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		CHAPTER 1 – FETISH FUN

		

		AS NICHOLAS HEARD THE DOORBELL he immediately sprang out of his cage in the living room to totter through the hall on his five-inch padlocked high heels as fast as he could. He was not allowed to keep a guest waiting for more than twenty seconds.

		He had spent many months practicing walking in higher and higher heels. Every time he managed to become proficient and relatively comfortable with the shoes his mistress would strap on a new pair, higher and thinner heels and he would begin the slow tottering learning process again.

		For nearly a year he had served as a slave to his girlfriend Suzie Mitchell and for all that period he had been locked in chastity. They both worked for the same consultancy company in Chelmsford in Essex. Nicholas was originally from a small village in Cumbria and had moved to London six years ago to seek work. He hated the city and slowly migrated further out until he found the clerks job in this more manageable city in the heart of Essex. It was not long after Nicholas joined that Suzie had pronounced she wanted to have him, and what she wanted, she got.

		He was struck by her confidence and authoritarian manner. He had not been initially attracted to her physically, she was not his type. But he became more and more intrigued by her personality and more importantly she had some weird and kinky stories to tell which aroused him enormously.

		It was only after they had been at a bar in Chelmsford late one evening that Suzie had launched into a tale of fetish parties, public floggings and boot worship which made Nicholas go weak at the knees.

		He was drinking that night some other female colleagues whom he was far more interested in. One girl in particular, Kerry Treadwell, a local Essex girl, caught his eye and he was desperate to spend more time with her. She was tall and slim with long dark hair and a beautiful smile that melted Nicholas and made him feel weak inside. But she was a lot younger than him and he had firmly decided she was way out of his league. Nonetheless he was infatuated with her and desired her immensely. The two other young women were Mia and Isabella both very attractive and again out of Nicholas’s league.

		Suzie was much shorter and more muscular in build than the other girls. She had bright pink hair tied up in a ponytail and wore mostly black and occasionally a tight black leather dress which Nicholas was extremely excited by.

		He had no idea Suzie was so into alternative lifestyles and sexual practices; it also turned out the other girls at the pub were intrigued to know more.

		Suzie set about telling them all about the fetish parties she went too, dragging total strangers around on leashes, flogging them on stage or walking on them in high heels. Nicholas suddenly found her far more appealing. God, he would love her to do those sorts of things to him but he would never dare broach the subject; he kept his own personal fetishes a deeply buried secret.

		Suzie immediately suggested they should all go to the next party in a few weeks time. The girls along with Kerry seemed very keen to attend, which made Nicholas even more aroused.

		‘What about you Nicholas, you fancy dressing in rubber and being led around on a leash by us three?’ Purred Kerry.

		Nicholas blushed and burbled that he would be happy to go, just to have a new experience. Kerry giggled and squeezed his knee.

		Suzie smiled at him and told him to go buy them all a round of drinks which he immediately jumped up to do, pretending to be her servant in mock jest but deep down loving it.

		All the girls laughed as he made a great play of bowing before he returned with the tray of drinks.

		‘Good slave, put them down now kneel on the floor here.’

		Nicholas looked at Suzie and wondered what she was doing? Was this a joke? Was she serious? He couldn’t believe she actually wanted him to kneel before her in a crowded bar in front of people he worked with.

		He didn’t know what to do. She glared at him. He withered under her gaze and walked over to her seat and knelt beside her.

		She patted him on the head and told him he could return to his seat. Everyone applauded.

		Nicholas smiled weakly and wondered what the hell had just happened, as the evening returned to its normal course of chatting, bitching and discussion of workplace politics and gossip.

		After the bar closed everyone left and went their separate ways. Suzie, Kerry and Nicholas got a cab together, they all lived in roughly the same area of the city. Kerry was dropped off first then as Suzie’s stop approached she turned to Nicholas.

		‘I have something you might be interested in; would you like to come in and see?’

		‘What is it?’ He said.

		‘Oh, something I think you will enjoy!’

		It was 2am and Nicholas was extremely drunk and tired but was curious to know more. He was very intrigued by Suzie and thought it would be worth investigating. He could always call a taxi from her flat if it all got a little uncomfortable.

