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Gabriel’s Heart
By Amara Lebel


Eleven months had passed since Amanda Jarvis had first walked through the doors of Gabriel’s playroom. Eleven glorious months. He had shown her much since then, ensuring that every new experience was as sensual and exciting as the first. He had wooed her, luring her into his lifestyle with sweet words and gentle kisses. Amanda had been smitten with the gorgeous man and had willingly walked into his life with her head held high. She had agreed to be his submissive instantly, and her Master had ensured that she was educated to the best of his knowledge. 

     Her training had been extensive, Gabriel was a loving yet stern mentor. He had taken a strong role in slowly moulding her into a better version of herself, showing her things she had never imagined ever wishing to experience prior to meeting him. And she would forever be grateful for it. Amanda had never been as secure in her own skin as she was now. 

     Gabriel had taught her how to re-love her body, he had boosted her confidence and made her feel as beautiful as he saw her. Even her scar was a thing of the past. She never worried about it anymore, in fact, she loved it, especially when Gabriel spent long hours lovingly worshipping her ruined breast. Thanks to his attentions, Amanda had opted out of the reconstructive surgery, she didn’t need it. She was beautiful just as she was, and besides, the scar was a constant reminder of what she had been through. Her own battle with cancer, one she survived.  

     “Come, little rose.”

     A cool breeze caressed Amanda’s cheek as she turned her head toward that delicious masculine voice. Gabriel. Her lover. Her Dominant. He still took her breath away, no matter how often she lay eyes upon him. He truly was an Adonis. Tall with broad shoulders, a wicked smile, dark hair and alluring eyes, he was everything she should stay away from. But the man was addictive, and she didn’t want to give him up. 

     “Yes, Master,” she whispered.

     With a sultry sway in her hips she slowly followed him along the dirt packed path. The evening sky was darkening, the horizon alight with the most beautiful shades of blue and orange as the sun slowly made its descend. It had been a beautiful day, one of the warmest since they had arrived on the Emerald Isle. They had arrived over a week ago to attend the wedding of one of Gabriel’s cousins. It had been a luxurious affair, held at the An Grianan hotel in Donegal. Apparently, her man had spent many a summer here visiting family as a boy, and today he was feeling sentimental. It was the reason they found themselves exploring Inch Island at this time of the day.

     As they walked, side-by-side in silence, Amanda’s body reacted to the anticipation building within. They had never been here before, yet she knew her Master and his love for the outdoors, and her imagination was going wild thinking up many scenarios of things to come. Gabriel had taken a liking to having his way with her outside, he cared not where they were or who could see. When he felt the urge to take her, he reached out and took exactly that which he craved. 

     Suddenly, images of their last outing together came to mind. Her Master had pinned her against a thick tree, face first, then with his free hand he had presented Amanda with her favourite pink rope. With a smirk, he had secured her wrists together around the trunk in a tight knot before taking his time to expose her lower half and tease her until Amanda was a sobbing, pleading mess. He had been relentless, edging her repeatedly, before finally sliding deep into her rippling core and allowing her to come. 

     When Gabriel’s hand lightly brushed against her arm pulling her from her heated thoughts, Amanda’s heart rate quickened, her skin tingling deliciously. He was teasing her, heightening her arousal, and she loved it. He had been doing it since they left home earlier that night. His little touches and heated glances had her squirming the entire drive out here. 

     “What thoughts cross your mind, Rose? That delicious blush spreading across your cheeks tell me it’s something depraved.” Gabriel smirked, leaning in to nip at her earlobe. “Tell me what it is that has you reacting this way, and I might do it for you.”

     Amanda moaned, biting her lip as his heated breath caressed her cheek. She loved his closeness, his heat. In fact, she loved everything about this man. “I was thinking of you, and our time in the woods, Master.” 

     Gabriel grinned, reaching up to caress her heated cheek. “I remember that night so well, the second I pulled your rope free of my pocket your greedy little pussy wept. Dirty girl.” The husky tone of her Master’s voice had Amanda squirming where she stood. She was greedy, yet only for him. He made her feel things no one else ever could, like right now, the need to fall to her knees and pleasure him with her mouth was overwhelming. Gabriel groaned, reaching out to grab Amanda’s ass in a fierce grip. “I know that look, girl. You dare entice me?”

