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Light
gleamed off the skin-tight black latex sleeveless bodysuit she
wore, showing off her gorgeous curves. Her long blond hair hung
loose down to her shoulder-blades, her full red lips pouted at
catching sight of me looking at her. I could almost feel her eyes
sliding down my own short red latex dress and down my smooth legs
to my black PVC stiletto boots. Her eyes flicked up to my crotch
and I knew she was wondering if I wore anything underneath. Her
quick breaths made her breasts rise and fall, straining against the
tight black material. I’d enjoy playing with them. With
her.

Slowly I
stalked towards her, my heels clicking on the hard floor, watching
her nervously lick her lips. She knew what she was in for, what she
desperately wanted – me to take her to levels of pleasure she
hadn’t known existed before our first session last week. But I had
a surprise for her this time.

I walked
round her, taking in the sweet curve of her ass cheeks, her full,
firm breasts, the way her excited nipples pushed against the
skintight material, her blond hair contrasting with the black
latex, the handcuffs securing her arms behind her back.

A chain
around her sweet ankles secured to a floor-ring meant she couldn’t
walk in her black stiletto heels, only move her legs apart - just
how I wanted it.

The
bodysuit she wore had a front zip that went all the way from her
throat down to between her legs. I stood in front of her, looking
into her eyes, letting her know she was in my presence. I loved
doing this to subs – showing them I was in charge, that their
pleasure depended on my giving it to them.

Turning
my back on her I walked over to the wall of my personal BDSM
dungeon and brought back a metal chair, placed it in front of her,
then sat in it. Crossing my legs I straightened out a stiletto boot
towards her.

“Do you
want to be my bitch?” I asked.

A flush
came to her cheeks. She knew exactly what she wanted, but the shame
of her deepest desires prevented her from saying it out
loud.

I’d let
it go, this once. But she needed to know her place. “Get on your
knees and lick my boot.”

She
hesitated momentarily then, with her arms held behind her back
carefully got onto her knees in front of me. Her pink tongue came
out from between her red lips and she gently licked the shiny black
PVC of my stiletto boot.

“Suck
the heel.”

She
glanced at me then moved her head so her mouth was in line with the
stiletto heel. Her kissable lips opened and she slowly took it into
her mouth.

I let
her slowly slide it in and out, watching it get wet with her
saliva. I could imagine her lips against my own lips, against my
breasts, against my clit. Could she smell my own musky excitement?
Time to move on.

“Good,
girl. Now stand up.”

I
watched as she obediently struggled back to her feet.

Getting
up from the chair I replaced it back against the wall and then
walked up to her, so close that my own latex-encased nipples gently
rubbed against hers. She shivered. She was hot, and I was going to
make her hotter. Her scent mixed with the latex smell, exciting me.
I wanted to lick her all over, but didn’t want to rush
things.

I leant
forwards as if heading in for a kiss, she bent her head to one side
in anticipation, but I stopped just out of her reach. Close enough
to feel her excited breath, but not so that our lips could touch.
She gave a quiet moan of frustration.

I
brought my hands up to show her what I held - a black latex choker
with ‘bitch’ picked out on in diamante stones.

“Do you
want to be my bitch?” I whispered.

She
looked down, again fighting against the shame of her needs and
desires.

“Yes,”
she almost silently breathed out.

“Louder.
Do you want to be my bitch?”


“Yes.”

“Say
it.”

“I want
to be your bitch.”

“Good
girl.”

My hands
went round her smooth neck and fastened the choker around it. I
raised her chin with my forefinger and brushed my lips against
hers. Her tongue darted out nervously licking her own lips, then
she coyly glanced up into my eyes, her long black lashes
accentuating her beauty, knowing she was my bitch.

I wanted
to feel her breasts so I brushed my left hand against her soft
blond hair then, reaching behind her head, grabbed a handful and
pulled her head back exposing her smooth neck and the black choker
around it. She gave a little cry and I pressed my right forefinger
against her soft red lips, quietening her. She opened them slightly
and the tip of her tongue gently licked it. She wanted me. So
much.

Still
looking into her eyes I stroked her neck with the back of my
fingers, feeling her nervously swallow, then down over her firm
left breast. Her already hard nipple got harder as one after
another of my fingers forced it down, only for it to spring back
up.

Her body
gave a shiver and she closed her eyes as the feelings washed
through her. I knew where they’d end up, as I could already smell
her musky scent. It made me excited, and I jerked her head back to
hide my own sensuous shiver of delight, and to show her she was
under my total command.

I moved
my right hand over the smooth black latex around behind her and
quickly slapped her left ass cheek. She gave a cry of surprise and
her eyes opened as she jerked against me, pushing her breasts
against mine. They were firm, and just pleading me to play with
them.

Another spank and she opened her lips wanting me to kiss
her, begging me
to kiss her.


“Please,” she whispered, sounding almost frightened as if I
wouldn’t.

But I
wasn’t going to obey her. Instead I brought my right hand up and
let her eagerly lick my fingers, her warm, wet tongue playing with
them. I could imagine her lips against the more sensitive ones
between my legs, her tongue giving me so much pleasure. That would
come later.

