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She loves to watch them squirm.

Today’s client – she can’t remember his name; she has been calling him ‘boy’ for months now, even though it is probably written in his file somewhere – is hanging against leather straps across the room. For once, she feels no desire to hurry. He has paid for the weekend: forty-eight hours of suffering at her hands. Normally, she wouldn’t be able to stretch out his agony like this, which is a shame, but this weekend he is all hers.

For her, the anticipation is part of the fun.

She wonders what is going through his mind as she watches him. With the blindfold covering his eyes and his mouth gagged, he’s alone in the silence of his own imagination, waiting for her next move. His flesh is already criss-crossed with welts from their morning session; they stand out like harsh red tramlines against his pale skin. Perhaps soon she’ll trace her fingers over them and find out just how sensitive they are. There is a lot to be said for the crop and the cane, but there’s just something special about inflicting agony with nothing more than the touch of her fingertips. That’s true power. That’s what really thrills her.

She loves to make them scream, too. That much, she’d do for free. The money is just a perk – not that she’d tell him that, of course.

His body is already hanging heavy in its restraints, and they still have a day and a half left. She finds herself wondering if she’ll make it through to the end. In theory, it doesn’t matter to her – his money has already been deposited in her account, so financially at least she has no reason to go easy on him – but it is rare to find herself having a connection with a toy like this. As a person, she is cruelly indifferent to him – he’s just one more pervert with money, looking to get his rocks off by any means necessary – but as a plaything... well, that’s a different story altogether.

You wouldn’t know it to look at him. When he had walked in for his first session all those months ago, with his glasses and his slight build and his hair beginning to grey at the temples, she had written him off almost immediately. He looked too fragile to be much fun; instead, she figured she would play lightly with him, try to eke as much money out of his wallet as possible and give him just more than he could take – as little as that would inevitably be.

Just enough to keep him from wasting her precious time.

But he had taken everything she had given him, and then had come back for more two weeks later. He hadn’t asked her to be more rough with him, but she had – and he had taken that too. It had been two more sessions before she had made him cry out loud, and another three before she had brought him to tears.

That had been two weeks ago, and until he called to book this extended weekend stay, she hadn’t heard from him. She almost thought she had scared him off, but deep down she knew he’d be back – and here he is.

He needs this. It’s part of him, just as it’s part of her.

He doesn’t move much as she approaches him, but there is a slight turn of his head as he orients himself using the sound of her heels against the panelled wood. Likewise, he suddenly seems to be breathing more heavily – not a lot, but enough for her trained, careful eyes to notice.

Fear? Anticipation? Maybe both.

Definitely both, if she’s doing her job properly – and she is. She prides herself on it.

She takes a moment to compose herself before she picks a toy off the wall. Deep breaths flow in and out slowly – inaudibly, she hopes. It just wouldn’t do for him to see her flustered. She needs to be in control of herself before she can be in control of him.

She is ready.

It was a cane this morning, and so it will be something else this afternoon. She picks a pair of nipple clamps on a thin silver chain (and, as an impulse grab, a set of weights), and then hesitates. What can she use to hurt him next? Paddle? Too clumsy. Single-tail? No, that’s her speciality; best to leave that until tomorrow.

How do you break someone who revels in pain? Her failure so far burns inside her like a knot of rope soaked in petrol: hot and rough and impossible to ignore.

You find another way, she thinks to herself, and smiles. No impact play, then. Not yet, at least.

Clamps in hand, she crosses over to him, getting up close, letting her body press up against his. She can feel his heart beating in his chest, a rapid thump-thump-thump against her skin. She has never let herself get this close to him before, always choosing to keep her distance.

He is right to be worried.

She removes the blindfold, slipping the leather off his eyes, and he blinks slowly as he allows himself to adjust even to the dim light of her dungeon. ‘Poor little thing,’ she says softly, keeping her voice as playful and light as she can. ‘Hanging here, all beaten and bruised. And just think about how much you’ve still got coming for you. Think about all the time I’ve got to break my new toy.’

There is a whimper from him – slight, barely detectable, and yet still there nonetheless.

She brings the clamps up to his chest, opens one, holds it over his nipple and waits as he scrunches his face up in anticipation and fear of the pain that he knows will follow.