		He paid the driver and they went up to Suzie’s flat, arms linked. Suzie unlocked the door and turned on the lights. The corridor was dimly lit by low watt bulbs casting an eerie warm light through the flat. She led him to the living room which was equally dark. The walls were painted a tenebrous grey green and the space was sparkly furnished a couple of chairs and a large heavy wooden table in the centre.

		What was most striking was a solid meter and a half long metal cage in the corner of the living room.

		‘I didn’t know you had a dog?’ Asked Nicholas.

		‘I don’t.’ Suzie smirked at him.

		‘Why don’t you get some wine from the kitchen and relax in the living room, I will be a few moments preparing your surprise.’

		Nicholas smiled at her, found a bottle of red and returned to the living room sitting in one of the chairs next to the cage, pondering the reason for its presence.

		After about ten minutes he heard footstep in the hall, the sound of spiked heels on the floorboards and as the door opened Nicholas’s heart started to thump in his chest.

		Suzie had returned dressed in a tight black shiny rubber dress, a tightly bound corset and black knee high laced up patent black leather high heel boots.

		Nicholas was mesmerised by the object projecting from her groin. A large black prosthetic penis was swinging from side to side as Suzie sauntered into the room. It was huge, probably twelve inches long and he predicted about three inches in diameter.

		‘So, what do you think to my fetish party outfit?’ She did a twirl and laughed as she saw Nicholas’s eyes fixed on her black strapon.

		

	
		

		CHAPTER 2 – ROLE PLAY

		

		‘Do you like it?’ Suzie enquired.

		‘Ehh, yes, yes you look amazing. The black cock is well, is quite something.’ Nicholas stammered.

		Uncontrollably he began to get a bulge in his pants which was noticed by Suzie.

		‘Hmm, looks like you do like it! What about a costume for you? I have some of my exboyfriend’s outfits, you are about the same size . . . come on through here.’

		He followed her through into the small bedroom which to Nicholas’s great surprise was extremely feminine. It was decorated and furnished in whites and pastel pinks which was a relief on the eye compared to the oppressive décor of the rest of the flat.

		Suzie opened the wardrobe and pulled out what looked like a dress. Upon closer inspection, it was a black and white lace and satin French maids costume. She turned and held it up to his body. He blanched. There was no way he was going to wear a dress.

		‘Your ex-boyfriend wore . . . wore that?’ Nicholas stammered.

		‘Oh yes he looked great in it with the corset and the rest of the uniform. Here are his shoes, are you a size 10 – yes you probably are.’

		She pulled out a pair of black high heel shoes with padlocks around the ankle strap.

		‘And here are some stockings and some clean panties that will fit you nicely, ohh and last but not least a lovely blonde wig.’ She laid them all out on the bed.

		‘There is no one else here. Just try them on, for a laugh. No harm if you don’t like it. Now get changed, I don’t have all day!’

		She walked out of the bedroom Nicholas hypnotised by Suzie’s buttocks tightly clad in black pvc and then his focus returned to the clothes laid out on the bed. This was madness, he had never ever wanted to dress as woman. She had clearly misread him. He would just have to tell her that she had made a mistake, call a taxi and leave with his dignity intact.

		But another part of him called to his sense of adventure, it was an opportunity that never ever presented itself to him before, he was intrigued by it all and surely it would do no harm to see what it felt like. But what if Suzie told anyone? He would just deny it. It would be her word against his. Yes he was going to do it. For a laugh. See how he looked.

		He stripped and stood with the pink lace panties. He pulled them on admired himself in the full length mirror. This was fun he thought. He took the stockings and struggled pulling them up to the top of his thighs but he eventually managed it. It was a strange sensation he thought to have his legs clad in this way but he also found it very pleasing. He then pulled the French maids dress over his head and smoothed it down over his body. He then took the wig, it was platinum blonde with two sets of long pigtails secured by two bright pink ribbons. HE pulled it on and let the pigtails drape down over his chest.

		He gazed at himself in the mirror. He was staggered by the transformation. Even without any makeup he looked rather good as a woman. He turned round and examined himself from the rear then bent over and coyly looked over his shoulder then laughed at himself.

		The last thing to go on were the shoes. They looked incredibly uncomfortable to wear but he was determined to look his best. The shoes just fitted although his toes were cramped in as he was actually a size 11. He wrapped the straps around his ankles then secured them in place with the padlocks. It was only after he clicked them shut that it dawned on him that Suzie had not left any keys. Suzie would have the keys somewhere.

