

The dappled sunlight flickered through the frosted bathroom window as I stepped from my soapy bath after the arduous task of a complete body shave. Towel dried and powdered I slipped into my thin dressing gown which drew a faint sigh of pleasure as the material caressed my now smooth hairless body. I loathed the continual task of shaving every other day but the end result was always a delight and well worth the effort.
I poured myself a chilled glass of wine and settled down to a light lunch of crispy chicken salad as my HiFi played quietly in the background. The simple pleasures in life are always the best I thought to myself as I sipped my wine whilst my free hand idly caressed and stroked my smooth shaven legs.
I finished my lunch and settled on the sofa sipping the remains of my glass when my mobile rang with a text message. It simply read, “Check your email, love Victoria”xxx


Victoria or his real name Victor, is someone I met 14 months ago since he contacted me online and we have met every couple of months or when his business meetings put him within easy travelling distance. He is a distinguished looking man with thinning salt and pepper hair, quite heavily built but not huge and always well dressed even when casual and well groomed, his body, like mine, devoid of any hair which is something that I very much appreciated as it accentuated his lovely eight inch cock when it was hard and throbbing. 
His looks belied his 53 years and in all senses of the word he was a gentleman. Like most men he was married, and though the relationship was stable it was also sexless which is why I assumed he seeked solace in my company. Having his own small contracting firm he often travelled on business usually staying in nearby Premier Inns, the nearest to me being only a 10 minute drive away.
I strongly believed Victor when he assured me I was the only person in his extra marital activities and I contended myself with him being the only man/TV in my secret life as Tiffany, for now! As Victoria he looked very attractive and was very adept with make up. He dressed rather modern but unlike myself he preferred a suspender belt and stockings where as my choice was always lace top hold ups.


On his last visit we had discussed in depth some of our likes and dislikes, any inhibitions being eased by a second bottle of Shiraz. The possibility of venturing into role play was also discussed and it was evident that Victor wanted to take a more commanding and dominant role. I openly admitted to him that one of my favourite fantasies was pleasuring two men and that I would not object to being submissive but would not partake in any physical abuse, pain or heavy bondage. That was a decision I took many years ago after a really awful experience which is best kept in the dark depths of my memory.
It was agreed that Victor, on his next visit, would be addressed only as Mistress and I would have to obey his every command without question no matter what his wishes and desires were! He would take control and was completely free to verbally abuse me for his own amusement. Knowing Victor for as long as I did, I trusted him and felt comfortable with this arrangement, in fact I confess that I found it extremely arousing and exciting! For some inexplicable reason Victor's request had awoken a deep sexual urge within me and I looked forward to his next visit with some excitement.
I sat on my bed and opened my Laptop. My dressing gown had fallen open revealing my smooth semi erect cock which I idly caressed as I opened my email. I scrolled through the numerous spam emails for bank accounts I didn't have until I arrived at Franks. I opened it and read.............


Hello My Darling Slut 
I have a meeting on the 28th but I will not be staying at the Premier Inn. I have the use of a friends cottage out in the country for three nights and it is a mere 10 minute drive from you! I am hoping you will be available and to look after it while I am at work. 
I've been thinking of you and I am feeling extremely horny and you are required to pleasure me when I order! If you are good and obedient, you will be well rewarded! My requirements for our first evening are as follows........
I will supply the wine and your reward only on the proviso that you will be my obedient slut and greet me at the door resplendent in black underwear, high heels and your Maids dress and eager to serve and obey!
You will also be required to have inserted a butt plug and to prevent over excitement you MUST wear your chastity cage, along with your slut collar and lead the keys to both you will hand to me on arrival. I expect to be greeted and addressed as Mistress at all times. 
Is that understood slut? Be a good little bitch and send a favourable reply to confirm these requirements and dates.
Your Mistress Victoria xxx


With slightly trembling hands and an air of anticipation and nervousness I typed my reply.


Hello Mistress
I will be available for your pleasure and amusement and look forward to serving you in which ever way you desire. I do not foresee any problems but if so I will give sufficient notice.
Your obedient slut Tiffany xxxx


There was no rush to prepare as the date of our meeting was frustratingly two weeks away, so enough time to arrange a large and medium suitcase with all my attire and condiments and also ponder the outcome.
I settled down for the evening and resumed consuming the wine I opened earlier. Just as I poured a glass my phone rang with a text message, and I instantly began to read it aloud to myself.


