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HIM

It’s Friday – a Friday that has been booked for weeks. A few old friends are back in town, and Mistress has very kindly agreed to give me a night out of the collar in order to catch up with them. I am sure that I will be forced (albeit entirely willingly) to make it up to her later, but for now I am more excited about catching up with my university crowd than I am disappointed that I won’t be able to serve her.

I check my watch: almost half past seven, with plans to meet at the restaurant at eight.

Plenty of time. No reason to hurry.

HER

He was so adorable when he asked for the night off that I couldn’t find it in my heart to say no. His friends were only in town for a few nights, and while he has made it clear that at one point I would be invited to join them and their wives and girlfriends for a dinner at one of the more upmarket restaurants in town, they like the idea of having a boys’ night out.

Just like old times.

‘I don’t have to if you don’t want me to,’ he had said, but it was a formality. Firstly, I knew without a doubt that if I had any objection he would stay at home, pampering me in the way he managed so well, but secondly he knew I wouldn’t deprive him of his outside pleasures. Why shouldn’t he see his friends? As boyfriends went, he was kind and generous; as far as his service was concerned, I couldn’t have asked for a more devoted lover.

So yes. I could busy myself for a night without him.

I settle myself down on the computer, finding myself ever-amused by just how seriously he treats the ritual of male bonding he’s about to be part of. He has been fussing about his appearance for what seems like forever. If it had been me, there would have been none of this – my impatience would have seen to that – but it is his night.

If he wants to preen, why shouldn’t he?

HIM

Finally, I’m ready.

I emerge from the bedroom and catch a glimpse of myself in the mirror. I’m not one for vanity, generally speaking – at least, I hope I’m not – but I have to admit that I look good. Shirt and slacks immaculately pressed, not a hair out of place. My neck feels oddly naked without its familiar strip of leather, but there will be time for that when I get home.

I have high hopes for the evening. Everything seems to be lining up for me.

I walk into the living room and see her on the computer, poring over some work file or other. She doesn’t respond to my calling, and it’s only once I see the wires fitting snugly into her ears that I realise why.

‘I’m off, then,’ I say as I approach her, before kissing the top of her head. She smiles and unplugs her headphones.

‘What?’ she says.

‘I said, I’m off. I’m going.’

She pulls me down by my shirt collar and kisses me properly, a lingering display of dominant affection that she knows will be running through my mind all night. She tops it off with a gentle bite of my lower lip – just one of her many ways of telling me not to get too cocky, that despite my dress clothes and current collarless state I am still and will forever remain her submissive.

‘There,’ she says. ‘Now you can go.’

HER

The kiss was designed as a tease for him, but he seems astonishingly unruffled by it – either that, or he is hiding it a little too well for my liking. I, on the other hand, feel as though someone just flicked a switch inside of me. Suddenly that kiss doesn’t feel like nearly enough, and I can’t wait for him to get back tonight. Hopefully his night with the boys won’t result in him being too drunk. Once he returns, it will be straight back into the submissive dynamic we know and love, with me in charge and him at my feet where we both know he really belongs.

Yes. Once he gets back, that is precisely what is going to happen.

But that could be hours away. Why torture myself?

No. He’s been looking forward to this for weeks.

I should just let him go. I really, really should...

He heads into the hallway, and I hear him slide the lock back on the door. That makes my decision for me.

‘Wait,’ I say.

HIM

There’s something about the tone of her voice that tells me instantly that that’s exactly what she means: not ‘come back’ or ‘turn around’ or ‘you’ve forgotten something’, but wait. Stay still.

Don’t you dare move.

Sure enough, within seconds I hear her chair push back and the soft tread of her footsteps along the carpet coming towards me. There’s a wicked grin on her face that makes it clear that this isn’t just going to be another goodnight kiss.

HER

There’s a look of panic in his eyes as he struggles not to check his watch. His obsessive punctuality has always been one of the biggest differences between us, but his desire to arrive anywhere he’s meant to be twenty minutes before he has to be there plays directly into my hands for once.

