

Denying The Sissy Cuck: MMF

“Please, can I come out now?” I asked from within the cage that Stacy had placed me in. I thought I had it all planned out, figured nothing could go wrong, but I miscalculated. Or rather I was far too preoccupied with getting the chance to finally play with myself to realize what time it was.

It was one of Stacy’s rules, that I was not to touch myself while she was away. Stacy was after all the owner and master of my sissy cock. To touch it without her allowance was a direct violation of that, as well as an affront to her absolute authority over me. I knew not to do it, I knew it was wrong and would displease her. But I couldn’t help myself. I’m a weak little sissy and I gave into my base desire.

It’s hard though sometimes going days without any release. Watching Stacy walk around the apartment half naked sometimes, teasing me all the while. The torture of watching that tight ass of hers jiggle and bounce as she moved about in her most sexy lingerie had finally got to me. I just had to have that release.

I waited until she left for work. That should have given me more than enough time to jerk it and blow and go on with my day. Enough time to finish the chores and all that Stacy had set out for me to do. But once I got started I didn’t want it to stop. I could have settled on a simple session, just masturbate and be done with it. But I didn’t, with Stacy gone I thought it was my chance to really enjoy it. I went into her room, grabbed her panties and wrapped them around my cock. Using the soft fabric of those silk panties made my cock twitch and jump with delight with each stroke.

Maybe I should have stopped there, but I didn’t. I didn’t want it to end, I knew the moment I spilled my cum it would be over, the desire to continue would vanish and all I would have to occupy the rest of my time with was this list of chores Stacy had demanded of me. Instead I went through her other drawers, searching for one of her toys to heighten this experience.

And what better way to bring the stimulation to a whole other level than by using her butt plug. Stacy had used it on me plenty of time before. And each time she forced me down on all fours and lubed my sissy hole up, plunging the plug into my tightness, a new world of pleasure opened up. The pressure from the plug made my cock stand erect for hours, each one of my movements sending a wave of ecstasy right through my shaft and into the pulsating tip of my hard cock.

Doing chores was not so much a chore when I went about the business with Stacy butt plug jammed into my tight hole, my hard cock pressed up against her soft panties. It made the whole experience a delight. Periodically I would stop my dusting or whatever to stroke myself, keeping my cock solid and throbbing all the while. Making the pleasure last as long as I possibly could.

Unfortunately I made the pleasure last just a little bit too long. Stacy arrived to me lying on the couch, my legs spread and in the air, my hands wrapped around my shaft, stroking as precum leaked out of the tip and coated my cock. Stacy was none too happy about finding me in such a position. She moved from the doorway to the couch with speed, faster than I had ever seen that sexy body move before. “Are you kidding me,” she shouted, yanking me off the couch, forcing me down on my knees. By that look in her eyes I saw just how badly I had disappointed, how much I let her down. That I had failed to be her obedient sissy and failed in a very major way. My one saving grace perhaps was that I had not yet came, my load still aching for that release as she shoved me onto all fours.

I knew I would have to be punished for my transgression. I pleaded and begged with her, knowing all the while I was in the wrong, that my words were useless, I had screwed up and deserved whatever she had in store for me.

I expected what came next, Stacy swiftly went for the paddle. She yanked the panties off my ass, exposing my bare flesh. Reminding me how naughty sissies deserve to be punished, a sentiment that I couldn’t disagree with, as foolish as I am, I knew better than that. And so Stacy gave it to me, just as I had deserved. Spanking me with the paddle, using the cold hard plastic to enact her righteous disciplen upon my sissy ass. My flesh burned with each spanking, turning a bright red. The imprint left by her strong hand, a reminder and a mark of her command over me and my body.

However, what came next, I did not expect. I knew the cage existed, I saw it everyday for the past week, but neither of us ever made mention of it. I never questioned her purchases, it wasn’t my place to do so. I just figured that perhaps she was looking to buy a dog or something. Little did I know, I was the disobedient dog that the cage was made for. And now I’m sure Stacy couldn’t wait for the perfect opportunity to make use of it. Waiting for me to screw up, waiting for me to step out line, for the perfect opportunity to use this new form of punishment.

