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Chapter One




Frank

I wait as John Harris examines an antique seventeenth-century grandfather clock. John’s a regular at my antique shop, Treasures of Time. My phone vibrates in the way Mistress programmed it, telling me she requires me. I have one minute to respond. My attention drifts to my ass, still stinging from last night’s spanking. I run through all my required sissy tasks and assignments for the morning I might have forgotten. None come to mind. John glared at me as I pulled my phone from my front pocket, and then he returned to studying the clock.

I was surprised when I saw the text. It’s not an admonishment. “Congratulations!”

What had I done? It took half a minute of deep thought to realize what I had accomplished. It’s November 1st, and I survived my first Locktober. How could one forget being forbidden an orgasm for thirty days? Not in a million years would I have thought it possible to go a month without an orgasm.

Forgetting John Harris, I consider my voyage into feminization and a female-led relationship. Our sex life was never great, and I realize now it was my fault. Like every girlfriend I’ve ever had, Monica’s frustration with me was that I wasn’t good at it. Sex, that is. And Monica never admitted it, at least until my feminization program began. Like Josie and Grace, my two former girlfriends, she was always disappointed with my size. I’m a good guy. Nice. Loving. But in the sex department, I don’t meet the needs of a woman like Monica. Not even close.

As Mistress reminds me every day now, “You should consider yourself blessed, sissy, that I haven’t thrown you out with the trash as your two former girlfriends did. You are a pathetic excuse for a man. Since you can’t be a man, you will be my sissy. My slave. My toy. Do as I say, or….”

Hearing those words has become music to my ears, and I couldn’t be happier. But I can’t admit it to myself or Mistress, so my feminization has progressed slowly over the last year. I’m hanging on to my masculinity. I can’t shake it. Deep down, I know this is what I always wanted, being a sissy, having a Mistress to control every aspect of my life, but…

Thirty days in chastity. I can’t believe I made it. I reflect on the day we made the decision. It was a Saturday. As always, Mistress listened to her favorite Femdom podcast. Like always on Saturday, I was dressed in my frilly pink maid’s outfit, at her knees, with an erection. I recall thinking as I listened, why was I so aroused at the possibility of being locked up for thirty days? But I was.

Off in my world, thinking about my month in chastity, I didn’t hear John. “Frank? Hey Frank? What type of wood is this clock made of?”

“Oh yeah. Sorry, John, what was that?”

“What type of wood is this made from?”

“Cherry.”

“Are you okay, Frank? You look flushed?”

“Yeah, just a little under the weather, I think.” But I’m not. The text reminded me of the constant pressure building up day in and day out for the last thirty long, tortuous days. Thirty days I have endured for the love of my life with no relief. My desperation has reached its pinnacle.

Harris’s attention returns to the clock as my mind drifts to Mistress and our morning breakfast ritual. Thinking of having my face in her cunt, smelling her, tasting her, and hoping I’ll get relief from my wife today.

Being in chastity is deliciously, delightfully humiliating, and I love it. As I think of having only one purpose in life: pleasing my Mistress, the pressure builds, and the uncomfortable stickiness grows. My velvety pink panties cling to my skin. My mind drifts to the soft bra that Mistress forces me to wear.

Yet, I‘m glad she forces me to wear them. Wearing panties is so taboo, and I loathe myself for liking feeling feminine and submissive. The tingling in my chest and the pressure in my groin became overwhelming. It’s humiliating. I feel like I am standing in nothing but my pink bra, pink panties, and pink thigh highs, and all eight clients and my three employees are laughing at what’s written on the back of my panties: Cumslut. The urge to flee, run, and hide takes over.

“Frank! Holy fuck, you look sexy in your panties and bra.” That’s what I think John said. But what he said was, “Where was this clock made? Frank! Frank, are you okay?”

No, I’m not okay, I want to say. My pulse throbs in my ears. I can’t think as the strain and excitement of finally getting to make love to my wife fills my thoughts. But do I want to make love to her in the usual way anymore? Over the last month, what I’ve thought about more than making love to her in the usual way was to have a sissygasm. As I think about my first sissygasm and how hard I’ve tried with Mistress’s strapon buried deep in my ass, stickiness builds between my legs. I don’t dare glance down. Is there a precum stain? A month in chastity. Holy fuck, I did it.

“Frank! What the hell is wrong with you? Where was this damned clock made?”

“I’m sorry, John. My mind is elsewhere. I have an urgent call to make. It’s about an eighteenth-century desk… And I have to… Go. Make a call,” I turn to Mary, my assistant manager. Does she know I’m wearing a pink bra and pink panties? “Mary, can you take over for me?”

Mary smiles, “Sure, Frank.”


Chapter Two

Frank

I gallop to my office, thinking about my month in chastity and my feminization program. Over the last six months, at home, I’ve been dressed like a little slut or as a schoolgirl or a sissy maid or naked, and I like it. No, I love it. That’s all I think about at work, being all dolled up for Mistress.

I trip twice on my race to the office, itching to have an orgasm. Will Mistress let me have an orgasm? I close my office door, leaning against the door. I pull out my phone and text, “Thank you, Mistress.”

My phone rings, it’s Mistress, I answer, “Mistress, what do you require of your sissy.”

“You have been such a good girl. Are you ready?”

Never in my life would I have believed that being referred to as a good girl would turn me on. I exhale. “Yes, Mistress.”

How long has it been since I’ve had a decent orgasm? A month? Two? Three? Four? Mistress says my orgasms aren’t necessary. Mistress, for sure, has her fill. Sometimes, I bring her to an orgasm four times a day, of course, with the only part of me she says is worthy of touching her pussy, my tongue. Maybe tonight, she’ll let me fuck her. Then I wonder, is that what I want? Or is that what has been drilled into my mind by society? What I want but can’t admit to, even to myself, is a sissygasm with her strap-on buried in my ass.

“You like wearing panties and a bra, don’t you?” Mistress asks.

I put my ear to the door, ensuring no one was listening. Why would my employees be spying on me? I’m surprised at how easily my answer came. “Yes, Mistress. More than anything.” I’m not lying, either. That makes it even more humiliating: I enjoy it and shouldn’t. What kind of man am I?

“We are going to celebrate, Kitty!”

That’s my femme name. I love it when she calls me Kitty. I love it even more when I’m Kitty and not Frank.

“I organized a special night to celebrate your freedom.” Mistress laughs. “Do you want freedom?”

I have to think about it. Deep down, I don’t. I’ve read about sissygasms and how intense they are. I chatted with other sissies on a message board, and they say after you have one, you’ll never want a male orgasm again. But I can’t.

“Yes, Mistress. It’s been a month. Will. I. Get. To—” Do I want to fuck my wife because that’s what society expects me to want, or do I want to fuck my wife? It doesn’t matter. I’m so fucking horny I’ll do anything to have an orgasm. Including sucking cock. I sigh. Mistress has been hinting at having me suck cock for her. It’s one thing sucking on her strap-on, but a real cock. Would I suck cock for her? Yes! If she asks, I’ll do anything to please her, to get out of chastity.

I think back to how much I’ve changed since being in chastity. It only took a week in chastity to get to where I’d do anything for Mistress. I make breakfast every morning, and I don’t just make her breakfast; I do it naked in my pink chastity cage.

“To? To what, sissy?”

“I’m not sure, Mistress,” I reply. “To please you.” The words roll off my tongue effortlessly as I recognize how much she’s conditioned me and how much I like it.

“Oh good! I thought there for a minute you were going to ask to fuck me. With your cock? Put your hand in your pants. Feel it.”

