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"Today, you are going to be my slut. You are going to take my dick in front of all these people and I am going to milk that greedy little prostate of yours until you’re a leaking mess."

Mistress Luna


Notes From a Chastity Slave


Life as a chastity slave is hard. No one's going to deny that. You're imprisoned 24 hours a day, 7 days a week, and you're lucky to be let out every month, if that. I'm not so lucky. Mistress Luna doesn't give me a set release schedule, meaning I never know if today will be the day or if I'm looking at another half-year in chastity. You wouldn't believe how hard the not knowing is, the wondering, the hoping—and being damn sure that if I were to ask her when, it would only add to my sentence.
If you've never been in chastity–lucky you!–consider the logistics: Yes, there’s the “blue balls” of it all, the regular dull ache of denial that you learn to live with day in and day out. But there’s so much more. Sitting to pee and always needing to find a free stall to do it in when you’re out, showering and drying yourself, not having the chastity device bulge too much in your pants, walking around, going to the gym, getting changed anywhere and for any reason you’re in public, the chafing, the turtling, the first few weeks of restless nights as your dick gets used to not being allowed to get involuntarily erect in the middle of the night.
This is psychological chastity as much as it is physical chastity. It trains your body on what it can and can't do and trains your mind on what stimuli to avoid. You start to look away from the pretty girl with the short dress or the too-tight jeans because you know it'll make you want to get hard, only for your device to put a painful end to that. You avoid porn, of course, but you also avoid even fantasizing about women and sex so that your very thoughts become chaste. And the kicker is, the longer you're in chastity, the easier it is for these errant thoughts to affect you–and so you have to be all the more diligent about remaining mentally pussy-free.
But maybe you're wondering why anyone would subject themselves to this. I don't even know where to begin. I guess it's worth saying to get it out of the way: I am deeply, undeniably attracted to my Mistress. Physically, she's stunning–curvy-petite with sun-kissed skin, silky dark brown hair, and wild, intense eyes–but lots of people can be physically beautiful; it's her confidence and verve and intelligence that makes me all in on Mistress Luna, the combination of looks and personality leaving me absolutely head over heels for her.
That said, I know we will never, ever fuck. And–this is where things get tricky to explain–I don't want us to fuck. Confused? I'd be surprised if you weren't. The idea of “traditional” sex with Mistress Luna is honestly hard for me to imagine because it would signify some kind of status equivalency between us. Even if I were just some muscly himbo fuckboy–which I’m not–I’d still be the one doing the penetrating, she’d be the one penetrated, and there would be an intangible jus of me dominating her. That’s what I can’t imagine. I adore my Mistress and worship most everything about her–and because of that, I’m simply not worthy of fucking her!
Which isn’t to say I’m not worthy of providing her pleasure. It’s just… different.
Perhaps the adulation I feel for her can help explain why I’m in chastity. It’s a show of devotion and commitment to her, a way to say: “I worship you so much that I am willing to give up being able to release or even touch myself while expecting nothing in return.” The denial I endure is a sacrifice. An offering. And when I give it to my Mistress, she is proud of me and there are few feelings that can compete with the heartening glow of having someone you adore be proud of you.
Is it making a little more sense? There are other benefits, too. Along with the pride I feel, remaining chaste builds my discipline and acts as a strong core to support me in other areas of my life. It also makes actually getting to release so much more enjoyable–no jerking off because I’m bored or diminishing returns death grip, my releases are staggeringly cathartic. When I get them, that is.
Of course, there are other ways men can feel pleasure besides jerking off. And I don’t mean that in an esoteric way–I’m talking about physical, sexual pleasure. I’m talking about what Mistress Luna has in store for me today.
I arrive at my Mistress’s dungeon, a converted apartment in the middle of Manhattan that’s sitting there in plain sight, designed with elaborate soundproofing and hidable features to ensure no prying eyes or city inspectors will ever think of the space as anything more than an artsy studio. By now, we have our ritual down pat–I greet her, take off my shoes, and then slink off to the bathroom, where I get undressed and store my things in a cubby under the sink. Exiting the bathroom, I crawl to where Mistress Luna is sitting, onto a towel she’s laid out for me. I assume my most servile position, a kowtowing bow with my arms extended out, palms down to the ground, and my knees wide with my feet pressed together into a V. I get as low to the ground as possible and remain there, completely exposed and available for my Mistress.
She leaves me this way for a few minutes. It allows a shift to occur from the outside world to the world in here, one that reaffirms our dynamic of Dominant and submissive, Mistress and slave. When she’s ready, she has me rise to my knees and puts on my collar. It’s thin and made of titanium, custom-fitted for my neck. Once closed around me, it takes more than a hundred turns of its one-of-a-kind screw-key to secure, driving home the point that there is no taking this collar off without the key short of a trip to the ER.
