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THE EVENTS DESCRIBED IN THIS BOOK ARE BASED ON FACT. THE NAMES HAVE BEEN CHANGED TO PROTECT THE PRIVACY OF THE PARTICIPANTS.

WHEN MISTRESS INVITES HER NEW LOVER OVER FOR DINNER, HER SISSY MAID CHASTITY MUST OBEY BOTH OF THEM, OR ELSE! HERE’S A SAMPLE OF WHAT AWAITS YOU INSIDE THESE PAGES:

“Do you have a cock leash?” Master Alex asked Mistress.


“I do,” she said with a wicked smile. “But Chastity’s sissy clit is so tiny that you’ll have to wrap it around her balls as well to get a tight fit.” 

“Sounds fun!” said Master Alex, giving me an evil grin that made poor heart skip a beat.

Mistress left the room to get the leash. Master Alex slid his hand up my skirt and into my new panties, squeezing my swollen balls. I gasped in pain. He laughed and lit a cigar.

“Ready for tonight’s fun and games, Chastity?”  he said, blowing smoke in my face.

“Please, Master Alex!” I said, coughing. “The smoke is much too strong for my weak sissy lungs!”

He bellowed with laughter. “That’s just a start, sissy,” he said. “You’ll be lucky to still have your balls, once your Mistress and I get done with you tonight.” His words sent a shudder of fear through my trembling body.

“Here’s the cock leash!” Mistress said, reappearing. She and Master Alex wrapped the noose-like leash tight around my sissy-clit and ball sac, leading me to the dungeon like a dog being dragged to the vet to have its nuts chopped off.

I pictured myself in the days to come, hanging my head in shame as people pointed at me and said, “Look! His wife not only feminized him, she castrated him as well! He’ll never be a man again! That’s hilarious!”

Could I endure that kind of hard-core humiliation without breaking down and weeping like a little bitch? Probably not.

PART 1: WHERE MISTRESS SHAVES MY LEGS AND I WORSHIP HER PUSSY

“Ohhhh, Mistress!” I said as she guided the pink safety razor along the silky soft, baby smooth skin of my creamy thighs. “That feels soooo good!”

“I’m glad you think so, my dear sweet sissy slave,” said Mistress in her smoky voice. “I like it when you find your forced feminization agreeable.”

She dipped the razor in the bowl of sudsy liquid that sat on my nightstand, swishing it around for a few seconds. I looked with disgust at the horrid man-hairs floating in the water.

Yes, I thought. Get rid of those filthy things. Remove every trace of my masculinity and I will become the perfect sissy maid, utterly mindless and totally feminized, concerned only with serving Mistress’s every need. The thought made me smile.

“Mistress,” I said carefully, using my most submissive tone, “have you thought any more about my request?”

“Now Chastity,” she said, using a condescending tone, “you know that castration is expensive. The bill can exceed $5,000.00.” She pressed the razor harder into my thigh, making me wince. “That’s a lot of money to spend on a weak, inferior creature such as yourself.”

“I know,” I said. “Still, I think I would be better able to serve you if…” My voice trailed off as I blushed with shame.
 

“IF you were free of male deformities like your shriveled balls and tiny cock,” she said, completing my words for me. “Possibly. But for now I will focus on keeping your body smooth and your mind blank.” She paused for a moment to let her words sink in before continuing. “That is my will, Chastity. Understand?”

“Yes, Mistress, yes!” I said, starting to panic. I’ve displeased her! I thought. Now she’ll use the riding crop on me again! I began to whimper like a whipped puppy.

A gentle, reassuring grin broke out across her face. “Don’t worry, my love,” she said, easing the pressure on the razor. “I know you’re utterly incapable of defying me. You’re far too weak and stupid to ever stand up for yourself.”

“Yes, Mistress,” I said, lowering my head in shame. 
 

“Now just relax as I finish shaving your legs,” she said. “Afterwards you can try on the new panties I chose for you.” She winked at me. “They’re pretty and pink and satin - the ideal look for a weak, cowardly sissy like you.”

My heart fluttered in my chest. “Oh, Mistress!” I said adoringly. “You’re a dream come true!” I relaxed and closed my eyes, feeling the luxuriant softness of the featherbed mattress against my body. I’m the luckiest sissy on earth, I said to myself, surrendering to the sensation of the triple chrome blades as they caressed by curvy legs.