I slide my hand into my pocket and slide my finger over what has become nothing more than a nub. How the hell did my cock get so small? It never was big, but now I’d wager Mistress’s clit is bigger. Will I be able to get hard again? I run my hand over what used to be the head of my sissy clitty. The plastic feels like a tiny pussy which humiliates me even more. Holy crap, I’m not even thinking of it as a cock anymore but as a sissy clitty. What has happened to me?

“Take a picture and send it to me.”

“Yes, Mistress.” I unfasten my belt, unzip my pants, drop them to my ankles, and slide my hand down the front of my frilly pink panties. I’m so small now. I snap a picture and send it.

“Look at it! Do you think that cock will please me? I deserve a real man, don’t I?”

“Yes, Mistress.” The next words out of my mouth come easily. “You need a real man to fuck you, Mistress.” She’s been hinting at bringing another guy, a bull, into our lives. “I want you to be happy, Mistress,” I say without thought. I want her to be happy.

“Good slut.”

When she calls me slut, my chest flutters, and that unpleasant pressure expands in my groin. “I like it when you call me slut, Mistress.”

“Oh my, you’re panting slut. Tonight, I have a special treat for you. Tonight we go out to dinner and celebrate like two girlfriends having a night in town talking about big cock—that you don’t have.” She giggles.

“Just talking?” Was she hinting at finding a bull?

“You are my sissy, right? You want to please Mistress?”

“Yes, Mistress.”

I consider what it would be like to suck a cock, a real cock. Will sucking real cock be that much different from Mistress’s plastic cocks. Will it be warm? Hot, maybe? Will I be able to feel the pulse beating?

Oh God, what if I do a lousy job? What if I can’t get him to cum? Gay thoughts fill my mind, and I break out in a cold sweat. What happened to me? The more important question remains unanswered: why do I hope Mistress makes me suck cock? And why do I want to show my cock sucking ability to her?

“Make reservations at Whipped Delights when you get home. I’m getting you all dolled up for your first time out in public as my sissy. We’ll see if all your sissy practice has paid off.”

In my female persona, Kitty, walking around the house is one thing, but going out in public? I’m not sure I’m ready for that. But I know better than to argue. I can still feel the sting and the heavy thud of her leather paddle ringing in my ears. “Yes, Mistress.”

Mistress ends the call, and I know better than to waste time, so I make reservations immediately. I finish the day wondering what Mistress has planned for the evening. I know we aren’t just going to dinner. She’s got something up her sleeve. I’m nervous, and yet thinking of all the possibilities, that familiar pressure in my sissy clitty tells me I’m ready.


Chapter Three




Mistress Monica

When the metallic garage door rolls open, I slip out of my yoga pants, panties, and bra and plop my naked ass on the kitchen table, legs spread. Planning tonight’s activities got me hotter and more bothered than usual. I wait. The kitchen door swings open, and Frank enters. He knows his duties as my sissy cuckold.

His blue eyes are glossy, staring at my glistening pussy. There’s a slight flush of his cheeks, and I can almost read his desire, “Can I fuck you again, Mistress?”

I’m pretty sure my sissy training and conditioning have torn that desire from him. I don’t give him a chance to verbalize it, “I wish you had a cock that could please me, but since you don’t, get down on your knees and do what you can.” My fingers spread my swollen damp folds, “Hurry up, sissy, we have much to do to get ready for your celebration.”

Frank sheds his male attire, stripping down to what a sissy should be wearing: lacey pink panties, a bra and thigh highs. “Turn around.”

Sissy obeys.

“What does that say on your panties.” I like to remind him of his new role in our marriage.

“Cumslut, Mistress.”

“Are you?”

Sissy hesitates, “Yes, Mistress. May I ask a question, Mistress?”

“First, get ready to do your duty.”

Sissy nods. Opens the drawer where her training device waits. She pulls the curved pink four-inch remote-controlled butt plug out of the kitchen drawer and sucks on it, lubing it up. As Kitty sucks on it, I marvel at the devious design. The length and width aren’t intimidating. Hell, I’m fucking sissy with eight-inch dildos now, and this thing is four inches at best. The true innovation, the torture, comes not from its length or girth but its curved design. As Kitty slides it in her ass, situating one end under her tender and swollen balls, a month with nothing but ruined orgasms, edging, and denial will do that to a guy’s balls. Kitty hands me the remote and lifts her panties back over her hips. Sissy kneels as a shiver of arousal runs up my spine. I hit the little white button, running a battery check; I require Kitty to keep the device fully charged, or punishment follows.

“You may ask your question now slut.”

Sissy lips quiver, with tension in her voice, and as the butt plug tortures her, “Will I—”

I hold my palm facing her, not letting her finish, “You’ll get whatever I think you deserve. Now get that tongue busy, and it had better do a good job. What’s your name?” A moan escapes my lips as sissy’s hot breath touches my aching pussy.

“Kitty, Mistress, and I am your sissy slut.”

I so love having a cuckold. Kitty slips her hands, now soft and supple from months of my feminization skincare routine, under my thighs, lifts them slightly, getting the right angle I like, and flicks her tongue over my throbbing pussy. I turn up the butt plug’s intensity, signaling I desire what I call the pancake technique. Kitty obeys and runs her tongue flattened slowly over my center. I arch into sissy’s tongue as it drifts over my center in long, tantalizing licks. Her tongue performs its duty until I’m ready for a change. After all, variety is the spice of life, so with a click, I turn the butt plug up to high. The device hums.

Sissy’s chin quivers, and her body shudders. The torture of her balls begins. Kitty’s tongue flicks and circles my excited clit instead of rolling across my pussy. Her tongue hits all the right spots. Failure is unacceptable. The ultimate satisfaction is knowing Kitty suffers for my pleasure while giving me so much joy.

Needing variety, I slow down the butt plug. Kitty’s tongue adjusts technique as I’ve trained her. I speed it up. Slow it down. Back up, this goes on several times. I’m saturated with pleasure, knowing I’m in total control and knowing Kitty serves me at my whim. Even more than her tongue’s expertise, control fills every muscle, bone, and nerve, ending in my body with joy. It almost cripples me with satisfaction. The tension builds and twists my insides until my pleasure erupts. I wait until Kitty cleans my juices from my thighs, then I rise.

“Shower and meet me in your room.” Kitty’s eyes are wide and dart about the room as she covers the stain on her sissy panties with folded hands. “Mistress, please. I’m—”

I know what she wants, but I’m not done with her yet.

“You want pleasure?”

“Yes, Mistress. Please. I made it a month. I have-”

“Go, shower.”

Sissy knows better than to argue and takes off.


Chapter Four




Kitty

I clean the butt plug off and recharge it, double-checking it’s charging. Failure is unacceptable. Mistress’s intoxicating scent and taste linger on my lips and tongue as I head to the bathroom. I turn on the shower and lick the last of Mistress’s nectar from my lips, savoring her sweetness.

I step inside, wash, shave, and dry off. I apply the required lotion and skin care prep and return naked to my room. I sit at my makeup table, the strain on my balls growing by the second. How long can I keep this up? Can I do it?

I’m tempted to throw in the towel, give up on chastity, and beg to be released as I wait for Mistress to finish her shower. I take my mind off the suffering in my ball by thinking about what look she’ll select for me. The slutty look? I enjoy the look. I pull the slutty look off, even as a man. But in public for the first time? Or will it be a sophisticated look? Or the innocent schoolgirl look? All I know is my balls ache; they must have five hundred gallons of cum built up inside them.

But that question lingers: do I want the traditional release or that elusive sissygasm? I know, or what I heard, once I have the sissygasm, I’m done as a male.

