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    If you enjoy this book or receive value from it in any way, then I’d like to ask you for a favor: would you be kind enough to leave a review for this book on Amazon? It’d be greatly appreciated! 
 
    Mistress Jessica 
 
      
 
    Chapter One 
 
      
 
    I’m a female Porn Star.  Close your eyes and imagine what I look like.  If you are thinking hot, tan, fake 34DDD 800cc silicone boobs, nipple rings, long platinum blonde hair, thin, 7” stripper heels, tattoos and plumped dick-sucking lips, you are thinking of me. 
 
    So I was doing a shoot. It was a gangbang scene; little me and four big guys, which drove my husband crazy. I guess it didn’t help that I’d been constantly talking about it as I touched myself or played with my toys in the days leading up to the shoot. Saying things like: ‘I can’t wait to get fucked by four studs all at the same time, to be their complete slave, to let them cum in my face and hair, one by one, until I’m covered’. You know. Things like that. 
 
    Maybe it was cruel. But nothing gets me wetter than being cruel. 
 
    So the day of the shoot arrives and my husband drives me to the location – a mansion in the hills – in the morning. I know how to drive but I never do. Not only is my husband my bitch, but also my chauffeur. 
 
    All the way there I talked about how hot I was getting thinking about getting gangbanged. I could see it was driving him wild. When we arrived, he leaned in for a kiss. I gave him a gentle slap, just enough to put him in his place, and told him I was saving myself for the guys who were going to fuck me. 
 
    I was wearing a miniskirt and a tight white vest, and I took both off as soon as I walked through the mansion doors. Underneath I was wearing a tight red thong-bikini (the first scene was in a hot-tub), one size too small, so my tits were practically bulging out of the top and you could pretty much see the outline of my pussy lips through the thong. I didn’t have to undress until the scene started, but I liked distracting the cameramen and crew as they stared at me while they tried to set up. 
 
    What can I say, I’m an exhibitionist. 
 
    I also wanted my co-stars to see me. We were introduced straight away. They were four hot young Brazilian guys with impressive bulges in their boxers. One was shirtless and his 6-pack made my heart race. As we talked, I loved that they were looking everywhere but at my face. I knew if I made them hard now, they’d fuck me harder in the shoot. 
 
    And I wanted to get fucked. 
 
      
 
    Chapter Two 
 
      
 
    I was doing my usual, chatting with the director, bending over at every opportunity and watching all the heads around me turn, adjusting my bikini to show as much as possible of myself, and flirting shamelessly with my co-stars. We had half an before the shoot started so I decided to go for a cigarette. But I realized I’d left my cigarettes in the car. (My husband hates my smoking, which only makes me want to keep doing it). 
 
    So I took a break from the Brazilians (knowing I would see plenty more of them later) and called my husband. 
 
    'I left my cigarettes in the car,’ I told him. 'Bring them to me now. Call me when you’re outside.’ 
 
    I didn’t even wait for an answer before hanging up. I knew the bitch would do as I said. Sure enough, ten minutes later he called. 
 
    'I’m in the car,’ he said. 
 
    'Well get the fuck out and come give them to me.’ 
 
    'Of course,’ he said quickly. 'Sorry.’ 
 
    'Meet me at the side of the house,’ I ordered before hanging up again. 
 
    The mansion had a drive that ran alongside it. This is where I went, to a little outdoor ramp that lead down to the drive. My husband was at the foot of it. When he saw me he almost started running. His eyes bulged out of his head at how good I looked, and how my hot body in this skimpy little outfit wasn’t for him. 
 
    I had to laugh. 
 
    'Here you go sweetheart,’ he said, holding the cigarettes out to me and staring at my tits. 'Is that all?’ 
 
    I took them without thanking him. I don’t know if it was the thought of the gangbang scene, the Brazilians and their bulges, or just how easy it was to get my husband to do whatever I wanted, but I decided I wasn’t done with him just yet. 
 
    'No. I want you to get undressed.’ 
 
    At first he laughed nervously, like I was joking. The cold look on my face told him I was not joking. 
 
    'Come here,’ I ordered, pointing to the ground in front of me. He came forwards, up the ramp, looking nervous now. With no warning, I slapped him hard in the face, loud enough to make a crack sound and leave a bright red handprint on his cheek. 
 
    'Sweetheart-’ he gasped. 
 
    'I’m not fucking joking. Get undressed. Right now.’ 
 
    He knew he didn’t have a choice. Slowly, and not daring to look me in the eyes in case I slapped him again, he started to take his clothes off. He got down to his boxers before looking at me with pathetic, puppy-dog eyes. 
 
    'Off,’ I instructed. Of course, he did as he was told. No man says no to me. He slipped the boxers down and off his feet. I had to try hard not to laugh at how much control I had over him. 
 
    He was now completely naked, all except for the cock cage I made him wear. He could see me looking at it and smirking, and his face flushed. 
 
