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		CHAPTER 1 – THE DUMPING GROUND

		

		IT WAS FRIDAY EVENING AFTER work and Jason Bennett knew he was in a hopeless situation as he sat in the Irish pub nursing his pint of stout looking somewhat dejected. But what Jason didn’t know at this point was that in a few hours’ time he was about to become a complete rubberised sissy gimp for his beautiful girlfriend, a human latex doll to do with as she pleased.

		It was true that he was hopelessly in love with the gorgeous blonde opposite him but, sadly, the feelings were not reciprocated. It was clear from her body language that she was on the verge of ending their brief relationship, permanently.

		‘It’s not like we haven’t had fun Jason, but it’s time to end it.’ She said softly and sweetly, making it hard for Jason to come up with a counter argument.

		‘But I love you Sophie, I adore you, please don’t leave me.’ He pleaded in desperation.

		‘I’m sorry Jason but you have to admit we are not a great match. We have different interests and different tastes, and sorry for this but frankly you bore me. You know it was mostly about the sex really, a bit of fun at the weekend.’

		Sophie Carlton only allowed Jason to see her outside of work on the weekends. During the week, she worked late at the financial consultants and didn’t want to be bothered with any complications. To all concerned she was single and that they had a passing acquaintance.

		Jason looked at her, he was about to speak. Sophie interjected.

		‘You just don’t interest me anymore, and to be honest not even your dick excites me.’

		Sophie could be ruthlessly cold hearted sometimes which surprisingly now gave Jason the uncharacteristic strength to fight back.

		‘So you just basically want a sort of living sex doll you can pull out of your wardrobe when you want and do what you want to it. Was that all I was to you?’

		Sophie smiled, mulling over the image, then frowned and glared at Jason, clearly, he had overstepped the mark.

		‘You know that would be great Jason, but that’s not what you were, I had to fucking listen to your boring conversations and you were pretty dull in bed at the end anyway. Christ if I could just pull out a sex doll and shag it then shove him back in the wardrobe, hell yeah, he would be a keeper. But you’re not; you are simply a loser that is beginning to get on my nerves.’ Sophie glared at him, downed he glass of wine as if making a move to leave.

		Jason shot out a hand and grabbed her arm as she rose. He looked pleadingly into her eyes.

		‘I’ll do anything for you Sophie, anything. If that is what you want me to become then I’ll do it, please let me try, please don’t leave me!’

		She looked down at him and laughed. ‘Are you serious? You want to be tied up and kept in my wardrobe and pulled out to be used any time I want? No complaints? No talking? No nothing just a cock on a leash?’

		Jason looked up at her beautiful brown eyes and gorgeous smile framed by her long straight blonde hair and nodded weakly.

		Sophie sat down a little stunned by Jason’s proposal.

		‘You really are serious? No messing? You want to do this?’ She was grinning her beautiful clear smile that made him feel even more dedicated to seeing this through.

		‘Yes, Sophie I really do. I want us to be together no matter what sacrifices I have to make.’

		Sophie sat back down taking it all in. Jason obediently sat in silence not wanting to jeopardise negotiations.

		‘Fine, okay, let’s do it! For a trial period okay? Let’s see how devoted you are. If you pass this weekend then it’s a deal. We will need some stuff and you are going to pay for it got it? Let’s see you put your money where your mouth is.’ Sophie grinned, picked up her coat and strode across the pub to the exit with Jason following at her heels.

		

	
		

		CHAPTER 2 – THE SHOPPING TRIP

		

		JASON PAID FOR THE TAXI as Sophie stood on the pavement looking around at all the sex shops on display down a little alley in Soho. She grabbed his tie and dragged him down the narrow passage to a large black fronted widow display of an assortment of manequins in rubber and leather bondage wear.

		‘Look you can be my little rubber gimp!’ Sophie giggled. ‘Ooh what about a gimp in a French maids outfit – priceless!’

		Jason was getting a little uncomfortable all of sudden now he could see the sort of thing Sophie imagined he would be wearing and he really didn’t like that image. He imagined himself naked in the cupboard or wardrobe then left lying at her feet as she slept or even in bed with her. But not dressed in cold tight rubber.