‘Relax,’ I say, to put him at ease. ‘You’ll be there on time. I’m just going to give you something to think about while you’re with your friends first.’

I’m next to him by this point; if it wasn’t for the height difference between us, I’d practically be whispering in his ear. Instead, I settle for resting my hands on his chest and giving him a gentle push backwards, trapping his body between me and the wall.

There’s something about seeing him like this – this six foot, chiselled Adonis who could so easily sweep me to one side being completely flustered with just a few simple words – that drives me absolutely wild. I can’t help it. Knowing so easily that I can take anything I want from him, and that he’d give it freely, sends a tingle of pleasure up my spine.

The question is, where do I start?

HIM

She rocks her body forward onto mine and leans in close to whisper in my ear.

‘That isn’t going to be a problem, is it?’

It’s a question that really isn’t: if it’s what she wants, it’s never a problem. That’s just how things are supposed to be. I shake my head enthusiastically.

‘Good boy,’ she says, and any desire I had to leave melts clean away.

HER

‘There’s just something about seeing you all dressed up like that...’ I say, but my voice trails off involuntarily. It’s the truth, though: tonight, for these other people, he looks exceptional.

I hate it. I hate it.

All of a sudden I am overcome by a possessiveness that I didn’t know I was capable of. The idea grinds against me like rocks in a machine, throwing my best-laid plans into disarray.

Is it jealousy? No, not really: when we go out together, he looks just this good. Perhaps there’s an argument to be made that on those occasions it is for my benefit, and so I’d have no reason to feel envious, but... no. Not quite.

Greed, then? Do I want him just to deprive other people of his company, even for just a few minutes? No. Definitely not. He deserves to have a good time.

Then what? Lust? Nothing more than a desire to take him, right now, because he is mine and because that is my right?

It’s not perfect, but it’s definitely closer to the mark.

I have to have him now because I can take him any minute of the day – and if I don’t exercise that right from time to time, when it suits me, what’s the point in having it at all? I could explain this to him, but I don’t have to.

‘On your knees,’ I say instead.

HIM

The drop to the floor feels natural: it always does. I have done it enough times that it feels like home, and going back is always welcome.

The second my knees make contact with the carpet, all thoughts of leaving fly out of the window.

She might keep me like this for five minutes, or for the next two days: it’s hard to tell. Part of the reason I fell so desperately in love with her was her spontaneity, and the way it contrasted so perfectly with my own rigid existence. Her willingness to bend the rules – and the world – to her whims brings out the best in me.

So what if I’m late? I’ll make an excuse.

She is more important.

She always has been, and she always will be.

HER

He bows his head as he goes down. It’s a sign – as if any were needed – that he is sliding down that slippery slope into submission, into obedience, and back to where we both know he belongs.

His body rests close to mine as he holds himself up on his knees, like a puppy brought to heel. He doesn’t say a word as I run my fingers through his immaculately coiffed hair – the perfect case of bedhead, even at close to eight o’clock in the evening – and draw him near with a firm grip.

It’s strange not to have something to hold onto. The hair is good enough, just about, but I haven’t adjusted to the absence of his collar – removed tonight by special dispensation – and so when my hand slips down the back of his neck in order to grasp it, my hand comes back empty.

Still, it is enough that he knows.

HIM

I can feel my body tense as she slides her hand down the back of my neck, expecting to feel a tug on my collar, but it’s only when she pulls away that I remember it’s no longer there.

No. That’s a lie.

I never entirely forget that it’s not there, because I never feel entirely complete without it. I have long since passed the stage that I need ring of steel to remind me what I am.

She doesn’t let it faze her, though.

HER

‘We’re going to have a little bit of fun before you go out,’ I say, and I can feel my face tightening into an unexpected smile as I see a flash of uncertainty cross his eyes.

Uncertainty is fine. He is allowed to doubt, as long as he obeys – which he will, without question.

