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“Why are you here?” she asked the beautiful, trembling boy kneeling on the floor at her feet. 

While he looked no more than eighteen, she knew him to be closer to twenty-two. His appearance of 

youthful innocence only added to her craving for him. Of course, she had wanted him long before she 

ever entered the room; even the mere mention of his name caused her tender, eager sex to ripen 

against scant panties. 

“Boy,” she rebuked, and her voice felt sharp over his skin. The boy raised his head slightly, his 

fearful, fathomless blue eyes shadowed only by the soft, shiny dark blonde hair that seemed to always 

fall coyly over his forehead. It angled in such a perfect way as his gaze filtered up through wisps of the 

deepest gold. Smoldering like a heat haze suspended over a desert highway, it scorched her. 

The corner of the boy’s mouth quirked up, almost into an impish smile, but faltered as if he 

wasn’t sure she would allow it. After pausing just a little longer to consider the question, to attempt to 

guess what his Mistress wanted to hear, he answered. 

“I am here to serve you, Mistress, to fulfill your desires…your needs.” With that, he flashed a 

brilliant, shy smile. Heaven itself could not have been more beautiful than his face in that moment. 

The depth of it stole away her very breath. 

Forcing herself to look away, the boy’s Mistress walked behind him, pleased when his shoulders 

tensed in anticipation. Such a responsive little pet, it excited her to think about all of the other ways in 

which she would make him respond. 

“Come here,” she told him as she moved with measured steps to the St. Andrew’s cross erected 

in the room specifically for their play. He shivered as he stood before it, facing the large, roughly hewn X 

that dominated the back wall. Barefoot in jeans and a baby blue button down shirt, his hair once again 

falling lightly across his forehead, he was exquisite, and he was hers. 

“Remove your clothes,” she commanded quietly. “Bare yourself to me.” 

“Yes, Mistress,” the boy replied in reverence, his voice muted and respectful. Taking a deep, 

shaking breath, he began to unbutton his perfectly ironed shirt with seemingly deliberate slowness, 

making her wait to see his flawless skin. Button by button, he dragged elegant fingers down the starched 

cotton until, mercifully, there were no more. The shirt finally slid lightly off his strong sculpted shoulders 

to reveal a stark white t-shirt that only served to intensify her wanton anticipation. With the shadow of 

a grin, the boy carefully laid the discarded shirt over a low table before starting on the undershirt. 

Tapping her stiletto on the hardwood floor, the only outward sign of her impatience, she waited 

as he pulled the bottom of his undershirt from the skintight jeans that showcased his impressive 

attributes. As she watched, her mouth watering at each slender inch of revelation, he pulled the t-shirt 

up to bare the supple skin of his stomach. The shirt moved higher to reveal his well-defined chest, his 
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body stretching, accentuating the lean, sleek lines of his sun-kissed skin as he pulled the garment over 

his head. 

“My God…” his Mistress murmured under her breath, allowing her carefully cultivated control to 

slip marginally. Michelangelo’s David was but mere child’s play compared to the perfection of this boy. 

“Turn around,” she implored, letting her control slip yet further, and he complied quickly. She 

watched the muscles in his back and arms move as he unbuttoned his jeans and began to slide them 

down over his sensuous hips, displaying more of his bare skin. More than anything else, she wanted this 

boy to feel as vulnerable as he made her feel. He bent at the waist, pulling the jeans down his legs, 

revealing his charms to her, the soft skin of his ass, the subtle shadow of his sac. 

“Pull them all the way off, but remain as you are,” she bade him in a breathless tone. Her 

excitement shone clearly through the veil of her command. The boy jerked his jeans off over his feet and 

tossed them on top of his shirts, remaining bent at the waist and open to her inspection. From around 

the straining muscles in his thigh, she could see his handsome face flush, his long hair falling across 

crimson skin. 

She wanted to make all of his skin that delicate shade of scarlet. 

Making sure that each distinct click of her heel was discernable, she stepped closer to the boy. 