After my legs were free of hair, Mistress ran the razor along my scrotum, guiding the blade so that it just missed slicing off my cock. I frowned as I watched her work. Silly, stupid thing, I thought. I wish she would cut it off and feed it to a dog. That’s all it’s good for anyway.

Finishing with the razor, Mistress rubbed moisturizing lotion into my skin. The air filled with a sweet lilac scent as she went about the task. I inhaled deeply of the wonderful fragrance, letting its gentle femininity penetrate to the farthest corners of my mind.

When the shaving and lotioning was over, Mistress took a moment to look over my baby-soft, silky smooth body. “There, you’re all done,” she said “Now go bathroom yourself, then meet me in my bedroom.”
 

“Yes, Mistress,” I said, leaping off the bed and giving her a quick curtsy. In the bathroom, I planted my bubble-shaped ass on the toilet seat and began to pee, then stood to examine myself in the mirror. My soft, vacant, baby blue eyes looked back at me as I admired myself.

I was exactly what Mistress had intended: a feminized sissy who could pass for a ciswoman easily. My nose was small and pert and ever-so-slightly upturned, my lips full and moist. My shoulder-length platinum blond hair was just a little out of place. I took my favorite pink hairbrush from the dresser drawer and ran it through my silvery locks.

My feminine facial features were thanks to Mistress, of course. One of the first things she did after my mental purge was to send me to a surgeon, who gave me the slutty, sultry look of a high-dollar whore. I rewarded him with a long, loving blow job.

My eyes followed the outline of my long, slender neck to my very best feature: the large, full breasts that graced my bosom. They were C cups, a little large for my frame but just right for a man to fondle. They were a gift from the same surgeon.

Looking them over, I saw that the bruises had all but healed. I couldn’t count the number of times one of Mistress’s many lovers has tit-fucked me to an explosive orgasm. They always dig their fingers into my lady-mounds. It hurts, of course. But I’m always a good girl and let them do whatever they want to me.

My eyes continued their downward journey along my feminized form, stopping for a moment to regard my pierced belly button. A tiny golden orb glimmered in the bathroom’s soft light. Mistress did the piercing itself, digging it deep into my flesh so it could never be removed. I always feel a slight twitch of pain from the site. Mistress laughs when I mention the discomfort to her.

Finally my eyes settled on my worst feature: the shriveled sac and tiny cockette that formed the final link to my old identity. “Oh, how I hate you ugly things!” I said. “I hope Mistress chops you off forever!”

The thought of being castrated made my micro-cock twitch. “Bad clitty!” I shouted, reaching for my hairbrush and bringing it down as hard as I could on my groin. The hard plastic collided with my soft scrotum, sending a shock wave through my nervous system. I doubled over in pain and fell to my knees, then smiled as I saw a dark, purplish bruise at the point of impact.

The pain began to fade after a few minutes and I climbed slowly to my feet, using my small pink vanity for support; everything in my bathroom is pink.

I straightened myself up and reported to Mistress’s bedroom. I was naked of course; Mistress forbids me to wear clothes without permission. It’s no inconvenience to me of course, since I’m never allowed to leave the house.

The lights were off in Mistress’s bedroom when I entered. The room was dark except for a faint glow. I reached to flip on a light switch.

“Don’t!” Mistress snapped, her voice coming at me from somewhere in the darkness. “Step into the room and shut the door behind you!” I did as she said and was swallowed up by total darkness.

Mistress,” I cried out, quaking with fear as I stared out into the gloom. “It’s dark in here and I’m scared!”

She laughed; it was a sharp, short, cruel laugh. “Such a weak, timid creature,” she said. “Good only for servitude and sadistic pleasure.”

“Yes, Mistress,” I said. “It’s true. I’m a worthless creature who causes you nothing but trouble.”

My heart froze as I heard something move in the blackness; then light flooded the room. I looked up to see Mistress standing over me, like an Amazon warrior looming over the poor male creature who she has just defeated in battle.

As my eyes adjusted, I realized that Mistress had changed into one of her leather catsuits. The glistening black outfit clung to her delicious form like a second layer of skin. Her feet were clad in dominatrix-style boots. Made of finely tooled red leather, they had platform heels with gleaming, stainless steel tips.

The outfit was sleeveless, revealing Mistress’s strong yet sleek arms. Her scarlet hair fell in curly locks around her pear-shaped face. Her lips pursed as she regarded me with her sparkling emerald eyes.