		‘Come on!’ She called plunging through the hanging chains over the dark doorway.

		Inside the shop Jason saw the enormous collection of rubberwear on display as well as harnesses, ropes, chains, collars and an assortment of objects that Jason could not fathom the purpose of.

		Sophie was already bounding over to the shop counter where two slim elegant girls were dressed in rubber dresses and corsets. Their hair tied up in a high pony tail and their facial features adorned with a range of piercings. They looked terribly intimidating to Jason, they gazed over at him at looked him up and down with an air of disdain.

		Sophie started engaging the girls in a conversation while Jason hung back not wanting to be a part of it. He went to the magazines on the wall and examine the covers, all seemed to involve extremely dominant looking women dressed in rubber or leather. There were no traditional magazines on display, those he had, in the past bought from newsagents. All in some way or other were linked to a BDSM fetish theme.

		Jason looked over at the counter to see what Sophie was doing, she talked animatedly to the girls, gesticulating and laughing aloud. There were occasional looks over in his direction, which made his cheeks blush. What was she telling them? They were nodding and began to laugh, again looking back at him. After a few minutes, the assistants began to scour the shop, clearly in search of items Sophie had suggested or were recommendations for her.

		Sophie began walking over to Jason.

		‘It’s all taken care of you, I just need to you to pay for it all. No peaking now, it’s going to be a surprise. I want you to wear this so you don’t see what lovely treats I have got you and then we can go have some fun.’

		Sophie forced him to kneel then pulled a tight rubber mask over Jason’s head that had no eye holes and just a couple of rubber tubes to breathe through.

		‘Give me your wallet.’ She demanded.

		Jason quickly did what she said.

		‘Right which has the biggest credit limit.’

		Jason felt nervous, what was she buying?

		She gently cooed into his ear, ‘We are going to enjoy this so much, honey.’

		His cock stiffened as her hand ran down his back and he immediately told her the best card to use and the pin number.

		He heard the sound of stilettos on the woodened floor approaching and the sales assistants had returned with their bounty. Jason could hear giggling and the swishing of a whip or riding crop then the clatter of metal objects on the counter. He heard the sales girls recommending some reading material for Sophie; a number of volumes that included ‘training and feminising your husband’ to ‘bend over boyfriend’.

		The mask he was wearing was a part of the shopping list; the girls heartily recommended he should wear it out of the shop along with a pair of nipple clamps that they were more than happy to apply. One of them unbuttoned his shirt and he felt the cold metal on his chest. The girls clearly loved hurting him as they slowly tightened the screw.

		Sophie was in hysterics as Jason wriggled in discomfort and the girls called him names for being such a baby.

		‘That really stings, god please not that tight.’ He pleaded, but to no avail.

		‘Every time you complain I will let them give it another turn.’ Sophie purred.

		This seemed to do the trick. He grimaced but didn’t say another word despite the pain burning his chest. Then he felt a collar being buckled around his neck and a chain attached which was yanked quite hard. Sophie giggle, obviously enjoying her control over her new pet. She handed him the bags with her shopping in and told him he would be carrying it all for her. He felt the weight, there were a lot of purchases, either that or they had bought a suit of armour.

		‘Okay say thank you nicely to the ladies.’ She yanked the chain.

		‘Thank you.’ Jason said rather weakly. He still couldn’t see a thing. And was controlled by his new Mistress.

		She pulled him along behind her, he felt the metal chains slide over him as he left the shop then turned into the alleyway and into the streets beyond.

		

	
		

		CHAPTER 3 DRESSING FOR HIS MISTRESS

		

		THE CAB RIDE HOME WAS a painful and embarrassing affair. Sophie had led him for a good twenty minutes through the streets of Soho much to the amusement of the people wandering through the district. Although he could see nothing he heard everything. Wolf whistles and jeers, laughter and hysterical giggles from people in bars and pubs. He was relieved to escape the public gaze as he heard Sophie hail a cab and they set off for her flat to the west of the city.

