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The good girl is kneeling by the door, waiting for him.

Her body is firm and lithe, kept trim by exercise and diet: only the best for her Master. He has tasked her with looking after his property, and it’s not a task she takes lightly. For him, everything must be perfect. The body she inhabits belongs to him, and she treats it with the same reverence she treats any of the things he owns.

She is proud to consider herself his possession. She isn’t permitted to own anything of her own, but the steel collar locked permanently around her neck and the twin titanium bars that pierce her nipples are all she needs to know that she is his toy, decorated according to his specifications. No matter what else happens, he has claimed her. That’s the important thing. That’s the fact that sends shivers down her spine whenever she thinks about it.

She had a name, once – or did she? Her past life all seems so long ago, now. Before Master came along, everything seemed to be so… inconsequential. How could anything compare to the way she felt when she was allowed to serve him? Next to the sheer, unrestrained pleasure of being available for his use, everything else was meaningless. Every morning before he leaves for work he makes sure she has one of her small silver tags clipped onto the D-ring on the front of her collar. Each one is engraved with a single short word, and each one determines how she thinks of herself that day. She is defined by the tag. It becomes her identity, fixed until it is changed by him.

SLUT.

SLAVE.

WHORE.

FILTH.

BITCH.

She loves them all, but the one that currently adorns her neck is her favourite. She loves that word. She loves to hear it slip effortlessly from Master’s lips as he greets her. She loves how dirty it feels when he makes her moan it as she comes. She loves being reduced to one simple little thing, to know that nothing else about her is of any value to him.

CUNT.

She purrs at the thought of him whispering it in her ear as he pushes himself inside her. How long has it been since the last time he took her? A day? Maybe two? It feels like so much longer, but she knows it can’t be: the bruises he left across her thighs with his belt are still dark and deliciously vibrant, and she can remember the way he pushed himself into her greedy pussy as soon as he had finished administering her punishment.

Still, any time without him feels like too long. Even twenty-four hours without being used by him feels like an eternity.

The good girl kneels, and tells herself that she’ll be better. She’ll earn it. All she has to do is try a little harder.

He didn’t play with her yesterday, and she doesn’t like that. He has been busy with work, his mind distracted by things she cannot help with – and yet she has to try something to help drag him out of it. It’s her privilege as his slave to be the one that he can use whenever he sees fit, but it is her duty to relieve him from the burden of his inner darkness. If that means sacrificing herself on the altar of his dominance, so be it.

She will take whatever he chooses to give her, and she will thank him for it.

The leash is clenched between her teeth, the chain of it held in place while the hook fastening is secured firmly to her collar, ready for him to grab if he decides to. He likes the animalism of the leash, the way it reduces her to nothing more than a beast – not so much a pet but a dehumanised create, stripped of her dignity and ready for him as soon as he decides to grab hold of the leather strap. A little while ago, back in the instant where she had finished her chores and she was choosing which of her toys to present to her owner at the door, she considered having the riding crop between her teeth instead. He requested that, sometimes – especially on days when he knew he was going to have a bad time at work and he expected to feel the urge to hurt her – but instead she had settled for leaving it on the floor, neatly laid out in front of her as she knelt in position. It would be there if he needed it.

Part of her hopes that he’ll use it on her, and use it hard. It isn’t the pain she relishes but the sense of closeness that will inevitably follow it, the way he’ll pull her close to him and kiss the tears from her cheeks and tell her that he is proud of her. Sometimes, when he gets distracted by things at the office, he retreats inside himself. There is only one sure way to bring him back out, and if the cost of being fully reunited with her Master in all of his glory is a couple of welts across the meat of her ass, then it’s a price she is more than happy to pay.

How long has she been kneeling? Too long, it feels like, and yet the still-closed door makes it clear that it hasn’t been long enough. He’ll be here when he’s here, she thinks, but there’s a creeping sense of doubt in her mind. There’s no clock in the hallway, by his design, and so it’s impossible to know if he’s late or not. What if something has happened? What if there’s been an accident?

What if she’s lost him forever?

