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Gasping

I want you to know that everything you have belongs to me.

That’s right. Every scrap of food you eat, every gulp of water.

Every breath of air.

And the only way I can show you that is by taking it away from you.

Oh, come on now... don’t try and fight it. I promise you, you’ll want to save your energy. Besides, we both know those handcuffs are going nowhere.

That’s right. You wouldn’t think I’d have much strength in these little hands, would you? You always picture me as a delicate flower, even when I’m beating the shit out of you. But how much strength do you think I need to choke off that little windpipe of yours?

I think it’s time we found out.

I told you, pet: don’t struggle. We wouldn’t want you to have an accident now, would you?

There, that’s better. You just accept it. It’s not as though you have too much choice.

Can you feel how much tighter my grip is than your collar? How easy it would be for me to choke the life out of you if I wanted to? Doesn’t it make you feel so wonderfully helpless for me?

Because you are. I can do anything I choose.

So get ready. I want to see the look in your eyes when you realise I’m not letting you go except on my terms.

Better hold your breath, slut...

There. Just trust me. I’ll let go when I’m good and ready.

Five seconds.

Ten seconds.

You’re not panicking already, are you? I think you can go to at least forty.

Twenty seconds.

That’s right. You can’t even beg me to let you go. Your entire life is in my hands now. Do you really trust me to know when you need oxygen? I hope so, slave, because it’s a little late to change your mind.

Thirty seconds.

Almost done now. You can hold it, can’t you, baby? You know better than to thrash around. You know just how much I’d have to hurt you if you tried.

Forty seconds.

Oh, did I say I’d let you out about now? Silly me. I guess I’ve changed my mind. I’ll let you breathe when I’m good and ready.

Forty-five, forty-six, forty-seven...

Or maybe I won’t.

Fifty-one, fifty-two, fifty-three...

Accept how powerless you are.

Fifty-seven, fifty-eight, fifty-nine...

And breathe.

That’s right, you little slut. You take as many breaths of air as you need, and know that each one of them is a gift from you to me. I own you. Body and soul, heart and brain and lungs. Everything.

Everything.

Oh, don’t worry... we’re not done yet. Consider this just a little break before I settle my cunt down on your face and clamp my legs shut tightly against the sides of your head. I bet you can already picture yourself there in the dark, with the pressure of my thighs choking off your air supply, knowing that the only thing you can do to convince me to let you out is lick me to an orgasm before I smother you.

It’s a lot of pressure, slave. I’d take a very deep breath if I were you.

You’re going to need it.


Shining

I have a very special job for you today, slave.

No, don’t open your eyes just yet. I’ll let you know when. For the moment, just listen.

I know all about your little fetishes – every single one of them. I’ve seen your internet history back from when I allowed you to watch porn and read your smutty little stories, so I know exactly what gets you off. And you’ve been so well-behaved recently I thought it might be time for a reward. After all, you’re always so compliant when I dress you up in you uniform, I figured I should probably turn the tables. So I made a little... purchase, you could say. An outfit. A very expensive one at that.

Only the best for your Mistress, right?

You can open your eyes now, pet.

Yes, that’s right. A full-body latex catsuit. I know how many hours you’ve spent dreaming of a strong, dominant woman dressed like this taking you under her control, showing you exactly what a little slut you can be if only you’re given the right incentive. Well, I’ve already shown you what a little slut you are – but that doesn’t mean I can’t tease you, does it?

Look at me. I mean, really look at me. Doesn’t it suit me? Isn’t it wonderful how it wraps itself around my figure in all the right places, hugging my curves as tightly as possible? It’s like wearing a second skin – the closest you’ll get to seeing me nude for a very, very long time. I’ve always thought black looked good on me – so dark and mysterious, perfect for playing up to your fantasies.

And obviously, I thought you’d approve of the boots too: nice and black and shiny, with lots of metal buckles for you to wrap your greedy little tongue around later. Oh yes, an outfit like this needs a lot of care.

Which brings us to your little job, slave. All this latex needs shining up – every last inch of it. I’d do it myself, but... well, what’s the point in having an obedient little submissive otherwise?

That’s right. Take the cloth and the spray, and begin. Start with my ass, but don’t get any ideas: this is just another act of devotion for you. We wouldn’t want you enjoying yourself too much, now.

There we go. Work your way down my legs now, nice and slowly. I want to be able to see your desperate little face in it when you’re done. I want my whole body to have that beautiful sheen, because if it doesn’t you know you’re going to suffer.

But that’s OK. You’re going to do a good job, aren’t you? You want me to look beautiful even more than I do.

Seeing as you’ve been such a good boy, I may let you play with your little cock at the sight of me. How would you like that, slut? To be on your knees in front of me, pushing yourself to an orgasm at the thought of your Mistress dressed as your own private domination fantasy?

I bet you can barely keep your hands off.