That's good news slut! I look forward to using you as I see fit! I expect no refusal to my demands. Your compliance will be well rewarded! Will keep in touch via text.
Your Mistress xxx


My heart pounded in my chest as I read the message again and I knew all too well what Victor meant by a reward. When highly aroused he was one of those men that tended to make quite a mess if you know what I mean, and I always found that highly erotic and very exciting. 
My behaviour and thoughts were a far departure from my normal activities and I confess to enjoying this side of myself, but with reservations. My hand visibly trembled as I sipped my wine but what ever my fears were it didn't prevent my cock making an excited appearance!


The days seemed to drag by and untypically the weather was quite warm with the odd brief light rain shower, the only downside was the onset of early dark evenings and made even worse by the tedious every day chores one has to endure but made bearable by regular text messages between Victor and myself, although I now knew to call him Mistress! 
On the eve of our meeting Victor send me an email with directions and details of the cottage, it read; There is a small brick shed to the side, the key to the cottage is behind a loose brick to the right of the door. Make yourself at home! The boiler and log fire should be on so you can bathe or shower and make sure you allocate enough time to prepare for when I get there around 6.30. You will remain in your bedroom (2nd door on the right upstairs) until I summon or collect you, is that understood bitch? xxx
I immediately replied with, Your directions and orders are fully understood Mistress. I look forward to being your obedient Maid and to please you in whatever way you desire! Your obedient slut! Xxx


I arose early and packed the car then drove steadily to the cottage, a journey that took exactly 25 minutes, not the ten that Victoria said, but who am I to argue with my Mistress?
The cottage itself was typically quaint with white washed walls and partly thatched roof and a small well kept private front and rear garden with a tall hedge and tree's surrounding the entire plot thus affording total privacy. The small gravel drive was well maintained and would afford plenty of notice if anyone arrived. I took the key from it's hiding place and lugged my suitcases inside. In the lounge the log burner flickered in the small inglenook. Typically there were large wooden beams everywhere, it was a lovely well maintained cottage indeed.
My room was small but had all the amenities I required so I unpacked my cases and put all the clothes in the wardrobe and my make up and jewellery boxes on the small dressing table. It was now 10.15am and I had eight hours to prepare before my Mistress arrived.


I soon found the kitchen and made myself a much needed cup of tea. I sat at the small oak table and decided to text my Mistress. “Arrived safely, awaiting your arrival as arranged, looking forward to you using me as you wish. Your sissy slut Tiffany xxx.
My heart was in my mouth and I visibly trembled as I sipped my tea and watched from the small leaded window a little Robin struggling with a large worm. I smiled at it's efforts as a wave of warmth came over me and I'm not sure if it were down to fear or excitement, but I felt high on lust just trying to think what my Mistress had in store for me. 
Later that afternoon I found half a dozen bottles of Claret behind the cosy sofa, so I opened one, well my Mistress did say make myself at home. I tottered upstairs, full glass in hand, and ran a lovely deep bubble bath. I stripped off and gently sank below the bubbles taking a deep sigh of relief as the warm water cocooned my body. Shaving foam and razor to hand I was soon completely hairless and smooth but remained in the comfort of the bath until I finished my glass of wine. When I emerged from the luxury of the bath I patted myself dry with a lovely fluffy white towel and applied a liberal coating of lightly scented talc all over making my body feel gloriously smooth and silky. As the cottage was in a very rural and isolated spot I decided to walk around naked and prepared myself a light snack before sorting out my clothes and other things for the evenings event.


Three hours remained before my Mistress arrived and as I laid out my clothes on the bed my cock began to stir. I caught sight of myself in the dressing table mirror and smiled as I admired my tanned smooth hairless body but then frowned as I said to myself, “You need to loose weight!”
Everything was ready, all that remained was to pour myself another glass of wine, not just because it was an excellent one but also for Dutch courage! And then the task of douching myself clean and painting my nails a shade of red to match my lipstick, then it would be time to dress and await the arrival of my Mistress.
The time ticked by slowly and I found myself becoming agitated as the seconds seemed like minutes but then the glorious moment when I could dress.