The most awe-inspiring sight of all was her freshly shaven cunt; the outfit had no crotch. I stared with adoring eyes at her sex, its lips open wide to reveal her pink, pulsating clit. Her sugar walls were slick with the juices of her arousal, which fell in great sizzling drops on the floor.

She smiled. “Like what you see, my dear sissy?”

Struck speechless, my throat made a silly gurgling sound that brought a chuckle from her lips. “I see you’ve been punishing yourself again,” she said, smiling as she noticed my purplish, swollen ball sac.

She nudged one of my traumatized testicles with the steel point of her right boot. I winced. She smiled. “A good sissy is always ashamed of her genitals,” she said. “I trained you well.”


“Yes, Mistress,” I said, now able to speak. “I live only to serve you.” 

“Of course you do,” she said matter-of-factly. “Now get on your knees and worship my pussy.” She planted her feet farther apart and arched her hips, opening the gates to her essence for my lips and tongue to do their work.

I was on my knees in a flash, grateful for the chance to worship her. My nostrils filled with the musky aroma of her arousal as I worshiped her with a willing mouth.

Her hips began to gyrate as her arousal grew. “Harder, bitch! Harder!” she shouted, grabbing huge handfuls of my hair and pulling my face upward. My facial lips met her soft sex-lips and I darted my tongue in and out of her pussy, flicking the edges of her engorged clit.

The pressure of her body weight against my face made breathing impossible. My lungs burned as my body cried out for oxygen. I didn’t care. My tongue probed ever deeper into her cunt-cave.

With a primal grunt, she bent at the knees, forcing me to the floor and onto my back. She thrust her hips downward as she fucked my face with her massive clit. It forced its way past my lips and deep into my throat. I felt its hot, pulsating presence fill me up. I sucked on it like a child with a lollipop.

“Come on, you dirty slut!” she screamed, slamming the back of my head against the tiled floor with each of her jackhammer-like thrusts. “Eat me like you mean it!” The soft skin of her inner thighs brushed against my ears as she went down on me over and over. I saw stars.

The soft skin of her inner thighs brushed against my cheeks. My face burned with the heat of her arousal. My pathetic micro-cock stood erect. I wanted to touch it more than anything in the world. But I knew it was forbidden. All that mattered was her pleasure

I was on the verge of passing out when her climax began. Her lady-liquids came in rivers, forcing their way down my throat and into my yearning stomach.

She looked down at me, her eyes burning with lustful aggression. I knew ahts she was thinking without her needing to say a word:

I own you. You’re a possession, not a person. Your only purpose is to serve me. I will mold you into whatever shape I choose for you. You will obey. You will submit. YOU ARE MINE.

I couldn’t speak, of course. My mouth was filled with her lady parts and I was still lapping up the residues of her orgasm. My lungs were starved for oxygen and my consciousness was swirling in and out. But, had I been able to talk, I know what I would have said:

You’re right, Mistress. You own me body and soul. I have no will, no rights, no dignity. I’m a weak, soft, submissive slave for you to use as you wish. I could never resist you, even if I tried.

Do with me as you like, Mistress. I’m yours forever.

PART TWO: WHERE I RECEIVE MY NEW PANTIES

Mistress squeezed the last drops of ecstasy from her orgasm before getting to her feet. I inhaled huge mouthfuls of oxygen, letting the precious air revive my brain. I started to get up, but she nudged me with her foot to stay lying on the floor.

“That was...adequate, Chastity,” she said. “Adequate. But nothing more.”

“Yes, Mistress,” I said, looking at her with absolute adoration. Perspiration flowed down her perfectly sculpted body. Her exquisite breasts heaved in and out. Her scarlet hair was tangled. Small drops of her secretions fell from her satisfied cunt.

“Get on your feet and clean up this mess,” she said, waving her hand at me “Take a shower and report back to me here. I will give you your new panties when you return.”

“Yes, Mistress,” I said, going to the cleaning closet to retrieve a mop and mop bucket. I cleaned up the sweat and cum on the floor, put the supplies away, then took a shower in my own tiny ladies’ room. I reported back to Mistress.

This time the bedroom was fully lit. Mistress had stripped off her catsuit, showered, and slipped into a pair of jeans, business-style heels, and a tight black tee shirt.

On her bed lay a pair of scrumptious pink panties. I squealed with delight when I saw them.

“Oh, Mistress!” I said, clasping my hands together. “Are those for me?”


“They are indeed, my sweet sissy,” she said. “Try them on.”


