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Teasing

You’re going to beg for me.

Why? Because I say so, of course. Because what I want is and always will be the most important thing in your pathetic little life.

And because you know I’m not going to let you come if you don’t.

Yes, that’s right. Let it out. Why be ashamed? You gave up your right to dignity the minute you let me lock that collar around your neck. Now you’re just here for my amusement.

So beg.

Beg me like your orgasm is the most important thing in the world. Beg me to let you spurt your filth all over that slutty body of yours.

I can’t hear you, slave.

Perhaps you need a little more... incentive?

Do you like it when my hand moves faster? Up and down, pushing you to an orgasm that you know you’ll struggle to resist.

Struggle for me. Fight it.

Because if you give in, I will break you in ways you can’t even imagine.

What’s that? You want me to slow down again?

Fine. You’re such a spoilsport. But you can’t say I don’t give you what you want.

There’s that’s better, isn’t it? Just gently teasing the tip. Don’t you like it when I run my fingertips around the head like this? It could be worse, sweetie. I could be using my tongue. I bet you’d love that, wouldn’t you?

But of course, if you came in my mouth then I’d have to whip all the skin off that silly little ass of yours and beat these balls until they’re black and blue – and I don’t think you’d be able to resist. Perhaps you’d even think it was worth it.

Pathetic.

Don’t you look away, now. Don’t you close those eyes. I want you focused on my face or on this dick of yours the whole time. You need to know exactly what’s happening to you, and why.

Your balls are so tight and so high, now. You must really want to come. But where’s the fun in that?

Yes, that’s right. Beg me to let you spurt. Beg me to let you clean up every last drop with your tongue. Plead with me. Offer me the world. Give me everything you have.

I can see the sweat forming on your brow. This is really difficult for you, isn’t it?

OK. I’ve had my fun. It’s time. I’ll let you spill. Aren’t I generous?

Tell me, you little slut. Tell me what a generous Mistress I am to you, even though we both know you don’t deserve it.

Better.

On the count of five, slave. Do you think you can wait that long? I certainly hope so.

Five...

Four...

Three...

Two...

Stop. Don’t you dare come. Your cock and everything in it belongs to me.

But don’t worry, slave. Maybe we can try again in half an hour or so, once you’ve calmed yourself down.

Doesn’t that sound like fun?


Worshipping

Say hello, pet.

One kiss on each boot, you know the rules. How else is a pathetic little thing like you supposed to greet me?

In fact, stay down there for a while. You know how much I enjoy seeing you on the floor like that – where you belong, all ready and waiting to serve.

You look sad, slut. What’s the matter? One little kiss wasn’t enough for you? You want more?

That’s OK. You can have as much of my boots as you want... as long as you’re willing to beg for it. And you do want it, don’t you?

That’s right. Beg to be allowed to clean my boots. I can see it in your eyes just how much you want to feel the leather against your tongue. 

You don’t honestly think you can hide anything from me anymore, do you?

I thought not.

Is it the taste that makes your little dick so hard at the thought? Perhaps the smell of the leather? I have to admit, it’s a wonderful aroma – and when it’s all mingled with the smell of sweat after a day spent on my feet, it’s no wonder it drives you so wild.

Maybe it’s not that, though. Maybe it’s the humiliation of it. After all, what can be more humiliating than worshipping at someone’s feet? There’s no dignity there. Doesn’t it sting a little bit to see what I’ve reduced you to? And to know that this is what you want more than anything in the world?

That’s right, slut. There’s no shame in admitting that it’s where you belong.

Yes, you can clean them now. Long strokes with that tongue of yours. I want you to make them shine for me. If they don’t look like they did when they first left the boutique, you’re going to be in for a very unpleasant time.

Focus on the buckles and straps now... yes, really work your tongue against the metal. We’ll have them gleaming in no time at all.

You’re getting much better at this, slave. It’s really quite amazing what a few dozen hours’ worth of practice will do for your focus.

Move on to the heel now. That’s right... suck it like it’s a cock, there’s a good little slut. It’s all practice, after all. I mean, you on your knees with something long and hard forcing its way past your lips, feeling so humiliated – but deep down you love every second of it, don’t you?

Good boy.

That thought really does get you hard, doesn’t it? I bet you’d just love to come right about now. Maybe, if you’re very lucky, I’ll let you play with yourself – right there on your knees, with your cock in your hand, jerking it until you explode all over all this soft leather.

And afterwards, of course you’ll have to clean it all up. We can’t have your filth ruining my boots, can we?

I heard that little moan, slut. Wouldn’t you just kill for that opportunity?

Hmm... no. Not yet, anyway. After all, you’ve still got a whole other boot to clean first.

Aren’t you lucky?


Aching

Don’t worry, pet. You didn’t do anything wrong, for once. I’m not mad at you.

