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HIM

It has been raining for quite a while, and by the looks of her she’s caught most of it. She’s absolutely drenched, huddled in my doorway in a coat that I vaguely remember from when we were dating, and I suddenly feel extremely guilty for letting it go to three knocks before I answered.

It’s only later that I ask myself the question: if I’d known it was her at the door, would I have answered more quickly, or not at all?

HER

I don’t know why I chose to go to his house.

Well, no: I do. Of course I know. I just don’t like to admit it. The reasoning I gave to myself as I walked to his flat in the rain makes standing on his doorstep seem cheap and sordid, and that doesn’t feel right at all.

HIM

I could ask her what she’s doing here. I could ask her why, after nearly eight months without contact, she’s turned up out of the blue. Why me? Why now?

But I don’t.

It might be possible to blame the running mascara on the rain, but the redness in her eyes is another matter entirely. She doesn’t cry easily – or at least, she never used to. Eight months is a long time.

The woman standing on my doorstep is practically a stranger to me now.

‘Come in,’ I say.

HER

Part of me is shocked he lets me past the threshold. To be honest, part of me is shocked when he doesn’t slam the door in my face the second he sees me. Your ex-girlfriend appearing on your doorstep looking like a drowned rat at eleven at night – on a worknight, no less – is hardly the most attractive proposition.

Perhaps I hadn’t even expected him to be there at all. The way my luck had been going, it wouldn’t have surprised me. First the breakup, then the rain, and then that. It would have been almost too much to take.

But he is there, and he invites me in without question. He takes my clothes, hands me an old shirt and pair of jeans – he always did say I looked better in his clothes than he did – and sits me down on the couch that was once ours with a cup of coffee made just the way I like it.

That’s the kind of man he is.

HIM

She changes in the bathroom. Part of me thinks, ‘Why the fuss?’ – I have, after all, seen it all before, an uncountable number of times stretched over five years – but while I used to have exclusive viewing rights, once upon a time, recently another man has been taking over my role.

I busy myself making coffee instead. Normally I’d offer wine, but as she shivers her way into my living room it becomes clear that only hot drinks will do.

When I bring it through to her as she sits on the couch by the fire, gently shivering, a thought crosses my mind. We began renting this flat together after we started dating. After we became what we were.

There is a very real chance that this is already the longest amount of time she has ever spent here uncollared.

HER

As he hands me the coffee, he gives me a look that tells me he knows. He won’t ask, although I know he’s dying to: that would be gauche, and he was always the strong, silent type, even to a fault.

We both know what’s waiting there, though. We’re both avoiding the question that hangs in the air, but the reasons differ greatly: he isn’t sure of the answer – and whether or not it’s an answer he’ll be able to stand – and I don’t know if I’m ready to risk his I-told-you-so. Would I deserve it? Yes. Do I expect it? Perhaps; I’m braced, if nothing else.

Would it hurt me more than I hurt him?

Immensely. Eternally. Infinitely.

And yet, I suspect, not even close.

HIM

I can’t not ask anymore. She’s half a coffee down and her shivers have stopped. I know – obviously, I know; why else could she be here? It’s not as though she’s come to gloat – but I need the confirmation.

‘So...’ I say, but that’s all I can manage.

HER

‘We broke up.’ Not we, me-and-him. We, me-and-him. The other. The interloper. The one who broke the best thing I ever had.

HIM

‘Who did it?’

It’s the wrong question. The right question is ‘why?’. The better response isn’t a question at all: it’s an ‘I’m sorry’, but that requires a sincerity I know I can’t manage.

It’s childish, perhaps, but I’m not sorry at all.

HER

‘I did.’

HIM

‘Why?’

HER

He’s going to make me say it.

He’s going to make me say it, but he shouldn’t have to make me at all. I should be screaming it from the rooftops. God knows that’s what I want. I want to shout and bawl and never stop saying it until maybe, one day, he realises that it’s the truth, that it has always been the truth, and there can never be anything else.

‘Because he wasn’t you.’

HIM

That’s everything I wanted to hear.

