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Tightened Collar 
 
      
 
    Pain suffuses every inch of your body. 
 
    You move, lifting your legs and carrying your stuff. You try not to think. 
 
    Every step hurts. As you make your way up the porch, you pull on your luggage, dragging those bags behind you. But then, you unlock the door to your house, you push your way inside, and you see her. 
 
    Her eyes lit up when she spots you. She hops up from her spot on the couch, and she discards her tablet. She crosses the room, her arms held out wide. She wraps them around you, squeezing you tight. "You're home!" 
 
    "Yeah," you say, perhaps a little bit amazed that you have survived the trip. 
 
    It's hard to name exact what you're feeling beyond that of fatigue. It permeates your body. You can feel it in your toes, your ankles, your legs, your arms, your head. You feel it in your eyes, the dull fatigue that comes from having been in a plane for most of the last ten hours. 
 
    This morning, and another time zone, you had to rush to get to the airport. You almost got lost. You barely got the rental back in time, and that you had to sprint through security, only to end up waiting outside the main gate. From there, you got on the plane, and you crammed in there with so many other people. 
 
    There weren’t any screaming babies. For that, you got to call yourself lucky. 
 
    But now, your home, and she is holding you tight, squeezing you. 
 
    You might be exhausted, but your body responds. You can feel yourself start a hard and when your girlfriend wraps her arms around you. Like so many other guys, you don't want to show any weakness around her, but easy to let some of your strength melt away. 
 
    "I'm going to take you to the bedroom, I'm going to strip you naked, and I'm going to pay you. From there, we can address this," she told you, sliding her hand down between your legs. Your cock tented your trousers, and you know that you should argue. 
 
    After all, if she strips you naked first, then she's going to be able to do whatever she wants with you. For the last couple of hours, you had been fantasizing about this girl. You wanted to take her, to rip off all of her clothes and claim her again. 
 
    Instead, she smirks at you, perhaps aware that you have been drained by your travels while she’s fresh and recharged. That's why it’s so easy for her to take your hand and tug, pulling you back through the house. 
 
    She takes you right down the hallway into the bedroom. She pushes open one of those doors, and then she shoves you down onto the bed. She follows just a second later, pouncing like some hungry feline with a little mouse. You hate the comparison, only you can’t dislodge it from your head either. She begins to play with your buttons, loosening them one at a time. 
 
    Within seconds, she takes her arms out of your shirt. She strips you out of that garment. Your undershirt follows a few seconds later. Then her hands are on your belt. That buckle comes undone, and then she throws the rest of the belt down onto the floor. She yanks on your pants, grinning all the while. Your boxers are next, followed by your socks. 
 
    Before you know it, you realize that you're naked, and your girlfriend is perched above you, looking down at you. Her eyes are glimmering, her lips are curved, and she is revealing some of her teeth. 
 
    "Oh, my poor boy," she says to you. "You've been gone for far too long. It's time for me to welcome you home." 
 
    "Okay," you tell her. 
 
    At the back of your mind, you think that you're just going to relax for a few seconds, and then you're going to get up. You're going to show her who the man of this house really is, but she starts to caress your chest. Her fingers dance lightly along your rib cage. 
 
    Before you know it, you close your eyes, and you relax. She continues, humming along happily because her boy is home. She pats you all over, those feather light strokes helping soothe some of the strain of travel. 
 
    On some level, your body thinks that it should be more energetic. After all, you haven't moved. You've been locked away in an aluminum tube for most of the day. You haven't walked or run. You haven't lifted anything. 
 
    There is that frustrating little tenseness, that energy burning deep within you, but you are still exhausted. Maybe it's just psychological, the fatigue of navigating strange places in waiting for things to happen. 
 
    "How are you feeling?" she asks you, something patronizing in her voice. 
 
    "Okay," you tell her. 
 
    "I like petting you," she replies, sliding her fingers along your neck. Again, her touch is so soft, so gentle. You really are beginning to relax, and that restlessness is finally beginning to fade. It's so easy. You think you might fall asleep. 
 
    That's what you think until she picks up one of your hands and lifts it above your head, toward the headboard. 
 
    You barely notice. In fact, she only uses one hand to move your arm. Her other hand is still gliding along your body. Then she teases you just a little bit. Multitasking, she rearranges your body even as she caresses your cock. 
 
