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Service in Isolation

“Let’s get your helmet locked on – I don’t feel like looking at your face tonight…”

I kneel before my girlfriend completely nude as she slips the leather hood down over my head, then begins relentlessly cinching the laces tight at the back of my skull. Maria tells me that she purposely bought this particular bondage hood a size too small because she enjoys the euphemism of it crushing my head like a vice when she laces it down all of the way, and being the sadistic perfectionist that she is, Maria always laces it down all of the way.

When my eyes begin to water as the tight leather hugs my skull violently, I feel her tying off the laces at the base of my neck before then fitting another piece of gear – a heavy, leather muzzle – overtop the already stringent hood. Maria likes applying my bondage in layers, she explained to me one day, because once she decides that she wants me bound, she has no intention of releasing me again anytime soon.

Plus, she prefers the added security of being able to lock the muzzle on over my hood to ensure that even if my hands were free, which they won’t be, that me or no one else will be able to remove the headgear without her approval.

A heavy leather strap with multiple D-rings serves as both the base of the muzzle as well as my collar for the duration that I’ll be wearing it, and its rigidness enforces a strict posture which Maria has come to expect of me. More black leather then wraps up around my lips and mouth, featuring a thick gag plug that can be removed at her leisure for oral servitude.

There was a point when Maria would hook a leash to my collar and put me between her legs to service her sexually while she watched TV for hours with me locked in this hood, however as of late she has deemed me unworthy to suckle between her legs and instead only permits me to clean and worship her footwear before locking the gag plug amusingly into place…

She always laughs when she does this, as the plug is shaped as a large rubber phallus, which seems to amuse her greatly.

Today as the plug remains firmly where it belongs, I know that Maria wants only isolation for me as she buckles down the other straps running over my nose and connecting at the top of my head. The last to be clicked into place is a rather heavy, steel padlock that feeds through the back of the collar, thus securing any lingering notion of my freedom in her presence. As I feel her staring back at me, locked in obedience under her key, I feel a little bit smaller as the black leather blanks out any resemblance of personality, leaving only a faceless slave to serve her darkest desires.

“That’s better!” I hear her laugh through the tight layers of leather before she sticks a finger through the ring at the front of my collar and drags me over near the couch where she had been sitting. A moment later I hear the television come back alive before her feet find their place in the middle of my back.

I don’t know how long she’ll choose to keep me like this, and with the leather hood locked firmly in place, it’s crystal clear to both of us that my opinion will be no longer relevant throughout the duration.


Shoe Boy

“I’ll try those, and those, and definitely those…”

Shopping is a sacred event for my girlfriend Maria and there’s nothing more that she loves shopping for than shoes. In her world, it’s my responsibility to keep them organized and looking like new at a moment’s notice, and when she’s in the mood for shopping, it’s also my responsibility to serve as her personal shopping attendant to procure new pairs to add to her shoe closet as well.

And she’s in the mood for shopping a lot.

As we walk through the mall, I’m to stay precisely three steps behind her at all times, carrying her bags while she roams at her own pace in search of whatever sexy, new footwear catches her eye in the store windows. Just as is standard in her presence now, I speak only when spoken to as Maria points out each pair that she desires, then waits for me to have one of the employees bring them out in her size…

Kneeling before her as I commonly do at home, her sense of smug superiority is evident to everyone around us as I carefully remove the shoes that she’s already wearing and then replace them with those from each of the new boxes that are stacked next to me, leaning in to kiss her toe with each new pair in a way that shocks some onlookers and amuses other like-minded dominant women before she stands and parades around me to test each pair accordingly.

Sometimes depending on her mood and our audience, she’ll ask me rhetorical questions like:

“Do you think I would look hot at the club wearing these?”

OR

“Do you think I would enjoy kicking you in the balls with these???”

I know better than to answer as she smirks at the very sound of the words rolling off her tongue, my eyes remaining locked devotedly on her feet until she finally sits once again and gives me a simple yay or nay before we move on to the next pair.

