in preparation, "I'm sure at this point you've told Alice to just relax for you, right? That it will go easier if she just listens to Daddy..." I begin to press it against his ass, evoking another little whimper.

      "So be a good little beta and relax for Mistress." I continue to slowly pulse the plug against his puckered ass until he acquiesces, "There it is—good little beta.” In one steady push, the plug slides in completely, and I begin to maneuver it swiftly in and out of his ass. With the first few pushes, he moans, but his body quickly acclimates and his noises quickly quiet. The moment he reaches this point, I slide the plug swiftly out, "One down, six to go. And then you'll get to meet my strap-on."
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      “Good evening, my Queen.” 

      I look down and admire my nude slave, kneeling, and eager to serve. I place my purse, sans phone, in his open palms, followed by my coat, but do not verbally acknowledge him just yet. After ridding myself of the first physical layer of my day, I venture toward the den, calling him to follow. I pause to watch him rise from the cold stone of the foyer, methodically hang up my items, and trail behind.

      I drop into my large velveteen chair and place my tired feet on the ottoman, looking toward the dark hearth, "Did I wear a coat today?"

      “Yes, my Queen," I hear from over my shoulder.

      "So what does that mean?"

      As he scurries to me, I notice the crimson flush that overwhelms his cheeks, "You got home quicker than I thought; I didn’t have time before you arrived…”

      "WHAT DOES IT MEAN WHEN I WEAR A COAT?"

      "You require a fire when you get home..."

      "So, where is it?"

      He nervously repeats his previous statement, "I didn’t have time before you arrived…”

      My voice sharpens with the pique of my brows, “Did I not text you, like I do every other day?"

      His eyes drop, "You did."

      "Look at me." I stare at him with wide eyes, "Did you get the text?"

      "Yes, Ma'am."

      "Ma'am?"

      His eyes plead with mine, "No, I'm so sorry, I mean..."

      "Get the fuck down, bitch."

      His knees drop to the floor as though pushed by a mighty, invisible hand.

      I lean over the side of the chair, grab his cheeks, and force his gaze up, "Ma'am is your mother. Ma'am is your sister. Ma'am is every other fucking woman you will ever meet. Who the fuck am I?"

      "My Queen. You're my Queen. My Goddess. I worship you."

      My grip in his hair turns into an open palm across his cheek, "Then don't be so fucking careless with your words."

      He drops his face to the floor, "Yes, My Queen. I am deeply sorry I have offended you."

      "Look at me right now."

      He immediately pops up.

      "I corrected your carelessness. Do not sit here and project your misbehavior onto me as an offense."

      "Yes, my Queen; you're right. Thank you for teaching me. Thank you for helping me learn." His head drops, "May I kiss your hand in gratitude?"

      "Are you fucking kidding me right now? Do you want to be fucked so hard you can't sit for a week?"

      "Yes, my Queen. If you feel that's what I need to serve you better..."

      I chuckle to myself and shake my head at his shameless desire, "Do you want to be completely useless, or do you want to serve your Queen?"

      “Oh, Goddess I want to serve you so much. Please give me another chance to prove my worth to you.”

      As pleased as I am with his show of submission, I do not allow my voice or visage to reflect such sentiment, “Then go."

      While he scurries toward the fireplace and strikes up a warm flame, I kick on my FemDom playlist and sink into the heavy, primal beat.

      "That's better. Now, go fetch your collar and nipple clamps."

      "Yes, my Queen," he acknowledges before rising from the hearth to retrieve my requested items.
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        * * *

      

      He stops at the threshold of the room with head bowed, "May I enter, my Queen?"

      "You may."

      He kneels to the left of my feet and holds up the heavy collar and clamps on open palms.

      I take both items but set the clamps aside, "Move the ottoman and kneel for your collar."

      His eyes light up as I graciously lift my feet. He slides the current ottoman away and turns his back toward me. I revel in his serenity as he patiently holds his chin up to receive his collar. I scoot forward and lock the thick, metal ring around his neck, pleased with how the weight digs into his flesh.

      "Turn around."

      His cheeks are flushed when his eyes meet mine.

      I hope my soft smile diffuses my predatory eyes, "I love you like this."

      His eyes brighten, "How, my Queen?"

      "Owned. Mine."

      "Yes, my Queen. I am wholly yours."

      I loop my finger through the metal o-ring on the front of his collar and pull him up to my mouth. I feel the heat of his breath greet my lips, and I slowly take his mouth until our breaths sync and our tongues dance to the same mounting melody. When I pull away from him, I am very pleased to notice his excitement already springing to life. However, I ignore his little friend to retrieve the nipple clamps.

      "Sit up on your knees," I command.

