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It must be humiliating to be gagged by a black rubber cock shoved between your lips, with its thick and unyielding bulk stuffing your mouth demeaningly as the heavy leather straps buckle sturdily behind your neck – complete with a tiny brass padlock – to ensure that even your loudest of cries are thoroughly muffled, leaving you little choice but to suck and savor on that rubber cock until your Mistress deems it time to release you from your punishment…

I know that when you walked into this room, you probably thought of yourself as a man … but what I see kneeling before me is anything but.

Real men don’t tremble as they kneel before women like me, begging us to do our dirtiest while you degrade yourself for our own personal amusement.

A real man would bend me over my desk and fuck me until I couldn’t see straight, leaving marks on my ass where he’d spanked me that would leave me yearning for days just to feel his rough hands on my body and his strong cock buried deep inside me again.

A real man dreams about kissing her lips and her naked breasts, not the bottoms of her leather boots and her ass because that’s all that he deserves.

A real man takes charge and worships a woman’s pussy by fucking her fiercely, leaving her parched and desperately out of breath just before he takes her once again as her moans of passion fill the entire house.

Real men bring value to a woman’s life, and not simply because you’re fun to lock up in chastity and kick in the balls with our favorite pointy heels until you’re crippled and crying on the floor, begging for our attention through domination and discipline because at the end of the day, submission and suffering is all that you have to offer us.

When you dare to glance up at me and our eyes very briefly cross while you’re kneeling at my feet with a rubber gag in your mouth and a steel cage locked around your pathetic, little dick, you know that we’re both thinking the same thing…

You’re not a real man, and you deserve whatever I feel like doing to you tonight.

And it’s probably going to be embarrassing. And it’s probably going to hurt.

Because if you were a real man, you’d already be fucking me instead.

* * * * * * * * * *

Any guy who fantasizes about being locked up in chastity doesn’t deserve to fuck a woman.

Ever.

I’ve heard of girls who unlock their chastised boyfriends or hubbies for one night every couple of months to tease him or remind him what he’s missing out on, but that just seems so unsatisfying to me. If I decide to lock you up in chastity, it’s because you’re small, and pathetic, and there’s pretty much nothing you can do to change my mind on the subject.

I can tease you just fine without unlocking that little padlock.

And your dick doesn’t deserve to know what my pussy feels like, anyways.

You can enjoy the taste and the smell while you’re eating me out, and if you’re good I’ll even share pictures and video of what it looks like when a real man’s cock penetrates my sweet pussy, but I’m not going to suffer through an awkward 30 seconds of bad sex just so your little pee wee dick can yearn for the tight warmth of my pussy if only it had been born attached to a real man. Not gonna happen!

Tiny dicks stay in their cages because that’s where they belong, and for me, wearing a chastity cage is the first sign you can give me that you know your place and are willing to submit to me as really the only way that any relationship between you and me is going to work.

When I see a guy wearing a shiny, little cage around his dick, it makes me smile because I know that he’s one less poser asshole who thinks he actually has a chance with me and is going to try and hit on me and waste my time. If I know that you’re wearing a cage, you might as well strip down and just start kissing my feet in front of me because we both know where we stand, and that’s definitely a good thing.

My favorite position to see a submissive man is complicated, because I am, too.

He needs to be on his knees – obviously – without any clothes whatsoever, save for the bondage gear that’s been locked around his various limbs…

I prefer stainless steel shackles chained around both his wrists and ankles, with his wrists cuffed together behind his back.

His dick should be locked safely away in a steel cage – out of sight, out of mind.

And in his mouth should be a black rubber dildo gag.

I want to see his knees spread wide to put his pitiful, locked junk on full display, and most importantly, his head should be bowed with his eyes fixated solely on my feet.

If he can’t see himself in my patent leather shoes, either he’s not bent over far enough or the last slave didn’t do his job!

Mind you, no collar around his neck – I’ll be the one to put that in place myself, only if he proves to interest me. In the meantime, I expect him to remain quiet and humble as he salivates over my heels like they’re the most that he’ll ever see of me. Because if I choose to walk away, or if I blindfold him, they just might be…

Some guys can’t handle the intensity of submitting to me, as if they’re harboring this hidden idea in the back of their minds that once they worship my heels and take a few smacks with my riding crop, we’ll turn the tables and they’ll get to have their way with me. But I can assure you that any guy who has ever knelt at my feet with his dick in a cage will never put that thing inside me.