I’ve played this moment over and over in my mind in a thousand different scenarios, each little victory perfectly counterbalanced by a fear that one day I’d have to read about their marriage in the local paper, that one day I’d see her walking down the street with a baby stroller and a child with his eyes, his hair, his smile.

It doesn’t feel like a victory, though.

It feels like old times – the best of the old times, before things became strained and awful. Back when things were good.

Then she says the last thing I would have expected.

HER

‘I need you to hurt me.’

And so there they are: my cards on the table. If I’d needed a shoulder to cry on, there would have been dozens of people I could have called on – female friends flocking together to get me through difficult times, family to provide tea and sympathy.

But I don’t need that. What I need is to suffer.

Not for the sake of it. I don’t need pain because I’m a masochist, or because I’m trying to flagellate myself for past mistakes – partly, perhaps, but not entirely.

I need the absolution that only comes from his crop.

HIM

I never thought I’d hear her say that again.

For a second I wait, not sure if I really did, but she doesn’t repeat it. I’m not even sure she could; the words caught on her throat the first time around, and I suspect that if she even tried it a second time her voice might shut down entirely.

She wants me to punish her, because once she has been punished, she is always, always forgiven. No matter what she had done, she could make up for it, and then the slate would be wiped clean.

But this? What happened between us? I think it might be too much. Even if she was coming back – which I still have no real reason to assume she is, but even then – it might still be too much. I’m ready to tell her no, that I can’t give her what she’s asking of me.

Then she looks at me, and she half-mouths one word, and that word somehow changes everything.

HER

‘Please.’

HIM

She doesn’t want it. She needs it. Right now, tonight, she is incapable of surviving without it.

Out of love for her, past and present alike, I find it impossible to say no.

HER

He strips me with a familiar tenderness, casting his shirt onto the floor with a reckless abandon that he never showed to my clothes when we were together: his fastidious neatness was a part of him that, for whatever reason, my brain had chosen to mostly relegate to a back burner over the past few months.

He hesitates beforehand, as though he’s not sure of where the line rests, but before I have to ask him if I’m allowed to do it myself he begins fiddling with the buttons. It’s a good sign. He understands that he is allowed to make demands on me, that they could never match the demands I am making on him.

HIM

She looks beautiful naked.

She always did, but familiarity made me... less appreciative, I suppose. Knowing that this was all mine made me take it for granted.

But not now.

Now, I take my time. I run my fingers gently along the smooth curve of her breasts, trace them down the arc of her spine and cup her buttocks in my hands. She is here at least, present and waiting; it is best that I take the opportunity now.

The handcuffs are in the bedside cabinet, but they don’t stay there for long. As they ratchet closed around her delicate wrists, she breaths out a long, heavy, happy sigh.

She rolls her shoulders, testing the tension, but somehow I haven’t forgotten how she likes them: not too tight, not too loose, with just enough wiggle room that she can pull and still be kept utterly, utterly helpless.

HER

I’m bent over the bed, gently but firmly, as he fetches the crop.

But no. Not the crop.

He holds my chin as he pushes a hard rubber ball between my teeth, buckling it behind my head.

Part of me feels a rush of worry. What was I thinking? Why did I come here? Why did I agree to make myself helpless like this, cuffed and now unable even to complain?

It’s a small part of me, though – far, far smaller than it perhaps should be. Mostly, this just feels... normal. Like old times.

It feels right.

HIM

‘Your safeword is “red”,’ I tell her firmly, and I watch her head nod in understanding. ‘If you’re gagged, then click your fingers. Three times and I’ll stop. OK?’

Click.

Click.

Silence.

For a moment, I’m worried that she’s reconsidered, that all this has to end, but no third click comes: she was just testing it, making sure she was capable – and showing me that she understood.

I pick up the crop and give it a few quick test swings.

It’s time to begin.

HER

The first stroke hits, and I am home.

It’s a slow pain at first – perhaps not even a pain at all, just a shockwave of pressure that zips along my spine right through to the pleasure centre of my brain – but before I have time to analyse it it is replaced by an uncomfortable burn that blossoms across my lily-white flesh and reminds me that I can feel, that he can make me feel.

