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Her

Everything is perfect. The candles burning on the mantelpiece bathe the room in a soft ivory glow, and the items I’ve laid out stand in rich black against the smooth white of the bed sheets. The harsh contrast draws the eye, makes their function impossible to ignore. These are not the simple, easy, casual toys of beginners. This is a serious investment, both of time and money – the culmination of years of trust.

Every moment has been leading up to this, in one way or another. We just didn’t know it at the time

I’ve told him to wait for me outside while I prepare everything for tonight. It’s been twenty minutes or so – just long enough to get him worked up into a sweat about what is about to happen – but my own anticipation makes the idea of stretching it out any further seem almost unbearable. I want what comes next, and I want it now.

‘Come in,’ I say, and he does.

Him

The sleep sack waits for me on the bed like the shed skin of a snake: tight, leathery, and all-enveloping. It’s new to us – a spontaneous purchase after months of saying it’s something we really should get around to trying sometime – but even though I know it has long been one of her fantasies to have me completely immobilised, seeing it there and knowing that soon I’ll be trapped inside it scares me just as much as it thrills me.

I’ve been restrained before – I’m rarely not restrained, in truth – but this is different. The straps that will soon be holding me helplessly in place are serious business, and I’m sure that they’ll feel even more serious when they’re wrapped and padlocked around my body – I count six at least, spaced out evenly from ankles to neck, but there may well be more.

The hood lies next to it, its bright red fitted gag the only splash of colour next to the black leather and white linen. It always looks so strange, seeing it from the outside when I’ve spent so long looking out of those empty eyeholes – but of course, that’s the point. It’s supposed to look strange. It’s supposed to dehumanise me, to make me look faintly ridiculous.

Only when I’m hooded can I truly lose my individuality. Only then can I truly become hers.

I feel her body press up behind me, and then the touch of her hand at my elbow. ‘It’s time, slave,’ she says.

Her

He’s like a deer in headlights, but I’d be lying if I said that idea didn’t appeal to me. There’s something about seeing him so helpless that grabs my pussy and refuses to let go until it’s satisfied. Soon, I think. Soon he’s going to be all yours.

Except I don’t need to tie him up to claim him, not really. He’s been mine since the day he accepted my collar – further back than that, even. The day we got married? The first date? The moment he caught my eye from across the room at the party of a mutual friend?

We both knew what it was, even then. This just confirms it.

He’s mine, I think. My toy. My slave. My plaything. My little fuckdoll. Everything I want from him, I can take.

That twinge in my pussy again, impossible to ignore. I need something inside of me, something to fill me up and make me whole again. I need to feel his cock buried up to the hilt in my cunt.

Restraining him will take so long… can’t I just take him now? Am I not in control? Is it not my decision to make?

It is, but no. Sweeter delights take time, and this will be the sweetest of all – the culmination of the fantasy of a lifetime.

My own personal nothing.

Him

I strip out of my work clothes, and as each piece of my outer life falls away I can feel my body reacting: anticipation mounting, relaxation settling in. Soon I am naked and kneeling in front of her, the way I am supposed to be.

This is my true self.

She takes my collar off the dresser and slips the steel band around my neck, fastening the lock as she has every night for the past four years. It’s her way of claiming me, of letting me know that I’m safe without ever having to utter a single word. No matter what happens tonight, I know that tomorrow things will be back to normal.

Unless it’s not.

The thought flashes across my mind. It is Friday, after all, and she did tell me to prepare myself for the long haul. Could it be that she plans this for more than just the night?

No. Not for my first time – and not without warning, surely? She’d tell me about it… right?

Perhaps.

I’m almost certain she would.

But maybe not.

She wouldn’t have to, that’s for sure. She can read my body like a map, tracing every contour, finding places I didn’t even know I had – and exploiting them at her leisure. My Mistress knows me because she owns me, and she owns me because she knows my weaknesses and my strengths, my loves and my hates, my fears and desires.

‘On the bed,’ she says.

It’s time.

Her

He knows what is expected of him. It’s a good start.

He climbs up onto the bed and positions himself on top of the sleep sack, his feet at the bottom, his head just poking out over the top, his hands by his sides. The look of nervous anticipation on his face is adorable – and he’s right to be nervous. This is the hardest part, after all: the last stage of giving up his autonomy.

After this, he’ll have no choice but to take what he is given. At the moment, it’s obedience, but as soon as those belts are fastened…

… well, then it’s just a matter of endurance.