First a good spray all over with my favourite body spray followed by a little dab of matching perfume on each wrist and behind each ear and my neck. First on was my heavy chrome plated chastity cage, this took a while as my cock kept getting excited but finally it subsided enough for it to slip in before I secured it with the padlock and placing the key on the dressing table before lubing my butt plug and gently easing it into my tight pussy. 
Foundation came next with 5 layers of thin different coloured powders, something I haven't really mastered yet. Three shades of pale eyeshadow followed along with black mascara and eyeliner. I pencilled in my trimmed brows before applying a hint of blusher to each cheek. Finally a shiny red lipstick which was long lasting and kiss proof! I couldn't help but squirm on the padded stool as the butt plug did it's job making my task even harder.
Next my new pretty black lace underwired bra with a fillet in each cup to give shape followed by matching black crotchless panties allowing my Mistress easy access and a clear view of what would have been covered.
New black lace top shiny stockings were next, accentuating my smooth legs then a frilly black and white garter on each thigh just below the welt and the Piece de Resistance, my black Maids dress with it's thin layers of wispy white lace around the collar, sleeves and under the skirt, a large white satin bow at the back and apron at the front completed the look.
My new diamonte bracelets were slipped onto each wrist followed by dangly diamonte earrings then followed my black leather collar with SLUT in bold chrome letters on the front which was locked around my neck with a small padlock the key to which I put with my chastity key on the dressing table. Then I clipped on the matching leather leash before putting on my auburn bob wig and brushing it into shape and finally slipping into my lovely black patent high heel court shoes.
I was finished and stared in the mirror at my transformation and nodded my approval at my efforts. I was now Tiffany, submissive slut to Mistress Victoria.
I teetered downstairs to pour another glass of wine, trying hard to compose myself. Perfect timing I thought as I made my way back upstairs, closing my bedroom door and sitting on the edge of the bed. It was now 6.20pm and so the wait began.


I nearly spilled my wine as I heard Mistress's car on the gravel drive followed by the clunk of car doors. The sound of the front door opening and closing made my heart beat like never before and I trembled visibly when I could hear faint voices. Could it be Mistress on her phone I thought naively.
Moments later I was startled by a knock on my bedroom door and a voice said,”Are you dressed and prepared slut?” All I could do was stammer, “Yes Mistress.”
“Very good slut! I will come and collect you when I am prepared and ready, meanwhile you can ponder what an obedient cock loving little bitch you are! You have one hour to wait is that understood?”
Again all I could mutter was “Yes Mistress!”
I sat patiently as I heard my mistress taking a long shower and what seemed an eternity as she was obviously dressing and transforming into Mistress Victoria. My phone rang with a text message jolting me out of my intense concentration, “One minute slut, stand and wait!” was all it said. I gulped the last remnants of my wine and stood with trembling legs a few feet from the bedroom door. Suddenly the door flung open and there stood my Mistress.
 

Mistress stood in the doorway wearing a black spiked collar, black leather mini dress, complimentary elbow length gloves and high heeled knee length boots. Her long black wig framed her face and her make up, dark purples, was impeccable and made her look rather stern and foreboding. She smiled then snapped, “Your keys bitch! Hand them over!”
I duly obliged and handed her the keys to my chastity cage and collar without saying a word. As I did I could see the faint hint of a bulge in her dress front and I instantly knew she was excited and enjoying her dominant role. “You can have these back when I have finished with you, now let me inspect you” she snarled. She reached down and took hold of the end of my leash then gave it a tug. “Lift up your dress bitch, let me see that you have complied with my demands,” I dutifully bowed my head then lifted the hem of my dress thus exposing my crotchless panties and caged sissy cock. “Excellent! What an obedient little slut you are Tiffany, now turn round!” she commanded. Mistress kept hold of my leash as I managed to turn around. “Now you dirty bitch, bend over!” Without question I bent over and immediately felt Mistresses hand stroke my pantied bottom and then fondled the end of my butt plug. “Excellent! Excellent! I am most impressed with you” was her response and then I was startled by the sudden slap of my right buttock making me shriek! “Quiet bitch!” she barked as her hand slapped the other cheek. “There will be plenty more spankings for you over the next few days if you don't obey, now lets go you bitch,” she said pulling on my leash. I turned around and obediently followed my Mistress as she led me downstairs.


