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From the Back Cover

For an aspiring FemDom Mistress, one of the greatest honors is to be accepted into The Guild. For centuries, the women of The Guild have been both the driving force and the deepest secret of various men and women in power around the globe.

Dr. Glenda Yance, one of The Guild’s newest and most respected members, is constantly exploring the emerging frontiers of science and medicine in search for things The Guild might find useful as they further their goals and influence. With her latest development, Dr. Yates has found a way for member of The Guild to bring practically any man or woman under a hypnotic spell.

Pairs of specially designed yoga pants have a secret that makes everyone feel an uncontrollable urge to worship the shapely form they enclose. When one of the first uses bring total control over the President of the United States, it is inevitable that other people of power and influence will soon follow and, within months, member of The Guild gain control of dozens of the most powerful people in the world.

Syndie provides another original and creative story that is sure to have readers checking out sexy women in yoga pants. And is that hypnotic sensation you feel as you watch the gentle sway something more sinister than simple lust?


Dedication

This one is for Alex, the sandwich girl. Nobody rocks a pair of yoga pants like you do my lovely vixen and every time I drop by the shop I hunger for more than just a sandwich.
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1. The Oval Office

In the White House, the president sat at her desk in the oval office with the telephone pressed to her ear.

“Submitting to you was the most incredible experience in my life,” Linda Marks said into the phone. “I still think about it all the time. But I have a responsibility that is bigger than me now. I have an obligation to give that my full attention. Do you understand Mistress Q?”

There was a pause and then a sensuous and entrancing voice answered.

“What I understand,” the female voice said, “is that you pledged your submission to me and now you are backing out on that pledge. That makes me unhappy dear.”

The president cringed. Since her graduation from college, pleasing her Mistress had been one of the most important things in her life. Twenty years later she had a husband and two kids, but she still longed for those hours spent serving this woman who seemed to own her so completely. But a few hectic weeks after winning the presidential election, she had become convinced her that she needed to focus on other things for the next four years.

“I want to please you Mistress,” the president said in a pleading voice. “After my term of office is over, I can be yours again. I want to be yours. I need to be yours. I just can’t be yours right now.”

“So I am supposed to let you rebel against my authority and then simply take you back when it pleases you?”

“No. It’s not like that. Really.”

There was a long pause before the voice on the phone responded.

“There are consequences, but if you refuse to serve, I certainly will not be the one begging.”

“What kind of consequences?” the president asked in a wary voice. Her Mistress had twenty years of photographs, videos, and notes that showed just how deep, depraved, and perverted her need to serve was.

A laugh came over the phone and the president cringed.

“You are worried I’ll blackmail you my worthless servant?” Mistress Q asked.

“Would you?”

The laugh came again.

“No. The time will come to humiliate you, but not publicly. You will be back. You know that don’t you?”

The expression on the president’s face was one of pain.

“I know Mistress Q. I long to serve you. I just…” her voice drifted off.

“You just want to have your way instead of submit to mine when you choose,” Mistress Q said. “I will make you a bargain my pitiful Slave Linda. If you can look me in the eyes and ask for a reprieve from your pledge of submission, I will grant it to you for the time you are president. But you must ask me in person.”

The president sighed. “Thank you Mistress. I have a fund raiser in Dallas in two weeks. Could I see you in person then? I promise that when I get to serve you again I will make up for my transgression. I will belong to you again. You can punish me however you see fit.”
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The laugh that came over the phone unsettled the president a bit, but then the voice said, “Very well. I will see you in Dallas in two weeks. At least have the decency to live up to that commitment.”

Before the president could reply the line went dead.

The president hung up the phone and leaned back in her chair. Staring at the wall of the oval office, her thoughts were only of her Mistress and how she longed to serve her.

“God I need her,” the president muttered to herself. “I need her to use me.”

Her hand lifted her dress and tugged on her panties. She pinched her clit until it hurt and moaned with pleasure. Her other hand roughly pinched her own breast while she rubbed the swollen love bud between her legs.

As she thought about serving her Mistress, the president writhed and moaned with pleasure.

A secret service agent heard the noise and discreetly opened the door to the oval office a crack. He watched as the president of the United States massaged her pussy to a climax.

Once she came, she collapsed back into her chair and the agent quietly closed the door.


2. Back (door) in Texas

In Dallas, Mistress Q stared at the phone on table beside the sofa she lounged on. The room was large and dark. She picked up her glass of wine and took a sip. Her expression was that of someone lost in thought, but several minutes later a slight smile came to her lips.

Mistress Q stood up and went to a table. She picked up a large strap-on dildo attached to a harness and began to put it on. She carefully adjusted the buckles and then picked up a large black paddle.

On the table was a small remote control and the push of several button’s lit up another portion of the cavernous room about fifty feet away. In the middle of that new island of light there was the form of a person bent over something similar to a saw horse and bound tightly. The person was wearing a leather mask and the only opening was for the mouth.

Right now, the mouth was being held wide open with a ball gag that was strapped into place. A red corset was in place and the figure was wearing black hose. Bent over, the figure’s ass was lifted and exposed. Beneath this was a limp cock with several clips and weights hanging from it.

“That god damned bitch,” Mistress Q said. She stood behind the figure and swung the paddle. She was rewarded with a loud pop and a muffled moan from her sissy male servant. She swung the paddle again and again, until her sissy’s ass was bright red.

Moans of pain came from the bound figure as she stopped. She sat the paddle down on a nearby table and picked up a tube of lubricant. Distracted and moving out of habit rather than though, she lubed up the large black rubber dong that jutted in front of her.
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“That fucking bitch!”

This time it was almost a scream of anger. She approached the helpless figure and used her hands to spread the man’s ass cheeks. His puckered hole was exposed and she moved into position behind him.

Although the man could not hear a word because of foam plugs and the leather hood, she spoke to him none the less.

“She thinks she can just walk away. How silly is that? You know better don’t you?”

She slowly thrust forward and the head of the dildo pierced the man’s ass. There was another moan of pain as he was skewered on her jutting shaft.

“Yes, you know better.”

Slowly Mistress Q worked her cock deeper and deeper until she was fully buried inside the man.

She grasped a leather leash that was attached to a collar around the man’s neck and pulled roughly.

“You know better. You were just sworn in as governor of our great state and as soon as you could sneak away from the reception you came her to serve your Mistress.”

She began to fuck him roughly as she pulled at the leash.

“God damn bitch. Fucking take that up your ass you sorry sissy. I’m going to fuck you raw tonight and I’m going to have that bitch the president begging to be fucked raw in two weeks.”

Her rage fueled her aggressive fucking of the helpless man in front of her. She screamed and cursed for nearly an hour.

Once her anger burned off, she released the man.

To celebrate his election and reward his service, she even let him jerk himself off as she watched.

She laughed as his tiny cock emptied its load.

“What a pitiful little tummy pancake you make my sissy,” she said.

“Yes Mistress,” the man meekly agreed as she stepped forward and locked his now limp cock into a chastity device.

He quickly dressed.

“I’ll see you next week you pitiful little man,” Mistress Q said. “Oh, and congratulations on winning the election.”

“Thank you Mistress,” he said. “Yes ma’am, I’ll be here like usual. I’m sorry I was late this evening because of being sworn in and the reception.”

Mistress Q laughed, “I’m not an unreasonable Mistress. I understand. You are a worthless sissy, but at least you take serving your Mistress seriously.”

“Thank you Mistress,” the man said as he finished dressing.

Mistress Q walked back to her sofa and again sipped at her glass of wine.
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In the far end of the vast warehouse that was both her home and her dungeon, she heard a door quietly open and close.

She looked at a monitor that showed the outside of the building and saw the governor’s painful, shuffling gait as his well fucked ass made its way to a waiting limousine. A chauffeur appeared and opened the car door and the man gently eased himself into the car.

Mistress Q laughed. The pitiful sissy who was now the governor would no doubt walk funny for several days after being on the receiving end of her frustrations about the president.

The president. What the hell was she going to do about that bitch?


3. The Guild

The video conference started with people joining from around the world. All twenty-one participants were prompt and listened respectfully as the leader of the conference called the meeting to order.

In ways, this could have been the meeting of any large, multi-national corporation. There were members from well over a dozen different countries. They were of various ages and races. The conversation was in English, but several of them spoke with heavy accents.

But this was not just any group. This was a meeting of The Guild.

All of the people participating were women. Some wore business suites, but most were dressed in provocative ways that would not be considered your typical ‘business casual’ look. They were all strong, confident women. They were all powerful FemDom Mistresses who were served by the rich and powerful.

Many were also served by other Mistresses and this lower level of the organization represented the bulk of the nearly five hundred members of The Guild.

Among those who served the various levels of Mistresses in The Guild were powerful politicians, bankers, and leaders of large corporations. The top echelon of The Guild went simply by letters, not names. Mistress X was referred to as The Most High Mistress with the others participating in the video conference being High Mistresses.

The Most High Mistress was selected once every five years and it was often an honor that was given to one nearing retirement. When one took this role, they typically turned over the care of her flock of sissies, submissives, servants, and pets to a successor.
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They typically met by video conference every other month and in person for a week at various resort locations around the world every two years.

This video conference was not one of the typically scheduled meetings and had been called with very short notice.

“Several of our sisters have been served by people who moved to key leadership positions around the world in the last few months. The woman recently elected president of the United States has served Mistress Q for nearly twenty years. The two young men heading the rival parties in the German parliament have both served Mistress S for over ten years. In the United Kingdom, almost half of the House of Lords submit to various members of The Guild. The president of France along with his wife have jointly submitted to Mistress K and nearly half the cabinet ministers serve other members of The Guild beneath her. The woman who heads the world’s largest defense contractor has long been under the spell of Mistress L and has been an invaluable asset, until recently when two competitors we have been unable to gain control over have begun to cause her problems. But…”

Mistress X sat at her desk in a high-rise building along the coast of Florida. One wall of the office was filled with screens and she could see the face of each of the High Mistresses from around the world. She could tell from their somber expressions that they knew what she was about to say.

