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Denial



















When Jordan first confessed to me that he was into female
domination, I had no idea just how far it would go.


I figured that maybe we’d play some tie-up games, I’d get a
sexy, leather corset to wear to bed, and that would be the end of it … but
that’s not even close to what happened in reality!


It may have started out as just something for him, but it
didn’t take long for me to realize the true power of the dominant female. All I
have to do is get him into that special place and from there it’s pretty
much guaranteed that my boyfriend will do whatever I want him to do.


Buy me shoes.


Clean my apartment.


Crawl around on his hands and knees, bound and gagged
like the pathetic, little mutt that he really is…


Why didn’t anybody tell me sooner how much fun being a
domme can be?!


* * * * * * * * * *


Jordan was getting cocky, and he needed to be sorely
reminded of his place.


It was time that I put him through something that I’d read
of several other ladies doing to their men when they started to fall out of
line – a four-week, intensive program designed to systematically mindfuck
the male submissive back where he belongs beneath his mistress.


One domme had affectionately entitled it - Slaveboy’s
Month of Depravity & Denial.


I couldn’t help but find myself getting more and more turned
on as I read through the procedures that she subjected her sub to as he
progressed throughout the program. And I’ll be honest – embracing my
inner domme really brings out the bitch in me anyways, so the idea
of a full month of degrading and defiling my precious subby without remorse
seemed like it was going to fall right up my alley!


The plan was to start with a healthy dose of chastity
– something that Jordan and I have all sorts of experience with!
Over the years I’ve managed to collect for him a variety of cages to lock him
up in based on my mood … some are plastic, most are steel, with my current
favorite being a short nub that I think just does wonders to help
emphasize just how small his pathetic dicklet really is…


He knows that once that steel cage locks shut with its
one-of-a-kind key that dangles around my neck, my domme-ly attitude goes into
overdrive as it paints for me the perfect picture of a man deserving of the
cruelest humiliation that I can muster.


“Your little dicklet is so adorable, baby –
thank you so much for letting me lock it up so that no women have to
endure the thought that you could actually please them with it!”


“I can’t believe that I actually used to let you put
that thing inside of me – well at least I’ve learned my lesson now!”


“If this works out through the end of the month, I might
just have to keep you locked away permanently in that thing…”


I told you that I could be a real bitch when I really got
into domination, and yet chastity was only the beginning for Week #1 of our
little program!


The second task offered up to me by my online mistress
mentors was to denote my beloved boyfriend with a special name that he
would learn to grow quite fond of by the end of our intense time together. I’d
played with pet names in the past and had a few choice words of fun for Jordan
already, but this was supposed to be different.


This was where they started encouraging me to be cruel!


Pacing back in forth in front of my chastised boy wearing my
favorite leather boots that never failed to leave him drooling in more places
than one, I carefully considered some of the most degrading slave names that
I’d seen other dominants like myself exchange in private online…


Shithead.


Worm.


Number 12.


Although there was a certain intrigue to calling him by the
non-descript moniker that also happened to reflect exactly where he fell in the
pantheon of other guys that I’ve dated over the years, eventually I settled on
one so crude, so out of character that the nasty grin I noticed on my face
confirmed that it just had to be perfect.


Fuck.


“Ironic, because it’s one thing that you most
certainly won’t be doing to me over the next 30 days!” I laughed out
loud as I made his new name official with a few well-placed kicks to his bound
crotch with my sexy, leather boots.


I don’t really tend to use the word “fuck” a lot in
daily conversation, and maybe that’s part of what helped to make it sound so
sadistically juicy rolling off of my tongue with regards to my pitifully
humiliated boyfriend. It wasn’t a nice name that you would ever invoke
to refer to someone with love … instead it was harsh and it was vulgar, and
it was just about perfect for the submissive who needed to be reminded just
how far below his mistress he was really found.


“Fuck – get down on your hands and knees, and clean
my boots!”


“Fuck – play with your nipples for my amusement.”


“Fuck – go stand in the corner until I have a use
for you…”


For the next several days, I adored watching Fuck cringe
every time I summoned him for spankings or some chastity teasing or even just
so that he could see the smile on my pretty lips when he came running at the
call of that four-letter word. Chastity and degradation proved to be a
wonderful first step to reacquainting him to the lifestyle while I expected,
but come the weekend I was beyond ready to move on to his next level of
submission…


* * * * * * * * * *


A man belongs at his mistress’s feet – it’s as
simple as that – and I love watching my boyfriend obediently
worshipping my shoes because it’s such a powerful symbol for where he truly
belongs in my eyes!


Down on his hands and knees while I tower over him…


The sexy leather of my wonderful shoe collection his
primary focus…


At eye-level with some of my most prized possessions
– just like he is – except that he’s been assigned to
keep them clean, which says a little something about the pecking
order among a mistress’s belongings, now doesn’t it?!


When Week #2 was upon us, it became time for Fuck to
remember exactly that – his place is beneath my shoes, no
matter how much pressure I decide to put on him, and so it was early
Saturday morning when I declared to him with a cruel smile that for the
remainder of his sentence, my shoes would be his sole means of contact
with yours truly…


That meant no kisses goodnight, no hugging or holding
hands, or even a bit of romantic cuddling while I teased him inside of his
chastity cage with my special brand of love and affection.


If he wanted to touch me … when I gave him permission to
touch me … his one and only recourse was to get down on his knees and pay
tribute to his goddess by thoroughly cleaning her designer shoes! I made it
quite clear that the moment I felt the slightest lick from his tongue upon my
feet, he would find himself in for a nasty beating…


Just tongue on leather, savoring the arousing scent from
my feet as he dutifully worshipped me.


Every girl should spend a nice week every now and then with
her man down on his hands and knees, worshipping the very high heels that she
walks on!!!


It’s so easy to lose track of time while Fuck is
licking my patent leather heels, and just as the other ladies suggested, I
quickly found it to be a great time for me to put my feet up and spread
my legs while my subby went to work doing the only thing that he’s good at
… it’s really enough to get a horny mistress off, I discovered
to say the least…


I suppose that it’s only natural that degrading my boyfriend
so cruelly eventually leads to me fantasizing about other men. A girl can only
laugh at her sub’s tiny dick locked in chastity for so long before she
starts to actually crave the real thing!


And there’s something deliciously naughty about putting my
feet up and occasionally glancing down to see Fuck hard at work lapping
at my high heels while I slowly reach up underneath my skirt and begin to
caress myself, softly moaning out a random guy’s name as the tension builds in
the room around us.


I have a special dildo that I like to use when I’m feeling
particularly bitchy because I named it after one of my ex-boyfriend’s who
always managed to intimidate little Fuck and his micro-dick!


It’s about 10 inches long and wonderfully thick, just so
that Fuck has a hard time fitting it into his mouth when I tell him to lubricate
it for me before diverting his attention back to my feet so that I can
enjoy my own just desserts in private…


“Oh god, Brad is so thick!” I moan as the
delicious cock penetrates me in ways that my locked chastity slave never could.


“Oh baby, fuck me proper the way my boyfriend can’t!” I
shriek as the dildo plunges into me deeper and harder.


“OH YEEEEEESSSSSSSSS!!!!!!” I finally quiver
uncontrollably as my imaginary fuck gets the best of me while my living,
breathing slave Fuck struggles to keep my stiletto heel inside of his
mouth as I climax without him.


I can’t help but laugh out loud when I finally look down to
see him still kneeling at my feet, hands cuffed behind his back with a steel
cage around his cock and his girlfriend’s shoe in his mouth while she fantasies
about fucking another man.


He looks – in a dominating word … ridiculous –
and I absolutely love it!


But as Week #2 progressed with my boy already returning to
his preferred subservient state, it was time for us to take another step
towards his untimely denial, which was why one day after channeling my inner
bitch through a particularly stressful day, I came home and crudely found
myself informing Fuck that he was being demoted and that now only
the very bottoms of my shoes were what he was worthy of touching with
his pathetic tongue…


I made sure to walk through plenty of parking lots and open
areas at that point, just to make sure that he would have something to clean
up while he was down there groveling at my feet.


Have I mentioned that being dominant tends to turn me
into kind of a bitch?!


Shoe and boot worship takes an entirely new turn when your
mistress goes from those sexy shoes that she only wears in the bedroom to the
dirty pumps and boots that she wears to work and to the mall and everywhere
else all day long!


But I didn’t care.


A little dirt and grime wasn’t going to kill him, and
besides, he was going to need to toughen up a bit for the emotional
rollercoaster that I had in store for him only a few days away when we got to
Week #3…


* * * * * * * * * *


Jordan loves to watch me as I’m disciplining him and
doing all of these nasty things to him, and it’s no secret that seeing how much
I’m enjoying all of it really takes him the extra mile … something about
the psychological aspect of actually witnessing that twinkle in my eye that
just makes every lash and every cruel taunt that I hurl his way all the more
intense and gratifying.


When I read my plans online, Week #3 called for introducing
some isolation into our kinky game of denial … you know, time where Fuck
would just be forced to sit and think about all of the orgasms that
I had denied him and all of the time he had spent loyally licking my boots over
the last couple of weeks.


And while that sounded fun and all in its own right, deep
down I knew that instead it would be much more gratifying if I were to break
him mentally instead of simply locking a bondage hood on his head and
telling him to sit in the corner all weekend!


So instead I took off early from work and spent the entire
afternoon transforming myself into the last beautiful woman that he’d ever
see.


Short leather skirt with stockings and his favorite leather
boots.


A sexy and seductive red corset top that made my tits
absolutely pop and had been well-established to get any guy’s attention the
moment I walked into a room.


I did my makeup like a vixen on the prowl and hung his key
around my neck like a prize that I was eager to show off.


When Fuck returned home from work himself that night,
I gave him a long five minutes to soak it all in before I dropped the bomb on
him – for the next step in his game of denial was going to be … me!


I first told him to drop his eyes to the floor and explained
that he was no longer worthy to enjoy the view of my beauty.


When I next told him to drop to his knees, his lips were
only inches away from his favorite boots before I cited that he was no
longer worthy to lick the undersides of his mistress’s boots … he was simply to
stare at them from up close and, upon command, instead kiss the ground next
to them like the true slave that he was.


And finally when I was satisfied from watching him lick the
hardwood beside my feet, I explained the last details of our night together
– he was to escort me on a date for the evening, though it would
prove to be the most isolated “date” that he had ever experienced.


He would not speak.


He would not address me in any way.


He would sit quietly at the table while I enjoyed my
meal, his eyes focused only on the table in front of him while other men in the
restaurant would no doubt be ogling his girlfriend quite openly.


Maybe I would flirt with some of them; maybe I would
dance with some of them.


None of this would be of any consequence to him.


Through it all, I on the other hand would be paying careful
attention and when we finally returned home later in the evening, he would be severely
punished for every instance that I caught him witnessing my beauty
against my express wishes.


Jordan knows that when I use the term severely punished, I’m
not fucking around.


We’re talking needles through his balls, electricity
through the needles, discipline so hard that it makes him forget that I care
about him even in the smallest iota…


He knows not to test me when I talk about severe
punishments, and so that day when I saw his eyes drop reverently to my feet
and I informed him that I didn’t want to see them again for the rest of the
month, he physically shuddered which told me that he knew I really meant
business.


And in return it made me undeniably wet!


Of course, I knew before we even walked out the door that
night that I would be punishing him in some factor or another by the time we
got home…


The first night it was 30 strokes from my cane because his
curious eyes got the best of him when I excused myself to let an older man
grope me out on the darkened dance floor.


After he took his punishment, I clamped his nipples to the
wall and made him stand there in silence while I masturbated thinking of what
might’ve happened if I had allowed my new friend to explore with his hands just
a bit further!


Two nights later he accidentally brushed his lips against my
foot during worship, resulting in me trampling him in my sharpest heels and
giving him a few love taps to the balls while I watched him squeeze his
eyes closed excruciatingly to avoid sneaking a peek up my dress and
incurring an even crueler wrath.


