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Ruining

Are the cuffs tight enough?

Good. I don’t want you to even think about escaping.

Don’t worry, pet. You’re not being punished. You’re just tied down because I want you to be helpless for a little while. I have some plans for you, that’s all.

See, I’m in a bit of a dilemma. You know how much I love seeing you come – how much I love that desperate look that crosses your face once I let you shoot your filth all over yourself – but at the same time, you know your training doesn’t really allow for that.

You just get so disobedient when you’ve spurted, and that’s just not good enough. I mean, once you disobey me, I have to punish you, and then you scream, and so I have to punish you more... really, it’s just a vicious cycle.

But don’t worry, slave. I have a plan that should keep both of us happy. I mean, you do want to come, right?

Good boy. Then I think you’ll enjoy this. Just not as much as you might be expecting.

How long has it been since you last came, slave? Three weeks? Have we made it to a whole month yet? I thought you seemed a little tense. But don’t worry. That all ends tonight.

Yes, that’s right. You heard me properly. I’m going to make you come.

No, it’s not a trick. You’re so suspicious, slave. If I didn’t know better, I’d say you don’t want this at all...

That’s better. Beg for your release. Beg me to let you come all over yourself.

You’re so pathetic. It’s adorable.

Doesn’t it feel nice to have my fingers wrapped around your cock after so long? To have them teasing you, pulling you to the edge?

Don’t get too excited now, slave. It’ll be a while before I let you spurt.

Tell me... have you ever heard of a ruined orgasm? No?

Well, it’s pretty much exactly as it sounds. See, all I have to do is to keep playing with you – like I am doing now, for example, tracing my fingertips all over your cock – and then when you feel yourself coming, I stop.

Just like that.

Oh, you’ll still come. Your body won’t be able to resist itself. You’ll spray your filth all over your slutty little body, so everyone who sees you will know just how pathetic you can be for me.

But you won’t enjoy it. Oh no, there’s no danger of that. That’s the whole point.

See, your body thinks you’ve come, but your mind has no idea – so you don’t stop feeling aroused. If anything, it’ll turn you on even more.

Won’t that be fun, slut?

No? Well, tough. We both know that you won’t be able to resist.

I can already feel you getting close to the edge. Every stroke is driving you onwards, closer and closer to your orgasm – but there’ll be no relief for you.

So why fight it? Give in. Show me what a desperate little whore you can be.

That’s right, pet. You thrust up against my hand.

You’re only making it worse for yourself.


Humiliating

What was that? You want me to make you come?

Sweetie, we’ve been through this. You know that’s not how things work around here. Why would I want to touch... that? I don’t even know what you’d call it. Does it even count as a cock? It’s like a training penis, and I’m afraid I’m just a little bit beyond that now.

I like them big enough to fill me. When I make a guy come, I want it to be because he’s on top of me, taking me like a real man. I want to feel that hot, sticky come spurting up inside of me until I can’t help but scream with pleasure.

And that’s not something you and your little dicklet can offer me, is it?

Don’t worry, slave... it’s nothing to be ashamed of. Not everybody is cut out for being the masculine type. Some people get toned bodies and looks that make women drool, and others are just... well, you.

I mean, obviously most people in your position just accept how pathetic they are, but I guess you were never really one for the smarts, were you?

No, that’s right. You just keep trying and trying and failing and failing. It’s just what you do. It’s what I expect of you. Nothing more, nothing less.

So let me make this absolutely clear to you. Let me drive it straight into that stupid fucking brain of yours.

You are pathetic. You are less than nothing to me. I watch you, scrabbling around on the floor at my feet, desperate for any attention for your worthless little cock, and I find myself genuinely at a loss as to why I even keep you around.

As far as I’m concerned, you barely even register as a human being, let alone a man.

And you know what the worst part of all this is? The thing that really shows me just how pathetic you really are? I know how much this turns you on.

That’s right. You didn’t think you could hide it from me, did you? I see you little noodle-dick trying to get hard at the thought of me humiliating you... calling you names... reminding you just how worthless you are. I know you go home from here and jerk your little cock between finger and thumb, thinking about all the things you wish I’d do to you. I know that sometimes you scoop up all the mess you make and lick it off your palm, dreaming about the day that I order you to clean yourself up for my amusement.

Like I care enough to bother giving you orders. I don’t even like thinking about you playing with that little maggot, but I know you’re just going to keep doing it anyway. A stupid slut like you just has sex on the brain, right?

Well you’d better get used to it, because that’s all you’re ever going to get from me. If I wanted anything else – if I thought a worthless piece of shit like you had anything more to offer, I mean – then I’d just take it.

Why?

Because I can, sweetie. Because even though you’re nothing to me, you’re still mine.

