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Shower Time

It is an old house, full of character and stories, stained glass and secluded corners. 
There is one bathroom that has been re-done recently but maintains a distant charm. In it 
stands an old-fashioned claw-foot tub that took two strong men to lift. It is forged of cast 
iron, with fittings of brass that are already beginning to tarnish. The tub has seen 
generations of lovers; it does not turn an eye or blush.

There is a separate stand-up shower cabinet in a corner you walk into through a glass 
door. A couple of small shelves firmly attached to the wall hold soaps and shampoo 
bottles.

One of these shelves is quite high up and allows me to hang things from it, like the 
silk bathrobe belt I have taken from your wrap and used to tie your hands. This keeps you 
suspended in the shower with me, under the streaming and steamy water. It runs over 
your hands and arms and face, down your neck and breasts and belly. It collects like 
streams flowing into a river and empties between your thighs. It runs through your hair 
and down your back through your shoulders and funnels between your ass cheeks. It rolls 
down your legs, behind your knees and calves and diverts around the bones of your 
ankles. It flows over your heel and across the arch of your foot and disappears at the end 
between your toes, only now draining through the floor, having kissed every part of your 
body. The glass is frosted, and only a silhouette is discernible from the outside. The noise 
of the water and the hum of the fan vibrate through the warm humid air of the locked 
room.

I surprised you as you took your usual shower. I seized your arms and bound you to 
the bar, and then left you alone immediately after. You are left for a few minutes to 
wonder what is going on. Stirred and hot from the shower, but wetter still at your 
vulnerability and the anticipation of what is to come! You can see the shape of me 
through the mist and glass. “What are you doing? I’ll be late!”

I rejoin you, the steam clouds momentarily parting as the door opens and closes 
again. I sit on the floor of the cabinet; there is little room, and my legs are entwined 
around your feet.

“Be a good girl. You are a toy, and I wish to play with you.”
I take hold of your crotch; you are unable to object even if you had the will. You 

feign resistance but love your objectification. A toy! It’s what you are. I wonder what you 
think of at such times? You are your own woman, but also mine. I am using you, my cum 
slut, for my own amusement. I like to tie you, to open you, to take you when I will. A 
pleasure object! Yes, you are, that’s what you are – helpless and adored. By all 
appearances you love it. It is who you are.

Today I am shaving you, as I occasionally do. Not that you don’t observe these 
rituals yourself or that I find you inattentive in your obligations; you would be tightly 
bound over a hard chair, tearfully awaiting a correcting stroke from my favourite crop if I 
found that were the case. You know your duty to be pretty, preened, and polished for my 
service, and you are obliging, darling. No, you are not negligent. You are a good girl. It is 
simply that sometimes I enjoy the ritual of shaving you myself. The little things bring us 
closer. These intimacies should be enjoyed.

When I shave you, it is a little different from your usual. I use my cup and soap bar 
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