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Dressing

I think we need to have a little talk, you and I.

What do you mean, what about? You can’t honestly think that I wouldn’t have noticed. Don’t play innocent with me.

Yes, that’s better. You should be apologising. You’re lucky I’m not already out the door.

So just how long have you been wearing my underwear, eh? Is this a recent thing, or have you always been a dirty little crossdresser on the quiet? How many times have you waited for me to leave for work just so you could run off to the laundry basket and get a nice pair of my lace panties to slide over your legs?

If I made you take your pants off right now, I’d probably find you wearing a pair right now, wouldn’t I?

The worst part is that the idea kind of turns me on. There’s something about seeing a strong, powerful man all dressed up in a pair of frilly French knickers that really gets me going. We could have had so much fun together.

But you had to go behind my back, didn’t you? And so now, things are going to happen my way.

Well, you’ll be pleased to know that I’m not going to leave you. In fact, I’ve decided that there’s going to be a few... changes around here. Starting now.

When you go upstairs, you might notice that your wardrobe is a little barer than it was when you left the house this morning. I took the liberty of throwing away all of your old clothes: sweaters, shirts, jeans... everything’s gone, except for one business suit for work. Why? Well, it’s not like you’re going to need it anymore, is it? Those are clothes for a real man, and you’ve already made it perfectly clear that you’d prefer to be a silly little girl.

And if you act like a silly little girl, you’re going to be treated like one – which means I make the rules. Understood?

Good girl. I thought you’d come around to my way of thinking.

But you don’t need to worry. We’ll build you up a whole new wardrobe, item by item. I’ve already started, in fact. Where your boxers used to be, you’ll find a few pairs of my laciest, skimpiest knickers. They’re hand-me-downs, obviously, but we’ll be getting you your own soon.

I mean, we’ll have to. That’s all you’ll be wearing inside the house now.

Did I not mention that, sweetie? How silly of me.

Yes, from now on you’re going to spend every waking minute inside these walls dressed up like my little slut. We’ll start by getting you used to panties and stockings, I think, but within a few months I want the whole deal: short skirts, tight shirts and high heels.

And make up, obviously. You can’t be my little slut without make up, can you? What better way to make you pretty than with some rouge on those cheeks, and a whole load of lipstick on those perfect cocksucker lips of yours?

I’m not saying that’s definitely going to happen, but... well, I like to keep my options open. And if you’re going to dress like a little slut, surely me and my friends should be able to get some benefit out of it, right?

This is why you should be careful what you wish for, sweetie.

Someone might just make it come true.


Smoking

Go and fetch my lighter, slave. It’s been a long day, and I need to relax.

I know they say they’ll kill you eventually, but... well, if I have to go, it might as well be doing something I love, right? There’s just nothing like it. I mean, I don’t need to tell you that. I see the way you look at me when I light up.

The smoke is oddly hypnotic, isn’t it? The way it curls around the end of the cigarette, drifting off... it’s so very hard to keep your eyes focused on anything else.

But no, slave. You focus on me. On my body. On my face. On my lips, as I take a long, slow drag. On the faint smudge of lipstick where I pressed them against the filter. 

Stay by my side and watch me. That’s right. Aren’t I good to you?

God, even the sight of it gets you so hard. Is it the thought of me putting something else between my lips and sucking? Your little cock, perhaps?

Dream on, slut.

Don’t take your eyes off me, there’s a good boy. Now bring your face close, slave. I don’t want you to waste any.

There we go. Breathe it in. Feel how smooth it is as it flows out of my lips and into yours.

Inhale my smoke and let it fill your lungs, because that’s all you’re getting out of me tonight.

No, that’s not quite true. Maybe, if you’re very lucky, I might let you be my little ashtray.

Would you like that? Don’t you wish you could be used by me?

I know you would.

Kneel down, then. Tilt your head back, and present your tongue to me.