     She didn’t respond, there was no need to, her Master knew her well enough to know what she was thinking. Jaw flexing, he wrapped his big hand around her wrist and dragged her further down the dirt-packed path. Amanda bit her lip, fighting back a giggle of anticipation as her man’s impatience to get her to himself grew. 

     Coming to a stop, Gabriel turned on her, claiming her mouth in a hard, possessive kiss. His tongue invaded her mouth, duelling with her own. Amanda was instantly gifted with a taste of him, smoky and rich, from the whiskey he had savoured at dinner. She moaned sweetly, eliciting a groan from her man in response. Gabriel tugged her tight against his broad chest, hands roaming the soft curves of her body, and she revelled in it. By the time he released her, Amanda was panting for breath, head light and weak kneed.

     “Shit, I love your hot little mouth.” 

     She beamed, savouring his praise as he started walking once more. There was a small wooden hut at the end of the trail, one of those used for birdwatching. Was that where they were headed? As if answering her unspoken question, her Master stopped before the little hut. He smirked, stepping aside to hold the door open wide. “Ladies first.”

     Fighting another giggle, she walked past him into the small room. It was barren, consisting of nothing but two long wooden benches and a large board naming the types of different bird species in the area. Amanda glanced at it quickly before turning her attention to the four narrow windows on the opposite wall. Each one looked out across the lake ahead of them. Lush greenery surrounded the entire area, the graceful limbs of the willow trees stretching down to tease the surface of the calm water. Splashes of colour bloomed here and there, the scent of the flowers mixing with that of the lake. The sun was setting, giving it a very mystical appearance, and upon the lake was an array of bird life which had Amanda smiling. “So many Swans. It’s so beautiful here, and quiet.” 

     She walked toward the windows, kneeling on the low bench to get a better view. Gabriel stepped up close behind her, his body heat making her shiver in anticipation. He didn’t touch her, however, he simply stood there breathing heavily against her exposed throat as he too peered out of the window. His nearness drove her wild, and he knew it.

      Amanda bit her lip, refusing to glance over her shoulder at Gabriel. If she did, he would only punish her anyway. She was not to look him in the eye during a play session and judging from the familiar pink rope now suspended from the rafters of the hut, this was most definitely a play session in the making. Her anticipation rose, her pussy aching as it grew wet for her man. They had never done anything like this before, never played in an area where they could easily be caught by passersby. It was exciting. 

     “When I rise, you will strip. Then I will bind your wrists and use your body as I see fit. Understood, Rose.” 

     Amanda swallowed hard, her heart thundering in her chest at his words. “Yes, Master.” She loved playing his games, loved how his body would react to her every move. It made her feel sexy, powerful. 

     As he slowly moved away, Amanda stood. Dropping her gaze, she turned toward him, her hands going straight to the buttons on her jeans. Gabriel growled low in his throat, and the noise spurred her on. She began to roll her hips seductively, doing a slow, sensuous turn to give him a glimpse of her backside as she popped her buttons one by one. Heart hammering in her chest, she took a small step forward, slipping her thumbs into the waistband of her jeans so she could ease them down over her thighs. 

     Gabriel groaned, no doubt taking note of her lack of panties. Amanda smirked, loving his reaction as she continued to push her tight jeans down over her thighs. Bending at the hips, she finally pulled the legs of her pants free and tossed them aside as she straightened once more. She could feel Gabriel’s gaze burn her flesh, eliciting a shiver from her. 

     “Fuck, what you do to me, woman!” Gabriel’s big, callused hand was stroking the front of his pants, squeezing his obvious erection. Amanda’s eyes were drawn there, her mouth watering for a taste of that beautiful cock. “Concentrate.” That one word, growled in his whiskey smooth voice, left Amanda’s pussy throbbing. 

      Unable to deny her Master anything, she continued to strip. Amanda ran the tips of her fingers up along her bared arm to hook them around the thin straps of her camisole. Eyes never leaving his, she slowly eased them off, her top sliding downward and exposing her bared breasts. Gabriel licked his lips, breaking their eye contact to take in the sight of her. Amanda shivered, her camisole falling at her feet where she kicked it aside to join her pants. She stood there naked and proud, no longer insecure about her scar thanks to Gabriel.

     “You are so fucking beautiful, my Rose.”

     Her nipple puckered instantly, goose-bumps breaking out along her flesh as her Master stepped forward. Without uttering a single word, he circled her, never touching her, caressing her aching body with his gaze alone. The man was driving her insane. She needed to be touched, by him, right now. A sultry moan escaped her, and she found herself arching toward Gabriel. He chuckled, swatting her ass with the rope as he came to stand before her once more.

