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To Mistress,

Without you, I am nothing.


The following is a bundle of the first three Serving Mistress books I wrote. Each one is available separately on Amazon in addition to this bundle. For people who have already purchased the books, there are no additional stories included within this bundle.

The first two books are a semi-autobiographical story of my life. Everything is based on real events, though the activities are enhanced for the reader’s pleasure. While Mistress and I remain proud of our lifestyle, we remain publically reserved in order to preserve our professional lives. Any names or places have been altered to protect the identities of all those involved. Despite the alterations, lifestyle friends who have participated in the events would likely attest to their overall accuracy.

The final book is pure fantasy, but continues the story from The 30 Day Challenge. It picks up shortly after completing the challenge and how life changes as couples become content with each other. While parts of the story are based on my real life, the cut is mostly fantasy as even people dedicated to this lifestyle take permanent body modification seriously. Permanently changing one’s body is a decision to be made in a loving environment, but a decision that must be made by the submissive. Outside of a very limited number of people, castration of a submissive rarely occurs and is almost always fantasy. Even then, those few who choose to pursue it do so in a long-term committed relationship.
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Serving Mistress: Testing the Submissive

(Forced-bi Trials)

The Obedient Submissive

June 2017


Starting the lifestyle

Somehow, I managed to go 25 years before having any sexual attraction to men. Well, not really somehow. I am not gay. I never had sexual attraction to men, because I am interested in women. That is why a tried sleeping with them. Though, it always ended in the same two responses. Either they would say no, or they would laugh at my small penis. You can only take it for so long before it starts hurting your self-esteem. Eventually, I decided I was worthless and sought out my first mistress. I figured that since I was not attracted to men and could not get sex with women, I at least could serve a woman who enjoyed the company of more well-endowed men. So what if I was locked in chastity. Other than the occasional masturbation, I never really used my penis anyways.

Those first few years while I was dipping my toe into the scene were fun. I had a part-time mistress and we would go to the clubs together. At first, she only had me locked chastity during while out at the clubs. Sometimes, she didn’t even bother. After all, she was only my part-time mistress and what self-respecting girl would want someone with such a tiny dick. Things slowly evolved. First, she started keeping me in chastity longer and longer. Then, we joined a different lifestyle club where she could meet young, handsome and hung alphas for her personal pleasure. The changes were fun as my mistress enjoyed having sex with all the bulls.

Then it happened shortly after my 25 birthday. We were getting ready to head out to the club when my mistresses told me “tonight is our last night together. I no longer need your services.” I never expected our arrangement to last forever, but the straight forward manner which she told me the news shocked me. I thought we had developed a real relationship. One based on trust and love. Instead, she was casting me aside like yesterday’s bad fish. I was heartbroken. Through my tears, I murmured “why mistress?”

“I have taken a job in Berlin. I will be moving there shortly. My company is willing to pay for me and my spouse to move as well as give us both handsome travel budgets and personal expense accounts. It was too good of an offer for me to turn down. And before you say, ’they included a spousal rider,’ I want you to know I was never going to marry a small dicked sissy. I enjoy our time together, but I need a real cock to fuck. I have already spoken with Alpha Ryan. He agreed it would be tremendous fun. The two of us will be married and travel the world together.”

I was crying heavily now. My life was in ruins. Not only was I going to lose my mistress, but I was unsure of what would happen with my involvement at the lifestyle club. The group doesn’t like single men for good reason. Either you need a big cock or a mistress to attend events. Clearly I didn’t have the big cock. How was I ever going to see my friends again? Everything was getting taken away at the same time.

Mistress could see I was devastated. Without flinching, she finished applying her makeup, softly flicking the brush on her cheek. For the minute she curled her eyeliner, all anyone could hear was my sobbing. I was not in the mood to go out any longer. My life was over. But my mistress just exclaimed:

“Be a good dear and put on your smallest cage. Tonight is our last night together, but I have made arrangements for you to be given to another mistress. She is more strict and demanding. You will need to do everything she tells you without question. If you listen, she will keep you as her permanent submissive. Tonight is her test. It will not be the only one she gives you.”

With that, I ran and collected my smallest cage. Quickly, I wiped away my tears and composed myself before returning to my mistress. When I was ready, I presented the cage to my mistress. Without saying a word, she securely fastened the cage around my tiny cock, attached the key to her necklace, and placed it between her ample breasts. With that, my mistress exclaimed, “Time to go. Victoria does not like when people are late. You would not like her mad at you even before she takes ownership.”


The Exchange

As soon as we arrived to the club, my mistress approached a beautiful girl sitting on an elevated chair. She was stunning. The girl was tall and slender. She had long blonde hair and giant breasts. Her amazing figure was further accentuated by the black leather corset and black leather skirt she was wearing. As she stood up, she towered over both my mistress and myself from the combination of the platform on which she stood, her long frame and the four inch heels she made sure to wear. Immediately, my mistress began to speak to this radiant goddess.

“Victoria, this is the specimen I was telling you about. I have trained him the best I could over the last several years, but I can no longer keep him. If you accept him, he will do everything he is told without question. If you want him, the key to his cage is yours. If you reject him, tonight I will set him free.”

For what seemed like an eternity, we all stood there in silence. Victoria looked intently at my mistress and then proceeded to study me from her perch. Without saying a word, she stepped down to our level and walked before me. In her heels, we were almost the same height and looked each other in the eyes – hers were a beautiful sky blue. She then ran her long nails down my chest and abs. With her other hand, she squeezed my bicep. Afterwards, she walked around me to look at my back. Again, she ran her nails down my body stopping at the small of my back. No sooner did her nails leave my skin than I felt her slap my ass. Despite the sting of her hand, I made no noise. With that, Victoria approached my mistress and finally spoke.

“He seems acceptable, but I will need to test him. It is one thing to improve his training. It is another if he is unwilling to do everything that I demand. We will see together whether I take his key. If I reject it, you should leave him in his cage as you set him free.”

When Victoria was finished addressing mistress, she took two steps in order to stand before me. Only after another moment of inspecting her potential property did she speak again.

“Tonight, I will test whether I will accept you as my primary slave. You must do everything I demand or I will find another. I expect complete submission from all those who serve me. Do not question, do not hesitate. My needs will always take priority. Do you understand?”

Mesmerized by her beauty, I uttered “yes.” As soon as the word left my mouth, Victoria raised her hand and slapped me across my face.

“You will address me as Mistress. From now on, you are only allowed to call me Mistress. As far as you are concerned, my name is Mistress. When you talk to other people about me, you will still refer to me as Mistress. Do you understand?”

I shook my head and whispered, “Yes Mistress.”

“Good. Little pathetic submissives don’t have the right to speak my name. It is reserved for other mistresses and people with a real cock. I can see from you tiny cage you are not a real man. You are nothing but a submissive slave. If I keep you, I expect you to know your place. I will punish insolence mercilessly. Do you understand?”

I shook my head and stated, “Yes Mistress.”

“Then we will begin.”


The First Test

After my physical inspection, Mistress climbed the platform and returned to the throne in which she was sitting when I arrived in the room. From the small table to the left of the chair, she lifted a small silver bell and immediately rang it. As the bell continued to jingle, two handsome and well-endowed men walked into the room from the door next to the stage. Both were naked, so I could see the size of their impressive cocks. They stood there in silence as Mistress continued to ring the bell.

In no time, a naked submissive wearing a chastity cage carried in a chair and placed it so it was facing Mistress. He left only to return a moment later carrying a table covered with a black cloth. The surface under the cloth was not smooth, so I knew the heavy black cloth was obscuring something Mistress was not ready for me to see. When everything was in place, the naked submissive bowed to Mistress and then disappear.

Mistress returned the bell to the table on her right. Seeing everything was ready for her examination, she smiled and began to speak.

“The first of two challenges will begin shortly. I require all my submissive slaves to know their place. They are not real men. Their only job is to please me. They need to assist me when called upon and entertain me as I see fit. I need to make sure you know that I expect my submissive will suck cock. I may need you to prepare an alpha for sex. I may not want sex with an alpha who is horny, so I expect you to take that responsibility. Or, I may simply want to see you give a blowjob because it amuses me. I have brought in two alphas. Before the night is over, you will suck both of their cocks. For my first test, I want to see your skills at giving head. Alpha One, please take a seat in the chair and let this pathetic cuck sucking loser give you a blowjob.”

