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“Beg me.”

A soft whimper emerged from behind the leather mask that was in no way indicative of what I had requested.

“You get one more chance and then I’m just gonna go. Beg me!”

“Plezzz hurth meh, Mlissa!” came his cry, this time much louder and more enthusiastic, despite the plug that was currently serving as a gag in his mouth.

“That’s better…” I replied with a chuckle to myself as I dug my bright pink nails deep into the tender nipples that I held between my fingers, eliciting a muffled scream that always seems to put a smile on my face.

I can’t see the look on his on account of the black leather hood that I laced around his head before we began, however I knew that it would be one of pure ecstasy if I could look into his eyes at that very moment … if I could see him processing the harsh, sexualized pain being delivered by the gorgeous woman who he was kneeling in front of…

He only got a few seconds of relief when I let go before he began to feel the sharp nipple clamps cinching down, replacing the piercing sting of my fingernails with a much more intense bite that would keep his attention for the rest of the night until I came home many hours later to finally release him. His wince as the cruel teeth found their home garnered no sympathy from me as I continued to twist each of the knobs down until his nipples were being crushed severely between the plastic spikes inside of each clamp.

Finally taking the chain that dangled between the two tightened clamps with one finger, I stood up and dragged him over to the corner of my bedroom, dropping him to his knees as he’s done so many times before and then pulling the nipple chain down close near my feet before catching it on a silver ring that had been built into the floor and locking the chain in place with a tiny, brass padlock.

Paul was a sight to see, as always – completely naked, save for the bondage gear that held him imprisoned … the leather hood on his head, the spiked steel chastity device on his cock, leather cuffs holding his ankles together and a matching pair around his wrists behind his back … and the icing on tonight’s cake, those cruel nipple clamps which he loves to hate so much, binding him crouched over in the corner with his nipples pulled out taut towards the floor.

I’d be lying if I said that towering over him didn’t make me feel powerful, knowing that I’m in complete control of this helpless sap who begs me to use and abuse him time and time again. He screams out in agony as I reach down and turn each nipple clamp a full twist further, but it’s all I can do to laugh at his predicament and just how much he gets off on being tortured so.

By the time I get home, there will be a puddle of pre-cum to prove just how much he loves it, and as I walk away from him towards the door, the click of my stilettos against the hardwood resonating back to his bound figure with each step, I must admit that I’m more than a little turned on by his predicament, too.

He’s my pain slut, and he deserves every deliciously cruel thing that I do to him.

* * * * * * * * * *

Paul and I met a few years out of college in a rather short-lived relationship that ended up budding into something much more rewarding than love and sex. He was quirky and came to me at a time when I certainly needed something different in my life, but when I started to peel back the layers and discover just how much of a divine pervert he was, it was a ride that I never would’ve expected yet now I don’t think I would have it any other way…

He was the kind of guy who liked rough sex – that quickly became clear from the first time we slept together, but to find myself on the giving instead of the receiving side was something new. And it wasn’t just a few playful, mid-thrust swats or tender nibbles that did it for him, either … there was a point near the beginning of our newfound friendship where I didn’t think that I could be hard enough for what it took to get him off.

In fact, the night he finally pushed me to my limit, I told him to bend over across my bed and went to town on his ass with an old paddle that I’d gotten from my sorority days until he finally came all over my comforter without me ever touching his body aside from with the leather paddle!

Two days later when he still couldn’t explain to me what had happened, I told him then we were just going to have to do it again, and so thus began our very first BDSM ritual together – he would stand naked in my bedroom, often with his hands cuffed to the bed canopy above his head and later with several pieces of duct tape over his mouth, while I whipped him still wearing my leather jacket and high heels that I’d worn around town earlier that same day.

The first time that I saw the look in his eyes after I’d beaten his ass bright red and raw, I could tell that our relationship had changed there on the spot. I couldn’t date this man – his tastes were a little too different from my own, but as I felt myself grinning while he bowed his head and thanked me for the cruel acts that I’d just done to him, somehow I knew that I could still have a little fun with Paul.

…with him as a masochist and me as his blooming sadist…

And so he talked and I listened, and I slowly learned more about sexualized pain than I ever would’ve imagined…

“Tell me why it makes you hard.”

“Beg me to do these awful things to you … because I will if you want me to … if you REALLY, REALLY want me to…”

“Show me what I get out of putting you through hell and back.”