My mind turns over the possibilities of the night until Mistress enters after half an hour. I take a deep breath. Mistress places her hands on my shoulders and whispers in my ear. “Tonight will be a special night for you. I have been planning it for a week. You deserve a special night. Are you ready?”

Mistress grabs the tender and swollen base of my sissy clitty, “My, you’re excited, aren’t you. Maybe we do something about that.”

I cringe. The ache of sitting in a chastity cage and her grip on my aching cock hurts. “Oh, thank you, Mistress, But pleasing you—”

Mistress squeezes tighter. “My, your flesh is spilling out of the sides.” She removes her hands and says, “For our special night, you’ll be especially sexy. It is, after all, our first night in town. Are you eager to show the world how sexy you are? Do you want me to make you sexy?”

I am. Ready, that is, but can I pull it off? Will people recognize me as a man? “Yes, Mistress. I want to be sexy. I want to look sexy.” What else can I say?

Mistress begins by dipping her makeup brush into my favorite eyeshadow palette, which includes shades of orange, brown peach, and champagne. They make my blue eyes pop. As she colors my eyelids, I see the change happen. I know as much about makeup as I do about antiques now. She finishes my eyes by gluing bold, voluminous false eyelashes and finishing with heavy mascara and winged eyeliner. I now have a dramatic smokey eye. I’m not sure I’m ready for the night she’s got planned, emotionally anyway. I know I can rock the look. I’ve seen it before. I know I can walk, talk, and act like I will look-a slut. Mistress has trained me well. Mistress begins layering my face with a heavy foundation, contour, and highlighter, going for the glam look.

When she’s finished, she drops three packages on my pink sissy bed. I open the largest of the packages. My heart skips a beat. Holy shit! It’s a very revealing little black dress. The slit in the side will run well above my thigh, leaving little to the imagination; a metal ring is the only thing preventing the world from seeing my plump sissy ass. I’m proud of it, but am I ready to show the world?

“Get dressed. Your legs are sexy enough, so there is no need for pantyhose, and I bought a special black thong for the night. We’ve got your sissy clitty tiny enough so that you can pull it off. I’ll be ready in an hour.” Mistress spins and leaves.

I open the other two packages. One has black six-inch spiked stiletto heels, and the other contains a skimpy black thong, a matching bra, and a tiny B-cup breast insert. The front is frilly, see-through, and soft. The back of the thong is made of beads that look like pearls, and when it settles into my crack, I can feel the uncomfortable pressure of arousal. I slip into the bra, drop the inserts in, wiggle into my skin-tight dress, and admire my look in the mirror. I turn left, right, and spin. I slap my sexy ass and watch it jiggle under the tight dress. I put my heels on and wait.


Chapter Five




Kitty

An hour and a half later, I’m admiring my reflection in the mirror behind the bar of Whipped Delight. Casually, so as not to attract attention, I turn ever so slightly. My heart skips a beat as I admire my exposed ass and how the six-inch stiletto heels accentuate my slender and sculpted calves. I’m smoking hot! I’m aroused and humiliated at the same time.

Mistress check-ins. Customers laugh and talk at their tables. It feels like all eyes are on me. When I take a second look, I realize they are. I’m underdressed. I glance back at my reflection, then back into the dining area, my pulse racing as I scan the room. Too many eyes dart in my direction, soaking me in with long, meandering looks. I tug on the hem of my short skirt, shifting my legs to get comfortable. They know I’m a guy.

A man licks his lips. His gaze wanders over my body. I smooth the front of my dress, making sure my arousal doesn’t show. Thankfully the tiny cock cage keeps what would be an erection unnoticeable. The woman he’s with, wife or girlfriend? Smacks the guy’s arm.

I glance at a different woman; our eyes meet briefly; she purses her lips, sneers at me, and pulls her man’s chin toward her. Three good-looking women brush past me, making rude and snarky comments about my appearance. It dawns on me that their nastiness wasn’t because they knew I was a guy; they’re jealous. My arousal grows. I like being sexier than them.

Mistress returns wraps her arm under my elbow, and guides me to our table. My pride shatters when I see my former girlfriend sitting at our table. I stand, mouth agape, as Mistress sits next to Josie, my first girlfriend. We were together most of my freshman year and half of my sophomore year. Josie says to Mistress, “Well, hi there, Monica.”

“Josie, I’m glad you could make it. How are you? This sexy lady is Kitty.”

Josie smiles at me and says hello. Mistress didn’t say who I am. I wonder, does she know? I glance at the door, wondering if I should leave. Why is Josie here? This dinner is supposed to be a celebration for my surviving Locktober. I fidget with the hem of my dress, eyes down.

Mistress says, “Well, sit silly.”

Taking that as a command, I sit. My tight skirt barely covers my thighs, causing the form-fitting material to reveal nearly all of the flesh of my thighs. I tug at the hem, turn, and cross my legs. I grimace because crossing my legs pinches my swollen and sore balls and my aroused sissy clitty.

Josie says, “My, are you okay? Kitty.”

Josie and Mistress giggle like there’s a private joke between them. They know. I know it. But what has Mistress planned?

“Yes, I’m fine,” I say.

Josie says, “So, how’s your marriage with Frank going?” Josie and Monica giggle. They had something planned.

Mistress says, “I’m sorry you got no sexual gratification whatsoever from Frank’s little cock. I understand; believe me, I was unsatisfied and frustrated until I found a way to get sexual gratification from my marriage, as you know-”

“I don’t see how anyone could get sexual gratification from Frank’s little cock. I never did. If my memory serves me, it was so tiny.” She demonstrates with her thumb and forefinger. There’s barely enough room between her fingers for a dust mote to slide through. My cheeks warm. It wasn’t that small when I dated Josie, but after a month of being shrunk by Mistress, it probably is.

My eyes burn as I consider ditching the night. On the other hand, I like the humiliation. That part of me, between my legs, strains against its sexual prison. I glance at Josie and picture her with a strap-on and a riding crop.

“Yes, and Frank’s so feminine and submissive now,” Mistress adds.

“Might as well be a girl, I always thought,” Josie smiles at me. A chorus of hell-yeahs follows.

“I should have married him and made him serve me. He’d have liked that.” Josie says. “Then fucked who I wanted. Some guy with a big cock. A big black cock. It doesn’t have to be black. Just big. Not like the little worm Frank’s got.” Josie glances at me, “I kind of miss Frank. It was nice having someone to talk to, someone to….”

A tall guy, six-two and muscular, interrupts the conversation. He bends over and kisses Monica, my wife, on the lips. And what does Monica do? She wraps her hand around his neck and pulls him in, parting her lips and allowing him to drive his tongue into her mouth. My wife’s mouth. Their lips lock in a passionate kiss, and Mistress peeks at me. I can’t take my eyes off the encounter. What’s left of the man in me wants to grab this monster by the collar and rip him apart, but most of what’s left of me is sissy. Pure sissy, and witnessing this encounter produces a sensation of humiliation and degradation. My wife is making out with another man, and I’m dressed as a girl. How much more of a degrading situation can this be?

Yet the taboo nature of being forced to watch my wife make out with another man arouses me. Why does this forbidden act make my heart race? I shouldn’t want this. I shouldn’t be enjoying being humiliated, emasculated, and made fun of, which makes me want more of it.

The incredible Hulk breaks away; strangely, I don’t want him to stop. I want more. Mistress sees my need and mental anguish and pulls the stud back into her lips. Why am I enjoying this? What kind of man would enjoy watching his wife make out with another man? And yet… I do. After an eternity, they break apart. Again.

Monica has me stand. I wait as she rearranges the chairs so my chair sits alone across from the other three chairs on the other side of the table. She sits and pats the chair next to her. “Hank, have a seat.”