Once a submissive, always a submissive.

And if that’s you – if you’re the type who is timid around beautiful women and doesn’t feel like you ever have the courage to walk up and speak to her, maybe that’s the role you were intended to play in women’s lives. Not everybody can fuck the prom queen. Somebody’s got to stay home to wash her clothes, and polish her shoes when she gets back from the dance, and if you’re lucky, maybe even clean up her pussy after her boyfriend ravaged it earlier that evening.

I need my pussy boys to organize my wardrobe and do my nails while I’m flirting on the phone with my well-hung dates. And of course, nothing turns me on before a hot date like a nice, hardcore punishment session with one of my submissive sluts lashed to a wooden cross, his body spread open and exposed to my naughtiest tendencies so that I can smack him with my instruments and hang devilish things from his extremities until he begs through his gag for a mercy that he’ll never know.

That can be the role that you play in my life.

To be beaten and tortured, teased and mocked relentlessly until I’m good and horny, and ready to dance off into the waiting arms of my lover who will fuck me in ways that make me forget that you even exist until I come home the next morning to find you bound at the foot of my bed, broken and waiting for me to toss my dirty shoes and underwear in your direction before crawling into bed to enjoy the sleep that I certainly didn’t get when I was out the night before.

When you’re locked away in a steel chastity cage, it gives me reassurance that you won’t be bothering anyone else with your sexuality while I’m out having my fun. Bound and gagged and cuffed and locked away at home, my party time is your time to show that you can be of service even in my absence … whether it’s cleaning my toilet or handwashing my lingerie or even just chained in a ball on the floor, wallowing in your own submission as you fantasize about seeing my boots again and leak your icky pre-cum all over the floor that you know I’m going to make you clean up with your tongue once I return…

That’s right – lick up all of your spermies like the good, little chastity cuck that you are and show me how much you crave to lick someone else’s cum out of your Mistress’s pussy!!!

You’re lucky I even let you do that much because if I really wanted to be cruel, I could lock you inside of a steel dog cage, chaining each of your cuffs to opposite bars so that you can’t move a single muscle. You’d be like my little caged animal on display, except that I’m far too busy to stick around and watch you submit to me all night long.

Maybe I could hire a chastity sitter to watch you, and occasionally give you water, and rub my vibrator on your balls whenever you slipped to close to actually falling asleep in your bondage.

I’m sure there are plenty of college girls who would come over and snicker at the pathetic man chained up by his sadistic domme for $50 and a bottle or two of cheap wine. Of course, you’d be strictly blindfolded and gagged so all you could do would be to hear their giggles and comments as you waited painfully in your cages for the hours to pass.

Speaking of cages, I always thought it would be fun to get an iron maiden for our bedroom. Not a real one with spikes to impale its victim on, of course, but just enough to make enduring its wrath painfully interesting for you and tyrannically intriguing for me! We could set it up in the corner of the room facing the bed, and I’d lock you inside of it before inviting one of my lovers over to spend the night. With spikes just long enough to prick the skin if you make any sudden movements, it would turn me on so to hear your occasional muffled cry as you dare to become aroused by my moans of passion and pleasure.

I’ve heard that some devices were even designed to tighten down on their victims at their owner’s will, so that might be fun after I’ve had a few drinks and a few orgasms … to see how little I care about your suffering as you find yourself impaled from head to toe, and most certainly around your dick and balls, and your nipples, and anything else tender that deserves to be poked.

My sweet, little caged rat – taught how to suffer on command for me, and always willing to slink just a little lower if it puts a smile on my face, however cruel it may be.

There’s a reason why I wear your chastity key around my ankle, slave … because if you could be any further below me, I’d be wearing it there instead…

* * * * * * * * * *

The thing you need to know about submitting to me is that once I do decide to lock that collar around your neck, you’re no longer my partner – you’re my property.