“The reality is that for years we have been slowly losing our grasp on power. After the second world war, we brought the world back together the best we could. We are behind the scenes, but so many world leaders have served so many of us and our sisters over the last seven decades. Unfortunately, things like the Internet and changing social norms have affected us. The Guild has been around in some form or fashion for nearly five centuries now. At one time the dungeons were not playgrounds of perversion, the torture was very real and some Mistresses were harsh. During the sixties and the seventies, many members of The Guild filled those who served them with drugs to add a physical addiction to the sexual one we offer those who we allow to submit. With the new millennia, we decided as a group to stop those types of practices. We are professionals and, like a surgeon uses a scalpel, domination is the tool that we use to pursue our goals. Our purpose in life is to be served and to make those around us want to serve us.”

Mistress X sighed. She had been part of the majority who had pushed for a purer form of domination. Now things seemed to be slipping away. There were still members who would bring back the LSD and the wild trips they subjected those who served them to. A few were even so extreme that they would go back to the old days of branding irons and brutal devices of torture if they could. In fact, she suspected a few still hid some very dark behaviors from the other members even now.

“I would like to show you a video that Mistress Y provided to me. This video made me decide it was time to call a formal session of the High Mistresses to make a decision.”

The faces on some screens looked puzzled. Mistress Y was a bit of an enigma to many of them. The Most High Mistress X had they right to choose two assistants if she desired. Often these were other Mistresses that were ready to retire and take a less hands-on role with those who serve.

But Dr. Glenda Yates was an exception. She had not even been High Mistress or even a run of the mill Mistress. Rather, she was a rouge doctor who had once worked with various government agencies on interrogation techniques. She was an expert on both the physiology and psychology of mind control.
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When the head of a well-known three letter agency had tried to gain sexual favors from her by threatening to cut off funding for her department, she had resisted. A week later, she and the nearly thirty people working for her were given pink slips and their laboratory was dismantled overnight.

The head of the agency, a man named George Martins, was not surprised to get a call from Dr. Yates asking him to meet with her. He was a man used to getting his way and he had chuckled at the desperate sound to the doctor’s voice. He was certain he would have her begging him for sex in return for allowing her department to be reinstated.

He was wrong…

One evening he had snuck away for his rendezvous with the doctor. Nobody saw him for nearly a month. Despite all efforts to locate him, it was like he had simply vanished.

Then a shemale prostitute was arrested for offering twenty dollar blow jobs outside a bar in the seeder part of Washington DC. The hooker seemed dazed and disoriented. She had to be put into solitary confinement because she continued aggressively begging men to let her suck them or for them to fuck her. Wads of dried semen covered her face, were tangled in her hair, and caked her soiled panties.

The only name she would give was Georgette, so they ran her fingerprints.
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In less than half an hour, the police station was shut down and taken over by the three letter agency who had been missing its director for a month. The fingerprints that had been taken belonged to that man. When the prints had been run, it had triggered a panic. What was a powerful man with one of the highest security clearances possible doing dressed as a hooker and giving twenty dollar blow jobs? Obviously, national security could be at risk.

George Martins slowly began remembering tiny bits and pieces about his past, but it was clear that he would never be the same and his constant hunger for cock was something he could neither control nor fully satisfy. His private calendar had shown his planned meeting with Dr. Yates. Leaving for it had been the last time he was seen before this apparent transformation and the department’s agents had been unsuccessfully seeking Dr. Yates ever since.

But the doctor had dropped from sight. There were rumors and suspicion, but nothing could be done.

As a reminder to be more careful, Georgette was kept in a windowless room on the top floor of the agencies offices. Several powerful men had keys and would visit Georgette for a blow job or a quick fuck when they needed to relieve the stress of their important jobs. Sure they felt a bit guilty, but George had been a bastard to work for and they rationalized it to themselves by looking at how eager Georgette was to service any and all who would let her. It was safer and more discrete than the hookers they had often frequented in the past.

But none of those on the top floor wanted to end up like Georgette, so the search for Dr. Yates was halfhearted at best.

During the years of her work, Dr. Yates had heard rumbling of The Guild. At first she did not know whether to believe them or not. When she went underground to hide, she passed word to several women she was certain would be involved in The Guild if it did exist. She had skills that could be useful and would welcome the opportunity to work with The Guild.

At that point, the latest in the line of Mistress X’s had only recently been elected. After some thought, she had reached out to Dr. Yates. A meeting was arranged. Days later, for the first time in memory, the Most High Mistress announced the appointment of an assistant who had not previously been a High Mistress or even a member of The Guild. Dr. Glenda Yates had become Mistress Y.

Mistress X was more convinced than ever that she had made the right choice as she pushed a few buttons and shared a video with those on the video conference. Dr. Yates was in the office with her and the two women smiled at each other as the video started.


4. Nasty Man

Ricky Nester was not a nice man. But he was both dangerous and powerful, so most people simply looked the other way, both literally and figuratively, when he crossed their path. One person who did not just look away was District Attorney Amy Butler.

Since her recent election, she had spent months gathering evidence and preparing to charge and prosecute Nester for a variety of crimes. With Amy, it was personal. Her sister had been victimized by Ricky Nester in several ways. Amy had done what she could to help her sister out of the mess, but now wanted to ensure other young women did not fall victim to similar things.

The first week after taking office there was the vandalism of her car. Not long after, the tires were slashed. One evening when she was away, her home was hit by a barrage of gun fire that shattered all of the windows along with any illusion of safety Amy might have had. Even the police commissioner had been candid with her. He was worried that the best protection his department could offer might not be good enough.

At one time, Amy Butler had worked for Dr. Yates. Amy had left the agency shortly before the incident with the director and had not heard from Dr. Yates since. Or, at least, she had not openly heard from her. Over the previous few months, there had been several post cards from around the world. The first had come from Greece and then one from London. One had shown the pyramids of Egypt and the most recent had come from, of all places, Norway. They were all simply signed, “A Friend.”

At first Amy thought it might be some veiled threat that she failed to understand or the work of some odd-ball secret admirer. One evening she had stared at the post cards for a half hour before it hit her.

Greece. London. Egypt. Norway.

G-L-E-N…

Amy had smiled. While she tended to play by the rules, she could not say she was particularly upset by what had happened to Georgette, or rather, to agency director George Martins. The agency had tried to keep it a secret, but she had heard the stories and even seen some videos that were not supposed to exist. The man had been a nasty old bastard who was always groping or pinching unsuspecting women. Watching him being breed and abused had been both sobering and satisfying.

And now Glenda seemed to be sending a series of post cards just to let Amy know things were okay.

That flash of insight had come just days before the windows of her house had been shot out.

Late one afternoon about a week later, the police commissioner had phone Amy’s office.

“Nester is out front. Says he’s peacefully protesting. I have an officer watching him and two will be escorting you home. He’s getting bold and I don’t like it.”

Amy knew what to expect as she walked out of the government offices that evening to head home. Ricky Nester was out front leaning against his Bentley and holding a sight that proclaimed, “Make love. Not war.”

When Amy had walked out, the man had straightened up and said loudly, “Just the lady I was hoping would hear my message. Doing anything tonight babe?”

Amy had been both angry and scared. She knew he was not a man to be taken lightly. She did not doubt for a minute that on some level he truly believed his charm could somehow seduce her. So many people had given in before that he had come to believe nobody could tell him no. She was also fairly certain how he would react when she did not give in.

She looked into his eye and the fear deepened. They eyes were cold and dark. She knew that he would be happy either seducing her or killing her. He probably really didn’t care.

Amy had barely noticed the uniformed police officer who was now walking towards Nester. And there was a blonde woman who seemed vaguely familiar walking hurriedly past on the side walk.

Nester grinned at Amy and then glanced at the back side of the woman who had just walked between them on the sidewalk. The woman was wearing yoga pants, a pair of high leather boots, and a leather jacket.
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Nester recovered and focused on Amy again. Then his glance went back to the woman who was now walking away from them.

One last time he looked at Amy and then his eyes returned to the retreating figure of the woman in yoga pants. Suddenly he seemed to make up his mind. He dropped his sign and quickly followed after the retreating figure of the woman.

The police officer approached Amy and they both watched Nester hustling up the street.

“Maybe you should follow him?” Amy suggested.

The officer nodded as the two officers who would escort Amy home approached.


5. The Trance

The woman walked quickly and without looking back. Several times Nester had yelled, “Hey lady!” Each time she seemed to not hear him. He was about a half block behind her when she turned into a small bar and pool hall with a faded sign that said, “Jake’s Joint.”

The woman walked through the bar and towards the restrooms in the back. Nester entered just in time to see her disappear into the lady’s room. Without even giving it a thought, he followed her.

Nester tried the door to the lady’s room and found it unlocked. He slipped in and closed the door behind him.

Back out in the bar, there were about a dozen guys setting around drinking and playing pool tables. At the bar there was also one lone woman nursing a beer. When the police officer who had been following Nester entered the bar a few minutes later, everyone pretended to be busy. Only the woman at the bar turned and looked at him.

The officer’s eyes had scanned the bar and then he approached the woman.

“Did you see a gal with a guy following her come in here?”
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The woman nodded and told him, “They both headed back to the john. Somebody in trouble?”

“No. At least not yet. I just want to make sure nobody gets into trouble.”