My Mistress is dressed in a shiny black latex catsuit that hugs every inch of her body from neck to toe. Her hair is down and volumized, her makeup pastel and dewy. I try not to ogle her but it’s agonizingly hard not to, especially with how pent-up I am after nearly three months of no release; Mistress Luna seems to intuit my struggle and shifts in her seat, switching crossed legs so I’m forced to try not to look at her latex-clad thighs and crotch.
“You’re overdue for a milking,” she tells me, a hint of a grin on her soft pink lips. “And you know what that means.”
Yes. Yes, I do. It means getting fucked in the ass by my Mistress.
“But that will come later. There are a few things we need to attend to first.” She stands up. “My latex needs a fresh coat of shine. Go and get the shiner, slave.”
While I go into the supply closet, Mistress Luna sets up her phone on her recording tripod; as she often does, she’ll turn snippets of our time together into clips for sale online and strangers will not only watch my submission but jerk off to it, enjoying a casual release in a way forbidden to me. I return with the shiner and set it down so that Mistress Luna can put a hood on me to protect my identity. I am her slave, in here and out, but I have a job and friends and family, all of whom know nothing about my devotion to my Mistress. Who knows, you might be one of those people.
The hood is heavy leather and laces up in the back, muffling my ears and restricting my peripheral vision so that my movements must become focused and diligent. Mistress Luna begins the recording and commands me to start. I spray the shiner down on her legs and work it in with my hands, feeling the curves of her calves and thickness of her thighs as I make the black latex glisten under the dungeon lights. The smell of the latex shiner is enough to arouse me–it’s subtly sweet and ether-like and it’s long-since become associated for me with the sight and feel of my Mistress in her skintight latex.
She turns, presenting her backside to me which I spray with the shiner and rub, surely to the envy of the eventual watchers of this clip. And even with the ache between my legs–I’m pulsing now, the blood rushing to my crotch making my brain a little fuzzy–it is an enviable position. I get to feel the pert swell of her ass on my hands and touch the most intimate crevices of her, albeit through the latex. These are places I don’t think I’ve ever touched on anyone, let alone on someone as gorgeous as my Mistress, and there is no hint of rebuke or disdain from her for it. Just the opposite, in fact. She expects me to rub the shiner on every inch of her–down her ass, along her inner thighs, across her crotch, and the thing I’m to be most concerned about is missing a spot, not touching too much.
I move onto the upper half of her body. Spraying the shiner, I rub down her arms first and then her back and belly and breasts. This is delicate work. Not because she nor the latex is delicate, but because I have to walk this fine line between doing a thorough job and seeming like I’m enjoying it too much. In a way, it’s another form of psychological chastity, with my needing to move my hands across the curve of her breasts with machine precision, not lingering too long nor too little.
Mistress Luna bundles up her hair so I can get to her upper back and shoulders, smiling for the camera while I scurry around her in total servility. When I’m finished–or at least think I’m finished–I wipe my hands down and go back to my kowtow-like position in front of her, prostrate and exposed. She inspects my work in the mirror.
“Good job, slave,” she says, as much for me as for the eventual audience. “You’ve served your Mistress well. You deserve a reward.”
I surge with pride and anticipation and can only listen with my head down while Mistress Luna readies my reward to be delivered on screen.
“Position 2,” Mistress Luna says.
There are a half-dozen positions that my Mistress has drilled into me. This one is simple: Up on my knees, hands behind my back. I rise and assume the position and Mistress Luna hovers over me, lips pursed.
“Tongue out, slave,” she says.
I extend my tongue out as far as it will go and she lets a heavy dollop of bubbly spit hang from her lips, dangling it slowly down onto my tongue. I drink it down eagerly.
“Thank you, Mistress,” I say.
She snaps her fingers and points at her latex boots. I don’t need to be told what is expected of me and drop down to hands and knees so I can plant a shower of kisses on those boots, fawning over them obsequiously while she speaks.
“This is the life of a chastity slave,” she muses, mugging for the camera. “Locked, Made to serve. Made to worship. All while they go without what they want so dearly. Your sacrifice is my satisfaction, slave. When you hurt in your cage and when you think you can’t take another day, you are to think about how happy it makes me to keep you locked up. The heavier your balls, the happier I am. It’s a special thing to be able to make your Mistress happy, isn’t it?”
I lift my head from kissing for a second to say, “Yes, Mistress, thank you for the opportunity, Mistress.”
“You’re very welcome, slave. But you better not take the opportunity for granted. I don’t like ungrateful slaves.”
“No, of course not, Mistress, I won’t, Mistress,” I quickly say before going back to kissing her boots.