When she’s finally satisfied with her purchases of that moment, Maria leaves to go on to her next store while I stay behind to clean up and put away the unwanted shoes and then finally purchase those that she truly desires. It’s not uncommon for me to find myself carrying five to ten boxes of shoes by the time our afternoon is over – maybe more if boot season is in effect – and once we return home, my first order of duty is always to unpack and make room for her newest additions on the shelves in her closet.

…that is, after I’ve dutifully worshipped and removed the shoes that she wore that day during our shopping trip…


The Gift of Chastity

“Every mistress deserves nothing less than a slave unburdened with the thoughts of self-pleasure…”

One of the most intimidating days of my life was when I came home to find the shiny, new chastity cage that she had bought for me waiting on the dining room table.

It was made of thick, unyielding steel and I knew by its shape without even having to ask what it was intended to be locked around. Maria made no effort to sugarcoat it when she walked in to see me cautiously surveying the formidable device…

“Put it on so that we can go have dinner,” she told me bluntly, looking over her horn-rimmed glasses at me as if I were a child in need of direction, although in reality the act runs far deeper than that.

A satisfied grin floats on her face as I return from the bathroom, as if she knows how imposing her new gift is to me even though I’ve only been wearing it for a minute and a half. And yet somehow I feel smaller as I walk behind her, like she’s found another step to put between her dominance and my submission underneath her.

As we get in the car, I take notice of what I presume is the key to the metallic cage hanging among the other charms on her bracelet like a prize, as if my chastity to her is but another hobby that she enjoys much like tennis or shopping.

“Three rules…” she announces abruptly as I pull out of the parking spot nearest to her apartment. “And I’m only going to say these once…”

“Number one – never ask me how long you have to wear it or when you’re going to be released.”

“Number two – no complaining that it’s uncomfortable.”

“And number three – know your place.”

“I bought this for you as a reminder of what you are in my eyes – you’re not a man, you’re my slave. I’m not interested in your cock for pleasure, I’m only interested in it for my own amusement, and make no mistake that locking it up in a small, metal cage where you’re not even allowed to touch it anymore amuses me.”

“To be perfectly honest, I have no idea when I’m going to release you – that’s the furthest thing from my mind right now, and by the end of our dinner tonight, I want it to be the furthest thing from yours, too.”

“I want you to accept that chastity is simply another gift that you have to offer me.”

“It’s one that I want.”

“It’s one that I demand.”

“I think by now you would agree that I deserve nothing less than your undistracted focus, and this tool is going to aid in your ability to serve me greater than you have before.”

“If this proposal arouses you, then I trust that the spikes which you’ve no doubt already discovered inside of your new cage will over time help to dissuade you from having those impure thoughts that distract your focus away from the ones that I want you to have…”

I wince as I already feel the bite of the sharp spikes around the head of my penis as it swells ever so slightly at my lady’s word, but my girlfriend simply chuckles as she rolls her eyes at me and glances down at my crotch before turning her direction back out the window at the passing cars.

“You’ll learn…” she snickers as I take a deep breath and do my best to calm myself back to normal. “And every unauthorized arousal will hurt just like that until you do.”


Maid Service

“You look cute all tarted up like that – this might have to become a regular thing!”

After serving Maria her afternoon tea on the patio, I take to my weekend chores around the house – laundry, dishes, dusting, scrubbing – everything that I wasn’t able to keep clean during the week.

The challenge is that unlike my nightly duties during the week, this time my girlfriend poses a new requirement while I work. Specifically, she expects me to wear the uniform that she has picked out for me throughout the course of my day. It no doubt takes me much longer to complete my tasks dressed like this, but she doesn’t care – the amusement of watching her slave stumble around wearing high heels and holding a feather duster more than makes up for my lack of timeliness to her.

Besides, it takes her nearly an hour to help me get dressed, so she’s in no hurry to see me undressed until the entire house sparkles as if a real professional maid had done the work in my place.

“One day…” she says…

Before even permitting me to dress, I first spend twenty minutes in the shower letting the hair removal cream set in, as no hair below my head is acceptable for any French maid in Maria’s service. After passing inspection, she watches me carefully slip the black stockings over my legs and fasten the garters on each. Her gloat is humiliating as she snickers at how the skimpy, lace garters both frame my ass and the shiny, steel chastity belt that she locked on me long ago.