    He had been wearing it ever since we got married. After we’d been dating for a while, I told him I was a Porn Star, I didn’t want to get married. He said he didn’t care. I told him I’d be fucking other guys all the time. He said he didn’t care. I kept telling him I didn’t want to tie the knot, but he wouldn’t give up, so finally I gave him an ultimatum: I would marry him, but only if he started wearing a cock cage. 
 
    Only if he never got to fuck me again. 
 
    He said no. I said fine and walked away. Then, after a few weeks of not replying to his texts, calls, Facebook messages or anything, he finally gave in: 
 
    'If I wear the cage, will you marry me?’ He said, close to tears, one night after driving across the city to see me. 
 
    'Yes,’ I said. The look of defeat on his face that night told me I had won. I locked his cage up that night and we got married two months later. I made him buy me bridal lingerie even though he knew he wasn’t going to get to fuck me. Instead, I shamelessly flirted with a hot young waiter working the bar at the hotel the night we got married. My husband sat at the end of our marital bed while the waiter consummated the marriage. For months afterwards, I’d send my husband insane with jealousy by calling that waiter my real husband. 
 
    That was a year ago. And my husband has still never been out of his cage. 
 
      
 
      
 
    Chapter Three 
 
      
 
    Outside the mansion, I told him to kneel. He knelt. Maybe there was a cold breeze but I could’ve sworn his dick was getting smaller. Maybe years in chastity does that to a guy. I didn’t really care. He was never going to use his dick again anyway. 
 
    I lit a cigarette and took a deep drag. It felt good. An evil thought came to me, as I decided my husband needed a little punishment for allowing me to forget my cigarettes in the first place. 
 
    'Open your mouth and stick out your tongue,’ I commanded. Still feeling the burn of my slap on his cheek, he did as he was told. After taking another deep drag, I lowered the cigarette and tapped the ash off the end and onto his waiting tongue. He flinched, grimacing at the bitter taste, but to his credit, he didn’t do anything. He didn’t move. 
 
    I have to admit, he put effort into being my bitch. 
 
    I took another drag and tapped some more ash onto his tongue. He coughed, but managed to keep his tongue sticking out. Then, I let a good amount of ash build up before flicking it right into his face. I could see some got in his eye but he clearly didn’t dare to brush it out because he just knelt there, blinking and almost crying, his tongue still waiting for more. 
 
    I smiled, taking a drag and blowing the smoke out into the air. 
 
    It was time to get nasty. 
 
      
 
    Chapter Four 
 
      
 
    I looked down at my husband, towering over him in my 7-inch heels. His face was the level of my pussy and he was looking at it with the desperation of a man married to a woman he can never have, and who fucks other guys for a living. I tucked a finger into the waistline of my thong and stretched it out a little, tightening the silky fabric around my pussy, and smiled at the look of intense horniness on his face. There was nowhere else he could look. 
 
    ‘Those guys are going to ruin me, you know,’ I told him casually. It wasn’t enough for just his face to hurt. I wanted his balls swollen, his cock straining against the plastic cage. 
 
    'They are going to destroy me.’ 
 
    He moaned, his tongue still sticking out. I added to the ash piling up on it, flicking the first cigarette away and lighting another. 
 
    'You should see the size of their cocks. Oh my God. I literally can’t look away from the bulges in their boxers. I just keep staring, it’s making me so wet. Hard to believe they aren’t even hard yet. Don’t you wish you were like that baby? You know, if you had a big dick, I wouldn’t lock you up. It’s true. I wouldn’t want to. We’d probably fuck all the time. Every night.’ 
 
    I could see how tight the cage was around his cock. The sweat on his forehead, the intense look in his eyes. His body actually looked kind of hot. I had been making him work out 5 days a week and it was really paying off. His chest showed the start of a 6-pack, and the sweat from his unbearable lust made it glisten in the sunlight. 
 
    'I can see you reacted. Would you like that? If we fucked every night? Just imagine it. I’d probably do whatever you wanted. I’d suck your cock. Lick your balls. Deep throat you.’ 
 
    With every act I spoke of, my husband would make a pathetic little moan. His eyes were closed, imagining all these things he had never had. 
 
    'I’d bend over for you. Missionary. Cowgirl. Think how good it would feel to thrust into me, as fast or as slow as you liked. I’d be your fucktoy. You’d grab my tits and press them into my face as you fucked me. Or you could fuck me doggy style.’ 
 
    With this he moaned loudly, bringing a smile out on my face. I’d found a soft spot. 
 
    'Oh, you’d like that would you? To fuck me on my hands and knees? To grab my hair, treat me real rough? To slap my ass? I bet you dream of watching my back arch as I cum, all covered in sweat, and shooting your cum deep into my pussy with your hot cum.’ 
 
    He said something, I couldn’t tell what because his tongue was sticking out. His eyes were still closed. 
 