With that, the first of the two alphas made his way into the chair facing mistress. Sensing what she expected, I bowed my head to Mistress and walked over to the alpha. As soon as I was standing in front of him, I lowered myself to my knees. Having never sucked a cock before, I had no idea where to begin. I took a gulp out of nerves and to help create saliva. Remembering the few blowjobs I have experienced in the past, I began to kiss the side of the alpha’s cock. I took my hand and cupped his balls as I slowly gave small kisses down his shaft. With my other hand, I slid his cock over and continued to kiss the shaft. While my skills were lacking, the alpha seemed not to mind; or at least his cock did not seem to mind. Slowly, his penis began to fill with blood and grow in size. With it partially erect, I put his head in my mouth as far as I could take and used my tongue to circle the gland. Soon, I lowered my head and kissed his large balls. One at a time, I placed them in my mouth and sucked on them while I used my hand to stroke his now fully erect penis. After kissing his balls, I slowly kiss up the underside of shaft again until reaching the head. This time, I used my tongue to circle the head while it remained outside of my mouth. With the top of his penis wet from my saliva, I softly exhaled to change the sensation. Knowing it was time, I lowered my head on his engorged penis as far as I could take. It was not that far. I began to choke and gag as soon as the cock hit the back of my throat. I began to go up and down with my hands rubbing his cock under my mouth. After a few minutes, I started to use my right hand to stroke his penis and returned to sucking his balls. I kept pumping his cock as I returned to sucking. Not knowing what to do next, I just kept sucking and pumping until finally the alpha exploded in my mouth.

When he was done cumming, I stood up and turned around. With my mouth still full, I looked at Mistress and showed her the load the alpha just deposited. Unaware what to do next, I waited for instructions and quickly glanced for a place where I could spit out the semen in my mouth. Mistress just smiled and said, “Swallow.” Doing as I was told, I closed my mouth and took a large gulp. It was a strange sensation, but I managed to avoid gaging as the thick, creaming cum went down the back of my throat. When I was done, I re-opened my mouth and showed it to Mistress. She just continued to smile.

“I am glad you did as you were told, but I can see your last mistress did not train you how to properly please a man. We will need to change that. As my submissive, you can expect to regularly service men for my pleasure. I hope you enjoyed the taste and texture of his cum. I have a rule for all my submissive slaves. They are required to swallow cum – all cum. When I give you a release, you are expected to recycle your own. When pleasing an alpha, you will swallow his gift. When I have sex, you will clean everything and I mean everything. You will clean my lover’s cock, suck my pussy or ass, or lick cum from my tits. If I use a condom, I will pour the contents into your mouth. No matter how I feed you, you will always smile and thank me.”    


The Second Test

After Mistress had finished explaining her rules regarding me eating cum, she stood up out of her throne. She took a few steps and stood behind the covered table. Smiling, she slowly glided her hands over the mysterious objects hidden underneath the cloth. When she was done, she finally spoke.

“I own the holes of my submissive slaves. I can do anything I want to do with them. If you become my submissive, you can expect to get fucked regularly. I hope you have experience. Underneath this cloth are different size strap-ons, I want you to pick the one you are comfortable receiving tonight. For, I am going to fuck you while you service the other alpha. If you do well, you will become my slave. I will own you. In the future, I may even have an alpha fuck you in the ass. It will not be tonight, but one day it will happen.”

Mistress then removed the cloth covering three different sized strap-ons. The largest was long, like 12 inches, and thick. Its black color and shape was scary. I could barely look at it and did not even want to think about having it in my ass. I definitely could not select that strap-on. The smallest was approximately four or five inches long and narrow. Its purple color made the strap-on seem cute and welcoming to a novice like my-self. I was moving my hand towards selecting this little strap-on when I saw my soon to be ex-mistress shake her head. Without even looking, I moved my hand over and grabbed the middle strap-on. It was 7-8 inches long and looked like are realistic penis – not my penis but one of someone who had a decent sized cock.

Based on my selection, Mistress smiled and said my choice was acceptable. She took the strap-on from my hand and placed her long legs through the straps. “Help me” she instructed and I immediately got on my knees to tighten the various straps associated with the contraption. The harness looked like a mixture of a corset and a jockstrap. I tightened the straps around her waist trying to keep the corset back aligned with her actual corset. After the first straps were secured, I tightened the remaining straps around each of her thighs. When I was done, she shook her hips and the dildo penis swayed. “Good. Now suck it. It is not going to lube itself.”

With that, I began to suck the cock between Mistress’s legs. As a fake penis, I did not need to worry about teasing the dildo in order to help it enlarge. I just kissed and licked both sides to help cover it with saliva. After a minute of sucking the cock in my mouth, I heard, “That is enough. Go suck the alpha and stick your ass in the air.”

No sooner than I started to suck the second cock in my life did I feel a cold wet liquid land on my asshole. I could tell it was lube and the sensation of Mistress rubbing it around my ass actually felt rather good. She took her finger to trace the outside of my hole and spread it around. Soon, she slide her finger in and out of the hole to get everything ready. It felt amazing. For a moment, I almost forgot there was a cock I needed to suck in order to please Mistress. Returning to my assigned task, I put the alpha’s cock into my mouth just as I felt Mistress put the dildo against my asshole and begin to push. Having never been taken before, Mistress had to really push to get her cock into my ass. Despite this fact, she managed to force it all the way in. In no time, she was pumping heavily as I kept sucking and pumping the alpha’s cock. Wham. I felt a strong slap across my ass and then sharp nails slid across my back. The nails scratched from the bottom of my neck down to the top of my ass. Wham. She slapped my ass again. Mistress grabbed my hips as she shouted, “That’s it slut. Suck that cock.”

For nearly twenty minutes, Mistress kept pounding my ass from behind as I sucked that second alpha’s cock. After a few more harsh slaps on my ass, I thought she was done since the cock slid out of my ass. “Flip over. I want to see as he cums on your face.” Mistress ordered. I had no choice. I have come this far, so I rolled onto my back and returned the cock to my mouth as Mistress slid the strap-on back into my ass. Both Mistress and the alpha began to pump me aggressively: fucking both my face and my ass. I could barely take it any longer, but I was not the only one. Soon, the alpha pulled his cock from my mouth and started stroking it himself. Not realizing what he was doing, I tried to return it to my mouth. The alpha didn’t let me and kept stroking his own cock. Just then, I felt the first spurt of warm cum land across my face. He kept going and landed another ejaculation in my eye.  Only after he stopped cumming did Mistress pull her cock from my ass. She then took her fingers and wiped cum from my eyes and nose. I could see her devious smile as she said, “You know the rules” and put her fingers in my open mouth. “That’s a good boy. Swallow that cum.”


The Decision

After Mistress finished feeding me the remaining cum from my face, she approached my former mistress. Mistress was still was wearing the strap-on which bounced with every step she took. I remained silent waiting for someone to speak. It seemed like an eternity. Only then did Mistress start.

“He seems inexperienced. Did you not train him to suck cock or get fucked like a little bitch?”

My former mistress replied, “No, I never saw the need to force him gay. I just kept him locked as he served my needs. Though, he will do anything you ask. I am sure you can train him to be a gay cock slut in no time.”

“I see that. Even though he had no skills, he did jump in to sucking his first cock without hesitation. Even in selecting the strap-on, he picked a normal size rather than chickening out with the purple baby like most novices. It will take some work, but I could teach him the skills to deliver a proper blowjob. And now that I just popped his anal cherry, I can train him for even larger sizes. It can be fun to stretch out a new slave rather than having one already ruined. Perhaps I should consider keeping him.”

With that, Mistress walked before me. Before she could determine her final decision, she needed to ask me a few questions and judge my answers.

Will you obey all order as instructed? Yes, Mistress.

Will you suck cock and swallow cum without hesitation? Yes, Mistress.  

Will you accept me anally training you? Yes, Mistress.

“You realize, I will make you my bisexual cuck slave. I may never have sex with you. I may never give you a blowjob or hand job. You may never get release. But, I will fuck you with a strap-on. I will have you suck cock. Someday, I may have another man fuck you in the ass for my amusement. No matter what I tell you, you will obey. I will not stand for insubordination from my submissive.”

My heart fluttered at hearing all the things she had planned for me. I didn’t expect Mistress would want me to service men. I had no desire to suck cock and now she had me do it twice in a single night. If that is not bad enough, she just told me to my face that she expects me to eventually get fucked by a man. I am not gay, how can she expect these things? My brain is screaming “No. That is crazy.” As I look at her amazing figure which was only complemented by the tight leather corset, I opened my mouth and only “Yes Mistress” came out. With that, I was done. She accepted me as her submissive.

Mistress turned and walked back to my former Mistress. She put out her hand and said “Key.” I watched as my former mistress pulled the necklace from between her enormous breasts. She slowly removed the clasp connecting the key and placed it in Mistress’s hand. Once she held the key, Mistress began to smile and returned back in front of me.