“Today, you are going to be my slut. You are going to take my dick in front of all these people and I am going to milk that greedy little prostate of yours until you’re a leaking mess. Let’s get you set up…”
Mistress Luna stops the recording. As she steps away from me, I instinctively go back to my kowtow position–Position 1–to wait and listen to hear moving furniture and opening drawers. She walks past me a few times in preparation, one or twice stopping to give my ass a quick, surprising spank, and when she’s ready for me, she calls me up to my feet so I can see what she’s arranged. It’s the suspension frame, with a pillowy, padded square seat hanging in the middle, connected to the frame’s welded metal posts by four heavy duty chains. She’s aimed the camera towards the frame and when I approach, she turns it back on.
“Lie down on the seat,” she tells me. “Belly-down, with your chest and hips on it, arms hanging off the sides.”
It’s an awkward clamber onto the swinging sex seat and I have to push myself onto it, my legs hanging off precariously. Mistress Luna ties pink rope around one ankle, very securely, and bends my leg back so she can secure it to the nearest heavy duty chain. She does the same on the other side, securing me to the frame’s chains with my legs bent back and my knees spread wide and then, with padded handle-cuffs, she secures my wrists and attaches the top of the handle-cuff to D-rings build into the near wall of the dungeon, the handles allowing me something to hold onto. It’s a little bit like I’m on a flying trapeze and frozen in mid-jump, my ass and cock and balls completely exposed for my Mistress and for the camera. She pushes me back and forth and chuckles as I swing slightly.
Her hand grazes my ass. “Look at this needy little butt,” she says, drawing her fingers across me. She pulls my cheeks apart. “And this slutty hole, hungry for whatever I’m going to give it… is your slut hole hungry, slave?”
“Yes, Mistress,” I say, red-faced and grateful I don’t have the camera on me, even with the hood. With chastity as a way of life, anal play has become a regular fixture for us and it’s taken me a long time to become comfortable with my Mistress having such ready access to such an intimate part of me. Knowing others can see me this way brings back all that raw embarrassment.
“Look,” Mistress Luna says to the camera. “See how his hole twitches excitedly? Just wait until I’ve opened it up…” She releases me. “But this butt is looking a little pale today. I think we need to make it nice and pink before I put my dick in it.”
Mistress Luna brings something into my field of view. It’s a pink suede flogger with more than a dozen tails. Once I’ve seen it, she draws the velvety soft suede down my back, letting the tails trail along my ass and thighs. Even though I know what’s coming, it feels good and I sigh, quietly, enjoying the suede along the sensitive spots on the underside of my balls and the top of my ass crack. She continues teasing me with the flogger until my sighs are louder and louder
“Time for a kiss,” she announces.
The flogger comes down in a loud, slapping flurry, right on one ass cheek. I jolt more in surprise than in pain, the blow of the flogging heavy and thuddy and dispersed. She flogs the other cheek, just a touch harder, and then begins to alternate, seeking a steady rhythm as she warms my ass up with the rain of suede. I’ve been with Mistress Luna too long to really know if this level of impact even hurts anymore–did it, at first? There are certainly more painful implements that she’s used–canes and her “dragon tail” whip come to mind–and a flogger like this now feels like a cross between a very heavy pat and a mild sunburn, the heat building as she gets to a dozen, then some two dozen blow from the flogger.
She pauses, returning to her teasing. My skin tingles at its touch and at the touch of her fingers as she pets my cheeks and legs. “So sensitive,” she says, hearing me moan softly. “And getting nice and warm, too. Not to mention a lovely shade of pink. Let’s make it a little deeper.”
Mistress Luna steps back. When the flogger comes down again, it’s in a fast, warming rhythm that builds to a single strong strike on one side that is slappy and borderline stingy, enough that it gets a grunted sigh from me. Thud-thud-thud-thud-thud-thud-STRIKE! Thud-thud-thud-thud-thud-thud-STRIKE! I’m really heating up now and we’re at that place where the heat lingers in one spot on each side, a spot I know my Mistress is aiming for to make redder and redder. She is careful to not let the flogger tails hit my balls, but that can’t prevent them from sliding down me in the aftermath of a blow, making me twist and flinch in my heightened, super-sensitive state. My Mistress chuckles at my thrashing and pauses again.
“This ass is coming along nicely,” she says. Her nails lightly rake my tender skin and I moan, indulgently. “You’re beginning to look like a wild animal in heat, slave.”
She steps back again and when she resumes the flogging, it’s a tighter, more relentless rhythm, with more of those stingy, flinch-inducing strikes. To compensate, Mistress Luna leaves more time for me to recover after them, catching my sighs and gasps on camera while she holds back her amused laughter. I can feel her painting my ass with the pink suede, bringing out a private image of speckled red and pink, and it’s about here that we cross that threshold from jolting surprise into savory pain, the kind that opens up the endorphin floodgates and radiates down my body like warm, almost too-hot water. I grip the handle-cuffs tightly and push my feet out, wanting more of that heady full-body sensation.
