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Chapter 1 – Igrushka

The moment I saw Tatiana, I was hooked.

I don’t mean I was just attracted to her, or I thought she looked nice. I’m not talking about anything so clichéd and dumb as “love at first sight” either. 

No.

It was something more powerful than any of those. It felt like someone had unzipped my fly and stroked well-lubed fingers across the head of my cock and whispered they wanted to fuck me until one of us died, a sudden, unexplainable and irresistible urge to fuck this incredibly gorgeous woman I’d just clapped eyes upon.

I’d never experienced the like of it before. Nor have I since… and, for reasons you’ll soon come to understand, nor do I expect to do so again.

But I’m getting ahead of myself.

First, me. My name is… well, that’s not important. 

You’d probably recognise it if you moved in certain circles or paid attention to certain magazines. Let’s just say the circles I finally came to move in revolved as much around the paparazzi as the movers and shakers within them.

Just call me Igrushka, I guess. That’s what Tatiana called me, but it took me a long while to understand truly what it meant to her. I’ll save you the trouble of Googling it: it means “plaything”. And I became all of that… and more.

But until Tatiana came along… I was just an ordinary Joe, freelance graphic designer by trade, but tonight tagging along with some high-flying City friend, Dave, to some exclusive bash on board one of those umpty-million dollar yachts most of us get to see only from a distance or in the tabloids. How Dave got tickets I’ll never know, but the 25-stone gorilla on the gangplank just looked down at his electronic gizmo, grunted into his lapel mic, and nodded us through.

And Tatiana?

She was standing by the rail on the far side of the boat talking to an older well-muscled guy with the designer tan and jewellery of the well-heeled playboy. I stopped so suddenly in my tracks, the couple coming up the gangway behind me cursed, roughly elbowing me to one side.

But I didn’t care.

As I said, I was hooked. You’ve seen those movies, right? Where the sound stops, and everything goes all “tunnel vision” and the image of the chick grows to encompass and fill the poor schmuck’s entire visual field?

Yeah, cheesy, I know.

But I’m telling you that’s how it was. 

Olive skin, dark hair cascading over the shoulderless black dress that hung just above her gorgeous knees, bare feet, utterly fantastic legs. She was standing with one leg slightly flexed, her heel up, the delicate ankle chain glinting across the deck. Her feet were exquisite. And even though I was a good few yards away, I was sure she was wearing no bra or panties. I have an eye for these things.

“Oh. My. Fucking. God”, I croaked. “Dave,” I said, tapping him on the shoulder, “have you seen that?”.

He followed my eyes, then laughed. “Oh yeah. Princess Tatiana. Way out of your league, mate”.

“She’s a fucking princess?”

“No. But you’d think so. See the guy she’s with?”

I nodded.

“That’s Daddy. With himski you do not want to fuckski. Not unless you like concrete boots and can breathe underwater”.

I gulped. I couldn’t tear my eyes away from her. A trickle of sweat ran down my back. Here I was on a fucking luxury yacht being entertained by the Russian mob… and I had a raging hard-on for Mr Big’s Little Princess. I realised Dave was looking at me expectantly.

“Uh, what?”, I said.

“I said, ‘Be Very Fucking Careful’. Daddy is very protective of his little girl and won’t take kindly to her being given the run around by an oik like you. I know what you’re like. This isn’t just some high-class totty in Knightsbridge. She bites. And Daddy buries the evidence. Then he digs it up and shoots it again, just for fun”.

I grinned. “Yeah, well. Wild oats, and all that. I’m going to say ‘hello’”.

Dave rolled his eyes heavenwards. “Lord,” he intoned, “preserve us from the Stupid”.

I took a drink from a passing waiter’s tray and made my way over the deck. Tatiana was still talking to her father, one hand on his arm, smiling and laughing.

“Can I help you?”

Oops. A wall of dinner-jacketed muscle stopped me dead in my tracks. “Um. No. Sorry. I was just…” I trailed off lamely.

Dinner Jacket was unimpressed. He pointed back across the deck. “Go”, he said.

I went.

I found Dave in the bow, talking animatedly with some short, fat fellow with a thick Eastern European accent and an unpronounceable last name. “Alexi”, he said, “ My friend here has been chasing the Princess”. Alexi looked up at me with a frown.

“You like to live dangerously, then?” He whistled, and shook his head with a frown. “Tread very carefully, my friend”, he said.

“I know,” I said with a grin, “concrete boots”.

“Do not be so flippant”, said Alexi earnestly, putting one hand on my arm. “When it comes to Tatiana, few things are as simple or as straightforward as they seem. Always you must remember whom and what you are dealing with. She is true to her nature. You would not be the first man to be eaten whole and have his bones spat out by her, even as she smiles sweetly at you and tells you this is just what she is going to do to you”.

Dave laughed. “Don’t encourage him, Alexi. He likes that sort of thing. Anyway, I think she gave him the cold shoulder… shit!”. 

He was staring back over my shoulder, eyes wide in shock. My spine tingled and I turned slowly around. And there she was, no more than an arm’s length behind me, Dinner Jacket looming over her shoulder glowering at me. 

Tatiana.

“You wanted me?” she said, her voice low and husky, with a light touch of the kind of accent you could spontaneously orgasm over.

I couldn’t speak. From across the deck she had been captivating; close up… she was overwhelming. Her eyes, startling blue, danced in amusement.

“Well?”, she said. “The cat has your tongue? Is that not how you say it?”.

“Um. No. Yes. That’s how we say it”.

She looked over her shoulder, and motioned to Dinner Jacket. “Leave us, Boris. I think you’re scaring the poor boy. I’ll be perfectly safe”. She turned to me, “Won’t I, my Igrushka?”.

“Ig…? Er, yes. Well… only as safe as you want to be”. The words tumbled out before I could stop myself. 