And if the day ever comes when I want to break you in half and remind you that you’re nothing but property, here for my amusement and nothing else, you can be damn sure I’ll go right ahead and do it.

Just don’t hold your breath, loser.


Watching

You’re going to sit there, and you’re going to watch as I play with myself.

Not that you have much choice. Are the cuffs tight enough for you? Tight enough to keep your hands above your head, that’s all that counts. Tight enough to keep you exactly where I want you.

What, you think that just because you’re not allowed to masturbate I shouldn’t be allowed to have any fun?

Don’t be ridiculous, slave. Your orgasms don’t have anything to do with mine, I’ve told you. Do you really think I could go without my four or five or six a day, just because I made you give up your chance to spurt?

Of course not.

Why are you wriggling? You should be thanking me. I don’t have to let you watch. I could leave you blindfolded and tied up in the corner and just make you listen.

Maybe next time. Right now I want you to keep your eyes on me.

Good boy. Do you see how wet I am already, just at the anticipation of my fingers on my clit? I know how good it’s going to feel when I start really working – how desperate I know I’ll be.

It’s a shame I never get that way for you, isn’t it?

That’s right... that’s the spot.

Oh, that feels so good, slut.

No... it can’t just be my fingers on my clit, not today. I need something inside me, something that will stretch me out and make me feel so satisfyingly full...

Of course I’m not talking about your dick, silly. Like you could ever satisfy anyone with that pathetic little maggot, let alone a Goddess like me. As if I’d let it anywhere near my cunt.

My vibrator will do, though. The big one. The one that reminds me what it’s like to have a real man pounding his way into me.

Oh... oh, that’s right. That’s so, so right.

Do you see how quickly I can get myself off with this? How easy it is for me to pleasure myself when I don’t have to worry about you?

Fuck...

God, yes...

Yes... yes...

What did I tell you? Don’t you fucking look away from me, slave. You keep your eyes right here where they belong. Focus on me. I should be your entire world.

Better. Watch as I come. Watch as I coat this big rubber cock in my juices.

Watch...

Fucking hell...

I’m...

Mmm... 

Oh, I needed that. I can’t tell you how much I had to have that feeling of release. I guess it’s been a while for you too, hasn’t it? Well, maybe we can do something about that.

Now open your mouth.

That’s right, slut. You hold that vibrator in your mouth for me. I want it spotless by the time I come back – and don’t you dare drop it. I want you to savour the taste of me. It’s all you’ll be getting for a while.

But still... at least you can’t say I never give you anything, can you?


Collaring

Get on your knees, pet. There’s a good boy.

No, you don’t need to worry – not this time, anyway. You’re not in trouble. In fact, I have a present for you. You’ve been so well behaved recently... well, I was going to save this for a little while, but I just can’t resist.

It’s time for me to claim you properly.

I know we’ve played with collars before, but you might notice that this one is a little bit... well, different. More advanced, you might say.

Obviously, it locks. That’s probably the biggest difference. I know it looks different – a solid steel band, compared to the strip of leather you usually wear – but that’s just aesthetic. The lock is the important part.

Once I lock this collar around that slutty little neck of yours, that’s it. You’re mine. Any freedom you thought you had is gone, completely.

As far as I’m concerned, you’ll be property. Nothing more or less. You’re owned.

I’ll keep a key, obviously – but I doubt you’ll ever see it. I mean, if we say that the collar is the mark of my ownership of you, then taking it off would imply that I’m giving up that ownership, and we both know that would never happen. Why would I want to give up such a wonderfully obedient slave? Especially after all the effort I put into training you.

And I really do mean that it’ll be permanent. It’s steel, so it’s not as though you’ll need to take it off in the shower; this thing will last longer than you will. And of course you’ll be wearing it outside too.

Why are you blushing, slave? Anyone would think you’re embarrassed by the idea.

Is that it? Are you humiliated by the fact that people will know exactly what you are at all times? I’d be very careful how you answer that question. You don’t want me to think you’re embarrassed by your position, do you? And you certainly don’t want me to think you’re being ungrateful.

Yes, that’s right. You know it’s an honour to be marked as mine. Who cares what the rest of the world thinks? If they lose respect for you, so what? You’ll know just how lucky you are, and that’s all that counts.

Bow your head forward now, there’s a good pet. Make it nice and easy for me to slip this around your neck.

Got any last words to say before I close the padlock and take you permanently?

Good... that’s very sweet. I love you too, slave.

Click.


Cleaning

What a mess.

Yes, slave. I’m talking to you. The flat is a mess, the same way it always is, and I’m tired of it.

No, I don’t care if you’re busy. You’re here for one reason and one reason only, and that’s to make my life easier – and that includes making sure this place is spotless at all times. That’s why I’ve decided that we’re going to have to change a few things around. I’ve made a few purchases to help you keep your position in mind.