And so that day Paul and I broke up, and then he did, and our relationship together has never been stronger. He comes to me desperate for a forceful hand and from the minute he sees the gleam in my eye until he crawls back out the door hours later with his balls on fire or his nipples tender and bruised, he gets to experience the presence of a woman who truly delights in his awful suffering … who sees his trembling submission merely as a cause to hit him even harder … who takes a sublime pride in precisely what she can do to him in a pair of designer stiletto boots that no other woman deemed worth her precious time.

His pain and suffering is ALWAYS worth my time!

* * * * * * * * * *

Since Paul first mentioned his interest in chastity play to me, I’ve always been elated by the prospect and its newfound permanence between us.

Sure, my sweet pain slut wouldn’t dare to seek the attention that he craves from a woman other than myself, but should he so desire … or even if one day he were to wake up and suddenly not be the pervert that he is anymore, he could simply stop calling and visiting me and that would be the end of it…

But not so with chastity!

The idea of handing over the keys to your sex … to a woman whom you’re not even dating … who really has very little interest in your sexual pleasure whatsoever … turned me on in a new wave of control from the very first day. Instead of merely owning his ass while he was bound and writhing in pain before me, he was mine to control 24 hours a day, 7 days a week even when I was on the other side of town or even on the other side of the country!

The fact that the jingling of his little key around my ankle whether I’m out at the club or shopping at the grocery store or even visiting with my friends out in New York without any extra effort on my part whatsoever brings a smile to my face … and even more so because I know just how torturous the whole experiment can be for him, too…

Because when Paul showed me the devices that he was interested, you see, while I was certainly intrigued by the notion, I told him flat out that it wasn’t quite enough for what we do together.

“You suffer for me – that’s what you do…” I explained to him, making clear that while his denial amused me, I was looking for something a little more, and that’s when I found the maker of the chastity cage that he wears today – the one that was custom-built to the exact specifications of his mean and nasty domme whose single requirement was that he be reminded at all times of his position far beneath the heel of my boot.

Fortunately, Jessica – the owner’s wife and head designer – thinks on the same wavelength as I do and came up with something delightfully painful that makes me giggle just thinking about its wrath when locked around Paul’s poor, little chastised penis…

Inescapable stainless steel.

Full enclosure of both his cock and balls.

Snug and secure, just the way any chastity belt should be.

And oh yes, it’s also lined on the inside with dozens of extremely sharp spikes along the head, shaft, and balls to ensure that not even the slightest erection goes unpunished under my watch once those heavy padlocks are clicked into place.

I still remember the look of nervous terror in his eyes when I first had him kneel before me to put it on – I could read without hearing a word that he would’ve been willing to do anything in that moment to avoid this thing that he himself had months prior begged me to use on him. He would’ve gladly taken the worst of my whips or even suffered for hours at the sharp heel of my boots, but instead the suffering that I wanted for him would be much more drawn out and cruel.

A man hasn’t truly known submission until every ounce of his arousal can be turned against him, from his late night porn binges on the Internet to the casual wink from a random passerby at the mall … anything at all that would make his dick twitch was to be transformed into a stern reminder from yours truly about his real worth to the fairer sex…

If only that girl at the mall knew the pain and suffering he endured simply on account of her red-lipped smile in his direction!

And so it probably goes without saying that Paul no longer cums without my permission, to the point where his orgasms are honestly more torturous than pleasurable. His mental pain amuses me just as much as the physical … sometimes more when I manage to center in on those particularly juicy spots like when I can make him wince in frustration with a few simple words while we’re walking through a public space together.

“You know, if it wasn’t for that shiny cage beneath your pants, I’d probably pull you into that alley and let you take me from behind right now…”

“Do you remember how deliciously moist my pussy used to feel wrapped around your cock, Paul???”

“I’ll bet it feels a whole lot different now!”

With every step as his body shifts beneath his clothes, those delectable spikes surge mercilessly into his most tender of areas, and so with every single step my boy is reminded who he really belongs to … when he’s far away, his eyes or even his mind may wander, but the spikes latched forever around his cock serve to remind him that I’m always watching, and he’s always obeying … even when we’re worlds apart.