     “Patience.”

****
 
    Amanda watched him, her heart thundering in her chest as Master Gabriel ever so slowly wound her pink rope around the sole beam in the tiny hut. Her body trembled in anticipation of things to come, and with the slightest arch of his brow, she found herself stepping forward, exposing her wrists to him instantly. 

     “Such a good girl.”

     Those words, husked in his sexy voice, were a praise like no other. Amanda smiled from the pride she felt, and her Master noticed. Gabriel claimed her mouth in a slow, yet possessive, kiss. His callused hand cupped her chin to tilt her face upward, deepening their kiss for a moment before he stepped away.  

Amanda stood there, naked and unabashed, awaiting Gabriel’s next move. He stared down at her, twirling his fingers around the pink rope which hung between them. He was going to draw this out as long as possible, knowing exactly how being bound made her feel. 

     Thankfully, Gabriel reached out to trail his thumb along the delicate skin of her wrist, and as with every other time he had done so in the past, a shiver of delight ran through Amanda’s sensitised body. She still could not believe how much of an erogenous zone her wrists were. Her Master smirked knowing how such a simple touch could affect her, then raising her wrists to his mouth, he kissed each in turn before pressing them together. Without uttering a word, he took hold of the rope hanging from the beam next to them and began to wrap it around her joint wrists in a double column tie.

     The material felt silky smooth against her skin, and with each pass of the rope around her wrist the feeling of being restricted intensified. It excited her, and she found herself squirming, especially when Gabriel tugged on the rope, raising her arms over-head so that he could begin to bind her arms just under the elbows. Amanda gasped, her back arching as the tension in the rope built, pressing her arms tighter together.

     “My little rose likes that.” Gabriel leaned in to run his nose along her exposed collar bone, eliciting a moan from Amanda. “Just wait to see what I have planned for you.” She melted at his teasing words, her entire body trembling with a mixture of nervousness and anticipation as he secured the remainder of the rope around her throat, like a Shibari posture collar. The sudden constraint on her breathing turned her on instantly, her pussy throbbing sweetly.

     Amanda panted as she watched her Master inspect his work, he smirked, trailing his fingers along the pink rope, never touching her skin. “Perfection, Rose.” With that, he moved away, walking behind her. Amanda could hear him riffle through his jacket, curious as to what he had hidden there. She held her breath awaiting his next move. 

     When his warm, callused hand came to rest upon the nape of her neck, Amanda gasped, back arching. Gabriel’s fingers slide along the length of her back, once, twice, before stilling midway down her spine. The familiar sound of rope unravelling reached her ears, and she froze. What was he planning to do? They had been recently experimenting with different types of body harnesses, the difference in rope texture and knotting heightening her arousal. Amanda wanted to ask him about it but knew better than to question her Master. She trusted him and knew he would only do that which would bring her pleasure.

     When Gabriel drew the rope around her torso slowly, his fingertips teasing her sensitised skin as he worked, Amanda moaned. Like the one tied to her upper arms, this one was also a shade of pink. Yet, instead of the soft cotton blend she was used to, this rope was coarser. Perhaps this was the natural Asanawa rope he had spoken of? Amanda didn’t have much time to question it, for as soon as Gabriel stepped in close behind her, she got lost to sensation once more. He stood so close that she could feel his warm panted breath on her neck, it heightened her excitement knowing that he was as affected as she. Gabriel took his time, looping the rope up over her shoulders then down around the curve of her right breast repeatedly. All the while, he caressed the ruined flesh of her left breast with his free hand.

     “So beautiful, my Rose. My goddess.”

     Amanda closed her eyes, savouring his praises as he continued to restrain her. Gabriel passed the rope back over her shoulders, and with every small tug she knew he was securing it at her back. She stood still for him, as tall as she could, loving the feel of the coarse rope her Master had chosen against her skin. Yet when he passed it between her legs, she jumped in surprise. Gabriel had created a thick knot in the rope and it was now placed securely against her throbbing pussy. As he pulled the rope upward it tightened around her breast and against her lower back, as well as riding deeper in against her achy clit. She arched, moaning at the realisation that there was another knot now pressing tightly against her anus. This gorgeous man of hers was determined to drive her insane this night. 

