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The room was dark except for the candles. I’d placed them in a semicircle around the bed so the light licked up the walls in tongues of amber and black, painting the ceiling with shifting shadows that moved like living things. The air smelled of burning wicks and honeyed smoke, thick and cloying, the particular sweetness of beeswax I’d chosen specifically for its melting point—hot enough to hurt, not hot enough to scar. She was exactly where I’d ordered her to be: naked, on her back, wrists bound with soft hemp rope and secured to the headboard. Her legs were spread wide, knees bent, feet flat on the mattress. She was open. She was displayed. She was mine.

I’d left her waiting like that for twenty minutes. Long enough for anticipation to curdle into desperation. Long enough for her thighs to tremble with the effort of keeping them parted, for her mind to start imagining every terrible, wonderful thing I might do. When I finally entered, her eyes locked onto my cock immediately. It was already thick and heavy, responding to the sight of her submission before I’d consciously decided to grant it. The shaft curved upward slightly against my stomach, veined and rigid, the crown flushed dark and beginning to leak with clear arousal. I didn’t wipe it away. I wanted her to stare. I wanted her to understand exactly what was going to restructure her in the next hour.
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I stood at the foot of the bed and watched her breathe. Each inhale lifted her breasts—perfect pale globes with tight pink nipples already drawn to aching points. Each exhale made her abdomen flutter. Her skin was flushed, a rose-colored bloom spreading from her chest to her throat, betraying her arousal. I could see the frantic tattoo of her pulse beneath her jaw, could smell her musk—sharp and intoxicating, the unmistakable scent of a cunt that was already drenched and clenching around nothing. It hit the back of my throat like a drug. My cock twitched, bobbing against my hip, leaving a smear of pre-cum on my skin.

In my left hand, I held a fat pillar candle. In my right, I gripped a heavy steel butter knife—blunt, polished to a mirror finish. I’d left it in the freezer for three hours. Now it fogged in the warm air, condensation beading along its length like sweat on a corpse. The contrast was going to ruin her.

She turned her head, and her eyes were blown wide, black swallowing the hazel. Her lips were parted, wet from where she’d licked them. Beautiful. Stripped of everything but need.

“Please,” she whispered. The word trembled.

I didn’t speak. I let the silence grow, let it press against her skin like a physical weight. I let her hear the rasp of my breath, the wet crackle of the flames. I let her watch me stroke my cock once, slow and deliberate, smearing the pre-cum down my shaft. Her gaze locked onto the motion, and her hips rolled helplessly, seeking friction against empty air. She was so far gone already. Good.

I stepped to the edge of the bed. “You remember your word?”

“Red,” she breathed. “But I won’t—”

“You will if you need to,” I cut in. “But you won’t need to. Because you want this. You want to be my experiment. My map.”

She nodded, frantic. “Yes. Yes, Sir.”
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I reached out with the candle and tilted it. The first drop gathered at the rim, a luminous gold trembling for a fraction of a second before gravity took it. It fell between her breasts, landing directly on her sternum with a soft, liquid pat.

She sucked in a sharp hiss through her teeth. Her spine arched off the mattress, thrusting her tits higher. The wax hardened instantly, a white shell on her flushed skin, trapping the heat beneath it. A circle of angry red spread underneath the cooling pool. I watched her nipples tighten from aroused peaks to hard, aching stones. I watched the shiver run down her torso like a wave.

Before she could catalogue the sensation, I pressed the flat of the frozen steel against the same spot.

Her scream was sharp and sudden, punched from her lungs. Her whole body jerked against the ropes, wrists pulling taut, thighs snapping shut instinctively. The steel was so cold it felt like fire—a bright, shocking brand after the deep, spreading burn of the wax. I dragged the blade slowly down the centerline of her body, over her solar plexus, across her navel. Her abdominal muscles jumped and danced beneath her skin, helpless little twitches of a nervous system overwhelmed by opposing signals. Gooseflesh erupted everywhere the steel touched, a pale rash contrasting with the red flush.

My dick throbbed, bobbing against my stomach, leaving another smear of arousal on my skin. The power of this—of orchestrating her destruction—was making me leak steadily. I gripped the base and squeezed, hard enough to hurt, staving off my own urgency.
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I dragged the steel lower, over her pubic bone, and hovered it just above her mound. Her hips bucked, trying to chase the cold, then retreating from it. She was shaking her head side to side, hair sticking to her tear-stained cheeks.

“Please—oh God, please—”

I smiled. It wasn’t kind. “We haven’t even started.”

—-
[image: ]


I started mapping her in earnest.

I dripped wax onto her left nipple, coating the peak in molten gold. She cried out, a high, broken sound, back bowing like a bowstring. The moment the wax set, I clamped the frozen blade over it, pressing the ice against the trapped heat. The contrast was brutal. She shrieked, the sound raw and electric, her cunt visibly fluttering, the slick lips clenching around emptiness. I could see her arousal pooling beneath her, a wet spot darkening the black sheets. The scent of her musk thickened, mingling with honeyed smoke until the room was a haze of aphrodisiac perfume.

I moved to the right nipple. Drip. Freeze. Drip again. Her tits were heaving, chest hitching with sobs. Each time the steel kissed her, she tried to jerk away; each time the wax fell, she arched into it. Confusion. Perfect confusion. Her body didn’t know whether to flee or surrender.

I traced the knife down her ribs, a slow, glacial line. “Your skin is fighting itself,” I murmured. “Hot blood, cold steel. Which one wins, little girl?”

“Y-you,” she stammered. “You win.”

“Smart answer.”