Even if we were to leave it at that one stroke, I will be bruised tomorrow. I can tell, already; I have a sense for these things. I know the very instant the leather collides with my skin which ones will mark me and which will leave me unblemished. I know by the swishing sound of the crop through the air which ones will be a gentle love-tap and which are supposed to push my limits, which ones will sing and then fade away like a papercut and which ones will throb and writhe in the meat of my buttocks for days after the fact.

I know this, because I know him.

The second strike hits, and then the third, and then the fourth, and I give myself over to the pain.

HIM

She doesn’t make a sound.

I forget, between our little sessions, just how much she is capable of taking without complaint. It shocked me at first, how relentless she was in asking for more, how desperate she was to have her limits pushed by me.

I used to worry about hurting her. Now I know that she needs this to feel alive, I worry I am not hurting her enough. It’s a fine line to tread.

For a few minutes, the swish-thud of the leather against her ass is the only noise either of us hears. Each one echoes around the bedroom, bouncing off the walls and back again, merging into one another in a staccato symphony.

She takes ten without difficulty; for her, this is a warm up.

At twenty, I pause for a moment. Her breathing is heavier, now, somehow more strained. The restraints she’s in aren’t putting any undue pressure on her, so I try not to overthink it. The gasps she gives out are her body fighting her mind for control, just the last kicks of subconscious resistance before she enters her own private subspace.

Usually, it takes longer. Something must be wrong.

I pause for a moment and walk in front of her. Her face is down and her eyes are scrunched tightly closed.

Even in the dim light, it isn’t hard to see the twin tear tracks curving softly down those delicate cheekbones.

HER

I don’t know what has come over me.

I’ve taken more than this before, and harder – crops and canes and belts alike. I’ve taken it from men who care about me so much less than he does.

And here I am, sobbing like a little girl.

He pauses for a moment, as though he can sense that something is wrong. Of course he can sense it, I think to myself. He always can.

I send a little prayer off out into the universe that he’ll carry on, that he’ll stay exactly where he is, but it seems I’m not that lucky. Slowly, like a hunter approaching a lioness, he begins to walk around to my front. I want to cry out, to tell him to stop, but even though I could probably make myself understood through the gag if I tried hard enough, I’m afraid I wouldn’t be able to make a noise without my voice cracking in half, and so I say nothing.

I don’t want him to see me like this, but it’s too late: as he comes into my line of sight I quickly close my eyes, like a child convinced she can become invisible if she just tries hard enough.

There is silence for a second or two.

Please don’t ask me if I’m OK. Please. I don’t think I could stand it.

He doesn’t. The next thing I’m aware of is his hand in the dark against my face. The skin is rough, but the touch is gentle, the way he used to caress me when we were together. They are huge and powerful, but they’ve lost none of their tenderness. His touch is a silent reminder that he’s here, that he’ll always be here.

Even without the gag, I’d have no idea how to tell him how much that means to me.

I need him to know that the tears aren’t because of him. I’m not crying because of sadness (although I am sad, and he can tell that), and it’s not out of pain (although my ass is probably a glorious red by now).

Instead, I tilt my head reflexively against his hand like a cat vying for attention. It’s all I can think of, the only way of showing him just how much he – how much this – means to me.

It seems to work. He bends down, plants a single soft kiss on the top of my head, and then walks back behind me.

HIM

Do I continue? She knows me, trusts me. She has her safeword, and no qualms about using it. She hasn’t yet broken her silence.

Let the tears come.

HER

He begins again.

Every swish through the air serves as prelude to a fresh new agony. There is no slowing, no gentleness. His strokes are hard and precise, each one designed to connect in the perfect spot to cause... no, not the maximum pain. That’s not the right word at all. He could do much worse than this if he chose to.

The right pain. That’s what it is.

HIM

She makes it to thirty-three strokes before she caves.

The noise she makes is deep and animalistic – the exact triangular centre between a sob, a roar, and a moan. It’s the sound of her willpower breaking, of her acceptance that the pain will go on until she gives in. There is a realisation in that cry that I know what is best for her, that no matter what has prompted this re-entry into my life I’m the one that can make it all go away, even if the price of admission is the inability to sit down comfortably for a week.