		He stood up and tottered around the room. This was really hard work trying to walk in heels. He had no idea this was what it was like. What women went through to look sexy, this was insane. His feet hurt and his calves pulled as he tried his best to walk through to the living room. He put his arms out for balance and to reach out to the wall for support when he lost his balance.

		He staggered into the living room and saw Suzie standing in the centre rubbing her strapon with some form of grease.

		‘Well look at you missy – don’t you luck the business. You look fabulous Nicholas or maybe I will call you Abigail from now on?’

		He laughed and did a twirl, but lost his footing and collapsed onto one of the arm chairs.

		‘You do have the keys for these shoes don’t you Suzie?’

		‘Oh, sure, now stand up again let’s have a look at you . . . hmm there is something . . . oh ! I just remembered one last thing to make you look even more amazing. Wait there!’

		After a few minutes Suzie returned with a black garment that she wrapped around Nicholas’s waist. He looked down to see she was pulling a corset around his body. He felt it tightening and she pulled the laces harder. He was told to breathe in as she secured the ties behind his back and he looked down at his diminished waist.

		‘There now you look like a really French maid!’

		‘Now let’s put your collar on.’

		Suzie picked up a pink studded dog collar and locked it around Nicholas’s neck. She then clipped on a leash and yanked it hard. He nearly toppled over.

		She walked off dragging the poor confused Nicholas after her. He lowered his head and tottered as fast as he could in the heels, all the while staring at her perfect ass wrapped in black shiny pvc. His cock twitched in his panties as he became so aroused by his predicament.

		She led him to the bedroom an pulled him down to the bed.

		‘Look at yourself sissy, don’t you look adorable.’

		He glanced over at the mirror and took it all in. He had been fully transformed. He really didn’t recognize himself. This was deeply strange but also really hot. Nicholas felt his heart beating faster as Suzie slid closer to him and kissed his lips. They embraced passionately their mouths and tongues probing each other’s with an excited frenzy. Suzie manouvered him to lie down no the bed then pushed his legs up in the air. She yanked his panties aside and Nicholas eyes eyes widened as it dawned on him what was going to happen she simply told him to shush and enjoy the ride.

		He felt the hard black lubricated strapon slide in and he winced as it met resistance before Suzie slammed it in hard. Holding his legs she pushed her weight onto him so he was doubled over and almost had his locked high heel shoes by his ears.

		She pulled out then thrust in again. Then again. It was incredibly uncomfortable but he felt so aroused by it. Being forced like this was humiliating and wonderful at the same time. Suzie looked down at him with an aggressive look on her face.

		‘You are my bitch whore. I am going to do what the hell I like with you. I am going to ruin your ass and you are going to thank me.’

		She pulled his leash so his head was jerked up then tied it around his ankles. He was more helpless. She continued to pound away, harder and deeper and as she did so she moaned and groaned in pleasure.

		Nicholas looked at her beautiful large breasts encased in pvc bouncing up and down as she thrust and he so wanted to cum but he felt mostly discomfort. He grabbed his own cock and start to rub it up and down, Suzie looked down at him and smiled. She encouraged him, told him this was what he needed to be fucked like a little sissy bitch and he was now her little rubber bitch for life.

		His head exploded with pleasure and pain as his seed exploded and flew up across his rubber encased chest and up to his face. The hot cum covered his own cheeks as he lay there while Suzie continued to pound away she screamed in pleasure pushing her full weight onto his body and lay their exhausted and in ecstasy. They lay together on the bed both embracing in a post coital glow. Nicholas felt relaxed and quite comfortable in his outfit as if he was truly embracing his inner person.

		‘You know you shouldn’t have cum unless I allowed it Nicholas?’

		He looked at her and smiled. She was still playing the game which he thought was fun so he agreed with her.

		‘Good, I am glad you understand. We don’t want that happening again, do we? So, I think we should add one more item to your outfit.’

		Nicholas was puzzled. As Suzie returned from the chest of drawers carrying a small pink plastic object Nicholas tried to figure out what it was.