* * * * * * * * * *

It’d been a long week at work and I was looking to blow off some steam, so naturally Paul was the first person I called to set the gears of my relaxing night of kinky lust into motion…

When my pain slut walked through the door, I don’t think he expected to find me already decked out in some of my favorite lingerie paired with the very same killer red high heels that he’d spent ample time licking clean after I’d worn them out last week, and it made quick work of bringing a smile to my face as I watched his turn from awe to ouch as the spikes inside of his little chastity cage kicked in at the sight of my revealing attire.

“I’m glad that you like what you see, boy,” I purred as he obediently began to strip down to his birthday suit right in the middle of my living room without even having to be prompted, “but you know that this isn’t for you…”

Paul simply nodded as he quickly fell into his coveted submissive role in my presence before hanging his head to focus on folding his clothes neatly and setting them out of the way, then dropping to his knees and crossing his wrists behind his back while waiting for permission to greet me in the way that only a true slave knows how – by kissing my feet while otherwise completely naked and exposed to the world!

“Come with me now,” I soon told him after offering only mere seconds for his lips to grace the expensive, patent leather heels upon my feet.

“He’ll be here soon, and I want to get you in position before the real fun begins…”

Crawling behind me on his hands and knees as I lead him into my bedroom, Paul stared at the floor waiting patiently as the sounds of jingling buckles filled the air as I laid out the various bondage toys that would soon hold him in restraint while I went about the rest of my night with him left so sweetly deprived and denied nearby.

A heavy, black leather muzzle.

A matching set of leather wrist and ankle cuffs.

A large mass of chains and padlocks to hold it all together.

…and of course, a couple of other surprises that I’d wait to spring on him until the last possible minute!

Smiling proudly as I watched Paul get lost deep in my eyes while I hovered over him first to lock the padded leather cuffs around each of his wrists, then ankles, I leaned in to give him a small kiss on the lips before holding out the rather imposing leather muzzle that he’d worn for me many times before, with its thick, cock-shaped gag plug breaching his lips as it served to revert the tone of the evening from sweet to demanding as I then buckled it firmly into place with the web of leather straps that seemed to encompass his head solidly in all directions.

After securing each of the headgear’s straps with its own small padlock, the keys to which I keep hidden in a place where Paul could never know, I applied the same to his wrist and ankle cuffs before dragging him by the chain attached to the front of the muzzle in the direction of my closet, which I had cleaned just before he arrived to make a special place just big enough for him to kneel among the rest of my sexy shoes and boots.

A brief glance in his direction confirmed the anticipation running through his head because it was a position that he’d known many times before, but that didn’t make it any less fun as I helped him back into place on his knees amongst the rest of my prized belongings before looping his neck chain around the pole several feet above his head and then padlocking it as well into place after ensuring that its tautness did its job of keeping his head arched awkwardly high while his wrist cuffs that were now connected to his ankle cuffs kept him bound precisely where I wanted him.

Next jingling the sharp nipple clamps that I’d also pulled out especially for his torture, I made quick work of latching them harshly around each of his ever-tender buds, my glossy smile continuing to tease him luxuriously as I cinched them down with a grin before explaining…

“Now since I won’t be handy to tighten these whenever they pick up a bit of slack, I’d better make sure they’re extra tight before I leave you…”

“And besides,” I added as I then produced a pair of hefty, lead weights which added a bit of extra tension as I hung them dangling from the center of the chain between the two clamps, “we wouldn’t want these to fall and disturb my fun while you’re locked behind closed doors, suffering for me, now would we?!”

Paul’s eyes began to water amusingly as I turned the knobs on each clamp a couple of twists further to ensure the new weights would indeed remain in place before giving them a gentle push and watching them swing gently to and fro while my slave’s nipples took the brunt of their weight with an unfettered resolution.

“Now you know the rules,” I finally told him as I stood tall in front of him and took the bottom of his leather-bound chin under my finger. “Stay nice and quiet while my guest is here, and after he leaves you can spend the rest of the night sleeping at my feet…”

“…but cry and whine like a little bitch,” I added cruelly with a grin, “and I’ll come back here and add even more weights before leaving you on your knees for the rest of the night!”