On the final night of Week #3 is when it got really good because
Fuck found himself strapped down to his spanking bench for pretty much
the entire day as I strived to work off a week’s worth of frustrations –
this time not because he had even done anything wrong, but simply because I
could…


With his head held in place by the same heavy leather
buckles that restrained the rest of his body, accidentally glancing up
at his goddess was no longer an option on the table – his only recourse
was to lay there and endure as I toyed with him both emotionally and physically.


Enjoying furious masturbation marathons while all he
could do was listen a few feet away.


Caning him harshly for eavesdropping on the
intimate time spent with my fantasies.


Electrifying his wittle dick in its cage and laughing all
the way as he stared at my designer boots, his only escape in the dream that
one day he might be able to worship them like a real man once again.


By the end of the day, I could tell that the program was
really starting to get to Fuck in precisely the way that I had intended.
He had no fight left in him, no back talk or begging … he merely gave in and
took everything that I had to give him, no questions asked.


Sometimes I’m not sure which is more fun – listening
to a slave cry out helplessly when you cane his ass for the hundredth time that
day, or listening to sweet silence when he finally reaches the point of
acceptance and the pain becomes a part of his life that is all but inevitable.


When the clock struck midnight and we officially entered
into the home stretch – Week #4 - it was then that I slid the leather
hood over his head and quietly whispered into his ear, “Get some rest
– because tomorrow is when your final dose of denial will be revealed…”


* * * * * * * * * *


Fuck awoke the next morning, sore as he could be, to
find that all of his restraints had been removed, including even his steel
chastity belt. Though I was nowhere to be found, he waited for nearly an hour
restrained on that bench now only by his own will – truly terrified of
the thought of me returning to find that he had gotten up without my express
permission.


It wasn’t until he finally took that first step that he
found the simple note that I had left for him bearing only three meager words
that were to dictate his time until I had returned…


Bathe.


Eat.


Submit.


While I wasn’t there to witness it in person, per my greater
plan, I imagine that it was quite the sight to see a man experiencing freedom
for the first time after being slowly eroded away over the previous three
weeks. That said, I’m led to assume that Fuck’s actions were as reserved
and careful as ever on account of how I found him when I finally did return…


…exactly as I had expected to find him…


Locked away in our spare bedroom is a very special bondage
toy that we only partake in on special occasions because it’s simply too big
and bulky to have around the house on a daily basis. It sits in the far corner
of the room and is constructed of hardened steel – not unlike a
traditional jail cell is built – though in this cage one doesn’t even
have the luxury of being able to stand due to its delightful design.


I walked into the room around noon to find the most
submissive gift my dear Fuck could’ve possibly left me. On his hands and
knees inside of his cage, my possession had once again donned his chastity cage
after thoroughly washing himself, on his head he wore a tight, form-fitting
leather hood that featured only breathing holes for his nose, and hanging
proudly from the hasp on the door was the industrial grade brass padlock that
had been bought specifically for locking the bondage cage tight and secure.


It took me another hour to find where he had left the
keys for me, though admittedly at the time I really had no motivation to
actually look for them. I added the two larger keys to the chain around my neck
– one locking his hood in place and the second for the door itself
– and then promptly forgot about him to go about the rest of my day in
ultimate sense of denial while my man knelt obediently, dumb and blind in his
cage.


What Fuck hadn’t anticipated is that he would in fact
be spending the better part of the next week in that same position, to be
released only in half-hour increments at random hours of the day when I felt
like toying with him in his delightfully deprived state. As his anonymity grew
thanks to the faceless appearance of the leather mask, my cruelty seemed to
spike once more – sometimes violently as I addressed his
deficiencies with my cane, sometimes psychologically as I enjoyed some
of my most vocal orgasms at his blinded expense.


He had become precisely what the program had intended for
him – a blank slate upon which I could now enjoy his
submissiveness however I chose.


Through his vast depravity and ultimately denial, he was
reminded unequivocally that a slaveboy is first and foremost the property of
his dominant – to be dealt with at her discretion, both in pleasure and
in pain.


Slaveboys do not talk back.


Slaveboys do not talk at all.


The role of a slaveboy is merely to accept his fate because
as daunting as that may seem in the hands of a cruel and unrelenting bitch like
myself, he needs to remember that there will always be a dozen other
pathetic subs lined up and eager to take his place should he ever falter in his
respect for the role that he has been granted.


Every kiss of his mistress’s boots should be delivered
with the utmost reverence.


Every stroke of the cane received should be taken with
sincere gratitude.


To have your own desires locked away in chastity, to
serve as a plaything for a beautiful goddess is a gift that one must never fail
to appreciate.


Over the course of this month, I think the program did a
fine job of reminding Fuck just where he stands in this female-led
relationship that years ago he all but begged me to entertain.


Of course, that doesn’t mean that he still isn’t going
to need a refresher from time to time!


 











My Sweet Little Chastity Bitch

















Every man should be forced into chastity – as a member
of the fairer sex, I think we need to be making it a requirement for our
men.


Guys seem to do the majority of their thinking with their
dicks, anyways … if anything, chastity would serve to help them better
focus their attention on what’s really important in their lives.


Like girls, and doing everything that we tell them
to because we’d have their dicks locked up in chastity!


* * * * * * * * * *


I first stumbled upon the idea of male chastity late one
night while browsing femdom forums in search of some naughty new tips to have
my way with my submissive boy toy, Jason, and the moment I laid eyes on these
special cages that promised to lock away the very essence of his manhood under
my express lock and key, I just knew that I had to have one for myself…


Jason didn’t put up much resistance about the notion of me
taking his cock under my possession – he’s a good, little subby like
that, though when he came over to my apartment a few weeks later to see it
resting there innocently on my coffee table just waiting to be wrapped around his
pretty cock, I literally watched the chill run down his spine as his brain
began to piece together that maybe my new game wasn’t quite nearly as
innocent as it had originally been presented.


“Take off your clothes, baby,” I cooed with a dark
red smile as I savored his anxiety showing itself as the threat of chastity
loomed in the room.


“How long am I going to have to wear it?” he croaked as he
looked up at me with an innocent desperation, as if I’d somehow just magically change
my mind after dropping $200 on this new toy of mine.


“As long as I want you to…” I chirped back with a
sweetness that playfully hinted I hadn’t really given his release from the
device any much thought whatsoever.


Producing a pair of silver handcuffs that I had concealed
nearby in my purse, I took Jason’s hands behind him and quietly incapacitated
them before taking a seat on the couch and gesturing for him to move closer,
amused as he wiggled in my direction with his pants and underwear now bunched
around his ankles, the short chain of the cuffs jingling merrily just out of
sight.


Sizing his manhood up like a devious mistress as I retrieved
the new cage from the table, I coyly looked up at him and asked him curiously, “Has
it always been this small???”


I couldn’t help but grin as holding the steel cage next to
his shriveled member filled me with an exciting surge of power, knowing that I
was about to take away from my boy something to which he felt so very dear. 


Remembering that the other dominants who I conversed with
online seemed particularly excited about the humiliation factor coupled
with a man’s chastity, I softly snickered just loud enough for him to hear, “Maybe
it’s all for the best that I just lock this little guy up if he’s all
that you’ve got to offer anyways.”


“It’s not like any girl ever looks forward to getting
fucked by the guy with the two-inch penis!”


I could feel him shiver beneath my hands as I laughed while
I first locked the steel ring behind his well-flaccid cock and balls, then
easily was able to slide the rest of the cage over his cock head until they
were effectively one prison holding him tight.


“Now for the best part!!!” I giggled as I
twirled the small padlock between my fingers that had been sent to match the
steel chastity cage, the special keys to which had already been relocated
safely to one of the pouches in the bottom of my purse. With a steadfast
nervousness, he stared ahead at the wall behind me as I leaned forward and
clicked the resounding lock into place, making sure to jiggle both it and the cage
quite firmly to ensure for both of our sake’s that it most definitely
would not be coming free without the keys that were in my possession and my
possession alone.


Sitting back on the couch approvingly, Jason’s eyes finally
wandered back down to mine just in time to witness firsthand the extraordinarily
pleased grin on his girlfriend’s face as I licked my lips provocatively and
winked back at my newfound captive, taking a considerable time to gloat smugly
before declaring to him with sincere pride, “Oh, that just looks perfect…”


“How does it feel? Is your little pee pee a bit cramped
up in there?”


“I’m sure it’ll get used to it – not like it has a
say in the matter anymore anyways!”


“We should’ve done this so long ago…”


I marveled as I watched my boyfriend seem to descend even
further right before my eyes as if the metal cage his beautiful girlfriend had
just locked around his manhood was soaking the confidence straight from his
body. Now, Jason is by no means a masculine man regardless – he
never played any sports and his ability of changing a tire both starts and ends
with calling AAA for assistance – but still before me I could almost
instantly see a change as his newfound chastity emasculated him all of the
same.


It was delicious to watch as I stared him down,
rocking one of my high heels in front of him provocatively to reinforce who
precisely now ruled his world.


“Go ahead,” I told him as I noticed his eyes now
fixated on my leather heel. “Kiss it.”


“Kiss it and thank me for locking you up where you
belong.”


My smile grew wider as I watched my subby’s face turn an
even whiter shade of pale as he mentally accepted his fate before swallowing
hard and then leaning forward to touch his lips to the black leather heels that
I’d been wearing all day.


I love watching my sub pay tribute to my footwear because I
think it paints such a vivid visual of where we stand in the pecking order, so
to speak, and somehow the metal cage around his dick that my eyes remained
locked on just made the scene all the sexier as my submissive boy toy
before me acknowledged and accepted his place beneath me…


“Thank you for locking me in chastity, Michelle…” he mumbled
weakly as his tongue slowly and carefully perused my leather pump.


“That’s Mistress Michelle to you,” I corrected
him curtly, then snickering as I snidely added, “Hey, I think I stepped in
some gum earlier – why don’t you see if you can clean that off for me
while you’re down there!”


His hands cuffed behind him and his cock incapacitated as he
dutifully kissed his mistress’s shoes, Jason was nearly the perfect picture of
the submissive man … all he needed was a collar around his neck and maybe a
leash leading back to my hand.


Every so often his eyes would cautiously dart up to mine and
catch me beaming back down at his new role with an entitled grin before
bashfully returning to cleaning my shoes in pretty much the most degrading way
possible.


I thought about snapping a couple of pictures with my phone
to share online with the other chastity mistresses who I had conspired with
during my research, but ultimately decided to just sit back and enjoy the view,
and save his exhibitionism for even naughtier times.


After a solid fifteen minutes had passed of chastised,
lips-on-heel worship, I finally dismissed him with a haughty wave of my hand
and his next order which I expected to be delivered with a similar dedication…


“Finish taking your clothes off, then go put your padded
cuffs on and make me something to eat.”


“And bring me a ball gag that I can shove in your mouth
while you’re at it – I don’t want to have to listen to you whining
about your new cage all afternoon!”


* * * * * * * * * *


Jason’s body looked like the salacious prize of the dominant
woman as he lay spread out and strapped down thoroughly to my bed, wearing only
his same hardened steel cock cage from earlier along with the ankle and wrist
cuffs that now served as more than pretty ornamentation as they held him fast
and entirely helpless with a thin, leather strap disappearing off each corner
of the bed, making his release all but impossible without the unlikely help
from another…


Oh yes, and he was still wearing his ball gag, too,
because there’s simply something ravishing about teasing the fuck out of a
man in chastity and hearing his muffled cries hampered by the gag that you
put there yourself for his further subdual.


I planned on eliciting LOTS AND LOTS of muffled cries
with what was about to happen next!


Climbing up onto the bed myself and straddling my man with
my clothes still in tact, I already imagined his dick growing hard inside of
its cage with the simple touch of my body. As I straddled his body and
delicately ran my red fingernails along the gag strap between his lips, his own
nervousness confirmed that he could read the lust in my eyes as something that was
soon going to be decadent for me as well as incredibly frustrating for
him on the bottom…


Catching him off guard in the most blissfully dominant of
ways, my first reaction was to giggle uncontrollably when I settled down
on top of him and felt the steel cage pressing into my clit already through my
dress for the first time.