“I don’t know,” said Stacy, tapping her foot, standing in front of the cage and looking down at me. No doubt seeing just how pathetic and sad I looked balled up on the ground and locked away before her. Stacy of course didn’t make my imprisonment any easier.

In addition to locking me in the cage Stacy opted for removing all of her clothing. An occurrence that under any other circumstance would bring such wonder and delight. Stacy rarely let me see her naked body. But now she sought to tease me to the extreme. The cold air of the apartment had made her nipples stiff, mouth-wateringly so. Every time she walked in front of my cage I couldn’t help but stare at that sexy form of hers. Aching for a touch that I knew I couldn’t have. Stuck inside this cage and seeing her walking around like that was such a torture. The only brightside to any of this would have been if I was at the very least allowed to touch myself, but I wasn’t. Stacy would not allow it. She did however allow me to keep the butt plug, but that only made it harder to resist the urge to touch my cock.

“Maybe if you learned how to control yourself, I could let you out,” said Stacy.

“Please,” I begged, “I’ll behave, I won’t touch unless you say so.”

“I’m not sure if I believe that,” said Stacy, “but I’ll give you one more chance.”

“Yes, thank you Mistress. That’s all I ask.”

Stacy left for a moment and returned with a vibrator in her hand. “I’ll let you watch while I pleasure myself. And if you behave and don’t touch that sissy cock of yours then I’ll let you out, understand?”

“Yes Mistress, I understand, I won’t touch… promise.”

“Good,” Stacy smirked. She slid her hands up the curves of her body, fingers tracing along her immaculate skin. Stacy bit down on her bottom lip, a soft moan escaping as her hands cupped her perfect breasts. “Fuck,” Stacy exhaled, pinching her stiff nipples and giving them a tweak, “I had such a stressful day at work, this is exactly what I needed. If only I didn’t have to come home to such a disobedient sissy…” Stacy massaged herself, pressing her tits together. I whimpered in my cage, feeling guilty for making her day that much harder. And as Stacy teased her seductive body, my cock pulsated, growing harder at the sight of her.

My sissy hole tightened around the toy in my ass, Stacy’s hands moving further south, off her tits and towards her pussy. She spread her legs wide, opening them up, giving me a front row view of that sweet hole of hers. Her juices stuck to her thighs, her pussy dripping wet from the excitement she provided for herself. That excitement, that turn on, certainly had nothing to do with me. I was a pathetic sissy locked away for his insolence. I was the last thing on Stacy’s mind.

Using just a single finger, Stacy lightly teased her cute little clit, the motions sending jolts of pleasure into her body. Her spastic movements caused her body to shake and bounce, those tits jiggling, nipples begging to be sucked and tasted. I pressed my face against the cage, wishing to get closer to her.

“Hmm? You like what you see?” Stacy slid her finger into her wet cunt, letting a moan escape from her plump lips.

“God yes, mistress you look so delectable,” I gripped the cage, tensing my body, fighting back my urges.

“What is it that turns you on? Is it my tits?” Stacy pinched her nipples, tugging them down, shaking her breast in front of the cage. “Or perhaps it’s my pussy?” Stacy slapped her palm against her soaking wet clit. “Or… I know,” Stacy turned around, sticking her perfect ass out, “This is what you want, isn’t it?” Stacy slapped her booty, grabbing a handful and giving it a shake.

“Fuck yes,” I bellowed, “I want it all, fuck you’re perfect.” My dangling cock twitched and jumped, precum tickling down my shaft as Stacy bent over some more, spreading her cheeks apart.

“But you’ll never have this will you,” Stacy slid two fingers this time into her cunt, stretching her tight hole out a bit more. “This pussy only wants a real man’s cock, not that little sissy thing…. Oh fuck,” Stacy arched her back, adding a third finger inside.

I gripped my thighs, hard. The need to touch my cock ate away at me, seeing my mistress on display like that filled my mind with such dirty thoughts. Images of all the things I wanted to do to her but would never be worthy enough for. To get behind her, to feel those curves, to sink myself into her warmth and feel it wrapped around my shaft. I let out a heavy grunt, restraining myself grew more and more difficult.