The good girl panics silently to herself, forcing her eyes closed as though purging the image from her brain. No, she thinks. Everything will be fine.

She doesn’t quite believe it until she hears the sound of his feet on the step outside and the sound of the key in the lock, and by then it doesn’t matter. Master is home. The rest of the world ceases to be.

She wants to look at his face as he enters, to see if she can gauge what kind of mood he’s in, but she doesn’t: his rules on that are strict, and she doesn’t want to spoil the night by disobedience. She knows to keep her eyes downcast until he gives her permission to look up, and so no matter how much she might be tempted to meet his eyes she forces her neck to remain pointed towards the floor.

He doesn’t say anything as he slips off his coat and places it on the hook by the door, giving her no sign of his mood, and it isn’t until he takes the chain from her mouth and wraps it around his hand that he even acknowledges her.

“Greet me,” he says.

It’s all part of the ritual of his return: first the kneeling, and then – when he allows it – the bending of her face to the floor and the worship of his feet. His shoes are expensive patent leather, dusty from the summer heat but otherwise unscuffed, and it is a pleasure to devote herself to them, even for the few brief seconds he usually allows. She pressed her lips to them, first the right and then the left, always in that order. That’s the minimum requirement, no matter what kind of day he’s had, and sometimes he’ll pull her up by her collar and give her further instructions.

Not today, though. Today, it seems, he wants to see more.

He likes when she prostrates himself before him: he likes the power that comes from her total devotion to even the slightest task he sets in front of her. Come rain or shine, she will be there waiting for him, not only willing but eager to perform even the most degrading acts for his pleasure and approval.

When he still doesn’t pull her up, she begins licking at the leather, cleaning them with her tongue, making them gleam with her saliva. Once upon a time, a lifetime ago, she would have hated the idea of cleaning the dirt from his boots, but now she lives for it. When he gives the leash a sharp tug and jerks her back into a kneeling position, she is almost disappointed.

“Good,” he says. Not “good girl”, no matter how much she wishes she could hear those words on his lips, but it’s enough for now. She sits back happily on her haunches, and for the first time he notices the crop laid out on the floor in front of her. “And what might this be?”

“Your crop, Master,” she says.

“And what am I supposed to do with this?” He’s flirty, almost playful, but they both know that playful streak will disappear as soon as he winds up for his first swing. That’s when the games end and the fun begins.

“Whatever you like, Master,” she said. Suddenly it seems almost presumptuous of her. What makes her think she deserves his attention like this? Perhaps he just wants to sit down in front of the TV with a beer and forget the stresses of a week in the office. Perhaps the last thing he wants to do right now is indulge her masochistic fantasies.

Stupid, she thinks. I should have known better.

And yet there he is, holding out his hand for it, waiting for her to place it in his palm so he doesn’t have to bend down to her level. When she does, he swishes it through the air once, twice, three times, each time bringing the tip terrifyingly close to the skin of her breasts. An inch or two further and a red welt would blossom on her chest, blooming up in a stinging circle, but he knows the crop inside and out. He’s secure in how hard and far he can go without making contact. There is no danger for her.

At least, not until he wills it.

He strokes the tip of the crop down her body, starting with her most sensitive spot: that delicate area where the shoulder meets her neck, just below her collar. When he kisses her there the sensation makes her shiver with uncontrollable lust, his heavy breaths against her skin sending crackles of electricity down her spine and right to her pussy, but the crop is almost as good – and he knows it. As he traces it lower, lower, lower, gently tracing down across her chest until he flicks the tip against her nipple piercings just hard enough to make her gasp. He knows how sensitive they are and he smirks at her discomfort, but the crop’s journey isn’t complete yet. It moves past the firm curve of her stomach until finally the leather tag at the end presses against her cunt.