      He lifts his ass off of his feet to give me the additional height as requested.

      "Good boy," I encourage as I stroke his chest. I run my sharp nails over his nipples, across his pecs, and down his abdomen until his cock jumps with excitement, only to turn back for his chest. His eyes close and his breath heavies as I take his right nipple between my fingers. When the clamp latches onto his flesh, he lets out the most delicious sound, and I cannot stifle my amusement, "What was that?"

      "A bitch whimper..."

      I caress his cheek, "Yes, that's right...and you're going to make that noise for me again..."

      His left side is more sensitive as his wince is sharper upon contact with the pinch. I gently pull on the cool chain connecting the two clamps to bring him into me, savoring his winces and heavy breaths at the increased pressure. "Now, go get your Queen a glass of wine," I whisper against his almost panting lips as I hover against him.

      Only after he confirms my instruction does he slowly peel open his eyes. When he stands, I am abruptly greeted with his erection, which I must address before he continues.

      "Wait."

      He freezes.

      "What do we have here?" I reach out and trace my fingers from his stomach slowly down to his shaft. I gently wrap my hand around him and begin to lightly stroke his length until another bitch whimper emerges, "Would you prefer me in chastity, my Queen?"

      I instantly remove my hand and pull his face down to me by his collar, "Don't fucking try to top from the bottom like a little bitch. If I wanted you locked up, you'd be caged right now, understood?"

      His voice softens, "Yes, my Queen."

      "I quite enjoy watching you bounce around with nowhere to go," I laugh.

      I delight at the intense flush on his cheeks as he tries to subdue an embarrassed smile.

      "Now, go," I push him slightly back as I release his collar.
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        * * *

      

      I rest back in my chair with a wicked grin as I continue to plot out further uses for my slave until his sweet voice notifies me of his return.

      "My Queen?"

      "You may enter," I confirm.

      My smile grows with every step he takes toward me as I admire his physical state of servitude: locked in his collar and nipples red and throbbing above his purposely neglected arousal. He kneels at my feet once again and holds up a wine glass with a bowed head.

      "Good boy," I encourage as I stroke his hair and take the glass from him. "Now be my ottoman."

      

       I momentarily hold the weight of my legs to allow him to settle into a table-top position on his hands and knees. I do not hesitate to toss my feet on his back as I savor my first taste of Cabernet, "Good boy. I much prefer the muscles of your back to that tufting."

      "I'm honored, my Queen. Thank you."

      "Human ottomans make such lovely noises too..." I add as I flatten my right foot against his ribs and push my heel into his side. He doesn't whine, but a slightly strained breath emerges as the sharp point sinks into his flesh.

      A wicked smile paints my ruby lips with amusement as I push deeper into his flesh, "Make that little noise again."

      He does, but louder and a bit more pained.

      "Oh yes, that's the sound."

      "My bitch whimpers?"

      "Yes," I laugh, "You know how much I love your pathetic little bitch whimpers."

      “I love being pathetic for you, Goddess. It's my privilege to be laughed at by you, and for your pleasure, my Queen.”

      I sip my wine, impressed, "Now that was very good, slave."

      "Thank you, my Queen."

      "I believe that deserves a reward."

      "Oh, thank you, my Queen. You are beyond generous with your chattel."

      "I am, aren't I?"

      He nods, "Yes, my Queen. You are so beautiful and kind and powerful and generous...I am honored to serve you, Goddess."

      "Oh my," I take another slow sip of my Cabernet before setting it aside on the table to my right, "Could you get any more eager?"

      "If you'd like me to be, my Queen."

      "No, no," I laugh, "Your enthusiasm is perfectly adequate."

      "Yes, my Queen."

      "So, would you like to taste your Queen?"

      His entire body shudders, and he replies in heavy breaths, "Oh, my Queen...it would be such a privilege to bring you pleasure...yes, yes, my Queen...what must your slave do to earn such an honor?"

      I subdue my tight smile as I remove my feet from his back and instruct him to kneel. When he settles into position, I bring my right foot to his eye line, "You must prove that you could please me."

      "Yes, my Queen. I will work tirelessly for you."

      "Then start with my shoes."

      His breath catches in excitement as he brings his lips to my feet, planting worshipful kisses to the tops and sides of my Louboutins.

      “These shoes are worth more than you, slipper slut. I expect them to be properly cleaned…”

       A lovely whimper emerges as he laps up all traces of my day from the slick lacquer.

      "Now the bottom.” 

      He cradles my ankle with his left hand and does not hesitate to bring his keen tongue to the red soles of my shoes.

       “Are they dirty, slave?”

       He nods his head yes.

       “An array of detritus for you to enjoy?”