His innocence seemed to sink underneath me even further as I
looked him in the eyes and chirped at him playfully, “Oh, that’s just the
cage, isn’t it? It feels so nice and hard between my legs – I
should’ve known better than to think that it was really you…”


“What’s funny…” I grunted as I began to experiment
and shift my hips around his bound and helpless body, “is that when it’s in
… just … the … right … spot, it actually feels pretty good!”


I purred as I sat up and rolled my hips against him,
enjoying the newfound pressure that the steel put on my naughty bits, knowing
that whatever pleasures he happened to gain from the sensations would
ultimately be cut-off before the explosive climax to which I’m proud to boast
that my man has grown rather accustomed to over the years!


Of course, he probably never expected that one day our
sex life would evolve to the point where he would find himself having his
own orgasms used against him…


Most girls will profess that they’ve yet to meet a man who
won’t do just about anything when there’s an orgasm on the line for it,
so I can only imagine his juicy predicament with my pussy so close to home base
– and quite eager for sex, I might add! – and yet unable to
do anything as I quickly learned the entirely new joy of teasing a
helpless man in chastity until he’s truly testing the strength of his bonds to
wrap his arms around me and pull me down frantically onto his cock like no
other!


Not to worry, though, for I bought those high quality, heavy
duty leather restraints for him for a reason…


Grinding my clit back and forth against his cage after
lifting up my dress to leave only a thin layer of underwear between his steel
and my flesh, I excitedly drifted off into my own little fantasy world … one
where his pleasure was of no consequence as his helplessness simply
served as a platform for my own amusement as I enjoyed the unique titillation
of getting off on another person’s chastity.


“I’ll bet you wish that you were inside me right now,”
I growled as I latched onto his eyes once more, “but to tell you the
truth, I think I might like it better this way!”


I imagined his dick thick and swollen underneath the cage,
but didn’t want to give him the satisfaction of even seeing me glance down as I
instead licked my bright red lips and continued humping my boyfriend, having
nearly found the perfect sensual sweet spot that felt like something I
could rub myself against all night long.


Grabbing ahold of both of his nipples at once, I took them
each between my blood red nails that matched my lips as I snarled, “How’s it
feel to just be somebody else’s fuck toy???”


“My obedient, submissive boy toy…”


“My sweet, little chastity bitch!”


Jason groaned into his gag as I twisted harder on his
nipples, using them nearly as reins as I leaned over and ground myself harder
against him, my tits bobbing only inches from his face and encouraging a bit
more struggling against his bonds that I soon found to just turn me on even
more as he served to further emphasize his own sweet helplessness.


“I’d take them out to give you something to suck on,” I
taunted him about my tits, which are probably my favorite body part of his to
play with during sex, “but with your mouth stuffed like that, I guess you’re
not much use to me in that regard, either!”


“You know,” I added as I locked eyes seductively with
his without missing a beat.


“If I can still manage to cum while you’re wearing
that thing, it really doesn’t make much of an argument for why I should
bother unlocking you from it once I’m done…”


Reaching down between my legs and pulling my panties to the
side, a newfound smile sprang across my face as I felt the wonders of steel
on clit for the first time and I think it was in that same moment that I’m
sure Jason knew that the prophecy that I had just threatened his future
with was about to become very, very true.


Finding a quick, new favorite as the shaft of his cage
teased my outer lips while his lock – ironically – sat
squarely on my clit in the very best way, I closed my eyes the way that I do
when I’m masturbating alone and began a much more slow and rhythmic seduction
between my hips and his cage, leaving his own nipples behind to instead play
with my pierced beauties as I pulled the twins free of my dress and began
rubbing them in the same circular motion that made my entire body begin to hum…


Despite having a living, breathing person laying directly
beneath me, it was like my boyfriend wasn’t there at all – at least
not in any sexual capacity – and instead I was left free to savor the
ecstasy of his tease as it slowly and deliberately drove me closer and closer
to the edge while it did god knows what to him underneath that cruel lock of
steel.


Jason’s pleasure was the furthest thing from my mind, yet I
knew that his lack of pleasure tasted delicious as I gave him an
up close and personal show that on any other occasion would’ve made him blow
his load on the spot! To give a man the most erotic of horizontal lap
dances, but likewise ensuring his ultimate fidelity while hogging all of the
true pleasure for myself…


I could feel his eyes locked onto me as my body began to
shake because they really had nowhere else to go, his cock nearly feeling
every ache from my pussy yet just out of reach to give me what I really
needed.


Or did I???


As wave after wave of orgasmic delight swept over me while I
came again and again over the very padlock that kept my boy painfully chaste,
it was then that my ears began to pick up the faintest of groans from
the man between my legs, and it was then that I felt an entirely new kind
of orgasm that even as a dominant I’d never felt before.


When I looked down and once again met eyes with my
boyfriend, I could tell in an instant that his protests were likely because his
new cage was chaffing no thanks to yours truly … and yet instead of
milking out an ounce of sympathy for the pain that I was causing him, somehow
it did the exact opposite and every cry that seeped from beneath his
ball gag only made me want to push him even more…


“Does my sweet, little orgasm hurt you, chastity
bitch?!”


“Do you want me to stop fucking your cage so that
the pain will go away???”


I grinned sadistically as a new ray of fire set within my
eyes.


“I don’t want to stop, baby, and I’m not going to
stop.”


“This feels way too fucking good for you to
deprive me of it after so long!”


“Besides, I think I kind of like you in chastity.”


“You belong there, just like I belong on
top holding your key! And this is only the beginning of what you’re
going to find me doing to you now that I have you right where I want you!!!”


“You wanted submission – welcome home, chastity
bitch!”


As Jason cried into his gag in terrible pain, one last
orgasm finally ripped through my body like a tidal wave that left me crashing
over next to him on the bed where I then curled up around my boyfriend’s bound
body to catch my breath for the next fifteen minutes without saying a single
word…


* * * * * * * * * *


“That was fun, baby,” I leaned over and lovingly kissed
Jason on the cheek after my bliss had thoroughly subsided and I felt myself
finally coming back down to Earth.


Running my red nails across his chest gently, still
eliciting a small gasp as I raked over each tender nipple, I added with a
playful grin, “I hope you weren’t expecting for me to untie you just
yet…”


Reaching over and unbuckling the ball gag from behind his
head, I lifted a single finger to his lips along with a stern look demanding
his continued silence before popping the rubber ball from his mouth and tossing
the gag off to the side. He watching me with submissive wonder as I then got up
from the bed – still clothed for the most part, mind you – and
quickly rectified the situation by pulling my dress up over my head and then
dropping my panties to the floor, leaving only my high heels, a pair of fishnet
stockings, and a bubbly smile as I climbed back on top of my man once more.


But this time my ride was to be a bit
different, as Jason quickly noticed as instead of mounting up in the
traditional sense, he suddenly found himself faced with my sweet pussy as
I climbed aboard and took my seat on his face like a throne, settling
in to give him the best view in the house before I learned forward and
got comfortable myself to get a better look at all of the damage that my
previous ride had truly caused to his poor, defenseless cock…


“I want you to taste how wet your chastity makes me…” as
I nuzzled his nose against my pussy while I poked and giggled at the steel cage
around his manhood.


Maybe I’m just getting a little cruel in my old age, but
it didn’t really look that bad compared to all of the whining that
he put me through during my perfectly splendid smorgasbord of orgasms!


Resting my weight down on his face to remind him that he
was still on the clock, a moment later I felt his wonderful lapping at my
pussy as my thighs hugged his face, surrounding him with my sex as I continued
to delight in denying this man in a way that every woman should have the
pleasure of trying at least once in her life.


Every once in a while when I would hear him begin to thrash
a bit for air, I’d give him a momentary break before settling down once
again as I straddled my lover’s head and poked fun at his caged cock all at the
same time…


“I think I actually could’ve gone a size smaller with
this thing … you look so cute all locked up in your whittle cage, baby!”


“I oughta take a few pictures and show some of my
girlfriends – you just know that they’d get a hoot out of what
I’ve got you all wrapped up in this time!”


Leaning in to tickle the side of the steel cage with the tip
of my tongue, I found that if I was quite careful I could slip in
between the bars and rub against his skin, and it quickly became no secret that
he’d been leaking pre-cum like no tomorrow – a proud sign of an
effective chastity tease, or so I’d read!


Slapping his caged member and pulling on his swollen balls,
I amused myself for a while just batting him back and forth and enjoying the
sensation of my boyfriend groaning into my pussy in between his otherwise
obedient licks. After all that I had been through teasing his cage head-on, it
was going to take a bit more than just his skilled tongue to get me
there for round two, but luckily I still had at least a trick or two left up my
sleeve…


Reluctantly leaving his side – and his face –
once more after giving him a considerable bout between my legs to
provide me pleasure in exchange for air, I could feel him watching me as I
disappeared into my closet and poked around in my play chest for a few minutes
before producing the last toy for the day’s session – a very special one
that he’s told me in confidence that he absolutely loves to hate!


…and it’s probably because of that distinct
displeasure that I can do nothing less than gloat as I saunter back towards
the bed in my high heels, waving it precariously in front of me as if I was a
model on a game show unveiling the grand prize!


A dildo.


Or rather, a pair of dildos – special in
that these dildos are connected to each other with a very unique gag strap
in the middle, making it particularly convenient for one person to
find themselves choking on a rubber cock while the other person rides
her way to pleasure at the gagged person’s due expense!


…I’ll leave you to guess who’s who in our particular
arrangement…


The dildo gag is thick and longer than usual because the
other dildo is the same to my liking, not to mention I just think it’s
hilarious to imagine a man on the bottom sucking feverishly on a huge,
black cock while I myself am getting impaled on one of an equal size or even
bigger!


Jason sighed as I gestured towards his lips with the
slightly smaller cock, blushing as he opened his mouth as I had commanded him
to do several times before and then reluctantly wrapping his lips around the
impending dildo as I forced it less than lovingly down his throat before
tightly buckling the gag strap behind his neck.


“Now that’s the kind of cock that can really get a
girl excited! Not this, but that…” I laughed as I pointed
tauntingly first at his sorely caged member and then more excitedly at the
towering dildo that sprang forth invitingly from the leather strap that held
the special gag uniquely in place for the inevitable that was about to happen
next…


“Now THIS is what A REAL COCK feels like!” I
moaned triumphantly as I then climbed back up onto the bed and lowered my
thoroughly wet pussy over the thick, black dildo, purring happily as it
stretched me like I knew the other cock in chastity was never quite capable of
doing, until I finally felt the tip of his nose touch my asshole to signal that
the cock was indeed as deep as it was possibly going to get.


And now it was time for the real fun to begin!


Jason knows better than to resist while I’m riding his face
because if anything, it honestly just makes me want to ride even longer, although
in the state I was in by that point it wasn’t going to take much at all to push
me back over the edge one last time … especially considering the girth
of my favorite dildo that now sat lovingly on my boyfriend’s face as I bounced
up and down with only his shiny, new cage to motivate me to push him
even harder…


As the thick dildo invaded my pussy almost in an insulting
manner as Jason watched my ass bob up and down on his face with reckless
abandon, I beamed with pride as I celebrated the thought that every stroke,
every fling of my juices that landed on his nose and cheeks could only
serve to frustrate him even further as the cage held fast and made any
chance of full arousal seemingly impossible.


With one last cry out as I slammed my pussy home without an
ounce of regard for the other end of the dildo gag that was likewise fucking
my submissive’s throat with every glorious thrust, I finally collapsed in a
heap over him with the dildo motionless but still stretching me wide while I
lay across his body, his caged cock still bobbing pathetically an inch or two
away from my face in a way that could only make me laugh…


Utterly exhausted from the wonderful myriad of orgasms and
delighted by how well my new toy had delivered precisely as everyone had
directed, I glanced back in my subby’s direction – the dildo gag still
separating us both – and asked him playfully with a chuckle in my
voice, “So what do you think of your new chastity belt, bitch?”