She led me through the kitchen where I noticed bottles of wine and three glasses on the table. We came to the lounge door when she paused and turned then pulled my leash taught. With a wry smile on her face she whispered, “Total obedience you little bitch is that understood?” I noticed the bulge in her dress was somewhat bigger and realised that talking to me that way was turning her on even more “Yes Mistress, of course Mistress,” I stammered before she led me into the lounge.
She stopped and still holding my leash taught I trembled when she said, “Oliver, this is my slut Tiffany.” She stepped to one side and there sat on the sofa was a stocky balding man with thin wisps of white hair each side of his head. He must have been in his mid 60's I guessed, clean shaven and dressed in a dark grey suit, white shirt and tie. He uncrossed his legs and leant forward as if to inspect me closer. “Very nice! Very nice indeed Victoria! You are fortunate to have your own personal slut!” he said in a well spoken voice! 


I felt weak at the knee's at this total surprise and yet I could feel the rush of adrenalin surge through me as Victoria shortened my leash by wrapping it around her gloved hand. “Tell Oliver what pleases you my little slut,” ordered Victoria. “Serving my Mistress in whatever way she desires Sir,” I stammered. “And tell Oliver what you like bitch!” demanded my Mistress. I instinctively knew what Victoria wanted me to say and I knew that this was turning her on like never before. “I like cock Sir,” came my reply. Oliver grinned broadly and nodded to Victoria. “Well I think we can oblige, don't you Victoria?” 
Still holding my leash Victoria stepped behind me and snapped, “Show him bitch! Lift that hem!” With feet together and shaking hands I lifted the hem of my dress to expose myself. “Oh delightful! Absolutely delightful! You have trained her well Victoria and I do like a sissy slut in chastity, it looks wonderful,” extolled Oliver. There was quite a distinctive bulge in Oliver's suit trousers as he spoke and he had to adjust himself before he leant forward and ran his hand up my stockinged leg resting on the frilly garter. With a finger of his other hand he playfully flicked my caged cock “Oh I do like that!” he said flicking it again.


“So Oliver, do you think you can make use of my little cock slut,” enquired Victoria unfurling my leash and allowing me to lower the hem of my dress. Oliver rose to his feet and raised my chin with his finger. “Such pretty lips and I hope a willing mouth. I'm sure we can both make good use of her Victoria,” he replied smiling. Mistress let go of my leash and snapped, “Go and get the wine bitch!”
I tottered off to the kitchen opened a bottle and poured two glasses then returned to the lounge. “Mistress, Sir,” I muttered as I handed them their glasses. Victoria and Oliver began talking business as I stood demurely and silent. “Is the slut allowed a drink?” enquired Oliver. “Certainly not!” snapped my Mistress making me grimace behind her back. “She will be drinking something much better than wine later,” she said jokingly.
Oliver came over to me and whispered, “I tried,” and placing his hand on my hips drew me close and ordered, “Kiss me you fucking slut!” Victoria turned just as our lips met and Oliver moaned loudly as we kissed passionately, our tongues dancing together as he rubbed against me. “She's an excellent kisser don't you think,” said Mistress taking hold of my leash once more. Oliver broke away and replied, “Indeed she is, I'm most impressed!”


Mistress stood with my leash in one hand and her wine glass in the other as they both nodded to each other. “Right you little bitch, you may now undress Oliver. Take your time and strip him naked,” she ordered. They both sipped their wine as I began to undress Oliver. Half way through my task I was ordered to stop so I get the bottle of wine from the kitchen. Handing the bottle to Mistress she barked, “Continue slut!” and I resumed undressing Oliver. “On your knee's you fucking whore!” said Victoria as Oliver stood there in just his white boxers. “Wait!” I did as I was told as Victoria teasingly re-filled their glasses. “Continue slut,” and I hooked two fingers into the waistband of Oliver's boxers and slowly inched them down. My eyes widened as a gorgeous veiny cock sprang into view. I was pleased to see he was well groomed and his heavy balls were shaved smooth. It looked slightly larger than Victoria's cock so must have been a good 8.5 inches with a nice girth and a huge head or maybe because it was enhanced by a thick chrome ring around the base and his balls. A tiny bead of shiny pre-cum sat in the eye as his cock visibly throbbed up and down.
Oliver looked down at me and asked, “Well you little whore, do you like what you see?” I responded straight away with “Yes Sir, I like it very much.”
Victoria put down her wine glass and grasped the base of Oliver's cock. With her other hand she tugged my leash pulling me within a few inches of Oliver's cock head. “Lick it slut! Lick that juice!” she ordered.