		She looked down at him and smiled then sat astride his chest. The heels of her boots rested by his ears and all he could see was the wonderful expanse of black shiny ass a few inches from his face.

		He felt her hands grip his flacid cock and slide something over it. What was she doing? He heard a click. Then she slowly slid her body back towards Nicholas’s face until everything went dark and he was breathing fitfully through the tight black pvc that completely enveloped him. Suzie pressed down and started to rock, she began to moan and grabbing his arms pushed herself hard onto his face so he could not breath. He struggled physically writhing but she held him fast. He had no idea she was so strong. He was so aroused by this that he felt his cock stiffen, but only a fraction before the tight plastic case holding it restrained any further growth. It was extremely uncomfortable and he was on the verge of passing out in pain and lack of air when Suzie screamed and leaned forward in exhaustion releasing him from the air lock of her smooth shiny buttocks.

		He gulped down air and was so relieved to be alive he completely forgot about his encasement.

		Suzie climbed off Nicholas and he saw the hard pink plastic sheath that wrapped his member.

		‘What … what is that?’

		Suzie smiled at him as he lay on the bed.

		‘It’s to stop you fiddling with your little clitty. You are going to be a good little girl aren’t you? No more wanking for you unless I give you permission. As long as you do exactly as you are told you will be allowed to cum once a week. It will be fun and it will be such an orgasm, believe me. Do you want to be my little chastity slave and serve your Mistress dressed like this?’

		He did admit to himself, he found her extremely sexy dressed like that and he got a sort of thing about the idea of being locked up by her. Suzie would have control of him and he would have mind-blowing sex once a week. Which was considerably more than he was getting now.

		He nodded and agree to the arrangement. Suzie smiled and went over to hug him.

		‘Good – I told you that I would have you, didn’t I?

		

	
		

		CHAPTER 3 – SISSY MAID SERVICE

		

		NICHOLAS SOON BECAME VERY FAMILIAR with Suzie’s world. He found it very thrilling to be dragged around a room on all fours, tied up for hours on ends, whipped within an inch of his life or trampled by an extensive range of high heel boots.

		He felt more and more comfortable with his passive role and when Suzie suggested he be kept in chastity for the rest of his life he had readily agreed. The idea of a cruel beautiful woman taking control of his orgasms and denying him any release until he had completely satisfied her every whim was extremely arousing for Nicholas.

		It had been something he had delighted in the fantasy of but then the reality of suffering and torment that continued over the months, had made him deeply regret his decision.

		But making decisions about his life, if he was honest, were no longer in his hands anymore. Suzie decided what he ate when he slept, who he could speak to and what he wore. This evening she had been particularly fastidious in ensuring his humiliation would be maximised by forcing him to wear his frilly French maids outfit with pink plastic panties and pink stilettos padlocked with the key kept safely around Suzie’s neck. The key to the shoes was accompanied by a second key that was even more important. It was the key to Nicholas’s chastity device.

		This whole evening centred round that key. He had been an exemplary slave to Mistress Suzie for many months now – minor infractions had incurred an extension of his chastity sentence, but in the last two months he had been successful in not making one mistake.

		Unfortunately, prior infractions like not being quick enough to lace her boots up in Duke Street or staring at Kerry’s breasts at work had incurred extended sentencing of his chastity. His desperation to please her was rewarded with seeing her in rubber dresses, corsets and high heel boots which she allowed him to worship and clean with his tongue. This was exciting and pleasurable but frustrating as well as he was unable to pleasure himself. He was prostrate milked once a month but Suzie ensured he felt nothing during this almost clinical procedure.

		Tonight, though was the ultimate reward. He would be released from his device for one whole hour, but there was a price. His Mistress had sent out invitations to a select crowd of female friends. They had all received a card inviting them to A Cuming out Party – the dress code was strictly black leather or rubber and no footwear with less than three inch heels. Nicholas was terrified of what the evening would be like but also extremely anxious to be released. He had no idea who his Mistress had invited, but as he straightened his dress at the mirror in the hall he was about to find out.