Her back arches as she cries out, then her entire body goes limp, as though she has slowly begun to deflate – and she has. The tension in her back dissipates like a cool night fog as the sun rises. She has taken her stresses, her pains, all her worries, and she has packed them off in a little box, far enough away that they can’t bother her, at least for the moment.

What’s left of her is mine, and mine completely.

For now, at least.

HER

I don’t know where the noise comes from: it’s someplace deep within me, for sure, but by the time I realise I’m about to make a sound it’s already bubbling its way up out my lungs and I’m helpless to stop it.

The release is like a mini orgasm, a microcosm of pleasure that causes me to twitch involuntarily and bite down into the gag hard enough that my jaw starts to hurt. Then, soaking into me like water into a sponge, the relief comes.

I feel the knots in my shoulders loosen and fall away as my mind focuses itself on the throbbing in my rear; it is as though my stresses have realised that they can’t compete with the immediacy of the situation and have decided to slink off to annoy someone else for a while. What they leave behind is a feeling of emptiness that only he can fill. I have become a blank slate, ready and waiting for him to write his desires all over my body and my mind.

Now I am his.

HIM

I walk back around to her front, and start fiddling with the buckle at the back of the gag. A thin string of spittle is trailing its way down to the cover from the corner of her mouth. Back in the old days, I’d have punished her for that – not that she would have considered it too much of a punishment, I’m sure – but tonight there are other things on my mind.

The buckle comes undone, but she’s clenching the red rubber tightly between her teeth.

‘No talking,’ I say, and she nods.

HER

He pulls the ball out of my mouth, gently cradling my lower jaw as he does so. It takes a second for my mouth adjust to not having it there, and I click my tongue a few times reflexively, trying to get used to it.

Once the gag is safely put to one side and the bit of drool that has accumulated – delightful – has been wiped away, he rolls me onto my side and sits next to me, placing my head on his lap.

For a while we just sit there, he and I – whatever we are – basking in the soft light of his bedside lamp. My ass is on fire, but somehow I can barely feel it. Instead, my mind is fixated on him: on his rough fingers as they stroke my hair, the feel of the denim of his jeans against my cheek.

For the first time, I notice his smell. It’s warm and masculine, a reminder of happier times together.

It hasn’t changed a bit.

HIM

She nuzzles herself against my leg and smiles.

My God, that smile. One flash from her and I swear she can have me wrapped around her little finger. Perhaps she already does. It’s hard to tell.

Maybe I shouldn’t have done what I just did. It can only complicate things, in the long run.

I try not to think about it.

Curled up on my bed with her head in my lap, she looks perfectly contented – more so even than she did when we were together. Whatever the reason for her re-emergence is, at least I could give her that.

Oh, that smile...

A thought crosses my mind, a thought that most definitely shouldn’t: how sweet it would be to take her right now, to unzip myself and to present my cock to her. How incredible it would be to feel her tongue in a way I never thought I would again. 

I bet she would, too. She always loved to please, and blowjobs were a special talent of hers...

Could I? Would that be exploiting the situation?

Then again, isn’t that exactly what she’s doing?

If I wasn’t fully erect before, I am now. The thought of those delicate lips wrapped around me and her pretty little head bobbing up and down on my cock is too much for me to stand.

I shift uncomfortably on the bed, trying to keep my growing arousal hidden as far as possible.

HER

If he thinks I didn’t notice, he’s only fooling himself.

If he thinks I wouldn’t enjoy it, he’s forgotten who I am.

I can feel it, engorging next to me, and the thought of pleasuring him makes me wet. The idea that even now, I can have that kind of visceral, physical effect on him makes me grin wildly, which only seems to make the situation worse.

I begin to ask permission to please him, but then I remember his one rule: no talking. Not now.

With my hands tied, it’s not as though I have a lot of options. My mouth it is.

Slowly, flirtatiously, I begin rubbing against him, making sure there’s just enough gentle pressure on the bulge in his jeans to make him go wild with desire. A slow, steady exhalation from him indicates that it seems to be doing the trick, and so I stop.

I look up at him from his lap and whimper, a good little puppy who’ll do anything to please her Master if he’d only be so good as to allow her the chance.