    The same gentle touches are now sliding along your shaft. You know that you are hard, but you don't think anything going to happen. After all, you've been gone for a long time, and there's no guarantee that she's going to be in the mood. 
 
    When the soft touches along your cock disappear, you are tempted to open your eyes. Instead, just a little whimper, like something from a puppy, vibrates from your throat. 
 
    "Oh, don't be too disappointed. I'm going to play with you. I promise." 
 
    "No," you mumble, your lips barely moving. "I'm supposed to play with you." 
 
    She giggles. Then she takes your other hand, lifting it up toward the headboard as well. You didn't really look around when you came into this room. After all, you were so tired, only now you start to catch her second wind. 
 
    You start to feel pretty good. How long has it been since she took you into this room? Twenty minutes? Thirty? 
 
    Oh yes, you start to think about how good it will feel when you see roll away to the side. You're going to jump back up onto your knees, you're going to grab her, and then you're going to push her down onto her back. You might be naked, but that doesn't mean you can't equalize the situation, pulling her out of her little black dress. 
 
    There are some toys on the headboard. Maybe should put a collar around her neck. That would make her feel nice and subservient. You could tell her that you are the conquering hero, and she is your prize. 
 
    That idea definitely appeals to you. 
 
    A grin tugged at the corners of your mouth, just as you feel the cold metal slide around your wrists. 
 
    Click. Click. 
 
    You hear those two sounds as she cuffs your wrists to the headboard. Your eyes flutter open, and you look up at her, confused. At the same time, your instincts kick in, and you try to pull yourself free. 
 
    Good luck with that. 
 
    It's never going to happen. 
 
    You try to somehow we go free, but it's not going to happen. Those are handcuffs, real handcuffs. Sure, you've played with them before, but they are supposed to be locked around her wrists right now. 
 
    You open your eyes, staring back at her. 
 
    Straddling you, she has on a cute little grinning, the smirk that comes from knowing exactly what you're thinking. You open your mouth, ready to say something, but she presses a finger to your lips. "No, no," she says with a quick shake of her head. "Don't be a bad boy. Bad boys don't get their treats." 
 
    "Let's meet up. Let the upper right now," you say to her anyway. 
 
    She takes the tip of her finger, and she presses it into the side of her jaw. With exaggerated silliness, she stares up at the ceiling, her eyes rolling. She seems to think about this long and hard before she comes to a conclusion. 
 
    "Um…no!” 
 
    Then she is laughing, and you yank and pull on the handcuffs, knowing full well that is futile. You weren't going to be able to get out of those restrained, yet you keep trying anyway. You are so silly, wiggling around beneath her, but she enjoys the ride. You have no chance of dislodging her. She is in the perfect spot. 
 
    Eventually, she decides that she wants your attention. 
 
    She presses her fingernails into your chest, and then she drags them down, leaving little red lines along your skin. 
 
    "This is what's going to happen. I'm going to play with you. I'm going to punish you. I'm going to show you exactly where you belong. And when I'm done, you're going to get down on your knees, you're going to kiss my feet, and you're going to tell me that you are oh so very grateful for everything I've done for you. You've been gone for far too long. I need to teach you how to behave again." 
 
    Your eyes narrow, and you know that you should argue with her, but she has every advantage here. 
 
    Shifting back, she takes Hearst bought between your legs. She might be kneeling, yet you are down on your back, so she towers above you. She presses her fingernails down into your flanks, caressing you lightly. Then she brings her touch right to your exposed genitals. 
 
    "Do you want me to play with you? Do you want me to touch you?" 
 
    At first, you don't respond. You don't know if you should engage with her. After all, it feels like if you actually answer her, then you're going to be acknowledge her authority. 
 
    Is it possible that you still feel that little hint of hope? Maybe you still think they are going to be able to turn this around the somehow. The handcuffs might keep your arms locked above your head, but maybe you can somehow use your legs to pin her down. Or maybe you can feign obedience just long enough to get her to release you. Then you could grab her and threw her down onto the bed. He kissed her hard, you could feel her body as she squirms underneath you. 
 
    That would feel so incredible, and your cock twitches again. 
 
    "I bet this guy would like some attention," she says. She uses both of her hands, cupping your dick even as she starts to caress your scrotum. 
 