The woman shrugged. “Are you going to let him take a leak before you slap the cuffs on him?”

The officer smiled. “Hopefully I won’t have to get out the cuffs.”

“Oh I don’t know,” the woman said with a smile. “Getting out the cuffs kind of sounds like fun to me.”

They both laughed.



The woman whom Nester had been following was looking in the restroom mirror and did not seem surprised when he walked in on her.

“Lock the door,” she told him and he did what he was told.

Then he walked up behind her. He was a man who was used to taking what he wanted and he stared down at the ass that was nicely wrapped in a tight pair of yoga pants.

“God baby, what a perfect ass,” he said.

She turned around and slapped him.

“You worthless piece of trash. Get on your fucking knees where you belong.”

The slap had both stung and surprised Nester. An instinct made him want to lash out, but for some reason he stood there for several seconds before dropping to his knees as she had told him to.

“You can sniff it if you ask your Mistress nicely,” the woman told him.

“Please Mistress, can I sniff your lovely, perfect ass?” Nester was surprised to hear the words come from his mouth, but the truth was that nothing was more important at that instant that just burying his nose in the fabric that was stretched across what had to be the most perfect piece of ass he had ever seen.

The woman put her arms out and leaned forward so her hands rested on the edge of the sink.

Bent over and offering up her ass, she told him, “You can sniff, but you can’t touch.”
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Happily, the kneeling man bent forward and put his nose to within a fraction of an inch of the woman’s ass. Then he deeply inhaled, savoring the scent of her perfume and the slight musky smell of arousal. He held his breath and then slowly exhaled before taking another deep breath.

The woman wiggled her ass and Nester stared in fascination. After several seconds, his eyes seemed to lose their focus.

“You would do anything for me, wouldn’t you?” the woman asked in a playful voice.

She watched as the man nodded his head.

“Get up and strip,” she told him.

Nester did what he was told.



The officer and the woman at the bar chatted a bit.

“You don’t suppose they went out the back door that’s back by the john do you?” she suddenly asked.

The officer had been distracted by her, but suddenly remember why he had come into the bar in the first place.

“I better check,” he said in a worried voice.

“Let me go with you,” the woman said with a smile. “Just in case I get the chance to see you and your handcuffs in action.”

The officer shrugged as she slid off her bar stool and followed him towards the back door. He checked the men’s room and found it empty while she found the door to the women’s room locked. Since Nester was not in the men’s room, the officer walked out the back door and found himself in an alley.

The woman from the bar joined him and they looked both directions. Nobody was in sight.

“Guess they aren’t out here,” the woman said.

The officer turned and tried to open the door to reenter the bar.

“Damn,” he muttered. “It locked behind us.”

“Is that some kind of come on line?” the woman asked with a giggle and the officer blushed with embarrassment.

“I’ll walk you back around to the front,” the officer said. “We’ll have to walk to the end of the block to get out of the alley though.”

She giggled again and the officer thought it was a lovely sound.

They set off walking and talking.



In less than a minute, Nester was standing naked in the women’s bathroom. The woman in the yoga pants opened her purse and pulled out a pair of silky pink panties.

“Put those on,” she ordered and he did what he was told.

“Stand still,” she said in a stern voice as she pulled lipstick from her purse and smeared a liberal coat over the man’s lips.
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“Now let’s put your mouth to work you fucking sissy,” she said.

On the wall that the women’s restroom shared with the men’s restroom, there was a fist sized hole that was about waist high. It was a glory hole. Years earlier some hopeful men somehow thought that wagging their wiener through the hole would so arouse the occupants of the women’s bathroom that they would get a blowjob.
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The hole had been there for over a decade and so far no man had actually got lucky although one had gotten his cock kicked by an unimpressed occupant of the ladies room two years ago.

The key words were, “So far…”

The woman now put her hand through the hole. The surprised occupant of the men’s room looked at it for several seconds before he walked over and tentatively approached the hole. The woman’s hand grasped his cock and pulled him to the wall.
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“Suck it,” she whispered to Nester.

For Nester, it was like there was a small part of his mind that was watching but was no longer in control. His mind was shocked and repulsed by his own actions as he kneeled by the wall, opened his mouth wide, and leaned forward, taking the unknown man on the other side of the wall deep into his mouth.

There was a loud moan of pleasure that could be heard through the wall as the man’s entire dick was suddenly engulfed by the eager sucking mouth on the other side of the glory hole.

“Work it good,” the woman whispered to Nester.

That tiny part of Nester’s mind that still seemed to work was surprised when he realized that the rest of his mind seemed to find the salty taste of precum delicious. The part of himself he could no longer control eagerly went to work sucking as he moving his head up and down the shaft of some total stranger’s dick.

The woman’s voice seemed to echo in his mind. He was supposed to work on this cock. He wanted to please the woman with the lovely ass.

Suddenly the cock in his mouth began to twitch. There was another loud moan that turned into a roar. The cock stiffened and then spit a wad of cum into Nester’s eagerly sucking mouth.

Yummy! Nester savored his first wad of cum and loved it. Seconds later, the unseen man’s cock pumped glob after stick glob of sperm into the mouth of the enthusiastically sucking sissy.

Soon the cock went limp and pulled back. But as quick it was gone another was there to replace it. There was the sound of excited voices coming from the men’s room next door as Nester eagerly went to work sucking the new offering of another lovely, hard cock.

He was moaning happily as he worked and the woman leaned down and whispered, “Treat all these men nice my sissy slut. If you stop, you’ll feel an unbearable hunger and craving for cock. And doesn’t your ass feel so empty? I want you to service some of these viral, sexy men with your wanton, whore ass.”

She walked to the door of the ladies room and opened it. She was not surprised to find that there was now a line of men outside the men’s room. They had seen the sexy woman walked in and, as word spread about what was going on, everyone had assumed she was the one on the other side of the glory hole. They all gave her a look of surprise as she stepped out.

“A mouth on the other side of a hole in the wall is a bit anonymous,” she said to the men. “But if you’re willing to bang his butt him, I just know he’d enjoy it.”

She quickly slipped out the back door of the bar, leaving a bunch of uncertain men standing in line. One finally walked over to the door to the women’s room and looked inside. There was a dude in pink panties nursing fervently on the cock stuck through the glory hole.

The man shrugged and dropped his pants. He walked in and knelt behind Nester as the man continued to suck the cock of the stranger on the other side of the wall. With one rip, the man tore the crotch out of Nester’s panties. He spat into his hand and lubed his cock, then spread Nester’s ass cheeks and spit on the other man’s tightly puckered hole.
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“Get ready for some cock up your back door buddy,” the man grunted and lined his cock up and pushed forward. There was a slightly squeal from Nestor until his tightly puckered ass suddenly opened to receive the man’s hard cock.

The man began thrusting and soon he had an audience watching him fuck the other man. The happy humming noises come from Nestor’s cock-filled mouth showed how much he was enjoying himself.


6. Busted

The cop got to the end of the alley and walked back towards the street with the woman walking beside him.

“I live off the other direction,” the woman said and the cop turned and looked at her.

She was pointing in the direction away from the bar. As he met her eyes, she saw a look she had seen hundreds of times over the years. She smiled at him.

“Would you like to come see my handcuffs sometime soon?” she asked the cop and, without thinking, the man nodded.

She rummaged through her small purse and pulled out a card.

“Call me tomorrow,” she said. “We’ll make an appointment.”



The officer walked slowly back to the front door of the bar. Several times he looked at the card. It was plain white. Simple and to the point. In large letters it had the woman’s name, “Mistress Sonya, Dominatrix.” Below that in smaller print it say, “Your submission is expected.” At the bottom was a telephone number.

Shit. He had always just been a normal family guy. But since he had met that woman, something had changed. He knew he would call the number tomorrow and that he would submit as she expected.
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As he approached the door to the bar he carefully tucked the card into a pocket. He could hear loud noises even before he got to the door. It sounded like a riot was going on inside what was normally a quiet neighborhood bar. He quickened his pace and went inside.

He stopped and stared across the bar.

This afternoon was the afternoon for a lot of crazy shit.



Danny had always bragged about how well-endowed he was to his buddies at the bar. This time they decided to call him out on it.

“Show us that big cock you’re always bragging about,” someone suggested.

And Danny did just that.

His words were not just bragging. He was huge. A huge slab of meat almost a foot long and as thick as an average man’s fist hung in front of him.

“I want to see this sissy take THAT,” muttered one man in jealous awe. Several other’s agreed and the sissy kneeling on the floor of the women’s room offered no resistance as they led him out to the main part of the bar.

They laid Nestor on his back on top of a pool table that had seen better days. But it had never seen anything like the action that was about to happen.

Danny climbed up behind the sissy, tossed one of the sissy’s legs over each shoulder, and guided his cock towards the sissy’s ass. The well-used ass was beyond sloppy seconds at this point. At least a half dozen loads had been dumped in it. It gaped open, wide and hungry, as cum slowly dribbled out.

But as loose as his man-home might be, nothing had prepared Nestor for this. As Danny began to shove inside, Nestor whimpered.

“Oh yeah,” the man freshly turned sissy slut said in a voice that was clearly pleading. “It hurts like you are tearing me apart inside, but I need it so bad!”

Danny was used to having to work his way slowly into any woman or man he fucked. Truth was it did not matter much to him what he fucked if they could handle the huge tool he wielded in front of him.

With experienced and practiced motions, he began to gently thrust. Each forward thrust shoved just a fraction of an inch deeper than the one before.

“So good,” Nestor sighed in a happy voice.

“He’s about half way in,” said one man.

“He’s going to fucking split that sissy bastard,” said another.