I took
hold of the zip lying in the base of her throat and slowly drew it
down. How firm were her breasts? How soft the skin? How red would
they go when I used my crop on them?

With her
arms held behind her back her breasts were already forcing
themselves against the shiny skintight black latex. I let go of the
zip when it was in line with her nipples and breathed in the humid
air released from her cleavage.

Freeing
her hair I stroked the tops of her pert breasts with both hands,
feeling the soft smooth skin, then started pinching it between my
thumb and forefinger, watching the faint red marks slowly fade. She
squirmed, trying to get away from the pain, but there was no escape
from me. Her red lips opened and she gave little gasps of pain with
each of my pinches.

I
stopped and walked behind her, standing with my legs against the
backs of hers. I was slightly taller than her in my stiletto boots
so her secured hands pressed against my own hot sex.

With one
hand I reached round, sliding it over the smooth latex and found
the zip, then resumed slowly pulling it down, while I wound the
other into her blond hair and turned her head to look at one of the
many mirrors my dungeon had. The one I forced her to look at showed
what I was doing – teasingly releasing her pert breasts. I slowed
and then let go of the zip as the dark aureoles around her nipples
came into view – I wanted her hard nubs to feel the release of the
taut latex against them.

The
mirror showed her nipples slowly being pulled apart by the friction
against the latex, then she gave a gasp as they suddenly sprang
back as the top of her bodysuit opened.

Letting
go of her hair I slid both hands around her pert breasts and
stroked them from their base to the hard nipples, feeling the soft
skin and hard nubs. She leant back against me, her head on my
shoulder. She cried out as I grabbed her breasts and cruelly
squeezed them, digging my fingers into their firmness.

I let
them go and slapped the underside of her right breast, then her
left, feeling them bounce them back into my hands. She cried out
with each slap on her sensitive skin.

This was
but the start.

After
another painful grasp I let them go and walked over to where I kept
my whips and paddles and crops. I felt her eyes on me, wondering
which one I’d select to punish her with.

She gave a little gasp of fright as I picked up the short
crop and some plastic clothes pegs. She knew her breasts would be
in for a lot of action, as they had been the first time she’d
experienced what I could make her feel.

Walking back to her I put the pegs into a little breast
pocket I had on my tight red latex dress and flexed the crop
between my hands, showing her how bendy it was, how much spring it
had.

Her full red lips were slightly open and her breasts quivered
delightfully with anticipation. I stood in front of her and slowly
stroked the crop from her cleavage over her left nipple and used it
to push the latex bodysuit off it to
reveal its full beauty. Then I repeated the action with her right
breast.

I bent
forwards and slowly ran my tongue from the base of her right breast
up to her nipple. Gently I played with it, pushing it from side to
side, up and down, then, pursing my lips around it, sucked it,
feeling it in my mouth, rubbing my tongue against its
hardness.

Her body
quivered with pleasure, then I took the hard nub between my teeth,
gently biting it, and pulled it towards me.

I
released it and she gave a gasp as it snapped back. Then I moved to
her left breast and repeated the lick and suck and bite and
release.

Her
excited nipples pointed straight towards me and, holding the crop
in my right hand, I stuck the top of it between her breasts,
enjoying the look of excitement and fear on her face as she knew
exactly what I planned to do, and that she couldn’t do anything
about it.

“What
are you?” I asked.

“Your
bitch,” she whispered, fear coloring her voice.

I nodded
and gently moved the crop side to side, making her pert breasts
wobble. Slowly I increased the speed and began slapping the crop
against the inside of her breasts. She grit her teeth and her whole
body trembled as the mix of pleasure and pain washed through her.
The slapping sounds echoed around my dungeon.

Faint
red marks began to show on the insides of her breasts and I
stopped. Her breathing was quick, her head hung down, her blond
hair cascading over her shoulders.

I
reached forwards grabbed her right nipple and quickly twisted it. A
shot of pain flashed through her and she flung her head back with a
cry.

I was in
charge, and she knew it.

With a
backhand the crop slapped the outside of her right breast, then I
followed up with one to her left breast.

Moving
close behind her I slid my left arm around her gorgeous body and
pinched her left nipple, using it to lift her breast up, then began
cropping the underside of her left breast. She cried out and her
body jiggled against mine with each slap of my crop on her
sensitive breast skin.

I
stopped and, as I like to do things equally, I moved behind her so
that my left hand could reach her right nipple. But before taking
hold and lifting it up I played with it, toying with her, taking it
between my fingers and letting it go, so she wouldn’t know when I’d
begin cropping the underside of her breast. It was almost a relief
for her when I did actually use it to lift her breast up and
punished the underside of it with my crop, reddening the soft
skin.

I
stopped and her head hung down again. I gripped her sweaty blond
hair pulling her head back and hissed, “Open!” She opened her mouth
and I stuck the shaft of the crop in so she’d hold it for
me.

I walked
round to her front to see how her punished breasts looked. The
redness was slowly fading and I took my time gently stroking them,
running my hands over her sensitive nipples. They looked so
delicious I decided to lick and suck them again.

I knew what she did for a living – she was one of those adult
TV chat girls wearing lingerie or short, shiny dresses, waiting for
men to pay to call
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