    After so much time spent on an airplane, your body responds. You can't help yourself. You yank as hard as you can on the handcuffs, but it's an autonomic response this time. There is no intelligence behind your movements as you arch your back and spread your legs, giving her all of the freedom she could possibly want. 
 
    "Very nice," she purrs. "That's the thing that I find so fascinating about boys. Outside of the bedroom, you like to pretend that you're so big and so strong, but right here, I know how to touch you and make you obedient. Isn't that right?" 
 
    She strokes you, touching you tenderly. Every second brings another wave of fresh pleasure. It has been quite some time since you have been this hard. This is the kind of arousal that you can't achieve on your own. Only this girl makes you feel this way. 
 
    When you don't respond right away, she pulls her hands back from between your legs. The sensations immediately abate. 
 
    "I know how to make you obedient, don't I?" 
 
    You open your eyes, staring back at her. She has on that cute little grinning again. She's waiting for you to answer, and she's not going to touch you until you give her the appropriate response. 
 
    What are you going to do? 
 
    Determined to, you refused to answer. You aren't going to let this girl manipulate her. She might be hot, she might have the perfect body, and her cocky little smile might entice you with unspoken promises, but you hold your position. 
 
    Inhaling through your nostrils, you look back at her, doing your best to keep your expression even in neutral. 
 
    Eventually, she realizes that you aren't going to yield so easily, so she decides to play dirty. She sits up, she peels back her skirt, and you see just a hint of her panties. Her hand slides up her skirt. She stretches the elastic of her underwear, moving her hand down toward her slit. 
 
    Nibbling into her bottom lip, she keeps her eyes on you. "See you like this gets me nice and excited. But you know what really turns me on?" 
 
    Without thinking about it, you respond by shaking your head. Okay, so you are still quiet, but you are playing with her. You are engaging with her, and that's dangerous. After all, this girl has already told you that she wants to break you. She intends for you to become her obedient slave boy. 
 
    Her fingers glide up and down her slit. But you can barely see those movements. Her hand teases her opening, and she nibbles down her bottom lip. Her eyes move toward the ceiling as her cheeks turn pink. 
 
    You want to say something. You begin to squirm, tugging on your restraints again. You actually kick your heels down into the mattress, but you immediately hope that she didn't hear those sounds. After all, you want to be stoic and attached. You don't want her to know what this does to you. 
 
    She almost never masturbates in front of you. 
 
    As your cock stands at attention, you watch her. Her nostrils flare, a shudder runs down her back, and she grinned back at you. 
 
    "Now, where were we?" 
 
    "You, you want me to admit that I'm going to be obedient." Right away, you feel foolish for answering her, but she has you unbalanced. It's hard for you to think for yourself, to really process how one answer will play out. 
 
    "That's right. So, are you going to do it for me?" 
 
    "I…” 
 
    "I'm sure you want to lick me clean," she says, taking her damp fingers and pressing them toward your bottom lip. At first, you don't want to do this, especially because this is one more step toward submission, but you open your mouth, and you take her fingers between your lips. You start to suck on them, tasting her excitement. 
 
    "Good boy," she says. "Maybe you can't admit that you're going to be obedient for me, but that's what you are. That's why you're sucking my fingers clean right now. That's right. Keep licking. Keep sucking." 
 
    Her fingers are clean, but she doesn't let you stop. This is her prerogative, so she keeps her hand up against your mouth. 
 
    When she finally pulls her fingers back, she wipes them on the nape of your neck. Then she leans in, and she kisses the same spot. She licks you, teasing you. Then she nibbles down, all demonstrating one vital fact. 
 
    There's nothing you can do about it. 
 
    "Say it," she commands, sliding her fingers through your hair. She takes a grip on your scalp, grinning down at you, her eyes blazing with something predatory. "Tell me you're going to be an obedient boy." 
 
    "I, I'm going to be an obedient boy," you finally tell her. 
 
    "Good," she says. She takes her spot between your legs again, and she starts to touch you. She plays with your cock in your balls, stroking you gently. She teases your body, watching as you wiggle and squirm. 
 