Hank sits and wraps his arm around my wife! Monica rests her head in the crook of her bull’s muscular arm.

“You look gorgeous tonight, Monica,” Hank says.

What’s happening?

Monica grabs the stud’s chin and kisses him as she adjusts her tight black pencil skirt. She removes the necklace, which holds my cock cage key, slips the key off the necklace, and, holding it in her hand, says, “Which of you wants to be the keeper of the key? Whoever holds this key owns my sissy husband for the night.”

Sitting at the other end of the table with Mistress, Josie grabs the key. “Monica, I suffered through two grueling, unsatisfying years with this worthless man. I deserve it.” Mistress reflects for a moment. “If he gives you any problems, please let me know. Use him as you wish.”

“I’ll take good care of him, Monica.” Josie smiles.

Josie slides down in her chair. Seconds later, her foot finds the inside of my calf, teases upward, parts my knees, and continues upward until she hits the hard plastic of my chastity device. Her toes swirl around. “Wow! Owning a man for the night will be fun, although I’m uncertain what to do. So what shall I do with your slut.”

Mistress smiles, “Whatever you want.”

I’ve been locked up for a month, denied a decent orgasm, my wife is making out with another man, and has pimped out to my former girlfriend. How much more degrading can this be?

In about two hours, I’ll find out.


Chapter Six




Mistress

Hank, who I met Hank on a swinger’s site, was more than willing to participate in my sissy husband’s humiliation. We make out for a few minutes. Ignoring Kitty. Out of the corner of my eye, I watch Kitty.

Her eyes change from dull and lifeless from the shame of sitting and watching me make out with another man to a smoldering gaze that says nothing to I love watching you enjoy yourself, Mistress. Josie keeps up her pressure on Kitty’s aching sissy clitty. Kitty glances around, wondering if anyone is watching, tugging at her short skirt, which Josie keeps inching upward. I hate doing it, but I’m afraid things will get out of control if we don’t end our introduction.

Hank becomes the perfect gentleman. Ignoring Kitty, Hank and I chat like two lifelong friends waiting for the waitress. We start with mundane subjects like the weather and the news and progress to what we both hold dear to our hearts: sex.

I lean into Hank, wanting to tease Kitty. “Hank, like I said, mostly I want you to fuck me like a man. Hard. Rough. Listen, my husband…”

Hank says, “Oh, no worries. She’s so pretty, hard to believe she’s your husband.”

Kitty’s eyes are bright and glossy as she releases an appreciative sigh. She loves being complimented. I’m a little jealous that her humiliation has faded so quickly.

“Yes, she is. But so worthless as a man.”

Kitty rubs her arm nervously, “I’m sorry, Mistress. I hope that Hank can fuck you like a man should.”

“How sweet,” Josie says.

I cradle Hank’s hand, “I don’t want to replace Frank, but I need a nice big cock. Big. Thick. Frank’s little worthless cock, is one of the reasons I dress my husband up in girl’s clothes.”

“He’s a sissy. Reason enough.” Hank says.

“Yep. I never would have thought, Hank, but our relationship has never been better. Hank, as I said, take me as you please.”

“Oh, baby, I love it when you talk dirty,” Hank says.

All of us laugh except Kitty.

My eyes soak in Hanks’s chiseled jaw. So opposite Kitty’s feminine face. “Once you have filled me with your seed, she’s going to clean my pussy out.”

“What about me?” Josie says.

“Until that time, you may use him as you please. May I suggest….” I give her the web address to my favorite cuckold site. “As a place to get some suggestions.”

Hank interrupts in his deep, commanding tone. “I have a few if you have problems. I get a kick out of it.”

The waitress arrives, and we all place our drink orders. When they arrive, Hank lifts his drink to his lips as I savor his bulging biceps. A delightful shudder shoots through me as I fantasize about his powerful, meaty hands pulling my hips back into his meat. I look directly into Kitty’s eyes, “I like it deep. I’m especially into doggie style. It makes me feel and look like a slut. I can’t get it from my sissy husband. Isn’t that right, Kitty?”

“Yes, Mistress. I’m worthless as a man.”

Hank smiles, “No worries there. I’ll flip you around a few times, and there’ll be plenty of seed inside you when Josie gets done with her.”

I laugh. I like Hank. I say to Hank, “Would you save a cup load or two for my sissy?”

Hank smiles. “As long as you do the work and don’t you worry Monica, I’ll pound that pussy, and make you beg; trust me, you’ll be wailing when you get this ten-inch piece of man in you. I’ll guarantee your sissy’s going to have a cup full when he gets home because I’ve got an eight-day load built up too.”

Damn, I wanted him inside me, like right now. “I’m craving you right now, Hank.”

Hank laughed.

I laughed. “Fuck! It’s been so long since I had a real man inside me.”

Hank checked his watch. “Two hours to go. Okay, by the way, I like your sadistic mind. Damn, do I like it?”

I spin my wedding ring around my finger, thinking about what Kitty will be going through. I hope Josie comes up with something good. Dinner progresses, I go from waiting on pins in needles to a slight tingling in my pussy, to a fluttering between my thighs.


Chapter Seven




Kitty

Josie doesn’t stop grinding her toe into my tender cock. “Fuck Monica, you can feel the tension in it. She’s ready to explode! You locked Kitty’s cock-”

Mistress interrupted, “Sissy Clitty is the proper term for it now.”

“For a whole month?”

Hank shakes his head and says, “No way!”

Mistress rummages around in her oversized purse. It’s oversized because it’s more of her sex toy bag than a purse. My stomach suddenly feels like I just ate Thanksgiving dinner; I have a pretty good idea of what she wants in her purse. She plucks something out, tugs on Josie’s sleeve, and holds it under the table. “How ’bout we have some fun?”

Josie smacks Mistress’s arm. “You dirty girl.” She grabs the object. I know what it is. I’m sure, anyway, as she turns it over in her hand.

Hank leans over. “Fuck! Is that what I think it is? She’s going to explode here.”

Josie wraps it in a napkin and slides it across the table. “Put it in.” She points to the restroom. Mistress helps Josie download and connect the app, which soon will drive even more humiliation into me.

I shake my head.

Josie snaps her fingers. “Go.” Josie points with glowing eyes, licking her lips like she’s about to eat a tasty meal. “I’m so looking forward to this, Frank. I mean, Kitty.”

“Here? Please.” I say.

Josie removes the necklace where the key to my chastity cage hangs and dangles the key in my face. “I own you. I want some of that attentiveness Monica receives.”

My gaze travels between Josie, Mistress, and Hank, and my heart races. Ten minutes later, I returned with a perfectly designed device rammed up my ass. Every step was a gathering of hell and heaven as the tip pressed right against my sweet spot, forcing me into a punishing state of arousal—even without the vibrations and thrusting. The merchant described this new device as the ultimate in remote milking. I tried it once. It felt like I was riding a rocket ship to Mars.

When I sit, the pressure of gravity reminds me of my submission. Arousal shoots through my veins as Mistress and Josie chitchat about how worthless of a man I am. Even more awkward, they don’t stop when Helen, the waitress, arrives. Josie and Mistress prattle on about my cock size and my effeminate qualities. Helen, looking uncomfortable, places a menu in front of Mistress, Hank, and Josie. Josie teases her finger over the app that turns on the ultimate in butt plugs.

I swallow hard. Is Josie going to turn it on? Or just tease me. It feels good. So taboo. Holy fuck, what if I have my first sissygasm and here? How will I leave? I’ll have a sticky stain on my dress. Will anyone notice? What if I scream? Moan? But I want one. Then it hits me, my wife just pimped me out and is going home with another guy, and I’m not going with them. I glance at Hank. So gorgeous. And hung.