“It’s been a long time since I’ve taken my paddle to that ass,” she remarks. “Do a good job with your chores today and maybe I’ll spare you a bit longer.”

Next comes the uniform itself – a heavy vinyl dress of black and white that barely comes halfway down my knees. She quickly gets to work lacing down the built-in waist cincher until my body more closely resembles the curvy form that one expects of a girl in such attire. Fake silicone breasts that are already in the cups continue to build on my feminine form as the uniform becomes both more restrictive to me as well as more amusing to Maria at the same time…

My wrists instinctively cross behind my back as she sits me down at her vanity, first to pin the long, brown wig into place, and then to do my makeup from the top down. Bright red lips and shadowy eyes quickly transform me into the type of maid who would typically be found starring in a porno, and as she finishes the last touches with a satisfied grin on her face, lord only knows what my girlfriend has in store for her sissy maid once I’m able to complete my actual chores around her lavish apartment.

With only high heels and bondage left to complete my attire, Maria wastes no time buckling first a set of locking leather wrist cuffs around my wrists in front of me and securing them together with a 1-foot chain, then doing the same at my ankles with a chain of little more than double. As she bends down to buckle the 6-inch stilettos onto my feet that I’ll be wearing for the next several hours, we both know that I’ll need to be constantly aware of my restraints to prevent myself from falling.

A shiny, red ball-gag fills out my presentation and silences me from protest, though I’ve learned well by now that my displeasure is at the very bottom of my mistress’s concerns – especially when she’s taken the time to dress me up as she desired to do today.

With a smug glimmer in her eye as she helps me to my feet, she finally rattles off a laundry list of chores that I’m to address in the next several hours. I can feel her amusement as she laughs at my appearance that she’s orchestrated on her way out to the patio as my stiletto heels click through the kitchen to prepare her drink, the chains rattling between my wrists and ankles with every step combined with the stringent dress serving as a constant reminder of who’s in charge behind closed doors in this house…


Punishment Night

“I know that it hurts – it’s supposed to hurt. That’s the only way you seem to learn…”

Kneeling over the punishment bench that sits in the corner of her bedroom, the straps cut sharply into my skin as I wince after each strike slaps against my bare ass. She tells me that her goal is to one day punish me without a need for the straps – when she’s confident that I will just lay there and take it without resistance – but knowing how her strikes seem to grow stronger and more precise with every day, I’m not sure that I can imagine ever truly reaching that level of content in submission.

…and that in and of itself gives her reason to discipline me all the more…

Our sessions are comprised of two types of punishment:

1.      The ones I deserve due to something I did wrong.

2.      The ones just because she can.

Neither are fun for me, as Maria insists that punishment night isn’t supposed to be. I can tell that she takes pleasure in disciplining me at her leisure, however it’s clear that the deserved spankings are just as much a disappointment for her as they are extraordinarily painful to me.

The more serious or repetitive the infraction, the more painful the session – for neglected or overlooked chores, those are 10 or more swings a piece; if I’ve caused her inconvenience or displeasure, those start at 25 swings a piece. And for more extreme errors that cause her embarrassment … those are a minimum of 100 swings, and they’re designed to ensure that I never put her through that sort of treatment ever again.

The last time I was disciplined for an extreme act, I had failed to properly clean Maria’s shoes before she wore them out for an afternoon of drinks with her girlfriends. One of her friends noticed and commented on it, and after taking 100 strokes from Maria’s cane as a result, I then spent the next four days spit-shining every last pair of shoes and boots in her closet to ensure that it would never happen again…

As her paddle tans my flesh over and over again, I can’t help but feel embarrassed myself for not living up to the high expectations that she has rightfully set for me. She scolds that many submissives would love to have my job and to serve her unconditionally, and I know that she’s absolutely right.

I struggle against my bonds as my ass sparks with fire, and I tell myself that I need to focus on my tasks for her better tomorrow.