    At this point, she is probably getting very wet. She's probably soaking into her panties even as she continues to tease you. She loves playing with you, keep you on the verge. But more than that, she loves that helplessness in your expression. You want this. He wanted so badly, there's nothing you can do about it. Your hands remain trapped near the headboard. You can pull you could struggle and you can fight with all of your might, but it won't make the slightest difference. No matter how desperate you might become, you're never going to be strong enough to tear through iron. 
 
    "Say it again." 
 
    "I'm going to be an obedient boy." 
 
    "Again," she demands. 
 
    "I'm going to be an obedient boy!" 
 
    "Yes, you are.”She hesitated for a few seconds, yet her fingers continued to play with you, keeping you wrapped up in desperation. "I like hearing you make of those promises, but I have something better for you to do with your mouth." 
 
    At first, you don't quite understand, but then she sits up, and she pulled down her panties. 
 
    She moves forward, sliding along on her knees. Then she is straddling your head. Her skirt envelops your vision, making it impossible for you to see anything. Her pussy is right there, and you can smell her arousal. 
 
    She lowers her body down, inch by inch until her damp slit is right there against your mouth. 
 
    "If you want any hope for release, you're going to be a good boy. I know you can do it," she tells you. "Go ahead and lick me. Lick me like you are a thirsty dog." 
 
    You might not like back comparison, but you know this is your only chance. If you disappoint her, there's nothing to stop this girl from leaving you alone. That's right. She couldn't get up and go take a bath. She could pleasure herself well you are left here, hard as a rock and desperate. 
 
    So you opened your mouth, and you slide your tongue along her slit. At first, you just lick her outer lips, but then she lowers herself down another half inch, so you bury your tongue in her pussy. You penetrate her, quickly sliding her tongue over her clit. 
 
    You focus on that sensitive bundle of nerves, teasing her body. 
 
    Although you might be compelled to service this girl, you at least feel as though you have some small modicum of control now. 
 
    Like a good boy—an obedient boy—you slide your tone up and down, left and right. You service her with everything you have, determined not to disappoint this girl. After all, this is the girl who can decide when you get up. She is the one who can review here, and she is the one who can punish you. 
 
    Punishment. 
 
    You try not to think of that word, so you focus instead on giving her as much pleasure as possible. 
 
    Besides, if you do a very, very good job, then maybe she will offer you a taste of relief. 
 
    The flavor of her excitement dominates your senses. You keep moving, and your eyes are open, but you can't see very much because of her dress. You are hidden under her skirt, locked away like her dirty little secret even as you worship her body. 
 
    Then she sits up, and she looks back down at you. 
 
    "You know, I think I want to have you down on your knees." She sounds languid, almost as though this isn't a big deal one way or another. 
 
    Hope begins to run through your body, making you think that she's going to let you up. It seems bizarre now, but you start to imagine how you want to grab her and drove her back down on the bed. Yes, you definitely want to do that still, but it's harder to really imagine. 
 
    "But I still see some naughtiness in your eyes," she tells you. She clicks her tongue, giggling a little bit. "I think I'm going to have to spank you first. Yes, someone has been away for far too long. Some naughty boy thinks that he's going to be able to take control. But you can't. You belong to me, if you need to make me believe that you really are going to be obedient." 
 
    You don't understand what that means, not until she grabs you, taking her fingernails down into your thigh. She forces you onto your side, and then she places her hand right on your butt cheek. 
 
    Closing your eyes, you tell yourself that this isn't going to be a big deal. 
 
    Okay, so she could spank you. But what does that really mean? You are a man, after all. You can hold out; you can take a little bit of pain. 
 
    She raises her hand, bracing her arm in the air. Then she swings down, striking hard. She smacks right into your logic, and you try not to flinch. You try not to wince. 
 
    You fail on both accounts. Your eyes start to water, and she's thank you again. This time, she doesn't give you any respite. She paddles you harder and harder with the flat of her hand. She's gets into her groove, striking at you until you know you have to say something. 
 
    "I'm obedient boy!" As those words thing out from your lips, you know that they're true. 
 
    “Not good enough,” she tells you. 
 
    What? 
 
    That box jumps in your head, but it is quickly scattered along with everything else because the spanking keeps going. That pain shoots through your body as she pummels your tight little ass. 
 
    What are you supposed to do? What are you supposed to say? 
 