      
 
    Chapter Five 
 
      
 
    'Swallow that ash like a good little ashtray-bitch and then speak.’ 
 
    He opened his eyes. All I could see was the desperate hope that I didn’t mean what I said. 
 
    'I mean it,’ I told him. 'Swallow it.’ 
 
    I could see his mind working. The internal conflict inside him between swallowing the ash, embracing the humiliation of the disgusting taste and the pathetic-ness of the act, and his conditioned impulse to do whatever the fuck I told him to do. 
 
    Can you guess which side won in the end? 
 
    With obvious nervousness, he retracted his tongue and closed his mouth. He stayed like that for a while, like he was building the confidence to do the next step. Finally, with his eyes screwed shut, he took a breath through his nose and swallowed the heap of ash I had left on his poor little tongue. Immediately he started coughing and retching. All I could do was laugh. 
 
    'How does it taste?’ I asked him. 
 
    'Awful,’ he managed to say in between his coughing fits. 
 
    'Good. But we’re not finished yet. Stick your tongue back out.’ 
 
    'Are you serious?’ He said, forgetting himself for a moment. I couldn’t allow that. I bent down and grabbed his balls. He instantly tensed, realizing the dangerous situation he was in. 
 
    'I’m sorry, I’m so sorry-’ he started. His balls felt heavy and round; they were obviously full. The thought of it being over a year since they had been emptied sent shivers between my legs. I interrupted his sniveling apologies with a good, hard squeeze. 
 
    'Aah-’ he cried out. 
 
    'Who the fuck do you think you are?’ I whispered evilly in his ear. 'You dared to speak back to me?’ 
 
    'I’m so sorry, it will never happen again, I promise-’ 
 
    'Shut the fuck up. I’m going to tell you what you are, and you’re going to repeat it to me. Get it wrong, try to say something else, and you’ll learn what a high heel to your balls feels like.’ Without letting him speak, I said loudly: 'You’re my bitch.’ 
 
    He looked up, knowing that his position was helpless. I gave his balls another little yank to help him along. 
 
    'I’m your bitch,’ he said quickly. 
 
    'Louder.’ 
 
    'I am your bitch.’ 
 
    'You’re my fucking little bitch.’ 
 
    'I’m your fucking little bitch.’ 
 
    'Your only use is my ashtray.’ 
 
    'My only use is your ashtray.’ 
 
    I couldn’t help laughing. It was so easy. I knew then that he’d say whatever I wanted. The evil bitch inside me wanted to see how far I could take this. 
 
    'You have a tiny cock.’ 
 
    He blushed crimson. I noticed him looking down at his dick in its cage and I knew what he was thinking. It was true. His limp little dick was tiny. It must have been less than two inches, and even then there was room left in the cage. I made a mental note to buy a smaller one ASAP. 
 
    'I have a tiny cock.’ 
 
    The humiliation he must have felt saying that made me insanely hot. I could feel how wet my pussy was without having to touch it. 
 
    'You deserve to wear a cage.’ 
 
    'I deserve to wear a cage.’ 
 
    And finally, an idea came to me. Something that had been on my mind for a while. 
 
    Something evil. 
 
    'Your cock is going to be in a cage for the rest of your life.’ 
 
    His neck snapped upward. His eyes were wide, staring into mine. This was a serious look, a look that said a thousand words. All this time he must have hoped that the cage was just a game I was playing. A test. That sooner or later I would give up and let him out. Even after a year he must still have been hoping. Only now was the realization dawning on him that he might never be let out again. That he might never get hard, never jerk off, and never have sex, never cum again. That he would spend the rest of his entire life as my caged, chaste little bitch. 
 
      
 
    Chapter Six 
 
      
 
    I let go of his balls. Instead I tenderly rested my hand on his cheek. 
 
    If he was going to say it, I wanted him to say it for himself. 
 
    His cheeks were red. His eyes were brimming with tears. He was trapped in a world of intense pleasure and eternal pain. He opened his mouth, and said in the most conflicted voice I have ever heard: 
 
    'My cock is going to be in a cage for the rest of my life.’ 
 
    His head fell. He was defeated. I leaned down again, lifting his chin to give him a long, passionate kiss. It lasted a full minute, tongues and everything. His mouth tasted like ash and humiliation, my two favorite things for a man to taste like. The kiss was his reward for giving up everything for me. And as we kissed I knew I was going to have to change my outfit. My thong was soaking wet. 
 
    But I wasn’t finished. I broke away from the kiss to lean close to his ear, and whisper: 'Now tell me you love it.’ 
 
    This would complete his humiliation. I would know he had no backbone left, no spine, and no power to resist me. Still shaken by the passion of our kiss, my husband spluttered for a moment, overcome with emotion. 
 
    Then he said the words. And I knew beyond all doubt that he was mine, forever. 
 
    'I love it.’ 
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