I value my property because it serves me or entertains me, but don’t think for a minute that it makes you equal to any of the real people in my life.

With my friends, I talk and exchange ideas and opinions. If I wanted your opinion, I wouldn’t keep you gagged with a rubber cock stuffed in your mouth.

With my family, we share meals and updates on each other’s lives. You eat your meals out of a bowl on the floor like one of my dogs, and preferably you do so out of my sight.

And of course, with my lovers … we fuck like rock stars and I cum like a goddess. Whereas you … ha ha ha!

Never forget that submissives like you are a dime a dozen and any number of them would pay good money to lick my boots, so don’t even stop trying to prove your worth at my feet because you can be replaced faster than you can murmur the word “cocksucker” through that phallic gag in your mouth.

To be owned by me should be considered an honor, with that steel collar weighing around your neck a permanent reminder of your dedication to me. You couldn’t remove it if you tried, as unlike your chastity key that hangs around my ankle, this unique key is hidden in a place where you’d never find it. I suppose you could always try taking a saw to it, which would be about as smart as taking one to the cage around your balls.

Once you give yourself fully to me, that becomes a permanent commitment and no amount of groveling will ever release you from my service.

Your focus has always been and will forever be me and me alone, as illustrated by everything from the sheer adoration you have with the bottoms of my stiletto heels to the incredible amounts of humiliation and torture that you’re all but eager to endure as payment for existing in my presence.

No other woman would do to you the things that I do to you, and you know that.

The blonde you dated in college was creeped out the first time she caught you sniffing her high heels, and the girl you used to crush on at the coffee stand by your office wouldn’t hurt a fly, much less whip your ass to a bloody mess and hang spiked weights from your nipples until you scream loud enough that the neighbors in her quaint, little townhouse would likely call the police.

The truth is that the reason you crave to be owned by me is because you know deep down that I will subject you to the very darkest of my own desires, regardless of whether you think that you can handle them or not because once you’ve been declared my own personal property, that becomes my decision to make and not yours.

My slaves do not have feelings and preferences – the views that they to experience are felt only through the eyes of their Mistress, and so it’s only natural that if I desire for them to suffer more or be bound tighter than they’ve ever experienced before, those needs becomes their own goals to achieve as well. If Mistress tells you to jump, you don’t ask, “How high?” because you should’ve already been jumping before I even had to say the word.

My slaves know that their suffering amuses me, so it comes as no surprise when they’re expected to spend an evening spread-eagled on the wall serving as a human dart board for my girls or face down on the floor as a doormat for their dirty boots.

The difference between playing BDSM and becoming my slave is that one ends when the cuffs come off and in the other, you should never expect the cuffs to be removed at all.

Permanence is important in my world because it removes from your mind the idea that freedom will ever again be an option to you. Your infatuation with me is as unyielding as it is mesmerizing, and just when you think that your commitment cannot possibly grow any more intense, maybe that’s when I decide to mark you with my brand.

If you’ve been a good boy, it’s with a tattoo of my initials on your bare ass cheek.

If you’ve been naughty, it’s with a hot branding iron that seems to searingly painful to be real, but rest assured that you’re not the first one to feel scalding metal on your ass at my demand.

I also require all of my personal slaves to be pierced – both nipples, because it’s fun to hang things on them, and also the head of your dick, because it opens up some even more interesting chastity predicaments when I can actually thread one of the bars to your cage through the head of your pathetic, little dick.

Your official uniform will become one of steel bondage and the occasional black leather restraint. You will always be gagged. Your head and body will be completely shaved. And over time your service to me will likely lead you to even forget your own name.

Your identity is worthless to me, Slave 487. Your actions today show me your worth today – nothing more, nothing less.

And if all of that sounds like too much for you to handle, you should’ve thought harder about the consequences of wallowing at my feet, desperate to taste the designer leather of my boots and begging me to do the perverted things in your head that you’ve jacked off to for so many years before we met. Now is too late for reconsiderations – once the cuffs are in place and your skin burns from my mark, you’re already mine and there’s no going back to that pitiful life that you knew before you knew me.