Danny keep working deeper and deeper while Nestor began to squirm with pleasure.

“Shit,” came an awed voice, “He’s got the whole thing inside that slut.”

And he did. Danny pushed forward and his entire shaft was buried deep inside Nestor’s willing, sissy ass.

Then Danny began sliding nearly all the way out and then quickly slam his cock all the way back into the depths of this sissy’s bowels.

Nestor was begging.

“Yes! Fuck me!”

“God that’s incredible!”

“Don’t stop! Never stop!”

“You are such a stud!”

“I need it! I need that wonder cock of yours!”

Finally several men decided they had a better use for the sissy’s mouth than listening to him beg for cock up his ass. They began taking turns with his mouth again. Nestor eagerly sucked while he was being fucked.

Load after load was emptied into his mouth. Several went back for seconds, including a few who had fucked Nestor’s ass earlier. The second times around on the ones he had sucked were nice and clean. But the cocks that had fucked his ass were not just sloppy seconds—they were just flat nasty. Those cocks were soiled with the mixed cum of many men that filled his ass as well as the other contents Nestor’s bowels.

But Nestor did not care. He eagerly sucked each one as that wonderful, huge cock fucked his ass.

“Shit,” Danny muttered. “He’s tight! I’m going to cum!”

Nestor let out enthusiastic moans of encouragement as the man fucking his ass neared an orgasm. He had swallowed well over a dozen loads and taken a half dozen in his ass. With a half hour’s worth of experience as a cock sucking, butt fucking sissy, Nestor had learned enough to recognize the signs that both the man fucking his ass and the one he was sucking on were about to reach an orgasm.

Nestor reached down and began beating his own cock. It was only semi-rigid, but he knew he was close to cumming himself.
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Nearly in unison, the three men on the pool hit their climax. There were moans and groans as massive loads were dumped deep inside Nestor’s bowels and throat. Nestor’s own cock showed his excitement as it began to twitch and squirt its own load up into a puddle on his tummy.

For nearly a full minute the three men on the table focused on emptying their balls of every drop of cum.



The police officer had seen some weird stuff over the years, but nothing had prepared him for this.

He had walked in just in time to see the finale of the intense sex session on the pool table.

“What the hell is going on here?” he asked in a voice that he hoped sounded full of authority.

Danny quickly climbed off the pool table and wandered off in search of his pants. The other man slid off the side and pulled up his pants. Other men began to get things in order and their zippers closed.
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The officer looked at the man now laying on his back, almost naked and panting heavily.

“Nestor?”

The man was almost unrecognizable. He wore only a pair of pink panties with the crotch torn out. The elastic waistband of the silky undies still circled his tummy. His face and hair were splattered with cum. His legs were spread with his feet pulled towards him, offering a view of the yawning hole of his violated ass. A river of creamy white cum slowly flowed from that hole and onto the pool table.

The cop walked towards the pool table and the other men backed away and started trying to look nonchalant.

“What the hell is going on here?” the cop asked Nestor in a bewildered voice.

Nestor tried to catch his breath. Cum had splattered on his face and his vision was a bit foggy as he looked up at the officer.

“Can I suck your cock?” Nestor asked eagerly. “I’m still hungry.”


7. The Decision

Around the world, women watched video clips showing Nestor’s humiliating adventure.

Mistress Y narrated, offering details about what was happening during portions of the video.

“Mistress Sonya had two of the men who serve her in the bar. They were able to record most of the video you’ve seen. Nestor was arrested on public indecency and solicitation charges. He also got into to trouble trying to service other prisoners while in jail. His attorney seems confused, but Nestor has actually asked the court to allow him to be surgically castrated, dress as a woman, but remain with the male population of the jail.”

“Was he already gay or bisexual?” asked one of the women on the video conference in an accented voice.

“No. Actually he was homophobic until these events. He recently had a man who was part of his gang and who he suspected of being gay badly beaten. He said he didn’t want anyone thinking he surrounded himself with faggots.”

“Then what did we just see? What happened to him?” asked another woman.

Mistress Y looked at Mistress X. Mistress X nodded.
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“Even with my hair bleached, I assume some of you recognized me as I walked past Nestor in front of the court house. I was wearing a pair of yoga pants that, without modesty, I would say flattered one of my assets.”

There was soft laughter by some on the video conference and Mistress Y continued her explanation.

“It’s complicated to get into the details, but most of you have seen things like holographic foil stickers and such. Those can carry an image. Certain images can have a tremendous impacts on people’s minds. A kind of subliminal message can elicit responses without the subject even understanding why they suddenly behave in a certain way. I was able to take thin silver thread and place a number of holographic images in it. I then wove it into the seat of the yoga pants. It makes them sparkle a bit but is not particularly noticeable.”

Mistress Y had the pants setting on the table beside her and held them up.

“The images on the threads in this pair were tailored for Mr. Nestor. He was threatening a woman I consider a friend, so I chose him for the experiment. I had to do some research to identify what types of images would likely impact him, but I was able to come up with a half dozen that are all recorded on the thread I used. The message is fairly complex, but for Mr. Nestor the seat of my pants was literally like a subliminal message board. It told him that he needed to worship my ass, submit to my will, and serve other men as a sissy.”

“Surely you aren’t serious?” someone on the video conference asked in disbelief.

“Yes. Totally serious,” was Mistress Y’s simple answer.

“Now,” Mistress X said, “I believe that we can make use of this subliminal mental programming method that Y has developed to address some of the problems we have had with certain people’s reluctance to fulfill their commitments to serve us or to bring new submissive into the fold when it helps us achieve our goals.”

In Texas, Mistress Q was setting in an office that was part of the building that served as her dungeon. That bitch the president was in for it now.

“It looks very promising,” Mistress Q said on the video conference. “I have a meeting in a few days with the president and would love to try this. If I could ensure her submission, it would be very beneficial to The Guild.”

Mistress X nodded and Mistress Y spoke up.

“We would be happy to work with each of you as necessary. I know some of you are probably still a bit skeptical, but if we could achieve similar results with a female and one who is strong-willed and disciplined enough to rise to the presidency of the United States it would help validate the results we had with Mr. Nestor.”
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The others on the video conference agreed and a few hours later a private jet left the Miami airport carrying Mistress Y and her lab assistant towards Dallas.


8. Hail to the Chief

“With all of us working together, I know we will soon conquer these challenges. And as we do so, rest assured that the future is brighter than ever. Thank you.”

The president finished her speech and returned to her seat at the table in the front of the large auditorium as the audience clapped enthusiastically.

At one point she had been nervous about speaking in front of groups. She thought back to earlier years. Mistress Q had been extremely demanding. As a young woman fresh out of college, Linda Marks had never seriously thought about a career in politics even though her father had once been governor.

So very demanding…
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At first, Linda had submitted to Mistress Q because of the sexual thrill she found in it. But over time Mistress Q had made her do other types of things. Unconsciously, she smiled to herself as she thought back. Her first public speech had been to a small group of business owners in South Texas. Mistress Q had prepared her by making Linda learn each and every word of the speech. She had been punished with the crop and whip when she made mistakes and rewarded with the cock or tongue of one of Mistress Q’s other servants when she got it right.

The morning of the speech, Mistress Q had come to Linda’s hotel room. She had inserted a large butt plug and placed a chastity belt on Linda. During the speech, the well-rehearsed words came from Linda with little thought. Instead, she was focused on the sensation of standing in front of several dozen men who did not know the kinky secret of what was buried in her ass and hidden under her dress.

The speech had gone well and helped her launch her political career when, just two weeks later, she was asked to run for the state house of representatives. Mistress Q had continued to be demanding during the campaign. She had expected so much from Linda and Linda had never dared to disappoint her. In the end, she had won the seat in the house by a landslide.

Even after marrying and having two kids, Linda’s addiction to Mistress Q had continued.

So had Linda’s carefully orchestrated rise through the political ranks. First a state representative, then a state senator, lieutenant governor, and eventually governor of the state.

Linda had not run again after two terms as governor and had been surprised when her party basically drafted her during the next presidential election. They had been clear about what she should expect. She was running for president, but from the very start the plan was for her to ultimately exit the race and become the vice presidential candidate on the ticket.

The problem with that plan was clear when she hit the campaign trail. It turned out that everyone loved her. She spoke well because Mistress Q had trained her to memorize speeches. She held herself with a confidence because she was proud to successfully serve her Mistress. There was also a sexual energy that was undefinable that came from having seen the depths of depravity as well as the height of pure sensuality during her journey serving Mistress Q.

Suddenly she was pulled from her thoughts as the crowd began to clap again. The president looked up. The man who had arranged the event was finished with his closing remarks and the banquet was over.

The president sighed. She did owe Mistress Q so very, very much. Her Mistress had been demanding, but the quiet and shy college girl from South Texas and gone on to be elected President of the United States. And nobody but she and Mistress Q would ever know just how instrumental Mistress Q had been in making that happen.

She was not looking forward to talking with her Mistress and asking again to be released from her vow of service for at least her term in office.
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She stood up and followed her security detail out. Two seasoned secret service agents, one male and one female, were on each side of her as she walked. These two were with her virtually all the time when she was away from the White House. The female agent often accompanied her when she went to the restroom. In the smaller restrooms, it was kind of uncomfortable to take a crap while someone discreetly stood a few feet away trying to pretend they were not really there.

“Your friend, Tammy Quincy, is here,” said the male secret service agent beside her in a low voice.

They had reached the elevators. One elevator was operating as an express elevator to the top floor where the president’s suite was located. That entire floor was emptied except for the suite she was in and two rooms for her secret service detail.

Half of the team with her headed up. The second trip up was her and the two agents who stuck like glue.