Josie waves in my direction, “Helen, meet my former boyfriend, Frank. Doesn’t he look scrumptious?”

Helen glances at me and looks away. Then does a double-take, as if she just realized what Josie was implying. “No way!” Helen studies me as she places a menu in front of me.

Mistress stops our waitress politely, “We’ll leave some leftovers for our sissy.”

Helen stiffens, and her mouth falls open. “Uh….” Helen glances at me, waiting for my response. I have none.

I want to tell her that sitting in a restaurant, with a butt plug up my ass, dressed like a slut is one of the most humiliating experiences I have endured in my life, and I love it! My pulse races, wondering what comes next.

Josie dangles my chastity key. “Helen, you know why this key is so special?”

Helen shakes her head, staring at me. The look on her face says one thing: why the hell would you let someone lock your cock up? I suppose I don’t know. But I like it. I love it.

Josie swings the key in front of my face like she’s trying to hypnotize me. “This little piece of metal controls all. What Monica, my new friend here and this slut’s Mistress, has taught me: control a man’s cock, and you control him. Helen, the tiny piece of plastic that locks up his worthless cock. Oh, my…” She points to me with a nod of her head. “Wouldn’t you love to have control of a man’s cock. When Monica told me about how submissive and attentive this man I once dated has become, I thought I’d test it out. Monica, Hank, and I have a fun evening planned for Kitty tonight. We are going to find out how far this sissy faggot will go to get out of chastity.”

I gulp.

“Oh, poor little slut.” Josie says. “Should I turn it on?”

I shake my head no. But I want to feel it. No, I don’t. It feels too good, and what if I have an orgasm? It’s already sticky down there. How am I going to leave? I peek at my dress; the precum leaking hasn’t shown through. Yet. Maybe in the black dress, I’m safe. But what I’ve heard sissygasm is intense. Like nothing else. Do I want to surrender my last ounce of masculinity here? I look around the dining room. People are going about their lives, not noticing me. But if I scream?

“Please, Josie, not here.”

Helen fidgets with her nametag as she glances toward the kitchen, but mostly, she can’t take her eyes off me. She looks intrigued.

Josie obliges, “What do you think we should have this useless male do to get out of chastity.”

“Uh, I wouldn’t know. Not sure why he’d let himself be locked up in the first place.”

Helen seems interested in learning more, so Mistress obliges her, “Because he’s worthless as a male. He understands that.”

No matter how often I swallow, that lump won’t go down. Yet, my whole body is on fire with arousal.

Helen glances at me and nods. “You’re shitting me. No way. He’s so pretty.”

That simple statement should make me feel ashamed, humiliated, or something other than pride. I’m a guy, after all. But fuck, if this stranger thinks I look pretty. I feel great! I straighten my back and smile.

Josie touches my hand, “Oh yes! He is more a girl than he ever was a guy. Don’t you think?”

The waitress nods.

“I’m jealous of Monica,” Josie says. “I want a sissy too.”

Monica says, “No need to be jealous. You own her tonight. I think we can work something out. Like a custody agreement.”

Josie says, “Oh, hell, thank you! Dating him was the most unsatisfying sexual experience I’ve ever had. I wish I’d thought of this.”

The waitress swallows.

Josie dangles my cock cage key with one hand and teases the app with the other. “Kitty obeys me, and she gets freedom tonight. If she fails in any task, she gets three more months. Three more months, damn, how long have you been in chastity, slut?”

“I….” Feeling naked and exposed, I can’t form words. Yet that familiar and uncomfortable sensation of arousal in my groin grows. This couldn’t be more humiliating, so why am I so aroused?

Hank helps out, “Thirty days this little slut has been locked up, and I’m going home with his wife and fuck her like there’s no tomorrow.”

Why do I enjoy being called a slut? More arousal rushes to my groin; how is that even possible? The pressure grows. My balls ached before, but now they’re racked with pain. The stickiness increases. My mind races, searching for explanations for what I’m feeling. I need relief. That’s certain, but I’d sacrifice my pleasure to watch Mistress get what she deserves: a real man. And yet, I can’t take my eyes off Josie and the key. My mind races, trying to decide what I want more: Mistress and her bull or Josie and freedom. Or a real orgasm. Or a sissygasm. I know once I have that sissygasm, my life as a male is over.

But for now, I have to do what Josie commands or suffer for three more months in chastity. Do I care if Mistress gets pleasure? Pleasure due her. Pleasure I can’t bring her.

Yet, if I don’t satisfy Josie, I have no doubt Mistress will follow through with three more months. Can I take three more months in chastity? No, I have to do as Josie says. What does that mean? What if I don’t obey her? Oh my God, is she going to let me watch my Mistress get fucked by another man? Will she let me out of my cage? What if she gives me a choice, an orgasm, or watch your Mistress get fucked? What would I choose?

The flesh of my cock plows into the plastic cage, begging for release. I’m ready to explode. I can’t bear much more. I simply have to get out of this. I cannot take much more. Josie twirls her finger in the air and lowers it to the phone, and if I thought things couldn’t get worse, I’m reminded they can. The prostrate simulator goes to work, and I almost fall off the chair as I moan, and every muscle tightens.

Helen says, “Are you okay? What’s that noise?”

Josie says, “Do you know what Monica calls his cock?”

Sitting here, being humiliated, fills me with lust. The anal stimulator moving up and down on my sissy sweet spot drives me into a higher state of being, a sissy high. It’s like floating in outer space, and all my concerns and worries drift away.

Helen shakes her head. “I wouldn’t know.”

“Sissy clitty.”

Helen laughs.

How much more of this do I have to endure?

“Monica tells me that she calls his flesh that because it is so little and useless.” Josie places her hand on mine, “But I hear your tongue is first-rate. Flick your tongue, show us how you please your Mistress.”

I refuse, shaking my head. Josie leans over the table and holds the key in front of my face. “Obey or three more months.”

I stick my tongue out and flick it like I’m pleasing Mistress.

“Have you ever had a man like that?”

The waitress blushes and shakes her head. Josie finds my balls with her foot, and I moan. Please, not here. I don’t want my first sissygasm to happen here. Josie smiles as she teases my sissy clitty with her big toe. “I’m going to have so much fun with this worthless excuse for a man, make up for the wasted time I when I dated him.”

Finally, everyone ordered dinner, and nothing for me. During dinner, my torturers took turns teasing my cock, chatting about what they were going to do with me. One thing was apparent: I wasn’t getting any input, and getting out of chastity tonight depended on their opinion.


Chapter Eight




Kitty

I sit at one end of the rectangular dining room table with a shiny, empty plate, listening and watching Monica, Hank, and Josie have the time of their lives. I’m the third wheel, and everyone in the restaurant knows it. It dawned on me at that moment my place in the relationship. I am her sissy. I will always be Mistress’s last option. I will never be my wife’s first choice. I will never please her like her bulls. I will be happy with my role.

I sit with my hands folded on my lap, watching Hank study the dining room, checking to see if anyone’s watching. When he’s sure no one’s observing, his right hand disappears under the table. Monica sighs as Hank’s hand parts my wife’s knees. Mistress and my eyes lock as she spoons food into her mouth, trying to suppress her arousal as Hank’s hand finds its way to her pussy.

I know when he’s got his finger inside her. Mistress’s eyes flutter, then shut, focusing on the pleasure of Hank’s finger, which I suspect is deep inside her. Not only is a strange man fingering my wife in public while I watch, but I like it.

Josie’s smile fills her face having the time of her life experimenting with the control the vibrator’s app gives her, changing the speed, vibration, and intensity of the butt plug whirring away inside me, edging me closer and closer to my first sissygasm. What if it happens here?