		He opened the door of his flat unsure of who the first guest would be. He was mortified to see two of his work colleagues standing before him in fits of laughter. Holly and Tracey worked on the floor above him and he had been attracted to both from the first day he started to work for the company. How could his Mistress have invited people he knew to the party this was horrible! He lowered his head which had gone bright read and ushered them in. They giggled as they passed by, Nicholas could smell their perfume and gazed up and down at their outfits. Holly was standing dressed in a short leather skirt fishnet stockings, high heel ankle boots and a leather biker jacket – her blue eyes flashed delight at seeing him dressed this way; Tracey wore a black PVC dress and high heels boots just below the knee.

		Before he could catch his breath, the doorbell rang again this time a further work colleague, a French girl called Amelie who looked amazing in a tight PVC catsuit and thigh high boots she even carried a whip.

		‘Very kinky!’ she said as Nicholas opened the door in his maid’s outfit.

		He was not allowed to say anything unless it was a direct question from the guests. He felt sick – how many more people would he have to be humiliated in front of to please his Mistress and ensure his release.

		Then he heard Tracey’s voice ‘Hey slave – we want a drink, now!’ accompanied to much giggling.

		‘Yes Miss,’ he replied and rushed to the small kitchen of his flat to serve the wine.

		He tottered in carrying a tray of wine glasses to see his three workmates sitting on the sofa their long legs and exquisite heels extending before him.

		He had expected his Mistress to appear before now but she was still in her room.

		He kneeled before the three girls and extended the tray so they could take a glass.

		‘So you like being a little slave do you Nick? Really had no idea – you look so normal at work’ Holly laughed.

		‘Yes Miss I do, but please you cannot call me by my Christian name Miss.’

		‘Oh okay well what do we call you then?’

		‘I am allowed to be called ‘cum slut’ or ‘sissy bitch’ Miss.’

		All three laughed at the amusing site of one of their colleagues on the floor before him declaring he had to be called degrading names.

		The final guess arrived just before 8pm. Poor Nicholas could not believe his eyes, his worst fears we realised. Suzie had invited the last person Nicholas would ever want to see him dressed like this. Kerry Treadwell, his infatuation for the last year stood framed in the doorway smiling and gazing up and down his rubber clad body.

		Kerry wore tight black leather trousers which made Nicholas very excited and under her black leather coat he caught a glimpse of a black pvc top. She wore very high platform shoes with 5 inch heels which were bigger than anything his Mistress had.

		‘Fantastic outfit Nick!’ She said in her Essex accent which Nicholas loved.

		Nicholas bowed his head in shame as she strode by laughing at his embarrassment. He was so humiliated and the party had not even begun.

		Kerry grabbed a drink, everyone greeted each other and Nicholas scuttled back into his cage, assuming the kneeling position he was expected to be at all times.

		‘He keeps doing that – funny little thing.’ commented Amelie and raising her cat of nine tails said ‘maybe I should give him a good whipping?’

		‘That sounds like a very good idea to me Amelie.’ Said Suzie with a wicked grin.

		Everyone turn their head to see Suzie standing in the doorway of the living room head to toe in a latex dress, her face covered in a sinister leather mask, her bright red hair pulled up and tied at the crown of her head and then cascading down her back like a silk whip. Nicholas nervously raised his eyes and to his horror he saw the huge black projection from her groin, what his Mistress referred to as the ‘side-splitter’. It was her biggest strapon and terrified Nicholas. The thing he most feared as it was both degrading and extremely painful to take.

		The girls on the sofa however were thrilled and clapped as Suzie strode into the room.

		‘Cum slut kneel! ‘ Suzie barked when she reached the centre of the room.

		Nicholas crawled rapidly to her feet, knelt and bowed his head to the floor. Suzie rested her foot on his head.

		‘Lift skirt now!’

		He did as he was told and lifted the skirt over his waist exposing his bare backside and dangling chastity device to the audience of four girls.

		‘This my friend is sissy’s little chastity device – tonight it will be unlocked for one hour and if sissy is good he will be allowed to cum for the first time in ten months – but if he is disobedient or looks at you in the wrong way for just a second the lock goes back on for another month.’

		The girls all clapped and cheered, Kerry even poked the chastity device with the toe of her shoe tapping it harder and harder so it got harder for him to remain quiet.

		His Mistress knelt down and unlocked the chastity device – immediately his cock sprung into life and became erect.

		‘Kick it if you want to Kerry - we need to get rid of that dirty erection until he is allowed to have one!’