Click 

Click 

“Spread your legs wider,” his Mistress instructed as her cool fingers traced lightly up the back of 

his thigh. Shivering, he opened his stance, and her gentle touch moved to his inner thigh as it slid higher. 

A sweet, muted whimper escaped his tightly pursed lips. Even as brief as it was, the incredibly erotic 

sound caused her sex to clench in response. The boy’s vulnerability, his embarrassment at being 

exposed so intimately, fueled her heady arousal. Slowly stroking the silky skin of each globe of his 

perfect ass, and then probing gently between, she took great pleasure in each of his straining breaths. 

“Do you like it when I touch you like this?” she asked, her index finger sliding precariously along 

the puckered skin of his tight little opening. His body shuddered, but as she glanced around his hip, she 

saw that his cock was hard. His only response was another muted inhuman whimper, but she decided to 

let it slide because she had more important things on her mind. 

Leaving him open and exposed as he was, the woman moved over to the cross and prepared the 

leather bindings for the boy, taking note of his height and his long, slender legs. As she watched him 

over her shoulder, she saw that he was trying to sneak inconspicuous looks at what she was doing, only 

to hang his head at being caught. His face still flush from being bent as he was, it was difficult to tell if 

his transgression embarrassed him.  
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“Come here,” she told him, and he righted himself and loped gracefully to where she stood. His 

cock bounced lightly, jutting straight out from the soft, perfectly trimmed hair that was just a shade or 

two darker than the blonde on his head. Telling him that she was pleased with him, she stroked his 

sweet face, and to her surprise, he leaned into her touch, turning to kiss her palm deferentially. That 

one simple gesture made her want him even more. Pushing the front of his body against the cross, she 

leaned down and strapped his ankles to the bottom of the wide arch. Pressing her smaller body against 

his toned frame, she felt his heat and smelled his deliciously tantalizing scent of spice with a hint of 

musk. When she reached up to secure his wrists, she noticed that his hair had a more citrusy scent to it. 

Unconsciously, she pressed her face into his hair and inhaled, closing her eyes, feeling her nipples 

harden beneath her clothes. 

“Mmm… Mistress…” the boy moaned softly as she fastened his wrists securely to the frame. He 

arched his back, pressing his warm, naked body against hers. Once she secured his waist, he wouldn’t be 

able to play such games, but since she loved the feel of his body, she didn’t rebuke him. 

“Hmm?” she inquired with her face pressed lightly against his hair, her lips resting on the upper 

ridge of his ear. Her breath, like a light caress across his sensitive ear, caused him to shudder again and 

push his hips harder against her. He tried not to press his desperately hard cock against the worn wood, 

but she heard his pleading, shaking whisper. 

“Please…touch me.” 

She moaned softly against his hair, and complied, but only insofar as she slid her hands down his 

chest and over his sides to grab the leather strap to secure his waist. His Mistress pushed the boy hard 

against the frame, and buckled the leather strap, almost a belt, around his middle, holding him tightly to 

the frame. 

Now, he was truly hers, for a while at least. 

Taking a step away from the quivering, excited boy, she ran her hand lightly down his back, and 

he rewarded her with a low, desperate moan. Cupping his firm ass, she massaged his flesh briefly, 

making him squirm and arch into her touch, before moving down to his legs. Kneeling, she pressed her 

lips to the sensitive skin where his thighs just met his buttocks, placing tender kisses on one side, then 

the other. A low keening sound came from the boy then, for his Mistress knew exactly where to touch 

him. She heard the metal chain that connected his wrists to the cross rattle violently as she moved 

slowly down the backs of his thighs.  

Again, she moved back up, prolonging the pleasure, dragging out his torture of being unable to 

touch her or himself. As she ran her tongue over his tender sac from her position behind him, pressing 

her face between his legs, he cried out. Trying desperately to spread his legs further, he bent at the 

knees, digging the leather cuffs into his ankles. She moved her face up slightly, using the palms of her 

hands to spread him open to her. Almost unconsciously, the boy tried to arch his back as his Mistress’s 
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tongue caressed his sensitive skin. A frustrated noise escaped him when the strap around his waist 

denied him what he so desperately sought. He pleaded in a whisper as she continued to tease him, to 

heighten his arousal to an almost painful level. 