I’ve just had a hard day, and I want to break something.

Don’t you want to help me work out all my frustrations on you? Don’t you want to be my little whipping boy for the night?

Yes, I thought so. Good boy.

Since you were so polite about it, I’ll even let you choose which toy I use on you first.

Yes, I said ‘first’. We’ll be getting through most of them tonight, don’t you worry about that. Work was very stressful.

You want the flogger? Good choice. That should get your ass cheeks nice and warmed up. It’ll make the cane sting a lot more later, sure, but better that than the other way around. Can you imagine how much the flogger would sting on the welts my cane would leave on you?

Get on the bed, that’s right. You present your ass to me.

How many? Oh, I don’t think that matters. It’s not like you have anywhere else to be, is it?

Fine, fine. We’ll start with ten. That should give you something to think about next time you want to ask stupid questions. And if I hear a single peep out of you, you’ll get another ten and the gag. Seem fair?

I thought so.

Thwack.

Thwack.

Thwack.

That’s right. You take what I give you. I know your ass must already be starting to burn for me. You bruise so deliciously. I can already see you starting to turn a nice, rich pin, just the way I like you.

Thwack.

Thwack.

Do you remember what you were like the first time I flogged you? The way you screamed and cried for me? It was really quite delicious to hear you in such pain, and yet still refusing to use your safeword. You were just so desperate to prove yourself to me.

And now I have to work so much harder to get those same screams out of you. It’s a good job I like a challenge, isn’t it?

Thwack.

Thwack.

Three more to go. I think I’ve had enough of a warm up, now. Time to start taking this a little more seriously.

THWACK.

Even I felt that one. God knows how it must have been for you.

THWACK.

Take it for me. Suffer for me, and then beg me for more.

THWACK.

Well done, pet. Well, it was a good start, at least. But there’s plenty more to come, so I don’t want you to relax yourself too much.

Now be a good boy and fetch me the cane. The nice whippy one. Yes, the one you hate. I hope you’re ready for it.

You’d better be. We’ve got a long night ahead of us.


Dripping

Do you know what I like most in the world?

It’s the look on your face just before the wax hits.

Beforehand, when I’m lighting the candles and waiting for a good pool to build up, you have a certain nervous energy about you that is only slightly helped by cuffing your hands high above your head. After it splashes across you, once you let out your little gasp and arch your hip bones up against the sting of it, desperately trying to wait out the clock on the few seconds it takes to cool and set against the firm, taut muscles of your chest, you quickly go back to normal – and where’s the fun in that?

No, I prefer the middle ground. There’s just something about the look on your face just after you see the puddle beginning to crest over the edge, in the split-second between the little molten droplet leaving the candle and meeting your skin that strikes me right in my most sadistic spot.

And why?

Because you can’t do anything to stop it.

The cuffs don’t help, but they don’t really matter: they’re mostly just there to keep you feeling helpless, and to keep you stretched out nice and firm underneath me. It’s the time that’s the problem. Once you see those drops begin to fall, it’s inevitable. You can’t move away fast, and so you will feel the sting.

You will have that sharp, slow burn as it cools against your skin.

You will bite your lip in that shocked, subtle little way you know I love so much.

You will be marked as mine.

You know you can take it. You’ve done it hundreds – perhaps even thousands – of times before. There’s just something about the wax that always seems to come as a surprise to you, though, as though every bite feels a little different than the one before. Is it the temperature that changes it, do you think? Perhaps never being quite sure just how much wax I’m going to pour out onto your eager body?

Or maybe it’s never being quite sure of the location that gets to you.

Will this drop splash onto bare skin? Will it hit the same place as last time?

Or will this be the time I’m feeling cruel enough to splash it out across your nipples, to see just how sensitive they really are?

Not that it matters, of course: it’s not as though you can do anything about it anyway.

No, your job is just to sit there and take it, to look pretty as I mark you out as my property with these splashes of red and black and white.

And then, as every stinging drop cools on you, to say those three little words that show me just how pleased you are to have the opportunity to prove that you’re mine.

Thank you, Mistress.

Thank you, Mistress.

Thank you, Mistress.


Fucking

You seem tense, sweetie. The mirror isn’t bothering you, is it?

I’d say that you should look away, but that would kind of defeat the object. I want you to watch yourself, bent over for me.

You look so innocent like this. So helpless, all cuffed up and waiting for me to take you.

That’s right. You watch my reflection in the glass. I don’t want you to take your eyes off me. You just keep yourself nice and focused on my body, and then let your eyes drift down.

Oh, is that what you’re trying not to look at? My strap on? You don’t like the thought of this big rubber cock and where it’s about to go?

Well, that’s just too bad. You won’t be able to ignore it for long.