With that I bluntly closed the closet doors in his face, leaving only the thin slats for Paul to look through from his restrained position as I quickly tidied up around the room before being suddenly interrupted by the sound of the doorbell that would be my special guest who I’d also invited over for an evening of sexy debauchery of a much different kind…

Reappearing in his view a few minutes later, my anonymous lover and I made little work getting down to the reason for our little rendezvous as we embraced while he thoroughly enjoyed both the touch and feel of my slinky lingerie as unknowingly my obedient slave quietly looked on in submission from just behind the closet door. As his groping grew even more amorous, I soon found myself on my back with his hands pulling at my breasts and panties while in the back of my mind I pictured my bound subby just a few feet away, swelling and suffering for every inch of it as he squinted to follow us with his eyes and grew weaker in his position with every moan of mine that fell upon his perked up ears.

Equally in tune to my suitor as well as my own unique brand of foreplay that was just between Paul and I, my body tingled as my special friend expertly pulled my panties down around my ankles and flung them to the side before plunging his cock into me, my soaking wet pussy dripping hungrily as he forced himself against me, making me cry out in ecstasy that seemed to make my stress from earlier that day just melt away.

Hammering in and out of me like I’d grown fondly accustomed to from his particular physique, my fingers dug into the comforter atop my bed as I closed my eyes and pictured my slave sweating bullets while his captor enjoyed a ravenous fucking ultimately at his expense, his lips involuntarily sucking on the dildo plug forced into his mouth while those weights continued to sway back and forth between his sorely abused nipples…

The thought of his suffering made me cum even more vocally than usual as the cock between my legs slammed against my shaved pussy that only serves to tease and torment the other man kneeling among my clubbing shoes, bound in the middle of my closet.

My lover growled as he tore into me, the two of us moaning out in passion together as the sounds of our sex filled my apartment and no doubt drove my pain slut’s cock spikes home all the more to hear his mistress being fucked in a manner that seems like only a distant memory to his own flesh, though he knows that I’ll be sure to fill him in on all of the juicy details once my sex has been thoroughly exhausted and I’ve thus sent my loving boy toy on his way until next time.

After several rounds of sweaty orgasms that put me on my hands and knees as he took me from behind and even on my knees in front of him as I enjoyed the taste of a real cock between my own lips, with my sexy stilettos still strapped dutifully to my feet I finally bid goodbye to my lover just before midnight before sauntering back to my bedroom feeling perfectly fucked and undoubtedly eager to view the look of tormented cruelty in his eyes and down Paul’s body when I eventually opened up the closet door to see him kneeling quietly, looking up at me like a lost puppy dog who was desperate for my touch once more after several hours worth of secondhand teasing at his expense.

“You did good…” I purred at him softly as I knelt down in front of him, taking his collared throat in one hand and gently jingling his nipple clamps as I stared longingly into his pained eyes and read the thorough appreciation that he was still far too gagged to give me with his own words.

Gently releasing the clamps, though only after briefly tightening them just to see one more wince with my own eyes, I tossed the cruel implements off to the side before reaching up and unlocking the chain connected to his muzzle that held him in place. 

Without saying another word, I merely smiled as I then stood up and took him this time by the nipples, guiding him over to the padded chest that sat at the edge of my bed, soaking in the pathetic whimpers that managed to slip from around his gag before finally letting go and reaching over to flip up the top of the chest to reveal another sight that he’s grown quite familiar of underneath my spiked heel.

“Now you know that I didn’t literally mean you’d be in bed at my feet, right slave?”

Paul swallowed hard as he knew the answer, his eyes dropping to the chest as he once again accepted his fate.

Temporarily unclipping the chain that connected his wrists to his ankles behind him, it was all I could do to smile demurely as I helped him stand up and carefully step into the wooden crate, his ankles and wrists still loosely bound together as he slowly lowered himself down onto the padded interior that we had custom-molded specifically for his own use. Once I had helped him settle back down onto his front, his body now forced into a tight hogtie with the thick, leather muzzle still strapped around his head, I replaced the chain between his wrists and ankles, locking him into a hogtie as we both knew it was the only way that the chest would close around him otherwise…

Giving him just a moment before locking him in for the night, I first shimmied out of the remains of my lacy lingerie before tossing it playfully on top of his head, then reached across the bed to retrieve my soiled panties with which I did the same. Lastly, slipping out of the extraordinarily high heels that I had worn all night while being wonderfully fucked, I reached inside and placed my well-worn shoes on either side of his bound head with a satisfied smile before double-checking the padlocks on his muzzle and bondage chains and then finally closing the top of the chest over his head after sweetly whispering to the solemnly bound figure, “Goodnight, sweetie…”

* * * * * * * * * *

My intrigue for spankings first bubbled to the surface before Paul actually transitioned to being solely my pain slut, though in fact it did most certainly still involve the wood quite literally hitting his ass!