The wood creaked faintly as he struggled, but he could not get free. 

Not until she released him. 

Righting herself, the woman stood high on her stilettos and pressed her leather-clad hips into 

his ass, using her hands to pull him back hard against her. Decadently, she simulated taking him, 

grinding against his ass, careful not to force him into the wood. His head fell forward toward the cross, 

and she reached up, fisted his hair gently, and forced it back. 

The boy sucked in a breath, and his spine stiffened. 

She let go of his hair and picked up a black leather crop that she had left on a nearby table. 

Torment always had to come before the sex, because after the intimacy that they shared, it broke her 

heart even to look at him. He eyed the crop, knowing what was coming even as she tapped the leather 

against his thigh. She used the same method with each and every blow, three soft taps in order to get 

the blood to the surface, to make the skin more sensitive, and then one stinging blow. Over and over, 

starting with his thighs and then moving to his back and finally his ass. Pulling her long brown curls up 

into a soft twirl on the back of her head, she secured it with a clip to keep it out of the way, her brown 

eyes flashing with excitement. 

One 

Two  

Three 

Sting 

The boy cried out with each stinging slap of the crop on his ass, and his Mistress reveled in the 

changing color of his skin. His cries became louder with each successive hue of red, and his ass clenched 

tightly with each hard spank. When she was finished, the area around and between his shoulder blades, 

his thighs, his ass – they were all scarlet and fevered to the touch. The boy’s face was just as red with 

angry tears streaking a trail over his burning face. His Mistress loved the way that his entire body was 

hot under her touch and tempered with a cold sweat. The fact that she could produce this depth of a 

reaction in him pleased her, knowing that it would leave an impression that the boy would think about 

long after they’d parted. 

Setting the crop back on the table, the boy’s Mistress walked around to the back of the cross so 

that he could see her clearly. As she wiped his tears away, he tried to turn his head but was trapped by 

his bindings. Using a cool washcloth that had been left for her, she gently cleaned his forehead and 
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cheeks. This gesture, so intimate, so tender after the whipping he’d just received, broke something 

inside the boy. He sobbed harder, dropping his head down so as to not look at his Mistress. She 

smoothed his hair back away from his face and kissed him sweetly on the forehead. 

Stepping back, the woman unbuttoned her pale red silk blouse. One button, and then the next, 

carefully revealing her smooth creamy skin. The boy watched, his tears slowly receding with each 

successive button. Upon reaching the very last one, she allowed the soft material to slip down over her 

arms and land unceremoniously on the floor at her feet. She did the same with her short skirt until she 

stood in nothing but a lacy black bra and panties set. His Mistress heard the boy’s sharp intake of breath 

at her near nakedness, and she smiled. 

“You are being such a good boy, I think you deserve a treat,” she whispered, and his face lit up 

as if clouds parted just enough to let just a single ray of light shine through. Unable to help herself, the 

woman stepped forward and caught the boy’s lips in a deep kiss which he returned enthusiastically. He 

moaned into the kiss, and at once, she remembered her place and her purpose there. Reaching up, she 

released the boy’s wrists and then knelt to release his ankles. Returning to the other side of the cross 

where the boy leaned, tethered only by his waist, she removed that binding, too. Immediately, he 

dropped to the floor and pressed his face against her bare stomach. His soft hair caressed her skin, and 

she buried her fingers in it, pulling his face closer to her. 