We wouldn’t want you to forget what you are now, would we?

But first things first. You know I like to keep you shaved, but from now on that extends to everything from the neck down. Yes, slave, you heard me properly. I mean everything.

Are you wondering why? Well, it’s so you don’t look entirely ridiculous in your new maid’s outfit, of course.

Oh, did I forget to mention that? Silly me. Yes, I made a little purchase on your behalf – and on your credit card. Doesn’t it look lovely? A nice black frilly dress, all for you. I know it looks a little short, but that’s because it is. When you bend over the sink, I want to see your ass nice and clearly. I got you a nice slutty pair of high heels as well, just to make you feel as feminine as possible. It might be difficult for you to walk for a little while, but I’m sure you’ll get used to it.

Or else.

So yes, from now on your entire body will be hairless. That should make things much easier. I’ve got a nice set of stockings to go with it – fishnet, very slutty – and the last thing I want is your gross little leg hairs poking through.

Besides, only men are hairy. Women keep themselves smooth and supple for their Mistress: even pathetic little sluts like you. You wouldn’t want anyone mistaking you for a real man just because of your little dicklet, would you?

No. If you’re going to stay here, you’re going to do it properly. You’ll dress like my maid, act like my maid, do your chores like my maid...

Yes, I think as far as I’m concerned this is your new uniform. Whenever you’re in this flat, you’re going to wear only what I give you to wear. Oh, don’t sulk. You should be happy I’m even giving you clothes. Do you know how easy it would be to make you spend all of your time naked, like the worthless little slut you are?

Exactly. So be thankful I’m taking the time to train my little maid up properly, and give her everything she needs to do the job that’s expected of her.

Well, what are you waiting for? Go to the bathroom and get yourself all smooth, and then put on your new uniform. I’ll be on the couch watching TV.

And if this place isn’t spotless within two hours, I’m going to show you just how serious I am about your new role in this household.


Playing

We’re going to play a little game, I think.

Don’t worry, slave. You won’t need your hands for this. I can keep you tied nice and spreadeagled for me. You’re going nowhere.

Do you know what this is? No, with the blindfold on I don’t suppose you do. It’s a kitchen timer. Nothing special. Just a little plastic buzzer that I brought in from the other room.

But as of right now, it’s the most important thing in the world to you.

See, here’s what’s going to happen. I’m going to set some time on this thing, and you’re going to eat me to an orgasm. I’m going to ride your face until I’m satisfied, and you’re going to do your absolute best to get me off before the bell rings. If you manage it, maybe I’ll give you a reward. If you don’t... well, let’s say that I’m already very frustrated, and it would be a bad idea to put me in a worse mood.

I’m feeling like I could ruin you tonight, pet. Very easily. Don’t give me an excuse.

What do you mean, how long have I set it for? That’s for me to know. You don’t need to, pet. Just do your best and be as fast as you can

I figured we could make it interesting. I know I said it would be another week before I allowed you to come, but I’ve changed my mind. If you can get me off before the bell rings, I’ll take your chastity cage off you right now and give you the best blowjob you can imagine.

It’s been a while, hasn’t it? Almost a year since you last came in my mouth. Don’t you miss it?

Well, here’s your opportunity. Ten minutes from now, I could have my mouth wrapped around that slutty little cock of yours. Teasing it with my tongue. Gently running my fingertips over your balls to try and tease you. And when you come... oh, when you come I’ll swallow everything.

Every. Last. Drop.

And what happens if you don’t manage it? Well, let’s see... I think another month in chastity seems fair enough. After all, what’s the use in a game without high stakes, am I right?

Of course I am.

So yes. Now it’s your decision. Do you want to play and wager a month of chastity against the blowjob of a lifetime? Or are you going to be a little pussy and chicken out?

Tick tock, slave. Decisions, decisions.

You’ll play? Oh, wonderful. I was hoping you’d say that.

There. The timer’s all set now. Maybe you’ve got five minutes. Maybe you’ve got thirty seconds. Maybe I’ll spend all night sitting on that talented tongue of yours. I think that would be worth the price of a blowjob... or at least, it would be if I couldn’t have it any time I pleased.

Are you in position, slave? Is your tongue raring to go at my pussy?

No... not quite yet. I know the scent of my shaved cunt is intoxicating and you consider it a gift to be allowed to taste me, but don’t be too eager or I’ll have to hurt you. In fact, maybe that would make it more interesting. Do you think you could still get me off if I spent the time slapping your cock and balls? Or would that be too distracting, even for a little painslut like you?

That’s better. I want your full focus on me – and so do you, if you ever plan on getting out of that chastity cage.