Try not to think of it as a loss of manliness, sweetie. Think of it as... you giving up control, I guess. You accepting that you’re my property to use. Your final admission that I’m the one who has the power here.

There. That’s not so bad, is it? You know I’ve always really been the one wearing the trousers. This just proves it.

So relax. Let this happen. Give yourself to me.

Wriggle against the cuffs all you want, but they’re not coming off. You know they’re too strong for that, and I’m not feeling like I’m in a particularly acquiescent mood. You can even beg, if you think that will help.

But it won’t. And you know why.

I want this, baby. I want to hear you moan as I impale you. I want to see your face as you admit that you’re my little bitch. That I own you. That you’re mine.

I want to see if I can make you orgasm with my dick buried inside you. I want to reach around and milk your cock with my hand as I press into your ass over and over. I want to see how close to orgasm I have to get you before you start thrusting back against me.

That’s right. I can see your little butthole clenching at the thought. I know you want this.

And that’s OK. There’s nothing wrong with a little slut wanting to be fucked. That’s what you’re here for, sweetie.

Just a hole for me to use.

You need to relax yourself, or all the lube in the world won’t help you.

There we go. It’s fun watching my finger disappear into your ass, making sure the clear gel gives you a good coating. To think, this is the most you’ve ever had in your ass before.

Well, not for long.

The tip is the worst part. Once that’s inside you – once I’ve broken the seal, once I’ve taken your anal virginity – then you can stop letting your silly pride get in the way, and you can start enjoying it.

Can you feel it? The rubber cockhead pressing against your tight little rosebud?

Push back against me. Show me how much you want this.

Nice and slowly, slut. Don’t get too eager.

You give out such pretty little moans when you’re being used. I should have filled you a long time ago.

I guess now we just have to make up for lost time.

There we go. Doesn’t it feel good to have my cock inside you, fucking you like the little whore you are? Doesn’t this just feel better?

There’s no point denying it. I can hear your wonderful, slutty moans with every thrust. I only wish this was a real dick, so I could feel you tensing around me as I push into you.

That’s right. You’ll take what your Mistress has to give you – every last hard rubbery inch of it – because you know this is what you were made for.

To be a fuckhole.

To be used.

And, most importantly of all, to be mine.


Locking

Don’t you just love the sound a padlock makes?

No? Well, that’s a shame. They’re going to be playing a very large part in your life now, my darling.

Not this one, obviously. This one’s going to be staying closed for the foreseeable future. But in general, I think you should probably try and make your peace with the idea of being locked up.

When we bought the cage – or rather, when I bought the cage with your money – I honestly had no idea just how we were going to fit your big, hard cock into such a tiny little tube, but it’s amazing how much you can shrink down, don’t you think? A little bit of ice and a few hard slaps really can do wonders.

Don’t look at me like that. You were the one who said you wanted this. You even warned me that you might try and chicken out, and that I wasn’t to give in no matter what you said.

Well, you spent so long begging me to give this a shot, now you’re just going to have to get used to it.

I think a week will be a good start. That should give you plenty of time for you to get used to our new arrangement.

Oh, you think a week sounds too long? Well I’ve got news for you, sweetie: that’s just the beginning. By the end of the year, I want to have trained you up so that thing is practically permanent.

I mean, sure, I’ll take it out from time to time; obviously, I’m still going to want to fuck you. It’ll just be on my terms, now: when I want, how I want, and for as long as I want – at least, if you know what’s good for you. If you leave me disappointed, I’ll be much less inclined to let you have your little playtimes.

Oh, this is wonderful. Look at how attentive you are already. I can feel you just hanging on my every word, and that’s only after a few minutes locked up. See how well behaved you are now you know that your orgasms are complete under my control?

That’s right. And you’re going to stay that well behaved, especially if you don’t want to see that week become two weeks.

Aren’t you?

Good boy.

Now, seeing as your cock is out of action – and given just how wet seeing you so helpless and desperate has made me – I think we need to find a new way for you to keep me happy. I know you don’t really like going down on me, but I can promise you that’s going to change right about now.

You’re going to get down here on your knees by the side of the bed, bury your face in my cunt, and use that slutty little tongue to lick me to as many orgasms as I can stand. In fact, I think every ten minutes it takes you to get me off, I’ll just add another day to your sentence. That should give you some incentive to really try to please me, eh?

Oh yes... I think I’m going to enjoy this new arrangement very much indeed.


Sucking

Don’t worry... I know it’s big, but I promise you it’s going to fit. And you trust me, don’t you?

Good boy. Right answer.

Honestly, with how squeamish you’re being it’s like you’ve never even seen a dick before. Not from this angle, though, I suppose. Swinging between your Mistress’s thighs, held on tight by a nice, heavy harness.