There we go. You take my ash. Show me you have some use for me. If nothing else, it’s a way of keeping you quiet. I can’t have you licking my pussy all the time, can I?

No, don’t swallow. Did I tell you to fucking swallow? No.

I want you to keep it on your tongue for me. If you want to be my ashtray, you’re going to have to get used to being treated like nothing more than furniture.

What’s that? It doesn’t taste so good?

It’s ash, slave. What were you expecting?

You should be grateful anyway. It’s not just ash. It’s my ash, coming straight from me as a gift right to you. There are people out there who’d kill to be used by a Goddess like me.

So swallow it, slut. Yes, now. Let the smoky residue slip down that throat of yours, and then open your mouth right back up for the next load.

Don’t worry. There’s plenty more where that came from.


Serving

Slave?

Oh, slave boy?

Get in here.

Yes, that’s right. I know you thought you were going to have some time off tonight, while me and my friends had a girly night in, but I’m afraid that life just doesn’t work out like that. It turns out that we’re in need of a little entertainment, and it looks like you’re on the menu.

Strip for us.

You heard me. Strip. Right here, right now.

Quickly, slave. We haven’t got all night.

Oh, there’s no need to be embarrassed. They already know everything about our little arrangement. Your collar. The cage that’s locked around your cock and balls. Precisely how long it has been since you last came.

Girls tell each other everything, remember?

There, that’s better. Doesn’t it feel good to be naked, the way you’re supposed to be?

I thought so.

Ignore the laughter, slave. It’s probably just disbelief. I mean, it’s one thing to be told how pathetic you are, but to see it in the flesh? Well, that’s a different thing entirely.

But don’t worry. They’ll be getting used to it.

You seem to be getting used to it too, based on the look of you. Yes, we can all see how hard you’re getting from this. Is the humiliation working for you, slave? Does it feel good to know that everyone can see you for what you really are?

Shame you’re all locked up, then.

Now, ask the girls if they want anything to drink. Amanda looks like she’s a little low. You might as well be useful to us, if we’re going to be so generous as to let you stick around.

No, not like that. Honestly, slave... it’s like I’d never even bothered to train you.

Is that how you talk to women? Is that how you talk to my friends? Is that how you’d talk to me, if I was ever lax enough to give you the opportunity?

No, I thought not.

So say it properly. Say ‘Please, Mistress Amanda, can this pathetic little slut be allowed to refill your drink?’. And you’d better sound like you mean it, too.

I don’t care if you’re embarrassed. Say it nice and loud.

There we go. There’s wine on the table. Be sure to ask Mistress Heather and Mistress Kelly as well.

Yes, slut... I think I will have a glass too. You see how quickly you learn? Maybe I won’t have to punish you so much tonight.

Oh, but don’t worry about that: you will be being punished, I can promise you that much. I want to show the girls just how much of a cropping you can take before you start begging for mercy. They don’t believe you can make it all the way to a hundred without bursting into tears, but I know you won’t let me down. Or else.

But that comes later.

First of all, we’ve decided that we want you to go down on us. That’s right, slave... you’ve got four pussies to service tonight, and you’re going to make sure we all have the most earth-shattering orgasm we can imagine, or maybe we’ll see about making it a hundred strokes of the crop once you’re done.

You can start with Amanda. Yes, that’s right. Ask permission first, and then start flicking your tongue against her clit – nice and slowly at first, the way I taught you. Taste her. Breathe in her scent. Listen to her moans.

Read her body and show her what a good little cuntlicker you can be.

I hope your jaw is nice and relaxed, slave. You’ve got a lot of work to do tonight.


Waiting

Patience, pet. I’ll be there soon enough.

Or maybe I won’t. Who can tell?

That’s part of the fun of the blindfold, don’t you think? Knowing that you can’t see what I have in store.

But don’t worry... I definitely have plans for you.

You look so cute there, on your knees in the dark, waiting for me. Every little movement in the room makes your head dart around, looking for any sign of what I have up my sleeve.