“Gladly!” I said as I reached out for them. Looking them over, I noticed a large hole in the back. It was large enough for me to slip my hand through!


“Mistress,” I said in confusion. “Why is there such a large hole in the back of my panties?” 

She reached over and kissed me on the cheek. “You’ll find out tonight, when my new lover comes to dinner. Now try them on, girl! I want to see you in them!”

I did as she ordered, sliding the soft satin fabric up my smooth legs. They were absolutely gorgeous! But my weak, confused sissy mind still could not make the connection between the hole in the back and Mistress’s new lover.

“Strut your stuff, slut!” Mistress said as she sat down on the edge of her huge bed and crossed her legs. “Show me what you’ve got!” I pranced back and forth for her like a showgirl on stage, swishing my ass as I walked.

“How do I look, Mistress?” I said, hoping for some faint praise.

“Adequate,” she said, a slight frown curling the edges of her lips downward. 


“I’m sorry to disappoint you, Mistress,” I said, tears in my eyes as I choked up. 

“Not a problem,” she said, grabbing her laptop bag from a corner of the room. “I’m used to it by now.”

“You will clean the house till it’s spotless,” she said. “You will then make dinner for two people: sirloin tips extra rare, lyonnaise potatoes and honey-glazed string beans, and a chocolate mousse cake. You will wear your French maid outfit tonight, along with your new panties. You will have everything ready by 8 PM. I’m going to the office.”


“Of course, Mistress,” I said. “May I have a small bite of steak if I prepare the meal to your expectations?”


She shook her head sadly. “Do I ever let you eat meat, Chastity?” she asked with a sigh. 

“No, Mistress,” I said.

“Then why do you think today will be any different?”

Her question was too complicated for me to answer. I stared at her with a blank, confused expression as she left the room. Moments later I heard the front door close behind her. The sound of her Porsche’s smooth yet powerful engine started, then faded as she drove away.

I stood in the same spot for a long time, trying to figure out the reason for the hole in my panties. After a time, the truth dawned on me. I reached behind me and felt the hole itself. I remembered what Mistress said about her new lover coming for dinner that evening.

“Oh, oh my,” I said. “He must be...huge.” My ass suddenly felt very, very sore.

PART THREE: WHERE I MEET MASTER ALEX

I was so busy preparing dinner that I didn't hear Mistress’s car when she returned. I also didn’t hear the front door open as she entered the house. So you can understand why I almost jumped out of my skin when she stormed into the kitchen at 7:45.

“Chastity!” she shouted. “What the hell is taking you do damn long? Our guest will be here any minute!’

“Please, Mistress, have patience!” I begged. “The steak is ready and I’m taking the mousse out of the oven now.” I set the dish on the marble counter and hurried to apply a second layer of honey glazing to the string beans. “I rushed to prepare everything, but I’m sure you and your guest will find the meal adequate.”

“We’d better,” she said. “Or I’ll take my riding crop to your testicles!”

She glanced at her phone as it started to buzz. “Now get the dinner ready and bring it out to the dining room,” she said as she left the kitchen. “Alex just messaged. He’s about five minutes away. If I know him, he’ll be hungry - and not just for food.”

I scurried around like a frightened mouse to do Mistress's bidding. Alex; so that’s his name, I thought. I just hope he’s not too terribly big. He might hurt me. My tiny sissy-clit stirred in my new panties, as the image of a big, strong man with a massive cock flashed through my mind.

Moments later I pushed the serving cart through the swinging kitchen door. I laid out the dinner and salad forks to the left of each plate and the dinner knife to the right, just as Mistress had taught me. I placed the lace napkins underneath the forks, arranging everything carefully to ensure perfection. Mistress stood nearby to ensure that I performed my duties correctly.

The food itself was still on the serving cart, under glass covers and kept warm by gel flame candles. A bottle of champagne rested in a silver serving bucket surrounded by ice.

The wonderful aromas of the delicious foods made my mouth water. It was all I could do to keep myself from sampling one of them. But I knew what would happen if I did.

I wore my French maid outfit, just as Mistress had directed. The skirt is trimmed in white lace, as are the fishnets and the half-apron. I also wore a lacy white ruffled headpiece.

I applied my makeup a little heavier than usual for the occasion; I wanted to give myself a slightly whorish look, so Mistress’s male guest would find me desirable.

I could feel the soft satin of my new panties against my skin, the seductive smoothness of the black fishnet stockings against my long, buttery smooth legs. I was wearing simple black leather pumps, suitable for a woman whose life revolves around cooking, cleaning, and serving her owner.