The room seemed to pulse with my heartbeat. I could hear it in my ears, a dull thunder that matched the throbbing of my cock. I stroked myself again, smearing the pre-cum down the underside of my shaft, using it as lubricant while I watched her suffer. She was watching my hand with glazed fixation, her tongue darting out to wet her lips.

“You want this inside you?” I asked, giving my cock a slow, taunting pump. “You want this cock stretching you open while I burn your skin?”

“Yes,” she gasped. “Please, Sir, I’m so empty—”

“Not yet. First I need to see if you can tell the difference anymore.”

I let the candle drip onto her hip, then replaced the heat with the steel against her other hip. Back and forth, a metronome of cruelty. Her cunt was leaking steadily now, a viscous trail running down the crease of her ass, pooling beneath her on the sheets. The wet spot had spread to the size of a dinner plate. I could see her inner muscles fluttering, desperate to be filled. My own arousal was a physical weight between my legs, my balls drawn up tight and aching against my body. I was leaking so much it looked like I’d already come, a constant thread of pre-cum swaying from the tip of my cock and painting my thigh.

I shifted down the bed. I gripped her knees and shoved them wider, exposing her completely. Her pussy was glistening, swollen, the inner lips darkened and slick. Her clit was a throbbing pearl at the top, pulsing visibly with her heartbeat. The scent was strongest here—sharp and sweet, undeniable proof of her submission.

I pressed the flat of the frozen blade against her inner thigh, high up, dangerously close to where she was burning hottest. She moaned, head thrashing. I dragged the steel upward, letting it skate along the crease where thigh met cunt, and then—without warning—I traced the blunt edge along her slick folds.

“Fuck! Fuck, Sir, please—!”
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She tried to close her legs. I slapped the inside of one thigh, hard enough to leave a pink handprint. The crack of skin on skin echoed.

“Keep them open,” I commanded. “Or I stop. And you don’t want me to stop.”

She forced her thighs apart, trembling violently. I rewarded her by dragging the blade through her slit again, gathering her arousal. She was drenched, practically dripping onto the steel. I brought the blade to my mouth and sucked her essence from the metal, tasting salt and arousal, watching her watch me. Her eyes were glazed, unfocused, her mouth open in a silent O.

“You taste like surrender,” I said, my voice hoarse. “You’re fucking dripping for this. Your cunt is clenching at nothing. You want to be filled, don’t you? You want my cock stuffing you full while you burn and freeze.”

“Yes,” she sobbed. “Please, I need it—I need you inside me—”

I leaned down, my face inches from her pussy, and I blew a stream of cold air across her overheated flesh. She jerked with a strangled cry. Then I tilted the candle directly over her mound.

The drop fell onto her pubic bone, a fraction of an inch from her clit. She screamed, a full-throated scream, her hips bucking off the mattress. The wax cooled rapidly, a hard little shell just above where she was throbbing hardest. Before she could recover, I pressed the frozen knife against her clit.

Not the edge. The flat. But she was so sensitive, so primed, that the sensation must have felt like an earthquake. She came undone, shrieking, heels digging trenches in the mattress. I felt the pulse of her orgasm beginning to build, felt the muscles of her cunt starting to contract in rhythmic waves.

I pulled the blade away.
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She sobbed, a sound of pure anguish. “No—no, please, I was so close—!”

“Not yet,” I growled. “You don’t come until I decide your body can’t tell the difference anymore. Until hot and cold are just words. Until my command is the only sensation you recognize.”

I dripped wax on her other inner thigh. I traced the steel across her nipples again. I alternated with cruel precision—burn, freeze, burn, freeze—until she was a writhing, sobbing creature of pure nerve endings. Her skin was a patchwork of red welts and pale gooseflesh. Her breath came in frantic, shallow pants. Her cunt was drenched, the sheets beneath her soaked. She was babbling, English dissolving into pleas and guttural sounds.

I tossed the candle onto the nightstand and let the knife clatter beside it. I grabbed her knees, shoved them up toward her chest, folding her open until her cunt gaped slightly, glistening and desperate.

“I’m going to fuck you now,” I told her. “And I’m not going to stop.”
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I fisted my cock at the base and aimed the swollen crown at her entrance. The heat radiating from her was staggering. I pushed forward, slow and relentless, feeling her slick folds part around my glans. She was tighter than usual, her muscles clamping down in sporadic spasms from the overstimulation. I gritted my teeth and thrust hard, burying myself to the hilt in one brutal stroke.

She screamed. The sound was hoarse, cracked, ecstatic. I bottomed out against her cervix, my pelvis grinding against her wax-sensitized clit. She was scorching inside, a molten glove of wet heat enveloping my shaft. The contrast to the frozen steel was staggering—her cunt felt like a furnace around my cock. My vision blurred at the edges.

I stayed buried inside her for a moment, feeling her walls pulse and adjust around my girth. She was burning hot, slick as oil, and so tight I had to fight not to come immediately. I looked down at where we joined—my dark shaft disappearing into her flushed, swollen cunt, her lips stretched around my girth, glistening with her arousal. It was obscene. It was perfect.

I didn’t give her a moment to adjust. I pulled back until only the tip remained inside, her lips clinging to my crown, and then I slammed back in. The bedframe cracked against the wall. Her bound wrists twisted in the ropes, her knuckles white. I set a punishing rhythm, deep, grinding thrusts that hit her G-spot with every stroke. The wet sounds of our bodies meeting were obscene—slick, rhythmic slaps punctuated by her broken moans and the grunts tearing from my chest.

She was babbling, incoherent. “So big—hot—oh God, it’s so hot inside—please, Sir, please—”

I reached for the candle. While I rutted into her, while my cock pistoned in and out of that molten heat, I tilted the wax over her chest. A drop landed on her sternum
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