Boris stopped, mid turn, and glared at me. I heard Dave take a sharp breath. My heart was hammering. I guessed one did not lightly make suggestive comments and innuendo to the Princess. I bit my tongue and waited to die.

Tatiana gave me a long look, then threw back her head and laughed, waving Boris away. “So, Igrushka speaks with something less than a silver tongue? And you English are so famous for your manners! Something tells me there is more to you than is on the surface.”. 

She held out her arm for me. “Come. Let me dig deeper. Show me what other wonders lurk behind your famous English reserve”.

I glanced at Dave who was staring at me open mouthed. I grinned. “Told you,” I whispered, “the ‘Igrushka’ is irresistible”. Alexi said nothing, but gave me a sad smile as I turned to follow Tatiana across the deck.

She led me down a narrow stairway to the side of the deck and along a maze of corridors to a quiet corner in the lounge, somewhere in the hidden depths of the yacht. I looked around, impressed. Everything screamed money and sophistication. We were definitely not in crew or passenger country. This was exclusively for the elite.

“Drink?” she said.

“Please.”

“Vodka?” She gave a wry smile. “It is very good. It is one thing we do know how to do well”. I nodded.

“So, Igrushka.” she said. “You wanted to talk to me? I saw you watching me the moment you came aboard. I have that instinct for men. And I can guess what you were thinking”. 

She looked at me frankly over the rim of her glass.

I thought it better to say nothing. I’m not nervous when it comes to women, but Tatiana was well out of my league. I thought I was a Player… but she was coming across as a fucking maneater.

“Let me be quite frank with you, Igrushka”, she said. “ I am surrounded by… how is you say? Kiss arses?”.

I laughed, nodding again. 

“Yes, Kiss arses. My entire life has been one long non-adventure with kiss arses. Including my father. I feel something different in you. I knew it the minute I felt your eyes on my body. Undressing me. There is something… refreshing… about a man who knows what he wants… and when he wants a woman who also knows what she wants, and is prepared to stop at nothing to get it. Then… things can happen. You looked at me as if I were already naked. I liked that”.

The blood pounded in my ears. For fuck’s sake… say something. Anything.  

I cleared my throat. “Did I?”. Oh brilliant. Full fucking marks for wit and charm. How can she resist?

“Well… didn’t you?”. She raised one eyebrow.

“Um. I guess so. Sorry”.

“You apologise? For being a man? Even though I said I liked it?”.

Tatiana sighed, and got to her feet. “This is not going as planned. Nor as I wished. Nor as you wished, I think. Come. I have been away too long. My father will begin to worry. I must ‘mingle’ as you say.” She clicked her fingers, and as if from nowhere Boris appeared in the doorway. “Boris, escort Igrushka back on deck. I will rejoin the celebrations in a moment”. Boris stood aside to let her past.

I clambered awkwardly out of the chair, feeling foolish.

She turned just as she reached the door. “Wait,” she said. She took out a card from her purse and wrote on it. She leaned in and put the card in my hand, and whispered in my ear, “You will call me. Tomorrow”. It wasn’t a request. I nodded dumbly.

Then, with the faintest brush of her lips against my cheek, and a whisper that would haunt me to this day, she was gone. 

I followed Boris back on deck, my mind churning over the words she’d whispered in my ear as she left: “Do not disappoint me, Igrushka: you could be the one”.

I’ve often thought of those words in the years that have passed since then, and I’ve come to realise that was the turning point. Until then it was still possible to save myself. I could have simply walked away then, dropping the card into the river letting it sink into the murky water.

But I didn’t. 

She knew I wouldn’t.

Instead I did what she knew I’d do, what I felt I had to do, drawn on by the overpowering lust I felt for this incredibly beautiful woman. I wanted to fall at her feet on my knees in awe of her. Oh, she knew what she was doing all right.

And she knew I was powerless to resist, even had I wanted to.





Chapter 2 – The Web is Spun

My hands actually shook as I tapped in the number on the card. Come on… I said to myself stop being such a fucking pussy. It’s only a woman.

“Hello?” 

“Err. Hello. It’s me” I said, lamely. Great start. “You told me to call you. Well… I have”.

“Igrushka.” She said. “Yes. This is not a good time for me to talk. I have your number now. I will call you back in one hour”. And she was gone.

I looked at my phone. Well, that went well, I thought. Not.

I threw the phone down on the bed in self-disgust. Here I was, being chased by the hottest woman I’d seen since… since… well, fucking ever and every time I opened my mouth, my tongue tied itself in knots and I sounded like a fucking retard.

I checked the time. An hour. I knew I had work to do, piling up on my desk in the office I had set up in the spare room, but I couldn’t concentrate. I couldn’t get the image of this woman out of my head, the sheer female perfection of her.

I was head over heels in lust.

Fuck it. I thought. A day off. Time for a quick pint at The Bricklayers. Lord knows I needed something to loosen me up and get the old charm working again.

***

Exactly one hour later, my phone buzzed. Despite the promise to myself to play it cool, I snatched it from the table in front of me, almost knocking my beer flying.

“Hello?”, I said.

“Igrushka. I am sorry. I was in a meeting. Business, I am afraid. Very boring, but to do with my father, so it is not to be escaped. But now, I am yours. Do you have a pen? Take down this address.”

“Yeah, hang on”, I said, frantically waving at Marty the barman for a pen. “OK”, I said.

She gave me the address then said, “Where are you? I will send a car for you.”

Twenty minutes later, Boris loomed in the doorway, blotting out the sunshine from the street. He looked around the bar with a look of distaste. He’d obviously gown used to rather more upmarket places than The Bricklayers in his service to Tatiana. His eyes lit upon me and he merely grunted and made a “follow me” motion with his big meaty head.

“Who’s your new friend?”, asked Marty.