‘And I will break you, you little slut,’ she whispers, letting her words wash over him. She doesn’t raise her voice, doesn’t try to intimidate him. She doesn’t need to. The deadliest animal is the one you don’t see until it’s too late, and it already has you in its claws. ‘I will have you begging for mercy by the end of this weekend. Perhaps even by the end of the day. You have my word on that. And the best part?’ She leans in closer now, close enough that she is sure that he will be able to think of nothing but her. He doesn’t reply: he’s too smart, too obedient to talk. Shame. She could have used an excuse to punish him... not, of course, that she needed one.

‘The best part is that when you ask me to stop – when you beg me to stop – I’ll be able to look into that desperate little face of yours and tell you no.’

She doesn’t give him more than a second to digest this before the clamps are closed and his nipple sings out in agony. Once they’re on, she rests a finger lightly on the chain, using only the barest of touches to press down. She relishes the sight of the metal biting into the tender flesh of his chest, just as he bites his own lips to keep from crying out loud, but somehow it works and he manages to stay silent.

Disappointing. If he’d given her some sign of weakness, he might even have saved himself from the torture that was to come. But no. His stupid pride got in the way.

She doesn’t like being denied. He’ll suffer for that.

The gag is removed easily, and she notes with pleasure the way he stretches his jaw in an attempt to relieve his muscles – but not for long. She brings the chain up, being sure to keep it taut as she places the metal between his teeth. ‘If it falls, you’ll be punished,’ she says simply as she feels him hold it in place. ‘I’ll make this morning feel like week at a spa resort. Do you understand me?’

He doesn’t speak, not wanting to risk letting the chain slip out; apparently he has already got it into his head that she was both serious and capable. Instead, he nods, choosing the temporary bite of the steel into his nipples over the risk of breaking her instruction.

She smiles. He’s learning.

She reaches her hand down and finds his cock waiting for her, half-hard with arousal and half-soft with fear, waiting in that middle ground for her to make her move. It reacts instinctively, naturally, blooming to fullness under her touch: no matter how anxious he might be, his body can’t resist.

‘Aww,’ she says, gently moving her hand up and down. ‘You want this, don’t you?’ The whimper he gives from behind the chain only serves to spur her on. ‘That’s right, my little boy. I know you came here to have someone hurt you today, but that isn’t really what you want, is it? You want to be looked after. To have someone care for you. To have me tell you that everything is going to be OK.’

She brings her lips up close to his ear, allows herself to bite down gently on the lobe. It’s an intimate act, the kind of playful nip one lover might give another – quite unlike anything she has ever done with him before. Previously, she has prided herself on being distant and impassionate: the stern, stereotypical disciplinarian Goddess. Now, she presses herself up against him, leaving the thin fabric of her blouse as the only thing keeping the skin of her chest from the skin of his.

He’s confused; she can see it in his eyes. He’s in new territory now, unsure of where he stands. Is it a trick? Is it a genuine softening? Hard to tell.

‘There we go,’ she whispers breathlessly as she begins to pump her hand slowly up and down. ‘Let yourself enjoy it, pet. You’ve taken enough for the moment. You need a break. Don’t you agree?’

He would agree to anything right now – anything that would keep her skilled hands playing over his cock. He chokes out a single word from behind the chain -- ‘Yes.’ – and she smiles.

‘No, pet,’ she says softly. ‘Don’t forget your manners. Try again.’

‘Yes Mistress.’ 

‘There. Wasn’t that much better?’

‘Yes Mistress.’ He speaks carefully, being sure not to let the chain of the clamps fall onto his chest. Does the old rule still apply? She can see him turning it over and over in his mind, unwilling to risk it. After all, it was only put in place moments before.

And yet...

And yet with every gentle stroke of his cock forcing it further and further into the fog of memory, it already feels like a lifetime ago.

‘Good boy,’ she says, speeding up her hand to provide a little extra positive reinforcement. She considers reaching for the lube, but there is no need: already, her hand is slick and wet with his precome, and her fingers glide over his skin like skates across ice. He can try and hide his desperation all he wants, but his body will always betray him.

Even if he tries to resist, it aches for her.