Perhaps, if you really beg, I might let you spurt all over this suit and clean it off with your tongue, licking every drop of your slutty juice off the thick, black latex. You’d like that, wouldn’t you?

Such a desperate little slut.

You’d better get started, then, but remember: once you’re finished, you’d better be prepared to clean and shine this outfit again properly.

I’m enjoying it far too much to have it sullied by your filth.


Interrogating

Well, well... what do we have here?

Don’t get up. It’s not as though you could with the ropes lashing you to your chair, but still. There’s no need to stand on ceremony. Or stand at all.

I’m going to make this quick. You know something. I want to know it. You’ve decided not to tell me. That’s not acceptable. So we’re going to play a little game.

Actually, ‘game’ isn’t probably that good a word to describe it – not for you, anyway. ‘Game’ implies that it will be fun. ‘Game’ implies that you have a chance of winning... but you don’t. I’m in control here. I’m going to win.

The only question is how long it takes.

Do you remember our little agreement, slut? That if you could withstand all my efforts to get you to talk until morning, I’d let you fuck me? That’s one hell of an incentive to keep your mouth shut. But don’t you worry about that. I have plenty of ways to break your resolve over the next few hours.

Why don’t you cave in now and save yourself some pain?

No? Ah well. Your loss, slave. I’m going to show you what real fear is tonight.

I know you’ve always been terrified of the idea of knife play, but you did agree to discount your limits for tonight. That’s why I brought this along especially. Don’t you think it’s beautiful, slut? The way it shines in the lamplight? The way it gleams?

Oh, and it’s sharp, too – so very, very sharp. So sharp you could cut yourself and you’d barely feel it... at least, at first. And I bet the point of it could raise such a delicate little pinprick of blood, too. Yes, a girl could do some real damage with a knife like this.

But don’t worry. You’re going to be a good boy, aren’t you? I’m not going to need to do anything silly like make you scream, am I?

No? So stubborn. That’s going to cost you.

Stay still, slut. I want you to feel how cold it is against your skin, and if I cut you I at least want it to be on purpose. For the moment, just feel it, heavy and chilled. That’s real power, right there. All mine.

Just like you.

I think I might start with your chest, slut. I’ve always loved marking you there with my fingernails, and this seems like it would be a step up. Light little scratches, just enough to show you how in control I am. I can scratch my name into you if I choose, because you’re my toy to play with. Maybe I’ll even press the tip of the blade against your nipples. I know how sensitive they are. Do you think you’d be able to keep your body still enough to stop you doing yourself an injury? Not when you’re shaking with fear like this, you won’t. You need to calm yourself down.

Or you could give in and tell me your secret. We could stop this all right now.

No? Well, that’s your decision.

Hold still, and remember: you brought this on yourself.


Torturing

I’ve always loved how easy it is for me to get you to behave. You just respond so well to pain – a quick flogging, or the strike of the crop against the meat of your delicious ass, and all of a sudden you’re tripping over yourself to do whatever I tell you.

But you’ve been slacking off recently. I think you might be getting used to it. Building up a bit of a tolerance.

And that will never do.

So I’ve decided that it’s time we changed tactics a little bit. I think I need to show you just what I’m capable of, so you don’t forget your place. That’s why I have you kneeling on the floor, with your knees tied apart with a spreader bar. I don’t want you to have any chance to hide away.

See, I’m not interested in flogging your back or caning your ass anymore. Now I’m going to go right to the source.

To your pathetic little balls.

I want to see you whimper as I grab them, squeezing them tightly. I want to see how firmly I need to hold on before the head of your little cock turns purple. I want to feel it twitch as I dig my nails into it, as I pull, as I twist.

After all, it’s just my little plaything. Just like the rest of you.

I plan on making you scream tonight. Once I’ve finished with my hands, I have so many other options available to me. I’ve always thought that your cock would look pretty all decorated with weights. I wonder how many of these little steel balls you could hold up before you begged me to take them off? I lot, I suspect, but don’t worry: I’ve got plenty, and a lot of time to test it out. You’re going nowhere until I’m done.

But I didn’t need to buy anything. We had everything we need right here: just a few wooden clothes pegs from the laundry basket and I bet I could have you begging for mercy. I could have them pinching all the way up your shaft, grabbing the skin, and then a couple more on your balls for good measure. Just think how you’ll wince when I put them on you.

Almost as much as you’ll wince when I slap them off, I bet. You’ll just have to hope I don’t miss. That could be excruciating. Although you’ve got to admit, you’d probably make the most wonderful noises as I did. One ‘accidental’ swipe of your balls and I could have you begging me to stop.

Oh no, you haven’t done anything wrong. What makes you think that? This isn’t punishment. Believe me, when you really piss me off this will be a hundred times worse. You can consider this... a taster. A warning, maybe.