He’s enjoying himself despite his nerves. His cock is hard as a rock and has been since the second it emerged from his underwear; as I slide the zipper up past his thighs, I have to take special care not to trap anything that doesn’t deserve to be trapped. There will be pain later, sure, but the pain will be on my terms, and meted out with strict and targeted accuracy.

The zip continues on its way, past the toned ridges of his stomach, onward past his nipples – oh, how tempting to suck one between my teeth and give it a teasing bite for him to remember me by! – and then finally up to its final resting place at his neck.

Him

It’s tight, already – tighter than I imagined it would be – and that’s without the addition of the belts. I could still move, if I wanted to, and with a little effort I could probably even bring my hands up and unfasten the zip from the inside. Escape is possible. Even though I know I’m safe, there’s a certain security in that.

‘Are you OK?’ she asks, and I nod.

For now, I’m fine.

Perhaps the tightness isn’t coming from the suit itself but from the oppressiveness of what it represents and the way it makes my pulse quicken. The harsh black leather is stuffy, and my nervous body heat has already begun to warm it from the inside. I can only imagine how this ends: my forehead beaded with sweat, my hair dripping as she teases me again and again.

She pulls the small wooden box out from under the bed, and I can hear metal on metal as she rummages around in it. The box is where we keep the tiny things that cannot afford to be lost, rather than our big toys: mostly keys and padlocks and fastenings, of which I’m sure we will need many tonight.

Why is she looking for a lock before she fastens the belts? I think – but when I see the villainous grim on her face, I know.

Her

The padlock slips easily through the hole in the zipper and then into the ring in his collar, clicking closed with a snap that seems to echo around the room. Now he’s trapped. Even if he could manoeuvre his hands up to the zip in order to pull it down, there’s nowhere for it to go. It’s tethered to his neck, and will remain there for the foreseeable future.

Him

I’m OK, I tell myself as she moves down to my feet. I’m safe.

I’m OK.

Her

The belts are tricky, but the stiffness of new leather is a minor inconvenience in a greater game: after the first two, it takes little effort for me to pull them tight, one notch at a time, trapping his legs together and his arms down by his sides. The six straps cross his body, with six gleaming silver buckles tracing a simple constellation from feet to neck: Servus, the Slave Boy, tied in the heavens for all eternity – or at least until I decide otherwise.

He gives me a nod of approval as each one is cinched closed, knowing to indicate whether they’re too tight or too loose: if I find out either one after the fact, there will be trouble. If they’re loose enough that he’s able to escape, then we have a problem and he’ll be punished accordingly – but equally if his macho desire to impress me takes over and he insists the straps are pulled tight enough to cause long-term discomfort, then I’ll be just as strict in my response. 

I want him helpless, but I want him unharmed: my favourite possession, locked up safely and securely and all for me.

Him

The last belt tightens, pinning my arms to my sides. I try to wriggle, but it’s pointless – of course it’s pointless. That’s not how this works. If I was able to move an inch, the whole fabric of the scene would fall apart.

I would obey her no matter what. If she ordered me to, I’d remain still for hours – and have, in the past – but then it would be my choice, my decision to obey. Now, I have no sense of agency. Sure, there’s my safeword, floating off in the distance somewhere, but that’s my single means of release: trusting her enough to respect my limits.

I cling to it, because it’s all I have left.

Her

Six small padlocks slip through six tiny holes, and one by one six silver keys are placed into our toybox where they belong. Now he’s well and truly stuck.

‘Poor boy,’ I say, placing my hand lightly on his chest. I wonder if he can feel it through the leather. He doesn’t say anything in response, but his eyes are darting nervously around the room. If the material wrapping him up wasn’t so thick, I might have been able to feel his heartbeat. How fast would it be racing? How much nervous tension would there be in that chest of his, just waiting to get out?

‘Try and relax.’

Him

‘Try and relax,’ she says – but I am trying, and nothing seems to be happening. The more I try and shut my mind down to the present, the more it opens up to the future, and the anticipation of what comes next.

I feel her move her hand down the leather, tracing a pathway to the fastenings at my waist. I hear metal poppers being unfastened, and then her fingers against my cock: that same light touch pulling me out from my leather prison, giving me my first taste of freedom in what has been minutes but already feels like hours.

Her

He moans as I suck him into my mouth, swirling my tongue around the head of his penis and smiling up at him. Blowjobs are rare for him since I took control in our relationship – almost exclusively a reward for good behaviour – but today I have a different plan in mind.

I want to torture him. I want to get inside his head and turn his world upside down. I want him to feel lost – and then, when I decide to free him, I want to build him back up again according to my designs.