“Ohh ho ho, someone is ready,” croons my Mistress. She pats my ass and puts the flogger away, exchanging it for a big bottle of lube that she squirts down my ass. The lube is cool on my hot skin. She drizzles some lube on one gloved hand and thumbs my asshole, stroking it slowly and firmly to ease it open so she can begin to push her thumb inside. “Look how easily you let me in. Good slut. Moan for me.”
I let out a gratuitous moan and Mistress Luna wiggles her thumb in deeper, holding it there and keeping my ass stretched as she moves it in circles inside of me. My cock strains in its cage. This feeling of being exposed and penetrated while my arms and legs are bound really does make me feel like a slut, like I'm on my stomach in some chintzy hotel room, being toyed with before being taken by some one-night stand. Mistress Luna pushes her thumb deeper, pushing on my prostate, and with it pushes clear, sticky prostate fluid out of my trapped cock. It's a warm pressure that comes inside out and when I dip my head to look under the swing, I can see the telltale strand of fluid slowly leaking out of me.
“Squeeze my finger, slave. Show me how much you want it,” says Mistress Luna. I squeeze my hole around her thumb several times, eliciting bright peals of laughter from her. “He’s really doing it,” she says for the camera. “What a slut indeed!”
She gives my ass a smack and slides her thumb out. A low buzzing sound starts up and then I feel the press of a tapered massager; it’s larger than Mistress Luna’s thumb, but she’s opened me enough by now that it only takes a couple of in-and-out tries before it pops inside me, my Mistress using the massager on my prostate to milk more sticky strands of fluid out while I moan and groan. This is a heaven-hell sensation, the stimulation on my prostate making me thrum with pleasure while causing my cock to feel its cage like it’s brand new, the tight metal enclosure denying me the satisfaction of growing fully erect. By the time she’s done with me today, I will be milked but still denied, left in a half-fulfilled state that will serve to make me even more devoted to my Mistress.
“You’re taking a big dick today, slave,” says Mistress Luna, continuing to probe me with the massager. “You’re going to ride it all the way to the balls, aren’t you?”
“Yes, Mistress,” I groan as I work my hips back against the massager as much as I can in my bound state. “I will, I’ll ride your big dick…”
“Yes, it’s a very big dick today, see?” She’s showing it off for the camera. “Not my biggest–that’s Jeremy–but Russell here is nothing to sneeze at.”
Russell. I know this dildo. It’s fat and flesh-toned, with an oversized head and realistically spongy “skin” on top of a stiff-as-steel shaft. It’s been a while since my Mistress has made me take it.
Mistress Luna gives the massager another twirl inside me and then takes it how, all the built-up pressure and lube in me making me let out a humiliating queefy sound as she does; her laugh is surprised, genuine. It’s these little moments that are the most vulnerable, when my body does things I can’t control and can’t hide and I have no choice but to let my Mistress witness it. That too is a kind of submission and it’s one no one ever considers–it’s one thing to get down on your knees to kiss some boots or to take a spanking, it’s another to have your body leak and squeak and shudder uncontrollably, like you’re nothing but a doll and a plaything for someone else.
She comes in close, the outside of her hips brushing my restrained legs. Even if I tried to close them, I wouldn’t be able to, and all it would take is my Mistress pushing her knees open to keep me spread for her. I feel Russell’s big head on my slick, flogged ass cheeks. Mistress Luna pushes. There’s no easy slip in this time, and I need to work to accept her cock, focusing on relaxing my muscles to let Russell inch inside of me. In my mind’s eye, I see it as me pushing and bearing down so that my hole opens and “gobbles up” the head of the dildo. The trick after that is to not tighten as it might feel natural to do, but instead to hold myself half-open while my Mistress slides in deeper before opening again, allowing a little more in and the head to push against my second, inner ring.
“There we go,” purrs Mistress Luna, her hands on my ass. “Open up for me, slut.”
I continue to work my muscles this way–open, hold open, open, hold open–my tight rings slowly working their way down Russell’s fat length. My moans are very loud by now, my hands clenched on the handles of my mittened cuffs. Focus. Breathe, Open. Accept. I feel the stretch point–when I’m far out from being able to push out or pull in completely–and calm myself as best I can; there is nothing I can do to escape this bulging, filling feeling now, no choice but to be a hole for my Mistress to fuck.
She starts to pump, slowly, and knocks hard against my prostate. The pressure is overwhelming and it squeezes out more sticky fluid that drips like molasses onto the mat Mistress Luna has laid down under us. Her pumping speeds up as my ass gets used to its stretched state, each thrusting making me give a high-pitched grunt. Mistress Luna slaps my ass.
“Take it, slut. Take every inch!” she says in a steely voice. She grabs my bound ankles and thrusts so hard and so fast that her body slaps up against mine, the pounding on my prostate truly overwhelming now. It feels like a hot bead of liquid lead is being pushed up my cock and as it’s squeezed out of me, it is like a constantly held sensation of cumming in slow motion, with none of the climactic release and all of the needy itch of being right on the edge.