“What’s the matter?” Stacy cooed, “Having a little trouble?”

“I want it so bad,” I groaned, “I need it.”

“Then maybe you should have obeyed me,” Stacy pressed her ass against the cage, “Isn’t this ass worthy of your worship? Isn’t worthy of your obedience.”

Fuck why did she have to tease me like this, it was right there. So close I could touch it, but if I did the punishment would be far worse. I gritted my teeth, and shuffled to the back of the cage, trying to keep my distance, trying not to tempt myself any further.

“Fuck, it is… it’s absolutely perfect.”

“And what about these tits of mine, don’t they deserve your respect,” Stacy pressed her chest against the cage this time, her nipples poking through the gaps. My tongue hung out of my mouth, I could rush over there and give them a lick, suck those stiff nipples into my mouth. I crawled slowly toward Stacy, drooling over her perfect body.

“Uh uh uh,” Stacy pulled back, wagging a disapproving finger at me, “you don’t get to touch me.”

“But…” Stacy paused for a second, placing a finger to her lips, “why don’t you,” she pointed at me, “grab that little sissy cock of yours.”

I did as she commanded, gripping my shaft.

“That’s it, now stroke it for me, nice and slow. I don’t want you cumming however,” Stacy reached for the vibrator, turning it on, the buzzing hum filling the air.

I slid my fingers up and down my shaft, sliding over the precum that came bubbling out of my tip. 

Stacy let out a hum of pleasure as she placed the vibrator against her clit, her legs shaking slightly, “Fuck, that’s good.” Stacy tilted her head back, her tits pressed out, bouncing as she pressed the vibrator harder against her pussy, massaging it up and down. Her soft voice echoed above me causing me to stroke myself harder, imagining myself as the cause for her cries of pleasure.

“Slow down,” Stacy kicked the cage, the metal scraping against the floor, “you’re not allowed to cum, remember?”

“Sorry Mistress, you just sound so fucking sexy when you moan,” I said, easing up on my hard cock, focing my efforts on just the tip.

“Come over here,” Stacy curled her finger at me, beckoning me over. She shoved the vibrator into her tight hole, her pussy gripping it in, holding it there as she moved closer to the cage. “Stick your cock out.”

I moved my cock into one of the gaps, Stacy hovered above it, opening her mouth. Strands of spit dangled over her lips, dripping down and coating my shaft. Stacy was careful however not to have her mouth touch my sissy cock, making sure only her spit dripped upon on it.

“There you go,” said Stacy, wiping her lips, “That should help.”

I pulled my cock back into the cage, sloshing my fingers over Stacy saliva, using it to lube my throbbing cock. Squishing and twisting her spit all around the head of my cock. “Oh fuck,” I shuddered, clenching my teeth. Just knowing it was her spit on my cock had sent me straight for the edge.

“Hold it in you dirty sissy,” growled Stacy, sliding the virbrator in and out of her cunt. The toy glistened with a heavy coating of her pussy juice.

I let go of my cock, breathing heavily, trying to steady myself and fight off the urge to blow.

“Suck,” Stacy pulled the vibrator out of her dripping pussy, and shoved through the gap in the cage. I opened my mouth up, Stacy eased the vibrator across my tongue, sucking her delectable juices off the toy. “Good little sissy, swallow your Mistress’s juices.”

Stacy shoved the vibrator back onto her clit, easing her fingers back into hole. She rubbed herself faster and faster, her whole body shaking and bouncing. Not slowing down Stacy brought herself right up to the edge and forced more and more pleasure to swell throughout her body. The vibrator buzzed and hummed as she curled her clit.

“Fuck yes,” Stacy yelped, her legs snapping shut as she tossed her arms around her body. The wave of orgasmic wonder took hold of her. Stacy tossed her head back, rolling and squirming with delight.