I wish that tonight was a night for Maria to discipline me just because, but I still have a lot left to learn first…


Creative Writing

“Don’t you dare wash them off – you should wear my words like you do my collar…”

I feel her pen leave its mark upon my flesh, but it won’t be until later when I’m alone with my mirror that I’ll be able to see what she has inscribed upon me this time. Like a teenager’s notepad that becomes filled with doodles and random thoughts as the teacher drones on, my skin is hers to decorate with whatever crosses her mind as I kneel quietly before her, blindfolded and silenced as she uses me as her own human canvas.

Sometimes her words are innocent and playfully…

	Property of Maria
	She controls my cock.
	I enjoy the taste of my mistress’s shoes.


While other times they’re crude and often times cruel…

	Worthless cuckold
	Groveling slave
	Will suck dick to please my mistress.


In inks of pink and purple or even more traditional reds and blacks, she documents reminders of her expectations of me, and what I am to her, and how the world sees my dedicated service when I’m down on my knees in front of her…

	A slave’s role is to serve without question and to service without remorse.
	You are the favorite dirt on the bottom of my shoe.
	Women deserve men to treat them as goddesses, even if the strike of a whip is required to remind them of their duties.


Sometimes she giggles while she works…

·        Panties make me feel pretty.

·        No woman could feel my penis before it was locked into chastity.

·        I live for shoe sales!

And sometimes she’s serious…

·        I deserve whatever pain that my mistress gives me.

·        I don’t deserve the taste of pussy.

·        I am nothing without her to worship.

But whatever words that she opts to scribble onto my body, she’s right that I’ve earned every last letter…

·        I am a slave.

·        I am her slave.

·        My purpose is to serve, to worship, and to be used…


Predicament Bound

“And don’t you spill a single drop – you know the rules!”

It’s not uncommon to find me carrying my girlfriend’s wine glass around for her on a random night at home.

It’s also not uncommon for me to be bound while doing so … to whatever extent that seems to amuse her at the time. Lately she’s put me in increasingly challenging predicaments for hours on end, just to see what I’m able to withstand for her. Sometimes I can’t tell from the smile on her face whether she’s content with my efforts or just laughing at what she’s putting me through, but ultimately I suppose as long as she’s happy, that’s all that really matters.

Today I stand perched on five-inch heels strapped to my feet, with my arms strapped behind my back in a tight leather armbinder. Between my lips she has buckled a special gag featuring a small platform for her to place her drink on, requiring me to keep my head level in order to avoid spilling it.

For tonight’s twist, Maria has also clipped a pair of sharp nipple clamps onto my often-abused buds, with the center of the chain connecting them in fact looped up through a ring in the bottom of the gag platform. The result, much to her delight, is that while I’m required to keep my chin up to ensure that her drink remains stable throughout the night, at the same time the only way to relieve pressure on my nipples is to relax my chin and risk dropping it.

And it’s no secret which of the two options is her preference – in a femdom relationship, a slave’s pain is always preferential to his dominant’s inconvenience, regardless how minor…

To further my challenge as Maria chats away for hours on the phone with her girlfriends, she also holds in her free hand a short leash which connects to the collar buckled around my neck, so wherever she goes, I have little choice but to follow. Her pacing throughout the apartment as she talks keeps me focused on following her lead as I teeter in my precariously tall heels, with only her occasional grin as she glances while taking a sip of her drink as my reward.

By the end of the night, my feet hurt from the stilettos, my arms ache from being trapped inside of the armbinder, and my nipples are on fire from the everlasting bite of the nipple clamps, but as she notices with a hint of approval in her voice that I managed not to spill a single drop of her drink during my three hour indenture, I can tell that Maria is pleased…


Cuckold Games

“You need to get my things ready – I’m going out tonight.”

While my girlfriend lounges lazily in her bath in the next room, I carefully lay out her clothes just as she has requested. A new pair of fishnet stockings, studded high heeled shoes iconic to clubbing, a short leather miniskirt that leaves little to the imagination, and a silky, billowy top that leaves her girls open to the touch.

…and her new lingerie, of course…

I always know that Maria is feeling particularly mischievous when she sends me to the mall to pick out a new set of lingerie for her – something provocative and undeniably sexy, something that I would kill to see her decadent body in … although as the salesgirl boxes it up with a playful wink for me, I know that I never will.