Once you’ve committed to living out your deepest fantasies, it’s my responsibility to hold you to them and ensure that you endure to the fullest the level of submission and subjugation that you rightfully deserve. Every salacious ounce of depravity, every succulent inch of desire to live utterly helpless under the rule of a strong and powerful woman – it is both my privilege and my duty to see that your life is never the same again.

Instead of writing reports for your overweight boss, your new role is to feel the force of my 5” stiletto heels piercing your poor nipples while you gaze up at your Mistress’s perfect waist cinched in a wonderfully tight leather corset.

Instead of paying bills and saving for retirement, you’ll pay your debt to me by subjecting yourself to my creative whims as I wrap your body in coarse ropes or leather straps or even pink duct tape to match my nails so that you cannot move a single solitary muscle until I’m through with you.

Your service underneath me will become your entire life and everything that you know.

You will dream of my touch, be it soft and gentle or cruel and unrelenting.

You will fall in love with my scent and crave the taste of my sweat after I’ve been fucked by better men.

In time, you’ll come to realize the ultimate extent of your new role as it both begins and ends with only me.

Your world revolves around me, whether you’re hung by your ankles from my ceiling or gasping for breath under the toe of my boot.

* * * * * * * * * *

Beatings make me wet. It’s one of the few ways that you can make me wet.

To hear the delicious smack that fills the room when one of my leather paddles impacts your pale, white ass over and over again is sweet music to my ears. And the only thing that sounds even better is the muffled cries that you make into that huge, rubber cock between your lips as your body comes to terms with the understanding that I’m only going to stop when I’m good and satisfied with your torture, and not a single moment sooner.

Your pain is an important part of how I control you because just as much as it makes you scream and cry, the steady flow coming from your chastity cage confirms just how much you absolutely get off on being tormented by a hot woman as she whips and beats you into submission.

And I must profess – you look good with red scars down your back and deep bruises along your ass and thighs.

It confirms to me how much you want to please me to see you hanging there in your heavy chains, with a leather discipline hood laced beyond tight around your head, and watching in the mirror as I whip you furiously as this anonymous plaything that you’ve become, and how you teeter there on your tip-toes, clearly weak and exhausted from my assault, yet desperate to endure for your Mistress nevertheless.

As the strikes land harder and harder, the sounds of your moans reflect your begrudging acceptance of your own fate to serve as my sadistic foreplay before heading out the door for my own delights! Towering in front of you dressed in tight, black leather that would make your heart race if only you weren’t mercilessly blindfolded, watching the sharp, metal teeth of your nipple clamps bite cruelly into your tender buds as the lead weights that I’ve been adding swing back and forth between us, it gets my juices flowing in a way that my lover will appreciate himself shortly when he fucks me in the back of the limousine he hired to whisk us around for our night on the town…

While I’m dancing close with his strong arms gripping me tight in the sleek, leather dress, the thought of my slave back at home, dropped to his knees in a desperate attempt to relieve the pain on his poor, brutalized nipples as the weights still strung in place rest carefully on the floor, makes me unquestionably aroused; recollecting the weakened groan made as I snugged the suspension rope around your chest harness, pulling your arms back crudely in a manner that will leave you sore for days while you’re polishing my shoes and cleaning my house, leaves me eager to jump my date’s bones and feel his cock inside of my hungry pussy to satisfy me in a way that I don’t get when I’m at home.

The tortures endured for a mere whiff of my used panties, much less to spend the afternoon gagged with them while you’re organizing my boot collection, is impressive.

The punishment felt for failing to remove a spot from my favorite patent leather heels prior to date night, is tragic, yet ultimately necessary to uphold compliance and maintain the order of the relationship that we share.

There is no give and take between us.

I take what I want, and if I feel so inclined, you may be lucky enough for me to occasionally give you a few scraps in return. But there will always be a cost. Maybe it’s a weekend bound in deep sensory deprivation, or maybe it’s a month of doing your chores tight-laced in a heavy, rubber corset like a proper sissy maid. Or maybe it’s a weeklong retreat during which you’ll be subject to the canes and crops of many of my girlfriends who I’m slowly training to become the dominant forces in their own lives.

Often times with me, the prize and the punishment will be one in the same. And either way, your choice is but to comply.