We were out for my birthday at one of those cheesy, college bars that makes a big deal about celebrations, with an extra special kinky twist of their own. In order to get the free birthday dessert common at so many restaurants on one’s special day, it was first necessary for the birthday boy or girl to receive their birthday spankings in a very public and attention-grabbing manner that even the most boisterous of chain birthday songs could never begin to challenge…

As friends tend to do when restaurant-wide hazing is a viable option, the others with us were quick to note that it was in fact my birthday and that spankings were most definitely a welcome addition to our gathering that evening, however the night took a turn for the intriguing when on a whim I found myself suggesting that the ever-bashful Paul take some of my birthday spankings for me, and he reluctantly agreed.

No matter how many half-price margaritas somebody has had, you can still tell a lot about a person while you’re watching them getting playfully spanked with a wooden paddle by a boisterous waitress who’s swinging a bit less playfully than she probably should be, and so needless to say by the time he’d taken all 27 of the thwacks that I had coming on that special day, I had a sneaky feeling that Paul might’ve enjoyed those hits just a bit more than he would’ve liked to admit there publicly while the rest of the group was still laughing from the shades of red that he’d managed to turn already!

Four months later for his own birthday, we had very much changed our dynamic and so unwrapping a brand new leather paddle that I intended to use on his bare ass – in private – was certainly received in a much more submissive fashion…

* * * * * * * * * *

“Now you know that I expect better from you when you’re out shopping with me in public!” I scolded Paul with a raised eyebrow as I carried my latest finds in from the car with him following behind me in tow.

“And #2 – why am I even carrying my own bags?!” I raised my voice in a subtle blend of playful irritation that always seems to keep my perverted plaything on his toes. The truth was that he had been getting on my nerves by inviting himself to the mall with me only to rush me in my stores so that he could get on to his own, but he was overdue for a good spanking as of late anyways and by the end of the afternoon I was sure to make clear that I had more than enough grounds to follow through with what he very much so deserved…

“Take off your clothes and go out onto the patio,” I ordered as I pushed my way past him towards my bedroom to change into the new bikini that I had just bought for myself earlier that afternoon. Paul had been too preoccupied to take notice at the time, but the skimpy, white straps that barely covered me in all of the right areas seemed like the perfect payback tease for an afternoon of misbehavior … coupled with the corresponding punishment to return his focus to me where it belonged, of course!

After pulling my hair back into a tight bun and spraying on a light layer of tanning oil, I slipped into a pair of low-heeled sandals and quickly rummaged through my toy chest for some restraints to keep my boy occupied before heading out to the pool to find that he actually followed my instructions for the first time that day and was standing there sheepishly nude… 

…save for the steel chastity cage still locked around his cock, mind you…

“Here – put these on,” I told him snidely as I tossed a pair of sturdy, neoprene wrist cuffs in his direction as I walked past him to my chair out in the sun. Snickering to myself as I watched Paul quietly fumbling to buckle the black cuffs around each of his wrists, I waited until both were secure and he had returned to his position standing at the edge of the pool deck with his head bowed and his wrists behind his back to return.

Eyeing him with a sinister grin as I stepped around and hooked my finger through the D-rings on his cuffs without saying a word, I quickly looped the padlock hidden in the palm of my hand through them before raising them above his head to meet the ring embedded in the ceiling that I’d installed weeks earlier for just such an occasion. 

To add insult to injury, once his wrists were suitably locked above his head, I walked back over and took the keys that were resting on my towel and casually tossed them into the pool with a playful shrug as I called back, “Oops!” before walking into the house to retrieve my favorite paddle so that the real fun could begin…

In gest after all of the pain and suffering is behind us, Paul often jokes with me that I can be a real bitch when he’s down on his knees in front of me – a badge of honor that I actually wear with great pride because as I replied nonchalantly to him promptly after first hearing this intriguing declaration, at the end of the day I know that he wouldn’t have it any other way!