I have trained him well.

‘Get yourself ready,’ I say as I point with one firm finger towards the bedroom. ‘Stripped and kneeling. And be quick about it.’

I watch as he slinks away hurriedly on all fours to follow his instructions.

My good boy. My obedient pet.

HIM

Her words echo around my head as I crawl to the bedroom.

A little bit of fun?

‘Fun’ for her has a lot of different meanings. Perhaps she just wants to use my mouth, to pull me into her cunt and ride my tongue to an orgasm or three before she sends me off out the door, the scent of her juices flooding my nose as they coat my face. Perhaps she’s more interested in causing me pain, in flogging my ass and back and making it so that I can’t so much as sit down tonight without feeling that intense burn, knowing – as if there could be any doubt in her mind – that even though I am not with her in body my mind is always at her feet.

I start to disrobe, never standing even though it would make things so much easier. The trousers come off first, and then the shirt, folded as neatly as possible despite my temptation to leave them in a hurried, crumpled heap in the corner. The underwear follows soon afterwards, and I can’t help but note the first traces of precome forming on the head of my already-erect cock.

My reaction is Pavlovian, built from hours and days and weeks and months of teasing, trained by her hand.

I rest, naked and kneeling on the floor, and I wait for her.

HER

I watch as he strips. No matter how much I feel the urge to run my hands across his body, I know there is plenty of time for that. Right now, I want to give him time to prepare himself for me before I join him.

Firstly, it’s because I’m not entirely sure what I want to do with him, and I know that time is of the essence; I don’t want to go in there with only a rough idea and to be forced to break off halfway through in order to not ruin his evening.

Secondly, and perhaps more importantly, I want him to be ready for what happens. I need to give him the chance to get back into an appropriate mindset, to flick whatever internal switch he has from ‘social’ to ‘submissive’, to find himself back where he needs to be.

And so I wait.

I run over various scenarios in my mind, disregarding some and tweaking others. I go over past playtimes with him, harvesting memories for ideas, condensing fantasies down into that awful, cruel twenty minute window we have.

For a little while, nothing seems to fit. No matter how I turn them, twist them or shape them, none of my ideas quite seem to fit the slot I have been given to work with. I even consider going into the bedroom, kissing him gently, and telling him to go and have a good time.

And then...

And then it comes to me.

And it is perfect.

HIM

When she enters the bedroom, it is with a smile on her face. It is confident and steadfast, the smile of a woman who knows exactly what she wants and exactly how she is going to get it.

For the first time since she first pushed me to my knees, I completely forget about the people waiting for me in a restaurant across town.

I am hers.

HER

‘Fetch the harness,’ I say.

HIM

And so that is it. That’s the fun that she wants to have with me tonight.

I am going to be taken.

HER

I can see his cock twitch as he heads across the room to our toy box, hard and firm already.

It’s a good sign.

He is unsure about the strap on, at the moment. It’s a relatively new and infrequent introduction into our playtime, previously discussed at length and yet never acted upon, and he’s still adjusting to it – pushing down his fears and concerns, and opening up to the wonderful feelings that come from giving himself to me completely.

That the thought of it makes him visibly erect gives me a rush, and lets me know that I made the right decision.

For both of us.

HIM

I try not to let my mind dwell on it for too long as I fish the harness out of our box of equipment. The leather straps haven’t been used in a while – at least two weeks, and possibly more – and so it take me a little while to find them. By the time I do and begin crawling back to her with the thing trapped between my teeth, she is looking at me impatiently.

She is naked as the day she was born.

HER

I had planned to have him undress me, to get those delicious, strong, tender hands to work their magic all over my skin, but seeing him rummaging around in front of me on his hands and knees just makes me want to get on with it. I don’t have the patience to wait.

This is to be quick. Forceful.

Violent.

I am going to take him the way I want, and the way he needs. I am going to give him something to remember as he sits among his friends tonight, as he enjoys his temporary freedom.