“Boris”, I said enigmatically.

Outside Boris stood by the kerb impatiently standing by the open door of the big Mercedes. “Get in. She is waiting for you”. 

We drove in silence, heading for the richer centre of the city, passing the expensive hotels and designer shops and overpriced restaurants.

I leaned forward. “Where are we actually going?” I asked.

Boris said nothing, but just pointed through the windshield. Ah. Figures. It was the Excession Tower, a high-rise collection of insanely pricey penthouses, apartments and studios set atop a luxury restaurant and spa complex. 

I figured it would cost a year’s clients’ fees just to be allowed to lick the polished glass of the lobby. I fidgeted, suddenly nervous, looking down at my jeans and trainers. I hadn’t expected to be going anywhere, not just yet. And one of the perks of working for yourself is no one cares if you look like a tramp during working hours.

We pulled into the underground car-park and took the elevator to the lobby. The Concierge nodded politely as we passed his desk, making a bee-line for the restaurant.

Boris whispered to the Maître d’ who looked me up and down pursing his thin lips into a tight line of disapproval, beckoning me to follow him to where Tatiana was waiting for me.

 “Igrushka!” she said, standing. I stared. In fact, I probably gaped. She wore a plain but obviously expensive silk white toga-like dress, cut generously above her knees, and with a plunging neckline showing off her gorgeous tits perfectly. On her feet, just sandals, plain and simple.

She held out her arms to give me a hug and planted a light kiss on my cheek. Her slim body pressed close to mine, her nipples hard against my chest through the thin silk of her dress. “You are here. Sit” she said. “You are not busy today?” she said, studying the menu. “I have much to talk about with you, and many things to show you. But first, we eat!” she said.

I dutifully picked up my own menu. Jesus! I gasped inwardly at the prices. On the money I made, I could probably afford a small cheese sandwich. I looked up to see Tatiana smiling at me over the top of her menu. “My father, he pays”, she said. “It is one of the advantages of a rich father. He can buy anything. Anyone.”

“Oh”, I said, not meeting her eye.

“But some things… I think I prefer to earn them”. She smiled and reached out to squeeze my hand. “Come. Put that down. Trust me”. She signalled the Maître d’ and spoke to him in rapid fire French, pausing only to indicate the sommelier hovering in the background and launching once again into the incomprehensible instructions she was giving. 

The Maître d’ nodded, bowed slightly and left us alone, pausing only to talk animatedly with the sommelier who disappeared through a door and reappeared moments later delicately cradling a bottle of what I correctly assumed was a ridiculously expensive bottle of wine hailing from some ancient (and undoubtedly famous) vintage.

“Mademoiselle,” he said, uncorking it ritually and pouring a small amount for her approval.

I kept my head low. I was completely out of my social depth here and I knew it. I don’t normally feel awkward in situations like this… only I’d never really been in a situation like this before. It’s easy to scoff at the wealthy and look down your nose at their etiquette and pretensions, claiming you can hold your own in any crowd, but let me tell you this: there’s a class above mere wealth, a stratospheric level of what I can only call breeding, to which mere mortals like you and me can’t even imagine let alone aspire to. The etiquette and the manners… they’re no mere pretensions. They’re part of what makes these people who they are. 

And it’s intimidating. Like now, in this restaurant, I just about knew which spoon to use, and in what order to use the knives and forks, but beyond that I was lost.

Did I care?

No, not normally. 

Normally I’d probably use the wrong one deliberately, just to piss people off. But this was different. Knowing this shit was second nature to Tatiana and everyone she’d grown up with or ever knew. My not knowing it made me feel like a Neanderthal taking a crap in the street just because that’s where my arse was when I needed to go. I felt like a bumbling country bumpkin visiting the posh folks in the city beside her.

But time changes you. And, yes, I came to live and move in these circles, too. And while I can never pretend to have the breeding, I did, in time, learn to fit in. Mostly I had and still have no choice… but I’m getting ahead of myself.

So there I sat, allowing myself to be led by this exquisitely beautiful woman… but to where? I did not know. All I knew was she was the most beautiful woman I had ever set eyes upon and, for reasons known only to herself, she had me in her web and was drawing me ever further in.

As we ate and drank the stupendously expensive food and wine she told me about her father. Billionaire, one-time playboy and (alleged) mafia boss with his fingers in enough pies to feed a family of ten for a lifetime. Tatiana’s mother had died when she was just a little girl, and Father, already possessing vast wealth, lavished all his love and attention on his only daughter. I remembered what Dave said about concrete boots the night before at the party and shivered slightly.

“You see,” she was saying, “Father has always indulged me. Sometimes I think perhaps too much. I told you. My life has been one full of those ‘kiss arses’”, she giggled. Her face turned serious, and she looked at me over her wine glass. “But I sense something… different… in you, Igrushka. But you are very quiet. There is something wrong?”

“No, no,” I said. “It’s all a bit much to take in, that’s all. I mean… I had never even seen you before last night and now… this” I looked around at the opulent surroundings. “That wine probably cost more than I make in a month,” I said. “It’s just a bit much for me to take in. Hard to get used to”.

She gave me a long look and then said quietly, her voice husky, “And is it something you would like to get used to, Igrushka?”.

I toyed with my glass, trying to hide my confusion. This is insane. You’re acting like a teenager, fallen head over heels for the first girl who kisses you… and she hasn’t even kissed you yet.  “I… I… guess so.” I said.

She smiled and put her hand over mine. “There is no hurry, Igrushka. We have all the time in the world.”





Chapter 3 – A Slave Seduced

We spent the afternoon exploring the city, the city I’d lived in all my life but had never seen from the angles and perspectives she showed me it from. When you have money – and I mean serious money, measured in the billions – then the world is a very, very different place.