I rushed to the front of the cage, bringing myself as close as possible to her. I stroked my cock with all my attention fixated on Stacy, watching her enjoy the thrall of an orgasm had me wanting to shoot my load all over her. But I held it in, fighting against every urge and desire to spill my sticky seed. The punishment for cumming, especially if I got any on her, would be immense.

Stacy picked herself up, her tits rising and falling as she struggled to catch her breath, “Turn around for me.”

I turned around, my ass up against the cage. Stacy carefully took hold of the butt plug, twisting and easing it out of my tight hole.

“Let’s see if you can last with this,” Stacy had me coat the vibrator in more of my saliva. Forcing the toy deep into my mouth, hitting the back of my throat with it until spit came bubbling out of my mouth and dripping down my chest.

Stacy forced the soaked vibrator into my ass, stretching me open with the toy as I received most of it. My sissy hole willingly gobbled up the vibrating toy, sending shivers of pleasure into me. My cock dangled beneath me, twitching up and down as Stacy worked the vibrator deeper inside.

“How’s that? How badly do you want to cum?” Asked Stacy.

“So fucking bad,” I shouted, gripping my cock tight, forcing the cum to remain inside. Precum oozed out, strands sinking down onto the bottom of the cage. “I need it, I need it,” I bellowed, my cock bouncing as I slammed my ass up against the cage, wanting Stacy’s toy to penetrate me deeper.

“Too fucking bad,” grinned Stacy, pulling the vibrator out and turning it off. “You should have thought of that before you disobeyed me. I’m not going to let you cum so easily.”

“No, please please,” I held to the cage, shaking the door. “Let me cum, please.”

“Too bad,” Stacy fetched her clothing and got dressed, hiding all that sexy beauty from my view. I squirmed around in the cage, panting for release. Wondering how she could do this to me. Leave me aching and wanting like this. Wallowing in the torment of an unreleased orgasm. All that pleasure, all that overwhelming satisfaction, taken away from me at the very last moment.

“Naughty sissies don’t get to cum.”

“But- but-”

Stacy shrugged, “beg all you want, but it’s not going to happen.”

Stacy opened the cage door. I waited inside though, unsure if it was okay for me to leave yet.

“Well, come on out,” said Stacy.

I crawled out of the cage, looking up at her. Her hands on her hips as she looked down at me, looking dominant as ever.

“You can stay outside of your cage so long as you behave from now on. I’m going to meet up with a friend. And if you are a good sissy and don’t cum and play with yourself while I’m gone, I promise I will let you cum tonight.”

“Oh thank you,” I said, groveling at her feet, “I won’t let you down, not again.”

“Mmhmm, you better not. I’ll even have an extra surprise for you when I return,” Stacy tossed her pocketbook over her shoulder and headed for the door.

When Stacy returned from wherever it was that she went, she didn't often tell me the exact details. As her sissy it isn’t so much my place to always know her whereabouts, though the opposite is very true. I hounded her the moment she arrived.

“What is it? What’s my surprise, what is it,” I said, yapping like an overly excited dog. It had been a long day of no release. The desire for such a sweet gift burned inside of me, needed to be let out, needed to explode out of me and all over.

“Hold on, hold on,” said Stacy, trying to calm me down a bit.

“I can’t, I’ve been holding out all day. I need to cum,” I said.

“Well, that’s good, I’m happy to hear you didn’t give into your weaknesses and take care of it yourself. That wouldn’t be very smart of you.”

I shook my head, “I didn’t give in, I behaved myself for you.”

“Then you’ll have your reward, just be patient. He’ll be here in a minute,” she said.

“He?” I questioned. What kind of reward was that for me. It wasn’t the first time Stacy had invited another guy over. Usually to fuck him of course. And perhaps allow me to watch. Which did turn me on. Watching her get pounded by a real man, listening to her moan with ecstasy filled me with such burning lust.

She must have had some idea of what I was thinking judging by that look on her face and her explanation, “Mhmm,” Stacy nodded.”But I think you’ll enjoy him a bit more than the usual.”

“Why’s that?” I asked, growing more curious by the second.

“Because he isn’t here just to fuck me,” she said, a sly look on her pretty face.