“Cause *I* LOVE IT!!!”
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“Remember, Eric complained that you
didn’t lace me tight enough last time…” I tell hubby over my shoulder as he
stands behind me, alternatively pulling the long laces of the white leather
bridal corset as it slowly and sensuously closes in around my naked figure.


David replies with a simple “Ok” as he focuses on his task
at hand while I admire my body alluringly transforming into that of a princess
bride just as we do at this time every year…


“Mmmmmmm – that feels good…” I purr softly as I
feel my pierced nipples hardening against the taut leather, quietly fantasizing
to myself how they will be teased and prodded relentlessly by my lover only a
short while after my husband finishes with his work and leaves me alone to my
delicious fate.


Turning to view his lacing behind me in the full-length
mirror after I feel him tie them off in the middle of my back, I can’t help but
smile demurely as I admire the 36 silver eyelets perfectly inline and cinched
fully closed in a manner that I know will make my lover very much pleased,
indeed.


After floating for a few moments longer in the bright lights
overhead as I enjoy the new curves that the tight-laced corset have added to my
already voluptuous figure while even more delightfully my husband stands off to
the side in tantalizing agony as he often is, I finally smile at him and nod, “This
will do – now collect the rest of my accessories while I attend to
my makeup…” before turning my attention towards the vanity that sits in the
corner of our bedroom to color my face the smoky and alluring colors that such
attire demands while my husband runs around attending to his own instructions
with the utmost of haste…


With the jingle of the rings on my bondage cuffs bringing
music to my ears as I hear David carefully laying them out for me at the foot
of our four-poster bed before also gathering a fresh pair of snow white
stockings and the classic pair of strappy, white stiletto heels that he’s
become so intimately familiar with, I can feel the excitement tingling within
me as the clock ticks closer to the time when my true prince will come to take
me away in fuck for a single night like my married husband can never quite
manage.


A sinister grin back in the mirror before me confirms
that my fluttering eyes and my kissable lips are damn near perfect, and we’re now
almost ready for this special anniversary to begin…


It’s no secret that he feels all the more submissive to me
as I tower over him, watching him make the final preparations to my lingerie as
he keeps his head bowed, unable to dare make eye contact. Gliding each of the
soft, white stockings up my freshly shaven legs always makes his prick hard
within his jeans, knowing quite well of his place in the naughty, bedroom games
that are all too soon yet to come.


Carefully attaching each of the garters that hang from my
leather corset to hold the sexy stockings in place, watching from the sidelines
you could cut the sexual tension like butter as his lips linger mere inches
away from my sex that he’s helping me prepare to be utterly defiled. The white
leather thong that matches my corset comes next, with his eyes locked on my
meticulously groomed pussy that was highlighted at the request of someone else
by a shiny, silver bar through the middle of my clit to make sexual contact of
any kind all the more exciting…


…though it’s hard to deny that the kind of sex that we
enjoy like this is already unbelievably, life-alteringly exciting…


Delicately over the garters, my panties are raised –
daintily covering my sex as if it were a gift to be unwrapped by someone
exceedingly special – to be followed by unexpectedly one of our most
intimate items of all … my pearl white stilettos, with straps that weave
around my feet in the most elegantly erotic of manners…


…the very same stilettos that I wore on our wedding day,
which he knelt down and worshipped on our wedding night when I declared
to him unequivocally that I intended to sleep with other men throughout
the duration of our marriage, until death do us part…


As David reverently braids the sweet, leather straps around
each of my perfectly pedicured feet, his trance undoubtedly grows a bit deeper
as the buckles around each of my ankles foreshadow the heavier leather buckles
soon to be locked around each of my limbs to secure my bondage for the man who
takes his place with regards to satisfying my sexual pleasure. His nimble
fingers as nervous as they always are at this point in our annual festivities,
it’s the sweet surrender that is still yet to come that really gets my own
juices flowing.


Rising to retrieve the last of my sexy accessories is when
he takes in my seductive image that has only grown even more intoxicating over
the years, for before him now stands his decadent bride dressed for sex on her
anniversary night, but instead for a very special kind of sex in which
he leaves me alone and helpless while my pussy finds itself all but ravaged
with the best sex I’ll have for another year in our otherwise perfectly
wonderful marriage.


My leather shoes and corset the very same that I wore on
that day I walked down the aisle, white in innocence as my fiancé had assumed
me to be and very much symbolic of the incredible power that a bride holds over
her partner in perpetuity, even if her desires include spending the one night
dedicated to their love instead spent passionately and adulterously in the arms
of another…


My long, golden hair tied up atop my head around the
sparkling tiara that was also bought special for my wedding day, I feel very
much the part of the queen – wicked, as she may be – as I
stand looking down at my hubby while he timidly crawls on his knees over to the
bed to retrieve the ankle cuffs gifted to me by my first lover on the night
that I had been wed, who had not so coincidentally happened to be my husband’s
best man, Eric.


Truth be told, I selected Eric myself after secretly having
a harmless crush on him since the day that the two of us had been introduced.
He’s rugged and muscular, unlike my David, and he had seemed like the kind of
guy who would enjoy tying a woman up and ravaging her sexually, so when
David officially proposed to me but long before he ever knew of my ulterior
motives, I had pulled his friend aside and inquired if he would be interested
in playing a rather special role in our wedding nuptials at the end of
the traditional evening…


The cuffs were lovely and elegant in white with ornate
flowers to match my wedding colors, but they were also highly functional and
Eric assured me that once they were buckled around my wrists and ankles for any
man in the future, their removal until I had been thoroughly fucked would
be all but impossible.


Only two sets of keys exist for them – one with
Eric, for safekeeping, and another to be passed along to whomever is selected
as my lover for a particular year.


As David begins to wrap the thick and cool leather around my
ankle just above my high heel, I close my eyes and already feel myself slipping
away into the fantasies that have fueled my lust for the previous twelve
months. Jingling chains, struggling moans, transcending slowly into cries of
passion as my wedding panties are pushed to the side to make way for the cock
that I’ve been longing for all year…


After feeling the buckle snugly wrapping around my first
ankle, I allow myself to drift a bit further as he continues once more with the
second, lingering near my feet for a few moments as he always does to take in
the sheer gravity of our entire arrangement.


It’s not that he didn’t have any say in it when I dropped
the bomb on him that fateful night, but simply that I knew deep inside there
was a part of him who just wouldn’t be able to say no. It was something that
took many years for me to unearth from him while we dated, but there are some
guys in this world who occasionally need their wives to be fucked by
other men … an inferiority complex of sorts that can only be quenched in the
most raw and uncensored manner of speaking.


In a way, my anniversary fucking is a gift for him…


…though it’s certainly something that I have every
intention of enjoying myself, too!


Once my ankles both wear the heavy leather cuffs of bondage,
it’s only fitting that my wrists are granted a similar fate, and thus my hubby
finds himself crawling over to our marital bed once more to retrieve the
matching wrist cuffs that Eric had paired oh so perfectly with his glorious
ankle cuffs. It’s hard to feel much the prisoner when you’re looking down at
the person whose preparing you for bondage and it’s all I can do but to
continue smiling snidely as David takes my outstretched hand – my
glittering wedding band catching the light just perfectly – and then
carefully wraps the same leather bands around first my left wrist, then my
right so that all four of my limbs jingle softly with my every last move.


Glancing back towards the bed, knowing that in only moments
I’ll be sprawled out and stretched invitingly across it for my latest in a long
line of lovers sends a chill down my spine and I find myself giddy with
anticipation for the last steps yet to come.


My next piece of bondage gear to come is one that most other
girls would find awkward and humiliating, but instead I’ve actually taken a
rather liking to it as I’ve found that it really helps me get into the mood
of feeling slutty for all that I’m about to experience. Purchased
customized just for me about four years ago by another lover, my leather gag
harness is really probably more humiliating for hubby than for me as
he’s required to buckle the loops and straps around his wife’s head to present
her in an incredibly provocative and submissive way…


…and I know that it really made Richard hard first getting
to see me all decked out in it for him, too!


Dancing playfully in my place as I watch him lower the white
straps to match around my head, carefully bringing them down to cradle my face
before cinching them tight, David doesn’t say a word as he prepares to take
away my last with the mammoth black on white dildo gag fit to slip between my
awaiting lips. I can tell that he just aches as I eagerly welcome my widened
lips to the toy before snapping it into place around the outside of the
harness…


And there I finally am – his bound, slutty wife,
just as I stood before him on our wedding night nine years ago, ready to give
myself over to lust in his humiliation once more time again.


I know that he can see me grinning broadly from behind my
new gag as he guides me over to our bed and helps me into position with my arms
spread high above my head and my legs making me fully available. The luxurious,
red satin sheets that are bought brand new and used only once for this event
each year feel magnificent against the lovely goose bumps that have gathered on
my skin.


As he reaches down to the foot of the bed, I can hear the
jeweled chains jingle as they’re drawn up from each corner and looped through
the D-rings on my cuffs before finally being snapped into place. I lay
motionless in my white lingerie as the tension gently pulls on first my legs,
and then a few moments later my arms as well, until he disappears out of my
line of sight for the finishing touch that completes my helpless predicament
for the evening.


I see my hubby return with the small, velvet bag that
contains the tiny padlocks that will soon adorn every last one of my bonds
– the keys to which neither of us have possession.


I watch as he pours them out into his cupped hands and
stares at the pile of small silver padlocks before returning to work and
looping the first around the hasp that holds my left ankle cuff in place,
clicking the padlock shut without giving it a second thought.


Methodically proceeding to do the same with my remaining
cuffs to ensure that they can’t be removed without the intervention of another,
he then turns his attention to the shiny chains that he’s used to bind his
bride for another man…


Taking the first looped chain between his fingers, I feel
him cinch the links a notch further before securing it as well with another of
the tiny locks.


I enjoy the tightness in my leg and I hope that he does
the same with the rest of my body.


Next comes the other ankle chain which he tightens until my
legs are pulled provocatively open, followed by my wrists high above my head
until I’m thoroughly helpless in leather and steel, with all that’s left but to
await my fate.


Lastly David leans in and slips the final three padlocks
around key straps on my gag harness for effect, not that I could even reach
them to free myself at this point anyways. 


Still, the dildo gag now being locked between my lips has a
rather slutty effect on me and it gives me a chance to practice for later that
night when my captor will remove it for his own devices…


At last my anniversary bondage is complete and as my husband
knows all too well, the time has come for him to bid me ado before my real
lover arrives to take his place. I close my eyes and dreamily begin to savor my
position as he pays his final respects – first by kissing the bottoms of
each of my white high heels just as he did that fateful wedding night, and then
leaning over my body to bring his lips gently to the leather thong that adorns
my crotch, and finally the fat dildo gag that deliciously fills his wife’s eager
lips.


By the time that he walks out of our married bedroom to
leave me behind and vulnerable, his senses are already overwhelmed by the juicy
aroma building in my pussy colluding with the sweet perfume that I’ve worn only
one day a year since that day we were wed.


Beautiful is but one word that he could use to describe me
in this very moment, though slut is probably the more apt term.


As I listen to hear him walking away from our bedroom until
finally the front door as well closes, I wonder what it must be like for him to
bind up his bride so seductively only to leave her open and exposed for the
carnal pleasures of another man.


The fantasies of our anniversaries past brew devilishly in
my head for the next hour while I occasionally test my bonds in vain until
finally I can hear a key in the lock from all the way across the house and this
time I know that it isn’t my David standing on the other side of that
door…


* * * * * * * * * *


It’s no secret among married women that the ultimate
conquest of the alpha male is found in taking another man’s bride – it’s
for this reason that cuckolding is such a powerful aphrodisiac for so many
lesser men.


To put oneself openly out there to indulge in the desires
of another above your own spouse alone is a truly wicked proposal for most
women, but to further insist that her partner himself be the one to prepare her
for such betrayal is nothing short of divinely domineering.


The other 364 days of the year, my heart and soul may
belong to my husband, but for one lust-filled night on the day reserved to
honor our love, my bridal innocence is taken over and over by men who put him
to shame.