I want you to know that I have your balls in my hands literally as well as figuratively. I own you,  and if I want you to suffer, you will.

So brace yourself, slave. This is going to hurt.


Sharing

Was that the doorbell?

No. Shame. Well, I guess that gives me a chance to explain what’s going to happen tonight. You see, pet... you just aren’t giving me what I need anymore. I know you’re trying, but it’s just not enough. That’s why I went online and tried to find someone else to... well, let’s just say they’ll fill in the gaps when you inevitably and invariably fall short.

What do you mean, a real man? What would I want a man for? No, you’re all just perverts looking to get off. Where’s the fun in that? If I wanted a desperate little slut to disappoint me while constantly begging for an orgasm, I’ve always got you.

No, I wanted a woman. And I found one.

Yes, that’s right. I found a beautiful little girl-toy for myself tonight. Young, smart, gorgeous... the kind of woman a dirty little thing like you could never hope to meet. And I got her to agree to come over in less than an hour. Funny, don’t you think?

So yes... I want you to make her feel welcome. You’ll be kneeling by the door when she gets in, and you’d better ask her if she wants a drink. You wouldn’t want me to look like a bad hostess, would you?

I mean, naturally you rank below her, even though she’s a submissive. Maybe if you’re very lucky I’ll let her kick you around a little later. I wonder how hard we could make you scream with two crops working over your ass at once?

But that’s unlikely, I’ll be honest. She’s here for my pleasure, not yours – and if what she’s told me about her tongue is anything to go by, I suspect it’s going to be a very, very long night. There’s nothing quite like having a beautiful girl between your legs. Women just understand how oral sex works. Not like you, slobbering all over me like a dog in heat, pathetically trying to please me.

And of course, her body is just delicious. Curves in all the right places, and the most incredible pair of breasts. I can’t wait to strip her and give them the attention they deserve. Oh, I think I’m just going to spend hours kissing her all over tonight: pressing my lips against her tits and her cunt, grabbing that perfect, peachy ass... I’m overcome just thinking about it.

What? No, of course you don’t get to watch, silly. You’ll be locked up in your cage in the next room with your dick in chastity, just where you should be. Of course, you might be able to hear us through the wall – you know I’m a bit of a screamer when I find someone who can actually satisfy me – but at least I can feel safe in the knowledge that with your cock all tied up in its tube you won’t be able to do anything about it.

And just think, pet... if she does a good enough job, I might decide to keep her permanently. Wouldn’t that be fun? That way I’d almost never have to use your cock or your tongue. You could be purely a domestic servant, taking care of my physical needs while she takes over your sexual duties.

That time was definitely the doorbell, slut. Go and bring her in.

And remember: I’m only getting what you aren’t capable of giving me.


Dining

Isn’t this nice, pet?

It’s been so long since we’ve gone out to dinner together. I really should let you treat me more often, but... well, sometimes it’s just so weird seeing you outside of the house.

I think this is a nice compromise, though. Having all these people around, and not a single one of them knows exactly what you’re wearing under that smart suit of yours. Some of them probably think you’re the one in charge here: some rich, powerful businessman, with me as your arm candy.

Can you believe that, slut? If only they knew.

How’s the plug treating you? I know it’s a little bigger than you’re used to, but I wanted to make sure it would be something you’d feel while we were out. Knowing that you’ve got no choice but to sit there with a hard rubber cock jammed into your ass while you try and pretend that everything’s normal just gets me so wet.

I can only imagine how hard you’d be, if I didn’t have your little dicklet locked up.

I wonder if the waitress noticed how much you were blushing when she came to take our order. Maybe she did. Maybe she could just tell who was in control here, and who is a good little submissive. Don’t you find that humiliating, slave? Knowing that, even in front of complete strangers, you can’t hide what a dirty little pervert you are?

If not, you will soon.

See, your new plug isn’t just a hard block of rubber. It has a few extra features, too.

Do you see this quiet, unassuming little black box? It doesn’t look like much of anything, does it? Well, one push of this button and the cock in your ass is going to start vibrating like there’s no tomorrow. I tested it in my hand earlier, and it’s got quite a kick to it.

Care for a demonstration?

Aww... you even let out a little moan. What’s the matter, slave? Was it too intense for you? Too much pleasure for your slutty little asshole to take? Well, I have some very good news for you: that was only level two, and this handy little gadget goes right the way up to ten. I bet if I put it on one of the higher settings, I could make you cream right here at the dinner table.

No? You don’t want me to try? Then beg. Beg me right here at the table, where everyone can hear you. Let anyone who happens to be listening in on our little conversation know exactly what a greedy little whore you are, and just how helpless you are under my control.

Hmm... I’m not convinced you really mean it, slut. I think I might end up just calling that cute waitress back, to see if you can keep yourself quiet and calm in front of her.