There’s no doubt something different is building inside me; it feels like my bladder is about to rupture. This is, if it happens, going to be so different. Mistress tried to milk one out of me with her fingers, butt plugs, and strap-ons, edging me closer and closer, but I couldn’t get there.

God, I want a sissygasm. But here? I can’t! Not here. This can’t be happening! I do my best to conceal my arousal, but every inch of my flesh seems to be burning with the desire to let go, let it happen, let the forbidden happen right here.

The shame of being publicly humiliated stifles what’s building inside me, for the moment at least. Does anyone know what’s going on at our table? I keep my eyes on the table. I can’t look. Finally, Hank’s hand returns to the table, and Mistress’s flushed and tense face subsides. But the show doesn’t end. Hank and Monica carry on like two high school sweethearts, feeding each other, kissing and rubbing each other throughout dinner, seemingly oblivious to me and the public setting.

Between mouthfuls of her spaghetti, Josie seems enthralled with all the possibilities of having me at her disposal for the night. So, for me, dinner takes an eternity as the third wheel, watching everyone enjoy themselves—much of it came at the expense of my inadequacy as a man. I’m the third wheel, the outcast through the night, so I’m glad when everyone tosses their napkins on their plates, signaling dinner is over. Yet, there’s one more deed of humiliation: Mistress scrapes the last few pieces of lettuce left onto my empty plate. Josie then plops the last meatball of her spaghetti on my plate. Do they expect me to eat this?

Josie wipes her mouth and tosses her silk napkin on her plate. “Monica, I’ve been checking out that website during dinner, and I have a few ideas I’d like to try out on your sissy. I managed to contact Grace.”

Grace? My only other girlfriend? What is this? What does Josie have planned for me?

Mistress says, “I gave him to you. Do as you please. Hank and I-” Hank claims my wife’s lips in a tongue-thrusting kiss, and my wife relishes the stranger’s tongue. The sloppy kiss lasts an eternity; I try to look away, ignore it, but I love and hate every minute as my imagination fills with images of Hank driving his cock in my wife’s pussy while I lick his balls. The kiss ends, and Monica smiles at me, her face flushed with arousal.

“Like I said, Josie dear, I gave her to you for the night. If you wish, you can join Hank and me at my home for fun; if you do, join us. If you have other ideas, then feel free to take your toy with you.”

What? What was this? My wife is giving me away? I glance at Mistress. Then Josie. Mistress rummages through her hefty purse and hands me the car keys. “Get my car, slut, and bring it around the front. Josie and I have a few things to discuss.”

I grab the keys, stand, adjust my skirt, and glance down. The consequences of being edged for an hour and a half are apparent: a deep, inky blemish on my otherwise flawless black fabric. I sigh as the buzzing of my anal invader suddenly seems more like the buzzing of a swarm of giant bees. The buzzing creates a heightened suspense and thrill, knowing I’m on display but hidden. I bury my crotch into the table as the invasive invader continues to drive me to someplace new. Josie grins with a devious, satisfied smile. I can’t turn around.

Mistress says, “You dare keep me waiting. Hank and I have business to take care of.”

What do I do? Everyone’s going to see my arousal and hear the butt plug when I walk past. I look into Josie’s eyes, hoping for a reprieve. My answer comes when the thrusting inside me speeds up.

I shake my head, “I can’t, Mistress. Please.”

“Remain in chastity another three months, then. It’s your choice.”

“No!”

I spin and race for the door, struggling with every step as the butt plug whirs away inside. I glance back; Josie has a shit-eating grin on her face. The fullness inside me and her grin reminds me of who owns me tonight, Josie, and with each step toward the exit, the suspense grows about her plans. What are my two former girlfriends going to do with me? Both of those relationships ended poorly. On my way to the exit, I draw curious glances, and people turn their heads, whispering about the buzzing and the funny way I walk.

“What’s that noise?” “She’s pretty but walks like she’s got something up her ass.” “Nice ass, but what’s up it?”

Once in the car, the vibration stops. Out of range? Sitting keeps up the feeling of fullness and joy the butt plug brings, and knowing why it’s there reminds me Josie owns me. I start the car, drive around the front, and wait, wondering how the night will end. Though I’m nervous, I’m intrigued by what my two former girlfriends might come up with.


Chapter Nine




Kitty

I wait in the car, the engine rumbling, as Hank, Josie, and Mistress exit the restaurant, hugging, kissing, and smiling like lifelong friends—I’m genuinely the third wheel in this party. After several minutes of chatting, laughing, and pointing toward me, Hank breaks off from the group and heads to the car’s passenger door, holding my wife’s hand! At the door, Hank opens the door like she’s his queen. That’s my job! I’m a nobody. This is humiliating, and worse, I’m aroused by it. Monica slides into the front passenger seat, and Hank walks around to the driver’s side and opens the door.

Mistress says, “Get out slut, you’re Josie’s slut tonight. Obey her, please her as you would me. And let me remind you, it’s up to her if you get out of chastity or serve another three months. No worries about me, subby hubby. I’m in good hands with Hank.” Mistress grabs Hank’s chin and pulls his head into her lips, kissing wildly with craving. Hank’s powerful hand slides down her shoulder, finding its way to my wife’s breasts. He squeezes gently at first, but it becomes much rougher.

“Mistress!” I had hopes of watching, even participating.

Breaking away from getting her mouth devoured, Mistress says, “Leave me alone with a real man and go with Josie. Think of me enjoying myself with a real man. Bye, Princess.”

Moments later, I watch Hank and my wife disappear down the road, standing beside a beaming ex-girlfriend with a Chesire cat grin and toying with my chastity key. “Tonight, Grace and I have an evening planned for you. That—” Josie pats my ass.

Grace? The only other woman I dated who dumped me after she caught me watching porn in her panties? What had she told Josie?

“Let’s go.”

Josie and I stroll back to the parking lot, and I can only think about what my wife is doing or will be doing—with Hank—a stranger! Once in the car, Josie puts the key in the ignition and turns the key. She sighs, “I remember seeing the disappointment and frustration on Grace’s face after we broke up. It was the same sexual frustration I had dating you in college. So, Frank… I mean, Kitty, I’m reading during dinner an article about ways you can play with a sissy cuckold like you, and it hit me. It was like a revelation. Grace! I felt Grace and I had some catching up to do. Grace and I kept in touch after college… it seems you inspired her after dating you. She didn’t tell me everything. She told me she knows how to treat a man like you now. She had this fabulous idea of how to spend the night; we are going to recreate the video you were watching when Grace dumped your faggot ass.”

Suddenly, I’m not thinking about my wife and Hank. Is it possible? That these two amateur Mistresses are going to try and recreate the porn video Grace caught me watching? A wave of guilt rolls over me as I realize I’m looking forward to this more than watching Mistress and her bull fuck.

“Grace says she has everything we need for the night, and you already have the panties. She assured me we are going to have the time of our lives while your wife fucks another man and has the time of her life.”

An hour later, we pull into Grace’s two-car garage. Josie dangles my chastity key in my face, “Behave, then you can have your orgasm. otherwise, another three months of…” Josie pauses, and a soft gasp of surprise escapes her lips. “Really? You haven’t had an orgasm in three months?”

I nod.

“Want one? Want to be free of that cage?”

“Yes, Mistress.”

“Such a good girl. Before we enter, Grace said to have you strip.”

I adjust the hem of my skin-tight skirt nervously.