The rules during our annual arrangement are simple
– I’m to be bound before they arrive and after they leave, and in between
they’re free to do whatever they like with me. As the wife of a submissive man
lays bound for their enjoyment, no sexual act is too depraving, no position or
orifice is off limits. All is fair in love and cuckolding.


A part of me wishes that my hubby could be present to
watch these strange men defiling his woman for himself, yet another prefers
this special time that a bride spends with her bulls in intimate helplessness
with only the memory for me to later entice him through another year of our
marriage together…


* * * * * * * * * *


My body is desperate to be touched when I finally hear the
bedroom doorknob turning and crane my neck as best I can in my predicament to
see the outline of a tall, black man standing in the shadow of the doorway
while he takes his first glimpse at what I have laid out for him, no doubt in
great curiosity.


For the first time in nine years, I don’t even know this
one’s name as he slowly walks towards me and immediately begins unbuttoning his
shirt to reveal an impressive body that I nervously anticipate feeling pressed
hard up against mine. My eyes fixed on his as he studies my bound body while he
tosses his shirt over a nearby chair and then reaches to unbuckle his belt in
the same manner, I can’t help but wonder as I suck on the gag between my lips
just how Eric suggested this all to presumably his friend who was only moments
away from taking complete advantage of my predicament…


“My buddy’s wife cheats on him every year for their
anniversary – want to have a go at her?”


“She’s a real slut. He’ll even tie her up for you before
he leaves you alone for the night – she’ll be completely helpless, and
she loves it!”


“No, you don’t have to talk to her if you don’t want to …
her pussy’s just as sweet whether she’s gagged or not…”


My nipples are rock hard underneath their strict, leather
prison inside of the corset as the stranger wastes no time pulling his boxers
down to show off one of the largest, fattest cocks I’ve ever seen. I fancy the
thing must be triple the size of my husband’s cock, and I can’t even imagine
how much thicker as the man steps closer to the bed and smirks as he considers
my predicament.


I put up a pointless struggle, as if to show the man just
how utterly helpless my bondage has left me, though he seems to do his own
evaluation as he reaches out and runs his hand down the inside of my thigh,
eventually coming to the white, leather cuff that David had locked around my
ankle – a quick tug on the chain seems to reassure him that I won’t be
going anywhere…


He climbs up onto the bed without saying a word and the next
thing I know, I’m feeling his weight on top of me as he looks into my eyes with
a sinister glare telling me that there’s not a shred of doubt who’s in control
in this room. My heart nearly beats out of my chest as he runs a hand up the
side of my body, his touch transmitting through the leather corset as if to
tell me that my master has finally come home.


Without warning, his hand reaches my pussy overtop my
leather thong and I immediately close my eyes, tipping my head back as I moan
for his delightful touch. His hands are rough, but exactly what I need tonight
as I fall headfirst into my role as the submissive slut bride whose only need
is to get absolutely and utterly fucked, and at that point I have little doubt
that his massive cock is going to take me places that I won’t even be able to
describe to my cucky hubby the next day when my lover is gone and he’s left to
clean up the stranger’s remains…


Groping my crotch hard, he immediately sticks two of his
thick fingers inside of me and confirms that I couldn’t be more ready for his
cock. I groan into my gag as he flexes them several times before pulling them
back out and licking them, before reaching down to untie the strings that are
holding my dainty, leather panties in place over my desperate sex.


Flinging them to the side, my lover swings his legs between
mine and begins rubbing his immaculate cock head against my wet pussy lips,
leading me to bow my legs as best as I can in the heavy chains as I moan into
the gag, begging him to take me on the night of my anniversary.


One push.


Two pushes.


Three pushes … and suddenly he’s inside of me, and my
pussy feels like it’s on fire as it stretches around the massive cock, and
then he starts to fuck me.


My eyes drift into my assailant’s lust once again as he
comes into view overtop me while he slowly and deliberately begins to thrust
his cock into me, as if to make sure that my white, married pussy feels every
vein that his huge, black cock has to offer as I groan in pleasure with every
inch. I can feel myself getting wetter by the second as my pussy strains to
lubricate its invader as he reminds me in just a few thrusts what I’ve been
missing from my sex life since my last anniversary fuck a long and arduous year
prior.


His powerful hands grasping at my leather-clad torso as he
sensuously feels me with what feels like it’s got to be at least nine inches of
pure meat, it’s all that I can do simply to hold onto the chains that pin my
wrist cuffs to the corners of the bed as his thrusting gradually begins to gain
momentum, my moans from around the dildo gag forced between my lips filling the
room with my ecstasy as my body shakes with every long thrust…


As the stranger stares back into my eyes while his body
unnecessarily pins mine even more restrictively in place, I feel a chill down
my spine that ultimately fills my entire body as I can tell that he fully
appreciates the gravity of the situation as he authoritatively fucks this
married bride in her pathetic husband’s absence. My body feels weak beneath his
impending lust as I give in to his cock and begin to truly savor the
unadulterated fucking that my body is going through whether I want it to at
this point or not.


Throbbing as he glides in and out of my wet canal
effortlessly as I begin to shake uncontrollably with pleasure as my senses find
themselves overloaded by the breadth of everything around me, it’s then when
see him smirk as he catches the look on my face and then grabs both of my tits
simultaneously as his hips start to buck against mine even harder.


Longing to feel his tongue between my lips as he pulls
savagely at my chest while his cock slams into me, I find myself sucking
religiously on the thick gag in my mouth – almost as if in hopes of
impressing him so that maybe eventually he’ll remove the gag and allow me to
work on his magnificent cock directly with my lips…


…but for now I’m merely a hole for him to fuck as my bondage
holds me steadfast in place, a captive both to the man who holds the keys to my
restraint as well as to his cock and even my own body as it finally betrays me
and starts to spasm uncontrollably when the thick cock between my legs
ultimately shoves me over the edge towards orgasm.


Embracing my role of the slutty wife with passion as I cum
over the black cock that continues to ravage my pussy with no signs of slowing
down despite my seemingly desperate, gagged cries, the entire bed starts to
shake in a way that it never does with David as my cunt is claimed by the man
straddling my body in all of his glory. My body is his toy, and in the heat of
the moment I’m completely fine with that as his cock stretches to accommodate
his massive girth while my clit ring sings from the pressure underneath it all.


I feel like I’m nearly going to blackout until through my
own hazy eyes I see a different look in his own and a moment later I feel my
insides getting pumped full of cum as he shoots his load into my married cunt
like it was his own, the sensation of being filled with his spunk sending me
one last time over the edge as I scream into my gag until finally we’re both
silent and ultimately motionless…


Breathing as best I can in the ultra-tight corset as the
stranger hovers over me before gently pulling his length out of my delightfully
abused pussy, I shiver as I wonder what he has in store for me next before
watching him stand up and walk over to his pants, a familiar jingle in his
hands as he returns to my bedside and extends the keys in his hands to the
first of the several locks holding my gag harness fully in place.


After unlocking the first padlock but before continuing, he
pauses and looks me in the eye to say, “Not a word…” Then removing the
remaining padlocks and carefully sliding the impending dildo gag out of my
mouth, my jaw only enjoys a precious few seconds of relief before he’s once
again straddling me – this time from the opposite direction – and
giving me that unique opportunity that I had desperately craved earlier to
properly worship his amazing cock as he shoves it down my throat before leaning
forward and taking my clit piercing between his lips, tossing us into a
dangerous back and forth as we each devoted our entire being to assaulting the
genitals before us, with him added not only by his own weight of being on top
as well as the restraints around my wrists and ankles that still held me firmly
against the crimson sheets below.


Feeling as if I could choke on his cock at any moment as he
proceeds to fuck my face while also delightfully teasing my clit and bringing
my body to pleasure several more times, it isn’t until I’m nearly spent that he
releases me from my back and exercises his authority to claim me in any other
way that he pleases, from bending me over and taking my ass from behind to
putting me on my knees with my wrists now locked behind my back in a submissive
position that I know would make my David instantly hard if he ever had the
chance to witness it there in the room firsthand.


Our lovemaking goes on for hours and hours as he treats me
like the true slut that we both know that I am, with his cum satiating all
three of my holes as he takes full advantage of the opportunity to fuck a horny
wife like she all too desperately has been waiting for the rest of the year
until I’m barely able to stand in my high heels as he kisses me viciously and claws
at my body unapologetically. When I find myself being fitted with the gag once
more, that’s when I know that our time together is quickly coming to a close
until finally he throws me down hard onto the bed on my knees and comes behind
me one last time to fuck my ass in a way that is both excruciating and
unbelievable at the same time with his tremendous cock…


Whimpering softly from my sore insides as I feel him
reconnecting the chains to my wrists and ankles to spread me out just as he had
found me before – save for being on my belly this time - I can already
feel his thick cum slowly dripping out of my ass as I lay face down on the bed,
ruined for another year as he says not a word while putting back on his pants
and shirt.


Weakly glancing back in his general direction, I hear him
chuckling to himself about just how much of a slut I really am as he takes one
last look at the state he’s leaving me in – helplessly bound and
hopelessly fucked – before finally tossing the key ring that he’d
been given by Eric to land in the center of my ass and back and then walking
out the bedroom door, closing it behind him without ever even telling me his
name.


My ears listen gently as he trails back through the
otherwise empty house, eventually closing the front door as well and then
driving off into the night, leaving the slutty wife whom he’s just fucked tied
and full of cum for her husband to find whenever he returns himself…


Settling my head back down into the soft mattress in
front of me, I think I can still taste a hint of his cum on the dildo that’s
been returned to my lips, and I begin to fantasize about slowly working his
cock again inside of my luscious lips as I drift off to sleep, exhaustingly knowing
that David won’t be back again to reclaim what’s left of his slut wife and
clean the cum out of her until the next morning.


I love celebrating our anniversary.


 











Spanked Into Submission

















“How many do you think you deserve tonight?” I asked my
boyfriend Patrick as I finished putting my hair up in the other room while he
leaned naked over the foot of the bed.


“Twelve … maybe?” I heard him mumble after a few
moments of hesitation.


I laughed out loud.


“Try thirty,” I told him curtly as I walked
into our bedroom, stepping past his nude presentation to retrieve my favorite
black leather paddle from its place on the wall before returning to his side to
deliver his daily punishment for continuing to serve as my boyfriend.


As I soothingly rubbed his bare ass with the backside of the
firm paddle, I asked Patrick calmly, “Would you like to tell me why you’re
receiving these tonight?”


“You know that it’s another five if I have to tell
you…”


I could hear his heartbeat echoing through the room as he
quivered before me until he finally squealed out, “I didn’t have all of my
chores done when you got home from work today.”


“That’s correct!” I confirmed just before
pulling back and landing the hard, leather paddle against his bare flesh with a
resounding smack that never ceases to bring a smile to my face.


“Your chores are not that complicated,” I scolded him as I
continued to deliver slap after slap to his well-deserving ass. “You’re to do
the dishes, put away my clothes, and tidy up around the apartment – it’s
not. that. hard.”


“Yes, Mistress Jasmine – I apologize for not
finishing my chores…” I heard meekly as the last of his first ten swats were
delivered swiftly.


“What else?” I sneered as I paused to stretch my
spanking arm and to give Patrick a chance to explain himself…


“I was in the bathroom when you got home…” he began to
stutter.


“And where are you supposed to be waiting when the
Lady of the House returns home???”


I began to prime my paddle once more against his ass,
admiring the soft pink color that I had already given it with only ten spanks
as a bit of a silver lining to my boy’s lack of adequate performance.


“…on my knees at the door, to take your things and kiss your
feet, Mistress…”


“Correct!” I told him as I laid into him with
my tool once more, this time eliciting far more enthusiastic grunts and groans
as I increased the force that I put into Patrick’s next ten swats to remind him
that this was a particular issue that displeased his mistress more than many of
his other faults.


“I apologize for…” he began, though I was quick to
interrupt...


“That was only nine, boy,” I grinned nastily
over each syllable. “Do we need to have some practice counting?”