     Gabriel chuckled, bringing the rope up around her waist then back down around her ass and her thighs. The frayed ends tickled the soft flesh of her inner thighs deliciously as he finally secured the rope in place. “You are a stunning work of art, but I am not finished yet.”

     Taking his place before her once more, Master Gabriel wrapped the end of the pink rope over-head around his big fist and pulled. Amanda was instantly tugged up off her feet, her tiptoes barely touching the rough wooden floor beneath. Due to the way her wrists, elbows and throat were tied, Amanda suddenly found herself arched backward and staring at the ceiling of the wooden hut. She was bent and twisted more than ever before, her breast aching as the rope bit into the tender flesh. It didn’t stop her nipple from hardening or pussy from throbbing, however. She was enjoying it.

     Every inch of rope tightened as she was forced to move, the feeling of being restricted intensifying tenfold. Each small twist of her body or tug on the rope had Amanda squirming. The rope hugged her overheated body as it were a lover’s embrace, creating a feeling of security and comfort. She felt safe and loved, as if Master Gabriel were holding her himself. It rubbed against her flesh deliciously, the coarser one inflicting a minuscule amount of pain, the more Gabriel hoisted her upward. Her clit and ass burned from the pressure of the thick knots, and it added to her pleasure. Amanda moaned, “Master.”

     He placed a chaste kiss to her temple, stroking her hair lovingly as he done so. “Stay still.”

     Once her Master was satisfied with her positioning, he took a step back to admire his work once more. She felt so damn beautiful when Gabriel bound her like this. The way he looked at her, touched her, as if she were the most precious thing in his world. It gave Amanda a better sense of self-awareness and opened her mind to so many new horizons of tactile, emotional, and sensual possibilities. It made her grow as a person, and she loved it. She loved him for helping her feel this way.

     “Just one little adornment to make my masterpiece shine.” From his back pocket he retrieved the steel, pink jewel encrusted nipple clip she had bought for him on a whim. Gabriel adored it, even more so when she cried out in pleasure as he pulled it free. Licking her lips, Amanda watched from the corner of her eye as Gabriel bent his head to lick and nibble at the swollen flesh of her sole nipple. He teased her endlessly before finally sliding the steel clip into place. Her nerve-endings protested at first, yet once her body adjusted to the sensation, the pain transformed into a subtle heat. One she found that she enjoyed. “Now, that is something else. A prize fit for any king.”

     She couldn’t help it, Amanda blushed. “Thank you, Master.” Gabriel arched a brow in her direction, and she realised her slip up. She had spoken out of turn. Biting her lip, she cursed herself internally as her Master approached.

     “I don’t believe I gave you permission to speak, little rose.” The disappointment in his tone was clouded by his excitement, which in turn spiked her own anticipation. She knew what was coming, and her core throbbed. “Bold girls are punished.” As he spoke, Gabriel slid his fingers along her slick folds, “but you already knew that, didn’t you, dirty girl.” Amanda moaned, arching into his touch. No sooner had she moved, but Gabriel had pulled away chastising her with a sharp swat to the ass. “This will not do, Rose. I need to teach you a lesson in patience.”

****

     Gripping her hips with both hands, Gabriel pulled her ass back toward him. The change in position had her tiptoes coming off the wooden floor for a few seconds before her Master settled her into place. Without giving her any notice, he brought his big callused hand down on her bared ass with enough force to send her into a spin. Her toes glided along the floor, the rope around her wrists and below her elbow tugging tight. She gasped as it pulled on the rope around her throat, putting pressure on her breathing. This was new. Gabriel had never tried breath control in any form with her. If she were to be honest, that tiniest bit of pressure, combined with the hard slaps on her ass, was enough to heighten her awareness and send her into a delicious fit of panting. It was turning her on. And he knew it.

     Gabriel chuckled, a deep, rich sound which went straight to her pussy. Amanda bit her bottom lip, eyes slipping closed as her Master’s big hands caressed her burning flesh. He squeezed gently, then pulled away only to bring his palm down on each ass cheek one after another. He struck her tender flesh again and again. Never pausing, not once giving her time to truly process what was going on. The burning sensation on her ass intensified, it felt amazing, and her body reacted accordingly. She was slick between her thighs, sweat beaded on her brow, and her mouth went dry as she tried to bite back her moans of pleasure. She was overwhelmed with sensation, energy flooded her immobile body as her mind grew dizzy. Amanda was blissed out. She was floating. She craved more. 

     “The fun is just starting, Rose. Do not take your eyes from me.” 