She knew that a third trip would bring up the remaining members of her security detail.

As soon as the elevator door opened on the top floor, Linda saw Mistress Q. The tall, slim Hispanic woman had an aquiline nose, dark eyes, and shoulder length black hair. She smiled and said, “Linda. Or should I call you Madam President? It is good to see you again.”

They had been together in public many times over the years. In these situations, they treated each other with mutual respect. There was nothing awkward about seeing her, but thoughts of the discussion they were about to have made the president decidedly uncomfortable.

“Tammy. For you, it is still Linda and I’m glad you could make it. Let’s catch up.”

The president looked to the head of her security detail and nodded.

“Follow me ma’am,” he said to Mistress Q as he lead the way down the hall towards the suite the president was occupying at the far end.

Mistress Q smiled at the president and then fell into step behind the man.

The president and her pair of secret service agents followed behind Mistress Q.

The president’s eyes dropped to the shapely ass of her Mistress. God it was so perfectly formed. Her Mistress was wearing yoga pants, but the way she carried herself would have put the women in thousand dollar dresses who had attended the banquet to shame.

The president could not take her eyes off of her Mistress’s ass as they followed her down the hall.

And neither could either of the two secret service agents flanking the president.


9. (Mis)Behaving in a Presidential Manner

Mistress Q had done her homework and knew that the two agents would be with the president for at least the start of their discussion and maybe longer.

The man whom she recognized as the head of Linda’s security detail for this trip opened the door to the suite and held it as she walked in. She could almost feel the three sets of eyes following the sensuous, gentle sway of her ass.

She walked over towards one of the full length windows that gave them a view of downtown Fort Worth.
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“It’s a beautiful town at night, isn’t it Linda?” Mistress Q asked.

She could see from the reflection of the glass that the man holding the door had closed it. She was alone in the room with the President of the United States and two secret service agents. She smiled and was a bit surprised at just how confident she felt in her plan.

The president stepped forward to stand beside her at the window.

“It is,” she said, agreeing with her Mistress. “And you are beautiful tonight also.”

Mistress Q smiled as they stood side by side looking out at the lights of the city.

“I’m very proud of you,” Mistress Q told the president.

There was a pause before the president answered.

“I was thinking earlier. I wouldn’t be where I am without you. I wouldn’t even be who I am. You expected more from me that I ever expected from myself.”

The president paused again and then asked, “Are you angry?”

Mistress Q looked at the president with a tender express. “No, not angry. I was at first, but I’m over that. I am disappointed that you seem to feel some need to suddenly push me out of your life. But I’m not angry at you Linda.”

The president sighed with relief and struggled for nearly a minute to work up the nerve to say what she wanted to say next.

“I was wrong. I need you. Actually I probably need you more than ever. I felt it after our call and seeing you walk down the hall just now reinforced it. But I don’t know how to make things work when I’m always surrounded and watched. Even now we can’t be alone. The security detail never leaves me. Not even when I have to take a tinkle.”

Mistress Q gave a quiet laugh.

“If I can deal with that problem, will you drop your silly idea of pushing me away?”

Now the president gave a quiet laugh. “I don’t see how you can deal with that problem. The secret service has a duty to watch me all the time.” Then she whispered, “I don’t see how I can ever get away from these two.”

Mistress Q said, “If you can’t get rid of them, then I will have to bring them into the fold.”

They looked at each other. The president looked slightly shocked but Mistress Q was calmly smiling. Inside, Mistress Q knew she was about to take one of the biggest gambles she had ever made in her life. If it worked, the payoff would be huge. If she failed, it would be embarrassing and potentially destroy her relationship with the president, but she would deal with it.

Mistress Q turned on her heals and walked towards the door of the room. The pair of secret service agents stood flanking the door on either side and watched as Mistress Q approached them. Mistress Q looked at their eyes. Normally they would be alert, like dangerous animals bent on protecting their charge. But now their eyes seemed muted and almost wistful as they watched the woman walk towards them.
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Mistress Q smiled as she veered slightly to the left of the door and came face to face with the male agent.

“I have a question,” she told him in a low, husky tone.

Mistress Q glanced around and studied the eyes of both agents. She was fairly sure of herself with the male agent, but the expression in the eyes of the female agent were more difficult to read. She ignored that and locked eyes with the man in front of her.

“Yes ma’am?” the male agent said.

Mistress Q reached out and grasped the man’s crotch. Inside she smiled as she felt his cock through the fabric of his pants. It was rigid with excitement.

“Is that your pistol?” Mistress Q asked. “Or are you just happy to see me?”

There was a slight struggle behind his eyes before he answered in a whisper, “You have the most incredible ass I have ever seen.” He paused and then added a respectful, ‘Ma’am.”

Mistress Q looked over at the female agent and could tell the woman was struggling to control herself.

“And what do you think about my ass?” Mistress Q asked the woman as she turned her ass towards the female agent and wiggled it.

“God,” the woman muttered in a lustful tone.

Mistress Q laughed and then casually said, “Let’s get naked.”

Without hesitating and with total confidence, she began to strip and within seconds both secret service agents began to follow her example. Mistress Q looked across the room to where the president was standing with a shocked look on her face.

Once the three were naked, Mistress Q backed against the man and began rubbing his cock in the crack of her ass.

“Ooohhhhh,” he moaned.

“So you like my ass?” she teased him.

“Shit yeah. I’d do anything…” his voice trailed off into another moan as she pushed back and rubbed against him again.

“Get down on your knees and worship your Mistress’s ass with your tongue then,” Mistress Q said.
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The man quickly dropped to his knees to comply, taking long, loving licks along the length of Mistress Q’s butt. Mistress Q reached out, took the woman by the hand, and pulled her near. She wrapped an arm around the woman and then leaned to kiss her on the lips. The woman agent hesitated for a second, but then opened her mouth and began to return the kiss. Mistress Q felt the man kneeling behind her begin to kiss and nibble at her ass cheeks.

“Spread my ass so your partner can go to work on it properly,” Mistress Q whispered to the woman. They embraced and the woman reached behind Mistress Q to pull her the cheeks of her ass apart. Mistress Q began kissing the woman again.

There was a happy sigh from the man who was now burying his head in her ass and Mistress Q gasped with pleasure into the woman agent’s mouth as she delighted in the feeling the man’s tongue going to work rimming her.

Mistress Q’s eyes looked across the room and met those of the president. Without having to say a work, the president began to shed her clothes. Mistress Q managed to say, “Bedroom.”

The three tangled bodies awkwardly made their way towards the door of the suite’s bedroom. The woman agent refused to let her lips part from those of her mistress and the male agent crawled on his knees trying desperately to remain close to the ass he now worshiped.

The president was close behind the trio, continuing to shed her clothes as she followed them.



Once inside the bedroom of the president’s suite, Mistress Q motioned for the president to approach the group.

“What’s your name?” Mistress Q asked the female agent.

“Nichole,” she said.

“Nicole, I think you should kiss Linda for a while.”

Mistress Q watched as Nicole looked uncertainly at the president, but the president approached, embraced the agent, and their lips met.

“What’s your name?” Mistress Q asked the male agent knelling behind her.

“David.”

“Keep worshiping my ass, David,” Mistress Q said as she laid face down on the bed.

The man eagerly crawled between her legs, spread her ass cheeks, and once again began lapping happily away at her ass.
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She felt the bed shake and looked over. Nicole was laying on her back with the president straddling her body and holding the other woman’s hands tightly to the bed with her own. The president leaned down and kissed Nicole with ferocious intensity. Nicole returned the kiss with the same passion.

Mistress Q was not surprised. From time to time, she had let Linda take one more dominate roles at times over the years. In face she had originally thought that Linda might one day transform from submitting to becoming a mistress in training. Maybe that would still happen one day.

Mistress Q sighed at the feeling of the warm wet tongue in the crack of her ass. She looked over at Nicole and suggested, “Why don’t you secretly service the president’s pussy with your mouth.”

The president rolled to the side and let Nicole on top. They kissed for a few moments before the agent began working her way down the president’s body with a trail of kisses.

Mistress Q was not sure whether Nicole had ever been with another woman, but the agent seemed to know how to arouse the president. Nicole sucked on the president’s breasts and the president moaned in pleasure. A few minutes later Nicole was working her way downward again.

She kissed the president on the tummy and then lowered her head. The bushy pussy of the president faced the agent. The agent’s tongue lashed out and began to tease and lick at the president’s clit.

An even deeper moan of pleasure escaped the president. With that encouragement, Nicole enthusiastically began lapping and sucking at the other woman’s pussy.

“God that’s so good,” the president whispered. “Let me return the favor honey.”

Nicole was on top and slowly worked her body around. Without missing a single stroke of her tongue on the president’s pussy, she aligned her own pussy over the president’s face.

“What a lovely shaved pussy you have Nicole,” the president said as the other woman lowered her hips allowing the president’s mouth to go to work on her damp slit.

Except for the wet sounds of sex and the moans of pleasure, the pair went quiet. Mistress Q worked a hand under herself and began to play with her own clit while David licked her ass. Normally she would make one of those who submitted to her take care of her needs, but this evening’s session had a different goal.

After this evening, the president’s submission would be secured once again and the submission of the two secret service agents who were the president’s barrier to the outside world would be sealed.

Mistress Q was able to work herself to an orgasm in minutes. She could tell how excited David was when she began playing with herself as he was busily licking her ass. She enjoyed her climax and relaxed for a few minutes before she slowly rolled over.

David was still laying on the bed, looking up into the eyes of the Mistress he now longed to serve.

“Roll over,” Mistress Q told the two women beside her.