And yet he knows none of that. All he knows is that the feeling of my lips around his shaft is a special sort of bliss.

Him

It doesn’t last.

She prides herself on the tease, a long-term feature of our relationship. She loves to watch me squirm in the agony of near-release without ever getting the pleasure that she dangles so temptingly in front of me. She loves to watch me beg, and she knows how to get it.

I never expected I’d be allowed to come so early in the proceedings, but there’s a moment – just a second, just before she realises I’ve almost had too much – where I think that she might be generous and that the week’s worth of come filling my balls might be allowed to explode right down her throat. That’s the moment she pulls away, swatting at my hardness with an idle hand, as though mocking me for even considering the idea that her games might be over so soon.

They aren’t, and won’t be for a long time. I’m almost sure of it.

Her

He lets out a little gasp of pain as I slap his cock – not hard; just enough to contrast the pleasure that came before with the new reality of his situation – and I can’t help but smile. Now I can do whatever I want with him. Agony or ecstasy, it all comes down to me.

I reach across to the bedside cabinet and pull out my iPod. I’ve prepared a special playlist for him to enjoy later, but it needs to be prepared now. The small white earbuds fit snugly into his ears, cancelling out any noises except the tracks that I’ll later be playing, and then I pick up the hood and slip it over his head, pulling the laces tight at the back. The heavy leather holds the headphones firmly in place, and I watch his eyes flicker back and forth, watching me in anticipation. 

Now there’s nothing left of the man I love. I know he’s in there, of course, but all I can see is a slave in black leather, ready and waiting to be used.

Him

The headphones muffle her voice, but without music being piped through I can still hear her. ‘Are you ready, slave?’ she says. ‘Ready to give up control?’

My collar, coupled with the leather both above and below it, makes it almost impossible to nod; I can’t even so much as move my neck. ‘Yes Mistress,’ I say, and she smiles.

‘Good boy. You have your safeword. I’ll see you on the other side.’

She pulls the two leather flaps down over my eyes and fastens them in place. After that, there’s nothing but darkness, and my thoughts.

At least, for now.

Her

The gag fits easily between his teeth, although fastening it in place takes a little effort: he’s so well trussed up that he can’t assist me in any way, so I have to support his body as I fasten it closed. Soon enough it’s done, though, and the only spot of colour on him – except the magnificent fleshy rod of his cock, sticking out from the centre of the black expanse – is the harsh red ball between his lips. He’s already started to drool around it. He hates the feeling of drooling on himself, but for now there’s nothing he can do about it.

Good, I think. It shows he really is stuck.

I run my hands down the leather and slowly unfasten the flaps that cover his nipples.

Him

The sensation is nothingness, at first – merely blackness, and then the slowly emerging sound of my blood pumping in my ears – but soon there’s another feeling creeping through: a cool breeze on my chest. My nipples harden involuntarily, and I can feel my cock do likewise.

She knows my weakness for chest play. She knows just how easy it is for her to make me putty in her hands with just the faintest, lightest touch of her fingertips on my nipples… and yet that isn’t what I feel.

What she gives me is pain.

There is no warning, no warm up. The security of my leather prison is breached by a twisting agony as she traps my nipples between her fingers and pulls on them, working them into a frenzy and turning them into two tiny points of fire on my chest.

I moan into the gag, but I don’t hear anything in response.

I can imagine her laughter.

Her

I forget what a little masochist my boy can be sometimes.

He denies it, of course – he claims that pain is something he tolerates for my amusement, that it’s something that brings him no particular pleasure for himself – but one look at his body as I make it ache for me would tell anyone that that was a lie.

I squeeze down with my fingertips, my nails leaving an indentation in his soft pink skin that I’m sure will last and last. He will have the agony to remind him of what has happened to him, but I will only have the visual. It’s important to make it count.

I can imagine the relief he must be feeling as I pull away, and then the worry that must immediately follow it.

When I’m there playing with him, even if I’m hurting him, he knows where I am and what I’m up to. When I’m gone, on the other hand…

Him

She could be doing anything.

I can’t hear her, can’t see her, can’t feel her touch. She could be watching over me, or should could have left the room. Perhaps this is it now. Perhaps I’m to be left here, stewing in my own thoughts alone on this bed, encased and ready for her to use.

I’m just a toy now. That’s all. The mask has stripped away my personality, and the bag has taken my ability to fight her. All I can do is serve in the darkness: a tongue, a cock, a sensitive chest.

And then the burning hits.