We go on like this for almost ten minutes, Mistress Luna mixing in smacks and slaps and bawdy little insults while she fucks my ass for the camera. I've leaked out an entire puddle worth of prostate fluid by the time my Mistress comes to a stop and pulls Russell out of me with another humiliating squelch of air and lube.
“Look at how my slave is gaping! He couldn't close his hole right now if he wanted to,” Mistress Luna says, sticking two gloved fingers in me without any resistance at all. She wiggles them about before sliding them out. “I'm done with your ass for today, slave, but that doesn't mean your ass is done yet.”
It's not until she's pushing the bulbous plug into me that I understand what she means. It's not as thick as Russell, but it's plenty thick anyway, stuffing my butt and staying in nice and snug thanks to its tapered base. Mistress Luna takes off Russell and wipes me down, working to undo my bondage so I can shakily slither off the padded swing seat. I get down in Position 1, kowtowing in front of her and feeling the plug heavy in my ass.
A calm radiates through my body now that I've been so thoroughly milked. It's the same still euphoria you get after a hard workout and even though my cock is still trapped and denied–and my balls swollen–I can breathe a relaxed sigh.
“Don't forget about the mess you made,” Mistress Luna says, pointing the toe of her boot to the puddle of my split, sticky fluid.
I swivel towards it and begin lapping it up eagerly, my brain in servile, subspace mode; Mistress Luna laughs heartily at the sight of me licking up the vaguely bitter fluid like an animal.
“So obedient. It's remarkable what a little chastity can do to keep a slave in line,” muses Mistress Luna. “Position 4, slave.”
I stop licking and stand up with my hands behind my back. In this upright position, the plug grinds up against my prostate, making me swell futilely in my cage and ooze out another drop of fluid; my Mistress sees it with a huffed laugh and a smirk, only shaking her head instead of calling me out like I’m some animal beyond hope that is unable to control itself. Which, I suppose, I am.
“You’ve served me, slave, been flogged for me, been fucked by me… but now I have one more surprise for you: I’m going to let you out of your chastity,” says Mistress Luna.
My spirits soar. This is incredible, a lucky draw like I’ve never seen one from all my time with my Mistress. I’m trying not to smile under my hood and just at the mention of freedom I’m imagining how good it will feel to finally be out again, to get fully hard, to cum and clear myself out. Amazing! But then a worrying thought joins the hopefully chorus–why is she letting me out when she just milked my prostate? Milking me is usually to keep me caged up longer, to ease a bit of blue balls and make sure everything’s working properly.
While I’m in my head, my Mistress has retrieved something off camera and when I see what it is, my excitement pops like a balloon. It’s another chastity cage, a smaller chastity cage from the looks of it. Now I have to hide my frown just as much as I was hiding my smile, Mistress Luna looking at me with a smug smile as if to catch me out of line. She holds up the new chastity device. It is definitely smaller, with a slightly smaller base ring too. That’s not all–at the head it has a metal sounding tube, the kind you can pee straight through like a catheter. I shudder. Sounding is one of those distant horizons I beg not to venture into. It’s not that it hurts, but that both the sight of it happening–the sight of the sound sliding into me–and the inside-out feel of it is such a mindfuck that it freaks me out like little else. To think, I’m going to have one in me 24/7 now? I… I don’t think I can take it.
“Is that safe?” I blurt out, unable to help myself.
Mistress Luna looks surprised. Not only have I questioned her, I haven’t even addressed her respectfully. It’s this surprise that keeps her from being completely angry.
“It’s perfectly fine,” she says, none too pleased. “I’ve made sure that it’s suitable for long-term wear which you will certainly be experiencing.” That’s her way of saying I fucked up. I hang my head and shut up before I get in any more trouble. My Mistress lets out a huffy sigh. “Such rudeness after I’ve bought you such a lovely new toy. We’ll have to take care of that once you’ve been resized.”
The sound of my chastity keys, normally so pleasant and exciting, feels like funeral bells today. None too kindly, Mistress Luna opens up my cage and brusquely pulls it off me, wiping any fluid stuck to it off on my belly. My cock, with a mind of its own, gets hard in expecting something that isn’t coming. Beyond being disappointing, I know this means my Mistress will have to make me soft before I can fit into the new, smaller chastity device and that sure isn’t going to happen by getting to cum…
Mistress Luna sets my old cage down next to the new one, showing off how the tubes are nearly an inch and a half different. She goes and gets her black-handled, red-tipped electric zapper. God I hate that thing. It’s not that painful, but even so it’s like a static shock on steroids only so much louder, and I cringe thinking about where Mistress Luna likes to administer its zaps.
“Position 6,” says Mistress Luna.
