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    Thursday


    Chapter 1


    The sack is my prison. Its thick rubber holds my body so tightly. Presses my legs together. Traps my arms by my sides. When I move everything has to follow as I have no limbs. I'm a worm. A black, shiny latex worm.


    Yet the prison is also my escape. As I lie on the bed the world rushes past without me. The smooth latex mask steals my vision and thick pads rob me of hearing. The only smell I can sense comes from the stiff rubber tubes pushed into my nostrils. The only taste that of the thick plug filling my mouth.


    There I lie in my dark world. Helpless. Senseless. Alone with thoughts rushing from peaceful calm to chaotic fantasy and back again. Completely at the mercy of the unseen dominatrix who trapped me in her cruel grasp.


    To whom I willingly surrender.


    


    "Hey, babes."


    The door closed behind me as I put down my bag. One hundred and fifty three centimetres of beautiful curves smiled as I bent down to kiss her gently on each cheek.


    "Go through," she said.


    I knew the room well. Window opposite the door, a small wardrobe to my left, dressing table on the right and a double bed reaching out into the centre of a brown, well worn carpet. The view through the window was to the next block, and beyond that rolling hills. Net curtains obscured it.


    "How've you been?" I asked her.


    She sat on the mattress and gave me a once over with her almost black eyes. Her silk robe fell open a little, exposing soft dark skin. I stole a glance at her breast.


    "All right, babes. How are you?"


    "Yeah, OK," I said, shaking off my nerves. No matter how many times I saw her there was always a nervousness inside, edged with a fear that this would be the time everything came to an end. The rubberist's curse was to be with someone who eventually decided it wasn't what they wanted. Even if you paid them to do it.


    "You got the sack in there?" she asked, gesturing at the bag I'd put on the table. "I love that thing. You OK with me taking photos of you in it? Nothing anyone can ID you from."


    "Sure," I agreed. I always agreed.


    A long, nervous silence passed between us. It was always like this. The calm before the storm.


    "Right," she decided and stood. "Tribute time."


    A single white envelope was offered with both hands and she accepted it without counting the contents. We were past that stage. Long past it.


    


    Trust is earned, and she had earned it in spades. I was sealed off from the world in a tight, shiny second skin of latex that left not a single part of me visible to the world. The person who entered the apartment not twenty minutes ago was gone and in his place knelt the gimp. Mistress Toni's gimp.


    I knelt on the floor with my hands behind my back and facing towards the door. I'd left it open a little, our signal that I was ready. Outside, past the hallway, I heard movement as she prepared herself. Voluptuous curves squeezed into her own latex catsuit and a mask eased down over her head, framing her beautiful features. Not that I could see her.


    Then came the thumping of boots on carpet. The creak of the door. An overwhelming sense that she was in the room with me, watching me as I shivered in anticipation of her arrival.


    In my darkness I saw her. The stern face looking down on me. Black latex taut across her wide shoulders and strong arms. Heavy breasts settled in supporting cups. The curve of her waist out to her wide hips and thick thighs. Legs vanishing into ankle boots with the tall heel and platform that added to her diminutive stature.


    Silence was a powerful weapon and she wielded it with skill. Each passing moment amplified my excitement.


    "So here you are again, gimp," she said with extra emphasis on that last, all important word. "Are you ready to serve Mistress?"


    My heart lifted and I nodded as eagerly as any gagged gimp could.


    "Good," she said and tapped the top of my head as a reward. "Polish me."


    Her voice demanded obedience and I could do nothing but obey. I found the offered cloth and began the ritual of cleaning her rubber skin, starting at her shoulders and working in a methodical pattern down her arms, her back, her bottom, her legs. Then she turned and I worked back up her body, feeling my way until I made my mistake and brushed against the zip between her legs.


    "Did I say you could touch me there?" she snapped and I shook my head.


    Mistress hit me as I deserved. Two hard slaps across each cheek that left a stinging reminder of my misdeed.


    Cautious of another punishment, I continued upwards until I reached her breasts. She snapped the cloth from my hand and left me struggling to hear as she finished the task herself. Frustration replaced my excitement.


    "You've been naughty, haven't you, gimp?"


    Yes, Mistress Toni, I said silently.


    She pulled my head towards her and I felt the warmth of her breasts on my bruised cheeks.


    "You've been thinking about Mistress in her rubber catsuit, haven't you, gimp?" she accused.


    Yes, Mistress Toni, I confessed.


    "Did you play with yourself? Did you cum?"


    Yes, yes, yes, Mistress Toni.


    "Did I give you permission?"


    Jubilation turned to fear. I knew that tone of voice.


    


    Breathing was hard. Air whistled in through the tubes pressed in my nostrils, barely enough to sate the appetite of aching lungs. Even the slightest movement upset this fine balance and set me gasping for breath. Only there was nowhere for my mouth to draw in air and I forced myself to stay calm.


    Then there was her weight.


    Her soft, round bottom pressed down on my chest, restricting my breathing even more. Adding to my suffering. And my excitement.