     With that, Gabriel released her. Amanda felt the sudden impact of his absence, her body mourning the loss, and she moaned in response. When her Master stepped into her line of sight, her eyes followed him instantly. She watched his every move, her heart beating rapidly in her chest, her arms throbbing where the rope bit into her tender flesh. Gabriel smirked, snapping the button on his pants as he rolled his hips teasingly. His shaft sprang free, long and thick, standing proud against his chiselled abs. It truly was the most beautiful cock she had ever seen, and she wanted it deep inside her hungry body. 

     Amanda’s blood heated instantly, awaking every nerve in her body. She ached, more than aware of how the rope tightened around her bound flesh with every miniscule movement she made. Her pussy throbbed, arousal increasing as she tried to rub her thighs together. The rope made it difficult, yet the knots wedged between her legs heightened her sensation of pleasure. Amanda’s clit and ass burned from the friction, but she couldn’t get enough. She needed more.
  
     “You want this, don’t you?” Gabriel fisted his thick, hard shaft, stroking it slowly. “Buried deep inside that greedy pussy of yours, filthy girl.” 

     So crude. He knew exactly what speaking like that did to her. Humiliation and degradation were not on her list of fun things to do, but when alone with her Master in situations such as this, Amanda craved his smutty praises and encouragement. He knew how to push her, testing her limits, and she adored it.

     “If you want it, you had better give me your ass. Turn around, like the filthy girl that you are and wedge yourself on my cock, or I won’t fuck you.”

     She didn’t have to be told twice, Amanda wanted her Master so badly. She needed to be filled by him, claimed by him. Here and now. Determined to have her wish, she did all in her power to turn around. It was hard, but she managed. Her tiptoes scrapped off the wooden floor as she did so, and just as she was about to give her Master her back and feel his beautiful cock slid home, Amanda lost her footing. The rope pulled taunt as she swung back into place and Gabriel chuckled, frustrating her. It was near impossible to turn around in her current condition, her bindings pulling so tight it hurt when she moved against them. If she could have, she would have begged, but she knew her Master would deny her if she did. So, she kept her mouth shut as she struggled to fight against the pull of the rope to do her Master’s biding. 

     “That’s a good girl, give me that sweet ass of yours.” His warm hand clasped her hip, pulling her the rest of the way around. It would appear she was not the only impatient one. Gabriel pulled her flush against his hot cock, teasing her with slow strokes along her slick folds. Amanda shuddered in delight, her anticipation overwhelming. “Tell me how much you want it. Tell me how much you want my cock.”

     She bit her lip, hard. The moan rumbling in her throat echoing in her ears. She wanted him with every fiber of her being. She always wanted him, and always would. Panting, Amanda met Gabriel’s stern gaze. His eyes softened instantly, melting her insides. “I want you. . . I want you more than words can say, Master.” 

     On a groan of his own, Gabriel cupped the side of her face and pulled her close enough to steal a kiss. It was slow and tender, full of all the love she knew he felt for her. Amanda smiled against his lips, sighing contently as his hands roamed her naked body. He caressed, pinched, and squeezed her breasts and ass, never ceasing the slow glide of his shaft along her folds. Every time she found herself in his arms, no matter the circumstances, she felt cherished and beautiful. Amanda loved how Master Gabriel handled her, controlled and dominated her body.

     No sooner had that thought crossed her, Gabriel tightened his hold on her hips to push forward. The ruddy head of his thick shaft breached her entrance. Amanda moaned wantonly, welcoming his intrusion as he thrust forward, sinking deep. As always, he stretched her to her limit, to the point of pain, and the sensation was indescribable. 

     “Always so wet for me.” The words were husked by her ear, sending a shiver down her spine. Amanda mewled, the urge to push back against her Master driving her crazy. She wanted him hard and fast, she was desperate for him. And she didn’t have to wait very long to get what she wanted. Master Gabriel pulled back, the slow glide of his shaft eliciting a moan from Amanda, only to thrust back harder than before. They groaned in unison, his fingers biting into her tender flesh before he released all his pent-up arousal on her. He took her hard and deep, each thrust into her aching core more delicious than the last. He rid her so fast that the sound of flesh meeting flesh echoed around the small hut, mixing with her panted breaths and mewls of pleasure. She bounced in her bindings, the rope slacking one moment, and then going taunt in the next. Her feet were off the floor, Gabriel keeping her suspended on his cock as he took his own pleasure from her welcoming body. He was amazing. She felt amazing. Once again lost to the multitude of sensations overwhelming her. 
     
