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Mark shook his head in frustration. He’d
spent all day shut away in his office trying to master the new
software, and was getting absolutely nowhere. His Web site was a
total mess, with text all over the place, in the wrong size, and
half the links just didn’t work. Everything he tried just seemed to
make it worse. Sighing, he selected the entire folder and pressed
DELETE.

As the last eight hours’ work vanished, a
message popped up on Skype. It was Amy. She’d been spending the day
in her studio painting a commission for a wealthy patron. Although
they both worked from home, it was quite common for them not to see
each other until early evening, and they often communicated via
their computers or cell phones.

“You need a break from work.”

“Sure do,” he typed.

“Go to the bedroom and get me the big black
dildo, a butt plug, some lube, a spreader, and some handcuffs. I’ll
be waiting for you in the living room. Don’t be long! xoxo”

Mark grinned. Maybe today wasn’t going to be
a complete waste. And it sounded like Amy wanted to be well and
truly fucked this evening.

“Shall I bring the crop?” he inquired.

“If that’s what you want” she answered.

“On my way” he messaged back.

Two minutes later, he’d shut everything down
and was in the bedroom rummaging through their toy box. Quickly, he
stripped off his clothes and stepped into the bathroom to freshen
up. Wicked thoughts ran through his brain: Amy bound and helpless,
while he slowly teased her; Amy on her knees sucking him off; Amy
pumping herself with a dildo while he took her in the ass…

A few months ago, this was all new to him,
but she’d opened his eyes to a side of himself that he’d kept
locked away, ashamed of what others might think. His previous
girlfriends would have freaked out at the thought of “that kinky
stuff”, but Amy seemed happy to let him try almost anything, and
often encouraged him to explore new ideas. It added a whole new
dimension, not just to their exuberant sex life, but to their
relationship. He had never felt so comfortable with someone before,
knowing that he could be completely open with her. More than
anything, he appreciated the level of trust she put in him. Before
him, she’d always liked to be the one in control, but for some
reason she seemed happy to let Mark do whatever he wanted with
her.

Toweling himself dry, Mark grabbed the things
Amy had asked for and headed naked along the hall towards the
living room, trying not to appear hurried. It wouldn’t do to seem
too eager. He wondered what he’d order her to do first – perhaps
put her in the spreader and warm her up with the riding crop…

As he opened the living room door, he stopped
short. Instead of lying naked on the couch, where he’d expected to
find her, Amy was standing in the middle of the room. She was
wearing shiny black vinyl thigh-high boots with high heels and
buckles up the side and a matching tightly laced black vinyl spiked
corset that pushed her already large breasts up and out. She
accentuated the ensemble with shoulder-length black vinyl gloves
and a tiny pair of black panties tied at the sides. Her long red
hair tumbled down loosely around her shoulders, and she stared at
him sternly with heavily made up eyes.

“Uh, wow,” faltered Mark. “You look
amazing.”

“You took your time,” she snapped. “I told
you not to be long. I’ve been waiting.”

“Sorry,” he replied. “I was just…”

“I don’t want to hear it,” Amy barked. “You
seem to think I’m here for your convenience, to be your fuck toy.
Well, I’ve got news for you. That’s only as long as it pleases me
to do it. And now it pleases me to have you do whatever I want
tonight. And that means whenever I want, without arguing or making
me wait. Do you understand?”

Mark stood, open-mouthed. This was a side of
Amy she’d never shown him before, cold, hard, and yet unbelievably
sexy.

“I said, do you understand?” She jabbed him
hard in the chest. “Are you going to pleasure me the way I choose,
or am I going to walk out of that door and find some other man to
do it instead?”

“Yes, yes, of course…” gabbled Mark, dropping
the handful of toys on the floor. “Whatever you want.”

She glared at him, and Mark realized his
mistake.

“I mean, yes, Mistress Amy,” he responded,
bowing his head.

She pointed to the floor, and Mark knelt
obediently in front of her, knowing what was expected of him. With
one booted foot, she kicked the spreader over towards him. He
quickly snapped the buckles around his ankles, forcing his legs
wide apart. Looking up, he caught the glint in Amy’s eye, and knew
what she was thinking. He always liked making her put restraints on
herself instead of doing it to her. It showed him that she was
doing it willingly, and that she would do whatever he wanted. He
didn’t have to physically control her in any way, just watch as she
placed herself in whatever position she commanded.

Amy stepped behind Mark, and instinctively he
brought his arms behind him ready for the cuffs. With two quick
clicks she had him bound and helpless. She looped the key for the
cuffs onto a thin chain and placed it around her neck, letting it
settle in her cleavage.

“Now,” she said, “I’m guessing you were
planning to start off with that crop. So let’s do that. Bend
over.”

Mark bent forward, resting his head on the
floor. Above him he heard the swish of the leather riding crop as
Amy whipped it back and forward, flexing her wrists.

“And remember,” she said. “I don’t want to
hear a sound from you.” A second later, Mark heard the swish again,
this time ending with a loud crack and a huge stinging pain across
his bare buttocks. With difficulty, he managed to stop himself
crying out. He could not believe how much it hurt, just one
blow.

“Oooh, did that hurt?” soothed Amy. She
traced one hand slowly along the reddening welt that was rising
across his backside. Her light touch was at once painful and
arousing, and Mark whimpered slightly at the feeling.

She withdrew her gloved hand, and then struck
him again, an inch away from the previous blow. This one was
harder, and Mark yelped slightly at the unexpected pain. Again, her
hand stroked his ass, ensuring that he would experience the
sensation to a new level of intensity.

“You know, if you’re going to use this thing
on me, you should do it properly,” she chided. “It’s not for
tickling me with. It’s for doing… this!” As she finished speaking,
Amy whipped the crop down even harder, exactly in between the two
previous strikes. Pain exploded through him, and he nearly fell to
the ground. Before he could draw breath, she lashed again, crossing
the three existing welts diagonally. Three more times, the riding
crop came down hard across his sore ass, and he knew she wasn’t
even trying to pull her blows.

She pulled him roughly back to his knees, and
he looked up at her. Her face was flushed with the exertion, and
perspiration filmed her shoulders. “Do you want more?”

“I… I…” Mark could barely speak.

“I’ll give you a clue, Mark. The answer is
‘if you want, Mistress’. Got it?”

“If you want, Mistress,” he answered,
preparing himself for another harsh thrashing. He wasn’t sure he
could stand it. If she carried on this way, he knew he’d have to
use their safe word – the first time either of them had ever had to
do that.

“No, I think I’ve had enough,” she said. “For
now, anyway.”

Mark slumped with relief, sinking back onto
his heels. In response Amy prodded him in the chest with the riding
crop. “Kneel up straight,” she ordered. He adjusted his posture
until she was satisfied. Standing just a few inches in front of
him, she slipped her hands inside her panties and
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