Her

The molten wax rests on the lip of the candle for a second before it falls. I watch it almost in slow motion, beading itself into tight little teardrops of heat with only one possible destination, and then there is his gasp through the gag and the involuntary reflex of his body as it curls up against this strange new pain.

Unexpected? Yes. Unwelcome?

The jury is still out on that.

Another drop or six will help them decide, no doubt.

They trace a circle around his nipple, first left and then right and then back to left again, in irregular splashes designed to cause maximum confusion. I want him never quite sure what’s going to happen in the next minute or so. Will I stop? Will I carry on?

Who can tell?

Him

I’m almost used to the burning sensation when I feel her fingers around my cock. There’s no need for her to get me to hardness. The dull ache in my full balls and the feeling of my heaviness in her hand makes it clear that my body is enjoying this treatment, even though my mind seems to be struggling to come to terms with the new sensations: the overflow of some, and the absence of others.

Then suddenly it isn’t her fingers but her mouth that’s teasing me, her tongue running down my shaft. My moans into the gag just seem to spur her on, driving her to torture me even more. She knows just how much I can take before I get close to coming, and just how far she can push me. I have been trained over the weeks and months and years of our relationship to need her permission before I’m allowed release – she insists on that, always – but with the gag in my mouth and my head swimming with new feelings beyond my control I have no way of signalling when I get close.

I mumble over and over, begging her to stop before my body forces me to disobey her, but she just keeps on going.

Her

I know how close he is to losing himself. Even wrapped in leather, it’s impossible to ignore. I know his body almost as well as I know my own: every twitch, every tremor. I can feel him about to blow his load, struggling with himself to stay chaste and obedient, partly out of respect for my orders and yet, I am sure, at least a little bit out of fear of what could happen if he disobeys.

Good. I want him scared tonight.

It’s only through fear of me that he’ll learn just how much power I really have over him.

Suddenly he begins thrashing, beating his legs fruitlessly against the bed. That’s his signal to me that he’s close to giving up, that his willpower is no match for the feeling of my lips on his cock. It has been so long since he’s been able to enjoy a blowjob properly…

… but tonight is not that night.

Him

I’m relieved when she stops, but the second she does all I want is for her lips to be back on me. I know, deep down, that all of this is just a game to her, that I am her toy and her plaything and I will be used as such without any regard for my pleasure, but I don’t care. My cock cries out for attention.

Her

Pathetic.

My boy is so beautiful, so perfect… and yet so, so pathetic for me. He’s helpless now, his cock twitching in excitement, craving more contact. That’s the value of the sensory deprivation suit, of course: removing all other stimuli means that the little attention he gets becomes the absolute centre of his world.

He needs me now. Pleasure, pain, and everything in between.

I reach down and pick a large piece of dried wax from his nipple, making sure to catch the tender flesh between my fingers as I do. He winces, and I smile.

There, there, my little slut, I think. You’ll be rewarded soon.

Him

I hear rummaging in the cabinet, the closing of a drawer, the ripping of cellophane and then the tightness of rubber as she rolls the condom down my dick.

Thank you, I think. My beautiful, merciful Mistress. Thank you so much.

Her

It’s time for him to be shown his purpose.

I can only imagine his joy at what he must be expecting, and the way he’ll react when I snatch it away from him. I’ve never been much of a sadist in the physical sense, but knowing that I can leave him begging and desperate with just a few little words is one of my greatest pleasures in life.

I lean in close and speak directly into his ear. My voice is just above a whisper, but I’m sure he hears me.

Even through the leather, I can feel his hope being extinguished.

Him

‘If you come without permission, I’ll break you,’ she says. ‘Do you understand?’

No.

No, no, no.

Please.

Anything but that.

Anything.

Her

I position myself above his cock, pressing the head just against my entrance. How easy it would be to slide myself down now, to impale myself on my own personal flesh-dildo – because of course, that is all he is now. At the best of times he lives to serve me, but now he has no choice in the matter. He will be used, because that is what I want – and when I’m satisfied, he will be left until the tide of orgasm has drained away and he is needed again.

And then he is inside me, and all is right with the world.

Him

She doesn’t fuck me gently, the way she usually does. Normally our sessions together include a great deal of teasing and an inordinate amount of pain, but when it finally comes to the simple act of making love that is truly what it is: two bodies, one owned by the other, coming together in bliss.

Not tonight.

Now, she’s riding me – truly, frantically, desperately riding me. I can feel her pussy wrapped tight around my cock, clenched even as the steady up-and-down bounce of her body against my hips drives me deep inside her.

I will not come.

I can’t, even as my body screams out for it. I keep that thought in my mind, struggling to blot out everything else. All of my attention is focused on my cock, and the blissful, agonising tease of her pussy as it milks me.