“Out there. I want to watch.” Josie points to the front of the car. As I exit, Josie shoots off a text. The door creaks. I step outside. Unzip the back of my skin-tight skirt and ease the dress off. In an instant, my soaking wet and sticky panties were off. After removing my breast inserts, I fumble with the bra for a moment, and then, like that, I’m naked, except for the pink cage denying me what’s left of my manhood and six-inch stiletto heels.

Josie drops the window, “Grace says to leave the heels on. You can take the butt plug out.”

I’m standing uncomfortably and excited because I know what’s coming, shaking in the garage’s cool air until Josie exits the car.

“Let’s go.”

We walk through the house, my cock cage clicking and bouncing uncomfortably as we walk up the stairs, down a long hall, and stop in front of the second door to the right.

“This is it. I think.” Josie turns the handle and looks at me. “Wait here until we call for you.”

Josie opens the door and leaves me alone. It dawned on me that in the video Grace caught me watching, there were some unique pieces of BDSM furniture. No way, Grace has that. Grace was always straight-laced. No way she has all that stuff. Maybe this is some kind of prank. I wait, thinking about the video and how hot it would be to have these two women play out that scene. It feels like my chastity device tightens around my sissy clitty, but I know that feeling is just from the arousal I’m feeling.

What’s taking them so long?

I hear chatter and laughter as I struggle to maintain my balance on my heels. The pressure in my crotch increases more and more as I replay the porn video over and over in my mind. In the video, the two Mistresses fuck the pretty sissy until she has a sissygasm. Can I do it? The constant pressure reminds me I haven’t had a decent orgasm in a month and of my submission. I want to knock on the door. Open it. Come on!


Chapter Ten




Kitty

The door opens, and standing before me is Grace, my ex-girlfriend, with her hands firmly planted on her hips. She’s cloaked in shiny black PVC, well, most of her. The PVC skirt and curve-hugging corset don’t hide her glistening and swollen pussy just below a small black tuft of hair in the shape of a heart. My gaze wanders to the two fleshy mounds I remember so well, pressed together by the tight leather corset. Grace is sexier than I recall. I look into Grace’s black eyes.

Grace licks her shiny, bright red lips, soaking in my taboo appearance—I’m a guy who could pass as a woman, after all. Her gaze veers to my tiny sissy clitty encased in pink plastic, twitching with arousal, suffering with denial. She nods approvingly. My gaze has again traveled to her lower half. Hoping for relief. Hoping to feel the warmth again of pussy. But, if they can recreate the video and I have a sissygasm, would that be even better? What has become of me? I’m fantasizing about a sissygasm, having a dildo or cock up my ass more than I’m fantasizing about pussy, and making love like a man.

Grace interrupts my daydream, “Did I say you could look at a part of a woman a worthless faggot like you doesn’t deserve, slut? Eyes down!”

Maybe not, I think. I’m in her spell, so I lower my eyes and stare at the floor without a second thought. I’ve already forgotten about getting pussy from my ex-girlfriends and what my wife and her bull are doing. I peek at my chastity key hanging from Josie’s necklace as the perpetual pressure in my sissy clitty reminds me of my commitment to obey these two ladies. “Yes, Mistress.” I take a deep breath.

Grace waves, “Enter, sissy. Since you inspired me to create this wonderful room, it’s only fitting that you should get to put it to good use.”

I step forward, and my six-inch stiletto heels click on the tile floor.

“Look up and see what awaits you.”

“Yes, Mistress.”

I gasp at the dimly lit, well-stocked room filled with bondage gear and furniture of every kind. Grace closes the door and seizes my chin. “I was hurt when I caught you… well, you know. But that perverted act inspired a part of me that had always wanted to rise to the surface, the dominatrix in me. You see, sissy, I realized my purpose in life was to conquer and remold pathetic excuses for men like you. Turning them into my sex toys.” A pained expression fills Grace’s face, and a heavy sigh escapes her lips. “I’m jealous. Monica owns you and not me. You’re such a pretty girl.”

A surge of pride runs through me. I’m a pretty girl, a toy for Grace and Josie, and I’m happy with my role and whatever Grace has planned for me.

“Perhaps Monica and I can work out an arrangement.”

Looking at her room and her evident expertise, I hope so, too.

Her face brightens, and she continues, “No use crying over spilled milk. Tonight, you are mine, and I plan on making up for lost time with Josie’s help.”

I glance at Josie; Josie has changed into something… provocative and revealing. She’s standing, legs spread, hands on hips in the middle of the room, dressed in a one-piece outfit. Black mesh covers her small breasts and swollen nipples, leaving little to the imagination. The leather thong covering her sex has a shiny zipper.

Grace smiles and picks up a riding crop. Smacks her hand. Josie looks around, laughs, and picks up a pink spreader bar with four pink leather restraints attached. “Damn. I’m not sure what all this does.”

Grace says, “You want to find out? I picked that particular piece up, especially for our little adventure tonight. Recognize it, faggot?”

I nod. I have to admit I can’t wait.

Josie chuckles, “Let’s do it!”

Grace rubs her palms together, “Let’s get started. Honey, did you ever have an orgasm when you dated this pathetic excuse for a man?”

Josie shakes her head deliberately while glaring at me, “No.”

“Well, we’re not that cruel. Or maybe we are. We’re going to tease him and make him beg for our cocks. Then he can fuck his girlfriends, both of them, if he wants.”

My eyes dart from Josie to Grace. I spend several long seconds soaking in Grace’s pussy. If I obey… Oh God, I’ll show them. I’ll fuck them good.

Grace snaps her finger, “Remember the video, sissy?”

I nod. “Yes, Mistress.”

“Which do you want more? A sissygasm or to fuck us.”

I don’t know. I’m honestly not sure. I remain silent.

“But you want our cocks?”

I took that to mean strap-ons. “Yes, Mistress.”

“I’m not convinced, are you Josie?”

“Not really.”

Grace sways to the center of the room and pats the pink extreme bondage table; the one in the video was black, but otherwise, they’re identical. Grace cocks her head and pats the table. “Up here, slut. I know you want cock in that sissy ass, don’t you? That’s why we never had sex, isn’t it?”

I don’t answer. I hop up on the bench. I can’t believe how great this night turned out. But do I want to let go and have a sissygasm, or do I want to fuck my former girlfriends.

“It’s been a while, hasn’t it? Four months I’m told, since that little sissy clitty got in a pussy. What do you say, Josie? Shall we let him dip his stick in us?”

Josie fingers the key. “If he doesn’t cum with cock in his ass. Then yes.”

Grace says, “Only a sissy faggot would cum with cock in his ass. Let’s see, shall we.”

“Oh fuck.” I can’t decide.

Josie and Grace look at each other as if something is going on. But what? I don’t care; feeling like a man again, even for an hour, would be great. Worth all the humiliation of the night, and yet, I love it.

“But first, we thump that faggot ass…” Grace pauses and glances at Josie. “It amazes me how a sissy can justify getting fucked in the ass or sucking cock if their Mistress orders them to do it…. If you ask us to stop. We stop. But you lose the right to fuck your girlfriends.”

I swallow a lump of saliva. Grace holds up her hand. The girl’s high five.

“Yeah,” Josie shouts.

Grace restrains my wrist with the two pink leather restraints in the middle of the bondage bar. The strain of the leather restraint on my wrists reminds me of my submission. I love it. Josie pulls my ankles back as the pink leather of the restraints clinks into place around my ankles. With my ass hanging strategically over the edge of the soft leather bench, restrained, totally helpless, and exposed, I feel this raw and primal allure of being vulnerable, like I’m floating in outer space. My mind empties of all concerns and let it happen. I remind myself I’m doing this to get into their pussies again, and yet… I hope I have a sissygasm. I debate letting go and giving up on pussy to have my first sissygasm. Mistress Monica forced me to watch hours of sissies having sissygasms, and they looked so fabulous.