Oliver let out a long deep moan as my tongue glided over the slit of his cock, and I tasted his delicious pre-cum. His cock swelled within the confines of Victoria's grip as my tongue now circled the bulbous head making it glisten. Victoria continued her grip and began to rub the head of Oliver's cock all over my face. “Lick his balls!” she commanded and I duly obeyed. I dribbled slightly as my tongue did it's work then took each one in my mouth drawing a gasp of pleasure from Oliver. I slurped and sucked on his balls for a good 3 minutes then Victoria ordered, “Suck him you fucking little whore!” letting go of Oliver's cock once she had fed it into my mouth. My head bobbed back and forth aided by my Mistress pulling on my leash as I lavished my attention on the wonderful hard cock. Instinctively my hand cupped his balls as I continued slurping on his manhood making Oliver thrust his hips back and forth.
Mistress handed my leash to Oliver and moved behind me. As I continued sucking she put a hand up my dress and took hold of the butt plug and gently eased it out making me moan loudly with relief. “Won't be needing that tonight!” she quipped tossing it into an armchair. She held high the hem of my dress as I continued sucking and then “Smack!” she spanked my right cheek. “Smack!” then my left. “Keep sucking you dirty little cock slut!” she yelled as I dribbled profusely on Oliver's rampant cock.


Oliver continued to thrust in and out of my mouth when I felt something cold between my bum cheeks. It was Victoria's leather covered finger coated with lube. At first it just circled my little hole then slowly she eased it in making me moan as Oliver's cock slipped from my lips. “The bitch is ready,” she said and Oliver handed back the leash to my Mistress. Victoria pulled on my leash making me stand then led me to the large oak coffee table by the sofa. “That's the advantage of crotchless panties, they can remain on,” she said jokily to Oliver before ordering me to kneel on the coffee table. I dutifully obeyed as Victoria hoisted the hem of my dress to my waist. “The little slut is all yours,” she said as Oliver positioned himself behind me. I gripped the sides of the table tightly as I felt the head of his cock between my spread cheeks and braced myself. Slowly he inched back and forth, taking his time and teasing my hole until the head of his cock squeezed in making me gasp. He was considerate enough to take his time until I had relaxed gently easing in an inch at a time. Minutes later he moaned loudly as his balls nestled between my soft rounded cheeks. “The greedy little slut has got it all,” he said to Victoria who responded by saying, “Go on then, fuck the little slut! Give her a good fucking!”


Oliver pulled almost out and squeezed some lube onto the shaft of his cock then slowly eased back in. His pace quickened and he began to thrust in and out of my pussy. He gripped me around the waist as he began to thrust harder and slapping against my cheeks he cried, “What a tight little cunt! Ohhhh it's wonderful! Take it you slut! Take that cock!”
I began to moan loudly as I finally relaxed and began to enjoy the experience as Victoria egged him on, “Fuck her Oliver! Fuck the greedy bitch! Fuck her cunt!” Oliver continued to moan lewdly as he carried on his onslaught, thrusting back and forth almost allowing the head of his cock out of my hole before it disappeared again. “Is that nice you little whore?” asked my Mistress still holding my leash taught. “Well you fucking bitch! Is it?” she yelled. “Yes Mistress! Yes Mistress!” was all I could scream. “Then tell him slut! Tell him!” she barked back.