“Wait… you mean-”

“That’s right,” Stacy cut me off, “He wants to play with you too.”

I swallowed my spit feeling a bit nervous, a bit uncertain as to how I should feel at all. I never had a guy touch me, never touched a guy myself either. Usually I would only watch, but this was in another league.

“Is there a problem?” Stacy asked, “I thought you would be excited, you will get to cum after all.”

On that point, I was indeed excited, I needed that release. And truthfully I would do anything to get it, let her have her way, in any way she desired, if it meant I finally get to blow this load that has been building up inside of me.

“I thought since you enjoy having me peg that sissy hole of yours so much,” Stacy continued, “that you might want to try the real thing. Have a real cock inside of you, not just a toy one.”

So that was her plan. To have this guy bend me over, take me and have his way with me. I had to admit, getting pegged, getting my ass played with by Stacy was an experience unlike any other, made my cock throb, had me spilling sticky cum like no experience before. But this… this wasn’t Stacy, this was a man.

“You will let him, won’t you?” Stacy asked, pouting, looking her cutest, “For me? For your Mistress.”

“I’d do anything for you,” I said, which was true. And if that means taking a hard cock, then that’s what I would have to do.

“Good. See how kind I am. Even though you aren’t worthy enough to have me touch that sissy cock of yours, I was nice enough to find someone else to do it for you.”

“Yes, Mistress… you are very kind,” I said in agreement.

When Stacy’s new friend entered the house I knew I might be in a bit of trouble. He was much bigger than I was. Looked like quite the alpha male, nothing like me. And I knew Stacy well enough to know what a size queen she was. She wouldn’t invite some guy over to fuck her who had a small dick. The only one with a small cock that she kept around was me, the rest were all impressively endowed and I had no doubt that this man had a lot to work with. I only hoped that I’d be able to handle having him stretching my tight sissy hole open.

“So this is your sissy,” said Brad, the guy Stacy invited over.

“Mhmm,” Stacy nodded, “Go on, give him a twirl.” I did as Stacy asked, spinning around, the skirt around my waist lifting up, the pink panties underneath peeking out. Brad nodded as he watched me put myself on display for him.

“I’m gonna enjoy this one,” said Brad, flashing me a smile.

“And you will,” Stacy took a step closer to him, her arm draped over his shoulder, “but first I want you to enjoy me. I don’t go second.”

“Of course,” said Brad, pulling Stacy in, her tits pressing against his strong chest. “I’m sure he can wait.”

Stacy let out a small laugh, “Hardly, but he better.” Stacy gave me a shoved aside, embracing Brad, their lips meeting. “God, that’s good,” Stacy moaned, “Mmm, what’s this?” Stacy snuck her hand underneath his waistband, feeling around for his cock, “Hard for me already?”

“I’ve been hard for you,” his hand went to the back of her head, bringing her in for another kiss. The two of them locked together, taking no notice of me as I awkwardly stood there with nothing to do but watch.

As the two of them grew increasingly passionate, they wrestled their way over to the couch, Brad lifting Stacy off her feet, tossing her onto the cushions.

“You’re strong,” Stacy giggled.

“And you’re fucking beautiful,” said Brad.

“Yeah? How do you want me?” Stacy asked, “on my back or…”

Brad grabbed her by the waist, flipped her around and bent her over the couch, “I want a nice view of that ass.”

Stacy helped him remove her clothing. First her black leggings and then her thong, sliding each one off down her slender legs.

“How’s it look?” Stacy reached back and grabbed a nice chunk of her tight booty, giving it a shake.

“Delicious,” he said. Brad teased the tip of his cock against Stacy's sweet pussy. The pussy that I spent everyday worshipping, praying that one day I’d get to have it for myself. Hoping that I would be worthy enough to have all of Stacy. Brad took pause for a second, pulling his cock away.

“Why’d you stop,” Stacy frowned, “Don’t you want this pussy,” Stacy slid a finger over her clit, lightly rubbing.

“I think I need my cock lubed up a little first,” Brad turned to face. “Sissy, get over here and spit on my cock for me so I can fuck this slut properly.”