That’s all just a part of her game.

After refreshing her wine glass, I leave my girlfriend to her own as she relaxes luxuriously before preparing her looks to kill while I make her final arrangements downstairs before continuing on with my chores as if it was but another day. Several hours later while I’m busy scrubbing the kitchen floor, she descends down the staircase like a goddess ready to fuck, and aside from the gold anklet which forever dangles my key from her ankle, you’d never know that she was in a relationship as already she walks across the room with the attitude of fully enjoying herself when she’s out tonight.

My eyes not daring to look higher than the leather skirt that clings barely to her stocking tops around her thighs, she interrupts my work just long enough to say her goodbye as she lifts her right foot out of her shoe and dangles it in front of my face like a pet’s toy. Obediently on my back as she glares down over her nose at me with glee, I extend my tongue to lick but the very bottom of her foot – all that she’s decided I’m worthy to touch when she’s out on the prowl for other men…

I can hear her snickering as she slips her foot back into her shoe and retrieves her clutch from the kitchen counter before leaving me behind without saying another word. Later in the evening when she reaches her final destination, she’ll find in her bag the three condoms that I left for her, along with a fresh tube of glossy lipstick to match her seductive attire.

It may be late into the evening, or possibly the next morning before she finally returns with a grin of satisfaction on her face as she passes me doing my chores just as she had left me the night before. Only then will I be granted the glory of viewing the sexy lingerie that I had chosen especially for her … finding it deposited in her hamper upstairs as I wash her dirty underwear by hand piece after piece in preparation for her next night out on the town…


The Cage

“In your cage … NOW.”

I feel like a dog as I stare at her feet while she reaches down to lock the door shut.

But I’m her pet, and pets belong in cages.

Small and confined, with just enough room for me to kneel on all fours with my head down, the cage is for periods of frustration when my girlfriend decides that my service is no longer a blessing, but a burden, and she needs some time apart from me so she can think.

I watch her perfectly-manicured hands slip the heavy, brass padlock through the loops before clicking it shut and turning to walk away, her shiny, patent stiletto heels my last view of her until she deems that I’ve done my time and sees fit to release me back into general service.

I know that she’s mad at me – too mad even for discipline – and so on my best behavior I kneel in quiet contemplation, the steel bars of the cage slowly biting into my hands and knees as I consider all that I’ve done wrong and what I can do better the next time.

Sometimes she’s kept me here for hours…

Sometimes she’s kept me here for days, returning in the dark only long enough to leave some small scraps of food and drink to keep me going…

The shortest amount of time that I’ve ever stayed in the cage was for three hours, and I know that on account of my behavior this time, I shouldn’t expect anything less to be given in turn. She bought the cage for punishment and punishment alone, and even though I still have a lot to learn after repeat visits over time, the look of smug satisfaction on her face when she finally returns to release me tells me that in my mind the purchase was well worth the money.

What Maria does when I’m locked away, it really isn’t my business, but she always returns with a smile on her face when her heels click back into view before she bends down to unlock the padlock that holds me helpless.

Maybe it’s the thought that she can do whatever she wants while I’m locked away.

Or maybe it’s the power of having me under lock and key in so many ways to begin with, a slave to her in every sense of the word.

Her smile beams of certainty as she turns the key, as if to remind me that I can be put back in that cage whenever she likes.

And I bow my head, as I know that she’s right, and I hope to not give her a reason to the next time around as my lips fall just shy of her shoes before she walks back out of the room…


The Queen’s Throne

“Enjoy the view while you can, and the taste, too!”

Her ass is my world.

I stare up at her cheeks slowly descending into my face until they absorb me completely, my face becoming one with my queen’s bottom as she serves to regulate my every breath for air in the most degrading of ways. Sometimes just for a few minutes, sometimes sitting for hours, Maria sees this time underneath her ass as a rare treat that must be earned – the luxury of both breathing her ass as well as worshipping it up close being one that she holds in the highest regard for her humble servant…

So rare is it that I’m allowed to touch her fair skin, to smell her scent within a fraction of an inch, to feel her warmth and taste her body that she normally delights in offering to anyone but me. Her body is a tease, often paraded before me in tight leathers and exotic lingerie, but today it hangs au natural as she sits dominantly above me like a queen with her servant beneath her in the most literal sense of the word.