Plus, it’s so much bigger than yours. That’s probably why it seems scary.

But don’t worry, slave... I’m not going to hurt you. There’ll be plenty of lube to help it slide into that slutty little asshole of yours. Does that make you feel better? I know you’re new to this, so I’m going to ease you into it gradually – well, I suppose technically I’m going to ease it into you, but there you go.

But soon we’ll have you all stretched out so you can take this without even thinking. Don’t you want me to own your ass the same way I own your cock and your tongue?

I thought so. Your whole body is mine.

But first I want you to lick it. Show me what a good little cocksucker you can be.

Don’t be shy. You’re lucky I’m letting you practice on this first. If I felt like being a real bitch, I’d have brought in a real man, with a nice, big cock for you to work on. Maybe you’d have preferred that?

No?

Shame. Maybe some other time.

What are you waiting for? Suck it properly. I know it’s difficult, but you’re going to get used to it one way or another. It might as well be willingly.

Take the tip into your mouth, that’s good. Now just inch your way forward. Don’t be afraid to push, slave. We’re not in any hurry. You can spend all night with this dick in your mouth if you have to.

There, see? You’re halfway to the base already!

It’s a good job for a first-timer. Are you sure you haven’t done this before?

Or is this just all your fantasies of being a little cockslut finally paying off?

That’s right. Spit on it. Work your tongue around the head, the same way you love me to do to you. You remember your last blowjob, don’t you? Back before you became my little slave-toy? I know it’s been a while, but I like to think it’s seared onto your memory.

Yes, you do remember. How wonderful!

Perhaps, if you’re a good boy and you suck my dick properly, I might even return the favour.

I mean, probably not – but a slut can dream, right?

Oh. Now that is a shame.

I’ve got some bad news... we’re all out of lube. I told you to go to the store and pick some up, but I guess you forgot, eh?

No, we’re not going to stop just because you fucked up. Why should I miss out on my fun? We’ll just have to do without it. Maybe that’ll teach you to be less forgetful.

You have two minutes to get this cock as wet as you can. You work your slutty little mouth around it properly.

Trust me, you’re going to want to get it as wet as possible. It needs to be absolutely dripping. If there isn’t a pool of your saliva on the floor by the time you’re done, you’ll be an unhappy little slut.

Oh, don’t worry about making a mess. You can clean that up with your tongue when we’re done.

You’re not so shy now, are you? I can see how eager you are to please me. So well behaved.

Are you ready for this? Are you ready for me to claim you?

Good boy.

Deep breaths now.

And relax...


Sleeping

Wake up now, pet.

Good boy. How are you feeling? Nice and relaxed?

That’s just what I was hoping.

No, I know you can’t move. You don’t need to worry about that. It’s just a little suggestion I put in place while you were under. I figured it would make the whole thing easier if you couldn’t wriggle around so much.

We wouldn’t want you changing your mind, would we?

I mean, we both know how much you want this. All the times you’ve begged me to take control of you, to hypnotise you and to wipe that dirty little mind of yours clean, to strip you clean and make you my obedient little slut. And now it’s happened. Aren’t you glad?

Well, no. It hasn’t happened yet, exactly. I wanted you to be awake for this part. I want you to know exactly what’s happening to you. That’s the fun part, after all.

Now don’t try and beg me to stop. It’s too late for all that, sweetie. The suggestion is already there, deep inside you. I’ve been adding to it every time I’ve put you under, so it should be pretty strong by now. You might not be aware of it, but I think we both know you won’t be able to resist it.

There, that’s better. Just accept it. It’ll all be over soon.

I’m going to count you down now, and by the time I get to zero your mind is going to be completely blank. All you’ll be able to think about is pleasing me.

You’re just another one of my toys, now.

Five.

There’s no need to be scared, sweetie. You won’t feel a thing. You won’t even know anything has happened to you.

Four.

And besides, you’ll enjoy it. Wasn’t this always your fantasy? Serving a strong, beautiful woman, twenty-four hours a day? Being trained as the perfect little slave for me?

Three.

Well, this way you can be. Won’t it be wonderful to put that amount of trust in another human being? To be that dependent on me? To be so obedient to my wishes?

Two.

And you don’t have to worry about being selfish anymore. You’ll be happy to spend hours with your face between my legs, and it won’t even cross your mind to ask for an orgasm for yourself. In a few moments, your pleasure is going to be completely at my discretion.

If I let you have any at all, that is.

One.

Almost there now, sweetie. You’re almost free of all your worries, and all your silly little concerns. Soon you’ll have nothing in that head of you but thoughts of how best to please me. Do you have anything left to say before we finish?

No, somehow I didn’t think you would. It seems you’ve already got used to your place. Good boy.

Welcome to your new life, slave.


Want more?
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