		‘Right I don’t want my neighbours to see you dressed like – well not yet!’

		She unfastened his collar and removed the tight mask as well as the excruciating nipple clamps. It was a relief to breath freely again and feel the cool air of the taxi’s air conditioning on his face as well as the feelings returning to his sensitive and crushed nipples.

		His cool face only lasted a moment as he saw the female taxi driver glance in her mirror and smile at him.

		His cheeks went red and he sank back into his seat unable to escape her gaze.

		Then to his horror he looked down at all the shopping he had been carrying for Sophie. There five large shopping bags stuffed with purchases. God knows how much she had spent, it was hundreds if not four figures.

		‘You don’t have a problem with this do you Jason? We can always return it if you want us to go our separate ways.’

		He shook his head and told her it was fine. He was sort of excited to see what was going to happen.

		‘Oh you brave boy, that’s the spirit.’ And she laughed, much to the amusement of the driver.

		At last they arrived. Jason of course paid for the cab and was suitable astute to know he was expected by Sophie to give a hansom tip.

		He carried all the bags into Sophie’s flat which was on the ground floor in a row of Victorian terraces.

		‘Now no peaking. Close your eyes while I get your little outfit ready. There we are. Nice! Oh, and this. There you are. Now you need to put everything on – I want to see you in your full splendour, you can get dressed in the kitchen, I will get dressed in my bedroom.’

		Jason was shocked. She has an outfit as well? Oh my god – this is going to be so good he though, a nice rubber dress perhaps or a tight latex catsuit. He started getting aroused at the thought.

		He rushed into the kitchen and empty the contents of the bag onto the floor. He was stunned at what he saw.

		There at his feet lay a pink rubber maids dress with a short frilly skirt; a pair of pink rubber panties; pink rubber stockings; electric pink six inch heel stillettos with padlocks; a ball gag; a latex mask that had a painted women’s face on it, a jet black straight haired wig and what turned out to be, to his abject horror, a male chastity device.

		He was about to protest aloud across the flat but thought better of it. He sat in the chair by the kitchen table and stared at the array of fetish items on the floor and began to feel the creep of fear pass through his body. What the hell was he going to do? This was not how he thought it would work out.

		‘How’s it going?’ Sophie yelled from the bedroom.

		‘Eh . . . yeah . . . fine. Do you really want everything on? I mean this chastity thing and the gag ?’

		‘Especially the chastity device and the gag, now get a move on, I am almost ready.’

		He decided there and then this would be fine, it was only going to be one weekend, what harm could it do. A bit of dressing up would be fun. He was broadening his horizons, or Sophie was anyway. He stripped off and began to pull on the latex dress. It felt weird and rather outlandish but it seemed oddly arousing to have the cold tight latex against his skin. It took some time to wriggle as he pull it down to smooth out the creases. He pulled on the latex underwear and the stockings then picked up the shoes. Gods this was so weird he thought. He loved high heels but this was a little uncomfortable, he unbuckled the straps placed his foot in the shoe then retired the straps. They were held in place by a padlock which he was reluctant to close, so he let it hand in place.

		After both were on he stood up and after tottering around the kitchen like a new born baby calf he sat down again relieved he was not a woman that had to wear such monstrosities every day.

		He took out the chasisty cage, read the instructions then began to feed his penis into the steel tube, he felt even weirder about this and wondered what the meaning of it was in Sophie’s game. But he thought in for a penny, in for a pound and in his haste snapped the padlock shut without realising there was no key in the box.

		Finally he put the ball gag in his mouth and pulled it tight around the back of his head before pulling on the latex doll face mask and then laying the wig over the top. He tottered across to the end of the kitchen to see himself in the mirror. He was horrified by his own transformation into a pink rubber doll but even more horrified by the fact that he was aroused by his own appearance. This was wrong on so many levels.

		‘Oh, my don’t you look nice . . .’ Sophie purred from the kitchen door.