“Undress me,” she commanded in a barely audible whisper, feeling vindicated when his hands 

shook lightly as they took two attempts to unhook her bra. The boy pulled the scraps of lace down her 

arms, freeing her large breasts, and then took the liberty of kissing each of them before moving down 

over her stomach and hooking his thumbs into the waistband of her panties. She shivered as the 

material was pulled slowly over her ass and then down her parted legs. Her shaved sex glistened in 

anticipation as the boy remained on his knees once her legs were free from the damp and discarded 

garment. 

Lifting her leg and placing it on his bare shoulder, she grasped his hair firmly and pulled his face 

between her legs. “That’s it…” she moaned as she felt his lips begin to explore her warm, wet sex. He 

kissed from the inside of her left thigh to the inside of her right as it rested on his shoulder, and every 

inch in between. “Just like that…” she commanded as his tongue speared between her sweet nether lips, 

delving into her soft folds.  

“Oh God, baby,” his Mistress cried as the boy ran the very tip of his tongue over her sensitive 

bundle of nerves. Her muscles clenched in response, and her fingers tightened in his hair. Over and over 

his tongue stroked and massaged her tender skin until she felt her legs would no longer support her. 

Taking control back from the boy, she rocked her hips, fucking his sweet mouth.  

Her orgasm hit her so hard that she had to use his body to support her.  
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When she pulled her leg from his shoulder, she looked down into his smiling face and smiled 

back at the glistening sheen around his lips. Grabbing his hand, she pulled him to his feet and led him 

over to a table that appeared to be from a medical supply house. It was short and padded with different 

metal attachments near one end. She pushed the boy down on the table, his body stretched so that his 

hips were at one edge and his head was at the other. Binding his arms to the top of the table with a 

length of nylon rope, she moved to the bottom of the table, and swung the metal attachments into 

place.  

They were stirrups. 

She bound his ankles to the metal bars that held his legs up and spread wide. His sweet little ass 

was only partially on the table, leaving him open and vulnerable to her.  

His Mistress was going to make the boy beg for her. 

Rolling a stool over from its place near the wall, she sat with her feet just touching the ground. 

This seat was the perfect height for what she needed. Making sure the boy’s eyes were on hers, she let 

him watch as she licked the head of his cock. His breathing accelerated as he moaned, and then she took 

the head into the wet heat of her mouth.  

“Oh God,” he sighed, and she smiled as the muscles in his thighs tightened and flexed in his 

excitement. His back arched as his Mistress bobbed her head, moving her lips over his straining cock. 

She loved to listen to his whimpers when she reached down with her slender fingers and stroked his 

balls as she took him deep. He was straining now, trying so hard not to beg her to suck him harder. 

Finding a rhythm, she sucked his cock in and out of her mouth, over and over while he tried not to thrust 

his hips. 

As she squeezed and stroked his balls, his cock just got harder. It was like silk-covered steel, and 

he was beyond speech, beyond reason, his hands balled up into fists trying to stave off his orgasm.  

“Mistress, may I come?” he asked, and she moaned around his cock, letting him feel the wicked 

vibrations of her lips as they slid over his skin. 

“Please Mistress… Please, I can’t….” he pleaded. As she felt his balls tighten further under her 

fingers and his cock swell just slightly, she released his cock from her lips. He was panting and thrusting 

his hips up uselessly into empty space, but it wasn’t enough to give him release. 

“Fuck,” he moaned breathlessly as he rested back against the padded table, and his Mistress 

watched him, waiting for him to calm. 

Bringing out a bottle of lubricant, the woman held the bottle over the tip of his hard cock and 

squeezed, letting a small measure of the cool liquid coat the head. Moving the bottle just slightly, she let 

the contents drizzle onto her waiting fingers. Now, she was ready. Spreading the lube over his erection 
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warmed it quickly as she stroked and twisted her fingers over his skin. A surprised, excited sound left the 

boy in a harsh gasp, and he squirmed awkwardly in his bindings.  

Yes, that was what she wanted – she wanted him too excited to think. 

With her other hand, his Mistress rubbed the lube behind his balls, and he let out a deep moan, 

pushing his hips up shamelessly into her touch. Then her fingers moved lower still and rubbed his small, 

tender entrance. The sensation was so powerful that he grunted, groaning in time with his labored 

breaths. 