I want him to feel fucked, and for that I need time. There will be a thousand other days for him to spend romancing my body.

But not tonight.

HIM

‘Well?’ she says as I drop it at her feet. ‘What are you waiting for?’

I mumble an apology as I begin buckling it around her waist, my fingers fiddling with the tough clasps: they have not yet been broken in, although I’m sure that they – like myself – will be soon enough.

The thought sends a shiver through me.

HER

His fingers work fast, but they’re clumsy with nerves.

Poor baby, I think with a smile. You really would do anything for me, wouldn’t you?

We can test that. We can see just how much he is willing to give me.

HIM

She is smiling down at me as I work. It’s not a cruel smile, but it is not the smile of an equal. Right now, she views me as property – not lover, not boyfriend, but as slave and toy.

Right now, of course, I view myself in much the same way. It is astonishing how quickly she can bring me back to this position, and yet it feels like the most natural thing in the world.

The buckles finally close at the correct tightness. I kneel back, waiting for instructions.

HER

I note with some degree of satisfaction that the cock that suddenly protrudes out from me is much bigger than his. The black rubber stretches out almost nine inches, and the head bulges into a mushroom cap that I know will make pressing it into his tight asshole an extremely rewarding challenge.

But not yet. That comes later. First, there is a little more preparation to be done: one more humiliation for me to take from him.

HIM

‘Suck it, pet,’ she says.

It’s not unexpected: in fact, once I had seen the glint in her eye I wondered quite when it would be making its appearance. This is something I know she loves and she knows fills me with a profound sense of unease. It is a shift in the dynamic that I’m still not used to.

She has sworn to change that, and it seems as though today is going to be one more step on that journey.

HER

He hates the reaction it provokes in him: half arousal, half concern. Ever since I told him that we would be using the harness, his cock has been standing at full mast, and yet he has had a look on his face like a child caught with his hand in the cookie jar.

When will he learn that I want what is best for him? I would never hurt him – at least, not beyond that which his body was able to take. Hurting him would be hurting myself.

But he has to learn. Submission is acknowledgement that I am to be trusted, that if he puts his faith in me and my decisions it will be rewarded. That power can be traded for fulfilment.

He is close, but not there yet.

His tongue is tentative as it laps out against the rubber, which I always find faintly adorable. The cock is such a recent purchase that it still has that faint ‘new toy’ smell and taste. If I asked, I have no doubt that that would be his excuse for his reticence.

Whatever helps him get through the day.

His mouth wraps around it, the look in his eyes suggesting it’s a punishment rather than a privilege, a humiliation rather than an honour. He doesn’t get that it’s all for his benefit, even as he begins to suck.

And then something changes.

He finds his rhythm. All of a sudden, the hesitancy falls away, one swallow at a time. He closes his eyes and focuses on the sucking, bobbing his head back and forward like a pro.

Before, he was doing it to please me. In that moment, though, I can see that he wants it for himself.

And he will get it all. I plan on seeing to that.

HIM

‘That’s right,’ she coos down at me softly. ‘You suck it really nicely for me, pet. Show your Mistress what a dirty little cocksucker you can be.’

I let out a moan, muffled though it is by the hard rubber mass in my mouth. She is pushing my buttons and she knows it. She doesn’t need to fuck me with it to prove that she owns me; merely making me desperate for it is enough.

HER

He revels in the humiliation, of being told the way things really are now. He loves the shift from confident, intelligent, articulate boyfriend to needy little slut, and every time I push him down he finds it a little more comfortable.

Of course, that just stands as my invitation to push him further next time.

I reach my hand down and begin stroking his hair gently, tenderly, still whispering down at him. ‘Good boy,’ I say as I muss up the hair he spent far too long on, but he’s no longer in any state to care. As he swallows the hard black cock over and over, taking more of my length than either of us would have thought possible just a few short weeks ago, I wonder if he can hear me at all.

HIM

The cock has become my world.