The president had been on the bottom and now the rolled so that she was on top. They continued to lick each other with a heated intensity.
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With the president on top, Mistress Q looked down at the male agent and told him, “Service the president’s ass like you have been servicing mine.”

The man did not hesitate. He moved slightly to the side and spread the cheeks of the president’s ass. He quickly buried his face between them and went to work. Now the president was sandwiched between Nicole laying on the bed face up and licking her pussy and David’s face pressing downward into her ass.

Mistress Q heard the president moan and knew the sounds of the woman reaching another orgasm. Mistress Q now sat up and knelled on the bed. She reached out and gently pulled David upward by his shoulder.

Once he was knelling behind the tangled bodies of the president and Nicole, Mistress Q leaned forward and took his cock into her mouth. The man moaned, not knowing that the best was yet to come.

A few minutes later, Mistress Q had covered the man’s shaft with slobber.

She looked at the man and told him, “Butt fuck that needy whore’s ass.”

She reached out and spread the president’s ass as the man stared in uncertainty. Mistress Q moved one hand from the president’s ass and quickly slapped the man on the butt.

“I said to fuck her sissy boy,” Mistress Q said with authority.

David grasped his cock and moved forward. There was a loud moan as his hard cock pressed against the president’s resisting sphincter muscle, but after a few seconds the president consciously forced herself to relax and he began to gently slide into the depths of the dark and forbidden folds of her ass. Feeling her flesh surround his, it was now his turn to let out a loud moan of pleasure.

From her position below the president and with her tongue still lapping away at the other woman’s pussy, Nicole watched the woman she had sworn to protect be violated inch by inch by her partner’s cock. Mistress Q also watched the anal invasion of the president with a smile. She could hear the president’s moans and groans. They had been lovers long enough that Mistress Q could tell her long-time submissive servant was enjoying every second of this. She had few chances to serve her Mistress because of the busy schedule leading up to and following the election. But now that she was given the chance to serve there was so much pent up sexual energy inside her that it was boiling over.

The president savored the taste of the pussy her tongue was lapping away at and the large, hard cock that was now thrusting deep into her bowels. With a loud, high-pitched moan of pleasure that never left her lungs, the president suddenly began to cum. And cum. And cum.

Nicole’s mouth and face were suddenly being flooded by the seemingly endless flow of juices from the president’s cunt. David could feel each contraction of the president’s muscles as her already tight ass grasped his cock even tighter. For the president, it was a blur of pleasure and release. She had no idea if it was one long orgasm or a series of shorter ones that blurred together, but she felt months of unspent sexual energy pour from her body.

Below her she felt Nicole’s body begin to quiver as the other woman reached an orgasm while the president’s tongue continued flipping across the woman’s sensitive clit. The president also felt David’s pace quicken and instinctively knew he was getting close. Breaking her attention away from the wide spread pussy below her for just a second, the president gasped, “Fill me!”

David needed no more encouragement and after just a few thrusts buried himself deep insider the president’s ass as his cock suddenly began to pump its load of cum. For several minutes he continued to dump his large load into the president’s eager and willing ass.
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As he pulled out, cum began to dribble out of the president’s asshole. Beneath her, Nicole shifted her focus from the president’s clit to catching the man cream that slowly ran down the president’s ass crack. Once David was out, Mistress Q told him, “Help your partner clean your load out of the president’s ass.”

Without hesitating, the young man buried his face in the ass he had been fucking just a short time earlier. Both of the secret service agents continued slurping away as Mistress Q moved up to look the president in the eyes.

“Thank you Mistress,” the president said in a strangled voice. “Thank you for letting me serve you. I’m sorry I ever thought about stopping.”

Mistress Q smile and answered, “On a journey as long as the one we have made together, a faltered step can be forgive.” Mistress Q’s face took on a bit harder look as she added, “But only one.”

The president’s eyes were wide with love and submission as she promised, “Yes Mistress.”

A short time later the four on the bed were tightly woven together in another web of sexual frenzy. It was nearly three in the morning when they all collapsed; exhausted and satisfied.


10. Report Out

Early the next morning, Mistress Q extracted herself from the tangle of bodies on the bed and quietly got dressed. She let herself out of the suite and walked towards the elevator. There were two secret service agents guarding the elevator and the door that led to the stairs.

“Good morning,” Mistress Q said with a smile as one of them pushed the button summoning the elevator.

“Good morning ma’am,” one said as the elevator opened. Mistress Q stepped in, pushed the button for the first floor, and rode down. She exited the elevator with a smile at two more agents stationed on the first floor.
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Although her nicely shaped ass drew many admiring glances, nobody else spoke to her as she walked to where she had parked her car.



Later that morning, members of The Guild held another video conference meeting.

Mistress Q gave a quick description of what had happened the night before.

“So you were successful?” Mistress X asked Mistress Q.

“Yes. Very successful. I think there is a chance I could have managed the situation with the president even without the yoga pants.”

Mistress Y was setting beside Mistress X in the Florida office and frowned at this comment. She felt like Mistress Q was taking credit for what the pants had likely helped achieved.

“However,” Mistress Q continued, “There is no chance that I could have managed what I was able to make happen with the two secret service agents without the, shall we say, yoga pants’ trance. They were hypnotized and in my control after following me as I walked down less than fifty feet of hallway. I will admit that I am very impressed and that Y has outdone herself with this one.”
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Now Mistress Y smiled and said, “Thank you Q.”

“So we are ready to proceed with, as Q called it, the yoga pants’ trance approach to some of our other situations?” Mistress X asked.

Several on the call nodded their heads in vigorous agreement and one said, “Yes X. Definitely.”

Mistress X looked at Mistress Y and smiled. She knew that a number of member of The Guild had not liked the idea of bringing an outsider like Y into the fold, but it was a gamble that was paying off.

“Y, you know the situations that need immediate attention. How long will it take you to get yoga pants ready for those who need help with certain situations?”

“The research to ensure we put messages that are properly focused on the individuals we want to influence takes the most time. Sometimes that can be weeks in itself. However the research on several of the most critical situations is complete and it will only take me two or three days to burn the holographic information onto silver thread and weave it into the pants.”

Mistress X gave a laugh and said, “Very efficient Y.”

Then she looked at the camera so her face was looking at each of the other women on the video conference.

“Get ready girls. This takes our game to a whole new level.”


11. Corporate Affairs

Phyllis Gardner had started Techulunar shortly after she got out of college. With a series of high-profile customers and some strategic acquisitions, the company had now grown to be one of the largest technology companies in Silicon Valley and one of the largest defense contractors for the United States government.

But now there was a problem. A patent war between two rival companies had put the entire industry in turmoil. Typically large companies cross-license patents in ways that keep smaller competitors from entering the market but does not get in the way of mega-corporations.

Mistress L sat on the chair, her legs spread while the woman kneeling before her eagerly buried her face in her Mistress’s muff.

“Slow for a while Phyllis,” Mistress L said in a deep, husky voice. The woman between her legs now let her tongue move over her Mistress’s clit in slower motions filled will deliberate power. Mistress L sighed and closed her eyes in satisfaction.

Phyllis Gardner had served Mistress L since they had met in business school a decade earlier. There had been an instant chemistry and, while Mistress L had never taken a woman as part of her growing group of servants, Phyllis had quickly become her favorite.
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Phyllis was beautiful and smart. She had quickly grown her startup company until it was now one of the three major players in the industry. And now the two other companies were putting everything at risk because of their owners squabbling over the patents.

“Now faster,” Mistress L urged. “I’m about to cum.”

Phyllis’s submissive tongue picked up its pace and she felt a thrill of satisfaction as her Mistress’s cunt quivered and her hips thrust forward. Phyllis heard the gasp followed by a long moan of satisfaction that told her she had served her Mistress well.

Minutes later she remained kneeling as Mistress L stood up.

“You did a marvelous job Phyllis,” Mistress L said as she reach out a hand towards the naked and submissive woman on the floor.

“Thank you ma’am,” Phyllis said. “My purpose is to serve and satisfy you.”

Phyllis took the hand offered by her Mistress and was helped to her feet. The two women’s eye’s meet.

“You have served me well and you have been most generous both with your attention and with your fiscal contributions,” Mistress L told the titan of industry who was hers to do with as she pleased. “I think you have earned a reward. Maybe even more than one.”

Mistress L held Phyllis’s hand and led her to the room that Phyllis knew so very well. This was Saturday and there were nearly a dozen submissives who had given themselves to Mistress L for the weekend. Their job was to serve and please their Mistress.

Mistress L opened the door to the room and walked inside.

Along the walls several men and women were held in place with their ankles bound to bars along the bottom of the floor and their bound hands raised high to a bar that was overhead. Two men were bent over specially made saw horses with their wrists and ankles also bound. Their asses were red and crisscrossed with oozing welts showing the attention Mistress L had given them earlier with the paddle and whip. There was also a specially made table that was padded on top. Below that table, wrapped in hundreds of feet of cloth, was the mummified form of a man. Other than the cloth, the only things that showed where his mouth, held open wide by a special gag and his cock that was covered with tiny clips as it laid limply against his entombed tummy.
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Mistress L walked to the table and assumed a kneeling position on it. This particular man was new and had been difficult to fully break, but after this weekend Mistress L had no doubt his very soul would belong to her.

Mistress L positioned herself so that her crotch was a few feet away from the hole in the table that was above the man’s open mouth.

“I need to take a piss,” she explained to Phyllis. “Pick a few to use as toys. I know what you like and you will be rewarded.”

Mistress L used one hand to aim and the flow of warm, golden liquid began to stream forth.