She knows instinctively that if he pulls it away there will be a smear of her juices on it, and for a moment she’s torn: on the one hand, she would like nothing more than to taste herself from the leather, to lick and suck every trace of her arousal from her favourite toy – but on the other, it has been so long since she was touched down there…

He can sense her desperation, and with the tip of the crop he works her body like a puppet. Every slight movement sends a shudder up through her. Her clit is tender and swollen from arousal and neglect. Has it really only been two days since she was played with? She knows it’s true, and yet her body is reacting as a starving woman would to a feast: after the first mouthful, it hungers for more. It’s as though she hasn’t been touched in months. If only he’d press a little harder, she’s almost certain she could rub herself to an orgasm right there, with no stimulation other than that little square of leather at her clitoris.

But he won’t. Why would he? His games are just beginning.

When he brings the crop up, it is only to place the tip under her chin and force her gaze upwards. She feels the wetness against her skin, hoping that he’ll allow her to clean it up but not daring to stick out her tongue until he gives her the all clear.

She must be perfect for him.

“You want me to hurt you, don’t you?” he asks, tapping the end of the crop gently against her cheek.

“I don’t know, Master,” she starts to say, but even as the words tumble from her lips she knows it’s a lie, and she knows that he won’t accept it. “Yes,” she says instead. “If that would please you.”

“And what if it wouldn’t please me?”

“Then I hope you’ll use me however you see fit,” she replies. “My body is yours.”

It’s a mantra that he has trained into her over and over again, right from the first time she accepted his collar. That was what it meant then, and it’s what it means now. She exists to fulfil his desires.

My body is yours, she thinks. The phrase echoes in her mind. How many times has she repeated those words in the time since she gave herself to him? A hundred thousand? A million? Is it even possible? It doesn’t really matter. No matter how uncountably many times she has spoken them out loud, that number pales into insignificance next to the number of times she has let them drift around her head. The mantra and its meaning are everywhere, at all times.

My body is yours.

First thing in the morning.

My body is yours.

Last thing at night.

My body is yours.

Whether he is at home or at work, awake or asleep. Whether he’s cruel or loving. Whether he’s content or angry, sad or joyful. Whether he chooses to reward it, or whether he’s inflicting punishment – or whether he’s just hurting her for the sheer pleasure of making her suffer.

My body is yours.

“That’s right,” he says, to himself as much as to her. “I own you.”

She doesn’t reply. There is no need.

He strides off to the bedroom, but as she prepares to crawl after him she hears his voice: “Stay,” he barks. “Position One.”

She knows the positions by heart, and at least One is easy enough. She puts her hands behind her head as she kneels, presenting herself and pushing out her breasts for him even though he’s paying her no attention – isn’t even in the same room, in fact. It doesn’t matter that he isn’t there to see it. When he emerges from the room they share – although there, just like the rest of her life, he is in complete control; it seems somewhat disingenuous to call it their bedroom even if that’s where the cage in which she sleeps most nights resides – he’s carrying a single leather strap that she recognises well.

Halfway along its length sits a large black ball of rubber.

“Open,” he says as he approaches her, and she does without question. As he fastens the straps behind her head, holding the ball in place between her teeth, she feels a rush of excitement. He is taking her voice, but more than that: he is taking her last ounce of say in what happens to her. Gagged, she has no recourse to protest, to beg, to plead for mercy. There is her safeword, of course – he insists on that – but beyond that there is no way for her to negotiate with his will.

She will obey. She must obey.

“Better,” he says as he picks up the crop again. “I don’t want to hear a word out of you. Do you understand, slave?”

She nods eagerly, the jangling of the steel tag on her collar the only noise she allows herself to make.

“Good girl,” he says. “Now, bend over the table.”

She stands up slowly, stretching out and doing her best to tease him with her body as she rises, but a sharp swat of the crop against her breasts makes her draw a sharp intake of breath. “Quickly,” he says. “I’m not in the mood to wait.”

No kidding, she thinks as she scurries along the hallway and into the dining room, but she finds herself thrilled by his impatience. It’s when he gets in these moods that he is at his most demanding and she has the most opportunity to show her devotion.

The chain of her leash rests by her throat as she lowers her body down, her breasts compressed against the varnished wood. With her nipples pressed up against it, even the slightest movement seems to turn her on even more. Oh, what she wouldn’t give for some pressure against her clit! Anything would do: his tongue, his fingers, his glorious cock. She’d even settle for being allowed to get on her knees again and hump against his shoe like a filthy little dog, nothing but his pet whore overcome by her lust. He could end this torment right now with just a word.