“It's so good Sir! I love that cock! Fuck me! Fuck me Sir!” I cried as Oliver pounded against me. “Now! Now Victoria!” shouted Oliver as he withdrew his cock making me gasp. Victoria yanked on my leash and ordered “Sit!” and I sat on the edge of the coffee table. Immediately Oliver thrust his cock into my mouth and holding the back of my head began to literally fuck it. “Ohhhh yessss!” cried Oliver as Victoria yelled, “Make him spunk you fucking slut!”
I sensed Oliver was close as his body stiffened and I could feel his wonderful cock swell in my mouth. Victoria straddled the table behind me and held my head forcing it back and forth on his cock. “Yes! Yes! Yes! Arghhhh!” Oliver trembled violently and with one final thrust I felt a copious torrent of warm spunk fill my mouth, he withdrew as the last few spurts erupted from his cock splashing into my face. “Ohhhh you dirty little bitch!” he stammered as his trembles subsided and he collapsed on the sofa. “Don't waste it! You've earned it! Swallow you slut,” ordered Victoria. I obediently obeyed and swallowed Oliver's creamy offering, shuddering slightly at it's salty taste.


I sat silently on the table as Oliver gazed at his watch. I felt his cum trickling down my face and a string of pearly nectar dangled from my chin as Victoria ordered me to thank him for his cock and his reward. “Thank you Sir for your cock and your delicious cum,” I whimpered as Oliver rose and simply said, “It's late. I must get back to wifey. I hope I can join you on your last night Victoria as I would love to fuck the greedy little slut again!” Oliver then began to dress as Victoria poured herself another wine. “Go and get a glass bitch!” she ordered. When I returned she gave me a slight knowing smile and filled the glass. “Enjoy,” she simply said. “Thank you Mistress,” I replied and eagerly began drinking thus helping down the remnants of Oliver's thick cum. “Well I must go Victoria. I suppose you haven't finished with the slut yet so I will leave you to it,” and without looking at me he turned and walked to the front door. Victoria and Oliver exchanged goodbyes and I heard the door slam shut. She strutted back into the lounge and stood with legs slightly apart and hands on hips. “Now where were we you fucking slut?” Victoria was back in the role of Mistress and I knew the night was far from over.
 

“I think my little sissy slut we should finish our wine and then I can see to you properly! I have plans for you and I don't want those plans spoilt by your refusal, is that understood bitch?” said Victoria in a more than aggressive tone. It appeared she planned this evening long before and I for one did not want to ruin those plans, if I did then our relationship would be in jeopardy. I knew she meant me no harm and we both knew our limitations so I had nothing to fear!
Wine finished she took hold of my leash and pulled me to her. “Turn around and lift up your dress slut,” she commanded and without hesitation I dutifully obeyed. I caught a strong whiff of Victoria's perfume as she kissed my neck then licked my ear, “Tell me you dirty bitch, did you enjoy Oliver's cock and being fucked by him?” she whispered. “Yes Mistress, he has a lovely cock!” I whispered back as her hand wandered over my bottom. “Think we need to get these off,” she said sliding my panties down my stocking clad legs and allowing me to step out of them.
She held my leash close to my collar and as her other hand caressed my now bare buttocks she whispered, “And I am under no illusions, you being a dirty little cum slut you also enjoyed his spunk! Am I right?” I took a deep breath and said, “Yes Mistress it was delicious!”


Mistress stepped back and ordered, “Keep the hem of that dress up slut!” Smack! She spanked my bare bottom with her gloved hand. Smack! And again! “What are you Tiffany?” she barked! Smack! “Tell me!” she screamed. Smack! “I'm a slut Mistress! I'm a cock slut!” I shrieked. “That's better you bitch! Well I've got some cock for you but you have to earn it!” she said laughing.
She walked around me and stood facing me and ordered me to lift my dress high. “You look so pathetic in your chrome chastity cage!” she said mockingly as she flicked my encased cock. “That's how all sissies should be in my opinion, now let your dress down and kneel bitch!” I sank to my knee's as Mistress hoisted up the hem of her leather dress revealing rather lovely black panties with pink satin trim and bows and clearly straining under the pressure of her gorgeous erection. “Pull them down you fucking slut!” she said staring down at me. I inched down the pretty panties and her gorgeous eight inch cock sprang free and jerked up and down enticingly. The bulbous purple head looked wonderful and so suckable. “Is that what you want you dirty bitch?” she asked.