Defy me once and I’ll make you regret ever kneeling at my feet. Repeatedly disobey and I’ll make you question your existence and why you ever yearned to be an owned slave in the first place, pining for a life of worship and discipline and humiliation instead of the plain, old boring life that you left behind.

Give me enough time and I will mold you into the perfect plaything … the optimal object … the submissive set apart from all others in chains who dare to bow at my feet. True, your life will be an obsession of my passions as well as a whipping boy for my woes, but if your true role is but to sacrifice yourself for wonder, then there’s no better place for you than chained in my dungeon anxiously awaiting the next flogger to fall against your flesh or the next fingernail to dig into your soul.

Once your body has been taken, for only then can the mindfuck truly begin as you crave every word to roll off of my tongue, be it sweet, seductive, or abusive. Seeing how you throb inside of that spiked cage around your dick as I whisper into your ear about my latest sexual rendezvous makes me feel a little more justified when I run electricity through your balls and hang my favorite shoes from the clamps upon your nipples. If that’s how hard you get with only my strap-on rammed up your ass, just think how good it will feel to be violated by one of my studs as you struggle against your steel cuffs while he stretches your asshole wide and shoots a load of his precious seed inside of you much in the same way that he often does me.

If you really want to be my slutty sister, it can be arranged by cinching you into a harsh, leather corset and lacing a pair of thigh high hooker boots up your legs. A little fuck-me red lipstick and a curly, brown wig, and you’ll be the belle of their balls … draining them, that is!

But don’t think that a belly full of cum is going to save you from your beating after all of the boys are through. In fact, it’s after you’ve done your time on your knees that we’ll strap you down to the spanking bench, lace that bondage hood back over your head, and let the crowd take turns fucking and spanking you until your ass is red and raw one way or the other…

At the end of the day, I like to know that my slave is suffering for me, devolved in her cage to a quivering mass of bruised skin and cum-filled holes that can’t wait to be bound up and put to work again the next day. If it’s not whips and chains and hands and cocks, then rope and leather works just as well to me, for I also expect my slave to be flexible to the fullest extent of the word.

To see you hanging from a pulley in my dungeon in utter defeat, knowing that the ropes cutting into your arms and legs that hold you in a perfectly strict hogtie suspended in mid-air serve as themselves their own kind of torture, brings delight to my face because I know that no matter how excruciating they may feel in this moment, given another six hours your body will have slipped further into an entirely new dimension of pain and suffering for me.

I tie you up so stringently because I can. I whip and I beat you because I enjoy it. And I occasionally allow my lovers to take your ass because after you’ve long since collapsed in a pool of your own tortured exhaustion, your suffering makes us laugh.

And while my own body is groped, and kissed, and teased in a much more sensual nature than I’d ever allow for you, it makes their touches all the sweeter as I fantasize about new and even more adventurous ways for me to bring you to the very edge of your tolerance and then push you over the edge with a bat of my eyelashes and a single breath of my perfume.

The truth is that you crave my heavy hand, and my sharp claws, and my pointed tongue because each day of endurance further strengthens your submission to me.

The view underneath my boot never tasted as sweet as when I’m stabbing my stiletto heel into your chest, and you’ll beg me to do it again and again, because every moment of my attention is a gift from your goddess that you’d be a fool to squander.

Every ounce of pain, every cackle of deception, every breath of sheer and unbridled misery that you suffer just to feel my touch for one more solitary second of your life.

* * * * * * * * * *

What is it about the taste of boot leather that’s sweeter than candy to a tongue like yours???

To see you there on your knees before me, humbled and exposed, and yet so fulfilled by simply getting the honor of placing the boot on my foot in your mouth … it’s a reward that Mistress is pleased to give, provided that you’ve earned the right to worship at her feet.

The worship of your Mistress is something that a slave should strive to achieve each and every day, whether it’s kissing the shoes on her feet or polishing them one by one in her closet, lucky to smell the lingering scent of her toes as you bring their patent and matte leather back to the glorious shine that she obviously deserves.