You’d better get some practice in, boy. As soon as my drink is empty I’m going to have to get her back over here for a refill.

And then our fun can really start.


Filming

Hey there, slut.

I’m sorry I couldn’t be with you in person tonight, but a webcam humiliation session is almost as good, right? At least you have a decent connection. That’s very important to me.

Go on then... strip down, show me what I have to work with. You know you’re not allowed clothes in my presence, even if it is only digital. And look, you still have my mark written on your chest from the last time we played. ‘MISTRESS’S SLUT’, written in nice thick black ink. Very nice. It’s always good to know you’re reminded of your place, even when I can’t be there with you.

I’m afraid I have a bit of a confession to make. You know how I said this was going to be a private chat, just the two of us? Well, I lied. In fact, you’re quite popular: I’ve got over thirty paying customers watching me humiliate you.

No, don’t you even think about closing the window. It’s far too late for that. I’d hate to have to send this video into your place of work as punishment for you misbehaving. The other people in this chat might not know where you work, but I do – and we both know I’m not afraid to use it.

So let yourself go, pet. Become the slut you were born to be, and show off your pathetic little body to all these nice men and women. After all, they’ve paid good money for the privilege. You wouldn’t want to upset them, would you?

Because that would upset me, and that would be a very bad decision on your part.

That’s right. Enjoy yourself.

You’re quite the little exhibitionist on the quiet, aren’t you? Don’t bother lying to me. I see how hard your little dick is getting. I think we both know that you’re the kind of pervert who goes onto video chat sites just to force other people to watch you spurt.

Maybe, if you’re well behaved, I might let you spurt for me and my guests. Wouldn’t that be fun, letting so many strangers at once see just what a desperate little whore you are? Maybe we could even put it to a vote as to whether or not they let you come, or just edge yourself. You’re going to have to do your absolute best to earn your orgasm if you want it. These people don’t just give pleasure away – not to desperate little camwhores like you, anyway.

One of the other users says they want you to suck on your dildo. Go on, pet. Do as you’re told. The customer is always right, after all.

That’s a good boy. Take it down into that slutty little throat of yours. I told them all what an obedient little cocksucker you are. It’s a good job that this is only online and not in person, or I might not be able to resist having you suck every single one of their cocks just to prove a point.

Ah well. There’s always next weekend.

Don’t make any plans.


Blackmailing

Hello, slut.

Yes, I know I’ve never called you that before. What can I say? Things are going to change around here.

Oh, look at you. So shocked. Did you really think you could keep me as your bit on the side forever? That I wouldn’t find out about your wife? You must be even more stupid than you look.

Yes, I know all about her – and no, she doesn’t know anything about me... not yet, at least. I can’t promise it will stay that way for very long, though. I’m extremely upset that you chose to lie to me about her, but I’ve always been the practical sort. That’s why I made plans for this.

Yes, that’s right. Our last few sessions have been videotaped. I thought it would be a good idea to have a little insurance, just in case I ever found out you were being a naughty boy and needed to be taught a lesson. I’d say this would qualify, wouldn’t you?

Oh, save your begging... I’m not interested in apologies. All I want now is cold, hard cash. And I know you’re good for it. You were always bragging to me about how wealthy and successful you were – and now it’s time to pay the price. Literally.

I think we’ll start with two thousand a month. Oh, does that seem excessive to you? Tough. If you want to treat me like nothing but a high class whore, you’re going to pay me like one. And if you ever miss a payment, your wife is going to get a very interesting package in the mail the next day. No excuses.

How do you think she’d feel about you fucking another woman, slut? Especially one so much younger and more attractive than she is? I don’t think she’d take it all that well, personally. In fact, she’d probably head straight to the divorce courts – and if you think two grand a month is expensive, you want to see what she could get out of you. She’d bleed you dry, and rightly so.

Oh, but it’s not just your wife, is it? I didn’t just film us having sex. I got footage of all the perverted things you like. Remember that time I fucked you in the ass with my strap on? Or how I had you crossdress, just for the sake of it? I’ve got proof of everything – and even if your no doubt soon-to-be ex-wife doesn’t want to see it, I’m sure there are dozens of people who would. There must be people at your work who’d like it, eh? I mean, a high-pressure job like yours... they could probably use a good laugh at how pathetic you are.

I could ruin you, just like that.

But don’t worry. As long as you’re a good boy and you keep my money coming in on time, none of this has to happen. All you have to do is make sure you’re my obedient little pay-pig and you keep your Mistress happy, and all of your troubles can go away. I expect your first tribute by the end of the week, or else I’m going to be emailing a lot of very interesting files around. Or maybe I’ll just put them online for the world to see and save myself some time.

Face it, sweetie... you always said you had a fantasy about being helpless and controlled. Really, I’m just giving you what you want.

And don’t you think I deserve to be paid for the privilege?


Want more?
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