		Kerry giggled, pulled her foot back and booted his cock and balls hard.

		Nicholas squealed and folded over in pain but knew what his response should be if he was to earn his release.

		‘Thank you Mistress Kerry.’

		‘Oh my god fantastic – I boot him in the balls and he thanks me! Brilliant – just brilliant!’

		Kerry came around to the front of Nicholas and squatted down so her face was just inches from his. He could smell her perfume and saw the sharp points of her heels digging into the carpet.

		Her dark silky hair hung down over her face as she whispered ‘Do you want me to do it again cum slut?’

		He immediately replied ‘Yes Mistress Kerry!’ Although he didn’t want to suffer the pain again he knew he had to beg for suffering from everyone or else his life would not be worth living.

		Kerry laughed and walked around to the back and landed a volley of kicks between his spread legs until he could take no more and rolled into a ball in agony.

		Kerry was jumping around in delight as he moaned and groaned in pain.

		Over the course of the following forty minutes Nicholas suffered an extensive range of humiliating tasks and degrading performances in the presences of his work colleagues and neighbour. At one point his spirit was completely broken and felt like crying as Kerry and Holly jumped up and down on his groin in their high heels and Tracey spat in his mouth. Suzie stood back watching everyone enjoy abusing her property.

		‘Now like every party we need to play some games – how about pull the pegs off the donkey?’ Suzie declared and produced a large bowl of clothes pegs and string.

		Nicholas had his hands tied roughly behind his back by Amelie and Holly while Kerry and Tracey were given a hand full of pegs all tied to along length of string. A number of other strings had a single peg attached.

		Suzie sat on Nicholas’s chest and began attaching the pegs to her slave’s balls. She pulled the skin and deftly applied the pegs to every area of his scrotum until it bristled like a porcupine with twenty pegs. Ten further were secured to the skin of his penis. Two of the individual pegs were attached to his nipples and the last single peg was attached to his tongue.

		Nicholas winced every time the pegs went on; but he knew the pain was going to be even greater when they were removed.

		Suzie then with the help of Tracey lifted a large circular table from the corner over the prone figure of her slave on the floor. She then fed the strings through the hole and covered the hole with a cloth so there was no way of knowing which string was attached to the single pegs or the one with thirty brutally attached pegs to Nicholas’s sensitive parts.

		‘Now each of you choose a piece of string and one at a time yank it hard. The winner is the one who makes him yelp the loudest. Holly you go first.’

		Becky chose and tugged the string pulling a single peg through the hole to the sound of Nicholas’s yelp as it flew off his nipple. Everyone cheered. Amalie pulled next and the same groan and grunt as the peg flew off his other nipple. Again they cheered.

		Tracey did the same and a whimper of pain accompanied a flying peg from Nicholas’s tongue. Everyone laughed.

		Kerry took hold of her string and yanked hard. Nicholas screamed in agony as all the pegs flew off his balls and penis and clattered onto the underside of the table. His cries continued as everyone cheered and congratulated Kerry for winning.

		

	
		

		CHAPTER 4 – THE PRIZE

		

		‘YOU WILL GET YOUR PRIZE later Kerry as we need to attend to the matter you have all been invited to see. A cum slave getting to have her first orgasm in nearly a year.’

		By this time everyone was quite drunk and the girls, standing in a circle around Nicholas started to prod and kick the semi erect penis of their slave still lying on the floor.

		‘Careful girls we don’t want to give him any early release now do we? Now bitch slave legs over your head – assume the position.’

		Nicholas’s heart sank, he couldn’t believe it. The strapon was not just for show – he was going to suffer the greatest indignity he possibly could in front of these women. His mistress was going to fuck him and there was nothing he could do.

		His maids dress folded over as he lay on his back and thrust his legs over his head. His private parts were completely exposed.

		‘Hold his legs girls, his cock needs to be right over his mouth.’

		Tracey and Amelie held each leg tightly in place his feet were over his ears and they looked down at him and smiled. He felt so degraded and helpless. Tracey in particular seemed extremely excited about his degradation and the prospect of watching his suffering. He remembered she had got excited about coming up with ways to trap and crush men’s penises in the electric gate at work. He was never sure whether she was serious but as his penis came just a few inches from his face he saw Tracey biting her lips in anticipation.