Grace says, “Over there on the table are our tools of anal destruction.”


Chapter Eleven




Kitty

It’s hard in this position, but with some effort, I see what Grace points at two intimidating pink dildos; next to them are two rough leather harnesses. Grace looks at my crotch and breaks out in laughter. “Holy fuck, it was fucking small when I dated you, but that….”

Straining my neck, I lift my head and scrutinize my plastic prison, slick with precum. She’s right. My cock, sissy clitty has become more than small over the last month. Worry hits me. Can I even get it up anymore? If I can hold off having an orgasm, will I be able to fuck my girlfriends? Do I want to hold off?

Grace wraps her hand around the base of my sissy clitty, and squeezes tightly while flicking the plastic cage with her finger and thumb. I cringe each time her finger smacks my sissy clitty.

“Holy shit Josie, it’s tense. Feel it, this slut’s ready to burst. I’m not sure if you’re going to make it.”

Grace continues to torture my aching clitty with her finger while Josie squeezes the flesh of my cock. Josie squeezes tighter. It feels like my swollen flesh is trying to slip out of the bottom of the chastity cage. Josie says, “Damn. So now what?”

I cringe as Grace flicks my sissy clitty a few more times. Then she stops and walks across the room to a table, opens a drawer, and pulls out a vibrator with a rotating ball on top.

“Oh fuck.“ I turn away from the device designed for pleasure. But, its intended use was perverted by a sadistic Mistress to bring torture to her sissy. Grace turns it on. Even before it hits my sissy clitty I feel like I’m going to explode. It whirrs as Grace holds it a hair’s width from my aching balls. I stretch my neck, trying to see what’s happening, but my restraints keep me from seeing much. The whirring continues.

Grace says to Josie, “Before we stick our cocks in her, we make her beg. Edging her sissy clitty until she’s ready to explode, then we fuck her sissy hole until we decide to stop.” Grace hands the vibrator to Josie, “Hold this.”

“And if she doesn’t cum? Then what?”

Grace laughs, “Why we fuck her more. And more. Maybe she has a sissygasm. If not, when we’re too tired to fuck her anymore, if she’s made it without cumming, we let her fuck her girlfriends.”

“Oh fuck.” That would be great. I think. Then I think, what happened to me? I’m fantasizing about having an orgasm with a dildo up my ass. Or do I hold out and fuck them.

Josie looks perplexed while holding the spinning toy. “What am I supposed to do with it?”

“I’ll show you. But first, let me get ready and slip into my strap-on.” Grace slides the ribbed end of her two-sided dildo inside her with a happy sigh; then she slips the pink leather harness on. Once it’s situated, she turns it on. Grace tips her head back and closes her eyes. “Oh, that feels good. It’ll feel better when I’m pounding some sissy ass.”

Josie lowers the vibrator, inadvertently hitting my tender balls. Every muscle in my body tenses and shakes. My legs and arms strain against my restraints. “Oh fuck.”

Josie laughs. “Holy fuck. He’s sensitive down there.”

Grace stands next to me, her pink cock inches from my face, and turns my head toward her strap-on. “Thirty days of being locked will do that to one.” She smacks her dildo on my cheek. I flick my tongue at it. “These are special dildos, just for us gals. I don’t technically need the harness, but it adds to the aura of supremacy over my sissy.”

Grace snatches the whirring vibrator from Josie's hand, “Let me show you.” Grace lets it drop to the tip of my cock. I twist my hips viciously. The gentle spinning edges me closer to an explosion that I know she won’t let me have. I want to have. No, I don’t. I want her pussy. I can smell iGrace’s sweet scent because it’s so close. Precum oozes from the tip of my clitty as Grace pulls the vibrator away. “Cum slut, and you don’t get to fuck your girlfriends, and you remain caged for another three months. Suck my cock if you want to fuck your girlfriends.”

Grace pulls her pink cock just out of my reach, forcing me to strain my neck to lick her cock. The girls break out in laughter. Josie unzips her thong, exposing her shaved pussy. She slides the curved tip with raised ribs, which, as I have become an expert in female anatomy, nudges nicely against her G-spot.

“Go ahead, fire it up.” Josie hits her switch, the buzzing starts, and the massaging begins. Grace lowers the vibrator slowly back to my clitty and puts her pink cock on my lips. “Suck it. You want our cocks, slut?”

“Yes, Mistress. Please fuck me. Please.” I did. I wanted nothing more.

“Do not cum until you have permission. And get busy. Josie, go on fuck that ass.”

Josie straddled me. “I’ve never done this before.”

Grace said as she rammed her cock into my eager mouth, “Ever had a guy fuck you so hard…”

That seemed to inspire Josie because she wasted no time plowing into me. Josie pounds my sissy hole ruthlessly. The sound of Josie's skin slapping against mine, Josie's and Grace’s howls of pleasure, the constant buzzing of three dildos, the slurp of my mouth taking Grace’s cock created a sexual symphony of satisfaction. I felt like I was going to pop. I wanted to pop. I wanted a sissygasm, but I wanted to recover some of my manhood and fuck these two gorgeous women.

Grace says, “You want to cum? I’ll let you, or do you want pussy?”

“No…” But I do. “Please stop. I’m close. Stop!” I hold back. I have to obey. I want pussy. Like a man. Or do I?

Grace ignored me and continued to edge me with the vibrator on my caged cock, and just when I thought relief would come, she pulled away.

“Come on, sissy, let go, have a sissygasm, and explore your femininity, see what it feels like to be a woman. Let go of that last vestige of masculinity.”

“No, I want to fuck my girlfriends.”

I get a short break before the two resume the primal sexual dance, frantically thumping away at both ends.

Grace says, “I’m close. What about you?”

“Nah. Not yet. Let me have at the sissy’s ass again.” Josie says.

The two switch positions. I get a brief break from the spinning vibrator on my sissy clitty. Just long enough for them to move.

Every thrust was a shockwave of pleasure and pain, frustration and satisfaction. The feeling of restraint is arousing and controlling. I want to grab my cock, stroke it. I can’t. It’s like having a broken arm in a cast and having an itch where you can’t reach it. I know I'm close to that elusive final nail in the coffin of my feminization, a sissygasm.

“No!” I fight it.

They switch.

“Pleaassse!” I yell.

“Nah.” Grace hammers away at my sissy hole, firmly holding my hips for leverage as she makes one furious thrust after another.

The two switch.

Josie has gotten her freak on and fucks my face. The vibrator inside her hums away. Josie's face flushed with pleasure, and her body tensed. My face was already covered with Josie and Grace’s arousal, the sweet smell of their nectar, but this time, the juices of Josie’s orgasm squirted into my mouth and face.

Grace stops momentarily, her cock deep inside me. As waves of pleasure roll through my entire body, an emotional release happens. It wasn’t just the waves of physical pleasure I was experiencing but a new sense of who I was. The orgasm that exploded in me was beyond powerful, intense, and feminine. When my sissy juices began spurting out, I knew that my ass was now my vagina, my holy grail of ecstasy.

I had become a sissy through and through. And I could care less if I’m never free from chastity.


Chapter Twelve




Mistress Monica

When sissy returned home, she was a mess. Her mascara was running, and her legs were shaking, but she looked more satisfied than ever. She kneels before me, holding her chastity key in her hand.

“Three more months, from what I hear.”

“Yes, Mistress.”

“I saved something for you. You have one more duty before retiring.” I slipped off my robe, grabbed my sissy by the head, and pulled her into my core, which no doubt was still filled with cum.

The End
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