But what does it matter? It’s not like you’d be able to do anything about it even if you could see. Let’s face it, pet... you’re going to lap up anything I give you, and you’ll be thankful for it.

So why fight it? Just relax. Enjoy the helplessness of the dark.

That’s right. Good boy.

I know you don’t have your sight, but I want you to focus on everything you have left. Your hearing. Touch. Smell. Taste, if you’re lucky enough.

Listen to the sound of my voice. Let it fill your mind.

Picture my feet as you hear the click of my heels against the tiled floor.

Note the change in the sound as they get closer to you. Louder. Clearer.

You don’t need your eyes to know exactly where I am.

You can picture me clearly, can’t you? Standing in front of you as you kneel, inches away from your face.

What do you think I’m wearing? You know I have on a nice pair of heels, but what else?

Perhaps it’s the corset you love so much. Remember it? The dark red fabric that clings so perfectly to my figure, coupled with a tight, short skirt... Perhaps I’ve topped it off with a nice set of fishnet stockings, to really sell the Domme look. To show you exactly who’s in charge.

Yes, that’s right. You’d like that, wouldn’t you?

Or perhaps I’m not wearing anything. Wouldn’t that be fun? Knowing that I could just grab your hair and pull you into my cunt, to force you to lick and lick the soft folds of my pussy right here, not letting you go until I’ve finished with you and your face is covered in my juices.

And of course, I’d keep the blindfold on. You should know your way around my pussy by now. You’ve spent long enough servicing me, after all.

It’s a shame you can’t see how wet I am. That thought has left me absolutely dripping with anticipation.

Can you smell me, pet? Can you tell how excited I am, even without your eyes?

Good boy.

Now, you’re going to have to focus your attention for me. I want you to listen to the sound of my heels as I walk away from you. I’ll be going over to the bed, and once I’m there I’m going to sit back, spread my legs, and watch you as I fuck myself with my fingers.

I want to know that you’re here listening to me in the dark, taking in every moan. Picturing my body as I make it buck and thrust and writhe in ways I can only do by myself.

Knowing that you’re here, ready for me.

Silent.

Kneeling.

Waiting.


Adventuring

Hush, slave. Don’t worry. No one can see us.

Why else do you think I brought you so far out into the woods? I value our privacy, and I plan on taking my time with you.

Struggle, if you like. It won’t make much difference. You should know by now that the cuffs aren’t going to break, and I picked out the tree you’re tied to especially. It’s solid. You’re going nowhere.

And even if you did get free, where would you go? Even if you took the blindfold off, your clothes are safely locked away in the car. I don’t think people would take too kindly to the idea of a naked man running through the undergrowth – and that’s not to mention all the scratches you’d get.

So trust me. You’re helpless here.

You might as well just embrace it.

How does it feel, knowing that I could just leave you here, safe in the knowledge that no one will find you for at least a few hours? I could come back and fetch you tonight when it gets dark.

I’m sure you’d be a lot more obedient then, wouldn’t you?

So many options, so little time...

But no. For now, I have something a little more painful in mind.

Yes, that’s right. There really are so many things I can use to hurt you out here.

Brambles. Holly leaves. I think I even saw some nettles on the walk up.

Honestly, it’s like nature’s own little sex shop.

Wouldn’t that be fun? Let’s see if you can keep that hard on once I slip a few nettle leaves into your underwear. I guess then we could see just how much of a masochist you really are.

But I think I prefer the thought of hitting you with a nice birch – a real birch, fresh off the tree. I saw some nice swishy looking ones a couple of minutes’ walk from here. You know the kind I mean... the ones that really sting, even more than the shop-bought versions. The kind that will leave you with deep red welts that won’t fade for days.

Yes, that sounds like a good plan. I’m going to fetch myself a few nice sticks, and see how well they hold up against the flesh of your ass.

I mean, if I break them, who cares? There are plenty to go around. I can just cut another one.

Or two. Or five.