The mummified man beneath the table felt his mouth fill. He could not breathe through his nose and there was no way to avoid what came next. He held his breath for as long as he could and then tried to swallow. He choked and gagged. His body tried to convulse in a cough but the fabric that wrapped him made that nearly impossible.

He felt liquid stream from his nose and felt like he was about to drown. He was close to blacking out when Mistress L stepped off the table and rolled the man on his side.

“You will asphyxiate yourself if you resist like that you worthless and ungrateful sissy.”

Once on his side the liquid had begun to drain from his lungs and nose, dribbling slowly out his still wide open mouth. He took deep breaths trying to recover.

“Are you ready for more?” Mistress L asked him as she rolled him on his back again and adjusted the table back into position.

While this had been going on, Phyllis had freed three men and one woman from their places on the wall.

Mistress L smiled. One of the men was extremely well hung and she had suspected that Phyllis would long to have that cock buried in her pussy.

“Before you go play, do you need to relieve yourself?” Mistress L asked Phyllis.

Phyllis looked at her Mistress and nodded. She now took her position on the table and let forth her own stream.

The man beneath the table desperately tried to gulp this offering and was able to keep from choking this time.
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Mistress L smiled and told Phyllis, “Now, let’s get you situated.”

Mistress L and Phyllis walked from the room hand in hand as the four who had been released followed. Up the hall was another room and the group entered. This room was dimly lit with a round bed in the center. There were various toys and tools used for types of kinky play that some could never even imagine lining the walls. Several mirrors gave the people in the room views of almost any angle.

Mistress L pointed to the man with the huge cock and then pointed to the bed. Meekly the man went over and laid down. Without being prompted, Phyllis moved to the bed and straddled the man. Slowly she worked her way backward, his huge slap of meat sliding deeper and deeper inside her.

Now Mistress L took a bottle of lubricant and handed it to a second man.

“Mount her,” his Mistress commanded.

The man lubricated his cock and then moved into place behind the couple on the bed. Phyllis leaned down and reached back to spread her ass as the man slowly slid into her tight back door. Phyllis grimaced momentarily, but once the man was inside, her face showed bliss.

“You take the mouth,” she told the last man. “And don’t you dare cum until you are given permission.”

The man moved to the front of the sandwiched woman and Phyllis eagerly opened her mouth and took the man between her lips. He was a bit small, but she had picked him because she knew she could handle the entire length of his shortened shaft as he fucked her face.

“Fondle and suck her titties,” Mistress L told the woman who Phyllis had also selected.

The woman moved to the bed and used her hands to begin gently massaging and kneading the other woman’s breasts.

“Fucker her good and hard. I’ll be back in an hour and you had better still be going when I get back or you will pay a very painful price.”

With that, the four Phyllis had selected eagerly went to work satisfying the woman who was skewed in every hole by lovely, hard cocks. Phyllis sighed in happiness as the all three simultaneously slammed their full length into her. Within minutes the group had hit a rhythm and Phyllis abandoned herself to the hedonistic pleasure of being used as a fuck toy by this gang of men.



Some time later, Mistress L had returned the other submissive to their places in the first room and now walked back to the room where Phyllis remained. She smiled as she walked in. The woman was panting and gasping. Cum was trickling from her cunt and her ass. Her holes were stretched and looked well used. There was also cum on her face and in her hair. Mistress L knew that while the man Phyllis had selected to have use her orally might be small, he could deliver prodigious loads of cum one after another.
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Mistress L sat down on the bed beside Phyllis and began to gently stroke the other woman’s hair.

“Did you enjoy yourself?” Mistress L asked.

“Yes Mistress,” Phyllis said in a raspy, hoarse voice.

“Good. I think I might also have a solution to that nasty situation you are dealing with your competitors on.”

Phyllis listened as Mistress L explained. Phyllis loved this woman. She was so smart and caring. Phyllis was so happy serving. And now her Mistress was also going to help her solve the business problem that had troubled her for the last month.

12. Business Meating

The meeting was held in a lake cabin, hundreds of miles from the hustle and bustle of the city. Phyllis sat at a table with two men. They each held a wine glass and wore a grim expression.

“Paul,” she said to one of the men. “You were always happy with the licensing arrangement that was in place before. What changed?”

“You two need me more than I need you. I figure that eventually you’ll realize that.”

Phyllis sighed and tried to control her temper.

“Dean,” she said. “I assume you feel the same way?”

“Damn straight,” the man said. “I have enough cash in the bank to ride this out longer than you two.”

“But this isn’t just about us. Our customers and our employees are the ones who are going to suffer the most. Let’s figure out a way to work together again.”
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She had refilled each man’s glass yet another time as she spoke. They had been drinking hard most of the afternoon while she had carefully sipped at her only glass so far.

Suddenly there was a sound from the upstairs part of the cabin. Both men glanced at Phyllis.

“I thought we were alone so we could talk business without anyone hearing,” Paul said in an angry voice.

“That’s just…” Phyllis paused as if looking for the right word. “My friend. A very, very close friend.”

From where they sat, the three could see feet wearing glittering red slippers and legs clad in tight stretched black material coming down the stairs. They all watched as more of the woman’s body appeared

The woman stopped at the bottom of the stairs and looked at the group. She was beautiful and wearing a tight pair of yoga pants and a sweater that left nothing to the imagination.

“Sorry,” she said. “I was going to grab a glass of juice.”

She walked into the kitchen, got a glass from the cabinet, and filled it with orange juice from a bottle she pulled from the refrigerator.

Then she walked towards the table before going upstairs again. The fragrance of her perfume filled the noses of the trio at the table as she leaned close to Phyllis’s ear and whispered, “I hope you finish your business soon. There is some business we need to take care of together.”

She gave Phyllis’s neck a soft kiss and whispered, “I miss you honey. I’ll be waiting upstairs.”

The three watched as the woman walked away and went back up the stairs.

Both Paul and Dean sat stunned and Phyllis cleared her throat.

“Well,” she said. “If neither of you will compromise I guess we don’t have anything to talk about. Or do we?”

The two men pulled their eyes from the now empty stairs and looked at Phyllis. Their expressions were confused and vacant.
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“Or,” she added as she stood up revealing her own pair of yoga pants. She wore a long, loose fitting shirt over a tight tee-shirt. “Maybe if none of my arguments so far have not convinced you, I might be able to change your mind we continued this discussion upstairs.”

Phyllis now shed the shirt that had covered the tee-shirt and the top of the yoga pants throughout the afternoon and walked towards the stairs.

Paul and Dean were both mesmerized by the sway of their sexy competitor’s ass. Quickly downing the rest of the wine in their glasses, the pair followed Phyllis without saying a word.



A half hour later, Phyllis was in the large bedroom that filled the upstairs. She prowled around the bed that was in the center of the room, watching the two men sucking each other while she taunted them.

“Can’t you can suck better than that you pitiful little sissy?”

“What’s the matter? I know you two were horny and thinking you’d feed me your loads if you had the chance earlier. Now feed that sissy partner sucking you one of those tiny squirts of yours.”

“Can’t you get that pitiful like sissy clit of yours hard so you can feed that other sissy’s mouth?”

Sometimes she would reach out and slap Paul or Dean on the ass. She loved the sound of her hand against the naked flesh and the way each man’s body would flinch and tense at her touch.
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“You need to tell your Mistress thank you when she spanks you.”

As she smacked Paul again, he momentarily stopped sucking the cock in front of him and gasped, “Thank you Mistress.”

Phyllis slapped his ass again.

“Thank you Mistress.”

Then he buried his head back between Dean’s legs and continued sucking.

Mistress L was setting in a chair in one corner watching her long-time submissive lover explore a new side of herself. Mistress L had long suspected that Phyllis would enjoy finding her dominant side at some point and had viewed the woman as something of a protégée.

Now Mistress L quietly stood up and caught Phyllis’s eye.

“You might need some equipment to fully break your new sissies,” she whispered as she took Phyllis’s hand and guided the woman to a large wardrobe that was against one wall. Mistress L opened it and stepped to the side.

“Oh sweet heavens,” Phyllis gasped. Inside were masks, whips, paddles, handcuffs, dildos, gags and things she could not even begin to guess about.

Phyllis picked out a paddle and hefted it in her hands, like a baseball player would check a new bat before his first swing.

“It worked out just like you said it would, ma’am,” Phyllis to her Mistress.

Mistress L nodded. Between the trance the men were in and what had been mixed with the wine they drank earlier, things would never been the same for Paul and Dean.

Mistress L explained, “They are going to both be submissive little sissies who struggle to an occasional orgasm with their limp little dicks. But they will crave you along with the domination and humiliation you give them. You are their goddess and they want nothing more than to serve you.”

Phyllis looked back at the bed and the two men sucking at each other. They were both making happy noises as they nursed on the other’s flaccid dick.

“Men always brag about being able to go all night,” Mistress L said. “They will certainly go all night. But for them they won’t be doing the fucking, they’ll be the fuckie taking that strap-on you are going to service them both with in a while.”

Phyllis smiled and said, “I think I’m going to enjoy this.”

Then she turned and walked back towards the bed, unconsciously practicing swings of the paddle she held.
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“You pitiful sissies,” Phyllis said. “That’s what you are. Pitiful little sissies with your pathetic little dicks thinking you could compete with any real man or that you were half the businessperson I am. I’m going to pull on a strap-on in a while and I’ll be more of a stud than either of you ever where. You are each nothing but a pitiful, sissy dud. It just took you some time to realize that.”

The two men had stopped their suckling of each other and were now looking at Phyllis. She grabbed each man by the hair of their head and pulled them up so their faces were even with her own. She looked back and forth.

“Like I said, I don’t know why I should bother with you. But I’m going to. I own you two, do you fucking understand that?”