     She was so lost in desire, that it took Amanda a minute to realise that Gabriel had stiffened. The creaking of loose wooden blanks sounded from outside. Someone was on the ramp leading into their hut. The sudden realisation that they were not alone should have been a splash of icy cold water to the face, however, it ranked up Amanda’s excitement tenfold. They had enjoyed play outdoors many times, yet never in a place which was as public as this.

     The metal lock on the door rattled, yet instead of deterring her Master Gabriel, it seemed to spur him on. He continued to thrust, his rock-hard cock slide in and out of her slick channel continuously. He was stoking the fire in her core, and she was about ready to explode. 

     “It’s locked. It’s never locked.” Two loud bangs followed the rough statement made in the thick Irish accent, eliciting a growl of frustration from her Master. “Is there anyone in there, hi? Hello, open the bloody door.”

     “Yes, and we are fucking. . .busy. Come back later.” A lot of grumbling was followed by the retreating footsteps of whoever had been outside. Gabriel cursed under his breath, something about ‘rude ass bastards interrupting their play time’ but still he continued to thrust. 

     Her entire body tensed, the coil in her stomach expanding until she could take no more. Amanda cried out, her breast aching and heart pounding as she found her release. The tight muscles of her pussy clenched down on her man, trying to milk him. As her eyes slid closed and her body sagged in delight, her mind fogged over from desire. Gabriel wrapped her in his arms, whispering words of praise into her ear. He pounded into her slick pussy, once, twice, his shaft throbbing deep within as he too found his release.

     They stood there, panting, savouring their release for a long minute. Amanda loved this man so much. Loved how he made her feel. He was so strong and dominant. Yet he was also the most loving person she had ever met. She smiled, nuzzling his strong jaw. “Thank you, Master.”
  
     He chuckled, a deep, sexy sound. “Dammit, baby. You kill me. Every damn time.” Gabriel covered the right side of her face in gentle kisses, his big hands caressing her lovingly. “Let’s get you out of these ropes so I can hold you properly.”

****

     Amanda was still floating as Master Gabriel released the rope overhead. He held onto her waist, guiding her onto the ground. It was soft and warm. A fleece blanket? When had he placed that there? It didn’t matter really, she would expect no less from her Master. He was always so considerate when it came to her. 

     “Give me a minute to release you, love. Then you can relax.” His voice was a caress, so reassuring and full of love. Amanda believed him. Gabriel would do anything to see to her comfort. She trusted in him, and had no issue waiting for him. 

     Once she was nestled securely on the floor, Gabriel began to unwind the pink rope from around her throat. He took his time, ensuring not to hurt her, all the while massaging her skin to encourage blood flow. It felt amazing. She released a content sigh, her head falling back to rest upon Gabriel’s shoulder where he knelt behind her. He placed a kiss to her exposed throat, never ceasing his actions as he unbound her arms and wrists. 

     Amanda’s limbs felt like jelly, sagging into her lap as they were released. Gabriel took her hands, each in turn, kissing and massaging her reddened flesh. “I am so proud of you, my Rose. You are such an obedient girl, so eager to try new things. Trusting in me, always. You please me so much. You know this, yes?” 

     With a smile, she opened her sleepy eyes, glancing up at her Master and lover. Her heart was pounding, yet for a completely different reason this time. She loved this man, she truly did. “I do, Master, and I am grateful. Thank you for believing me. Thank you for giving me so much. I shall always endeavour to please you.” 
     
     Gabriel offered her a small smile in return before claiming her mouth in a tender, yet possessive, kiss. She melted for him, offering up her mouth as he staked his claim. His dusky lips were so firm, but his kisses were so soft. When his tongue teased her lower lip, Amanda opened for him, her own tongue caressing Gabriel’s. He groaned, cupping the back of her head to deepen their kiss. Amanda went willingly, savouring her Master’s taste. She could lay here in his arms all day, kissing and caressing, yet she knew it wasn’t meant to be. 

     “Let’s finish removing this rope so I can get you home to our bed.” Gabriel’s voice was huskier than before, and it pleased her to know that their kiss had affected him as much as it had her. 