The first place we went to was a jeweller’s. No display window, no sign, nothing but a great, thick wooden door and a brass bell-pull. She pulled the bell and a few minutes later the door opened silently inward, and an immensely tall old gentleman, thin to the point of cadaverousness, peered at us out of the gloom.

“Good afternoon Miss Tatiana.” he beamed at her over the top of his half-moon spectacles. “I had no idea you were to grace us with your presence today. But come in, you are most welcome!” He looked at me, “I am Benedict”, he said. He stepped aside, beckoning us in with a long, bony finger.

Tatiana was like a child in a toyshop, rushing from display case to display case, Benedict following dutifully behind her opening drawers, taking measurements, noting everything down in a thick, black notebook. 

“Igrushka”, she cried, “come here. It is beautiful, no?” She held up a gold necklace. “Here, help me”. She turned around, lifting her hair so I could slide the necklace around her beautiful slender neck. Her scent enveloped me and my head spun. Hesitantly, I leaned forward and kissed her gently on the nape of the neck. She smiled at me over her shoulder and leaned her body back into mine, reaching down between us and gently squeezing my cock and balls.

I gasped with shock, then coughed to cover it. Benedict was oblivious to the whole exchange, but I was overwhelmed with a sudden rush of animalistic lust. She felt me stiffen against her hand, pushing my hips forward. A low, quiet moan escaped my lips. She smiled again, and moved away, taking me by the hand and leading me to a case of men’s rings, where I submitted in silence to having my fingers sized.

“Why?” I asked, perplexed.

“Just because!” she said, sticking her little pink tongue out at me.

That pretty much set the scene for the whole afternoon. Yet at no point did I ever see money change hands. I guess when you’re that rich, you don’t check the prices or worry about anything so vulgar as money. A nod, a fleeting movement of the hand, maybe even just a raised eyebrow and the deal is done.

But looking back with the 20/20 vision of hindsight, it’s obvious to me now what Tatiana was doing that day. And it wasn’t just “shopping”.

Every word, every action, even every store we visited was carefully planned and scripted with one aim in mind – to drive me almost insane with desire for her. 

The way she moved, the way she spoke, the way she touched me (and where!); the turn of her slim, sexy ankles and her beautiful feet as she tried on exquisitely tooled shoes; the outline of her body in everything from low-necked ballgowns to thong bikinis; everything was carefully calculated to batter down any defences I had left and bring me to my knees.

I hesitate to use the word “hypnotised”, but mere seduction is too mild a word for it.

But however you like to describe it, the intent and the result was the same. She was reeling me in, seducing me, weaving an irresistible web of sexual allure around me, one she knew I would not be able to resist getting into deeper, and one I would find impossible to escape.

Yet, even now, after all that’s happened, even in my current living hell, I cannot bring myself to hate her or even be angry. At every point I had the chance to back out, to say, “no”… but I chose not to. I suppose I could even do it now, but the price would be too high to pay. She planned that, too.

By the time we’d done and we found ourselves back in the restaurant, I was thoroughly ensnared; captivated by powers and forces I couldn’t even begin to describe to myself, let alone put down on paper here. I was aching for her, my cock literally dripping in my pants.

We ate quickly, a salad with a selection of cold meats, sharing another bottle of the hideously expensive wine we’d had at lunchtime.

I looked at my watch, not daring to think what might happen next.

“You have to go?” she said, looking disappointed.

“No.” I said. “But it is getting late.” Silence hung in the air between us.

She studied her wine glass for a moment, before raising her eyes and meeting mine in challenge.

“Stay with me tonight, Igrushka. If you would like to”.

I thought about it for maybe a nanosecond. “Yes.” I said. “I’d like that very much.

“Good!” she exclaimed. “Good!”. She signalled for another bottle of the wine. “We can take this with us.”

I followed her to the elevators, mesmerised by the gentle sway of her hips, the lithe perfection of her body, my heart hammering in my chest. Oh boy… I thought to myself, my cock throbbing at the very thought of her.

If I knew what was coming, I guess my thoughts would have been very different.





Chapter 4 – ‘The One’

Her apartment was right at the top of the tower, and took up the entire floor. The Penthouse Suite. Yeah, her father owned the fucking building, and nothing but the best for his Princess. I stood in the doorway, open-mouthed. Two words sum it up: vast and opulent. If the yacht screamed money, Tatiana’s penthouse pumped it out through a 100 kilowatt PA system.

Fucking. Hell. I thought, gazing out of the long windows taking up two of the four walls. No shit. This was like something out of a movie, only it was real and matey-boy here was right in the middle of it.

And about to score with the most beautiful woman in the entire fucking world who was not only filthy rich but had spent the entire afternoon touching, caressing and stroking my cock and balls until I was ready to howl like a demented wolf.

I turned to her hungrily.

She smiled a wry smile, then reached up to the clasp on her shoulder, letting her white dress slide to the floor. She was naked underneath it. I took a sharp intake of breath. She was fucking magnificent. 

She held out her hand. “Come”, she said simply, leading me to the bedroom. 

She undressed me slowly; I reached for her, but she gently pushed my hands away, kissing every inch of flesh as she exposed it. She unbuttoned my trousers releasing my throbbing, aching cock. 

I gasped as she took it in her small hand and gently drew her tongue slowly up and down its length, almost swooning with pleasure as she took me into her warm mouth, her tongue alive on the end of my cock.

“Sweet Jesus…” I gasped, tears in my eyes.

She smiled up at me, her mouth sliding up and down my dick, taking the whole length deep into her throat. “Oh God…”, I moaned. I was about to cum, my hips starting to move uncontrollably when she stopped, and kissed her way up my body. 

“Not yet,” she commanded softly but firmly, “It is much too soon”.