Both men nodded meekly and she gave the hair she grasped a painful yank.

“I don’t want fucking nods. I want respect. You understand? You answer ‘Yes Mistress’ or ‘No Mistress’ when I ask you a question.”

Both replied in near unison. “Yes Mistress.”

“You both know that only real men get the women? Well from now on instead of getting a woman, you two are going to have a woman get you. You’ll do what I say. And I say I want to see you two 69 each other. I want you to feed each other so you both realize just how pathetic you are. Now do it.”

Both men quickly moved around with Dean lying on the bed and Paul crawling on top. Each took the other man’s limp dick into their mouth and began to suck eager. Both were moaning and making happy humming noises as they worked.

Phyllis looked at the pair and smiled. She could not understand why she had never tried anything like this before. Having two guys to use as her playthings and toys was going to be fun, even if neither of them was much of a man.

A few hours later, both Dean and Paul were standing on their tippy toes. Their wrists were bound and pulled up towards the ceiling by a rope. Phyllis prowled around them like a cat, holding a bull whip in her hands.
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“Who wants it next?” she asked.

“Please Mistress,” Paul begged, his voice cracking with the strain. “More if it would please you.”

“Mistress,” Dean pleaded, “I deserve the punishment. Please whip me again. Please ma’am.”

Phyllis walked slowly behind them.

Phyllis had been clumsy with the whip at the start. The crack of a bullwhip comes from the tip accelerating to a speed faster than the speed of sound. In effect, it is a miniature sonic boom. The noise itself is enough to cause fear, but being hit with the tail of the whip just as the pop sounds is incredibly painful because of the speed of the leather as it hits the flesh.

At first her lashes had lacked the full impact, but Phyllis had been practicing on Dean and Paul for some time now and had grown fairly proficient with the use of the whip.

Phyllis studied the backs of the two men in front of her. Suddenly the whip lashed out. Dean arched forward and stifled a yell. A second later the whip cracked on Paul’s back and he awkwardly fell forward. Suspended from above by the rope, he worked to get his feet back beneath him as the whip cracked against Dean’s flesh again. Just as Paul recovered his balance, the searing pain and the accompanying sharp snap came again.

For both, it came over and over. Phyllis gave each man ten lashes before she coiled the whip and nodded in satisfaction.

Both me were gasping for breath and struggling as they dangled by their bound wrists.

“Thank you Mistress,” Paul said in a rasping, cracking voice.

“Thank you Mistress,” Dean repeated in a similarly strained voice.

Phyllis walked over to the cabinet full of toys and hung up the whip. She pulled out two large butt plugs.

On the side of the cabinet were several switches. She pushed one and the rope suspending Dean was slowly lowered. The man stood hunched and panting as she walked over and released him.

“Having fun you pitiful sissy?” she asked.

“Yes Mistress,” he said as he gasped for breath.

Phyllis pushed him roughly towards the bed. With a firm shove, he fell face down on the mattress. Then she repeated the process and released Paul.
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She handed one of the butt plugs to Paul and told him, “Lube him up good with your tongue and slide this inside his pitiful whore ass. And I’d make sure you slobber that ass up good because if you don’t he might decide to shove your butt plug in dry when he gets his turn next.”

Paul kneeled on the bed, spread Dean’s ass cheeks, and leaned forward. His tongue began timidly licking the other man’s asshole. Dean moaned softly with pleasure—the warm tongue felt incredible on his hole. Paul felt total humiliation at the raunchy taste and smell as he buried his face deep within the other man’s crack, but he never questioned doing exactly what his Mistress had commanded.

Then Phyllis spoke to him.

“You are doing a good job sissy. You are making your Mistress very happy.”

Encouraged by his Mistress, Paul’s tongue began to work faster and he moved the butt plug up and began to slowly slide it into Dean’s tightly puckered ass.

“Oh yeah baby,” Phyllis cooed. “Work it in nice and gentle. Take your time. It’s a big one.”

Dean moaned, clearly enjoying the attention the forbidden flesh of his ass was receiving from his fellow sissy. Paul was now licking eagerly, wetting the plug as he slid it in a fraction of an inch at a time.

“It’s almost there,” Phyllis said and then Paul made a final gentle push and watched Dean’s wide-stretched asshole shirk back around the tapered shaft of the plug, greedily clinging and holding it inside the man’s bowels.

“Now suck him off,” Phyllis ordered.

Dean turned over gently, the large rubber plug that violated his ass twisting uncomfortably inside him with each move. Paul was glad the dirty work was done and eagerly began to suck the other man’s cock. He felt a hunger for the sperm that would spew from his fellow sissy’s semi-rigid cock.

Unconsciously, Paul slid one hand under Dean’s body and gently pushed the butt plug from time to time. Each light shove was rewarded by a moan of pleasure from the other man.

Soon Dean’s face was red with strain. He was so close and working to cum even though his cock was still almost totally limp. Then he passed the point of no return. He gasped for breath, filling his strained lungs with air as his flaccid cock began to twitch and deliver its minuscule load to Paul’s hungry mouth. The load might have been small, but Paul still savored each tiny wad of gooey cum and sucked until he was sure there would be no more.

“Now honey,” Phyllis told Dean, “It’s your turn to return the favor to your sissy friend.”

“Yes Mistress,” Dean replied.

Phyllis smiled and gave Mistress L a thumbs up as she watched Dean bury his face in his fellow sissy’s ass.



Two days later, Phyllis sat in the middle of a table facing the cameras. Paul was on one side of her and Dean on the other.

“I called this press conference,” she began, “To announce that my company is acquiring two of our largest competitors. We believe that we will be able to better serve our customers. And service comes first, right?”
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The men on either side nodded silently at the words from their Mistress.

“I will lead the new company. Paul and Dean have worked so,” she paused and gave the word emphasis, “hard. So very, very hard.”

Again there was a silent nod from the pair.

“All these years of focusing on work has been a huge sacrifice for each of them. Instead of joining the new company, they both have plans to do some of the things they have never had a chance to do when they were so busy working.”

Phyllis smiled as she said this. It was true. Both had a litany of new experiences in store.

The contractors Mistress L had suggested were already working on converting part of the basement of Phyllis’s large house into a dungeon.

After their weekend at the lake house, both men had eagerly agreed to sell their companies to Phyllis and both also begged to be allowed to serve her. She warned them that she would be a harsh Mistress and that they would be locked away in her basement for her use. That only seemed to excite them more.

Phyllis smiled as she finished her short speech announcing the merger of the companies.

Yes, things had worked out very nicely. She had pleased Mistress L which was so important to her. She had also found a new side of herself and had two sissies that were hers to use as she further explored the world of domination. She looked forward to Dean and Paul’s ongoing torment over the years ahead.

Several reporters were asking questions as she rose to leave the room. She turned her back to the gathering of people from the press and began to walk away. The yoga pants clung tightly to her ass as it sensuously swung from side to side.

Paul and Dean fell into step behind her as she left the room.

Two of the reporters in the room were especially fascinated. DeeDee Daniels worked for one of the leading business publications. She was well respected and an article by her could make or break a company. Sam Arms worked for the city’s largest daily paper and had risen to the rank of assistant editor. Before long he would control the information and the spin reporters put on that information before it was feed to hundreds of thousands of subscribers in the area.

Both DeeDee and Sam suddenly felt an unexpected and inexplicable compulsion to worship the lovely ass of the woman who had just held the press conference. Later that day they would both schedule follow-up appointments for one-on-one interviews. Within the week, both had sworn themselves to serve their new Mistress.[image: ]

With her new-found power, Phyllis’s power and influence quickly grew. She became the newest member to be inducted into The Guild and, within a year, she would rise to the rank of High Mistress and be known to those who served her as Mistress P.


13. A Spell on You?

Dr. Yates enjoyed her new role and relished the torment she could inflict on those she felt deserved it in her role as Mistress Y.

Mistress X had watched the success of the yoga pants trance with delight. She had been right in choosing a new path for The Guild and a new assistant for herself.

She smiled as she thought about an upcoming summit of several world leaders. Each of those leaders was fully under the spell of some member of The Guild. The summit meeting would include a huge orgy of leaders with the President of the United States taking on a more dominant role with the help of Mistress Q.

Now as Mistress X and Mistress Y were wrapping up a meeting to discuss the details of that project, Mistress X looked at Mistress Y and said, “I have a question for you.”

“Yes ma’am?” Mistress Y asked.

Mistress X stood up and walked around her desk. She perched on the edge and looked down at Mistress Y who was setting in one of the visitor chairs.

“So,” Mistress X said. “I’m curious. I find your ass absolutely irresistible. Is that natural or have you cast your magical yoga pants spell on me?”

Mistress Y laughed lightly, stood up, and put her arms around Mistress X.

Their faces inches apart, Mistress Y told the other woman, “I’d like to think you like my ass of your own free will. I wouldn’t want to spoil that with some kind of trick. Maybe you’d like to get a closer look without any yoga pants in the way? Just to be sure?”[image: ]

Mistress Y kissed Mistress X deeply while wiggling her hips to work the yoga pants she wore down around her knees. The she moved to the side and bent over the desk. Mistress X moved to one of the visitor chairs and studied the other woman’s ass. She reached forward and gently spread the cheeks of the lovely ass in front of her. The tightly puckered hole located above a pair of large, swollen pussy lips was incredible.

Mistress X leaned forward and let her tongue begin to explore the other woman’s ass and pussy.

Yes, Mistress X thought, bringing Mistress Y onboard had definitely been a good decision.

Mistress X lost herself in the delight of the other woman’s ass while Mistress Y squirmed and moaned in please.

Yes, a very, very good decision.
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THE END
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