And then, once I’m done with that, I think I might let you down. I’ll uncuff your hands, and have you worship my feet right here. You can thank me by getting on your knees in the dirt, where you belong.

I’d better get going.

What do you mean, don’t leave you? I won’t be gone long. Just five minutes or so.

Maybe ten.

Well, twenty. I mean, we’re very out of the way here. I can’t completely rule out getting lost, so I might be a little while longer.

But it’s OK. You can just be a good boy and sit here silently until I get back.

I’m sure you’ve got a lot to think about.


Cuckolding

Eyes down, slut. You know that’s not how we greet people in this house.

That’s better. Kiss my feet, and then kiss his too.

Don’t argue, slave. He’s my guest, and that means he deserves exactly the same respect you give me.

This is Marcus. Marcus, this is my slave. Don’t worry about him. He doesn’t matter. What don’t you just go and get ready in the bedroom while I deal with him? I’ll be there in a second.

Don’t look at me like that, slut. You knew this had to happen eventually. You know I’ve never really been satisfied with the way things have been between us sexually, and with your cock locked away pretty much permanently now... well, even your Mistress has needs, you know?

Yes, I know how good your tongue is. That’s why I spent so much time training you to lick my pussy. It’s just not the same as a big, thick cock, slamming into me all night long, over and over until I can’t stop myself from screaming.

And we both know you’re not man enough to pull that off.

What? You know it’s true. That’s why I need Marcus. He’s going to do things to me that you never could.

Of course I didn’t tell you about this beforehand, slut. You’d only have tried to talk me out of it, and then I would have got angry, and then I would have had to punish you. Really, I was just saving you from yourself.

Hey, don’t worry. He’s not going to replace you completely. I’m still going to need a slave. It’s just physical with him. Nothing but sex. Hard, fast, filthy sex...

But relax. You’re still going to my little toy.

I might even let you join in with us, some nights. Would you like that? Watching while another man – I mean, a real man – fucks me? How he uses the holes you could only dream about being allowed to fuck?

You can deny it all you want, slave, but I saw your little cock get hard when I mentioned it.

Shame it’s just not hard enough.

But that comes later. For the moment, I just want it to be me and Marcus, so you’re going to have to stay out of the way. I can’t risk you interrupting us when we’re just getting to know each other. That’s why you’ll be in the guest bedroom tonight. Probably whenever he comes around, in fact.

And just to make sure you don’t try and distract us, I think you can have the gag and some restraints too. Will handcuffs be enough, do you think, or should I strap you down properly?

Better safe than sorry, I suppose.

You know how thin the walls are, though, so you’re going to have to be quiet. I’m going to be extremely pissed if I have to come in here and make you shut up.

Of course, I suppose that means you’ll probably be able to hear everything we get up to, but that’s OK. I want you to hear what it sounds like when I’m being fucked properly, because that’s what I want more than anything in the world right now.

And you do want me to be happy, don’t you?


Swallowing

I’ve decided to let you come tonight, pet.

Yes, you heard me right. You’re going to be allowed to come.

I know you’ve got a nice big load built up for me now. How long has it been? Two weeks? Three? Long enough that you’ve started moaning in your sleep, anyway.

But all that ends today. I’m not even going to make you beg for it, although we both know I could.

That doesn’t mean there won’t be a price to pay later, though... everything has its cost, after all. But try not to worry your pretty little head about that for now. Just enjoy yourself.

Focus on the sensation of my hand around your cock. Feels good, doesn’t it? Much better than when you do it all by yourself.

Let my fingers drive you on, teasing you until you find yourself teetering on the brink. Think about all the things I’ve done to tease you over the past three weeks. This is what it’s for – this moment, right here and now. My nails, gently playing over the tip of your cock. My hand wrapped firmly around your shaft.

That’s right, pet... just let yourself go. You have my permission to come.

Good boy.

Such a good boy.

Look what a mess you’ve made all over my hand, pet. I suppose you know what’s going to happen now, right?