My nipples were hard, as was my sissy-clit - although an onlooker would never have noticed, it was so small.

The doorbell chimed. I started to leave the dining room to answer the door, but Mistress stopped me. “Stay right where you’re at, your dirty whore,” she said. “I’ll greet Alex.”


“Yes, mistress,” I said, trying to hide the eagerness in my voice. I can’t wait to see him, I thought. My mouth watered as I imagined his rock-hard manliness pushing my painted lips aside and touching the back of my throat. 

“Welcome, darling!” Mistress said as she opened the front door. “It’s so good to see you again!”

“I’ll bet it is,” I heard a man’s voice say. It had a smooth yet powerful baritone quality, like one might expect to come from the lips of a king or a billionaire tycoon. My pulse quickened and my face flushed. Oh my, I thought. He sounds divine!

“For me?” Mistress said. “Alex, you shouldn’t have! Chastity! Get out here!” I hurried out of the dining room to see Mistress standing beside the handsomest man I have ever seen in my life. He had a smooth olive complexion, like an Italian Caesar or a Spanish conquistador. His jet-black hair framed his face in tight ebony curls, with just the slightest hint of gray around his temples.

His forehead was broad,  his nose square yet in perfect proportion to his other features. His jaw was firm, his lips full and dark, sensuous in a masculine sort of way. He wore a charcoal suit with a red tie and crisp white shirt underneath.

His feet were clad in gleaming black wingtips. He towered over Mistress, although she herself stood just a shade over six feet tall.

The most luscious thing of all about him was his rich, dark cocoa-brown eyes, twin pools of mystery that seemed to glow in the room’s subdued lighting.

I was ready to fall at his knees right then and there and service him. But Mistress snapped me out of my trance. “Chastity!” she shouted, and for the first time I noticed that she was holding a dozen long-stem roses in her hands. “Stop gawking at Alex and put these in water! Now!”

“Yes - yes, Mistress,” I said. “Of course.” As I hurried across the room to take her roses, I brushed close to Alex and caught a whiff of his cologne. It was subtle yet powerful, like aged oak with hints of leather and clove.

“So that is your sissy slave,” I heard Master Alex say to Mistress as I left the room. “I must say, you have done a marvelous job training her. So feminine, so compliant. Not a trace of defiance whatsoever.”

I beamed with joy as I entered the kitchen. “He approves of me!” I said glowingly, my heart bursting. “He finds me attractive!”

These are the kind of moments sissies live for, you see. But little did I know that the evening held surprises for me that I could never have anticipated…

PART THREE: WHERE MASTER ALEX TOUCHES MY BALLS AND LEADS ME TO THE PLAYROOM ON A COCK LEASH

I stood alongside the table as Mistress and Master Alex savored their dinner. They ate with the casual refinement of a couple who is accustomed to the finer things in life. I was ignored, except for when they demanded more food.

After dinner was over, I cleared the plates and served coffee and chocolate mousse. Mistress drank her coffee with cream and sugar. Master Alex drank his black. I had neither coffee nor dessert, although Mistress did permit me to eat a small serving of bread and vegetables at the kitchen table by myself. Afterwards I returned to the dining room, where Mistress and Master Alex were finishing their dessert and sipping their coffee.

“So, Alex,” said Mistress to Master Alex, “are you ready to inspect the goods?”

“Indeed,” he said, giving me a lustful look that sent a chill through my frail body. “Come here, Chastity,” he said, beckoning to me.
 

“Yes, Master Alex,” I said. I stared into his swarthy, rugged face as he looked me up and down.

“Don’t be afraid, my dear,” he said in his reassuring yet commanding voice. “I won’t harm you tonight, so long as you obey orders.”

“Yes, sir,” I said.

He snaked his left hand up my dress and began to fondle my balls! I almost fainted on the spot. Please touch my clitty, I begged silently. Please,oh please.

“What do you think?” Mistress asked after a few moments.


“I must compliment you,” he said, deep respect in his voice. “The testes are gorged with cum. I would guess that there’s enough sissy-juice in them to sustain several dozen ejaculations.”


Mistress nodded, her face blushing with pride. “When I began feminizing Chastity, I was told that I must milk her at least once a month.” She rolled her eyes and laughed. “Such horse shit! Why should a slave be allowed to cum? Her slut-sauce should stay locked up in her body for the rest of her miserable life.”
  