I take it because she wants it, my spit serving as the lubricant that allows it to slide into my mouth with ease. There is no resistance from me, not anymore.

I am broken, and I love it.

HER

He follows the cock as I remove it from his mouth, greedily wanting more, but as I place two fingers gently on the top of his head he understands that he has had enough. Ordinarily, I would let him keep it – God, I could watch him suck me for hours on a normal day, until his jaw aches to breaking point – but today we work to a deadline.

Today, there are other holes I’m interested in.

HIM

She pulls away from me, despite my best efforts, but it is for the best. She gestures with one hand for me to lay across the bed and present myself to her, and I do: it hasn’t been long since we started, but the position I needed to be in is one she drilled into me right from the first time.

Repositioned as I am – legs spread, belly down, wrists crossed behind my back – I am at my most vulnerable, just as she likes me. She could do anything to me right now, and we both know it.

On the dresser sits a half-melted candle, the missing wax having been splattered across my back in a previous situation not at all dissimilar to this, on a night half a memory away. As she walks across to it, I wonder if it will be making an appearance again tonight.

Somewhere in my mind, a vague, distant thought pops up: do we have time? Does she really plan on keeping me for long enough to let the wax melt, to tease me, to allow me to scrape it off and to recover from the burn? It is an argument made by a different person in a different time. Right now, I could no more complain than I could fly to the moon.

But no, it isn’t the candle – not now, at least. Neither is it the crop that rests on the top of the cabinet, thankfully; the last thing I will need as I try and sit down to dinner with friends is the feeling of twenty little leather kisses burning into the flesh of my ass.

I wait silently as she opens the door, wondering what she has planned.

HER

The drawer next to our bed is full to the brim with possibilities. I run my hands over a few of them, cursing the restrictions I have been placed under and imagining the things I would do if I had more time.

Except... well, I do have more time, don’t I? I have all the time in the world. He is mine, and that means his time belongs to me. If I decided that his plans are cancelled, that he will spend the night serving me, that is exactly what will happen.

I tingle at the thought. I could do it. It’s my right. I have that much power, and more besides.

But I won’t. It wouldn’t be fair, not at such short notice, not to fulfil what may turn out to be a passing whim. It might be a fun fantasy, but it’s not the act of a responsible Mistress.

I leave my dreams of steel and leather and rubber in the drawer where they belong. The only thing I take is a bottle of lube, and a small bullet vibrator.

The rest can wait.

HIM

I hear the squirt of the bottle before I see it, and I feel an immense sense of relief: no matter how eagerly I have been trained to suck on her rubber cock, we are not yet at the stage where that could provide sufficient slickness on its own for her to take me.

I have been assured, however, that the time is coming, and coming soon.

But it isn’t tonight. That’s all that counts. I see her step behind me, and feel her tap my thighs apart. That is my sign to loosen up, to ready myself for her invasion.

A lubed-up finger slides into me, giving me a chill. This is happening.

‘Are you ready for this?’ she asks.

HER

‘Are you ready for this?’ I ask him, but he doesn’t answer. He doesn’t need to. The gentle pucker-and-release of his asshole tells me just how much he is crying out to be filled, even if he doesn’t know it himself.

His body betrays him. It wants this. Craves this. Needs this.

And of course, I aim to please.

But not just him. This isn’t for his benefit: it’s for mine. My orgasm will be what draws this little encounter to a close, not his. The tiny little bullet vibrator built into the harness and currently nestled against my clitoris is already on and doing a fine job; I can only imagine the pleasure it will give when I use his ass to press it against me.

I plan to enjoy this. Every last second of it.

HIM

The lube-drenched tip of the rubber is cold as she presses it against my asshole, teasing me with its presence: I can feel the chill making me tense up in expectation, but I know that that is no good. For this to work, I must be calm. Relaxed.

I must accept it, mind and body.

‘Take it for me, baby,’ she says. ‘Show me what a good little slut you can be for me.’