And it’s because of this hardcore kinship that we share that the special leather paddle that he gifted to me – the one in my repertoire that is by far my favorite – prominently features my dominant persona in all of its BITCH-filled glory in shiny, silver studs along the business end of the implement that Paul told me he had custom made as an endearing thank you for all of the terrible things that I’d no doubt be doing with it once the paddle had officially been passed into my possession…

Seeing those silver letters sparkling back at me after every strike fills me with an even more beloved sense of power, both because A) I know that they really hurt like a bitch even more than a regular leather paddle, and B) because it takes a special kind of submissive to provide his own mistress with the very implements of destruction, customized to her unique preferences, all the while knowing that he’d come to both love and regret his purchase long before I could ever truly wear out the leather paddle on the back of his ass.

*SMACK*

“Eyes forward, mouth shut – your ass owes me some reconciliation!” I scolded him after the first slap landed on his pale backside without warning, echoing through the neighborhood in a way that would make my neighbors yearn in curiosity about life here on the other side of my privacy fence…

*SMACK*

“God, I love that sound,” I purred out loud as I toyed with the thick, leather strap in my hand to find the most comfortable grip for the long haul.

*SMACK*

“I could just hit you…”

*SMACK*

“All.”

*SMACK*

“Day.”

*SMACK*

“Long.”

*SMACK*

Make no mistake – if he’s going to call me a bitch, I have every intention of living up to the title – which is why it never seems to take me long at full force with my bitch paddle to turn Paul’s ass into that delightful, glowing shade of pink that both shows intent while also seeming to beg for even more at the very same time…

“Now let’s go over the ways that you fucked up today – just so that we’re both clear…” I told him sternly before delivering another solid hit.

*THWACK*

“Number One,” I announced as I noticed him visibly wincing for the first time, “when I go shopping, I’m there to shop, not to entertain you!”

*SMACK* *SMACK*

“So don’t invite yourself to come shopping with me and then carry on like a bitch…”

*SMACK*

“…when I actually want to take my time and shop!”

*SMACK*

“Number Two… If you’re going to come shopping with me, the least you can do as a gentleman and a slave is carry my bags!!!”

*SMACK* *SMACK* *SMACK*

“Seriously?!” my scolding continued. “What kind of a man walks through a shopping mall with a woman and doesn’t offer…”

*SMACK* *SMACK*

“…to carry her bags?!?!?!”

*SMACK*

Admittedly my temper was really starting to flare up as I got into his punishment and aired my grievances for the entire neighborhood to hear, though as I noticed an iconic stirring from the steel cage between his legs, I knew that Paul’s spanking was having just the desired effect whether the tone of my voice indicated it or not.

“You’re such a pervert!” I sneered as I stepped around to his side and tapped on the shell of Paul’s chastity cage with the edge of my leather paddle.

“Here you’ve got a gorgeous girl…”

*SMACK*

“…spilling out of her bikini…”

*SMACK* *SMACK*

“…and yet the thing that makes you hard isn’t her body, but letting her beat the shit out of you and mock you for being so inadequate!”

*SMACK*

*THWACK*

*SMACK*

Finally setting my paddle down nearby after marveling in the delightful shade of bright, stinging red that Paul’s ass had become, I walked over to face him directly and reached up to put my arms around his neck, making sure to both nuzzle my breasts up against his body as well as capture his dangling chastity cage between my legs as I looked up and stared him in the eyes…

“I know that you’re probably just as hard as can be inside of that thing,” I teased as I rubbed my mostly-naked body alluringly against his bound figure, “but don’t think that I’m even close to being done with you just yet.”

“I’m going to get some sun…” I whispered as my lips lingered only inches from his own, “and that’ll give a chance for those swats to really burn in!”

“And then maybe after a good swim, I’ll come back up here and finish what I started, and if you’re lucky, maybe I’ll have been kind enough to have dived down to the bottom of the pool to retrieve the key it’s going to take to get you out of this little predicament you’ve found yourself in for being such a poor shopping buddy for me this afternoon…”

With that I leaned forward and gave Paul a playful peck on the lips before stepping backwards and jumping into the pool behind me, leaving a terrific splash as I looked back at my bound, helpless, and definitely on his way to being bruised friend and laughed.

“You know, I didn’t really think about it until now…” I giggled as I slipped the sunglasses down from atop my head before floating to the edge of the pool, my eyes now locked on the steel cage between Paul’s legs, “…but I’ll bet out here in this scorching heat, that chastity cage of yours is going to get mighty hot the longer you stand there with your dick baking in it all afternoon!”