“Agreed,” said Master Alex. “I also derive sadistic pleasure from forcing lifelong chastity on my slaves.”

“Your first slave was your brother, right?” Mistress asked.

“Yes indeed,” said Master Alex. “My brother was a few months older than me and in line to inherit father’s fortune.” A cruel smile spread across his face. “I killed any chance of that happening. He became my sister instead.”

“Lovely!” said Mistress with glee. “What became of the poor creature?”

“I used her for menial household duties for a few months,” said Master Alex. “ After which I sold her to a South American drug lord.”

Master Alex’s words terrified me. “Mistress!” I cried, looking to her for protection. “Please don’t let Master Alex do something so horrible to me!”

The two of them burst out laughing. I stood there with my head hung how, absorbing their abuse in silence as my arousal grew.

“Do you have a cock leash?” Master Alex asked Mistress after the laughter died down.

“I do,” said Mistress. “But it’s much too large to hold my slave’s miniscule micro-cock. You’ll have to wrap it around her balls as well.”

That will be fine,” said Master Alex,” keeping his grip tight on my balls.

“Be right back,” said Mistress, leaving the room.

Master Alex looked up at me. “Are you ready for tonight’s fun, my pet?” he asked.


“I’m afraid I don't understand, sir,” I said, my voice weak and trembling. 

“Don’t worry,” he said, a note of anticipation in his suave voice. “You will.” He took a cigar out of his jacket pocket, let go of my balls long enough to light it, and blew smoke in my face.


“Please, Master Alex!” I begged him. “Your smoke is much too strong for my weak sissy lungs!” 

Again he laughed. “Tell me, ‘Chastity,’” he said, “what do you know of a man named Terrence Phillip?”

I had never heard of the man before. But the mere mention of his name made my head hurt. “I’m sorry, Master Alex,” I said. “I’m sure i don’t know him.”

“Are you sure?” he said, setting aside his cigar and standing to his feet. “Terrence Phillip was a young, wealthy construction magnate who vanished about two years ago after marrying the woman you know only as ‘Mistress.’ This rings no bell in your tiny brain?”

My head now felt like it was going to burst. In my mind I heard a female voice saying, “you will remember nothing of your past. If you even try to remember, you will feel abject terror and horrible pain. Do you understand, Chastity? Do you understand? DO YOU UNDERSTAND?”

“Yes, Mistress!” I screamed, my mind slipping towards the brink of madness as the words erupted from my mouth. “Yes! I understand! My name is Chastity and I’m a cocksucking feminized faggot who craves abuse and domination! I’ll sign the suicide note and the papers giving you control of the company! Just don’t hurt me anymore! Please!”

When I came to myself I glanced over at Master Alex, who was puffing on his cigar and looking at me with awe. “Magnificent,” he said. “Complete erasure of your former identity. Utter dissolution of your willpower. Programmed like a computer.”

He extinguished his cigar against the dessert plate. “Your mistress is an artist,” he said. “A true artist, I must remember to never cross her.”

At that moment Mistress reappeared, my cock leash in her right hand. “Here it is,” she said, holding it out to Master Alex.

“Thank you, my dear,” he said, taking the leash from her and wrapping it around my shriveled cock and swollen balls.

“Don’t let her cum!” Mistress snapped. “She must never know what pleasure feels like.”


“Have no fear,” he said as he tightened the leash, making me wince. “She’s far too terrified to orgasm. Where’s your playroom?” 

“I’ll show you,” said Mistress, leading the way. I trailed behind the two of them as Master Alex dragged me along, my scrotum stretched by the tight leash. I struggled to keep my balance as I staggered in my heels, wondering what awaited me in Mistress’s playroom.

Yet my tiny, tortured cock was harder than ever, proof that I loved every moment of the abuse and humiliation I was undergoing.

PART FOUR: WHERE MASTER ALEX AND MISTRESS USE ME FOR THEIR PLEASURE

“What do you think, Alex?” asked Mistress as we entered her playroom.

Master Alex let out a long, low whistle as he looked around. “Quite honestly the most terrifying place I have ever seen in my life,” he said, his deep male voice quivering slightly.

“Why, thank you!” said Mistress as she led him on a tour of the room while he pulled me along. From the wall hung a huge array of torture implements: gleaming nipple clamps with jagged teeth, more whips than I can count, steel handcuffs, leather face masks, a propane toch, and countless other items. The sight of them made me tremble, like a fly caught in a spider’s web.