*smack*


His twentieth swat was the hardest of all to emphasize my
discontent, and glancing over to see him wincing his watery eyes in response
confirmed that I had made my point.


“I apologize for not greeting you properly upon your
return home, Mistress Jasmine…”


“I’ll bet you do,” I snickered as I looked down at his
rapidly coloring buttocks, pacing behind him for dramatic effect before posing
my final question.


“And do you know what your last ten are going to
be for, my pet???” I purred hypnotically as I stroked the smooth leather
with my fingertips, almost wishing that he had done even more to warrant an
extended session on that otherwise normal Thursday evening…


Patrick shivered quietly, his legs now beginning to shake
from the spread angle in which he presented his body to me for his punishment.
It was obvious that he was desperate to know the reason for his remaining
spanks, though he also knew from great experience that he dared not guess
incorrectly simply for the sake of answering if he truly wasn’t aware of
the fault that I was to hold him accountable for.


After waiting a few moments longer, I finally divulged my
reasoning…


“When we were watching television together after dinner,” I
explained calmly, “I noticed that you had an erection during the beach
scene with the blonde in her bikini.”


He froze because we both knew that I was right.


“Who’s the woman in your life responsible for your sexual
arousal???” I asked him curtly.


“You are, Mistress Jasmine.”


“And do we not have rules about you resisting the
urge to become aroused by other women???”


“Yes, we do, Mistress Jasmine…”


“You understand that it’s this that disappoints me
the most,” I scolded him once more as I resumed his spankings with an incensed
vigor.


“If you can’t control yourself, then I have no other choice
but to take additional steps to control you myself, do I, slave?”


“No, Mistress – I guess not.”


I enjoyed wailing on him for the next fifteen smacks as I
imagined my boy alone, jerking it to the sexy blonde who starred in the sitcom
that we both enjoyed watching together each week. A small smile grew upon my
face as I pictured her laughing at him as he knelt at her feet just as he often
knelt at my own, which amused me … though not enough to relieve him of the
additional punishments that were to follow for this serious offense in the eyes
of his mistress…


*smack*


*smack*


*smack*


“Now turn around and put your hands behind your head,” I
ordered him unceremoniously after delivering his 35th and final spanking for
the night, but before I was truly and completely finished with him. With his
ass now a bright pink that resembled the shiny lipstick that I had worn to work
that day, I glared as he slowly stood and turned to face me, though his head
hung in a traditional fashion as he dared not to make eye contact with me after
the punishment that I had just delivered to him…


At least he got something right.


Stepping over to the rack where my assortment of spanking
implements hung provocatively to replace my paddle before then rustling around
in my top dresser drawer, a moment later I was standing back in front of my
submissive holding out the steel cock cage that I bought specifically for his
transgressions of such nature and told him bluntly, “Put it on.”


I tapped my foot impatiently as he fought against his
semi-arousal from the spanking he had just received to stuff his dick inside of
the cold, metal chastity device that would ensure he wouldn’t be enjoying any
additional inspired erections without my expression permission. Amused
by how willingly he gave himself up for me, I rolled my eyes as he presented
himself for me to click the tiny padlock shut, the key to which I keep hidden
away someplace where he’ll never find it without me…


“You’ll wear that for a week,” I informed him
bluntly, adding, “and I also think that I’m going to keep you hooded whenever
we watch TV for the next week … just to make sure that those sexy ladies don’t
find their way any further into that little head of yours.”


Staring down at him with a satisfied grin, I motioned for
him to turn around once more to take note of the bright coloring that I had
inflicted upon his ass for his punishments that evening. After running my
fingers up and down his buttocks this time more gently, I whispered into my
Patrick’s ear, “You took your punishments well this evening – if you’d
like to suck my toes while I masturbate myself to sleep, go get your blindfold
and handcuffs, and take your place at the foot of my bed…”


He dared to look back at me as his eyes met with mine in
protest, “But Jasmine … the cuffs make my wrists hurt when I wear them like
that all night!”


Without breaking eye contact, I glared back at him and
smirked in reply, “I know that they do! Maybe a little pain is
what you need to help remember that I’m the one who calls the shots in
your life, not some floozy that you fantasize about on TV!”


His jaw dropped and from there I could tell that he knew
better than to push his luck any further, eventually giving in to defeat as he
walked with his head hung into our closet and returned a few moments later with
the jingling of a pair of handcuffs and his smooth leather blindfold carried in
his hands.


“Or if you’d prefer, you can just go sleep on the couch without
kissing my feet and I can play with myself here in private!” I chimed
with a grin as I made my final preparations before hanging my silk robe nearby
and climbing up into my luxurious bed that only a few minutes earlier my
disobedient boyfriend found himself being spanked against…


From there not a word was spoken as my eyes followed Patrick
first walking around to his side of the bed, then pulling the black blindfold
down snugly over his eyes, and finally ratcheting the cold, metal cuffs first
around his left wrist, then behind his back to meet his right, pinning them
both into place for the duration of the night.


Fighting hard not to giggle as I watched him then struggle
to crawl up onto the bed, wiggling like a worm as he inched closer and closer
to my always perfectly pedicured toes, I offered to him one final smirk that
fell on blind eyes before reaching up to turn out the light, then underneath my
panties to thoroughly enjoy everything that I had just put him through in my
own very special way.


* * * * * * * * * *


Perched atop my favorite lace-up leather boots as I stared
back at his unsuspecting flesh, I couldn’t help but feel a certain glow about
myself as my toy shivered timidly in front of me while he hung helplessly like
a piece of meat just waiting to be beaten.


Of course, making no qualms about it – that’s
precisely what Patrick’s monthly maintenance spankings are … not a
time for punishment or correction, but more so a time dedicated to my
pleasure at his expense to remind my lover in no uncertain terms who
wore the pants in our relationship and whose role it was simply to serve
and to suffer for the other…


Coincidentally, I actually was wearing an incredible
pair of tight, black leather pants that complemented my sharp, stiletto heels
immaculately, however my Patrick wouldn’t have known it, for while *I* may
dress in my sexiest leathers to accentuate the role of the utter bombshell that
I am while I’m spanking him, his attire instead left little to the
imagination…


 - a pair of padded leather wrist cuffs that were
chained to the ceiling


 - a tight leather hood laced over his head to block
out all sight and any hopes of protest


 - and the steel chastity cage still locked around his
dick from nearly two weeks prior


It was probably better that he couldn’t see my face because
I get downright nasty when it’s time for me to play, and with fresh meat like
his pale, inviting ass just hanging there begging for me to leave my
mark, it just wouldn’t be right for me to walk away without leaving him beaten
and bruised in a manner that will keep him subdued and obedient for another
month until it’s time for me to bind him up helplessly and do it all over
again.


“Do you have any idea what you look like to me right
now???” I growled eagerly into his ear as I first ran my sharp, blood red
nails down the center of his chest.


“You’re a victim.”


“A plaything.”


“A helpless gimp.”


“…and the most pathetic thing of all is, when it’s all
over you’re going to be begging at my boots for me to do it to you all
over again next month…”


My high heels echoed marvelously against the ornate, marble
floor as I paced around behind my bound beau before taking his leather hooded
head in my hands like a pawn and sung to him sweetly...


“All I have for you today is pain, my sweet boy
– I do hope that you’re ready to hurt for me.”


He knew what was coming next – I could tell by the
goose bumps that had sprouted along his arms and shoulders – but by now
he also knows that there’s really nothing that a man can do to prepare himself
for the wrath that a wicked lady not unlike myself is capable of inflicting on
a bound and helpless body with her favorite rattan cane and an entire afternoon
to fill with nothing but hurting.


*crack*


He winced, though my first swing is always merely a warm-up
before the real torture is to begin…


*crack*


He whimpered into the gag that was hidden underneath his
leather hood, though unbeknownst to him soliciting little more than a raised
eyebrow and a chuckle from his captor as she readied herself to have some real
fun at his expense.


*crack*


…


*crack*


…


*crack*


Caning the male ass takes patience, but I find myself
rewarded in spades as the searing white lines begin to coalesce across his
backside to slowly craft a blanket of pain that I know will follow him
everywhere that he sits for the next several days … a beautiful reminder of
me even when I’m nowhere in sight…


As his skin began to swell and even show signs of breaking
in several places, I took one of his nipples between my fingernails and
whispered cruelly, just loud enough for him to hear over his own moaning, “You’re
doing well, pet, but I still have so very much to give you.”


Patrick’s head dropped in defeat in its leather cocoon and a
part of me wished that I could see the look in his beautiful eyes at that very
submissive moment, though ultimately I ended up leaving the tight leather mask
in place because there’s something delicious about disciplining this faceless
figure that makes me just want to push him even farther, and truth be told I
could already feel myself getting wet underneath the sensuously tight
leather that happened to hug my own body much the same.


*crack*


*crack*


*crack*


Writhing weakly against his bound wrists that by then nearly
hung him from the ceiling above, I could tell that the effects of our session
were beginning to settle in nicely and that it was time to change our game up a
bit with a special modification that I knew my boy just absolutely loved to
hate…


With the key to the padlock around his cock in one hand and
my very special surprise in the other, a blind and bound Patrick found himself
inundated with a sheer glimpse of relief as he felt me carefully removing the
chastity lock that he’d worn for the past two weeks in one minute, only to
replace it a moment later with something far more cruel and delectable
– his favorite leather cock cuff and parachute harness –
a toy that just so happened to be lined with dozens of ultra-sharp spikes to
surround both his shaft and his balls, which yours truly was happy to strap
down nice and tight before adding on the handful of lead weights that
I’d also brought which were sure to swing wildly to and fro with each new spank
that he would soon be receiving as we entered into phase 2 of our little
cat and mouse game.


Then switching back to a heavy leather strap with black
studs that matched the sexy corset and boots that I was wearing, if there was
any doubt it quickly dissipated that mercy was nowhere on the table as I
proceeded to tenderize his freshly caned ass with the leather strap in a series
of resounding slaps that produced a cascading harmony of torturous sounds
between the smack of the strap on bare ass itself and its own pain,
supplemented shortly thereafter by highlights of whimpering and groaning as the
spikes around his genitals dug deeper with every struggle as the heavy weights
that dangled beneath him swung freely and without remorse.


*smack*


*thud*


*cringe*


Giggling as I watched the severity of his situation truly
begin to sink in, I stepped forth in a loving manner and draped my arms over
his taut shoulders, holding my leather-clad body tight against his as I
whispered seductively into his hooded ear, “What wouldn’t you give to be
able to touch my body right now, lover? To wrap your arms around me and
to kiss these lips that nearly hurt just from grinning at your
displeasure?”


“I have you right where I want you, and I can put
you here any time that I like.”


“Never forget that when you’re carrying my bags or
polishing my shoes, slave boy…”


Kissing him softly on his leather-gagged lips before turning
back to my toys, I inched the roped a hint further until Patrick is nearly
balancing on his toes, stretched tightly and rapidly growing exhausted as I
tested his limits and my own desires for his torture at the same time, forever
curious as to which one of us would break first – the lady in leather or
the helpless submissive beneath her.


*smack smack*


My matching paddles affectionately engraved with the words pleasure
and pain each took a bite out of the back of one of his bare thighs
mercilessly without warning, and the grimacing that I now heard from underneath
the hood told me that he was bubbling quite close indeed to that delicious
sweet floaty spot that I aim to drive him to during each of our pain sessions
like the one that he was enduring that day…


*smack smack*


Soft and pink.


*smack smack*


Rosey and tender.


*smack smack*


Sharp and red and lovely.


With each pair of consecutive smacks jostling him further,
which in turn served to send the myriad of spikes around his genitals into a
devastating frenzy … not to mention if my boy dared to actually find
arousal by any of this treatment inside of his spiked cock sheath … his
muffled sounds grew more severe and his helpless thrashings in his bonds more
emphatic … ironically driving his pain and suffering even further.


*smack smack*


That’s right…


*smack smack*


Dance for me, boy…


*smack smack*


Dance for me like you’d beg me to stop, if only that gag
hadn’t turned you into my writhingly helpless puppet … my marionette that hops
to and fro with each sweet strike, suffering for his mistress’s divine
amusement.