I moan in anticipation, and she takes that as her cue. With one hand firmly holding my wrists in place behind my back, she pushes forward into me and takes what is hers.

HER

There is always a moment of resistance as I take his ass, as though the last vestiges of his dominant spirit are trying to consciously rebel, but I am not worried: he has his safeword, same as ever, and by now he is so used to the feeling enough that the push back he gives from my hands on his wrists is little more than a token effort.

Could he throw me off him? Could he stop this at any moment? Of course.

But will he? Would he?

Not a chance.

HIM

It gets easier.

Every time she fucks me, I can feel my body taking it deeper. The first time, I felt as though I was being stretched to breaking point, but now my ass takes it comfortably. The fact worries me – this is not the largest attachment, and I have been promised that once I can take this comfortably then a bigger toy will be my reward – but for now I am capable of enjoying the feeling of fullness.

She goes slowly at first, inch by inch, not wanting to overwhelm me. I close my eyes, try to focus on the sensation, and I find myself enjoying it.

A sharp sting swats against my ass. ‘No,’ she says. ‘Not yet.’

I’m confused. What just happened? Did I do something wrong?

Then I realise: I was pushing back against her, trying to get more of the large rubber cock inside my asshole than she was ready to give.

I am past rejecting the gift she is giving me. I need it. I know that now.

I hold my hips still and wait for her.

HER

I have to punish him for his greed, of course, but that doesn’t mean I don’t enjoy it. In fact, the sight of his body unconsciously and yet so eagerly attempting to mount my strap on fills me with delight in a way that the vibrator buzzing away against my clit can only hope to match.

I don’t like to fuck him traditionally, with him bent over and me standing upright. It might be easier for him, but I can’t help but think it feels oddly detached. I like to get up close and personal, to feel my body against his. That’s why, once the dildo is lodged in him up to the hilt, I lower myself down on top of him. My breasts press up against his back and he moans as the strap on shifts inside of him, a fresh new sensation for him to adapt to.

‘That’s right, my little slut,’ I whisper into his ear. ‘You take it for me. Take it for your Mistress.’

Slowly but steadily, I begin rocking my hips back and forth, fucking him the way he deserves to be fucked.

HIM

The gentle pressure of her weight on me is a reminder of my place – as though the cock she is using to probe me could ever be forgotten. Every push into my body presses her against me, as though she is trying to grind her way right through me. It isn’t long before she reaches a hand around and begins playing with my nipples, teasing them gently but masterfully. Even in the throes of approaching orgasm, she knows just how to turn me on.

I can’t help it. My excitement is too much to bear, and I begin rubbing myself against the sheets. Every desperate thrust is a double torture: firstly, because it forces me back against her, and thus presses her cock deeper into me; and secondly because as pleasurable as it feels, I know it will never be enough to give me the relief I crave. It’s a tease, and nothing more.

There will be no orgasm until she decides – if she decides.

HER

The steady buzzing of the vibrator against my clit works its magic. Every time I push against him, it sends a shiver right through me, which in turn makes me buck harder against his precious asshole.

It’s a vicious circle, but as I continue to ram steadily forward I am sure it is one that he seems to be enjoying. His moans are certainly those of approval, tinged with arousal; deep down, I know that he is struggling to reconcile the feelings his has for it, and so I do my best to encourage him.

With every thrust forward, I begin kissing the back of his neck. He squirms around to join me, to press his lips to mine, but he cannot reach.

Tough. Once again, he’ll just have to take what he is given.

HIM

She moans as her lips touch the back of my neck, teasing me with light feather-touches. She knows it is my weak spot, knows that whatever she is doing to my ass it is that gentle tickle that will really make me melt into putty in her hands.

The bite is unexpected, but not unwelcome. As her teeth sink into the flesh of my shoulder, I find myself gasping. It is not through pain – her teeth only provide the barest hint of pressure – but the suddenness of it is vicious enough to take me by surprise. I can feel her sucking at me, biting, drawing the flesh into her mouth in order to mark me, and when she withdraws at last I know there will be a purple bruise resting just beneath the line of my shirt, where no one can see but me.