There is only one message I want to get across to him, and it’s vitally important that he reads me loud and clear.

I want you.

HIM

My jeans are unbuttoned and my cock is out before I can convince myself this is a bad idea. I need this as badly as she seems to.

I support her as she gets down from the bed, until she’s resting on her knees on the floor. Her mouth is open and her eyes brimming with excitement as I sit back down and beckon her forward.

I’m hard, and inches away from her mouth. She wants it – I can tell; hell, anyone could tell – but she will not take it. Not without permission.

I reach down and take one of her delicious pink nipples between finger and thumb, rolling it around gently. The pressure makes her give off a tiny moan, followed by a coy little bite of the lip in a way that she knows will drive me absolutely wild.

‘Do you want this?’ I say firmly.

She nods eagerly, as though it is the most important thing in the world to her. At the moment, it might well be.

‘You can speak,’ I tell her. ‘Now answer me. Do you want this?’

‘Yes,’ she says. ‘Really, really yes.’

I pinch down hard and she gasps. ‘Yes, what?’

HER

The sudden forcefulness with which he grips me is startling; the shock of it makes me involuntarily jerk backwards slightly, against the pull, which of course makes the whole thing worse.

Wonderfully, breathtakingly worse.

But what am I supposed to call him? ‘Master’ seems presumptuous, especially after everything that has happened over the last year, but I know the effect that word has on him: he thrives on his power over me in exactly the same way I revel in my submission.

He needs me to show that I understand my role, that I recognise that my true home is at his feet.

HIM

‘Yes, Sir,’ she says, and I smile.

‘Say it properly.’ I punctuate my order with another pinch.

‘Yes, Sir, I want it. So much.’

‘You want what?’

‘I want your cock, Sir. I want to suck your cock.’

It’s only then that I’m satisfied, and only then that I release my grip on her nipple. Her pert breast springs back, and as the blood rushes back in she lets out a small moan. ‘Thank you, Sir.’

‘That’s better.’

She rests back on her knees, her mouth open slightly, and that is all the invitation I need.

HER

He fucks my face, not roughly but certainly not gently either; while he doesn’t give me more of his length than he knows I can take, the firm grip he keeps on my hair makes it clear that I’m not going anywhere until he’s satisfied.

I alternate his favourite techniques. One minute, I’m taking him deep into my throat; the next, I’m swirling my tongue gently up his shaft, teasing him and daring him to stop me.

His appreciative moans only spur me on. Between the noises I can get from him and the faint taste of precome spreading itself across my tongue, I could stay here all night – if I thought he’d let me get away with it.

But no. As much fun as I’m having – and he seems to be enjoying it too, don’t get me wrong – I have a job to do. He has been good enough to give me the release I need, and now it is his turn.

I exist to please him.

HIM

It’s perfect. She’s perfect.

My cock fits her mouth perfectly, and she sucks at me greedily, desperate for me to come. I can feel her tongue flicking around me and I moan, unable to stop myself.

All feelings of doubt are gone. I need this as much as she does. I have to have her all to myself again.

The words are out before I can stop them; old habits die hard.

HER

‘Good girl,’ he says.

HIM:

I don’t know where that came from.

Except yes, I do. Of course I do; how could I forget?

It was what I used to call her.

Before.

HER

He knows just how to push my buttons.

The last time we did this, I was in my collar. He had it gripped tightly in those wonderful, unshakeable hands of his, and he had positioned me exactly where I needed to be.

I wonder if he kept it. I wonder if it’s still here.

I wonder if, maybe one day, it might be possible to earn it back.

The thought drives me, spurs me onwards.

I can feel him nearing his orgasm, getting close to shooting his load down my willing throat.

HIM

Just when I feel like I can’t hold back any longer, I force myself to stop. As much as I want this – beyond time, beyond measure – there’s something I want even more.

I pull her head back gently using her hair. My cock slips out of her mouth, tethered by a thin line of saliva and pre-come, and she looks up at me with a face carved from disappointment.

HER

Did I do something wrong?