     Without saying anything more, Gabriel released Amanda so that he could unwind the rope which he secured about her breast and thighs. As with her arms and wrists, she felt relief as the rope fell away and the blood was able to flow through her veins undaunted once more. That feeling alone was almost as good as being bound. It left her feeling floaty, blissed out. Gabriel placed chaste kisses to her exposed skin, caressing her thighs and breast as he did so. In that moment in time there was nothing in this world which could ever feel better then her Master’s lips pressed against her flesh. She was content. 

     Once completely free of the rope, Master Gabriel wrapped Amanda in the warm blanket and lifted her from the floor. He walked them across the small hut, taking a seat on the lone wooden bench. When he turned toward the small window, with Amanda placed securely upon his lap, her breath caught. The view before them was simply stunning. The sun was setting off in the distance, the horizon burning in brilliant shades of orange and pink which blended with the blues and indigo of the darkening sky. The lake below reflected the beauty above, the few remaining swans sitting still upon the lightly lapping water as if transfixed by the bold vision before them. It was something out of a dream, as if an artist had taken their brush to rich watercolours and painted the world. Amanda was lost for words.

     “How beautiful is that, my Rose?” Gabriel whispered by her ear, his lips trailing a soft path along the shell of her ear. “I always loved coming here as a boy, full of romantic ideas, and I’m glad I finally got to share it with the woman I love.” 

     Amanda’s heart throbbed at his words, a smile gracing her face as she turned in his arms to place a kiss to his strong jaw. “I’m happy to hear that, Gabriel. It is a beautiful sight and should be shared with the one you love.” 

     Gabriel smiled down at her, caressing her cheek. His gaze was more tender than she had ever seen it before. He appeared nervous, yet why would he ever feel that way around her? Just as she was about to express her concern, he placed kiss to her lips. “I never imagined the day would come where I would want to bond myself to another. Yet, that day you walked into my playroom, and bounced off my chest, you proved me wrong. It was instant for me, Amanda. I knew, right there and then, that you were the only one for me.”

     Her toes tingled at his softly spoken confession. No sweeter words had ever been uttered, and the fact that she was the one to tame this man’s beautiful soul, made Amanda rejoice. Reaching behind them, Gabriel retrieved something from his bag. It was a large, flat, violet coloured box. The kind which usually contained an expensive piece of jewellery. He had gotten her a gift. Amanda smiled, the urge to reach out and caress the box great. Yet she dared not move until her Master gave permission to do so. 

     “Open it.” She did not need to be told twice. Amanda reached for the box where it sat upon the finely carved ledge. Her hands shook slightly as she did so, yet it did not stop her from lifting the lid to expose the treasure within. She gasped, her hand fluttering over her chest as she stared down at the unique pieces. A white gold collar and matching ring lay atop a bed of black silk. The collar was not solid, it was thin and delicate. The chain itself was a row of intricately carved Celtic knots which held two perfectly smooth amethyst coloured stones on either side of a discreetly sized O-ring pendant. She had never seen anything more beautiful. The ring was nestled on the black silk within the collar. It was of the same colour of the collar, a princess cut amethyst stone sat securely between the intertwining Celtic design of the delicate band. Amanda knew exactly what these pieces represented, and she couldn’t form the words to show her appreciation. 

     Gabriel cupped her chin, bringing her gaze back to him. He licked his lips nervously, his eyes never leaving hers as cleared his throat. “I promise you now, my beautiful Rose, that no-one will work harder to make you happy or cherish you more than I. So, please, say that you will be mine. Wear my collar and be my submissive forever. Wear my ring and be my wife.”

     Tears rolled down her cheeks, her breath catching in her throat as she stared up at her Master, her lover, her man. Words failed her, so Amanda smiled, her heart pounding as she nodded in response. Gabriel grinned wide, his big, callused hands cupping either side of her face. He kissed her passionately yet broke the kiss too soon. “Say the words. I need to hear you say it.”

     Fighting through the tears, Amanda reached for her love. She cupped his face in return, her smile one of pride and joy. “You honour me with such a gift, Master. I accept it graciously and promise never to disappoint you.” She placed a kiss to his lips, her smile widening. “And yes, Gabriel, I will be your wife. I love you, my Irishman, so much.”

     With that, her Master, and future husband, wrapped her within a bone crushing embrace. Amanda laughed, returning his hug. Who’d have thought that her curiosity would lead to such a blissful occasion? Her heart was so full of happiness. This had to be the happiest moment in her life to date. One she would never forget. 

      “You are my heart, Amanda. And I will never let you go.” 
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