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It started raining pretty much the instant I left the tower block, and an hour later it shows no signs of slowing. The sky is filled with deep black clouds, each one of them spitting down huge gobbets of rain onto the rush hour streets as it prepares itself for a thunderstorm. I can feel something in the air, a certain electricity that lingers on the cusp of noise and fury – a power waiting to be unleashed.

It fits my mood, if nothing else. I have been itching for you all day.

My driver pulls up to the house, and I wave him off. It’s a Friday, and so I won’t be seeing him tomorrow unless I specifically require his services. There’s no need for me to be in the office, no business that needs my attention. The company I founded will, unless there is some unforeseen emergency, deal with itself until Monday rolls around. The weekend is mine.

Ours, I think, although that’s not entirely true. As with everything in my life, it belongs to me. I wouldn’t have it any other way.

I smile, knowing what will be waiting for me. There’s no doubt in my mind that everything will be perfect.

I open the door and there you are, just as I instructed. You’re on your knees, your shock of blonde hair pulled back into a ponytail to ensure that not a single strand of it obscures my view of your naked breasts. It’s the only hair on your body, and your posture makes that obvious. Your wrists are held behind your back, your legs apart, and I see that there isn’t so much as a hint of stubble on your freshly-shaved cunt. The slim band of steel around your neck, locked in place with a key that hasn’t been touched in over a year, rests lightly on your collarbone. It and the small silver bars that adorn your nipples are the only jewellery you are permitted to wear – both of them symbols of my control over you. You’ve worn them both since the day I accepted you as my submissive, marked as my property.

You’re smiling too. I see you trying to fight it down, to be the cold, impassive slave that you think I expect, but you can’t. You’re glad to see me, even though you know just how the evening will go.

Perhaps even because you know how the evening will go.

You know better than to speak until you’re spoken to, and so you wait there as I shed my coat to reveal the suit underneath. You’ve always loved me in a suit, right from the first time we met. I remember our first date, back when you were still a blonde, fresh out of college and still coming to terms with the desires you had. I didn’t put this need in you, no matter what it might look like from the outside. I know what people think of me – that I take young, innocent girls and corrupt them – but it isn’t true.

I see what’s already there, that’s all. I build upon it. Shape it. Keep it and treasure it.

You need this more than I do, and I need it with every ounce of my soul.

I slip the suit jacket off and place it neatly on a peg, and then roll up my sleeves. The shirt cuffs come to a rest just beneath my elbows, and I see your eyes fall on my forearms, but I’m not done yet. Wordlessly I unfasten the buckle of my watch and slip it into my pocket. There’s no need to worry about time, not now. You will have my attention, and I yours. That’s the rule. That’s how this works.

“Up,” I say as I turn back to you, and you comply immediately, your body switching effortlessly from one position to another. Now you’re standing with your legs shoulder-width apart, hands behind your head, eyes forward and mouth open: your inspection pose. It took you so long to learn the positions off by heart, but your training was worth it. Now they’re as natural to you as breathing.

I come up behind you and run my hands over your body, beginning with your hips. It could be any other loving embrace – one emerging behind the other, wrapping their arms around them and kissing the back of their neck softly – but that isn’t us: it never has been, and never could be. The gentle touch gives way to a firm grip, pulling your body close to mine, and I breathe in deeply. You smell clean and fresh. You’ve showered recently – within the last hour, I’d wager – and the scent of vanilla from the expensive body lotion I provide for you is strong in my nostrils. It’s only because of how fresh it is that it is able to mask, even for a moment, a deeper, heartier scent.

Your wetness is astonishing.

I can smell your arousal even before I reach my fingers down to your pussy, and I can’t help but wonder: is this all new? Has this all come about since I walked in the door, or were you preparing yourself for my arrival? How long have you been thinking about tonight? How much of your time today have you spent dreaming about the torments I’m going to put this perfect body through?

One finger presses inside you, and then another, and I relish the gasp that you can’t choke down. You know I expect silence unless you’re spoken to directly, but the sudden burst of pleasure as my fingertips caress your swollen clit can’t be ignored.

I smile. Good, I think. You should enjoy it.

We both know there are things coming that you will not.

I bring my fingers up, tracing a trail along your stomach, smearing your milk-white skin with the evidence of your lust, until they’re hovering just in front of your open mouth.

“Do you want this, slut?” I say, my eyes locked on yours. They’re focused on my hand, unable to look away.