I put my arms around her, pulling her to me, my cock pressing desperately against the soft skin of her belly, praying for my orgasm to recede. I swear, if she’d moved even an inch against me, I’d have cum right there and then, all over her. Slowly I drew back from the edge, my breathing slowing. Sensing my control, she pressed her body against mine again, teasing and tantalising, arms around my neck, pulling my head down to kiss me hungrily.

I kissed her back hard, kissing and licking at her lips, her neck, and her breasts. I was intoxicated with her scent, utterly captivated by her. I pressed my cock against her urgently. That bad boy wanted to slide inside her and fuck her senseless.

 “Wait!” she said, pulling away slightly, reaching into the cabinet at the side of the bed. She held up a tube of KY, giving me a smile. “There is something I must do first, Igrushka,” she said, squeezing some lube onto her fingers. Still smiling, she reached down and took my balls in her hands and massaged them slowly, sliding her fingers up and down my raging cock.

I moaned. Fuck… this is unbelievable… I have never been this fucking horny in my life.

“Igrushka”, she said, kissing my face, her hands working their magic on my balls. “Igrushka… do you want me?”

“Yes. Fuck, yes. The moment I set eyes on you. All afternoon, I’ve wanted you”.

“How much?” She demanded, “how much do you want me, Igrushka?”

“Oh fuck… Tatiana… more than anything”. It was true. I’d have traded my soul to the Devil himself. 

“Then you have to follow my rules”.

I wasn’t listening. I simply nodded and began kissing her neck and breasts again. God those perfect fucking nipples! She wriggled away, her hands still teasing me.

“No! Not yet!”, she said, not unkindly. “First rule is… Igrushka does not cum until I say he can, OK?”. She nibbled my bottom lip.

“Yes, OK!” I moaned. I had no idea what I was agreeing to. My entire world consisted of a cock and balls and her hands... and a fucking huge orgasm trying to force its way out of me.

 “Da, khorosho. Second rule is… Igrushka obeys me. In all things. Da?”

“Yes!” Oh God… just get it over with and fuck me!

“And third rule is...”

“Yes…? What…?”, I moaned, “I don’t care… I’ll do it”. I felt like I was about to faint. I think I’d have agreed to dance around the city centre naked in a pair of army boots and antlers at that moment.

“Igrushka breaks the rules, I punish him”. Her voice was suddenly hard.

I was past caring. “Yes, yes, yes”, I breathed, desperate to cum. Oh God, my balls are going to explode!

 “Da. Good.” She stepped away from me and lay back on the bed, opening her fabulous legs wide, hooking her arms under her knees. “Eat me,” she said.

Oh my… One glimpse of her soft, beautiful, shaved cunt spread wide and waiting for my tongue and I fell to my knees in worship, burying my face between her legs, probing her sweet pussy with my tongue, and drinking deep of her juices. She grabbed the back of my head, pulling me in deeper, her body thrusting against my tongue and lips. I slid my finger gently inside her, circling her clit with my thumb.

“Ohhh…” she screamed, her legs shaking, the powerful orgasm sweeping through her body without warning. Her juices gushed hot in my mouth. 

“Yes, Igrushka. More…” she demanded. I kissed and bit gently at her thighs, easing my fingers deeper into her hot cunt, teasing her clit with my thumb and tongue.

She gasped and moaned, pushing against my face in a frenzy of need, cumming again as my tongue once more entered her, flicking in and out of her. “Igrushka… Igrushka… Igrushka…” she was moaning over and over again.

I slowly kissed my way up her body, my cock and balls aching, feeling like I was going to burst. “I want you…” I said huskily in her ear.

She put her hands between us, pressing gently against my chest, looking at my face, eyes searching.

“Igrushka…”, she said. “I have to ask you something. Something important”.

“Yes…?”, I moaned, hands all over her, my lips kissing her face and neck.

“No, Igrushka, please listen. Stop”. 

I stopped. “What’s wrong?” I said, quietly Oh here it comes… I thought bitterly.

“You can have me, Igrushka… but, I don’t want you to cum. It’s important to me.”

My head was awhirl. “Don’t cum? You mean not inside you?”

“No. I mean not at all. Not tonight. I want you to go away still wanting me”.

“But… Tatiana, I…” My mind was filled with confusion. Don’t cum? Don’t fucking CUM? My balls were on fire and my prostate felt like it was filled with molten lead. Why? It didn’t make sense. “I don’t get it,” I whimpered, “… why...? I need to cum…”

She put a finger to my lips. “Shh. You want to cum, not need to. Please. For me, do it. You will come to understand, I promise”.

I rolled off her, in torment. I just couldn’t get my head around the idea. This can NOT be fucking happening!

She slid on top of me, kissing me, her sweat-slicked body sliding against mine. “Don’t be angry. I couldn’t bear it if you were angry with me”.

Despite my frustration, my body responded to her. 

“I’m not angry!” I sulked. It was mostly true. “Look… OK,” I heard myself saying. “I won’t cum. For you”.

“Do you make a promise, Igrushka?” she asked seriously.

“Yes.”, I sighed, resigned to the torment lover’s balls,  “I promise”. 

She smiled. “Thank you”. She shifted her body, expertly sliding her pussy onto the tip of my glans. Looking deep into my eyes she slid herself down onto my throbbing cock, her muscles gripping me fiercely. So fucking tight.

“Remember your promise, Igrushka…” she warned. “Remember your promise”.

And with that, she fucked me, using my body for her pleasure until I was in an agony of need to cum. 

I can’t think straight when I remember that night, even now, years later. I don’t know how she did it or how I managed to stop myself cumming, but somehow I never did. 

She expertly held me right on the brink of orgasm, taking me to the very edge over and over and over again with her magnificent body. It was like she could look into my mind and feel exactly when I was about to lose control, even before I knew it myself. 

I was naked before her, stripped bare to my core, helpless slave to my own desire.