    Obviously, this girl wants to break you. She wants you to be a good slave. She wants to know that you will do whatever she wishes, no matter what it takes. 
 
    Then it finally dawns on you. 
 
    "Please, Mistress, let me be your slave!" 
 
    The spanking stops, and you’re panting, working hard to get enough air into your lungs. 
 
    "What was that?” she asks, sounding curious. 
 
    "Please, Mistress," you begin, bracing yourself for another round of spankings. After all, you might be wrong. Maybe she has something else in mind. Maybe she has some other fantasy she wishes to play out, but no, you’re right. "Please, Mistress. Please, allow me to be your slave. Allow me to be your obedient servant boy, Mistress. I promise, I will please you. Please, just let me be your slave." 
 
    "But I thought you liked thinking for yourself," she says, and you know that she is teasing you, but that doesn't matter. 
 
    He swallowed down a chunk of your ego. You suppress your self-respect. "No, Mistress. Please, I just want to be your slave. I want to be your property, and I want to be a good boy for you. Please, please let me be your slave!" You start to wiggle around, pulling on your handcuffs. He looked up into her eyes, and she is grinning down at you, triumphant. 
 
    "Are you sure about that?" 
 
    "Yes!" 
 
    "Then beg me to spank you." 
 
    If you do this, you know it's going to sting, but do you have any other choice? 
 
    Above all else, you must prove that you have been broken, that your only wish is to please this girl, no matter what it takes. That's why you swallow. That's why you obey. "Please, Mistress," you say in a small voice. "Would you please spank me?" 
 
    "Only because you asked so nicely," she says, rolling you onto your side again. 
 
    Again, you try to brace yourself, to per pair for the oncoming sensations, but there's nothing you can really do. Her hand flies down, striking into your bucks. She starts with the right cheek, dancing toward the left. Her hand flies down, bouncing off of your taut flesh. 
 
    You hiss out between your teeth, hating this, but there's nothing you can do, especially because you asked for it. You begged for it. 
 
    "Just a few more," she says, “Then I'll be satisfied that you can handle a taste of freedom." 
 
    She strikes again and again, a flurry of blows. The pain rains down. Pretty soon, your eyes are clenched shut, and you twitch with every strike. You do your best not to reveal just how much those spankings hurt, but she knows. She must. 
 
    "Do you know why I spank you again?" 
 
    "Yes," you tell her, fairly certain that you know what she's doing. 
 
    "And why did I spank you again?" 
 
    "Because, because you want to prove that you can. You want me to understand that it doesn't matter if I say what you want to hear, you can spank me anyway. It's your prerogative, Mistress." 
 
    "Good boy," she says, grabbing the key from the headboard. She unlocks your cuffs, yet you still don't move right away. "Smart boy. My boys and allowed to move up Michigan, is he?" 
 
    "No, Mistress," you tell her, and she rewards you with a big smile, at least until she snaps her fingers and pointed down to the floor. "On your knees." 
 
    "Yes, Mistress," you reply, pleasing her again. 
 
    You scramble off of the bed, you get down on your knees, and you reach for your cock, just to stroke yourself a little bit, but she clicks her tongue. "No, not yet. Not without permission.” 
 
    Right away, you pull your fingers back toward your side. You wait, hesitant. 
 
    "Don't worry, slave. I'm going to let you have some fun, just not quite yet." 
 
    She comes over to the edge of the bed, dangling her feet. From there, she spreads her legs, and then she smiles at you one more time. She leans down, kissing your forehead. Her lips are soft and warm, and you wonder what else she has planned, at least until she takes a hold of you by the nape of your neck. Then she pulls your head toward her pussy. 
 
    "Lick." 
 
    At once, you begin to lick her like a good boy. You slide your tongue up and down the length of her crevice, tasting her all over again. Arousal pounds through your body, yet you keep your weight supported on your knuckles and your knees. You move your whole head, sweeping your tongue over her pussy. 
 
    As the second mount, she moans, exhaling her bliss. 
 
    And why wouldn't she be happy? She has her boyfriend down on his knees, eating her out without any kind of protest or complaint. Lots of other women have to cajole their boyfriends into going down on them. Not her. 
 
    Your ass is still stinging. Heat emanates from that tormented skin. Even if you could imagine yourself defying your girlfriend, you wouldn't act on those naughty impulses. You know that you have to obey. You have to be a good boy. You have to be a good slave. 
 