It’s a gift to exist so close to my body, to feel the cold leather on your tongue or the sharp cut of my stiletto heel in the back of your throat. I know that you fantasize about the other things that you could do with that tongue, and on occasion I may even indulge your longing to lick my ass or on the most special of occasions, lap at the delicious folds of my pussy…

Just remember all that you endured today to get where you are at my feet – the tight ropes and the struggling, and the cruel nipple weights, and the excruciating bite of my rattan cane, and then ask yourself if you’re willing to pay the toll required to see me squatting over your face, with my pink asshole your new perspective as you’re forced to choose between taking your next breath and licking one of the most intimate areas that I have to offer you.

It’s both degrading and divine, isn’t it?

Allow me to whip your flesh until your cries turn to streaks of blood, and if your sacrifices duly impress me, I’ll let you eat from the same place where I shit every day. Don’t worry – it’s clean … I may play a monster when I’m dressed in my tightest leather pants that frame your ultimate desires perfectly, but in reality your drive to bury your tongue as deep as you can manage inside of my ass defines you more than my whip ever could.

Men lust after beautiful women all of the time, but to wish to eat her ass takes an entirely different level of devotion.

Once you’ve suffered long enough, I’ll let you know what else you’ll have to do if you want to taste mine…

And as for my pussy – that ripe flower that controls your pathetic, caged cock without the two ever having met, the honor of tasting those folds requires a level of commitment and servitude the likes of which your horny mind could never even imagine. To dance your tongue amongst your Mistress’s sex is a level of intimacy that I reserve for only my most loyal and dedicated of slaves, to be earned once they’ve mastered every other art of servitude that they’ve been offered.

Once my lingerie is cleaned and folded to perfection, and my house sparkles like it was brand new, and my footwear shines like the goddess who’s wearing them, and even my ass has grown accustomed to your dutiful work while you gasp for air beneath my weight … only then will you ever find your head between my thighs, once again locked in a desperate give and take between your own breath and savoring my juices as you feign to give me but a hint of the pleasures that I feel whenever I’m away with bigger, stronger men.

As my ankles lock and my heels drag against your bare back, pulling you closer into my crotch while your lips and tongue and the rest of your face all find themselves smothered by my gorgeous and succulent sex, I savor in the struggles of your body beneath me and the melodic jingle of the chains on your wrists and your ankles, noting your unbridled enthusiasm as you perform the gestures that you’ve fantasized about ever since I first locked that collar around your bare throat.

Whether you taste me alone or you’re treated to a gift leftover by one of my actual lovers, never forget that you’re always on performance for your next gig when you find yourself in my presence, as a sufficient orgasm may result in you on your knees at my throne again tomorrow but failure will land you at a very different throne if you’d prefer to be tasked with cleaning my toilet instead of savoring every last drop of my sweet pussy juice.

The privilege of pussy should serve as your greatest motivator.

And is all of this worth it?

All of the pain and torture that I put you through.

All of the ball kicking and nipple scratching, the whipping and the spanking, the delicious tease followed by the inevitable denial. Every day that you spend chained to the floor and the nights that you dream of my boots clicking against the tile as I walk in your direction. The time that you spend under my heels while I call you a sissy and a pathetic nothing, unable to please a single woman and worthy only of being forever locked up in steel chastity. The moments of sheer terror when you hear the words from my lips that I’m displeased with your service, and the flash of excitement when I grant you the honor of taking my high heel in your hands and cleaning off the day’s dirt with your tongue while it still resides on my stocking-clad foot.

Is it worth the humiliation of knowing that despite kneeling in my presence, as a man you’ll never, ever feel the warmth of putting your dicklet inside of me?

Is it worth the suffering and the isolation of spending 24 hours strung up in one excruciating bondage position after another in my dungeon, just to see what you can handle because your winces of pain, and your groans of agony, and your whimpers of defeat do make me smile very much?

Of course, you and I both know very much that it’s worth it because otherwise you wouldn’t be kneeling here before me, with shackles around your limbs like a slave, trembling yet eager to do my bidding just the same. To taste but a single drop of sweat from my body is divine, and with enough sacrifice and devotion you can earn the right to feel upon your tongue so much more.

Few men will are ever even afforded the opportunity to lace up my boots, let alone shine them.

And even fewer have felt the jab of my stiletto in their mouths while they stare up at me in all of my glory.