“Yes Mistress, please Mistress it looks so nice!” I whimpered. She moved closer and grasped her throbbing cock and began rubbing the head all over my face. “What a dirty little fuck slut you are!” she said mockingly as she teased me by rubbing the head of her cock over my pouting red lips and pulling away before my tongue could savour the lovely member. My own cock struggled within the confines of it's chastity cage as Mistress finally allowed me to open my mouth so she could slide her gorgeous cock inside. “Suck it Slut! Suck that cock! Let me hear you moan you queer little sissy!” 
I sucked on her wonderful cock for all I was worth and dribbled profusely as it slid in and out of my mouth. Victoria threw down my leash and lifted her dress above her head then flung it into the nearby armchair. She looked so sexy resplendent in a black lace basque, the suspenders holding taught her shiny FF stockings and her knee length boots with their shiny metal 5 inch heels. She looked for all the world the perfect TV Mistress as she stepped back, her cock dripping with my saliva. “Stand up and take off your dress!” she commanded. I struggled trying to take off my maids dress and keep my wig in place. “Hurry up you pathetic little sissy!”she yelled.


I finally succeeded and tossed my dress on top of Victoria's. “Now the bra,” she said smiling. The bra followed my dress and I stood before her in just my black high heel court shoes, black lace top stockings, collar and leash and my chrome chastity cage. “Tell me Tiffany, will you do what ever I command and without question?”
I was slightly taken aback when she addressed me by my name but answered, “Yes Mistress, what ever you want I will obey!” With a broad grin she nodded to me and as if from nowhere she produced a small box wrapped in pink shiny paper. Handing it to me she said in a soft voice, “A gift for my obedient sissy slut!”
I was somewhat stunned to say the least and stammered “Er, Er Thank you Mistress. May I open it?” My hands were shaking as she said “Of course Tiffany.”
I opened the box excitedly to find a silver ankle bracelet with dangling letters that read, SLUT in matching silver. “Put it on darling” she said. I eagerly put it around my left ankle and Victoria nodded approvingly. “Thank you Mistress. Thank you so much,” I replied. “I will take it back if you disobey me, is that understood slut?” she went on in a more stern voice. “I won't disobey Mistress,” I replied meekly. Victoria took hold of my leash once more and pulled it taught. “I have something special for my dirty little whore,” she said as her eyes seemed to stare right through me. She started walking into the kitchen pulling on my leash and forcing me to follow. Opening the back door she led me outside, her lovely cock swaying from side to side as she marched me into the cool night air which wafted the lovely scent of stock all around the secluded garden. She stopped on the small manicured lawn and turned. She looked an imposing figure in the bright moonlight as her cock twitched and throbbed visibly. “On your knee's you fucking slut!” she snarled, and I instantly obeyed. She stepped towards me and snarled once again, “Suck it bitch!”


I lavished my attention on her beautiful cock for what seemed like hours, my head bobbing back and forth like a steam engine, a string of saliva arced into the air as I slurped and moaned as Victoria continued her string of obscenities, “Oh that's so fucking good! You dirty little cunt!” she stammered as her hips thrust back and forth, making me gag at one point.
Without warning she withdrew from my mouth, threw down my leash and walked towards the garden bench, bent and picked something up! She strutted back, her cock swaying enticingly as she twirled around a pair of handcuffs! I suddenly began to shake as she snarled, “So you can't raise your arms sweetie! Now put your hands behind your back,”
I hesitated for a moment until she barked, “Do it you fucking bitch!” I put my hands behind my back and I heard the loud click as each cuff locked around my wrists. She walked around me like a Sergeant Major inspecting a squaddie only I was on my knee's, handcuffed, in chastity and wearing only my heels and stockings.


Cock in hand she approached me and grinning like the proverbial Cheshire Cat she started slapping my face with it. “You can't get enough can you bitch? You love cock don't you?” she asked. “Yes Mistress! I love cock but I adore yours,” I said in a whimpering voice. This response seemed to please her as she patted my head then took a few steps back and stood legs apart and hands on hips like some powerful dictator.
She struck an imposing picture in the moonlight as I noticed the intense concentration on her face. Suddenly, without warning, a cascade of clear warm piss erupted from her still erect cock. Like a fountain it arced into the air and like a precision sniper it splashed onto my chest. She forced out more and made her cock throb up and down so the piss splashed onto my face, in my hair, back to my face and then my chest. “You dirty little bitch! You are now a fucking piss slut too!” she quipped as the torrent continued! She took hold of her cock and directed the stream between my legs at my caged cock and slowly worked her way up my body ending with my face being soaked a second time. Drenched and dripping I gazed at Victoria as the piss fountain finally subsided and her cock just dripped as she approached and ordered, “Now suck it!”