You nod eagerly. “Yes Master,” you say – your first words since I came back to you. I forget how sweet your voice is when I’m away from you, how easy it would be for you to have me wrapped up in your words. You could manipulate me so easily, but you don’t. You want my control. You want me to be the one who guides you, not the other way around.

I hold them closer, teasing you. You wouldn’t dare suck them clean without my express permission, but I can see a brief flicker of doubt as the idea crosses your face. Would it be worth it? Perhaps the disobedience would be excused, just this once…

No. You know it wouldn’t. You know this is just a test.

“Clean them,” I say. “Properly.”

Your hungry tongue doesn’t need to be told twice. You lap at my fingers like an eager little puppy, desperate to taste yourself. As you suck on them you make a pointed effort to keep your eyes on mine, suggestively swirling your tongue across the tips.

Later, I think. Before long it won’t just be my fingers in that pretty mouth of yours.

I pull them out and I detect the briefest of pouts from you as your reward is removed, but it doesn’t last. As quickly as I can, I reach my hand up and caress your throat, squeezing just tightly enough at the base of your neck to make it clear that you are to allow yourself to be led backwards, and step by step you come along with me until I have you pressed against the wall right there in the hallway.

Then I push further, my hand gripping tightly.

You don’t flinch. You trust me, absolutely. You know that no harm will come to you while you’re under my roof – from me, or from anyone else. So what if my hand is at your neck? So what if I’m threatening to choke off your air supply, to leave you gasping for oxygen? You’re happy to give up that control, and you don’t fight it even as your face reddens and your lungs burn.

I lean in close to your ear. “You’re mine,” I whisper. “I own you.”

If you were capable of answering, I’m sure it would be in the affirmative, but instead you just wait as tears run down your cheeks. When I let you go, you suck in a deep lungful of air. “Thank you, Master,” you say as soon as you are able to speak again.

Do I feel cruel, treating you like this? A little. I treat you more harshly than my other girls, even though you’re the one I hold dearest, because you respond best to it. The lick of the whip would send other girls running for the hills, but not you. You crave the marks I leave across your body, and you need the degradations I put you through. At the start I would occasionally have the worry that I was going too far, that the desire I had to truly hurt you was something to be suppressed – but I was wrong.

I was meant to embrace it, the way you do. Yin and yang. Sadism and masochism. The crop and the bruise. One needs the other.

I know that your pussy will be aching now, slick and wet and ready for me. I could put you on the floor right now, slide my cock into you and fuck you right here. I could have you covered in my load, or swallowing my cock. I could take your ass until it feels as though you’re being ripped in two, but that isn’t what I want right now.

“In the playroom,” I say. “The cane. Bend over and present yourself for me.”

“Yes, Master,” you reply, and then you pause, waiting to be dismissed. There’s a lot to be said for your obedience, for the way you require everything spelled out for you. Since we began your training, even the slightest thing requires my agreement. It was something you struggled with at first, but now every time you wait for permission to stand or to talk or to go to the bathroom, I recognise just how far you’ve come. The rich streak of autonomy and rebelliousness that had so defined you a year ago has vanished. It would be as unrecognisable to you now as your old self, a stranger who once inhabited your body.

Whoever she was, she is not you.

“Go,” I say, and with a quick bow of your head your scurry off down the hallway.

I watch your naked body retreat away from me, and wait. The door is barely closed behind you when I start to feel the familiar itch of boredom. I’m not used to hesitating: everything in my life has been built on quick decisive action, from my business right the way down to you, and resting on my laurels feels unnatural – but I have to.

You’ll need time to prepare.

I can almost see you scurrying around, trying to get everything prepared, not knowing how much time you have before I come in and our playtime can start. You’ll lay out the cane first, almost certainly, which means that it will be playing on your mind long before I lay the first stroke across the tissue-paper skin of your buttocks. You bruise so nicely, but it’s the mental aspect of your torment that holds the appeal for me – and, I suspect, for you too. It makes you feel helpless to see the instrument of your own torture laid out in front of you, waiting to be used; likewise, when I make you kiss whatever whip or flogger or crop I’ve used on your body after the fact, I never fail to see an embarrassed blush set in on your cheeks. Then again, you’ve never refused to obey. My tools are an extension of me, and you know that. Submitting to their kisses is no different to submitting to mine.

You’ve had enough time now. If the room isn’t ready, I’ll just have to add a couple of strokes on to what I already have planned. You can consider it an incentive towards speed in the future.