That was when she slipped her finger inside of him. 

His cry was one of pain and pleasure as she breached his ass, fucking him slowly with her fingers 

as she stroked him. There was too much sensation, too much feeling for the boy as he began to lose 

control of himself. His balls began to tighten against his body as, relentlessly, she teased him. The boy 

felt her fingers go deeper until his Mistress found that little bump inside of him, the one that caused 

fireworks to explode when it was stroked. 

“That’s it, baby,” his Mistress told him as he pumped his hips uselessly. She was in control here, 

and only she would give him his orgasm. It wasn’t something he could just take. That desperate feeling, 

that all-consuming fire, was building in his balls and in his belly. 

“Mistress…Please…please, may I come?” he asked, unsure as to what the answer might be. She 

may want to tease him further, or she may want to give him release so that he could last much longer 

when he fucked her. 

“Yes, give it to me,” she said harshly, and began to stroke him harder. His hips continued to 

move with her hands, one stroking his cock, the other fucking him with her fingers.  

“Yeah…yeah…” he cried as his balls tightened further against his body. The feeling built, taking 

him higher and higher, and his hands balled into fists just as…she let go of his cock. 

Frustrated and confused, he growled his displeasure as she smiled down at him. His breathing 

was harsh and labored, a light sweat had broken out all over his flushed skin. Taking deep, measured 

breaths, he tried to calm down; his balls were aching with the need to release. 

Again and again she brought him to the brink of orgasm only to deny him.  

His eyes over-bright with unshed tears, the boy watched helplessly as his Mistress gagged him 

with a moderately-sized leather bit gag. He whimpered quietly behind it, unable to beg her once again 

to please please allow him that orgasm that he wanted so fucking badly. Very pleased at the way gag 

was forced between his teeth, the way it reduced him to inhuman sounds, his Mistress watched as he 

struggled uselessly in his bindings.  
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“I’ll give you the choice,” his Mistress told him with a wicked smile. “I’ll give you that orgasm 

that you need so badly, but I’m going to use this to do it.” Holding up a thin black dildo that was the 

length of an average penis, she watched with mounting excitement as the boy’s eyes widened. She had 

always wanted to fuck him like that, but hadn’t quite worked up the nerve—until then. 

“Do you still want to come?” she asked, smirking as he closed his eyes. After a moment, he 

nodded. 

“Good boy,” his Mistress told him, kissing him lightly on his sweaty forehead before using the 

bottle of lubricant to coat the toy. He watched her with trepidation until she used her fingers to add 

more lubricant to his tight entrance.  

Then, he closed his eyes again, his breathing coming in harsh gasps. 

Very slowly, she pressed the head of the toy against his tight ring. He began to breathe deeply 

as she rubbed it lightly back and forth, teasing his opening. The only noise he made as she penetrated 

him was a low grunt, and then the toy was inside of him. His Mistress waited for just a moment, savoring 

the sight of him bound, gagged, and penetrated as he squirmed on the table, completely at her mercy. 

Gently, she began to stroke him. 

“Jesus…” he whispered around the gag as she twisted her grip over the head of his cock. She 

took her time teasing him, trying to prolong the feeling for him. He’d been such a good boy – he 

deserved an intense release. Slowly, she pushed the dildo in and out of him, rotating it in a tiny 

circle…searching. At once, she found that sweet spot inside of him and his back arched, a wild, 

animalistic sound forced from his throat. She held that same angle and continued her deliberate, steady 

thrusting. To her shock and utter joy, he pushed his hips back, trying to take it deeper. The sight of him 

losing all control, abandoning everything and begging silently with his hips for her to fuck him, excited 

her. 