There we go. Now, if you’ve got no more stupid questions...

Ready.

Set.

Go.


Pissing

Look at you. I mean, really. Look at you.

Tied up for me, naked and collared on the bathroom floor. You’re such a pathetic little slut sometimes. And so shortsighted, too. I bet it hasn’t even crossed your mind what you’re doing in here, has it? Or maybe it has, and you came in anyway. Maybe you know exactly what’s going to happen to you, and you followed me in here regardless.

I bet you couldn’t wait, could you? Fucking pervert.

So you want to be my slave, eh? You want to be my property? Well, good for you. I’ve decided that I’m going to make you mine.

And to do that, I have to mark my territory.

You understand what that means, don’t you? A pathetic little puppy-slut like you, I’m sure you do.

That’s right. I’m going to piss on you. I’m going to cover you in my golden nectar and you’re going to thank me for the privilege of being my filthy little slut.

You’re going to watch while I do it. That’s right. Watch as I pull my panties down, as I spread my lips. Keep your eyes focused on me as the first drops start to form.

And then brace yourself for the flood.

How does it feel, to have my warm piss splashing across your naked chest? To know that you are officially nothing but my little toilet slave?

You seem to be enjoying it a little bit too much. Let’s see if we can’t change that.

Open your mouth, slut. That’s right. Let my piss flow past your waiting lips – but don’t you fucking dare swallow, not yet. What I’m giving you is a gift, and I want you to treasure it for as long as I tell you to.

That’s better. You savour it. Keep my gift in your mouth until I give you permission to choke it down. I want you to know that this is all you are for me now – my pathetic little toilet, nothing else. Your mouth is for one purpose only, and that’s to please me.

Good boy. Now, swallow it down. I don’t care if it’s difficult, I said do it.

That’s right. Wasn’t that delicious? Aren’t you a lucky little thing?

I saved it up for you especially. I wanted to make sure it had a nice, strong scent for when I covered you in it. I wouldn’t want you to forget you were my little piss slave, would I?

No, of course not.

Now clean up this mess, you filthy little whore. If I see one drop of my piss by the time I get back, I’ll show you just how serious I am about your training. You won’t be able to sit down for a week.

What do you mean, you’ve got nothing to clean it up with? You couldn’t use anything anyway, with your hands tied like that. I guess it’ll just have to be your tongue, then.

Get to work, slut. Don’t make me tell you again.


Forcing

You know what’s coming.

Don’t give me that innocent look, slut. I know you know what happens next. It’s the finale of your training – the climax of everything I’ve been building you up towards for the last few months.

It’s finally time for you to show me just how willing you are to please me.

You’re not still pretending you’re straight, are you? Good. It wouldn’t matter either way. That mouth of yours belongs to me, and it’s going to take whatever I tell it to and be grateful for the privilege.

How many times have I let you edge yourself thinking about taking another man’s hard cock in your mouth? How many times have you promised me anything in the world as long as I let you finally spurt your pathetic little load? Oh, so many times. We’ve been down this road a lot, slut.

So now here it is. Your big chance.

And it is very big, slave. I picked him out especially.

Pretend it’s my strap on, for all I care. I don’t give a shit. All that matters is that you get it down your slutty little throat as quickly as possible.

Don’t you hesitate. Don’t you chicken out now. You do it just like I told you, nice and eagerly. You wouldn’t want to disappoint him, would you? You wouldn’t want him to think you’d rather be somewhere – anywhere – rather than here on your knees in front of him.

Yes, that’s right. This where you belong. You’re my pet cocksucker, and that’s all you’ll ever be. It’s what you were born for.

Tease the head with your tongue now, slut. There we go – do you hear how he’s moaning? I know you’re probably trying to block it out, but that means you’re doing a good job. You should be proud of it.

Don’t pull back as he takes hold of your hair and pushes you deeper onto his cock. We practiced deepthroating, slut. I know you can do it. I know you want to do it.

That’s right. Let your throat relax, and suck it for me. Suck it for your new Master. Use your tongue to milk him until he explodes in your mouth; I can tell he’s already so very close. Such a skilled tongue you have!

Mmm... good boy. Feel him tense up as he gets near. I don’t care if it’s humiliating: you aren’t going to stop. You’re going to swallow every last drop in three...

Two...

One...

Now swallow, you little whore. Swallow your owner’s load like the filth you are.

Oh, didn’t I mention that? All of your training over the past few months wasn’t for me. What would I want with a worthless piece of shit like you? No, I was just training you for a friend of mine – someone you’ve just got to know quite well.

Surprise.

He owns you now – and you’d better make sure you keep your new Master happy. If you thought I had a cruel streak...

... well, let’s just say you haven’t seen anything yet.
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