There were other torture tools as well, including a wooden seat set up like an electric chair. It had electrodes that attached to the victim’s nipples and ball sac. It even had a long, thick sounding rod with its own electric cord dangling from the end.

Mounted to the nearby wall was a large, ominous looking metal handle that activated the current. Passing by, I thought I could smell burning flesh.

“Is all of this just for torturing your house slave?” asked Master Alex.

“Not entirely,” said Mistress with a twinkle in her eye.  “I’ve also used it to discipline disobedient employees, not to mention the odd client or two who refused to see things my way.”

“Ever worry about any of them pressing charges?” asked Master Alex, stopping for a moment to examine the electric chair.

“Ha!” said mistress, tossing her head back and scoffing. “Hardly. I recorded each session. They know that I will release the videos online if they dare to speak a word. Then it’s bye-bye to their families and their self-respect.”

“A wise precaution,” said Master Alex, nodding.as he led me along on the tour.

In the center of the dungeon was something I had never seen before: a huge poster bed made up with red satin sheets. Its softness and comfort looked out of place surrounded by so many implements of pain. I wanted to ask Mistress why it was there. But I was too afraid to say anything.

Mistress hopped onto the bed, tossed the hem of the black leather skirt she was wearing up around her hips, and spread her long, luscious legs; she wore no panties.

For the second time that day I stared in awestruck amazement at her sex. I could tell that she had just shaved her cunt; it was even smoother than usual. Suddenly I was very, very hungry.


Master Alex was astounded as well. His mouth fell open and his eyes popped open wide. “Oh...my,” he said, “that is just exceptional, my dear.” I saw a boulder-like bulge arise in his slacks. 

“Enough flattery, Alex,” she said, sounding impatient. “I’m horny. Let’s get to it.”

“Gladly,” he said with a leer as he loosened his belt and his tie. “I’ll satisfy you, I promise.”


Mistress shook her head. “Uh-uh,” she said, wagging her finger at him. “Save our fucking marathon for the main course. For the appetizer, I want my dear devoted slave to service me with her tongue.”


“But what about me?” demanded Master Alex, his face red with lustful rage. By this point he had stripped down to his underwear. The only thing that hid his massive meat-stick was a thin layer of linen. 

“Don’t worry, dear,” Mistress said as she nodded towards me. “After all, mine is not the only hole in this room.”

Master Alex looked at me, rubbing his chin. “She’s right,’ he said with a leer. “What do you think, Chastity? Can you handle what I’ve got?”

“I’ll do my best to please you, sir!” I said, clasping my hands together like a high school sweetheart about to get pinned.

“Very well, then,” he said, slipping his thumbs into the elastic waistband of his athletic-style briefs and letting them fall around his ankles.

I have seen more than my share of cocks in the two years I have served Mistress and her bulls. But none of them could compare to the sterling example of steamy masculinity before me. Master Alex’s cock was at least 18 inches long and thick enough to choke a horse. Pearly drops of pre-cum were dripping from the tip.

Thick vein ran along its edges, pulsing with every heartbeat. Suddenly my sphincter felt terribly sore and I wondered if the hole in my new panties was large enough.

My mind was so overcome with lust that I didn’t hear Mistress shouting at talking to me until she raised her voice loud enough to shake the walls. “CHASTITY!”

I looked away from Master Alex’s sex-slab long enough to answer her summons. “Yes, mistress?” I said, dazed by the tidal wave of desire rushing through me.

“Don’t you love me anymore, my dear?” she said, sliding her index and middle fingers deep into her cunt to fondle her clit. “Look at me lying here, longing for your sweet lips and tongue to caress my womanliness. Don’t you want to eat me out?”

“Yes, Mistress!” I said as I lay across the bed. Mistress scooted a little closer to me so that her cunt was within easy reach of my mouth.

She gasped as I sank my tongue deep inside of her. The sound was like music to my ears.


I ran the tip of my tongue along the soft folds of her essence, taking time to lovingly lick every sensitive part. Her body quaked with delight. 

Encouraged by her response, my hands found their way to the cups of her ass, softly stroking them. She began to thrust her hips in a smooth rhythmic pattern. fucking my face as she had done earlier.

I buried my face deep into her honey-pot, using my breath to create new sensations of delight for her to enjoy. She moaned.