    "Are you all right down there, little rubber gimp?" she teased.


    I moaned and she laughed. Then she bounced, brief moments of relief ending with sharp gasps as her body pushed my cocooned body into the mattress.


    She moved again, twisting around and sitting crossed legged with her feet pressing close to my neck. 


    "Don't you look cute, rubber gimp," she teased again. "All helpless in that tight rubber sack of yours. Can you even breathe?"


    I moaned. It was as close as I could get to a reply.


    She bounced again and I groaned.


    "Does it hurt? Me sitting on you like this?"


    Yes, Mistress Toni, I told her.


    Her fingers closed on my nose, pinching it shut. I held firm, desperate to stay calm as she threatened to take everything from me. If this was what she wanted...


    Air flooded in and I breathed long and hard through my nose. It was only a moment's respite before her hand clamped over my nose and mouth.


    "I can do this all day," she laughed. "Sitting on rubber boys is so damned easy. And y'all like it so damned much."


    Yes, Mistress Toni, I told her. Anything for you, Mistress.


    I fought my body. It was desperate for air, desperate to escape her. I turned my head, expecting to break free and suck in precious oxygen.


    "No!" she snapped, fingers digging hard into my cheeks. "Mistress decides when you breathe. Do you understand?"


    She clamped my nose shut again. I was caught in the hell between obedience and instinct. Forced to fight my body's need for air with my rapidly declining consciousness. 


    Air.


    At first I didn't react. I was sinking deep into the blackness and it was only as I felt her move that I realised I could breathe again. Desperate to refill my lungs before she tortured me again, I sucked in what I could. Distracted by my efforts, I didn't realise her hands were behind my head until it was too late.


    Her beautiful breasts, so large and heavy and soft, now pressed down over my face. Their warmth leaked in through the thin latex mask, comforting and smothering me, trapping me in a claustrophobic embrace.


    At first I held firm, keeping control of the rising panic. But I was weakened by her endless suffocation and the all-too periods of relief between. I struggled, pulled my head left and right in desperation. Threw my legs up. Tried to toss her off my helpless, cocooned body.


    Felt my strength fade.


    Until I was still.


    


    A firm slap snapped me awake. Air flowed freely through my nose, bringing with it relief as my senses recovered. My chest was free, she was on my thighs and her hands stroked gently up my stomach to my chest, then down again in a slow, steady rhythm.


    "Back with me, then?"


    I moaned and heard a faint chuckle somewhere above me.


    "Let's have a look, shall we?"


    Cold air flowed into my world as she eased the zips apart. Then she went further, opening my suit and plunging her hand inside. Her fingers cupped my aching balls and teased them into the open. I shivered.


    "Still caged," she chuckled. "Cute."


    A pinch of pain snapped at my glans as her fingers tapped on the plastic prison. Gently she squeezed my unprotected testicles and I groaned.


    "You like Mistress touching you?"


    Yes, Mistress. 


    I felt her lips press where mine should have been and she stroked the back of my head. Still kissing my sealed mouth, she slid off my body and rested by my side.


    "I love my rubber boy," she said softly. "You can't do a thing without me, can you?"


    No, Mistress.


    "Do you love being with me? Do you love being my rubber boy?"


    Yes, Mistress.


    


    The pain was like nothing I'd experienced before. Thick fingers pressed on soft testicles, crush them until I was sure her thumb and finger would touch. She held firm, letting the pain build before snapping her hands away. Blood rushed in, bringing agony with it.


    Mistress Toni pulled the cage up, winding me as skin and flesh stretched. Fingers and thumb curled around beneath the ring holding my cage, keeping my genitals up and offering a clean target for sharp punches. Each landed with a sharp stab of pain and I gasped breathlessly.


    She laughed.


    I cried out as she pulled my cock to one side and hit out at the upturned testicle with a seemingly endless flurry of firm slaps. I struggled, trying to turn my body to one side but she held firm and all I did was stretch my tortured genitals more.


    "This is what happens when you bring Mistress a caged cock," she hissed. "You should be wearing my cage."


    Yes, Mistress Toni. I'm sorry, Mistress Toni.


    "You should be in chastity to me," she snapped and punched me so hard I coughed.


    With it came panic. I couldn't breathe. I sucked in air though my mouth but all I got was the thick plug pulling hard into my throat. An overwhelming vacuum threatened to consume me. To end me.


    Pain found its way through. Intense pain as she punched at my balls, oblivious to my plight, or not caring for it. Yet it gave me focus and I inhaled through my nostrils and felt the cold tingle of fresh air. Fear subsided and gave way to suffering.


    Mistress slithered over my thighs and pressed her crotch against mine. I felt warm plastic touch my balls and it buzzed at her command. Pain gave way to pleasure, then returned as the cage gripped my cock and stopped an erection.


    "Do you dream about me? Do you dream about fucking me in rubber?"


    I do. I see beautiful Mistress Toni riding my cock, the two of us wrapped in tight latex. Holding her
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