Though here in my bondage beneath her, she also is quick to remind me that her body is torment as well, for a simple shifting of her weight turns her decadent treat into a dangerous gift as her ass blocks off my airway and threatens to take its final penance in the form of my last breath – should I be so lucky, she challenges me with an air of superiority that is never lost even as we teeter between reward and a slave’s ultimate sacrifice.

Her pleasure is always a priority over all else and I bear witness to how she gets off at this extreme power exchange beneath her, with her slave’s life balanced precariously between the cheeks of her ass while my wrists and neck are locked into place, guaranteeing the true helplessness that she desires.

Just a few inches back, she rocks her body until my nose and my mouth are covered completely by her sex and her ass, and thus the waiting begins. Sometimes she’ll extend a finger and ever so gently massage her clit while she waits, and sometimes I think she just revels in the moment until she finally feels that desperate wiggling beneath her to signal that my air has just about run out.

She lets the terror sink in a few seconds longer before leaning forward just long enough to grant me a frantic gasp of air, quickly retaking her triumphant position as the sadistic queen that she is while I wallow in a breathtaking bliss beneath her, wondering after each breath if maybe it truly would be my last.

As I hear faint sounds around my mistress’s ass of her moaning softly at my plight, I think to myself that there could be worse ways to go…


Head to Toe

“You’re just my little leather bitch – don’t even try to act like you don’t love it!”

The creaking of leather around me is deafening, but it’s nothing compared to daunting notion that I’ll be trapped like this for hours, possibly even days.

Whatever she’s in the mood for, really.

Maria learned early on in our relationship that I have a fetish for leather, and she’s been using it against me ever since.

It started out simple enough with the leather lingerie that she would use to tease me or even a pair of leather bondage cuffs to restrain me during the act, but once our relationship took the turn towards serious domination, she decided that I needed to experience what my favorite material was really capable of doing to a submissive like myself…

“By the time we’re done,” she told me with a poetic seduction, “you’ll be just as much its bitch as you are now to me.”

And she was right.

It begins with a corset. A very heavy-duty, steel-boned corset that can be locked into place, although the necessity of the locks themselves is comical when you consider the remaining layers of my bondage that are yet to come. She cinches it tight on three separate occasions, allowing the firm leather to conform snugly to my body until the device has squeezed several inches off of my midsection and leaves me gasping for air that she promises is by far only the beginning.

Next come the boots – a pair of exquisitely designed, but equally torturous black thigh high ballet boots that prevent me from walking more than a step, though it’s clear from the beginning that motion is quickly something that will be taken from me regardless.

My steel chastity belt is replaced instead with one made of a tough leather shell, snug on the inside featuring a series of sharp, metal spikes which she will later reveal can also be electrified. In the back, she installs a sizable dildo that packs my ass completely, and that Maria brags will feel like it’s fucking me once she has turned up the juice powering its intimidating girth as well…

A similar apparatus is cinched over my chest in the form of a heavy, leather bra with more spikes inside, many of which seem to target my sensitive nipples which Maria knows all too well to be another sweet spot.

And finally over my head she tightly secures a heavy discipline helmet, made of heavy leather just the same and featuring a second dildo for my mouth because Maria is quite amused at the thought of my having both holes filled at once. The built-in posture collar keeps my neck held tall while the ultra-stringent leather crushes my skull satisfyingly to her from every angle imaginable.

But the real bondage doesn’t begin until I hear the winches whir into action and slowly I feel all of my limbs at once being pulled towards one another. She pauses to wrap the heavy chain around my elbows and my knees, then allows the winch to continue as it brings them each together in a crushing manner that the male body is typically not flexible enough to attain.

As my legs are drawn back to meet behind my back, the needles at my crotch begin to do their work and assault my genitals in a way that makes them wish they were back in their steel chastity, with my wrists eventually pulled tight against my ballet-booted ankles until my body has been contorted into a torturous hogtie.

But she’s not done yet.