“With this key, I now own you. You are my property. You will do as I say if you ever want your tiny dick released from that tight chastity device. To remind you I own you, I will wear it around my neck at all times. I am not a mistress who simply gives pleasure to a slave because enough time in chastity has passed. You will need to earn a release or milking. I train all my slaves the same way. Over the next six months, I will teach you how to give a proper blowjob. In six months, I will test you again. If I don’t see drastic improvement, I will no longer keep you as my slave. If you pass, I will use this key and give you a release. Until that test, you will remain locked in your current chastity device.”  


Tests Never Really End

During those initial 6 months, Mistress kept her word. She trained me how to give a proper blowjob. Some days, she would bring a bull to demonstrate how a blowjob is performed – always spitting the cum into my mouth afterwards. Others, she would have me perform on her strap-on before she proceeded to fuck my ass. At least once a week, I was expected to give a real blowjob to an alpha. Every time, they would correct my style and refine my routine. Eventually, I was ready. The six months had ended and Mistress tested me again. For her test, she had three alphas for me to service. I needed to have the proper technique on all three or else she would stop being my mistress. Needless to say, I passed.

For the next several years, I remained her loyal submissive. Never questioning or disappointing her orders. While I was forced to give numerous blowjobs, not once did anything but a strap-on, toy or butt plug go up my ass. I started to feel her threat for an alpha to fuck during our initial meeting was just another test. Until one day when Mistress came home after meeting her friend Sarah, who is a fellow lifestyle enthusiast. Mistress was beaming. She never seemed so happy. When Mistress sat down in her throne, I brought her a glass of wine and kneeled to kiss her feet. She looked down at me and gave me her devilish smile. Combined with the twinkle in her eyes, I knew something was amiss. They she spoke.

“I got the best news slave. Sarah has found a bisexual alpha to fuck your ass. Not every alpha wants to fuck a submissive, so it has taken us too long. She will bring him over this weekend and he will take your true anal virginity. I promised her a show, do not disappoint me.”

With that, my fate was sealed. For the first time, I would get fucked in the ass not by my loving Mistress and her strap-on, but by a real cock. Knowing it was going to happen felt different. It was not just anal sex, something I have experienced numerous times. For the first time, I would become a gay cuckold that Mistress had promised all those years before.  

When the weekend arrived, Sarah and the new alpha came over to Mistress’s house. As expected, I greeted them in my usual household outfit – nothing but my chastity cage. After helping Sarah with her coat, she and the alpha joined Mistress in the living room. They were in midst of conversation as I carried out the drinks for everyone. When I was done, Mistress gave me the signal for me to deliver a thank you speech:

“I am so grateful that you are willing to let me feel a real man in my ass. Mistress has been training me and I promise I will not disappoint you. We need to make a good show for Mistress and Sarah, they deserve the best. I hope I will live up to your standards. It should not be that hard to enter me tonight, since I have been wearing a butt plug all day in anticipation”

Everyone started laughing immediately. They all knew I was not looking forward to the alpha fucking my ass, but I still thanked him in advance for the experience. Nervous and scared, I just stood there until the alpha said “Don’t worry, I will be gentle” followed by a quick wink. Mistress laughed hysterically and ordered me to her side. She grabbed my caged and looked me in the eyes. For a moment, I thought she would call everything off. Then she began to speak.

“The alpha is going to fuck you. If he has energy left, he is then going to fuck me. It is a special treat to have a bi-sexual alpha. I think tonight Sarah and I will thank him for the show with a threesome. But first, everyone came here for a reason. Go and refresh my drink. When you come back, we will begin.”

At that point, she slapped my ass and I walked away. The alpha and the two ladies continued to talk and laugh about what was about to transpire. Mistress and Sarah decided they wanted the alpha to first fuck me from behind and then swap me to my back to finish. That way I could start on all fours eating out Mistress to help me relax before the alpha entered my asshole. Also, I would be in a better position for him to finish on my face and chest.  So, Mistress sat in a chair and opened her legs. Knowing there was no turning back, I crawled to her and started to kiss her sweet pussy lips. She looked at my big teary eyes and told me that she loved me. That she was so lucky to have such a submissive to give her everything she needs. Thankfully, the girls did not make me suck the alpha’s cock to get him hard. Instead, Sarah prepared him to enter me, so I had a few minutes of sweet bliss between Mistress’s legs before I felt the cold lube land on my asshole. I believe it was Sarah, but that might be wishful thinking, who played with my ass to spread the lube. I tried to concentrate on Mistress and giving her pleasure. From my view, she seemed very excited and kissed Sarah deeply. Once they stopped kissing, I felt the alpha enter me and strip my true anal virginity. I would like to believe it is from my oral skills, but I could feel Mistress cum just as he started to pound my innocent ass.

Oh the girls were excited. Sarah wanted a video, but thankfully the alpha stopped her. Mistress ran her fingers up my back and Sarah slapped my ass. After a few minutes, they had me move to the dining room table where I was on my back. I could hear the girls using vibrators as the watched the show. At points they participated including when Sarah lowered herself onto my mouth and leaned forward to kiss the alpha. Eventually, Mistress shouted “make sure you cum on his face.” At that point, Sarah got up and gave a clean path for the money shot. When the alpha was ready, he pulled out, removed the condom and gave me a huge load on my face. Particularly, the load covered my right eye where I could not see and continued down my cheek.

The girls shrieked with joy and laughter. Mistress came over and said “poor baby” as she scooped the cum out of my eye. Then she took her fingers and had me suck them clean. She thanked me and said it was the hottest thing she had ever seen. Since the alpha was about to get a threesome, Sarah thought it was fair for me to get one as well which is why she climbed on my face during the event. I was ordered to thank her – which of course I did. Mistress also decided I earned a full orgasm, so she will let me out some point the next week; but, I am to remain in chastity while we have guests. For the rest of the evening, I am also to do as I am told by her, Sarah and alpha. If I screw up or complained, the full orgasm would be cancelled. At that point, I was to wash my face and return. Mistress and Sarah wanted to fuck my ass while the alpha rested for his threesome.

For the rest of the night and into the next morning, Mistress and Sarah took turns having sex with the alpha. When one of them was not under the alpha, they would put on an ever increasing sized strap-on and fuck my ass raw. Mistress kept her cum eating rule going, so every time the alpha exploded, I was brought in to clean the mess. Once everyone left, Mistress told me again she loved me and I was a perfect slave in front of Sarah. I had truly earned my orgasm, but she was too tired from all the sex. She asked if I mind waiting longer for my release.

“Of course not Mistress. You alone decide when it is appropriate for me to get a release.”

Mistress smiled at my answer and yawned. She was ready for a nap. As she crawled into the king size bed she shares with all her lovers, she murmured:

“Maybe Thursday, if I am in the mood. Don’t remind me or else it goes away. Clean the toys and put them away. I expect a spotless house when I wake up.”


Serving Mistress: The 30 Day Challenge

(Forced Bi Challenge)

The Obedient Submissive

June 2017


Backstory

This is a story about my life. For the last 5 years, I have lived with an amazing woman as her loyal, submissive cuckold slave. We met while I was serving as another mistress’s submissive, but I was traded when my original mistress decided to relocate overseas and marry one of her bulls. Since that time, I have never been happier. Serving Mistress has been a true pleasure in my life, one that Mistress has assured me will remain. Though she doesn’t believe in marriage, since that would imply I am her equal, we have undergone our own collaring ceremony and branding. As such, I am her property and primary submissive for life. She has vowed to never leave me for any bull or another submissive. Others may come and go, but I will always be the constant.

As a loyal, submissive cuckold slave, Mistress has simple rules:

1)      I am to remain in chastity unless she decides I need a release. Even then, Mistress controls the manner of my release: milking, ruined orgasm, full orgasm, or penetrative sex orgasm.

2)      I am to clean my mess after Mistress has given me the honor of a release. It was inside of me before my release, so it should be returned after my release.

3)      Mistress has sexual needs and my penis is not large enough for her. Therefore, she will take on lovers, or bulls. I am not to get jealous of the bulls. They supply the large cock, not the emotional bond Mistress enjoys with her loyal submissive.

4)      As directed, I am to prepare Mistress or the bulls for sexual activity. I am also required to clean up after they have sex either through eating out Mistress, cleaning the bulls cock, or licking the cum off of Mistress.

5)      As directed, I am to service the bulls or anyone else in the manner Mistress orders. She wants her bulls and guests to be happy. I am to make sure they are satisfied.

6)      Under no circumstances will I ever be allowed in her ass. He ass is reserved for her bulls – particularly any which are larger than 8 inches.