*smack smack*


And those ones were just because.


Taking another five minutes of my merciless whacks primed my
submissive for the final torment that I’d deemed for him to undergo on that
afternoon – one that although would be devoid of the spanking, I knew
from past experience that he would enjoy far, far less given his condition when
I finally lowered his wrist cuffs so that I could reposition them behind his
back before adding heavy cuffs as well to his ankles, spreading them wide
before introducing the thick, padded bar that would also float from the ceiling
– in front of him, in fact – as it provided a place for my
boy to pivot in order to put his ass prime on display for this one last
treat that I had been saving just especially for a day like today.


After disappearing into the void to leave him bent over and
struggling alone, I inserted the strap-on dildo without warning – its
thick and veiny, lube-covered head taking no notice of the tortures that my boyfriend’s
ass had just been through as it perched his last remaining spot of dignity and
invaded him fully until he could feel my hips pressed up against the same
thighs that I had just finished giving a rather severe beating.


And that’s when the real moaning began…


*in and out, in and out*


Just hang there and take it, my little pet.


*nice and slow, nice and deep*


I dare you to get a hard on with those spikes
around your cock.


*a little bit faster, a little bit harder*


So battered and bruised – just give in to it
all, bitch!


That’s a good little bitch, ride my cock with your ass
til it hurts.


Just remember that if it makes you cum, I’m going to take
off that hood and make you eat every last drop…


* * * * * * * * * *


Kneeling on the floor between my legs with my boots resting
on each of his hands while his lips eagerly work the dildo that not long ago
had found its place firmly inside of his bruised ass, I gaze down proudly at my
boy as he proves his submission underneath me without hesitation in a way that
makes me smile and quite eager to finally give him his reward for yet another
harsh day of spanking well served.


Taking his picture with my digital camera for posterity’s
sake, a hint of evil in me gloats about how I could absolutely ruin him with
the collection of degrading and disturbing photos just like this that I’ve
amassed of his service over the years, but in reality they’re mostly just for
my own amusement on those days when I feel like reflecting back on days of
submission gone past…


…not to mention helping to make sure that I never fail to
push my loyal servant harder and harder every week, no matter what…


When I’m finally satisfied that he’s lubed up my dildo good
and wet for my own needs, his front row seat with my heels still pinning him
down are what he’s earned for his sore ass and dedication to me as my boyfriend
waits anxiously for me to unbuckle the strap-on harness from around my hips and
drop it – along with my leather thong – down to the floor before
returning to my throne and slipping the rubber phallus inside of me while he
watches, only inches away from that which he would’ve truly loved to lick…


…but of course, worshipping his goddess’s horny, wet
pussy directly is something that takes much more than just a few swats on
the ass to earn!


Maybe if he’s really lucky, I’ll let him take one
more taste of that slippery dildo when I’m done earning my own reward with
it.


He’s earned it … at least for now.











Sex & Domination Animalistic


















Chains cut into his otherwise naked body as he stands in the
center of the room nervously waiting … yearning for my touch … though he
knows all too well that it won’t be long before he finds himself conflicted
once more about my conditions for our little game.


Every kiss has its price.


Every slap has its reward.


I make no secret of my own arousal as I circle him slowly
like a lioness stalking her prey before moving on in for the kill. The
difference between him and me is that while he hangs there awaiting whatever
delicious tortures I have in store for him this session, I’ve earned my place
here on the other side of the locks – I’ve done my time in his place
at the mercy of another, and now it’s my turn to enjoy every last drop of
having my way with him!


* * * * * * * * *
*


Nick Costello is a nice guy.


He’s an investment banker – no girlfriend –
probably doesn’t get out nearly as much as he should, but he’s a decent guy … a
guy who just so happens to have a thing for being dominated.


And not in the playful sort of way that finds someone cuffed
to their headboard after too many bottles of wine with a pair of pink furry
handcuffs, but more so in the way that leaves you wincing every time you
go to sit down for the next week…


…your fingers grazing over the marks that the chains have
left in your flesh that still have yet to go away…


…and that sinister look on her face that haunts you with the
smile that she wore as she made you scream for mercy and then denied it over
and over again…


It’s those kinds of naughty, unspeakable desires that bring
people like Nick Costello to me – to indulge in the perverse fantasies
that fill their dreams, unrepeatable to their closest of friends, save for one
black-haired girl dressed in leather who’s both willing and eager to bring those
very fantasies to life … temporarily … for only a nominal fee.


Nick Costello likes to be tied up.


Nick Costello likes to be beaten.


For approximately 90 minutes every four weeks, Nick Costello
likes to be chained up in the center of my dungeon and batted around like a
hunk of meat for my amusement, and aside from his money which allows me to live
this glorious life to which I’ve become rightfully accustomed, I’d be lying if
I said that I didn’t love every minute of groveling and worship and cries of my
name in both pleasure and pain!


Our monthly time together starts long before my client ever
shows up at my door as I prepare myself as the decadent beauty poised to
control every last aspect of his pitiful, little world. Mr. Costello in
particular happens to enjoy a woman dressed in fine leathers, which is a fetish
that this discriminative line of business tends to excel at much more than
others…


We start with a pair of skin-tight, black leather pants,
which if he’s real good underneath he’ll find a quite skimpy, yet
matching black leather thong.


Perched upon sleek black stiletto heels with a myriad of
straps laced around my feet, I’m able to look him square in the eye even though
he may not dare to do the same in reverse.


And finally overtop a silky sweet purple blouse I wear a
tightly laced leather waist cincher that falls just below my breasts, putting
them prominently on display for the inevitable moment where that blouse is
tossed to the side and we really get down to business!


I know that his jaw will drop to the floor at the first
moment he sees me dressed ready to dominate especially for him, making quick
work of turning him to the putty in my hands that is essential for our time
together to come. He tells me that even before stepping through my front door,
his mind has already started to wander off into subspace as he fantasizes about
the things that I did to him last time, to the point where he’s nearly already
a trembling mess of submissive male by the time he’s set foot in my dungeon…


…and it’s nice to be able to build off of my past success
to jumpstart our next erotic adventure together…


“You look beautiful, Mistress Rebecca.”


“I’ve been really excited to see you, Mistress
Rebecca…”


My silence is deafening as I quietly stare my next client
down while he nervously attempts to make small talk as he falls into his role
in my presence. Even still with his clothes on, merely standing in my presence
is intimidating for a guy like Nick Costello, between my unfettered beauty and
the dominance that I exude with every step around him, not to mention the
dream-worthy collection of toys from his darkest fantasies that hang on the
walls around him – toys that by now he’s come to realize are all too real
here in my world that he’s become fortunate enough to get to visit every
now and again.


Heavy chains to wrap harshly around his wrists and
ankles.


Rings and spikes to drag cruelly against his genitals.


Or perhaps a hood made of decadent leather to cut him off
from all sight and sound, blinding him to my beauty as he’s left to his
remaining senses to experience the pain and pleasures that I have planned for
him on this day today.


With a snap of my fingers, I tell him to strip naked,
snickering to fumble his way out of his jeans and boxers despite having done so
in my presence now over a dozen times.


His nerves are cute … a visible sign of the tensions that
dominate the rest of his life … so I particularly look forward to replacing
them with something much more fulfilling for the next hour and a half.


Nude and vulnerable as he stands before me staring down at
my stiletto heels because he dare not look me in the eye, I study his tense
body intently as I imagine my plans for him unfolding with little to no input
on his behalf.


My heels clicking loudly against the slick, marble floor as
I pace around my prey one final lap, our eyes meet for only a split second
before I murmur, “Center of the room…” pointing to the heavy chains that
hang down from the rafters high above. He walks with his head hung low as if
he’s been sentenced to life in prison, though I offer to him little sympathy as
I grin amusedly while I retrieve some additional hardware from one of the
nearby racks with which to secure my precious submissive prior to beginning Act
#1…


A chain is wrapped around each of his wrists, joined
together behind his back with a thick padlock that offers little chance of
escape.


A second pair of chains then finds their place circling his
ankles, these ones spread apart – locked to heavy rings in the floor to
leave my boy opened and exposed.


My favorite chains of all come down around his chest from
above, cinched a bit too tight for comfort as they ensure that my plaything
will remain upright throughout my perusal whether he finds himself weak in the
knees in my presence or not!


And last but not least – a longer chain to run from
his wrists down to a third ring embedded in the floor, dangerously close to his
curious manhood as I tighten it in place to pull his body together into an
immovable arc precisely how I want it.


With the last of many padlocks clicked resolutely into
place, he stands for the first time with the bravery to admire the leather
goddess who has put him into this strict position for her own amusement. His
heart begins to race and his cock begins to rise as I bat my lashes and smile
alluringly back at my prize.


It’s playtime.


* * * * * * * * *
*


He wishes that he could touch me as I exercise my freedom to
freely examine him, my fingernails leaving pink stripes down his arms and chest
before I grab hold of the chain harness and pull his body up against mine. As
my lips linger within an inch of his, I can feel his hard-on pressing against
my leather pants and the look in his eyes this early in the game is already
nonetheless intoxicating.


Reaching down while my lips float above his, I take his cock
in my free hand and growl, “Did you miss me?!” as I pull up on it HARD
while I playfully slip my glossy lips against his…


He groans as his lips part just enough to give me a taste,
but I pull harder to remind him which one of us is in charge before ramming my
tongue unceremoniously into his mouth. Though he fights against my kiss, his
pulsating cock between my fingers tells the real truth and eventually I break
away, dropping my lips down to one of his nipples and biting it rather harshly
between my teeth before releasing both his cock and his sore nipple at the same
time.


“Boy, you’re not going soft on me now, are you???”
I taunt as I pace around behind him while he winces in response to the
pain, though he’s soon overcome by all the more when I clip the cheek of his
ass with my palm in a series of unexpected swats that leave him twisting about
in his chains.


“I think … I feel like playing with your nipples today…”
I sing out loud to my writhing victim as I turn my back to him while
perusing the rack of various cruelties hanging from the wall nearby. Returning
with a pair of rather heavy duty clamps that are specifically made to endure a
high amount of weights and tension, my smile floats into his vision once more
as I click the clamps playfully in front of his face before quickly finding
them each to their place, eliciting a new moan of mixed emotions as I begin to
tighten the heads around each nipple so as to better support my next treat that
I have in store for my little plaything…


“Now, now – I know that they’re tight, but
it’s the only way that they’ll hold all of these weights that I want to
hang off of them, my pet!” I laugh as I jingle each of the free-hanging
clamps with my finger before walking back to my rack of toys and retrieving a
small bucket filled with a variety of lead weights, all bearing a small hook
that makes them perfect for hanging from that exact pair of nipple
clamps.


“So how much do you think you can hold for me
today?” I jeer into his beautiful eyes as I root randomly through the steel
bucket, choosing a couple of similarly sized medium weighted balls before
setting the bucket to the side and turning back to stare my toy directly in the
eyes. My lips close to his once more, I nearly moan into his desperately
waiting mouth, “I really need you to take lots of these for me this time…” before
catching each of the clamps with my fingers and dropping the weights into
place, feeling his gasp against my own lips before finally pulling myself back
to admire their swing to and fro.


“See, now that’s not so bad…” I comfort him
with a few short strokes of his cock before turning my attention back up to his
nipples, locking eyes with him once more as I take the tightening knob for each
clamp between my fingers and turn them half a turn each, adding, “…but you
know that these are going to have to be a lot tighter if you’re
going to handle the entire bucket.”


My bursting grin gives away my own amusement as I dig my
fingernails deep into his shoulders, leaving marks down his muscular arms as he
does his best not to wince in response to the pain, though his reluctance to
show only encourages me that it’s time to begin pushing him harder and faster…


Kneeling down in front of him, I turn my attention to his
cock that’s bobbing with every motion and before he knows what’s happening,
just the head has slipped elegantly into my mouth where my tongue swirls around
it to elicit a pleasure-filled groan from above.