“I gotta see this,” giggled Stacy, craning her neck over her shoulder, giving her butt a cute little wiggle. “Be a good sissy and spit on his cock for me.”

“Yes Mistress,” I stepped toward Brad, who pulled me in and shoved me down on my knees.

“That’s it, spit on this cock you sissy slut,” Brad gripped his thick shaft, shaking his cock in my face.

I swished the saliva around my mouth, building up the spit. I hovered my lips over his mighty cock and allowed it all to come drooling over my lips.

“What’s the matter, afraid to touch it?” Brad smirked, “I’m gonna have you bent over the couch next, so you might as well get used to how it feels.”

“Is it really that hard for you to stroke a cock?” Added Stacy. “You’re always just aching to touch yours.”

The two of them kept their eyes on me, waiting for me to do it. Watching to see if I would wrap my fingers around Brad’s thick shaft… and I did. I slid my hand over his spit coated cock, squishing my fingers over the tip.

Brad let out a heavy grunt, “Fuck, what a good little sissy.” Brad patted the top of my head.

“I’m still waiting over here. You’re not going to let him have all the fun are you?” Stacy gave her tight ass as a seductive slap, eyeing for Brad to come back over.

Brad gripped her curvy hips, pressing his cock against her slit and slipping the tip into her tight hole. Stacy held on to the couch cushions, Brad forcing himself deeper into her perfect cunt.

“I bet you wish this was your cock inside of her, huh?” Brad gave Stacy a forceful thrust, her body rocking forward, pressed into the cushions.

“I know he does,” Stacy moaned into the cushions, taking more of his cock.

“Why don’t you take your little sissy cock out,” said Stacy, bouncing herself against Brad. “Show him why I don’t let you inside.”

I lifted my skirt up, my erect cock pressing against the pair of panties Stacy had me wear.

“Hurry up, let’s see it,” Brad wrapped his fist around Stacy’s long hair, tilting her head back, turning her so she could watch me.

I pulled my cock out from behind my panties, hard and erect for the two of them. Watching Stacy get pounded by this man made me throb, made me want to hop on top of her and plunge myself inside of her warmth. But that wasn’t for me, it was all for him, only for him. For the man who could really please her, please her in such wonderfully sexy ways. But I still pleased Stacy, in a different way. In the way of the sissy, by obeying her commands, by allowing myself to be subjected to her whims and delights. And in that way I made Stacy happy and brought a smile to her face, brought laughter to her eyes. Even if it meant my own humiliation, at least Stacy received enjoyment from it, and that was enough for me.

“I see why you won’t let him inside of you,” said Brad, thrusting his hips, Stacy letting out a deep moan of ecstasy. “Probably wouldn’t even feel it.”

Stacy laughed, “you’re right about that. Not like your big alpha cock… mmm, fuck… just like that,” Stacy bit down on the couch cushion taking more of Brad’s mighty dick. Fuck, how I wish I was him, how I wish it was me instead of him taking that tight pussy.  But it wasn’t, may never be.

Stacy reached back and spread her ass, “Fuck, more… give me more,” Stacy begged, “Show him how a real man fucks.”

Brad spanked Stacy, slapping her perfect ass until her cheeks burned red. Spanking her just as Stacy would spank me when I’ve been a naughty sissy. Clearly I was at the absolute bottom of this hierarchy. The lowest amongst them all.

“I want your cum,” Stacy growled, “I want you to fill my pussy with your load… give me that alpha cum.”

“Whatever you want,” Brad grunted, his chin jutting out, his focus and determination coming out in each heavy hit. “Sissy, come play with my balls so I can give this slut what she wants.”

“You heard him,” said Stacy, “Do what he says so I can have his big fat load fill my warm cunt.”

“Yes Mistress, as you desire,” I reached underneath the two of them, fondling Brad. Tugging and teasing his testicles, Brad picked up speed. I could feel his need to erupt swelling in my hands. He was so close, so close to giving Stacy everything she wanted, giving her all that I wish I could.

“Fuck, that’s so tight,” Brad gave a heavy push, plunging his cock into her tight hole. He pulled back on her shoulder, pinning her against his body, holding her there, securing her.