7)      She has the right to enter my ass anytime she wishes with any toy she wishes. She also has the right to share my ass with her friends, including the bulls if they wish.

8)      Mistress knows best. I will do as I am told by Mistress or anyone who Mistress designates.

9)      Any break in the rules or requests for release will be severely punished.

10)   If I embarrass Mistress in front of other lifestyle friends, punishments will be magnified.

While she has a list, the gist of the rules breaks down as a single one: “Do as Mistress says.” It is under that philosophy that I live my life. The level of activity and participation varies based on her desires and the comfort of her bulls. Some bulls feel uncomfortable with another guy giving them head or watching while they have sex with mistress. In those cases, I listen through the wall until called by Mistress. Others think it is funny when Mistress has them blast a load on my face. Those bulls have no problem with me sucking their cock even when mistress is not involved. If she is not in the mood, or busy, she would have me satisfy their urges. Finally, Mistress has been keeping an eye out for bulls that don’t mind fucking submissives. She loves watching gay porn as well as when mistresses have their submissives taken anally by true alpha males. As far as Mistress is concerned, this is not gay since submissives really are not men given the small size of their packages.

Occasionally, Mistress will help train other submissives for her lifestyle friends or people who are looking for keyholders. When that happens, she is very upfront. I am her primary submissive and will help train the new submissive by showing them the proper ways to service a mistress. How well they learn is my responsibility and after 3 months I will also be punished for their infractions. At which point, the new submissive should be presentable to her group and he should be a full functioning submissive within 6 months – she didn’t want to scare the new boys too soon. At which point she was ready to find them a permanent mistress. Sometimes, she would keep them longer but she would never keep one longer than 12-18 months. After that point, she was worried the submissive would be too attached to her and not able to handle when she gifts them to other mistresses.    

Don’t get me wrong, I love Mistress and will do anything to make her happy. I just hate when she shares me with male lovers. I don’t consider myself gay and am not attracted to men, so her forcing me to service her bulls has never been my favorite activity. But, her happiness is what matters not my distaste for sucking cock. As such, I have become quite experienced giving head and taught these skills to my fellow submissives within Mistress’s lifestyle group. Sometimes, the group gets together and shares new ways to embarrass the submissives. Several times, they have done blowjob races to see who can please an alpha male fastest – the loser is usually punished. Overall, the group is quite active so that people with similar minds can get together and socialize.  


30 Day Challenge

While Mistress can be devilishly wicked on her own, she often talks with other liked minded women about fun ideas to do with their submissives. During one of these conversations, the ladies came up with what they thought would be a fun game – make their subs give 30 forced-bi blowjobs in 30 days. Not one to be outdone, Mistress decided to herself that she was going to beat that number with me and had a plan to change the reward for completing the challenge to a punishment for failure.

You see, the original 30 day challenge envisioned by her group was simpler: 30 blowjobs in 30 days. Every day for a month, each mistress would bring around a bull or other male friend to be serviced by their respective submissive. Any of the girls could arrive any (or every) day and watch the action. If the submissive completed the full 30 days without missing a single day, then he was rewarded with receiving his own blowjob from his mistress or another girl in the group. If the submissive failed the 30 day challenge, he remained in chastity and the challenge restarted. Until he finished the challenge, the submissive was not allowed any release.  For scheduling purposes, the challenge usually only involved one submissive at a time.

Mistress enjoyed watching the challenge and was a regular at the nightly entertainment. Often, she would bring me and a bull to the challenge. The bull would get a blowjob and I would watch my eventual fate. Sometimes, Mistress would have me suck off the bull if he was not needed for that night’s activities – the girls never seemed to mind watching more than one submissive forced to give a blowjob. And so it went, each girl had their submissive start the challenge and when he finished the next submissive would begin. That was until right before it was my turn to attempt the challenge.

The night before I was about to begin the challenge, Mistress decided she was in the mood for delivering a flogging. She routinely ties me up and uses various whips, floggers, paddles, and riding crops. She believes the activity helps remind me who is in charge in the relationship. Only once I am tied does Mistress tell me if I should expect a normal session or a harsher punishment session. As soon as the cuffs were locked in place and I was securely gagged, Mistress announced “tonight is just some encouragement before you start your challenge tomorrow.” She then went to work and nothing seemed out of the ordinary during the hour she paddled my bottom. Over the course of time, she would shift between gently stroking my ass and sharp spanks with various toys. Just as we were about finished, Mistress grabbed a new crop she order and WAM. My ass burned like it never burned before. With tears welling in my eyes, Mistress gently stroked my ass again and leaned in to my ear. She asked, “Did you like that last spank?” Holding back tears, I shook my head yes. Mistress removed my ball gag and told me to be honest.

“It hurt Mistress. I never felt anything so strong before.”

She resumed gently stroking my bottom and whispered:

“Good. Now you know what to expect if you don’t follow the new rules. Tomorrow you will start the challenge and I need to show the other girls how I have the best submissive. For your challenge, I am tweaking the rules as is my right. In 30 days, I will give you 50 spanks with that last crop. Every blowjob you give during the challenge, I will remove one lashing. If you get to zero at the end of 30 days, you will earn a blowjob. If, however, you fail, you will receive your punishment in front of everyone and start again. Do you understand?”

I immediately shake my head and utter “Yes Mistress.” She then kisses my cheek and states “I know you will not disappoint me.”  Mistress begins to unfasten my legs and moves to undo my wrists when she suddenly stops. She looks at me for a moment before speaking.

“One more thing, I can only guarantee the challenge will supply 30 cocks. We never had someone attempt 50 in a single period. I don’t know if the other girls will bring extra on any given night. You can hope they bring others for you to service, or you can make your own arrangements; but, you are still responsible for the full 50. There is no excuse if you fail because we did not have enough true men to service and other submissives do not count.” 

With that, she untied me and we called it a night. Tomorrow evening I would start the challenge.


The Challenge Begins

The first evening of the challenge started like any normal event. The mistresses arrive and have some wine. They casually talk amongst themselves while their submissives care for their every need. Several have brought male guests to watch the events. You can always tell the difference between the guests and submissives. For starters, the guests are allowed to remain clothed. They also are free to mingle and talk to the mistresses. The submissives are nude except for their chastity cages. They are also not allowed to talk to the mistresses unless they are addressed first.  For the submissives are expected to remain busy passing out appetizers, refreshing drinks or caring for their mistress. They remain seen but unheard; except for the classic clank of their chastity cages.

Since it is a beginning of a new challenge, the crowd is larger – the biggest nights are often the first and last when every mistress makes a point of attending. Otherwise, the group can get rather small and the event short. Mistress and I once attended a mid-month evening where the only people there were us and the current participants. Without a large crowd, the mistresses talked for about 5 minutes and just jumped to the action. In less than 20 minutes, everything was over and we left since we had other plans for the night. I have heard stories where there are times when only the current participants attend. In such event, it is up to the mistress to use the honor system or to film the show for a later viewing.

After about an hour of mingling, Mistress starts to tap her glass to gather everyone’s attention. The room begins to silence and the ladies encircle Mistress. She thanks everyone for coming tonight to watch her loyal submissive start his challenge. Mistress exclaims:

“Tonight we watch a challenge unlike the previous ones we have experienced. Tonight, my submissive will start a challenge to inspire the ladies on how far we can train our submissives through both reward and punishment. Tonight, my submissive will start a month not filled with just 30 days of cock sucking, but a month of inner growth where he can learn about himself.”

She continues to explain how she has tweaked the rules for the challenge including the 50 strikes or 50 cocks policy. Upon hearing everything, the mistresses begin an enormous round of applause. Everyone congratulates Mistress on enhancing the challenge and agrees the new rules will truly make better submissives. At that point, the evening’s entertainment is set to begin.

Mistress calls me to the center of the room. Since everyone remains silent, each clank of my chastity device echoes around the room. When I arrive next to her, she calls for the previously arranged night’s alpha male. The crowd claps vigorously as the alpha is announced. To make the first cock special, Mistress had arranged for a tall, muscular black man who is well known within the group for his thick 10 inch cock. Seeing who she arranged, I quietly gulp worried I will not be able to swallow his entire member which will mean a severe beating when we get home. Before I am to begin, Mistress calls for additional male volunteers to help me reach my goal. As the group murmurs amongst themselves, five of the male guests make their way before the crowd and are bathed in an enthusiastic round of applause. Tonight, the mistresses will get a great show with me spending the rest of the evening sucking all six males as they continue to enjoy their cocktails.