I panic for a second, not out of fear but out of desire: I want him to get the best out of me. I need him to know that I put his pleasure first, that I’ll do anything – anything – to please him.

It’s incredible how quickly I fall back into old patterns, and wonderful to find that they still fit so well.

Then he leans forward.

HIM

I take her chin in my hands and kiss her.

I can taste myself on her lips, but I don’t care: I need her, and I need her now.

She doesn’t pull away, as I was worried she might. Instead, she falls into it, rising up to meet me and kissing me as though nothing had ever changed between us.

We are together for a moment, our tongues intertwined, but it isn’t enough for me.

I lean down close to her, and whisper softly into her ear.

HER

‘I want to fuck you,’ he says.

It’s not a question, but not quite a warning either. The way he says it, it sounds like a statement, but so much more – a universal truth.

He wants to fuck me.

He has always wanted to fuck me.

The rough growl of his voice makes a delicious prospect seem completely irresistible. He knows it’s my biggest weakness, and he knows exactly what it is doing to me.

I close my eyes and moan, nodding gently.

Please, I think. Please, take me. Make me yours again.

HIM

Every time I push forward, part of me worries that I’ll cross the limit that breaks whatever spell it was that brought her to my doorstep this evening, but every time she leaves me pleasantly surprised.

It’s the nod that makes it, though. It’s slight and subtle, and I’m not entirely sure she recognises she’s doing it. Perhaps it’s subconscious, her body’s way of telling me that she is ready for everything I could ever want to do with her. Perhaps it’s a deliberate signal.

‘You’re nodding.’

Nod.

‘I wasn’t asking for permission.’

No nod. Silence from her.

‘But you’d give it to me, wouldn’t you? Even now?’

A vigorous nod, and a smile.

‘Because you’re here to please me, aren’t you?’

Nod. No shame, no embarrassment. If it wasn’t the truth when she came to my door with an itch that needed to be scratched, it sure as hell is now.

She’s all mine.

One last question, then we can begin. I find myself pausing beforehand without realising it; it’s not for dramatic effect, but by the time the words come that’s how it seems to come across. It doesn’t matter, though. I can’t rush this. The question must be perfect.

‘What do you want?’ I ask at last.

HER

What do I want?

What do I want?

Everything. So much.

I want him to fuck me, first and foremost. I want to feel him push his way into me and not stop until I’m just a shell of what I once was. I want him to rip orgasm after orgasm out of me with his bare hands. I want him to make my pussy ache, the way he used to.

But it’s more than that. I want him. I want his control. I want the pressure of his arms around me, the look on his face when he approves of my actions.

I want to be his slut and his whore, but that isn’t what I want most of all.

The words come softly, and he has to ask me to repeat them. The second time I say it, any wavering has vanished. I am sure. I know what I want.

‘I want to be your good girl,’ I say. ‘Sir.’

HIM

It’s a good answer – in many ways, the perfect answer.

And the best part is that it’s the truth.

I scoop up her body from the floor, and place her on her side on the bed; the cuffs, while useful, must be dealt with.

With seconds, she has a hand free, but it doesn’t last: it is pulled to the front, and the metal ratchet clicks back into its familiar place, taking the freedom that she willingly gives.

HER

I test the cuffs the minute he snaps them closed in front of me, but we both know they’re solid: I’m going nowhere.

I let my body fall back onto the bed as he disrobes: shirt, trousers, socks and underwear. It takes him seconds, if that, but already my impatience is spurring me onwards: once I know he is watching, I trace the fingertip of one cuffed hand down my body, past my breasts and along the curve of my stomach, down to my pussy.

I knew I’d be wet, but I’m soaking. My finger slips inside with no resistance at all, as though it had been made to fit, and comes out glistening with my juices.

I bring it slowly up to my mouth, but I have his attention now: instantly he’s on top of me, my hands in his, and he lowers his lips gently to the tip of my finger. His tongue darts out, and he takes it into his mouth.

‘Mine,’ he says.

HIM

Her juices have the same wonderful sweetness they always had, and it takes all the effort I can muster to not put my face between her legs and enjoy it properly.

My cock twitches at the thought, hard as a rock and desperate for its own pleasure. There will be plenty of time for that later. Right now, I need to feel her cunt wrapped around me.