This is a modified Position 4–still standing, but hands on my head, legs kicked open wide. It’s dreadfully exposing and I can’t bring myself to look down as Mistress Luna strokes the insides of my thighs with the zapper, caressing me in the most agonizing way possible. She draws the zapper up my thigh, to my groin, and then along the bottom of my balls and…
ZAP!
I jump with an effeminate shriek, Mistress Luna cackling with amusement at how I rise up on the balls of my feet. She goes back to stroking me with the zapper, firing off a shock on the outside of my hips and then on my thigh, both more tiny jolt than biting snap. She draws the zapper across my crotch. I hold my breath. Then, with her eyes fixed on mine, she drags the zapper down the length of my shaft, towards my cockhead. My heart is pounding away as I wonder if she will go that far. That’s one of the things about being a slave to a Mistress and not just a client or a customer–the rules are different, the boundaries looser. Of course I know Mistress Luna will not seriously hurt me nor engage in unsafe play. I also know that if I truly, truly had a hard limit for some psychological or emotional reason, it would be respected. But there’s a hell of a lot between “unsafe” and “unwanted” and there are many, many things I don’t want but could certainly endure.
And I have certainly been made to endure many of them.
Mistress Luna reaches my cockhead… and pulls away. She doesn’t even need to shock me, that’s how much my fear is deflating my hard-on. Just as I’m thinking that, she gives a quick shock to my crotch, then one to my inner thigh, then one to my balls again, laughing and laughing as I dance wildly. She prods me with the zapper, not shocking me but still getting a panicked reaction and that makes her laugh even harder–that’s how my Mistress is, she’s far more amused at what’s going on in my head than what she does to my body, and has been able to get the most ridiculous reactions from me without ever causing a single sliver of pain.
“Ready for your new cage, slave?” she asks.
I nod. “Yes, Mistress,” I say, defeated.
Mistress Luna nods approvingly. Then, just for good measure, she shocks the base of my cock, getting one last frantic jump out of me. I’m plenty soft now and my Mistress uses the opportunity to lube up the inside of the new cage and shove me into it. Its design has a screw on head that clicks into an intricate locking mechanism connected to the cage’s padlock, and it allows her to ready the steel plug that will fill my cock.
I can’t watch this either, tensing up my toes and fists as she begins to insert the plug. If you haven’t experienced this, I’m not sure there’s any way to describe it but think of it like this: You’re pissing in reverse, not feeling the satisfaction of release but its opposite, getting filled and experiencing an inside-out pressure that you just have to learn to accept because there is no way to rid yourself of it–at least not while the plug’s in you.
I let out a shuddering moan, grateful when the pushing is done, and then Mistress Luna locks up the cage, leaving me with much less room–and freedom–then just minutes before. She hefts my balls, showing off my cage to the camera, and I already feel smaller and more imprisoned.
“Position 2,” says my Mistress.
I pull my feet together and drop to my knees, moving my hands behind my back. She snaps at me and points to her boots.
“Show your gratitude for your new cage, slave,” she says.
I lean toward, tensing my core, and plant fastidious kisses on her boots. The thought of how groveling and submissive I must look makes my cock pulse, immediately making me feel the plug. This is going to take some time getting used to.
Mistress Luna allows me to kiss each boot a dozen times before snapping her fingers again and bringing me back to Position 2 proper. She rests a hand on my head, drumming her fingers on my scalp.
“Now we need to deal with your snippy rudeness,” she says, letting her fingers drum my head harder, the pads of her fingertips smacking against my forehead. “How do you think I should address your behavior?”
Ut oh. A classic trap question from my Mistress–if I answer unsatisfactorily, I’ll earn myself a much worse punishment than I would’ve received otherwise and, if I am too self-flagellating, I’ll have signed myself up for something nasty that I could’ve avoided. Mistress Luna loves games like this, ones where she makes me the architect of my own demise. I test the waters a bit.
“A… punishment, Mistress?” I ask with remorse.
“Well, yes. A punishment, slave.” Mistress Luna keeps drumming her fingers on my forehead, harder and harder, until it’s hard to think. “How about you be more specific? Unless you want me to get your ‘best friend’...”
My stomach sinks. We’ve long had a running joke–if you can call it that–that my “best friend” in my Mistress’s dungeon is the very first toy I had to call timeout on. It’s a leather parachute ball stretcher and if that was all it were, I could handle it, but this ball stretcher has small, prickly little tacks on the inside. Without any weights attached to it, it’s simply annoying, but as the weights get added on, it becomes absolutely agonizing. I shake my head quickly to ward off any need for my “best friend” to make an appearance.
“No, no, not at all, Mistress,” I say, my mind now racing to come up with something suitable before she escalates. She’s already flogged me, already pegged me, already plugged me, already caged me… what is left to offer her? Then with a bit of satisfaction at my own cleverness and dismay over what it means, I get an idea. “Well, Mistress, since I, uh, since I was rude and, um, spoke rudely, you could…” I let out a tiny sigh. “...you could put my mouth to better use?”