The men were assigned an order as the alpha moved to the chair on the elevated stage in the corner. He made himself comfortable as I slowly walked to him, each step resulting in another clack from my chastity cage. A fellow submissive brought him a scotch and he gave me a quick wink once I was standing directly in front of him. The mistresses circled around the two of us, fighting to get a better view. Mistress was given a preferred spot since she was supplying the submissive. A few of the male guests were watching, though most hung back waiting for their turn. The submissives know their place and avoided the crowd. If any blocked the view of any mistress, they would be immediately punished and likely face further punishment when they returned home. If any of the submissives were interested in watching, they would wait until the crowd breaks up and catch a glance then. Of course, most of the submissives were not interested. They have all seen the event before and several have completed the challenge. Few really enjoyed giving head, but they may have been curious to see the size of different alphas.

When everyone was arranged, Mistress told me to begin. I quietly bowed my head to her and unzipped the alpha’s pants. After pulling down his pants and underwear, I got the first sight of the alpha’s massive member. Even soft, his penis was enormous. Just sitting there flaccid, it was probably 2-3 times the size of my little dick when it was hard. I was scared and nervous, but I knew I could not embarrass Mistress. As I was trained, I always start a blowjob with a gentle kiss to the head of the penis. When I kissed his head, the crowd cheered and Mistress started beaming with joy. I then continued to proceed as I was taught. I kissed and sucked the side of his cock while my hands played with his balls. The alpha leaned back and enjoyed the feeling of my hands caressing his balls as well as my warm mouth licking his shaft. The girls cooed as blood started to fill the alpha cock doubling its size. Soon, the alpha was fully erect as I made my way down to suckle his balls. With his giant balls still in my mouth, I rubbed my hands up and down his cock wondering how I will fit it down my throat. Knowing what was expected of me, I slowly kiss the side of his cock helping to create lube that I will need later. When I get to the top, I use my tongue to circle his colossal head. Testing the size, I take the entire head into my mouth and the crowd cheers. Quickly, I release it and move to lick the entire shaft from the balls to the tip. As I rub the shaft a few times, the crowd hushes knowing what is next. I take a deep breath and slide the entire cock down my throat.  By the time my lips hit the base, the crowd is elated. Though my eyes are watering, I can see the radiant smile on Mistress’s face. When I can take it no more, I pull back off his penis and flutter the shaft as I re-catch my breath. For the next several minutes, I continue to suck, blow and rub the alphas beautiful cock. Having given numerous blowjobs before, I could sense the alpha was close to cumming, so I suck his balls and stroke his cock to get him there. Almost immediately, I hear “now” and moved my mouth to catch my reward. I was barely in place when the first shot of creamy gold filled my mouth. To my surprise, the alpha kept squirting and nearly filled my entire mouth with his cum.

When he was finally finished, I stood up and turned around so the mistresses could see all the cum still in my mouth. To which, they delivered a large round of applause. I then turned to Mistress whose only response was “swallow.” Closing my lip, I took a large gulp to swallow the alpha’s load. After a second swallow, I ran my tongue around my lips to make sure I cleaned anything I was missing. Once my mouth was clear, I re-presented myself to Mistress and the crowd. Mistress was pleased both by my performance as well as the reaction of the crowd. When the alpha refastened his pants, he stood up to a vigorous applause. Mistress thanked him for his donation and called for the next male. The show was going to continue, but first she needed a submissive to refresh her wine and I needed water to make sure there was enough moisture for the next blowjob. In a few minutes, everything was ready for me to start again. While I repeated the process, the crowd started to disperse as the mistresses returned to chatting amongst themselves occasionally watching the action in the corner or on one of the screens to which it was projected. With each male, fewer and fewer mistresses intently watched the live event.

To spice things up, Mistress ordered the fifth man to ejaculate on my face which made the crowd to return. Some watched the blowjob, but everyone was intensely interested at the moment of climax. After he came, everyone laughed as the cum hung from my forehead and nose. I licked the strands that came down to my mouth. Mistress was happy with my embarrassment, but she was not done. When I went to wipe the cum from my face, she instructed “not yet. I want to compare it to the next one.” So, I had several squirts of male five on my face as I began delivering my sixth, and final, blowjob for the evening.

By the time I had gotten to male six, he had been drinking for several hours. As such, the final blowjob took the longest. It took longer to get him hard and I could tell Mistress was getting frustrated. Additionally, the heat and sweat from my face was causing the previous cum to run so it was less visible. Eventually, he did cum but he forgot to give me a signal so I missed the first burst of ejaculate. The rest I dutifully had land on my face covering my left eye and down towards my mouth. The girls clapped as the entertainment ended, but the last male stumbled slightly as he got up from the chair. When Mistress allowed, I scooped the last of the cum from my face and sucked it off my fingers. All that remained was a bright shine that stayed for the rest of the evening. Mistress was congratulated for the tremendous show and mingled for the about another hour. At that point, everyone started leaving including both Mistress and me.   


The First Half

After earning six points in the first night, I expected getting the extra points would be rather easy. To make up the gap, I expected to just get the male guests the mistresses would bring. After all, I had an extra 5 points on the first night alone. However, earning extra points slowed significantly during the next two weeks. As I expressed earlier, fewer mistresses attend the day-to-day events and fewer still bring male guests. Over the course of the two weeks, only a handful of male guest attended the events and only two volunteered for a blowjob. If I didn’t improve the numbers quickly, Mistress would be highly upset and I would be severely punished at the end of the month. I needed to close the gap before the month end since I knew Mistress would probably make getting any extra points the last night extremely difficult.

On a day where only one mistress came to the daily event, Mistress decided we should go out to the clubs because she was in the mood for a lover and her normal bull was traveling. She also said it was a good opportunity for me to find more cocks to boost my numbers. So, I quickly gave my daily appointed blowjob and we left for a club. As we took a cab, Mistress explained “we will have fun tonight, but only blowjobs during the event count towards your number.” I knew instantly that she was looking for a private show if she could find someone open.

When we arrived, the place was packed. Mistress found a place to sit while I went and ordered drinks for Mistress and myself. By the time I came back, she was already talking to a handsome young man. When he saw me hand Mistress a drink, he was about to leave when Mistress said “Stay. My little subby doesn’t mind me talking to other boys.” She leaned in further, placed her hand on his crotch and whispered “He doesn’t mind when I do other things as well. In fact, I can guarantee you the best blowjob of your life if you come home with us later.” At which point, the young man seemed very excited. He spent the rest of the night hanging out with Mistress and eventually returned to our house.

As soon as we arrived, Mistress and the boy were making out on the couch while I prepared a drink for Mistress. Once he realized I was still in the room, the boy asked if I was just going to watch. To which Mistress replied, “I offered you the best blowjob in your life, don’t you want it.” Shocked by what he heard, the boy was hesitant in letting another man suck him off. Mistress continued, “Subby gives the absolute best blowjobs. If you let him suck you off, I promise you won’t regret it and you can fuck me afterwards.” At the offer to fuck Mistress, the boy agreed to let me give him a blowjob which he seemed to thoroughly enjoy. A few minutes later, he was ready to fuck Mistress and the two went back into the bedroom. When they were done, Mistress came out of the bedroom holding the condom and instructed me to open my mouth. No sooner did I comply than she quickly dumped the contents down my throat, and said “that’s a good boy. Tomorrow you should ask the boy if he will come to our event. Sleep in the guest room tonight and bring us breakfast at 8am.” 

The next morning, I arrived to Mistress’s bedroom with breakfast in my usual service outfit: nothing but my chastity cage. Mistress took the coffee as the boy could not stop staring at my cage. Quickly, Mistress told me to be a good host and see what the boy wanted. He took an orange juice but declined anything else. I also followed my instructions to offer the boy another blowjob – which he accepted. So, Mistress had her coffee and the boy orange juice while I was getting my daily vitamin. Once he finished, the boy thanked me and said I gave amazing head. Thanking him, I told him Mistress expects the best for her guests and it was my pleasure. I also told him that if he would like more, we host a daily event where he is welcome to attend. I gave him the details and mentioned he is welcome to bring his handsome, hung friends. Ideally, they would be willing to receive a blowjob, but they could just watch if they were uncomfortable. Mistress smiled when the boy said he was willing. I had no idea if he was actually going to attend, but Mistress was pleased I had asked.