		He turned to see her standing in the doorway dressed in a tight black latex dress, black rubber gloves high heel shoes and in her hands she held a large leather bullwhip. Wow, she looked incredible. His cock stiffened, but only slightly. The hard cage which encased it prevented any form of full erection. God this was frustrating and a little painful.

		She sauntered towards him smiling at him standing in his dreadfully uncomfortable new skin. He wobbled and weaved back and forth on his heels.

		‘You should be grateful, the girls wanted you to have 8 inch ballet heels. They though it would be good to throw you in at the deep end.

		‘Right let’s check everything out. No, no that’s not right the baby doll hood has to be laced up at the back nice and tight. Although I see your gag is in well.’ She ran her hand over the front of his gagged mouth.

		‘Breath okay?’

		He nodded and grunted.

		‘Good to hear don’t want you passing out in there.’

		She knelt down and he heard the click of the padlocks on the shoes. Now it dawned on his there were no keys for the heel padlocks or the chastity belt.

		She moved to the front of him lifted his skirt, pulled down his knickers to check the chastity cage.

		‘Oh my god you did it – you really put it on! I thought you would never do that. Jesus you are desperate to please me. Brilliant!’

		‘Right last thing of all lets put your little mittens on. Don’t want you playing with your little thingy trying to get out.’

		She took him to the bedroom and two padded rubber pink mittens were placed over his hands and they were buckled in place. He hadn’t got a hope in hell of escaping now. He was locked in rubber with no way of returning back to his normal appearance without Sophie allowing it.

		‘Looks like you are ready to party. Now stand up against the back wall. Bend over legs spread my little rubber doll and grab your ankles.’

		She lifted his rubber skirt and pulled down his knickers.

		He felt completely exposed. What was she going to do?

		‘You are my new toy, my little rubber dress-up doll, got it?’

		He grunted an acknowledgement.

		‘I will play with you however I want and you will accept it, you want to please me don’t you rubber dolly?’

		Again, he acknowledged her with a grunt and a nod.

		She stepped back and took aim, the bull whip was harder to wield that she thought. But the girls had given her some advice and showed he the basic technique. After a few failed attempts there was a resounding crack across Jason’s buttocks that left a streak of red. He squealed out in agony.

		Another strike and then another and another. He gripped his ankles tighter and tighter and the pain intensified and Sophie laughed louder and louder at her little dolls plight.

		‘Good job you have that gag in rubber dolly. Don’t want to disturb the neighbours.

		The blows reigned down on him and he almost passed out in pain. He begged for mercy through his gag. But to no avail. Eventually he toppled over unable to take any more.

		‘Oh you are no fun just when I was getting into it. Fine, let’s take that nasty ball gag off and horrible metal cage. Go lie on the bed sweety.’

		That was music to his ears. She had softened at last and was going to end this madness with some go old fashion intercourse. He climbed onto the bed rubbing his buttocks which were on fire.

		Sophie rummaged through the bags and climbed onto the bed with a set of handcuffs.

		‘Now this is what I want to try next rubber dolly. Putt your hands over your head.’

		She sat astride his chest and pushed his arms down, handcuffed the wrist, passed the cuffs around one of the metal bars of her bedstead then cuffed his other wrist. He was secured fast to the bed.

		She then unlaced his mask and removed the gag. He gasped as she did so.

		‘Oh go that feels good thank you Sophie.’

		She sat back and smiled.

		‘Now to release your little cock from its cage.’

		He smiled a weak smile. Oh god he thought this was such a turn on as she produced the key and slid off the metal cage from his sore member.

		‘There nice and pretty laying next to you pink rubber stockings.’

		She picked up a pink ribbon and tied it around his cock and balls then tied a big bow which made her giggle.

		‘Do you know what this is really making me horny, Jason. I want you to make me cum.’

		Ne nodded eagerly in atticipation, nothing would give him greater pleasure. But alas he know things would not be straight forward as she leant down and picked something out from the Soho shopping bag.

		What the hell was that! He looked aghast as another gag went into his mouth but this time protruded outwards as well. Sophie tied it tightly behind his head and it then dawned on him that he now had a great black dildo protruding from his gagged mouth.