Counting to five in my head as I tease the head of his cock
with my tongue, I soon pull back just as unexpectedly as I first tasted him and
quickly reach up to hang two more small weights from his clamps, rapidly taking
him back into my mouth again afterwards as if to ease the pain through the tip
of his cock.


“Do you like that???” I stand to ask him eye to eye
as one hand resumes massaging his genitals while the other pulls fiercely back
on his chains from behind.


“Very much so, Mistress Rebecca!” he groans
out as his goddess in black leather manhandles him aggressively while the
growing array of weights hanging from his nipples sway with each struggle.


“Will you take some more for me?” I ask him as I
squeeze his cock tightly in my hand and grit my teeth while our eyes remain
locked.


“Absolutely.”


“Absolutely what?!” I yell in his face,
releasing his cock to swat him in the ass instead.


“Absolutely, Mistress Rebecca!”


“That’s what I thought…” I smirk as I take his nipple
clamps again in each hand, cranking them down further before adding two more of
the bulky, lead weights to each side, giving them a helping hand every so often
as I watch them swing back and forth, clicking against each other while their
wearer bears the real brunt of the sum of their weight…


Standing up as I take the knobs between my fingers once
more, chuckling as even the threat of tightening them further causes my slave
boy to whimper and wince before me, I step in closer to him – straddling
his painfully erect cock between my leather-clad legs – and reach out
to lick the edge of his lips with my tongue as I whisper sweet teases while my
hands linger idly above his tender nipples.


“You know, I’d really like to feel that cock up
inside of me again, but you know the rules – first you need to hurt
for me.”


He can feel my leather pressing up against his tense body.


“Is it worth it for you to hurt for me … to feel
my wet pussy wrapped around your thick, sweaty cock, slave???”


With that I slowly begin to turn the clamps, my eyes locked
firmly to his, the lust between us fueling his desire to follow through with
every last one of my sadistic demands. Taking his lips gingerly between mine, I
kiss him like a forgotten lover as my fingers proceed with their task, biting
sharply into his buds as his breathing grows harder and heavier with every turn
of the tiny wheels…


Eventually letting go to slowly step away from my daunting
victim, I glance down to notice the pre-cum now dripping slowly from his
heavily engorged member, then look sharply to my own legs before the
playfulness fades from my face.


“You got your cum on my sexy, leather pants,” I
inform him bluntly as I walk around behind him and he suddenly hears the chains
begin to jingle. Fear stricken with panic, he feels me release the chain
connecting his wrists tightly to the ground, but before anything else is freed,
the same steel chain is instead pulled up behind him and attached to a pulley,
and suddenly he feels himself bending at the waist as his chest is forced down
perpendicular to the rest of his body, the multitude of weights now hanging
from his nipples swinging more freely than ever.


“You just couldn’t control yourself, could you?!” I
jeer as I kick each of the bundles of weights with my shoe, sending them
crashing into one another as they pull down on my sub’s poor nipples like never
before.


Taking his hair in my hand, I jerk his head up and glare
down at him as I continue, “I still want to feel that cock of yours inside
me before we’re done here, but first you’re going to have to pay for leaking
your nasty pre-cum all over me…”


Dropping his head back as it was, I take a shiny ball-gag
from the shelf and wedge it into his mouth before buckling it crudely behind
his neck. Walking back behind him out of sight, he then feels a series of sharp
swats on each of his ass cheeks followed by my heels stepping out of the room,
leaving him alone to hang in silence.


A similar series of swats announce my return a few minutes
later, though this time delivered by a proper paddle instead of the back of my
bare hand. Despite his incessant groaning as one source of pain seems to only
incite struggling that further aggravates the pain biting into his nipples, his
new gag brings music to my ears as I make a game for myself from paddling his
ass and thighs with the wicked retribution of a woman who just got cum on her
favorite pair of leather pants…


…though the increasing pool building on the floor beneath
him leads me to wonderful if there even is a punishment for such an
offense that won’t only serve to further turn on such a sick puppy like
the one I have so delicately bound in chains before me…


As groans turn to moans and pale flesh turns to bright red,
his cock raging just as hard as ever, eventually I decide that it’s time to
take pity on my target and give his bruised ass cheeks a rest for greener
pastures, but instead of turning to release his nipples from their by now quite
cruel punishment, this is where my pet feels bad turn to worse as suddenly and
without warning the long strap-on that I had adorned during my departure begins
to explore the crack of his ass before being thrust inside with enough lube to
see it through to the very hilt, thus confirming both that he certainly has been
practicing with plugs at home like I had recommended, and more importantly, that
he’s ready for action!


Taking his ass rough and fierce as I slam the hard dildo in
and out of his ass without subtlety, it’s all I can do but laugh as the nipple
weights benefit from his newfound momentum and take on a life of their own,
both putting the red ball-gag between his lips to good work as I hear him
moaning out my name into the rubber ball as if it would have any sway on me in
that given moment.


“These are $900 leather pants, slave…” I verbally
accost him, despite having already cleaned them off without foul.


“Do we need to lock that stupid cock of yours up in chastity
so that you can keep from making a mess all over the place?!”


Whether he could even hear my dialog at that point was
debatable as my pounding and the swinging weight elicited cries that filled my
entire dungeon even with the ball-gag firmly in place.


“I’m going to take every last penny of that leather you
ruined out of your ass, slave!” I bellowed as his entire body shook,
with strings of his pre-cum continuing to flow forth in a steady stream between
his feet on the floor.


This bit of torture goes on for several minutes of
delightful ass fucking until unexpectedly his cries take to a new decibel as
one of the two nipple clamps finally works itself free, crashing to the floor
as the blood rushing back into his swollen nipple assaults his senses like an
exploding volcano.


“That’s it,” I laugh haughtily, then pressing
even more vigorously. “Now let’s see if we can get the other one, too!”


When another minute or two has passed and his ass has taken
quite the beating now both inside and out, I abruptly withdraw and walk around
to face my sweetly suffering slave, the slimy dildo still hanging from my hips
as I pull him up by the hair once more, this time to savor the look in his eyes
as I begin to poke at the remaining nipple weights with the toe of my high
heel.


Amusingly watching the weights swing back and forth, tugging
harshly on his lone nipple, he suddenly finds my toe itself joining the bulk of
the weights as collectively they become nearly unbearable until finally with
one last cry into his gag, the clamp breaks free and the second bunch comes
crashing to the floor.


Standing over him imposingly while I allow the gravity of
the rush to flow back through his tender nipple the same as it had with its
brother, I wait until the worst of his pain has subsided until I tap my foot on
the floor in front of his face and pat him softly on the head, kindly informing
him…


“Nice job – now it’s time for your reward.”


* * * * * * * * *
*


Spread-eagled on his back in the center of my massive
four-poster bed, the same chains that circled his wrists and ankles before now
serve to hold his body spread wide for my own enjoyment … as well as his,
if he plays his cards right.


With a leather blindfold blocking his sight and the searing
pain from his nipples a constant reminder with every touch that I offer, my
presence on top of him is still a lovely concoction of titillation and torture
as I kneel over his head – my aromas arousing what’s left of his senses
while I toy playfully with his cock in preparation for our real fun…


A steady barrage of teeth marks from the tip of his cock all
the way down to his balls and even the tender insides of his thighs leaves my
pet moaning alluringly into my thighs in a way that makes me very excited to
put him to work worshipping his mistress in the most intimate way that a man in
his position can be granted.


One lick for him, one lick for me.


My thighs clamp down around his head as I take his entire
cock between my lips, leaving him no option but to lap up my excitement that’s
been building ever since I wrapped the very first chain around his timid body.
As his cock nears the back of my throat, his tongue reminds me of the expertise
that it has to offer and I squirm with delight as he basks in my pussy that’s
all but consumed his eager taste.


Teasing the head of his cock while I prickle the tender skin
of his balls with the tips of my nails, I think back to one of our previous
sessions that focused more on cock and ball torture and how wonderfully swollen
his ball sack was by the time my clamps and spikes and riding crop had gotten
their way with them. Turned on by the thought of his eternal discomfort for me
results in me grinding aggressively against his face, only seldom pausing to
allow him a free breath before putting him back to work bathing in my juices as
I ferociously hump his face like a horny woman on a mission…


As his body lays bound under my complete control, buried
under my weight and my sex as I tease his cock with my tongue while savoring
the most delectable talents of his own, with the sounds of jingling chains
documenting his every struggle as torment precludes the reward that my slave
boy so rightfully deserves after all that he was able to endure for me, with
barely a moment’s notice and a swing of my hips suddenly I’m staring down at
his blindfolded eyes as his desperate cock slides easily into my pussy all the
way to the hilt, his momentary gasp of joy quickly muffled by my lips as I suck
his tongue from them this time more gently as he fights to wiggle underneath me
while my hips slowly pick up speed for the event that I too have been looking
forward to all day long.


Grasping around his muscular shoulders for support as I
tower over him even now, his cock sliding in and out of me like my own treat
after a hard afternoon of love and discipline, our moans begin to call out in
unison as flesh on flesh aches for one another in this final carnal act well
earned by both of us. My vigor increasing as he winces below me when I reach
down and grab hold of his nipples to keep his attention on point, I can feel
his cock throbbing inside of me with every lunge as he stares off into space,
blinded to the beauty that’s joyfully riding him to her just climax.


“You did a fine job for me today, slave,” I applaud
him grittily, leaning in close to his ear while my pussy rams against his hips
again and again.


“…but next time you’re going to have to work even
harder to earn this – you know that, right???”


“Yes, Mistress Rebecca…” he croaks out as my
hands rest upon his shoulders, pushing him deep into the mattress while our
bodies come together rapidly.


“If I let you cum inside of me, are you going to let me toy
with your cock next time? I’ve got a nice spiked parachute that
would be loads of fun with all of those weights that you held for me this afternoon.”


He stutters, blinded by the passion and the intensity both
literally and figuratively.


“You know my body is yours to do whatever you please …
Mistress Rebecca,” he sputters out, flexing helplessly against his
chains, only moments away from climax.


“I know, but I like to hear it from your lips
anyways, slave…” I purr as I sit up and press my fingernails into his
abused nipples one last time for his inevitable release.


“Tell me what this means to you, slave!”


He groans but remains less than vocal until I dig my nails
in even further, following the same deep lines that the clamps themselves left
when he was vertical not that long ago…


“Submitting to you … means the world to me…”


“…Mistress Rebecca…” he groans in utterly
divine helplessness.


“…and I live for these times when I can serve as your
plaything!”


“Then cum for me and show me your appreciation,
slave!!!” I shout as I feel his cock uneasily throbbing inside of me, its
spasming setting off my own that leaves me moaning into his open lips, my claws
still grappling with his nips as we both shake and shutter against the confines
of the heavy, steel bed.


His pent up orgasm like an eruption that I’ve worked hard to
build up over the last hour we’ve spent together is immensely satisfying as I
feel him sputtering inside of me even while I continue to ride him until every
last drop of my own pleasure as seeped out of me, droning on long after he’s
slumped back into the bed, his thick cock still giving me all the meat I need
to enjoy an orgasm properly fit for a dominant like myself.


Staring down at the blank face as I milk his cock with my
soaking wet pussy for every last drop that it’s due, my eyes drift into his
lips as I eventually slow myself and slip from my perch onto his cock into a
more comfortable position beside him – chains and blindfold still in
place – as we both gasp for air and begin our descent back to earth, with
me offering him the occasional nibble both on his lips as well as his tender
nipples until finally it’s time once again to remove the blindfold…


* * * * * * * * *
*


When Nick Costello walks back out my door, his nipples sore
and his wallet $1,000 lighter for the opportunity, he’ll return to a world
where he makes the decisions for everyone around him and everything else is
very ordinary. Though his nipples will heal and his ass will soon be pale as
can be once more, his cock will ever harden at the thought of the girl in the
leather pants whose heels he’d beg to clean for merely an hour a month in her
spotlight…


…and when he’s ready to prove his worth to me through pain
and pleasure once again, I’ll be right here waiting for him just as I’ve always
been.
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