My soft lips pressed against her sultry sugar walls, making my taste buds explode with a million sensual delights. She began to buck like a cowgirl breaking a wild bronco, moans of ecstasy escaping her lips as her arousal soared.

As I slipped into my role I was no longer just a slave. I was a devoted worshipper of an erotic goddess, determined to sacrifice myself on the altar of her insatiable lust.

I was so wrapped up in the moment that the pain of Master Alex entering me barely registered in my mind. He pressed his lean, muscular body against me as he made me his willing bitch. I closed my eyes, surrendering completely to the experience.

“Oh god,” he exclaimed as he pounded me with all of his masculine might. “Chastity, you are a grade A piece of meat for sure!” His Rex-rod slid in and out, in and out. As the minutes went by, my sphincter slowly relaxed and accepted his full length.

Mistress began to thrash about like a banshee as she soared towards climax, pounding her fists into my skull as she rode each wave of growing pleasure. “Ohh, oh yes, yes, yessss!!!” she shrieked.

Master Alex’s organ grew hotter by the second, till it felt like a glowing steel rod shoved up my ass. Perspiration pooled on his washboard abs and broad, hairy chest, soaking my backside. It was sultry, it was steamy, it was sinful; and it was sheer heaven.

The soft silk fabric of my new panties rubbed against my micro-cock, making it tingle. I tried to fight the urge to orgasm, but my resolve failed as the exhilaration of being used like a two-dollar rest stop whore became irresistible. I found myself on the verge of cumming, my cum-gorged balls preparing to shoot their entire load.

Mistress came first, her lust-liquids gushing into my mouth like water erupting from a fire hydrant. She grabbed huge handfuls of my platinum blond hair, pulling on them with such ferocity that I thought she might rip them out by the roots. Agonized, I screamed into the heart of her sex,  feeding fesh fuel to her ecstasy. She came again and again and again, each climax pumping fresh torrents of juices into my yearning stomach.

Master Alex came in a single wonderful moment, as he filled my slutty ass with his sex-seed. It overran my body’s ability to hold it in, rushing out of me and turning the sheets beneath me warm and wet.

Finally I came as well, giving into the sensation. The sissy syrup sprayed out of my micro-cock, mixing with the sticky mess of cum and cunt juices already on the bed.

After each of us had climaxed, the three of us lay together in a heap, one slave and two masters, each of us catching our breath as we regained our energy.

Finally Mistress said, “what do you think, Alex? Is my slave a keeper?”

“My god, yes!” he said, his finger stroking my hair with affection. “I have never seen a sissy who is so eager to please. She will serve us well.”

“‘Us?’” I asked.

“Yes, my dear sweet Chastity,” said Mistress, rolling off the bed and onto her feet. “Master Alex is moving in with me. From now on you will have the glorious privilege of serving both of us.” She gave me a wink and a smile. “Does that sound adequate to you?”

“Oh yes, Mistress!” I said with glee. “It does indeed!”

Finale

Mistress and Master Alex fucked each other until the sun came up while I watched. They let me play with myself, but my balls were depleted and I couldn’t cum.

He left early the next morning, after he and Mistress agreed that  he would move in within the next few days. The last thing he did was fondle my boobs and give me a long, passionate kiss. I still feel the impression of his lips against mine.

“Please don’t punish me for cumming, Mistress,” I said as she cradled my head against her bosom. “I couldn’t help myself.” We were sitting next to each other on the tiny bed in my room. We had both showered and were naked, our feminine bodies pressed tightly together. 


“Have no fear,” she said soothingly, patting my head like a puppy and giving my forehead a gentle kiss. “You deserve to cum every couple of years, I suppose.


“What about the mess we left in your playroom?” I asked her. 


“You can clean it up later,” she said. “For now, why don’t you get some sleep?”


“Yes, Mistress,” I said, laying my weary head down on the pillow.


“Don’t fall asleep just yet,” she said. “I’ll be right back.”


A couple of minutes later she returned, holding one of her roses in her hand. She gave it to me. “This is for you,” she said. “For being the best slave I could ask for.”
  

I started to cry as I took the lovely flower from her hand. “Oh, Mistress,” I said, overwhelmed by my emotions. “This is too wonderful for words!”


She switched off the light in my room and left, after giving my forehead a final kiss. As I fell asleep I clutched the rose against my bare chest. The thorns pressed deep into my soft, delicate skin, making me bleed. But I didn’t mind. When you’re a sissy slave, sometimes the thorns are the price that you pay for the rose. 

The End
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