If you want truly to serve me. To be my boot slave, and my whipping boy, and my sitting stool.

If you want to taste the divine fruits after your Mistress has been fucked to countless glorious orgasms while you knelt in the corner, eager to clean up thereafter.

If you want to taste my pussy – don’t tell me about it. Fucking prove it.

* * * * * * * * * *

I can tell that you’re nervous, trembling there kneeling before the most beautiful woman you’ve ever seen, more exposed than you’ve ever felt in your life, feeling that your worth to me amounts to little more than the grime on the bottom of my boot.

You don’t feel like a real man because your dick is tiny and incapable of pleasing women. You’re scared that you have nothing to offer, and it baffles you why a woman of my caliber would even warrant someone like you an audience there at my feet.

Yet simply by kneeling there before me and opening yourself up for my scathing criticism, your spirit is stronger than you even know.

If you take but one thing from your time here basking in my glow today, remember this – it’s not your place to judge yourself, it’s mine.

Your only responsibility as a slave is to perform and to honor your Mistress, and I loathe the scent of self-pity even more than failure.

When you lock yourself in chastity for me, you’re acknowledging your lack of sexual prowess by choosing instead to focus your efforts on other areas where you can serve your Mistress better.

When you hang from my rafters as I flog your back and ass until the shade of your skin matches the color I recently painted my toes, remember that you’re being punished for my pleasure. It’s not about you, and it never will be.

I bind and tease my slaves because their suffering amuses me.

I fuck other men and then make my slaves lick up what’s left behind because it’s humiliating.

I tower above you not because you are worthless, but simply because I am worth everything.

The sooner you learn that your priorities mean nothing and mine are everything, the better we’re going to get along here.

Now bend over and let me see what you look like with my boot in your mouth…
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Woman in Control

Following the progression of a dominant girl as she grows into her desires, watch as Vivian exposes her new boyfriend to the thrills of public boot worship, chastity, and even a threesome with her best friend from college…

My Pain Slut

Thriving on the sadistic pleasures of torturing her kinky friend, Melissa rakes Paul through the coals, laughing at the knowledge that he loves every minute spent at the mercy of her sharp fingers and sinisterly titled BITCH paddle!

Disobeying His Goddess
Joe has a very specific relationship with his girlfriend, Amber. Specifically, she makes the rules and he follows them, so when Amber walks in on her boyfriend pleasuring himself in front of the computer, it was instantly clear that there would be hell to pay…

Holy S$%!, My Friend is a Dominatrix!

Two former co-eds catch up over a bottle of wine as they chat about life and sex, eventually opening the doors to a dominant world filled with fetish fashions and bondage gear and a personal dungeon that her friend Veronica can’t wait to check out for herself!

Bondage, Chastity & Cuckolding

Latex Bondage Surprise
After sharing some racy bedroom photos of herself tied up tight in latex and leather bondage, Sarah persuades her friend Anne to give the sleek and shiny, black latex catsuit a try, eventually also insisting on the same stringent hogtie that she had endured recently herself to see to it that she enjoys the full kinky experience that she saw in her photos! 

The Chastity Sisters

A man locked into chastity by his wife faces the next level of humiliation as her sister becomes involved in his domination, including even more bondage, spanking, and worship forced at their sadistic hands…

A Bed Built for Cuckold Bondage!
She wanted a new toy with which to exercise her dominance over him as she indulges in lust with her well-endowed boyfriend; he wanted nothing more than to please his mistress by putting his engineering skills to good use…

Leather Fetish Girl
Christina had a special liking for leather, be it skirts or shoes or even designer handbags, but it wasn't until she met a young leather designer named Jason Glass that she came to appreciate the provocative material in an entirely different manner!


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

Follow along on your favorite social media sites to ensure that you never miss a single naughty story!

·      Patreon - https://patreon.com/kinkywriter

·      Twitter - @kinky_writer

·      Instagram – @kinky_writer

·      Facebook - https://www.facebook.com/kinkywriterbookclub/

Thanks for reading – come again soon!

KinkyWriter.com – purveyor of fine BDSM and fetish erotica
http://www.kinkywriter.com
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