When that evening arrived, I was surprised that not only had the boy attended he brought two friends. We went through the ritual of asking for male volunteers, but only the boy and one of his friends stepped forward. The other appeared too nervous about having another guy suck his cock in front of a group of women despite his friend’s encouragement. Nevertheless, I had those two plus another guest which would put me at ten with twelve days to go. We started the evening with the arranged alpha and continued to the other male guests. After watching my skills and gaining some liquid courage, the remaining friend decided he wanted to volunteer. Mistress was pleased, but said the ceremony had already occurred. If there is time, he can have a quick blowjob but it would not count towards my numbers. Next time he should step forward at the beginning of the night. Mistress and her friend had plans to meet a few bulls at club, so they decided to speed things up. When I finished the official points, Mistress told me to quickly blow the late addition while the other subs cleaned up. Though, she emphasized not to take too long as she wanted to leave. I had until she was done changing for the club. While I tried my best, the time constraint limited my ability and the friend never climaxed. He enjoyed himself but felt frustrated when I stopped immediately as instructed. I told him quietly, “Come tomorrow and you can have the rest. Remember to bring friends.” I quickly pulled on my clothes and ran out the door behind Mistress.

The next day, the three friends returned with another three. All six seemed excited based on how they were talking to each other. When the time came for the event, Mistress called for volunteers. Naturally, all six stepped forward. Mistress smiled at me since apparently I was getting enough of a reputation in order to get repeats. Looking at the six volunteers, Mistress exclaimed:

“Thank you all for stepping forward tonight. We will try to accommodate all of you into this evening’s festivities. The priority will go to the new arrivals and then yesterday’s late volunteer. If there is time, the two repeats from yesterday may have a turn. However, the two repeats will not count towards this month’s goal. Will the alpha please come forward? It is time for the festivities to begin!”

With Mistress’s announcement, my heart sank. I thought I was going to get six additional points tonight which would nearly close the gap. Now, I will get only four points and still may have to give blowjobs to the other two. I wanted to cry, but I knew Mistress would be disappointed. The crowd was waiting, and I knew my job. I crawled forward towards the alpha and began unbuckling his pants. He had a nice sized member that slowly awoke as performed my routine. Normally, the receivers relax while they are in the chair and let me do all the work, but this time the alpha held my face and stroked my hair. His eyes were closed and he acted like I was a beautiful woman sucking his cock instead of some small dicked, cuckold slave. When my I started to deep throat him, the alpha grabbed my head and pulled me all the way down. While I normally would not have a problem swallowing his entire member, the force he used pulling my head surprised me and I began to gag slightly. I quickly recovered and prayed no one noticed. Soon, the alpha was taking even more control as he slid his other hand onto my face and began forcing my head up and down on his cock. The girls in attendance cheered as the alpha face fucked me. All I could do was relax and give him control. After a few minutes, he held me all the way down on his cock. My eyes started to water and I couldn’t breathe, but, then I felt the pulsing of his cock in the back of my throat. I could feel his warm cum shoot to my stomach and his cock began to soften. The alpha released his grip on my head and I slowly removed myself from his cock. The girls were cheering at what transpired. I expected Mistress to be upset, but she appeared happy everyone enjoyed the alpha face fucking me. She even instructed me to thank the alpha for the experience. After the encounter, I needed a minute to compose myself so Mistress asked for a drink refill.

The next three volunteers proceeded normally. All three relaxed and let me utilize my well-earned skills. My routine was flawless and each told me exactly when they were ready to cum. One-by-one, I sucked them dry, showed the cream pile in my mouth to the crowd and Mistress, and then swallowed my treat.

The evening was running long and the next three had already experienced my routine – though one did not get the full experience. To speed things along, Mistress announced a change. All three would be sucked at the same time and bukake on my faced. When the last one ejaculates, I will get my one point. The crowd was excited to see something different. They proceeded to thank Mistress and encourage the male volunteers. Though, they did not need much encouragement after drinking most of the night. To make things simpler, the three males removed their pants and stood in a semi-circle. I began kissing the first cock and used my hands to help stiffen the other two. Everyone was so intensely watching the activity, including the other submissives, that the only noise in the room was the clank of my cage as I bobbed up and down on the different cocks. Knowing Mistress would be pleased if all three cocks came at roughly the same time, I kept switching between them. Timing the three ejaculations was hard. When I could tell one was close, but not the others I would change my concentration. Then, the feeling had passed enough that I had to start again. Finally, I got the rhythm down and could sense all three were near. I took the center cock with my mouth and pumped the other two with my hands. The one in my left had exploded first. He shot a large, creamy load across my face as I was halfway down his friends cock. It was not long until the one in my right hand exploded on the other side of my face. At that point, I took both my hands and stoke the third cock as I pumped it in and out of my mouth. He was close and I needed him to explode while the other semen was still fresh. Only when I had him all the way in my mouth did I feel the initial spurt of cum. I quickly pulled my mouth off his cock, closed my eyes and the spray cover my face.

He might have been the last to cum, but he definitely provided the biggest load. By the time he was done coming, my entire face was covered in cum. The crowd went wild. I attempted to stand, but I had so much cum on my face I could not open my eyes. One of the volunteers helped me up and spun me around to face the crowd. Mistress instructed me to bow, so I naturally curtsied like a good sissy. The volunteer spun me again so I was facing Mistress. All I heard her say was “Amazing.” Soon she walked over to me and scooped cum from my eyes. As she placed her cum covered fingers in my mouth, she whispered “I love you.” I blinked twice to tell her I heard her. She then scooped the rest of the cum from my face and fed it to me. One mistress in the crowd asked what else Mistress had in store to which she replied “The only way to find out is to not to miss a day.”  She also thanked everyone for coming tonight and reminded them I still needed six more points. The boys tonight were wonderful, but she let them know they cannot return for the rest of the competition.


The Final Days

Word of the previous night’s activities spread like wild fire and the crowds swarmed in size. Unfortunately, the crowd consisted mostly of mistresses and sissies. I needed real male guests if I was going to get my last six points without going back to the clubs. The first night afterwards I got two male volunteers and the next night only one. I was getting closer, but I needed the last three additional points to make the challenge. The next two days, there were not volunteers as the crowds shrunk again. I needed three males and had only six days left. Not wanting to leave it to chance, I asked Mistress for permission to go the clubs and find new recruits. She agreed and the two of us set out to find additional quality male recruits.

As usual, the club was full and I made the way to the bar while Mistress found a seat. While in line, I felt a tap on my shoulder. Turning around, I saw a young man who I did not quite recognize, but he seemed to know me. I told him he must be mistaken, but he told me “Trust me. There are not many guys who I have cummed on their face. You are the exact sissy I think you are.” At which point, his eyes pointed and emphasized the cock cage he knew I was wearing. Feeling flush from the embarrassment, I quickly turn to order my drinks. He continued, “It is a shame we were banned from the party. I had a great time and my other friends wanted to experience the event.” Sensing my opportunity, I turn to him. “What friends?” I ask immediately. He went on to say he had a small group who thought the story fantastical, but all agreed they would be willing to try if it was true. Right away, I invited him to join me and Mistress for a drink. Despite her skin tight outfit showing offer her ample breasts, she was sitting by herself when I returned with the drinks and my new friend. Mistress recognized him immediately. She informed me that I have good taste, but I have already experienced the boy in question so I should not waste my time if I expect to hit my goal.

“No Mistress,” I exclaim. “I am aware he has been to our events. He has more friends who wish to experience your hospitality. He will bring a group of seven new boys, but he will only bring them if you lift his month long ban. That is more than I need. Please, Mistress. Please lift ban. I need the boys to achieve my goal. I will do anything you ask.”

Mistress replied, “You will do anything? You know you only need three points. What if I only lift the ban by accepting all seven new guests? It could be an all or none type scenario.” Without hesitation, I shake my head yes. The idea of having to suck off the extra boys seemed less offensive than the thought of both disappointing Mistress and getting spanked by her new crop. Not to mention, I would start the challenge over again if I missed the target. Going over by four boys would be far less than having to suck another 50.  “What if I rule that if any one backs out, then you will suck the rest but not get any points for the night?” I continue to shake my head yes. Mistress thinks for a moment and then agrees. The group may come to an event on Saturday, five days from now. But she warned the boy, all his promised entourage would attend or none of them would attend. Bring a party of eight, or he was never going to attend any of the group’s events again. I would reach my number – only if a guy I barely knew brought his supposed friends to an event in a few days. Not wanting to rely on just on this tenuous opportunity, I left Mistress with the new boy and tried to find a backup.

While we were in a progressive club, it was extremely difficult for me as straight submissive cuckold to approach men and strike up a conversation I was hopping would lead to a discussion where I could offer them a blowjob. I am sure if Mistress let us go to a gay club, I would have my numbers instantly; but, Mistress thought that was cheating. She did not want me to suck off gay boys. What she wanted were straight boys I could convince to let me suck them in front of the group. Needless to say, it was a difficult assignment. Most guys wanted nothing to do with me. Others thought it was super gay and just told me to leave. I just kept trying and telling them that the mistresses could make them a bull if they had a large penis. The group loves handsome young men and the sky is the limit if they are over 8 inches. The cost of entry for unlimited sexual activities was just a great blowjob by a cuckold sissy. After a long night, I earned two promising leads. Both said they would think about it and text me if they were interested.