I walk down the hallway and head down the stairs into the basement. That’s where the playroom is located – although ‘playroom’ is too childish a word for it. Play has nothing to do with what goes on behind that door. There are three rooms, each one filled with a wide array of tools to help me get the best behaviour out of you. It’s its own little complex, hidden away in the depths of my house where the outside word can’t touch me: my own sanctum sanctorum, where I can work or relax as I feel most comfortable.

With a slave at my feet.

I push open the door, and your body greets me, just as I ordered. There’s a large steel cage in the centre of the room, the bars constructed out of solid steel and welded into position with a soft leather surface on the top. I can’t even begin to count how many times I’ve secured you in place across that surface, even on the days when I don’t leave you in the cage itself, but the familiarity does nothing to ease your mind. Your body is perfectly still, but as I circle you I can see your eyes flitting around with nervousness.

You’re a little scared of what might happen next. I like that. You should be scared – not of me, necessarily, but of your own willingness to submit. Your own body is betraying you, crying out for things that some deep, dark part of your mind finds sordid and repulsive.

Good girls do not want what you want, you think. The only conclusion in your mind, then, is that you are not a good girl, and if you are not a good girl then you deserve to be punished.

I didn’t tell you which cane to lay out for me, but it doesn’t come as any surprise that you’ve selected one of the thinner ones. It’s made of birch and nice and whippy, the sort of implement that will slice through the air and bring merciless fire down upon your flesh. It’s a tool of pain without sentiment, of punishment without play.

The most you’ve ever taken is five strokes. Today I think we’ll try for eight.

“What’s your safeword?” I ask as I give the cane a few test swishes. It bends downwards and you jerk way from me instinctively, perhaps regretting your choice of instrument.

“Mercy, Master,” you say. Your voice is strained, choked with arousal.

“Very good. Count them off for me.”

I take a moment to admire your ass before I make the first swing: your smooth alabaster curves are so enticing bent over like this for me that I find it difficult to avoid dispensing with the caning altogether, instead pushing your head down against the bench and sliding my cock into whichever one of your slutty little holes takes my fancy first. That will come later.

Time seems to slow down as I bring the cane against your flesh, and I can just imagine the way your face is screwed up as you brace yourself for the pain, waiting for the impact so you can be released from the agony of anticipation. The shock of it pushes you forward and a gasp escapes your lips, but that’s all: no moan, no whimper, no tears. “One,” you say. “Thank you, Master.”

I know how hard it is for you to get those words out. It goes against the very core of your being to ask for pain, and yet you do it without question. You’ve grown to love it, and the catharsis it brings, but most of all you need my approval. I run one of the most powerful organisations in the country, and I have people fawning over my every need, but I never feel more powerful than in those moments when you yield to me.

It takes true strength to allow yourself to be that vulnerable. I respect that. It’s what earned you your place as my slave.

The second stroke hits in the same spot as the first, and the contact with your already-bruised skin makes you gasp. Over and over I bring the cane down against you, savouring the red lines it leaves on your skin. It marks you, just as your collar marks you: a lasting testament to my ownership of your body. You count the blows as they come, the words and the thanks that follow them taking more and more effort every time. You falter occasionally, as a choked moan rises in your throat, but you force your way through it – not through fear of punishment, although I know that looms large in your mind, but through a desire to please.

I pause at the fifth stroke and you think your ordeal is complete, but it doesn’t last. I can only imagine what goes on in your mind as I begin again. Feelings of betrayal? Shock? Gratitude that I am pushing your limits?

Or perhaps merely a mingled sense of curiosity and fear and uncertainty about how much longer this can go on for?

By the time I am done, your body is shuddering with grateful sobs, but still you don’t look back around at me. I can picture the look on your face, the way you’re no doubt trying and failing to hold back your tears even as your eyes glaze over into the bliss of subspace, and for a moment I want nothing more than to wipe your tears away.

Well, almost nothing, at any rate.

I am not gentle; with you, I don’t have to be. I grab a handful of your hair and jerk your head towards me, forcing your back to arch as I press into you over and over, my cock swollen and engorged with blood, pulsing with every thrust.

Your eyes roll back into your head as your body gives itself over to the sensations: to the pain and the pleasure, yes, but mostly to the humiliation of the situation. You love being able to slip away like this, to imagine yourself as nothing to me. You are at your most comfortable when you’re a throwaway toy and nothing more, a tool performing its one purpose.