I need to be inside of her.

I move her hands up above her head and tell her not to move them; with wordless obedience, she nods and grips the headboard, biting her lip in a coy grin.

Now we can start.

HER

‘Mine,’ he says again, and then with one firm thrust he’s inside of me. I had forgotten how big he was, but I am not sure how; one gasp and it all comes flooding back.

HIM

I run my hands across her supple curves as I fuck her, pushing into her with steady, rhythmic thrusts that bring out moans of ecstasy from her.

To hell with the neighbours. I’ve waited long enough for this.

HER

I can feel my body arching, curling up like a clock spring under him. Keeping my hands above my head is a special kind of agony when all I really want to do is rake my fingernails softly along the taut, firm muscles of his chest.

He speeds up, fucking me with a fresh urgency, taking his pleasure with all the force of a hurricane but instinctively attuned to my needs. He lowers himself on top of me, his mouth planting powerful kisses along my shoulder blade and up towards my jaw line.

HIM

Her body shivers as I kiss her neck; it seems that her weak spots haven’t changed at all. Her eyes are pressed tightly closed as she tries to make sense of the pleasure that’s coursing through her. Soft little moans sneak out from her lips, a litany of ‘Oh’ and ‘Oh, God’ that build in volume and intensity with every thrust.

Slowly, almost imperceptibly, I position myself next to her ear, close enough that she can feel the vibrations of my breath as much as she can hear what I have to say.

‘Tell me what you want,’ I order.

HER

‘Please, Sir,’ I start, but it’s hard to get the words to come out; my mind is a flurry of noise and sensations and it seems to have decided that rational thought is unnecessary for the moment. ‘Please can I...’

‘Can you what?’

He’s making me say it. I used to find the idea of begging for my orgasm faintly degrading, back when we started, but soon I came to love the loss of control. I need his permission. It fills me like a compulsion; waiting on his instruction and the feel of his cock inside me has become my entire world.

‘Come, Sir. Please can I come?’

He moans as a wave of pleasure overtakes him.

HIM

It’s too much. The sight of her there beneath me, so earnestly asking for my permission to release, drives me right to the edge.

I reach down, grasping the chain of the handcuffs and pressing them against the bed, keeping her hands immobile as I pound into her. Her hands flex as she struggles, but it doesn’t matter: there’s no give in the metal.

She’s all mine now.

‘Come for me,’ I say.

HER

It’s like a switch has been flicked. My body writhes and bucks beneath his as my orgasm fills every inch of me.

HIM

I come as she does, hard and fast and with a deep, primal shudder that starts in my chest and spreads out along every nerve, running in from my fingertips and right down to my toes.

I lose myself in the soft folds of her body, and the feeling is as close to heaven as I can imagine.

HER

He kisses me again, breathing heavily; I have exhausted him. It’s a good feeling.

He reaches to undo the clasp of the handcuffs, but I pull my hands away without even realising. ‘Please,’ I say. ‘Let me keep them.’

He nods, and smiles.

HIM

If she wants to keep the cuffs, it means she wants to stay here – for tonight, at least, which is better than I had dared to hope for.

‘OK,’ I say, and lay down next to her. She rests on me, snuggled up in her chains, and I slip my arm under her in order to draw her close.

HER

It’s comfortable here, wrapped in his arms like old times.

I choose not to think about the future, or the past. What happened over the last eight months – or, more importantly, what will happen – is less important than what just happened, and what is happening now.

It takes me no time at all to fall asleep.

Safe.

Warm.

His again.

HIM

I click off the bedside lamp, and we wait in the dark and the silence.

We will talk tomorrow, because – sadly, inevitably – we both know that there will be a tomorrow, when all of this will be dissected in great detail, when we have to decide if this changes what we are; when the sting in her ass has faded and her tears have dried and the glow of orgasm has faded for us both.

For the moment, though, there is now – nothing but sweet, glorious now, stretching on into the darkness, punctuated by the sound of her breathing as she rests here on my shoulder, sleeping soundly.

And for the moment, that is enough.


Want more?

EstherHarshom.com
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