    Licking and licking, you worship her body with everything you have. You service her until that moment when she clenches her thighs against your cheeks. She moans and cries out, screaming with ecstasy. 
 
    "Yes, yes!" 
 
    When she finishes with you, she presses her palm to your forehead, and she nudges you back. "That's enough," she tells you. 
 
    From one second to the next, you desperately hope that she is going to ask you up onto the bed. Even if that means getting down on your hands and knees and begging, you don't care. You would do it. He would plead for the privilege of sliding your cock deep into her wet slit. 
 
    It would feel so good, but she just sits there, stretching her back. She raises her arms into the air, flexing her fingers. Of course, she knows what you want. She understands you so well, and now she uses all of that intimacy against you! 
 
    Without meaning to do it, you began to whimper. It's pitiful little sound vibrates from the base of your throat, and for a second, you flinch, terrified that she heard you. 
 
    She did, but when she looks down at you, her expression is filled with nothing but patronizing affection. 
 
    "Poor boy. Am I being mean to you? Am I being ruled by not allowing you to touch yourself?" 
 
    This feels like a trap. You can't say that she is being cruel because that might be taken as a criticism. You can't say that she is being mean because you are lucky to be with this girl. 
 
    So instead, you just stare down at the floor like a dumb animal. 
 
    "I know what'll make you feel better," she says. 
 
    Without another word, she goes back to the headboard, and she pulls out another one of your toys. She holds it up for you, and your stomach crunches. After all, you are still a man. You are still the kind of guy who wants to think that he should be in charge. 
 
    "Bow your head for me, slave." 
 
    You will be because you don't have any choice. You might be able to imagine disobedience, yet you can't act on those fantasies. Soon, your head is down, and she slides the collar around your neck. The dog collar. 
 
    She clicks it in the place, but this girl isn't done with her pet. 
 
    She attaches a leash, and she adjusts the buckle, shortening it. 
 
    "I think this is the problem. You've been out of your lease for far too long. You left home, you got lost, and you forgot your place. Isn't that right?" 
 
    "Yes, Mistress," you tell her, but she yanks on your shortened leash, forcing you to look up at her. 
 
    "Louder." 
 
    "Yes, Mistress!" 
 
    "Where does my slave belong?" 
 
    Your lips open, only to close again. If you are scrambling for an answer, but you don't know exactly what she wishes to hear, and you can't risk disappointing her. She already has you on a leash. She already has you down on your knees. Just as importantly, you can't risk another spanking. 
 
    Perhaps you can't admit it, not even to yourself, but you just don't have the tolerance for it. This girl might be shorter than you. You might outweigh her by quite a bit, but that doesn't matter. 
 
    Like it or not, she makes you nervous. 
 
    "Where does my slave belong?" she asks again, only this time there is a sharper note in her voice. What if she starts to think that you are doing this on purpose? What if she decides that you are intentionally acting obstinate? 
 
    "Wherever you put me," he finally tell her, shut your eyes, almost like you expect to face her wrath. 
 
    "Good boy," she says, running her fingers along your cheeks. She pets you, making you feel like a pet, a pet boy. 
 
    She strokes your shoulders and your neck. She pets you, and then she tugs on your leash, guiding you back toward the bed. You clamber into position, and she shuts you down onto your back. 
 
    Almost instantly, she is on top of you, kissing you, pressing her lips down against your mouth, your cheeks, your neck, wherever she desires. Then she goes to your shoulder, and she bites down, leaving little indentations along your skin. 
 
    "Are you hard?" she asks, though she must know the answer. 
 
    "Yes, Mistress." 
 
    Those words should sound silly, but they don't because you know that she is in charge. This girl owns you, and she can use you however she wishes. She can play with your body, she can tease you, and she can nibble on you. You don't get to argue, you don't get the protest, and you don't get to complain. 
 
    "Good. I'm going to use you." 
 
    Her fingers wrap around your wrist, pulling your arms back above your head. The handcuffs are still waiting, dangling there. "I want to know that you can't move," she tells you. "I want to know you’re helpless while I fuck you, slave." 
 
    "Yes, yes Mistress.” You know that you’re stammering, but it amuses her, so it's okay. 
 