Watching the hard, unforgiving black cock stretch his tight little hole, she decided that she didn’t 

want him to come in her hand. She wanted him to fill her and stretch her, desperate to drive up into her 

despite his harsh bindings. With a smile, she stopped stroking him, lifting his cock up so that she could 

lick and kiss the tender sac beneath. He whimpered, squirming minutely on the table. Letting go of the 

dildo, she stepped away for just a moment to grab a length of rope. Tying it carefully around his waist 

and legs, she crossed it over the flared end of the toy, holding it cruelly in place. With satisfaction, she 

pulled out one of the metal drawers on the side of the table and removed a condom. 

The boy sucked in a sharp breath as she climbed up on the table and straddled his slim hips. 

Unable to contain it, he allowed a moan to slip from his bound lips. She smiled down at him, 

uncharacteristically tender as she rolled down the condom. The effort it must have cost the boy to be 

impaled as she rode him warranted kindness. Holding his sheathed cock still, she closed her eyes and 

relished the feeling of his penetration. As she felt her skin touch his and could sink no further onto him, 
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she opened her eyes. He smiled up at her, laid perfectly still on the table, and waited for his Mistress to 

take him. Slowly, she rolled her hips and felt him slide gently out of her overexcited sex. Then, pushing 

back, she felt him slide back into her again.  

Suddenly, nothing in the world outweighed her desperate need to feel his mouth on hers. 

She leaned forward and unbuckled the gag from behind his head. Throwing the gag on the floor, 

the Mistress plunged her hands into her boy’s hair and claimed his mouth. The deep, resonating groan 

rumbled through him and then against her lips. She began to move again, the angle of his penetration 

leaving her breathless. As she drove her hips down onto him again and again, sweat beaded on her 

forehead and the back of her neck, fed by the inferno raging inside of her. 

“Mistress…” the boy cried, “my Mistress…” Her heart soared to hear his exclamation. For a quiet 

moment while she rode him on that cold, metallic table, she allowed herself to wish that he called out 

her name. Then, the moment passed. 

“How does it feel, that toy in your ass as I take you?” she asked, balancing her hands on his 

thighs, arching her back and allowing him the full, beautiful view of her body. 

“It’s,” he grunted, low and breathless, “it’s being jostled…oh God...rubbing inside of me.” His 

quiet panting drove her arousal higher.  

“Make me come first, and then you can come,” she commanded, and at once the boy jerked his 

hips into the air, almost ignoring the bounds that held him to the table. He would be raw and sore 

where they dug into his skin, but his place was to please his Mistress. His discomfort was secondary. 

“Yeah, baby, just like that,” his Mistress cried as she met his thrusts, moving her hands to his 

chest for better balance.  

“So fucking beautiful,” he whispered, and her rhythm stuttered briefly. He’d never called her 

beautiful in any of their previous sessions. A warm glow filled her chest, and at first she thought her 

orgasm had begun, but realized the feeling was emotional rather than physical. Not entirely sure why, 

she grabbed the utility knife she kept next to his hands and cut his bindings. She rubbed his hands as she 

moved on top of him, and then placed them on her breasts. For a moment, he left them there, teasing 

her nipples, rolling them in his fingers. But soon, he had moved them down and was stroking her sex, 

working her into a frenzy. 

The world exploded in a shower of blinding colored bursts of light. 

The boy’s Mistress threw her head back and screamed her release. In an almost simultaneous 

motion, the boy’s back arched, his hips locked, and he shuddered beneath her. The pleasure in his face 

was almost pain.  
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Leaning forward, she gave him one last kiss before things started to become awkward. She 

dressed while he cleaned up, neither of them speaking. Chancing quick, sidelong glances, she watched 

him as he worked. The long, lean muscles in his legs and back flexed as he put the equipment back in to 

place. As she buttoned her blouse, she tried to think of any topic of conversation to prolong her visit, 

but she had none. 

Leaving the envelope of money on the table near the door as she did each month, the woman 

desperately went through her options for coming up with his next fee. She inventoried a few things in 

her mind that she could sell and considered the possibility of taking on another job.  

Loving him was her addiction, and she would do anything to get a fix. 
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