I will not come.

Her body collapses down on mine, her breasts pressed up against my body. What I wouldn’t give to be able to touch them, kiss them, worship them! Even just to see them!

I will not come.

Her face is by my ear. If she spoke, her words would be the centre of my world – my only point of reference, my light in the darkness. All I get are those moans, though: a steady parade of soft little kitten-mewls, growing in intensity with every thrust until…

Until…

I will not come.

I will not come.

I will not –

Her

And then the world becomes brighter. My body tenses, my muscles clawing over and around themselves as glorious sensation overcomes me.

Him

I hear her moan, feel her tighten, lose myself in her – all these things at once, an overflow of sensation.

She has taken what she needs.

Her

‘Good boy,’ I say. My voice seems to echo in my head, but he doesn’t react.

Then again, how would I know if he did?

Him

I wait an eternity for her to say it – ‘Now come for me, boy’ – but she does not.

My cock slips out of her, still rock hard and swaddled in rubber, sensitive to everything around it, but she makes no effort to touch it. All I can feel is the cool air of freedom – or at least, the closest thing I have.

Please, I think, praying that somehow she can hear my thoughts, that she might have mercy on my aching body. Please let me come. I need it.

No, not it. Her. I need her. I need the comfort of her body next to mine, of skin pressed against skin. I need to know that she is there, that I have not been forgotten. My orgasm is secondary – even more so than usual.

And then her weight is off me, and we are done.

Her

I will let him come, eventually. I won’t be able to resist myself. I love watching him spurt his load at the best of times, and the idea of watching him spray all over the black leather is too tempting a prospect to be ignored – but of course, there is no rush. The game has just begun.

First round to me. Second round… well, it isn’t looking good for him. That’s all I can say.

I head back to the cabinet where my final surprise of the night awaits: my iPod, shiny-black and loaded with a special playlist, carefully produced earlier in the week while he was at work, completely unaware of what awaited him.

I reach for the thin black cable that dangles from his hood, plug it in, and press play.

It starts.

Him

The noise seems to come from nowhere and everywhere all at once.

At first I think I’m dreaming it: a slow droning hum in the darkness, white noise that’s barely audible. Is that possible? Surely not. It can only be my imagination running wild, torn between the black reality and the overstimulation of my cock and nipples.

It seems to be getting louder by degrees, one small measure at a time, until it floods my brain. I can’t hear anything from the outside anymore. There is nothing in my world except that hissing static, drowning out all other sensations.

No sight.

No touch.

No hearing, now.

She has taken everything from me.

And then she speaks.

Her

I’ve loaded up the iPod with recordings of my voice – not many, just enough to be torturous – each one mingled into the white noise. The slight reverb and echo I put on my voice gave the recording an almost hypnotic quality. I’ve listened to it before, testing it out with the lights off one evening, and even I found it disorientating.

God only knows how he feels. 

I check the screen to see which file is playing first. I can remember it well: recording it dozens of times, making sure I got the right level of husky dominance in my voice.

‘You worship your Mistress,’ the speaker plays.

Him

I worship my Mistress.

I do. More than she could ever know.

Her

‘You are nothing without your Mistress.’

Him

I am nothing without my Mistress.

I am nothing. I know that now.

Her

‘You are owned, and you are loved.’

Him

I am owned, and I am loved.

Of course I am. This beautiful woman – this Goddess of mine – has taken so long in preparing this. She has tied me up so I cannot get away, and now she is probing my mind, altering my thoughts, guiding me towards the facts of my existence and cementing them in place. She wants me to know what I am to her.

If that’s not love, what is?

Her

The second playlist kicks in, repeating my messages to him. The battery will last for hours – at least three, and maybe as many as six – constantly playing back those little mantras in a random order, shuffled so he never grows used to them and will never quite be able to tune his mind out.

I had planned to leave the room then, to allow him to stew in his own juices, but I decide against it. For now, it’s better to watch. Perhaps in an hour or so I’ll find boredom setting in, and then I might head out into the living room and allow him to truly be alone in his leather prison. Then again, perhaps I’ll just slip the gag out of his mouth and ride his face until I collapse in exhaustion while my voice echoes on an endless loop in his ears.

Him

I worship my Mistress.

I am nothing without my Mistress.

I am owned, and I am loved.

I worship my Mistress.

I am nothing without my Mistress.

I am owned, and I am loved.

I worship my Mistress.

I am nothing without my Mistress.

I am owned, and I am loved.


Want more?
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