You live to be a filthy, slutty hole for me. Whatever you had once been before you came into my care, whatever you will be once I’ve used your body to satisfy my urges, that’s all you are to me in that moment.

I feel you tighten around me with every thrust, gripping my cock as you push back against me, trying your hardest to drive every inch of my cock into your pussy. Whether it’s to please me or to please yourself, I couldn’t say, and I’m beyond caring. Let you torment yourself, that’s my take on it. Let you get your body to the edge and then have it struggle to stay there until I’m done with you, until I decide that you deserve pleasure. You won’t orgasm without permission. I’m not even sure you even can anymore. Your pleasure is entirely subject to my approval.

When I come, it’s with everything I have in me. My body yields to the soft folds of your cunt if only for a moment, and in those seconds – as my muscles tighten and my mind goes blank with the animalistic joy of fucking you – I allow myself to give in to your charms.

It lasts only as long as it takes me to catch my breath.

I pull out of you and hear the whimper that you can’t disguise; you’re disappointed that, even after everything I just put you through, you still haven’t earned an orgasm for yourself. Later, I think. Later, when I have you tied to my bed, your arms stretched out by chains at your wrists and your legs spread; later, when I have the time and the patience and the willpower to draw an orgasm out of you inch by painstaking inch, teasing you until your body trembles despite itself, until your mind caves in on itself and you lose every ounce of resistance.

Later, when I can enjoy you at my leisure. That’s when I’ll let you come.

But for now, and until I decide otherwise, you are mine. You are here to please me. Nothing else matters.

I walk around to your front, but you keep your face pressed against the leather top of the table until I gently guide my fingers beneath your chin and pull you up to look at me. Your deep red lips are my target, and somehow you seem to know that; they part as I touch your skin, waiting for what comes next. Have I become predictable? Do you know what to expect of me? Or is it just your training, making you desperate to taste yourself on your cock the way I allowed you to taste yourself on my fingers just a few sweet minutes earlier?

“Clean me,” I say.

You don’t hesitate. Your greedy tongue swirls around the head of my cock as I push it forward, still hard despite the orgasm I just had. My come mingles with your wetness, and the sloppy cocktail is like nectar to you. I’ve seen you swallow my load out of other girls’ cunts before now, always so eager to put on a show for your Master that you’ll do whatever you’re told, but you’re never as enthusiastic as you are when it’s my cock in your mouth. In those moments, it’s like you’ve found heaven.

I can see your hands twitching at your sides, wondering if it would be acceptable to bring your fingers up and begin playing with my balls the way you know I like, but you wouldn’t dare to do it without permission and there’s no way of asking for it without taking my cock out of your mouth – and that’s never going to happen of your own free will. If you had any say in it, you’d never be anywhere but on your knees in front of me. Every day would be spent at my feet, ready and waiting for me to use your mouth and deposit a rich, creamy load of my come onto your tongue.

You’re taking it deeper now, working your lips down the shaft and making sure that you get every last drop of your juices off it. There’s no urgency, unlike when you’re giving a blowjob for my pleasure, and you seem to be savouring the experience – the raw, unfiltered joy of service without an endgame, with nothing to work towards but my continued approval.

And oh, I do approve.

Looking down at you, so focused on pleasing me, I am reminded of why I keep you here in my home. I have other girls, of course – a positive harem, if the society gossips are to be believed – but you are the one I keep closest to my heart. The rest of them are playthings, idle toys to be used when I am on a business trip in a foreign city, or when I feel an urge to play with more than one girl at once, but you…

You are special.

I can never tell you this, though – not in so many words, at least. You thrive on humiliation, on feeling like nothing. How could I possibly break it to you that you complete me? How can I let you know that you are the one person in my life who sets my soul on fire and makes me feel like everything I have accomplished has value?

I couldn’t – not as things are, at least, and not with words. The only way I can show you is through the crop and the cane, through allowing you to serve me and marking your body as my property.

You know, though. I can see it in your eyes.

I pull my cock from your lips, stroking your hair out of your eyes gently, ignoring the look of disappointment on your face that lasts only until I fetch a pair of handcuffs from across the room. As I close them tightly around your wrists you let out a soft moan of pleasure. This is your happy place, where you feel you most belong.

I scan the items hanging from the walls, the tools designed to break spirits and bruise flesh, and I ponder just how I’m going to show you I love you next.
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