But no. He’s circling her like a lion at the hunt, eying her up to find her weak spot before he goes in for the kill. It’s practically a formality by this stage, of course: he knows her body and its weaknesses as well as he knows his own. He can have her jerking like a puppet on strings whenever he wants, for as long as he wants, and there’s nothing she can do about it.

She hears the sound of his belt unbuckling and for a moment she is convinced that this is it, the moment she has been waiting for, but where she expects a zipper there is silence as he comes up behind her.

“Hands behind your back, slut,” he says, and she complies. His hands are at her wrists immediately, holding them together as he slips the leather belt around and around, pulling tightly to hold them in place. With his firm grip and the unyielding buckle, there is no way for her to move. She tests her bonds, but they don’t give even an inch.

She will take what she is given. There is no other alternative.

He traces the end of the crop down along her buttocks now, teasing her with what is to come. He wants her ready, not just physically but also mentally: it’s important that she understands this will hurt, but more important that she knows why it will hurt. Why, given her exemplary behaviour, does he want to reduce her to a crying, sodden mess of a woman? Why does he want to see her makeup smear its way down her cheeks? Why does he want to hear wracking sobs as she struggles to find her breath? Why does he want to reduce her like this?

Because her body is his, of course. No other reason.

Then it begins.

The strokes come hard and fast, pushing her body to its limits. Just as she knows better than to make a sound, he knows better than to give in even as tears well up in the corners of her eyes. It’s a physiological reaction, nothing more: her body betraying her spirit, crying out as her mind settles into the blissful acceptance of his punishment. One by one, she lets them burn into her flesh.

I won’t use my safeword, she tells herself. I can do this. Master expects this of me.

She tries to centre herself, searching for refuge in her imagination. He’s there, of course – for her, he is everywhere, everything – but as the fog of her unconscious slips away and individual features begin to come into clarity, she can see that there is a difference in him. The sternness on his face has disappeared, and in its place there’s a softness. He’s smiling, happy, content with his life – and with her.

Two…

Three…

The strokes threaten to bring her out of her daydream, but she struggles to stay. Ignore it, she tells herself. Fight through the pain. Just a little while longer…

She sees herself crawling to him, curling up at his feet. She’s naked, as she always is in his presence, and his firm, strong hands come down against her body. As the blows land she converts them into the affection she knows they represent: first gentle caresses of her skin with his fingertips, and then – as she finds herself growing closer to her breaking point – delicate kisses along her body.

Four…

Five…

It’s been so long since he kissed her like that. She needs the pain of her service, but she finds herself craving those moments of intimacy now like never before. She can almost feel his lips across her breasts, first taking one soft pink nipple between his teeth for a playful pinch and then the other, making her gasp and laugh and moan with pleasure.

Six…

Seven…

She bites down hard against the gag, and thinks of him moving down her body, planting kisses as he goes: across her breasts and down her stomach, lingering at her navel before treading ever-onwards to the wetness between her legs.

Eight…

The teasing flick of his tongue against her clit, forcing her to writhe with joy at his oral skill.

Nine…

Bliss, building to a climax that remains tantalisingly out of reach.

She waits in her fantasy for the one thing that will push her over the edge, desperate for more and unable to do anything about it.

But there is no more. There is only silence. Emptiness. Nothing.

The tenth blow never arrives. She holds her breath, convinced that it will come when she least expects it – a stinging blow that will match all the rest – but it doesn’t. She’s so focused on bracing herself for that final stroke that she barely registers the sound of his trousers falling to the ground, and it isn’t until she feels the hardness of his cock pressing against her cunt that she realises what is about to happen. Once that happens, the slow-motion of what came before seems to give way into glorious immediacy: as she pushes backwards against him, she parts her legs and the firm bulge of his cockhead enters her.

She gasps as he takes her.