The next day, I prayed for the two men I met at the bar to text me. Think about it. I was a straight man and I wanted two men I met at a bar to text me so I could give them a blowjob. The whole challenge had begun to mess with my mind. I just knew I needed to complete the challenge so that I did not suffer another 30 days. After checking my phone every few minutes, the two still did not text me by the time I got home from work. Still hopeful, I carried my phone throughout our house as Mistress got ready for the evenings event. Unfortunately, I had not received any messages by the time we left. It was too late to get my numbers for that evening. After satisfying my daily alpha, Mistress took me back to the bar. It was Thursday and my days were dwindling. Again, I tried to find someone I could convince to come to tomorrow’s event. Mistress thought I may be able to get some takers by offering samples at the club; so, she arranged for me to man the blowjob booth for an hour. During that hour, I must have had 10-15 guys pop into the booth so I could service them. Since the booth is more for speed than quality, I did not perform my entire routine but made sure to give enough effort that each male would be interested in more. Once they came in my mouth, I thanked them for their deposit and let them knew we need more males at a party the next day. Only four seemed interested.

I was nervous from the moment I awoke the after the club. It was Friday and we were in the final weekend of the challenge. I was still three males short of my target. Plus, I had a feeling Mistress would change the rules on Sunday so I could not count on normal guest volunteers for the last day. I needed to close my gap either tonight or tomorrow. It was not until 2pm when I received the first text asking about the event. Finally, one of the guys from the club was interested. I immediately sent him the location and time of the event. After thinking for a second, I shot a second text telling him to bring another male friend. Hopefully, I could get two points. About an hour later, I received two more texts requesting the location of the event. My heart fluttered. If everything worked out tonight, I could make my numbers. By the time I got home, I received four more requests for the event. Apparently, all the men I met at the bars waited until tonight before joining the events. To me, it did not matter. I had six, maybe seven, strong possibilities. All I needed was half to actually show up and I would close the gap. I was giddy. Mistress could tell how excited I was when she got home. I told her the good news. She gave a big devilish smile and remarked “I hope you get enough points tonight. But, we won’t stop just because we hit 50. All volunteers must be satisfied.”  It did not matter. If I cleared 50, what was one or two extra blowjobs. Besides, Mistress would make me give blowjobs again in the future so it is not like I was stopping permanently.


The Final Weekend

As we left for Friday’s event, Mistress was bubbly. The thirty days have flown by and this weekend was its culmination, or “cummination” as Mistress kept saying. Mistress had everything planned so the 30 days ended on a holiday weekend. She was expecting larger crowds each night leading up to the Sunday finale. She even decided to start the Sunday event earlier so we would have time for everything she wanted. Other mistresses were excited as well since they had grown to expect many things from Mistress and her loyal submissive. I could not worry about Sunday yet. I was still missing my three points and focused my energy on hoping the guys from the bar showed up.

Once we arrived, Mistress grabbed a glass of wine and began to mingle amongst the crowd. I quickly stripped and stood behind her. Knowing my training, I was to remain close to attend to her needs, but not close enough that I can hear the entire conversation she had with other mistresses. The cocktail party lasted a little over an hour as more guests kept arriving. Since it was the weekend, the event was getting a decent crowd. I noticed several alphas in the crowd, so I thought I could at least get extra volunteers. Though, that hope started to fade when I noticed they would disappear with a mistress every now and then. If the alphas were having sex with the mistresses before the event, they were unlikely to volunteer for a blowjob from a submissive. About 20 minutes before the ceremony, a late group joined the party. The room was full and I was located in the far corner, so I could not tell who had arrived. Using the pretense of refilling Mistress’s wine, I made my way to the door and discovered two of the people I met from the bar. My heart jumped. I was getting closer, but still short. Not to waste any time, I refilled the wine and returned to Mistress.

At the appointed hour, Mistress began to tap her wine glass to silence the room. Slowly, the crowds murmur softened as the hush took hold. Mistress thanked everyone for coming to what should the first event of a fun weekend. She continued, “It has been a long 28 days and my submissive has yet to finish his goal, but based on the crowd tonight, I am hopeful.” The crowd applauded as Mistress gave me another devilish smile. “The no matter the number tonight, the events will continue throughout the weekend leading up to the Cummination on Sunday. I still have a few tricks up my sleeve, so it would be best for everyone to not miss festivities.” The crowd roared again. They know Mistress as well as I. When she says she has “tricks,” she means she has some extremely humiliating things I will be ordered to perform for her entertainment. I cannot think about the Cummination. I needed to focus on my numbers. After what seemed like an eternity, Mistress requested volunteers for tonight’s event. Slowly males began to move forward. First, I saw the two from the bar – good. I will get some extra points. Then, I noticed two male guests volunteer – I did it. I hit my goal. Now my only thought was “No more volunteers. No more volunteers.” I knew I was not lucky when I saw two alphas volunteer. I just did not know how unlucky.

Just as Mistress was about to end the selection, the main door opened. In walked a group of five more men – four from the bar plus the friend. “Sorry, are we late? Did we miss our chance for head?” exclaimed the guy in the front of the group. Mistress began to radiate as wicked thoughts danced through her mind. Her only response was “Perfect timing. We were just about done asking for volunteers. I take the entire group wishes to step forward. Ladies, you better settle in for a long night. It seems poor little subby will have 12 cocks to service. I guess we should begin. Where is the designated alpha? Subby, go get in position and get comfortable. You will be there for a long while.” At which the crowd roared with laughter. I bowed my head to Mistress and slowly crawled to my spot. Mistress didn’t think I showed enough energy, so she slapped my ass and reminded me to help speed things along.

I kneeled on the stage in front of the alpha. My eyes were tearing slightly before even starting to suck my first cock. I knew I was going to reach my target, so Mistress would not beat me with her new crop. But, I also knew I was going to suck more cock this weekend than I have ever sucked before. As I kneeled there, the crowd continued to chant and cheer. Mistress took her perch which offered the best view for the live showing. Finally, she raised her glass and shouted for the activities to begin. With that, I started my routine and began to suck the alphas cock. Up and down my head went trying to get him to cum. Normally, a blowjob takes only a few minutes; but, this alpha was taking forever. I kept switching between sucking his head, rubbing his shaft, licking his balls and then swallowing everything down my throat. It was a flawless routine, but still nothing. The crowd was getting impatient and Mistress was starting to be annoyed. For some reason, I could not get the alpha to achieve an orgasm after more than 30 minutes with my mouth on his cock. If he was having sex, it would be impressive. For me giving a blowjob, it was annoying. It also meant the night would drag on longer as I still had 11 other men to service for the crowd of mistresses. I double my efforts with both hands twisting the shaft as I take his member deeper in my mouth – still nothing. After a few more minutes, I decide it was time for my last resort. I started cupping the alphas balls with my right hand while I sucked the head of his cock. Then, I took a deep breath and made my move. Just as I deep throated his cock, I stuck my right middle finger up his ass and tickled his prostate. Looking up from between his legs, I could see the alpha’s face react with surprise; but, the move worked. The first squirt shot down my throat as I quickly came off his cock and caught the rest inside my mouth. The crowd cheered and Mistress was pleased, but we could not spend this long on every blowjob.

The next few blowjobs were rather straight forward and did not take too long. To help speed things along, I would show my full mouth to Mistress in her perch, but I did not spin around to the crowd. If they were interested, the blowjob cam caught the action and they could see the cream on one of the screens throughout the room. The group always followed a hierarchy when assigning the order for the volunteers. Alphas are prized, so they go first. Male guests of mistresses go second. Finally, the unsponsored male guests from the bars finish evening. Not only does this allow for important guests to leave early while still participating, mistresses start to lose interest after watching a few blowjobs. The group wants the initial blowjobs to always be the largest penises.

After the first six cocks, I signaled I needed a drink of water. Since it hard to give a good blowjob without enough saliva, Mistress announced a 5 minute break. As soon as we were about to resume, Mistress sensed the crowd was less interested in continuing to watch normal blowjobs. She tapped her glass again to gather the crowd.

“Ladies, subby has closed the gap and will complete is goal for the month. The remaining blowjobs are not necessary. But, these fine gentlemen volunteered and they deserve some action. For the rest of tonight’s show, subby will take the remaining volunteers two at a time and in a rapid succession. We will start bukake, so make sure to cum on his face. As soon as you ejaculate, move out of the way to make room for the next volunteer. If any other males in the audience want to join, the line forms after the last volunteer. Subby, try to preserve as much on your face as possible. I want a photo to commemorate the event when you are done.”