Brad growled like an animal, his cock pulsating streams of warm cum out, filling her sweet hole up. So much cum, his warm load leaking out between the two of them. Brad slid his sloppy cock out of her cunt. Cum dripped down Stacy’s thighs, her pussy stuffed to the brim with his big load.

“Don’t just look at it,” said Stacy, giving her ass a squeeze, “come clean me up.”

“Wait… what?” I stammered.

“You heard me, eat this cum out of my pussy,” demanded Stacy.

“I… I…”

“What’s the matter? You have no problem eating your own cum… now come eat his. Be a good sissy cumslut and clean your Mistress up.”

I swallowed, feeling a bit uneasy but knowing I had to do this to make her happy. No matter how degrading the act, I had to do it… anything for Stacy. That’s all I had to keep thinking, this was for her, this is what she wanted.

“Yes Mistress.” 

I got down on my knees before the edge of the couch. I opened wide and stuck my tongue out, licking up her long legs. Licking my way up her thigh as cum dripped down, taking the warm load into my mouth, grimacing as I sucked the cum in.

“Oh my gosh,” Stacy laughed, “What a pathetic cumslut. Eating another man’s cum, you really are pathetic.”

“Yes Mistress,” I nodded in agreement.

“Good, now suck it out of my cunt,” Stacy grabbed my face, pulling me in, shoving my mouth over her cunt. “Eat it, eat his cum,” she chanted.

“Look at him go,” chuckled Brad, “I think he likes it.”

“He better. Maybe he’ll absorb some of your manliness this way,” said Stacy.

“I doubt it,” said Brad, helping Stacy shove me in deeper, smothering my face, “I don’t think anything can make him more of a man.”

“That’s true, he’d have to be at least some of a man, in order to become more of one, and he isn’t a man at all… just a sissy… just a cum eating sissy slut.”

I slurped and sucked the cum out of Stacy's perfect little pussy. Delighting her and Brad, making them laugh, letting them dominate me until I had Stacy pussy all cleaned out and empty.

“That’s enough,” Stacy shoved me out of her cunt and down on all fours, “What do you think?” Stacy asked Brad.

“That’s enough for me,” Brad let out a heavy exhale, his body clearly tired and spent, his cock going soft.

“I suppose I drained that cock of yours pretty good, huh?”

“I don’t think there’s much left,” Brad gave his dick a shake.

“Is there enough left for my sissy?”

“I don’t think so,” Brad answered.

“That really is too bad. I guess somebody won’t be getting to cum today then,” Stacy shot me glance.

“But… but-”

“Sorry,” she shrugged her shoulders, “I guess I lied. I can’t force him to fuck you if he doesn’t want to.”

Was that really it then? Did I lose my chance to cum just like that? “But I thought… I thought if I let him stretch my sissy hole out… I would-”

“Yeah… if… but clearly he is spent from fucking somebody actually worth fucking. You’ll just have to wait till next time,” said Stacy.

“When, when will I get to cum, please…” I begged on my knees, aching for a final release. How could she take this away from me. But of course she could, it was her right to take it away. Stacy owned my sissy cock, not me. In the end I had to obey this.

“Maybe if you’re better behaved tomorrow I’ll let you play with that little cock of yours… maybe…”

Her words gave me hope, but it was never a guarantee. With Stacy in control, nothing is a guarantee, not when I failed her so often and behaved so disobediently. I thought I could reconcile my mistakes, but that would not come about so easily.

“What do you think?” Stacy asked Brad.

“I say make him wait, make him earn it. I can always come back tomorrow, I would love to fuck that pussy of yours again.”

“Mmm,” Stacy licked her plump red lips, “another taste of that cock sure sounds good to me. Tomorrow then.”

And so I would have to wait. Wait and continue to obey. And then maybe… just maybe… my Mistress would offer me the kindness of allowing me to cum and finally have that release. And when finally granted it, I knew that moment would take me to a world of bliss unlike any other, having held out for so long, this insane build up, what an eruption it would be.
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