And then I could take it no more. I heard someone begging to cum, and dimly realised it was me.

“Please, Tatiana… please…” I begged. “I have to cum… please…”. I thrust upward frantically, trying to cum, trying to feel her, but it was like trying to fuck a shadow. She had me exactly where she wanted me, gently massaging me from within, driving me into a frenzy.

“But your promise, Igrushka? What about your promise?”

“Please… don’t”, I moaned.

She looked at me sadly. “Igrushka… I have to tell you this. I will let you cum if you really insist. But then? It spoils everything from this night. Your desire will fade. I know it!” she said earnestly. “You are the one, Igrushka! Please, do not spoil something so beautiful. You are different from the others. You have what they did not have; and in giving them what they begged for… I lost them everything”.

“I don’t understand!”, I moaned, still in agony, my orgasm just a hairsbreadth away. “Please…”

“Do not cum, Igrushka. And everything will be yours” she said.

Her eyes bored into me, the blue now a steel grey. And in their depths I saw something frightening, something more powerful and terrifying than any man should ever have to bear witness to. My heart froze in my chest. Time stopped and for a heartbeat I swore I heard the very gates of Hell slamming shut, and the tormented screams of a billion souls.

“OK”, I groaned. “OK. Just stop. I can’t take any more”.

She nodded and climbed off me, smiling happily. She took my face in both hands and kissed me hard. “I knew you were the one!” she said triumphantly.

She sat up and reached for the wine. “I think this is a time to celebrate!” 

I sat up on one elbow, taking the glass. My hands shook.

Something nudged my thoughts. “Tatiana…”, I said. “Those… others. Those other men.” Ouch. That hurt.

“What of them?” she said.

“You let them cum? When they begged?”

“Yes”, she said. “They were weak. They were not the one. They lost everything.”

“I don’t get it”, I said. “I just don’t get it. They got what they wanted. I’m still aching for it”, I said ruefully. It was true. The urgency had gone now, and, in truth, I was no longer wound up and unable to think of anything but release… but my balls and prostate knew they’d been in a fight.

She gave me a slow smile. “You truly want to know?” she said. “What I did for them, how I gave them what they begged for?”

“Ye-es” I said slowly.

“OK, Igrushka. I show you. You no longer beg and have proved yourself as the one. I will give you what you begged for. But first…” she reached under her pillow, “these”. She held up a pair of handcuffs. 

I must have looked alarmed. She smiled. “Silly. You are safe. Hands behind your back, now. Quickly!”

I did as she commanded, lying back nervously, realising how helpless I now was. Visions of Basic Instinct flashed through my mind. I licked my lips, mouth suddenly dry.

She saw my nervousness and smiled again. “Have no fear, Igrushka”, she whispered sliding onto my body again, easing my instantly-hard cock into her. Once more she rode me slowly and expertly, her own orgasms coming fast and hard one after another; and once more she took me to the edge, teasing me, denying me, making me writhe and squirm and beg.

Until when I could take no more, she whispered, “You want to cum, Igrushka, you want to cum right now?”

“Yes, yes… yes…”

“Beg…”

“Please,” I begged, “Please… let me cum… let me cum…”

“Then cum…” she said. Her rhythm suddenly changed, driving my cock hard and deep into her soaking wet cunt, and this time there was no stopping it, no teasing, no way to reign in my own orgasm that swept over me.

“Ahhh…” I groaned, my hips thrusting and jerking spasmodically, the unbearable pressure building, building, building until my orgasm broke with one enormous pulse of wet heat…

… and she was gone, her body over mine separated by inches of nothing but air.

“Nooo… no, no, no, please, no… what the fuck are you doing?” I begged frantically, thrusting up desperate for contact, frantic for stimulation. I heaved at the handcuffs behind me, desperate to grab my cock and stop this insane torture; but they held fast. There was nothing I could do but gasp and moan… and suffer.

Tatiana threw back her head and laughed, her hot, wet cunt tantalisingly close, still, “See, Igrushka? This is how they came. A ruined orgasm is all they had; all they ever had from me! And now you understand why it was necessary to handcuff your hands. A man cannot control himself at such times. They need a strong woman to do that”.

She watched with a small smile as my frustration ebbed. She had done this before. That much was obvious even without her telling me, because just as I was about to tell her it was safe to unlock the cuffs she slapped me on the thigh and said, “Roll over, Igrushka. So I can set you free. For now”.

She passed me a tissue from the box at the side of the bed. “You made a mess”, she giggled. 

When I’d done, she put her arms out to me. “Come, Igrushka. It is time for us to sleep”.

I lay there in the dark, spooning her, the soft smell of her sex all around me. 

“Tatiana,” I said. 

“Yes?” she murmured sleepily.

“You keep saying I am the one. What… what do you mean?”

“It is late. Not now.”

“Please.”

She sighed, “I cannot explain it now. It is late and it is too soon, also. I will explain very soon. I promise. You will see. Now sleep”. She wiggled against me, making me leak a little against her back. “It is all good, though, Igrushka. It is all good”.

I pressed myself against her, kissing her neck and back, my mind drifting, filled with thoughts and questions I simply couldn’t answer. Questions, always more questions, I thought.

My balls ached abominably. A ruined orgasm? Never heard of it, but I guess I probably knew more about them now than 99.99% of men on the planet. If you’ve never had one, I can confidently tell you they are far, far worse than no orgasm at all.

Doesn’t make sense, right?

Yeah, I know. And if you’d asked me before that evening I’d have laughed in your face. 

But it’s true. I can’t explain why it is, but it is. It’s like… when you don’t have an orgasm of any kind, you’re still high, half-way there, walking around in a kind of semi-permanent orgiastic trance. But with a ruined orgasm you get the huge post-orgasm hormonal dump in your bloodstream but none of the satisfaction of the orgasm proper. 