My neck begins to stretch as the chain connected to the top of my hood is pulled back in the direction of my feet until my entire body forms an arc that doesn’t satisfy Maria until I’ve been pushed farther than I’ve ever endured for her before. My whimpering as the spikes and the position itself take their toll only encourage her to press onward until I finally give in – mind, body, and soul – and give myself up to the incredibly demanding position, with the black leather that I lust over forcing me into this cruel predicament that will only grow exponentially worse as time passes.

As I feel her smirking over her work with a superior sense of satisfaction, it’s only then that she flips the switch to activate the electrifying probes that already pierce and penetrate the most tender parts of my body while my own weight is used against me to pull my bondage impossibly tighter still.

I try to wriggle and fight against my bonds, but I just can’t.

And so her challenge officially begins.


Just Desserts

“You’ve been a good boy lately … it’s time for your reward.”

I kneel before her, much as I have every other night this week, however her stance this evening is much different. While I bow my head to pay reverence to her black leather stilettos – the same strappy heels that I delicately cleaned two days prior along with the rest of her collection, I feel my collar slowly tighten around my neck as the tension of the leash in her free hand grows as my mistress’s passion builds feverishly just above my head…

I know that I don’t dare look up, fighting to keep my focus on her beautiful feet in front of me as I strain against my chastity belt at the sounds of Maria pleasuring herself with the special dildo that she bought just for nights like this.

Good nights, she refers to them – those that come when her slave has done well enough in her eyes to earn the right to witness her in absolute pleasure.

“The next best thing to fucking her myself,” she says with a chuckle, both of knowing that that’s been off the table for quite some time.

I chase her left foot with my tongue as she spreads her legs wide to take full advantage of the dildo’s impressive girth, ending up on my back underneath her heel as it descends down into my mouth – a visual that I know she enjoys to partake in, however at times like this she’s focused on one thing and one thing only…

With my wrists still in chains at my sides, I wrap my lips around the stiletto heel and suck on it like a tiny cock as I hear her begin to moan out in pleasure above me. The sounds of the silicone toy slamming in and out of her moist hole so effortlessly are dwarfed only by the unabashed calls from her voice.

“Oh, Michael! Fuck yeah – harder, Michael. Harder!!!”

A chill runs down my spine, yet my arousal still swells inside of its cage as I hear my girlfriend literally screaming out the name of one of my best friends in sheer ecstasy. Sometimes she screams for them or other people I know, other times she calls out the name of her lover, and nonetheless I feel my throat tightening again under the pull of the leash as her enthusiasm continues to grow both at my expense as well as her pleasure. Soon her sounds devolve into grunting and groaning as the sharp heel jerks dangerously in and out of my mouth as I struggle to contain it within my lips while my mistress rides wave after wave of sublime pleasure just overhead.

“Oh, fuck – you were never that good!”

The rodeo continues until every last ounce of her being is satisfied and my mouth is sore and bruised from the jerking shoe between my lips. When she finally signals the end by removing her heel from my mouth and bringing me to my knees with an increasing pressure on the leash connected to my throat, my eyes stop only momentarily to survey the damage that her delicious pussy has endured before settling in on my real prize at the end of this journey.

Maybe in another life, this would be where my girlfriend would hungrily thrust my face into her wet pussy to send her soaring into orgasm one last time before heading off to bed, but that’s not the relationship that Maria and I share…

As my eyes meet with hers and she prods me forward, I swallow big before slowly opening my mouth and allowing her to shove the translucent purple dildo deep inside until my lips close around it instinctively when it hits the back of my throat. Maria nods approvingly as she begins to fuck my mouth with the same rubber cock that only moments ago was fucking her like a new boyfriend, and she grins knowing that I can taste her sweet juices still hugging the dildo’s shaft with every thrust.

She tastes absolutely divine, and I pray that one day I’ll please her again enough to persuade her to let me taste her sweetness directly – even if not for her pleasure, but simply as a reward earned for service beneath her.

I know that I still have a long ways to go, though, so for now I’ll take what I can get as my mistress watches amusingly while her boyfriend deep-throats the cock that just finished pleasing her…

She deserves nothing less.
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