    She coughs you in the position, and then she drags her fingernails along your chest. "Struggle for me. I want to watch you." 
 
    At first, you don't know if you can really do it. You pull halfheartedly against the restraints, and the metal jingles, but you aren't really doing your best. That's why she grabs your by your wrists again, and she digs her fingernails down into your skin. 
 
    "Struggle for me." 
 
    You can already tell that she is disappointed in you, but you might really pass her off. Swallowing back the nervous tension that suddenly grips your body, you start to wiggle. You start to squirm, pulling his heart as you can against the handcuffs. The metal bites down into your wrists, but you keep going, kicking out with your feet. 
 
    It's then and only then that she mounts you. She takes her spot between your legs, all while you continue to fight. You kick out with your feet, trying to get some leverage, but you don't stand a chance. 
 
    Smiling, she looks down at you, and she slowly lowers her frame toward your waiting shaft. Your cock is still so hard as she teases you, touching the tip of your erection to her pussy. 
 
    "Is this what you want? Is this what you were hoping for?" 
 
    "Yes, yes please!" 
 
    "Beg." 
 
    "Please, please fuck me!” you stammer. "Please, Mistress. I swear, I will be a good boy for you. I will do whatever you want. Please, use me here and I know that you own me. I belong to you, and it is my privilege and honor to be your slave. Please, allow me the privilege of being used by you. Please, I can't take anymore!" 
 
    Pathetic, panting desperation thrums through your voice, and she throws her head back, laughing at you. 
 
    "Keep struggling," she says, giggling. "I want to know that you really can't get away." With those words ringing in your ears, she lowers herself down, enveloping your cock. She is so wet, so hot, so tight. 
 
    Fresh sensations assault your senses, wiping away every coherent thought from your brain. You can't think clearly as she impales herself on your manhood. She takes what she wants, hiding away the symbol of your power. 
 
    Once she's in position, she grins at you. She leans forward, kissing you. 
 
    So many girls get kissed, and they feel as though they're being ravished. Not this time. You are the object. You are the one being used, and there's nothing you can do about it. You squirm around, trying to move your body from side to side, yet there is no escape from this woman. She owns you, and you both know it. 
 
    Sitting up straight, she grabs onto your leash, and she pulls. 
 
    "What does this mean?" Even as the question hit the air, she moves forward and back, grinding against your cock. 
 
    "It means you own me." 
 
    "Again!" Her breathing is becoming shallow. She can barely speak, but she barks up the command nonetheless, and you must obey. 
 
    "It means you own me!" You cry out of those words, desperate because she owns your orgasm as much as she owns you. Right now, you are fighting to maintain control of your body. 
 
    Her eyes glitter with delight, sadistic bliss. "You know you can't come without permission, don't you? You know that if you do, I'm going to lock that little cock of yours away in a chastity device for at least a month." 
 
    "Yes, yes I know, Mistress." 
 
    She's laughing some more, pumping your body. At this point, your little more than a human dildo. She pulls on your leash again, savoring that look of trepidation etched into the corners of your mouth. You are so worried that you might make a mistake. If you slip up, even for a heartbeat, you won't be able to stop yourself. Your cock will begin to pulsate, and you will come so hard. 
 
    Growling with pleasure, she pumps you harder. "Do it. Now. Come for me, slave!" 
 
    At those words, you lose control, releasing your load. Your shaft pulsates and shakes as you come. She rides you to completion. She cries out again, savoring your subservience. 
 
    When those sensations finally update, she looks down into your eyes. She is still holding onto your shorts and leash. "Remember, even when you go away from me, you still belong to me. You are all mine. That's why I've got you on this leash, and that's why you will always be my slave." 
 
    "Yes, Mistress," you say to her. 
 
    She unlocks your handcuffs, and then she smiles at you again. 
 
    "You know what to do," she says. 
 
    It’s been several minutes since you heard the command, but you nonetheless roll off of the bed. You get down on your knees, and you begin to kiss her feet, showing her all of your gratitude. 
 
    Get used to it. 
 
    This is your life. 
 
    There’s no escape. 
 
    There’s no mercy. 
 
    There’s only your submission, your acceptance, and the tightened collar around your neck. 
 
      
 
    The End 
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