		Sophie hitched up her rubber dress and lowered herself slowly onto the dildo, sinking deep so that her buttocks encased Jason’s face making it hard for him to breath. She rocked back and forth moaning and whimpering.

		Despite Jason feeling helpless and used he was increadibly aroused by this act of abuse and his cock stiffened in the pink bow. A moment later there was loud thwack as Sophie hit his cock and balls with a vicious blow from her new riding crop and pushed right down on his face completely smothering him.

		‘Don’t you dare get a aroused until I finish gimp!’

		She ground herself on his face harder and harder until he began to struggle for breath, pulling at his bonds and thrashing his legs. As he started to panic and thought he was about to pass out Sophie raised her buttocks and moaned and whimpered in pleasure.

		She lay back on the bed mumbling in a sweet lyrically voice of satiation. Jason lay helplessly bound beside her, just relieved he could breathe again.

		She removed the gag and then to his horror replaced it with another gag. This time he could easily breath through it as it was solid rubber curved tube that filled his mouth and ended in what appeared to be a platform or dish. Sadly, for Jason Sophie refitted the chastity device and went to hide the key.

		She returned with the key to the handcuffs and grabbing his lead, pulled her rubber sissy gimp from the bedroom and lead him into the kitchen. Opening the French doors out onto the garden she pulled a chair up and sat by the open doors looking out into the night sky. She smiled and produced a packet of cigarettes and a lighter and lit up. She inhaled deeply and purred with pleasure.

		‘Kneel!’ She commanded yanking on the lead. Jason knelt beside his girlfriend and the function of the strange new gag suddenly dawned on him. He was now Sophie’s human ashtray. Christ could this get any worse. She drew heavily again from the cigarette then flicked the ash into the tray which slid into the funnel and down the tube into Jason’s gaping mouth. The hot ash was dry and acrid on his tongue.

		‘Swallow gimp.’

		He did as he was told and felt the shame of swallowing his girlfriend’s cigarette ash but yet he continued to kneel, tilting his head to easily receive the next flick.

		Sophie never smoked in the house, she was fastidiously tidy and house proud and didn’t want the smell of cigarettes on her furnishing and carpets. Thus, she always went outside or stood in the doorway to the garden to light up when it was cold.

		Clearly Sophie was unconcerned about her neighbours seeing this spectacle. Although it was late there was a slim chance people may be coming home late from nightclubs or parties.

		Jason started to blush just at the thought of being observed in this humiliating position, being laughed at from a distance as he knelt here in the kitchen waiting patiently for some more of his girlfriend’s cigarette ash.

		Eventually Sophie stubbed the cigarette out on the ashtray and which a grin dropped it down the tube. Jason nearly choked on the hot stub and gagged at the thought of ingesting the fag end. This was insane what was he doing letting her treat him like this.

		She dragged him to his feet and pulled him back to the bedroom when she took the handcuffs and locked his wrists behind his back.

		‘Time for bed dolly gimp!’

		She removed his ashtray gag and replaced it with the ball gag. Then replaced the latex doll hood and the wig she pushed him to the open wardrobe at the end of her bedroom. She parted the clothes on the hangers to form a gap wide enough for Jason to fit. She rearranged her shoes on the base of the wardrobe and waved for him to enter.

		She couldn’t be serious, could she? This was going too far. He hesitated and she slapped him hard around the face.

		‘You said this was what you wanted, you are going in the wardrobe gimp and staying there until I want you again or do you want to leave now? Hmm?’

		He placed one of his high heels onto the wardrobe floor and then looked at her pleadingly. But she was unaware of his expression. His face was that of a heavily made up woman with wide blue eyes and luscious pink lips. The tiny holes he was viewing her through were simple dots in the pupils of his sissy gimp mask.

		He entered the wardrobe, handcuffed and in chastity. And turned to face his girlfriend.

		‘Good, now this is where you stay understand until I need your services.’

		He mumbled his agreement and then she tied the lead around the metal hanger rail above his head and shut the doors plunging him in darkness.