		Mistress Suzie thrust the vast rubber cock into him causing him to wince. He tried to move but was helpless. The two girls laughed at him as they saw his face crease in pain. Tracey slapped his cock hard and giggled. Suzie laughed and encouraged her to do it again. She repeatedly slapped his cock making Nicholas groan in agony. Amalie in her French lilt asked whether he was enjoying his kinky fun?

		‘Yes Mistress Amelie thank you for asking.’

		‘Open your fucking mouth slut!’ his mistress ordered and so he complied.

		Tracey stopped slapping knowing that the finale of the show was about to start.

		Suzie withdrew the large black strapon much to Nicholas’s relief but it was short lived as she moved up his body straddled his legs around his head then thrust the black rubber cock into his mouth. He winced and gagged as it was thrust to the back of his mouth and into his throat. Everyone laughed.

		‘This is what men love to do to women apparently. They have a name for it, ATM. “Ass to Mouth”. So to redress the balance for all those poor girls that have had to endure that from disgusting male pigs you are going to take it to say sorry on behalf of your pathetic male species.’

		Everyone cheered as Suzie thrust deeper into the mouth of her slave. Tears streaked down his cheeks as he repeatedly tried to force himself not to gag.

		This was the most utterly humiliating experience of his life as he lay and took everything. To his shame he saw Kerry taking photos of the whole thing, the flash exploding in his eyes. Then she turned on the cam and began recording as Suzie returned to pounding his arse along with recording the two giggling friends as they laughed at the poor pathetic male sissy suffer for their amusement. Eventually last his Mistress hit the spot and hot cum spurted out and all over his face and into his mouth. Everyone cheered and laughed. Kerry came in with her camera for a close up of the money shot and smiled.

		Everyone pulled away and stood over him laughing, looking down at Nicholas’s pathetic form, dressed in a maid’s costume, his makeup smudged and smeared with his own cum and tears in his eyes from the pain and humiliation he had endured.

		‘Well done everyone. Let’s get him locked up for another month.’ said Suzie.

		Before Nicholas could think they were all sitting on him holding him down while Suzie snapped on the chastity device and clicked shut the padlock. The slave was contained once more.

		‘Now before you all go I have Kerry’s prize.’

		She passed Kerry a small box. Inside when she opened it was a small key and the slip of paper.

		‘As you know I have a new job in Paris and so won’t be around here for much longer and I wanted to pass on my little pet project to someone else to play with. I will get another one out there. The key is to the chastity device and the domain name is the website where all the photos are. If he in anyway thinks of disobeying or leaving, you have permission to release the photos of him onto the internet. So good luck – he is all yours.’

		Kerry looked stunned. She smiled at Suzie and hugged her.

		‘I don’t know what to say, you mean he will be my slave?’

		‘Oh God yes. He adores you. He will be totally devoted to you. You can be as cruel or as tender as you want. You can leave him tied to tree in the park in panties and a bra and he will thank you. You can publicly humiliate him and he will thank you. If you have a had a bad day you can beat him within an inch of his life and he will thank you because he loves you and wants to suffer to please you. He really is yours to keep and I will throw in the rubber maids outfit as well!’ Suzie laughed.

		Kerry looked down at Nicholas and he gazed up as his Goddess – he was thrilled, so thrilled and hoped she would accept him as her personal sissy maid. He wanted nothing more in life that to be with Kerry and if that meant kneeling at her feet in chastity for the rest of his life, then that would be enough for him.

		Kerry looked at everyone and then down at the wide eyed expectant slave on the floor.

		‘What are you looking at you fucking whore?! You know where I live?’

		‘Yes Mistress Kerry!’

		‘Well you had better start walking if you want to get there before I arrive – you don’t want to keep me waiting.’

		He sprang up and ran to the bedroom to get his male clothes that Suzie kept in the wardrobe.

		‘I didn’t say you could change bitch, now get your sissy maid ass walking down Duke Street, everyone should be leaving the clubs so you will have quite an audience. Actually you can wait outside Decadence until I call you.’ She laughed and tossed him his phone.

		Kerry smiled to herself as Nicholas closed the front door and she heard the sound of his high heels clipping down the stairs. This was going to be fun she thought, but alas not for poor Nicholas.

		THE END
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