I did as she ordered and sucked like I've never done before, savouring her lovely cock before taking some initiative and licking her heavy balls which drew loud sighs of approval. She turned round and snapped, “Lick it or else!” I buried my face between her buttocks and began licking as she thrust back and wriggled over my face! “Good slut! Don't stop! Tongue me you whore!” she muttered. I lavished my attention on Victoria's hole making her shiver and wiggle with excitement until she broke away, turned and looked down at me. “You really are such a good little bitch Tiffany! I had every intention of giving you a good fucking but I have decided to leave that for tomorrow and if Oliver turns up the day after we can both fuck you!” she said with a knowing look in her eye. “Which means my little cock whore only one thing left for you....your reward for being an obedient fucking slut!”


Kneeling and dripping in a pool of piss resplendent in only wet stockings, heels, collar, leash, chastity cage and my hands cuffed behind my back and I sensed what was about to happen, which made me tremble with excitement as it was always a special event when Victoria orgasmed.
She strutted around me idly stroking her gorgeous cock, “Tonight my sexy fucktoy has been a pleasure and you have pleased me immensely so I think it only fair that I reward you, but only if you ask nicely bitch!” she said teasing me and prolonging the inevitable. “Please Mistress, can I have my reward? Please!” I begged.
“What do you want slut?” she asked. “Tell me! Beg you fucking whore! Beg!” Victoria was really prolonging the moment and milking the situation for all she could, but I knew there would come a point when she would not be able to hold back any longer. “Please Mistress! Please! Can I have your spunk! Please!” I begged, which appeared to excite Victoria as she stroked her cock even faster as she paced around me.
She stopped in front of me and shouted, “Open your mouth you cunt!” and I duly opened my mouth. She slid the head of her cock between my lips and carried on stroking it, occasionally taking it out to rub it over my dishevelled face then back into my mouth. It seemed an eternity until the moment arrived and Victoria muttered a stream of obscenities under her breath as she stroked her cock ever faster keeping the head within the warmth of my mouth. “Fucking slut! Dirty little bitch! You fuck slut! You fucking cum whore!”
Suddenly she tensed and her legs trembled as she let out a loud endless moan, “Take it bitch..ARrrrggghhhhh!”
A stream of thick warm spunk spurted to the back of my throat, followed by another to the back of my mouth. She quickly withdrew as another pearly stream splashed onto my face, followed by another and another. A pearly stream landed in my hair. I gulped hard to swallow the first offerings as the final two splashed onto my chest. 
Victoria had excelled herself, I have never seen her cum so much and I could only attribute this to the mood of the evening and the subsequent events. She helped me to my feet and grinned broadly as she quipped,”What a mess you are in sweetie, but was it nice?” I grinned back as her cum oozed down my face over my lips and dangled from my chin. “Glad to be of service Mistress!” I quipped, making Victoria laugh.
“Come on, the keys to the cuffs are with the others in the kitchen,” she said leading me indoors. She unlocked the cuffs then opened a bottle of wine. “Think we have earned this darling,” she said in a more serene voice. Handing me a glass of lovely deep red Claret she burst into tears of laughter then stuttered, “You look such a bloody mess Tiff, but oh my it was so good darling,” She leant forward and gave me a lovely kiss and in turn it gave me a nice glowing feeling.
“Right! Go and get showered and cleaned up, put something nice and pretty on and join me in the lounge, we can't go to bed until this bottle is empty,” she said patting my bottom. 
Cleaned and powdered I returned to the lounge drawing sighs of approval as Victoria gazed at me resplendent in just black panties, heels and black flimsy baby doll. Handing me another glass of wine she kissed me passionately and said, “Well darling tomorrow is another day and here's to tomorrow, Cheers!” we clinked glasses and settled on the sofa in front of the glimmering log burner. “Oh poor you!” said Victoria sliding her hand up my smooth bare leg. “You haven't cum have you?” she said with a glint in her eye.


The end
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