“Oh well!” I smiled broadly as I then slowly backed my way towards the stairs at the other end of the pool where I would ascend to relax lazily in my lounger until the next fit of dominant rage implored me to take my bitch paddle in hand once more

* * * * * * * * * *

I love making Paul suffer for me.

Covering his ball sack with clothespins only to later flick them off one by one with my riding crop, crushing his nipples underneath a brand new pair of designer stiletto heels that earlier he begged me to let him buy for me at the mall, or treating him like my own personal punching bag as he screams into his leather gag for me to stop all the while the erection towering between his legs is clear that every moment of torture is a perverted form of pleasure for him…

I won’t lie that often times I catch myself fantasizing about the things that I do to Paul, or even the things that I’m thinking of doing to Paul in the future, because the truth is that being a sadist is fucking fun as hell and all of the leather in my closet isn’t worth the screams and moans that he makes underneath my heel when he’s being subjected to what he thinks at the time is my absolute worst.

It isn’t, yet something tells me that even when we do think that we’ve found the limit of what he can take, the very next week he’ll be begging me to hurt him even harder just the same…

And god, just thought of that kind of control makes me wet.


Other KinkyWriter Stories You Might Enjoy …

Female Domination

A Bitch’s Makeover

Maria knew that there was no one who could teach her how to be a bitch like her friend Shannon could… 

Glimpses of FemDom…

The female-led relationship of Maria and Shaun takes center stage as he shares a unique look into the bondage, humiliation, and domination that now encompasses his world with these twelve erotic shorts where nothing less than full compliance is acceptable.

Ten Ways to Torment Your Nipple Slut…

For subbies who fancy themselves a bit of nipple play and their dominants who push them to new heights, this sexy collection of ten tumultuous torments are sure to leave you with some particularly sensitive nubs the next morning…

A Birthday Dress Made of Black Leather 

Ben finds himself under the firm hand of his dominant roommate once more as she asks for his help getting dressed in a sexy, new black leather dress bought specifically for her birthday night out on the town, but not being able to control himself even after being locked in chastity, he ends up inciting Jenna's more sadistic side before she heads out the door to enjoy her own special brand of naughty fun! 

30 Days of Bondage

He wanted to know what it would be like … to be a prisoner … to be utterly helpless … without an end in sight…

Bondage & Chastity

New to Chastity
After being taken off guard when she first discovers her boyfriend’s chastity fetish, Kelly quickly learns how she can exploit it to her own advantage as they pay a very provocative visit to their local adult toy store so that she can choose his replacement while he’s locked up!

Rope Marks

Sara’s secret afternoon bondage adventure is out of the bag when her husband notices rope marks on her wrists, so she decides to spice up their evening a bit by sharing with him every last twist and turn that the sensual ropes took around her body before driving her to an unbelievably intense climax…

Monica’s Chastity Challenge
12 months under lock and key is the agreement that they came to and right from the very start, she’s going to make sure that he suffers through every last drop of this exciting display of tease and denial as a submissive man commits himself to chastity … and to her…

Enjoying My Bondage

Callie Stephens loves bondage – and these are but the first of her kinky stories, featuring her first self-bound hogtie, a tribute to her leather fetish with a custom leather sleepsack, and even an extra special bondage predicament designed especially for her…

My Sweet Little Chastity Bitch (by Veronica Ash)
Surprising her submissive boyfriend with a shiny, stainless steel chastity belt, Michelle savors his newfound position beneath her as she taunts and teases him relentlessly before turning her attention to her own pleasure while he watches in a deliciously desperate agony that only makes her even hotter!


About KinkyWriter.com

Did you enjoy the story that you just read here today?

KinkyWriter.com publishes a vast array of exclusively kink-related erotica covering all of your favorite kinks, including:

bondage _ domination _ chastity _ fetishes

crossdressing _ spanking _ humiliation _ masturbation

discipline _ tease & denial _ latex _ CBT _ high heels

leather _ role playing _ submission _ torture _ electroplay

cuckolding _ hypnosis _ forced orgasms _ isolation

Be sure to check out our other authors for even more naughty fun!

·      KinkyWriter

·      KinkyWriter Erotic Bundles

·      Mistress Elizabeth Simone’s FemDom Sessions

·      Veronica Ash’s Naughty Fantasies

Thanks for reading – come again soon!

KinkyWriter.com – exploring the world of kink through the written word…
http://www.kinkywriter.com
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