A symbol that I am hers.

HER

The love bite was a momentary distraction, but the vibrator demands my complete attention. It pushes me to the edge and holds me there like a puppet on a string, unable to cut myself loose and crash into the orgasm I so desperately crave.

I can feel the first tingles, warning me of what is to come. I can feel my breath quickening, and my pulse begin to race. Suddenly I am torn between desperately wanting him to fuck me and wanting to feel his lips on my cunt and his tongue on my clit, skilfully working his oral magic until I lose myself all over his face.

The thought lingers: of pulling him by the hair or collar deep into me, not letting him breathe until I am satisfied. Using him as a sex toy the way I’m using him as a hole.

I own him. That’s all that matters. That’s all that could ever matter.

So close...

‘What are you?’ I say, as I reach around and give his nipples a teasing pinch between my fingers. ‘Tell me what you are. Now.’

I need to hear him say it. I need to know it’s the truth.

HIM

‘I’m yours, Mistress,’ I say. ‘Always yours.’

HER

I come all at once, grasping at him as my body tenses, pulling me deeper into him seemingly against my will – but of course, not quite.

There is nowhere else I would rather be.

HIM

Her nails dig into the skin in my arms, but I don’t mind. All I wish is that I could turn around and kiss her, feel her excitement with my own lips, but tonight I will have to make do.

I close my eyes again, focusing on the sensations: the fullness in my ass; the breathy satisfaction in my ear as she calms down; the pinching grip that comes before her body properly relaxes.

The ticking of the clock.

Let it tick, I think. I am in no hurry. My friends are all but forgotten: if I am ten minutes late, so what? They will carry on without me, and I will catch up.

Right now, I need to be here. This is where I belong – with her, pleasing her.

HER

Slowly, the world comes back into focus. I let it take its time. There is no rush for me to finish.

He doesn’t move, except to turn his head and look at me: a difficult feat, given the eight inches of rubber still lodged inside him, but he doesn’t seem to care.

‘Thank you, Mistress,’ he says, and I can’t help but kiss him.

HIM

She withdraws from me, and the feeling of fullness is replaced by a new, even more wonderful sensation: the feeling of having been utterly, wonderfully, satisfyingly fucked. My asshole puckers, desperate for more, but my body is spent. As she climbs down off me, she gives me a gentle, wordless squeeze.

She’s satisfied. I’ve done a good job, and that makes me happier than I can put into words.

She doesn’t tell me to get up, and so I don’t. With the strap on still bouncing lubricated reflections in the soft light of our bedroom, she comes up in front of me and for a moment I have a sudden shock of panic that she is going to make me suck it clean – I’m not ready for that yet, I think as I feel my body tighten up in expectation – but she doesn’t. Instead, she slips the harness off and inserts one long, dainty finger into the wetness of her pussy.

It comes out glistening, and she brings it up to my face. A slight nod is the signal that I’m allowed to suck it, to savour her juices and the taste of her excitement.

‘There,’ she says. ‘That’s what’s waiting for you when you get back tonight. And just so you don’t forget me...’

HER

I had been planning this right from the start: my last, final little tease before I let him go on his way.

His asshole is still slippery with the lubricant from earlier, so the small black plug that I used to train him slips right in. It’s considerably smaller than the strap on that just stretched him out, and for a second I worry that he might not be able to hold it, but sure enough his ass gives it a tight squeeze. It’s enough to keep it there, but not enough that he will ever be able to let it drift from his mind.

Perfect.

HIM

One last kiss and she leaves me to get dressed, safe in the knowledge that my mind will not stray far from her – and everything that awaits me when I get home.

Between the taste of her lingering on my lips and her presence inside of me, I am marked thoroughly.

And I couldn’t be happier.


Want more?

EstherHarshom.com
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