		He heard the key turn in the wardrobe door, he was locked in for the night, no way out and no way of seeing his girlfriend until she wanted to see him. He tried to make himself comfortable but everything ached especially his pride.

		

	
		

		CHAPTER 4 THE MORNING AFTER

		

		JASON AWOKE TO THE SOUND of the key turning in the wardrobe. He had through the night caught a bit of sleep but only vaguely nodded off before the collar and chain yanked him awake. He was exhausted but thoroughly relieved to be released from the wardrobe.

		The morning light was blinding and Sophie stood against the light a dark angel of mercy, well he hoped.

		She untied him and pulled him from the wardrobe.

		‘God I slept well, thanks for a great night honey. Now let’s get you taken care of, fairs fair.

		She was dressed in a black lacey bra and panties, stockings and suspenders and black high heels. His cock twitched at her slim sensual body in such incredibly sexy lingerie. This was it, he was going to get into bed and make such sweet love to his girlfriend. It had all been worth it.

		Still handcuffed and dressed in the pink rubber dress she pushed him onto th ebbed and removed his wig mask and gag.

		His mouth was sore and he flexed his cheek muscles.

		‘Poor baby your mouth must be so dry. Come on lets take care of you.’

		She moved down to unlock his chastity cage. He noticed she was now wearing his key round her neck.

		‘There we go – wow that sprang into life!’ She giggled and then to his horror picked up a huge strap on dildo and began to secure it around her waist.

		‘The girls at the shop assured me this will blow both our minds. Now I want you on your back with your legs right over your feet behind your head, that’s it right over, there we go. This way you get to look into my eyes as I take you like the bitch you are.’

		He couldn’t believe what was happening he was really going to let her do this? But he was so horny now he would take anything if it meant he could cum.

		Sophie carefully slid the strapon in then rammed it right to the hilt. He grimaced and groan in discomfort; this was the first time he had ever experienced this sort of penetration and although he hated himself for it, he found it deeply arousing.

		Sophie pushed all her weight down on him and began thrusting harder and harder. She stared down at him groan and whimpering as she rammed the dildo further and further into him. He was mesmerised by her perfect breasts and felt lke he was going to cum any moment.

		‘Open your mouth dolly gimp now!’

		He did and she said, his mouth gapped open as wide as he could and she grabbed his engorged member and pushing his body further over until it was just a foot away from his mouth.

		‘Your, going to swallow everything dolly gimp.’

		She thrust harder and deeper, moaning herself in joy and tugged his member faster and harder until they both exploded together in a deep rapturous orgasm.

		Jason felt so good despite the strange sensation of tasting and swallowing his own semen. He lay exhausted and thoroughly at peace. He was dressed as a rubber doll, used as an ashtray, had been taken from behind and made to cum in his own mouth. He never thought he would ever be accepting of such things but here he was lying next to the women he loved, happily satiated and even more in love and devoted to Sophie than ever before.

		Sophie uncuffed his hands and explained she wanted to have a cigarette. She smiled at him sweetly and nodded to the gag that lay on the dressing table.

		He went over to the table and looked down at the black rubber tube and metal tray contraption then back at the beautiful body of his mistress.

		His eyes wandered over her wonderful smooth pale skin, her firm breasts encased in black lace and her long sensuous stockinged legs.

		He picked it up and strapped on the ashtray gag then walked slowly in his pink high heels into the kitchen unbidden, opened the French doors and knelt down bedside the chair and cigarettes, awaiting his Mistress.

		THE END

		

	
		

		PIMPED OUT GIMP (GIRLFRIEND AND THE GIMP NUMBER 2)

		

		SOPHIE IS ENJOYING PLAYING WITH her new sissy doll gimp and wants to push his boundaries more and more. She decides to hand over the controls to her two new neighbours Abigail and Taylor. From her kitchen she watches the two students put her poor boyfriend through his paces, they show him no mercy but will Sophie?

		This is Book Number Two in the ‘Girlfriend and the Gimp’ Series.
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