       He affirms once more, and I watch closely as he escapes into his worshipful task with an expanding erection.

      “Suck on the heel, slipper slut.”

      He wraps his lips around the thin pillar of my stiletto and moans as I maneuver my heel in and out of his mouth, lightly hitting his forehead with each mild thrust. When I’ve had my fun, I pull my foot away from him with an abrupt command, jolting his eyes open, “Now show me how you did.”

      He slides off my black heel as though he were appointing Cinderella's glass slipper, and offers it to me on two outstretched hands.

      After examining the quality of his work, I hand the shoe back to him, “Set this aside and continue with the left.”

       His cock jumps at the good news, “Oh thank you, my Queen!”

      As he continues his thorough routine on the left shoe, I fall back into my chair and savor the last few sips of my wine.

      "Now show me."

      He respectfully offers me the other shoe, and I offer reassurance after a moment of review, "You did well, slave."

      "Oh thank you, my Queen."

       I hand him my wine glass and shoe, “Now go get your Queen a refill, then I want you to brush your teeth, floss, rinse with mouthwash, then brush your teeth again.” 

      “Yes, my Queen. I’m so honored to have proven myself worthy of more of your attention…”

      As my closed eyes allow my ears the pleasure of discovering the meditative qualities of a crackling fire in tandem with my chosen FemDom beats, the delicate rattle from the chain of his nipple clamps notifies me of his return, “You may enter.” He kneels beside my chair and holds up the wine glass with two outstretched hands.

      “Set it on the table and go.”

      "Yes, my Queen."

      

      Excited by my continued plans for my slave, I am sitting up on full alert when he steps back into my frame of view, "Come."

      I feel his energy soften with each step toward me until he sinks to his knees at my feet.

      I pull him into me by the chain of his attached nipple clamps, "Up."

      His wince is markedly more pained this time as he responds to my guidance.

      "Give me your tongue."

      His eyes question me as he opens his mouth, and he exhales sharply when I remove the pinch from his left nipple.

      “I said give me your tongue.”

      This time, his tongue gradually slides out from his timid lips.

      “There we go.” I clamp the tip of his tongue and begin my inspection, holding his jaw with my left hand, and moving his clamped tongue with my right, “Is your palette properly cleansed for my delicacies?”

      He enthusiastically nods his head.

      My smile is devious as I correct him, “No no. Say it.” I pull the chain taut so his tongue is lurching toward me.

      “Yethz mai Keen…”

      I cannot contain the outburst of laughter, "Who am I?"

      "Mai keen..."

      I continue to chuckle as I lick my forefinger and lightly circle his aching nipple, "And am I your Goddess too?

      "Yethz, mai Keen."

      "Then say it."

      "Thor mai Doddeth."

      I slide my left hand down to his cock, “Oh you like humiliating yourself for my pleasure, don’t you slave?” I move my right hand to the chain and pull his tongue out once more as I tighten my grip on his firm dick.

      He whimpers, “Yethz mai keen…”

       I remove my hands from him and lean back in my decadent seat to take in a full view of him, “I knew I chose you for a reason.”

      He blushes and bows his head.

      “Excuse me, I just gave you the honor of a fucking compliment."

      The flush on his cheeks increases, "Thay thu mai Keen."

      “Better. Now touch yourself.”

      He doesn’t hesitate to bring his hand to his dick, while I sip my wine and watch him slowly unravel at my command, and starting to drool while doing so. I command him to stop when I determine he’s gotten close enough, and despite his obedience, frustration overwhelms his expression when he releases his grip.

      “Good. Bring your hands behind your back."

      I see the tip of him glisten as I lean forward, “Oh, you were close…” I close the distance between us and run my tongue across his engorged head, tasting the effect of my Dominance, “Mmm, that’s all because of me, slave.” I slowly wrap my mouth over his head and circle him with my tongue, listening to the amalgam of moans and whimpers as I briefly toy with him.

      When I stop and lean away, I pull the chain down to me, “You love being my hapless little slipper slut, don’t you?”

      “Yethz mai keen…”

      “How does your tongue feel?”

      “Thor…” he whines.

      I chuckle as I remove the clamp from his tongue, followed by his nipple.

      “Oh thank you, my Queen. My tongue was getting so sore…”

      "I know." I stroke his cheek, "Goddess will make it all better."

      His expression is filled with boyish excitement as I continue, “Remove my panties.” I slide up my pencil skirt to allow him easier access, and his worship is instant, “Oh Goddess, thank you for this honor. Thank you, thank you.” He is methodical and slow as he kisses up my legs, fully submerged in his place as a willing and eager servant to his Queen.

      “Now, I know what you can do with my Louboutins; let's see what you can do for my pussy."
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