He fucks her with an animalistic fury, taking her body as his possession, giving her his all. He hasn’t fucked her like this in weeks – months, even. The rest of the world no longer seems to matter. In the moment of his entrance, he is there with her completely, mind and body and spirit overwhelmed by desire and venting themselves in the only way she knows how.

She flexes against the belt that surrounds her wrists, and she feels his hand on her back, holding her down against the table. “Stay,” he says, his voice ragged with the approach of an orgasm. She recognises that breathy gasp; she has caused it enough times that she’d know it anywhere. If it wasn’t for the gag silencing her, she’d no doubt be making a similar noise herself.

He picks up the leash that rests by her side, pulling her back into an arch as he drives into her. The pressure is choking, and in the tightness of the collar around her neck she is reminded of just how helpless she is in his presence. Her wetness grows and grows, coating his cock with her arousal, and it isn’t long before she finds her own needs too much to bear. She moans into the gag, hoping that he’ll understand just how badly she needs release – and if he does, that he’ll be merciful.

His thrusts are rhythmic, regular – unwilling to pay any attention to her muffled pleas – until the moment arrives that she feels she couldn’t possibly hold back any longer. Then he speaks. His voice is authoritative, his words a command.

“Come for me,” he says.

They explode together, their bodies reacting like coiled springs, releasing the frustrations of the outside world in twin screams, primal and deep, that mingle with each other, each one encouraging the next, until she feels him drain himself inside her waiting cunt.

He leaves her then, still tied on the table, walking off to the bedroom to be alone. She knows not to stand or move. She has served her purpose, and she has served it well. It is his right to leave her like this, if he chooses. He can pick her up and drop her off, taking what he needs and leaving the rest for later.

So why does she feel like this? Why is she not basking in the glow of her orgasm? Why does his absence make her feel cheap and used?

It’s rhetorical, of course: she knows the answer. It’s because she needs him now, not just his punishment but him, flesh and blood, there by her side. She needs to hold him close and feel warmed by his body, not the heat of her blushing ass. She needs to see him smile. She needs to hear his voice in her ear.

And yet she is alone. Just as she was before he got home from work. Just as she has been for weeks now.

She settles in for what she expects to be another long wait, but then there is the sound of the bedroom door closing and footsteps approaching: his footsteps, unmistakeable even without turning around.

He has come back.

For what?, she thinks as she feels the sticky wetness of his come beginning to drip down her thighs. Has he not taken everything he wants from me? And then, for the first time, the realisation hits her: she may not have anything left to give.

But no. He doesn’t move on her as he usually does. He places the tube of aloe lotion down on the table next to her, and from the way he’s rubbing his hands together it’s clear that he’s already got her treatment ready.

“Good girl,” he murmurs as he applies the cream to her ass. It soothes her immediately, turning the white-hot burn into a soft red glow, but it’s his words that she needs: his voice does for her soul what the cream does for her body, and in the light of his affection she feels truly whole once more. “Such a good girl.” A pause, and then: “I love you.”

He unfastens the belt from her wrists and holds her close, and in that moment the good girl can’t imagine being anywhere else.
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Kate & Damien

A perfect pair…

From their very first date, Kate and Damien could tell that there was something special about their relationship: their taste for kink meshed together perfectly, and just a single glance from him could send her submissive side reeling. As their first play session begins, Kate finds that Damien’s skill at controlling his subs extends further than she could ever have dreamed…

Is Damien the Master she's looking for – or will they find their chemistry too hot to handle?

The Kiss of the Cane

Money can’t buy obedience…

As one of the richest men in the city, he's used to being able to take what he wants when he wants it -- but at the moment, the only thing he needs is his submissive. She's waiting for him when he gets home to his luxury apartment, kneeling by the door as he insists, ready to be used as his personal toy. 


It's been a tough week, though, and that means that her delicate flesh is going to suffer at his hands. As the kiss of the cane beats down upon her, she'll show how much she is willing to take from her Master in the name of love, lust and obedience. Only through pain and service does this submissive feel truly alive -- but with her wealthy owner feeling more cruel than usual, will she be able to see her fantasies through to their climax?
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