It’s fucking horrible. I wouldn’t wish it on my worst enemy. Would that I knew there was much, much worse to come, I’d have been on the next plane to…. fucking anywhere.

***

“Get up”, said Boris, looking down at me. “You leave now”. Emphasis on “now”.

I opened my eyes, confused, remembering. “OK, OK”, I said, still groggy, sitting up and shaking my head, trying to wake up. I looked at the empty side of the bed next to me. “What… where’s Tatiana?”

“She has gone. You leave now”, he repeated. “I have the car”.

“OK.” I looked at him meaningfully. I’m not the body-conscious type, but staggering around the room getting dressed with a muscle-bound bodyguard type glowering at me is not my idea of Fun Things To Do Just After Waking Up.

“I will wait outside.” He grunted. “Hurry.”

I dressed quickly. I could still smell her on my skin. My cock swelled at the sudden memory of the night before. I sat down on the bed, my head spinning. I briefly considered jerking off to quell the pain and frustration, but the thought of Boris just the other side of the door was like a bucket of cold water.

I dressed. I was no stranger to women. In fact, they were my life’s work and I had made it my sworn duty to bed as many of them as I could in the years remaining to me in this life.

But never before had I encountered anyone even remotely like Tatiana. Oh, sure, I’d met the raunchy ones, who loved to talk dirty and tease in bed, but a woman who not only takes the lead but also takes it to the extreme of requiring promises of obedience and not letting me fucking orgasm… except she did give me a… what was it she called it again? Ruined orgasm, that was it. I’d Google it when I got home. My balls still ached with the memory of that unbelievable need and frustration. I shook my head to clear it.

Just what was I getting into? I didn’t know… but one thing I was sure of was I wanted more.

Boris was pacing around impatiently, looking at his watch and bustling me out of the door as soon as I emerged from the bedroom. “You are too slow!” he snapped, jabbing his finger on the elevator button with more force than was strictly necessary.

He drove me back to my flat in silence, pulling smoothly away from the kerb with a squeal of tyres almost before I had the car door closed.

The climb to my third floor flat was depressing. Not even 24 hours ago I’d been living in an entirely different world, where mere millions were pocket change. I opened the door with a sigh, mechanically tapping the code to disarm the alarm. Fucking work. I knew I couldn’t face it. I needed a shower and a wank… and then? Fuck knows.

I stopped short, the hairs on the back of my neck prickling up. On the table in the centre of the room was a black envelope, with gold writing. I looked back at the door. Nope. No forced entry. I ran around the flat feverishly checking the windows. The same – all locked and secure, and no sign of intrusion on the alarm panel. 

Panicked, I rushed into my office. Nothing. I heaved a sigh of relief – in my business you need a lot of expensive hardware for generating all those funky graphics we all take for granted these days.

I picked up the envelope, turning it over. Just my name on the front… and something heavy and lumpy inside. I opened it and pulled out a ring and a note:

Igrushka, this is for you. Wear it always. It will open many doors for you.

I picked up the ring and looked at it curiously. Clever. Benedict had been busy.  It was a simple gold signet ring with some arcane pattern engraved into it, and the word Igrushka beneath. I slid it onto my finger. It fit perfectly. OK… now what?

I picked up the note again.

Please, you are to join me in Monaco, as soon as you can. We sailed early this morning and will be there when you arrive. Boris will pick you up tomorrow evening at 8pm. Be ready. You need pack nothing but yourself and the ring.

Love, 

Tatiana x

 That was it.

My emotions were in turmoil. I sensed I was getting very deep into something… but I had no idea what it was. I sat down heavily in the chair by the table. Summoned, like a servant or a toyboy, I thought.

Another thought crossed my mind, a memory from the night before: “Second rule is… Igrushka obeys me. In all things. Da?... Igrushka breaks the rules, I punish him”.

My balls tightened and I shivered in sudden fear. What exactly did she mean by “I punish him”? Do I have the balls to find out? And even if I do… do I want to?

I wanted to throw the note and the ring as far away from me as I could, but another part of me knew it was too late. I was hooked.

I put my head in my hands, and pressed my hands hard against my face, remembering the night before and the exquisite torture she’d subjected me to, how she’d made me beg and whimper… and ultimately surrender. A small, involuntary spasm pricked deliciously at my prostate.

Just what am I getting into…?

I didn’t know. 

But I did know I was the one… and I had no choice but to obey.

*** End ***





If You Enjoyed Reading Tatiana…

You’ll LOVE The Audio Book

Because the MP3 of Tatiana is now available for download, read out by me in my sexy English accent (to me it's just my voice, but I know a lot of people love to hear me talking dirty, lol).

So if you've read the Kindle book and you enjoyed it... then the MP3s are going to drive you nuts.

You can download the MP3 here:
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www.malechastityblog.com/audio-book-tatiana





Please Be Kind
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Thank you for downloading Tatiana. I hope you enjoy it and take something from it. And now… please be kind and REVIEW this book on Amazon. I really need your feedback so I can make future titles even better. Thank you so much!

 





About Sarah Jameson

Hi, I'm Sarah Jameson, author of Tatiana, creator and host of the Male Chastity Blog, and real-life keyholder to my beloved husband John.

What you’ve just read is fiction – but it’s accurate and realistic and representative of what can happen with couples who enter into the male chastity lifestyle and take it seriously. I try to keep a touch of realism in all my fiction, so you’ll never read anything about “impossible to remove” chastity devices or men forced against their will to do anything.

No, my writing is far, far darker than that, as I hope you’ll come to learn for yourself.

You may have heard about male chastity before, perhaps from a partner, or perhaps it's something you've desired in your own life.