You’re going to lick it up.

You’re going to swallow every last drop of your filth, to thank me for letting you come. You wouldn’t want me to think you were being ungrateful now, would you?

I thought not.

So take my fingers into your mouth. I want to feel your mouth close around them as you clean them off. I want to feel your tongue working hard to get your grimy residue off my beautiful hands.

I don’t care if you don’t like the taste, pet. You’ll get used to it.

Oh, you’re definitely going to get used to it. I’m going to make sure of that. This is going to be a feature of every orgasm I let you have from now on.

I mean, why should I have to deal with the mess just so you can get your rocks off? That doesn’t really seem fair, does it?

Of course not.

And look, you even got some on the floor. You really were full, weren’t you?

Well? What are you waiting for?

Get down there and clean it up.

No, pet... use your tongue. I want you to make that tile absolutely spotless. I want it to be absolutely glistening by the time you’re done.

Maybe knowing that you’ll be licking your come off the floor will make you more serious about keeping the house tidy, eh? People always talk about having a floor you can eat your dinner off. Just think of this as... well, an extension of that, I suppose.

There’s no need to look so upset, pet. I’ve been very generous to you, letting you have your little orgasm. And besides, at least it’s only your load that you’re licking up.

This time, anyway.


Obeying

Wake up, puppy... there’s a good boy.

I know this is going to take some getting used to, but don’t worry: I’m going to train you up properly. You’re going to be the best little puppy-slut a girl could ask for.

See, I got the idea when you said we couldn’t have a dog because of your allergies, and because of the landlord’s silly little rules, but you know how much I miss having a pet around the house. Something to curl up my feet, and to give me complete and unconditional affection whenever I’ve had a bad day.

So I thought, if I can’t buy myself a little puppy, I’ll just have to make one instead.

It won’t be permanent. When I let you out of the house, you’ll be able to go about your life as normal. But the second you get back home, it’ll be naked and on all fours and in your collar, just the way I like you.

Don’t try to complain, pet. I’ve got you gagged at the moment for just that reason. Obviously, puppies can’t talk. You’re just going to have to get used to not speaking around me, and until then the gag will just have to do.

And yes, I’ve taped up your arms and legs too. I don’t want you trying to stand up just yet. Soon it’ll become second nature, but first of all we’ve got to get the idea inside that little head of yours.

You’re a dog now. That’s just how I see you. And frankly, it’s kind of an improvement.

I mean, don’t get me wrong... I loved you as a man, but as a pet? Something I can play with and enjoy on my terms, whenever I like?

Now you’re just perfect.

Now, now, puppy... don’t make me get mean with you. You’ll find I’m a lot more fun to be around when you’re a good little doggy. I’m not going to let you mess up your training just because you’re stubborn. If I have to hurt you to make you behave, I will.

After all, it’s for your own good. It’s only because I care about you, and I want to make sure you’re as obedient as possible.

I hear shock collars aren’t so expensive. But you wouldn’t want to make me go to such desperate lengths, would you? That wouldn’t make me very happy at all, no matter how much I enjoy the thought of making you suffer from time to time.

Oh, you’re so cute when you whimper like that. I can’t stay mad at you!

OK, time to get you out of that dog cage. We can start your training right now.

There we go. Don’t you feel better with a leash clipped onto your collar? Doesn’t that make you feel so much more like the adorable little puppy-slut we both know you really want to be, deep down?

Good boy. Such a good boy.

Look at you, trying to wag your little tail. Such a cutie.

I think you like this a lot more than you let on.

I just wish you could see yourself in the mirror, so desperate to please me. On all fours, leashed and collared, with your little tag.

Oh, I didn’t tell you about your tag, did I? How silly of me. I had it engraved specially with your new name.

A nice little brass disk, with my name and address on one side, and SLUT written on the other.

Better get used to that, puppy. As far as I’m concerned, your old name – like your old life – is just a thing of the past.
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