I’m still hedging, still trying to see if I can sway Mistress Luna into the least punishing of punishments. She raises an eyebrow.
“Hmm. Yes, I do think it’s your mouth we need to correct,” she says. Drum-drum-drum. Drum-drum-drum. “But how? Now, I know you aren’t foolish enough to suggest we use your mouth for something you’ll enjoy, like having me sit on your face–are you, slave?”
“No, Mistress, not at all!” I quickly say.
Mistress Luna grins at my fear. “Of course not. I know what a dirty little mind you have and how much you’d like it if I took off this latex and just sat my sweaty, warm self right down on you…”
My cock swells and I shift my hips, as if that might stop the metal pressure from both inside and outside that I feel. Yes, I would very, very much like to have my Mistress smothering me right now.
“...but no, you need something that will stay with you. Something that will make you twice before you open your mouth to ask a dumb question like ‘Is that safe?’. When is the last time I ever did anything to you that wasn’t safe, slave?”
Drum-drum-drum. Drum-drum-drum. Her thumping fingers sound off like there’s nothing in my head. It’s beginning to feel that way a little. “Never, Mistress,” I reply. And I mean it–Mistress Luna has certainly pushed me, but she’s never been unsafe. “I’m sorry, Mistress… for doubting you.”
“Uh huh,” says Mistress Luna. “Talk is cheap, and actions speak louder than words. I think it’s time we washed your mouth out, slave. Go and get the urinal gag.”
My Mistress lifts her hand off my head and I have to force myself to move. There are some submissives and slaves out there who crave watersports play–I am not one of them. I’m not ashamed to say I’ve tried it and what began as curiosity ended with me wet coughing and gasping for air. Since then, Mistress Luna has held the threat of golden showers over my head but never acted on them, instead enjoying watching me squirm at the idea of me being subject to one should I not endure her creative sadism. Well, it looks like that’s changing today.
I go to the display cases with the many gags and hoods and muzzles she has, finding the all-black latex and neoprene urinal gag. It looks like a normal gag, except the mouthpiece is designed like the lip of an actual urinal, only in black, and the realism of the design adds a heavy dose of humiliation to the gag. Even holding it makes my shoulders slump and my head hang, the thought of being treated like this on camera for others to see almost as bad as what’s about to happen. Almost. I bring the gag back to my Mistress and she straps it around my head, adjusting it with little tenderness so that the molded latex trough is jutting from my mouth; there’s a thick silicone tube that sits in a between-the-teeth gag to feed whatever’s in the trough straight into my mouth.
I look up at my Mistress with worry in my eyes.
“What’s wrong?” she asks, unzipping the crotch of her latex catsuit. “Do you have another rude, uncalled for question to ask?”
I shake my head slightly from side to side. There’s no getting out of this. I just need to go through it, to accept it, to do the best I can. That’s yet another thing about being a slave: Sometimes failure is the only option, but simply giving up is not allowed. You have to give it your all first. Maybe there’s something cruel to that, but the flip side–and I can’t believe I’m thinking this as my Mistress gets ready to use me, but perhaps it’s the only way I can mentally psych myself up–is that such trying-but-failing builds character. Discipline. Strength. Even when I’ve been pushed to the point of frustration, that part has remained true, and it’s another reason I adore my Mistress: She makes me a better person.
Mistress Luna positions herself over the trough. I look off to the side, not wanting to get caught peeking at her crotch. I wait. She begins.
I’ve tried to tell you how the things my Mistress does to me feels, but this time I really can’t. It’s unpleasant. I suppose it could be more unpleasant–there is a reason some seek this kind of thing out–but for me, I’m just focused on getting through the moment. I do better than I think I was going to, my fear of disappointing my Mistress eclipsing my own struggles to drink and swallow, but the grating humiliation weighs me down. I’m being used as a urinal. Objectified, dehumanized in one of the most degrading ways possible, turned into a receptacle. When she’s done, she drops some spit in the latex trough to give me something to wash down the bitter taste with, allowing me a few more dollops of spit–and keeping me suffering on camera–before getting a glass of cold water that I guzzle down as she pours it slowly into the gag.
With fresh gloves, she removes the gag and wipes it down with rubbing alcohol before leaving it to be thoroughly washed later. She gives me the rest of the water and it’s then I realize she’s stopped recording, bridging things back to just me and Mistress Luna. She has me come over to her chair and strokes my head as I continue to wash my mouth out.
“You did very well with that, slave,” she says, sounding genuinely impressed.
“Thank you, Mistress,” I croak. Thankfully the water works quickly and the bitterness fades, leaving me only the humiliation I suffered.
“Have we learned our lesson about unhelpful questions?”
I nod. “Yes, Mistress, thank you for taking the time to teach me, Mistress.”