‘And to think,’ she says, running the fingernails of one hand along his chest, gently skirting his nipple and the metal clamp that surrounds it, ‘you came here wanting me to hurt you. To break you. Doesn’t that sound silly now? Wanting pain, when you could have pleasure. Tut tut.’

‘Yes Mistress,’ he murmurs. His voice is distant now, as though trapped behind glass; his eyes are closed, and his body has begun to respond of its own accord, seemingly without any input from his conscious mind.

‘You can still have that, you know,’ she says, her voice light as birdsong. ‘I saw you looking at all the tools on the wall. You can have pain, if that’s what you think you want. You can be treated like my filthy little slut.’ She moves her hand faster now, watching the light of excitement in his eyes fade as it becomes a struggle for him to hold back. ‘Or you can be my good boy, and be treated well. We could have a lot of fun together this weekend, you and I. So which is it to be? Happiness, or torment? Joy or suffering? Release or denial?’

By the time she finishes, he’s barely in any state to make a decision. His hips are now eagerly thrusting forward to meet the pumping of her hand, and it is only the chains that bind his wrists and the gentle pressure of her body against his that keeps him pressed back against the wood of the St Andrew’s Cross. The occasional murmur that escapes his lips is proof of how far down the rabbit hole he has allowed himself to slip. She takes the chain from between his lips, but he hardly notices.

‘Well?’ she asks, her voice suddenly firm. ‘Which is it to be?’

‘I... I don’t know,’ he gasps. ‘Please, Mistress.’

‘Please what?’

‘I don’t know,’ he says again, lost in his indecision.

‘Say it,’ she says, slowing her hand to the point where she is barely moving. He knows better than to try and thrust against her now. ‘Tell me what you want, and maybe you’ll get it. If you’re a good boy, of course.’

He swallows hard, part saliva, part embarrassment at being made to ask for what his own money has paid for. ‘I want...’ he starts, but the words trip on his tongue and strangle themselves before the can reach her ears.

‘Go on, boy,’ she says, tracing one fingertip down the length of his cock. ‘Ask for it. Beg for it.’

‘I want you to be nice to me,’ he gasps out, as though he has broken some sacred bond between Dominant and submissive.

‘What else?’

‘I want to be close to you. I want to feel your hand on my cock.’

She leans in close and purrs in his ear. ‘Such a good boy,’ she says, her voice – like her sex – dripping with arousal. ‘What else?’

‘I...’ Again, he’s stopping himself, holding back – and that will never do. She demands all of him, body and soul. She’s had enough of her games now. Her hand resumes its grip and pumps with serious intent, her resentment at his resilience growing even as his cock swells. She hears him gasp as one final barrier comes crashing down.

‘I want to come, Mistress. Please.’

She smiles, a cruel grin, but he doesn’t have time to notice it: his arousal has slowed his reactions. He has barely even registered that her hand has left his cock before he sees it rise to head height; the awareness of the slight cool breeze that it makes as it sweeps downwards arrives in his consciousness only a split-second before the agony of its collision against the turgid meat of his erection. The sharp inhalation that follows is one of shock, not pain: it is the second strike that makes him scream out loud, and the third that brings a tear to his eye.

She smears the precome from her hand across his face, then spits in it. He flinches, partly in revulsion but – she can tell – mostly from the humiliation of it all: the fact that, even for a second, he believed she was going to let him have his own way.

‘Listen to me, you little fuck,’ she says as she watches him try – and fail – to recover. ‘While you’re here, you’re mine. You get what I choose to give you, and nothing more. Because that’s all you are to me. Isn’t that right?’

He nods, and the familiar anger fills her again. Another blow against his cock, and he yells out, ‘Yes, Mistress!’

‘What are you?’

‘I’m nothing, Mistress.’

Pathetic, she thinks as his body hangs limply against his restraints. The crop and the cane have their place, of course – and his flesh will sing out under their kisses later on, for sure – but they were nothing compared to the havoc that could be wrought with soft words and the gentle touch of her hand.

His lesson has been learned. She is satisfied. Her anger slinks away, for now, but its job has been done.

The last thing she sees as she leaves him, tied and alone in the room – for how long, she knows he can’t be sure – is the look of abject fear in his eyes about what might happen next.
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