Well, I'm glad to say there's nothing wrong with it or you – and, if you’re a woman reading this, then there's nothing wrong with your man if he's summoned up the courage to ask you about it.

I first became aware of male chastity when my husband, John, cleverly engineered a way of telling me about it in an easy and non-threatening way for both of us.

But when I started to research the topic on the Internet I was shocked and occasionally even appalled at the obvious nonsense out there. Still, it took some patience and time for John to show me it wasn't disgusting and perverted or even particularly kinky.

The fact is, male chastity is a wonderful way to increase both emotional and physical intimacy in a relationship, so long as that relationship is fundamentally sound and loving. 

So I decided to do my bit for the happiness of men and women just coming into the Male Chastity Lifestyle and began the Male Chastity Blog, as well as writing articles about subject.

To answer the obvious questions I get all the time, I'm happily a married and 100% monogamous woman who's living an ultra strict and uncompromising male chastity lifestyle with John. He's not submissive, servile or any less of a man just because he's given me the key to his chastity device – and you or your man doesn't have to be any of those things, either.

You can get my free Beginner's Guide to Male Chastity, "Why He Wants You To Say 'NO!'", from my website at the Male Chastity Blog:
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http://www.MaleChastityBlog.com

Nothing makes me happier than getting messages from men and women who have successfully found their way into a loving and strict male chastity lifestyle.

Finally, an extension of chastity for many couples is cuckolding, where the wife takes one or more lovers with the approval and even at the urging of her husband. This, too, is perfectly OK, even if it’s not for everyone and does present some very real dangers for all concerned, both physical and emotional. This isn’t something John and I practice ourselves, but we can never see what’s around the next corner.

My dream is that one day the male chastity lifestyle will be as mainstream and acceptable in "polite society" in the future as is sex before marriage today!

Sarah

http://www.MaleChastityBlog.com 





Other Books You’ll Love

By Me

Monaco (sequel to Tatiana)
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Male Chastity, Submission, and Helpless Surrender

His Submission Deepens, Drawn into Her Web of Control, Caged and Forced to Obey

Our tale of male chastity, orgasm denial, female domination and male submission takes a darker turn when Igrushka, the man Tatiana has chosen to own, is summoned to the fabulously wealthy city of Monaco to join her on her Billionaire father's luxury yacht. 

In this, the sequel to Tatiana, we find Igrushka in Monaco, the willing guest of Tatiana and her mafia-boss father, Nicolai.

But still Tatiana refuses him the release he so desperately needs, and he finds himself inexorably drawn deeper under her spell, the price of her flawless body the complete and utter surrender of his orgasm to her implacable will... and his only hope of release hinges on Tatiana's need for him to make love to her wholly and without restraint.

But who are the mysterious Dr Von Hoffman and his beautiful assistant, Kristina? And will Igrushka be permitted the relief he hopelessly begs for, or does Tatiana have other plans?

Monaco is the second in a series, and is approximately 12,500 words. It contains strong language and covers adult topics including male chastity, male submission, female domination, orgasm denial, oral sex, strapon sex, lesbianism and prostate-milking.

Monaco is not for the prudish, the easily offended or minors.

Stacy’s Game (click the image to see it on the Amazon.com store)
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Joe and Stacy are off for a well-earned weekend break. Joe has been busy working and his promises of the 'early days' intimacy are wearing a little thin. 

Stacy, Joe's devoted wife, is a highly sexed woman and her idea of a husband willing to please seems very different from Joe's, whose continual bugging for her to seek her pleasure elsewhere is enough to drive her to distraction. She's a one-man-woman and all she wants is her husband to give her what she so badly needs.

A weekend break in an upmarket hotel is exactly what Joe needs to regain his energy and begin keeping his promises.

But Joe can't keep his mouth shut and throws down his challenge one time too many.

Until Pete catches her eye, and she decides to call Joe's bluff... and he finds this time he's gone too far and things can never be the same again.

Contains explicit sex-scenes, and deals with the adult concepts of male chastity, orgasm denial and cuckolding.

This book is NOT for the prudish, faint hearted or easily shocked.

 

By Other Authors

Switch (click the image to see it on the Amazon.com store)
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Title says it all... Paige finds notes not meant for her in her mailbox but decides to follow the instructions anyway... and takes herself on a voyage of erotic self-discovery.

Male Chastity (click the image to see it on the Amazon.com store)
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Non fiction. A fairly short (110 pages) but practical guide to the practice of male chastity and keyholding for women.

The Well Disciplined Husband - a femdom novella  (click the image to see it on the Amazon.com store)
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When Elliott and his wife Allison go on a tropical vacation, neither had planned on completely changing their sexual life as a couple. But when Allison meets a dominant wife of a submissive husband and learns the ways of female-led relationships, all bets are off.

Kinky sexual changes in their marriage start to happen!

Elliott must adjust to his pretty wife’s new taste for disciplining him into becoming a more attentive husband.

Allison practices her new domination skills on Elliott with great sexual energy and enthusiasm. Part of her training includes the more experienced female dominant and her submissive man becoming involved in the new direction their marriage is taking. Allison’s merciless discipline teaches her man how to please a strong woman.

Will Elliott resist? Or will he learn to enjoy his wife’s erotic discipline so thoroughly that he becomes her devoted “subbie hubbie”?

Read their sexually-explicit BDSM story and find out! After all, a well-disciplined husband is the very best kind...

For Adult Readers only. Must be 18 years of age. Mature content.

Thrilling scenes of erotic femdom training and punishment include:


	spanking


	pegging or anal strap-on play


	ass worship or rimming


	oral servitude and pussy worship


	bondage


	female dominant sex and blow job


	cock and ball torture (cbt)


	a public humiliation scene


	caning (hard-core discipline)


	forced masturbation


	electric discipline device (electro-stim) on the husband


	trampling


	a severe double domming scene
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