Mistress Luna looks pleased. “Take off my boots. My feet need a little bit of fresh air.”
This is the closest I'll get to a “reward” from my Mistress right now and I'm not about to squander it. I unlace her boots and gently slide them off, leaving her in just sheer, ankle-high socks. The odor coming off her feet is wildly intense and it's one of those smells I know I shouldn't like so much, but I do.
“Position 1,” says Mistress Luna.
When I'm kowtowing next to her, Mistress Luna puts her feet tight by my face, letting me have an uncut, hyper-concentrated whiff of her sweaty soles. She rests one foot on the back of my neck and relaxes. I relax too. There is something deeply comforting about being like this–plugged, caged, down on the ground like a human footrest for my Mistress. For the first time ever, I also think not of the humiliation and degradation of being used as Mistress Luna’s receptacle, but how it brings me closer to her in a bizarre, taboo way. I know it’s twisted to say, but there are few things more intimate than, well… a toilet. And that’s what I’ve been turned into today, my Mistress’s toilet.
I push past the thought. Deep down, I know without the chastity I would never allow myself to be brought this far, but that is another powerful effect of living life as a chastity slave. Your calculus changes. You change. What was unthinkable before becomes permissible and–sometimes–the permissible becomes desirable. I don’t think you can understand until you’ve been imprisoned the way I have, being edged for months on end until you’re begging to do the most degrading things for your keyholder and still not being allowed release. It’s a heady, dizzying experience.
I haven’t given you my name. And I won’t. My Mistress calls me “slave” and when I’m with her, that’s exactly who I am. I take on many roles when I’m with her. You’ve seen a few–servant, canvas, slut, receptacle–but I am never me me. There is no me here. There is freedom in that erasure, a kind of release all on its own of letting everything in the outside world go so that I can focus totally and utterly on my Mistress.
We still have doors to go through, ones she’s hinted at. She’s spoken of getting me a tattoo with hidden meaning between us for all to see. She’s suggested having me pierced in a way that would make my chastity truly complete. She’s considered bringing me into her bedroom life, not to fuck her but to be her “sweet, supportive cuck”, where I’d have to lovingly be there for her before, during, and after sex.
These things intrigue me as much as they terrify me, perhaps because I know that the only thing stopping them from happening is her asking.
It’s only a matter of time.
THE END
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Thanks for reading! I hope you enjoyed the story. Want another story, 100% FREE? I'll make you a deal: if you sign up for my newsletter today, I'll send you an exclusive download link to my Tease & Denial Femdom Erotica Chastity Checkup! It's the story of a boyfriend put in his place by his domineering girlfriend--at the dinner table in front of her college bestie! It's filled with delicious humiliation and nasty surprises.
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This 6,400-word ebook is no longer available anywhere on Amazon, so sign up today and grab your exclusive free copy! I promise your information won't be shared with anyone else and that I'll keep you in the know on my new releases, special offers, and calls for advance readers.
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https://mlpaige.link/mailinglist
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All you've got to do is click the link and follow the instructions.

Thanks again!

Stay kinky,

~ Michelle Lucia
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For more lifestyle Femdom and servitude...

[image: Disciplined by the Fiery Latin Mistress]

Get it on Amazon
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A little discipline goes a long way. Jake’s really done it now, having broken Carmen’s favorite teacup while he was doing chores. Not one to suffer fools, Carmen decides it’s time for a little discipline to teach Jake his place. But cleaning house isn’t the only reason Carmen keeps Jake around. Once she’s taught him a lesson, Carmen will put Jake to work pleasing her, though he better be careful–one wrong squirt and his discipline will seem like a dream compared to Carmen’s idea of punishment…
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For more limit pushing...
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Get it on Amazon

—————————————

Time for a gag order. I’ve confessed all my fantasies to Miss Vesper and she’s acted on all of them–except for one. But tonight that will change. Together at an exclusive fetish party, she’ll show me the bizarre latex mask I’ll be wearing with its humiliating blindfold and its suggestive, obscene gag that’s just perfect for turning my last fantasy into a warm, wet reality. Will I be able to go through with what I’ve wanted to do for so long? And will it be everything I’m hoping for?
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For intense, immersive 24/7 Femdom...
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Get it on Amazon
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Prepare to be enthralled. Mason Rogers is a kinkster with a decade of experience. He’s seen and done it all–or so he thinks–and his final frontier is the House of Thralls, a secluded mansion in the outskirts of L.A. offering immersive, 24/7 stays of total submission. But when Mason arrives for his stay, he’ll quickly find himself in over his head at the hands of the House dommes and their psychological mind games and will begin to suspect the House of Thralls may not be what it seems. Will Mason uncover the truth about the House or will he decide that some stones are best left unturned?
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M.L. Paige's full catalog can be found on Amazon
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