With new energy, the crowd vigorously cheered as I started sucking two of the volunteers. I could not see the line, so I did not know how many more males would volunteer. I just knew the crowd cheered every time someone cummed on my face. They would shoot their load and a fresh cock would appear. Eventually, the semen covered my eyes, so the males would take my hand to direct me onto their cocks. I would use my free hand to stroke it while I finished off the earlier male; only switching once I felt more cum land on my face. This continued for some time as the crowd cheered louder and louder. I lost count of how many men joined the festivities, since I stopped caring. Mistress had broken me and she knew it. I had just become a cum receptacle for true men. Only when I did not feel a new cock with my free hand did I know the show was almost over. I brought my hand to the last cock and gave it all my attention. I pumped my head and stroked it vigorously. I knew this was my last blowjob for the night, so the sooner I finished the sooner I could relax. Finally, I felt my sweet release in the shape of his ejaculate hitting my nose. Instinctively, I tilted my head back slightly so cum started to spray in to my mouth as well. It tasted like heaven – I was done. The crowd could not stop cheering.

Soon Mistress joined me and helped me to my feet. I was covered in cum, so I kept my eyes closed as Mistress directed me to smile for the cameras. After sensing a few flashes, Mistress wiped cum from my eyes and fed it to me. Leaving the rest on my face, she began to speak to the crowd:

“Did everyone have fun tonight? Well this is just a little taste of everything I have planned for the Cummination event. And make sure to come tomorrow. Little subby has arrange for eight boys to join the festivities. Who knew my little cuckie was such a slut? Of course, we are always open to having additional volunteers if anyone is interested. Subby has cleared his goal, but that doesn’t mean he needs to stop. Let’s see how high we can go.”

With that, Mistress continued scooping cum from my face and feeding it to me. As she stood there, she asked another submissive for a fresh glass of wine. While we were alone, she whispered “Don’t worry subby, tomorrow will be exactly like today. I have already confirmed the boys from the bar. Plus, you will love the surprises for Sunday. Just focus on the cocks and Monday the challenge will be over. I have never been so proud of you.”

All I could respond was “Thank you Mistress.”


The Cummination

I had no idea what to expect from the Cummination. Mistress just kept smiling and saying “you’ll love it.” That answer did not give much detail and left my mind to run wild. When we arrived at the venue, everything seemed normal enough. Mistress started to mingle with the girls and I quickly disrobed. People slowly gathered until the event was ready to begin. As usual, Mistress tapped her glass and addressed the crowd:

“Ladies, alphas and guests, thank you all for coming tonight. It has been 30 long days, but my submissive has nearly completed his challenge. Maybe I made it too easy on him given how far he has cleared the 50 blowjob bar.” The crowd chuckled. “Tonight is the Cummination of this long month. To officially finish the challenge, I have decided it was important to end it how it began with the first official alpha. Hopefully, subby has picked up a new skill or two over the course of the month so the alpha will not be disappointed.” After a moment of laughter, Mistress continued, “We will be doing things slightly differently tonight. Rather than asking for volunteers now, I will wait until after the official blowjob is complete. So without further ado, welcome to the stage poor little subby.”

Immediately, I started to crawl towards the stage and the muscular black alpha sitting in the chair. I still remembered the size of his massive member, but I was no longer worried after all I have done during the last 30 days. With clear pride in his cock, the alpha doesn’t wait for me to undo his pants. He simply pulled it out as I continued to crawl towards him. Slowly, I started sucking his giant balls as his cock grew to full size. Compared to 30 days ago, I had no problem swallowing his entire cock. To show off, I even held the deep throat for 30 seconds before coming up for air. After a few minutes, the alpha cummed in my mouth and Mistress clapped. The challenge had ended. I would not be punished and I would get a blowjob of my own. Immediately, I heard Mistress speak:

“There you have it. Subby has finished the challenge and he didn’t even flinch on swallowing the massive cock. I have never been so proud to be his owner. Tonight, I have several events planned for everyone’s amusement and will need several volunteers. Unlike past evenings, I will need some volunteers from the mistresses. Don’t worry though; you will not have to have his pathetic little member in your mouth or pussy. He will remain locked until his reward at the end of the evening. Tonight, subby will be lashed into the sex stockade – will the submissives please bring it in from the other room. For the mistresses, I have brought a collection of strap-ons. His mouth and ass are open. Ladies, enjoy yourselves.”

As soon as the submissives carried the stockade onto the stage, I placed my head and arms into the appropriate holes. They lower the top bar and secure the latch. Once it is secure, they proceed to fasten the leather straps across my back and on my legs. I was secure. There was no going anywhere, so Mistress decided to continue:

“Alpha and male guests, you are welcome to come and use his mouth. Additionally, I have secretly kept the used condoms from the alphas over the last month. Everyone, feel free to try and break one on his face. Tonight is our night. For one night only, I share my cum-dumpster. As a final request, would everyone please set aside the fresh loads from the alphas tonight? I know some mistresses like their submissives to clean up afterwards, but I would like subby to have a large glass of cum to celebrate his accomplishment. It is not every day that a submissive sucks as much cock as little subby.”

With that, Mistress sipped her wine and approached me. Arriving from behind, she slapped my ass with all her force.  Without saying a word, she continued drinking her wine and made her way to my head. She whispered, “This will be fun” and gave me a deep kiss. The crowd cheered wildly as several mistresses secured their strap-ons. While they were getting ready, a few males approached my mouth wanting a blowjob. Taking her time, Mistress stroked my cheek. Finally, she said, “Enjoy. I have a few alphas waiting for me, so you may not see me until later.”

As soon as Mistress walked off, the crowd began. For the next several hours, mistresses took their turns fucking my ass or face with a strap-on. Alphas or males would come and fuck my mouth. People would toss the old condoms at the stockade trying to break them on my face. I was utterly humiliated. I knew Mistress was thrilled. Finally, I heard someone tapping a wine glass. It was Mistress breaking the activity.

“So, has everyone had fun? Do you think poor subby had enough? For the last 30 days, he certainly has been a good sport. I think it is about time he got his hard earned reward. Submissives, please release him and bring his celebratory drink.”

Soon, my fellow submissives came over and started to unstrap me from the stockade. They were also instructed to wipe the old cum from my face with a towel so I would be presentable. After a few minutes, I was free and the submissives removed the stockade from the stage. Mistress was standing next to me as a submissive carried a tray with two wine glasses to the stage. One contained wine; the other was filled to the brim with fresh semen. Without asking, I knew which glass was meant for me and which glass was prepared for Mistress. I selected the glass containing the evenings worth of cum, and Mistress picked up her own wine glass. The crowd remained silent waiting for me to speak.

“Thank you all for all the contributions to my amazing journey. I could not have done it without the help of many of the guests here tonight. Over the last 30 days, Mistress pushed my limits and expanded my boundaries. Through it all, I learned a tremendous amount about myself. After completing the challenge, I am now a better submissive, a better slave, a better cuckold and mostly a better sissy slut. Thank you all; but importantly, thank you Mistress. Without your love and guidance, I would never be here today. I am nothing without you. You are my love, my life. I will be forever your loyal submissive cuckold. Cheers.”

Mistress and I clanked our wine glasses and the crowd toasted the speech. Mistress took a sip of wine while I began to drink my cum-cocktail. Mistress kissed my cheek and I began to relax since the challenge was over. All that remained was for me to receive my blowjob from Mistress. When my glass was half drank, she told me to sit the ceremony chair. I continued to drink my cum-cocktail as Mistress pulled the key out from between her beautiful breasts. She took off the necklace and bent down to slowly unlock my chastity cage. For the first time in months, my penis was free. Initially, it felt weird not have the confinement of the small cage; but, I felt a quick spasm as my crotch tested its new freedom. I kept drinking my cum-cocktail feeling like a million dollars as Mistress returned to address the crowd.

“It is time for subby to receive his reward and to announce the next contestant. Tonight is subby’s night, but tomorrow Mistress Stephanie and her submissive will begin their adventure. Will they both please come to the stage?”

The crowd clapped while both Mistress Stephanie and her sub came to the stage. Mistress Stephanie was glowing under the applause. It is a real honor for the mistress to have their submissive selected for the challenge. Some mistresses were clearly jealous as they hoped it would finally be their turn. When the applause died down, Mistress continued:

“Thirty days ago, I promised subby a blowjob if he completed the challenge. Today, I will honor that promise. I never imagined how proud it would feel watching him service all those alphas, males and other guests. Subby, you really earned your release. And thanks to Mistress Stephanie, I have arranged for you to collect your reward. I promised a blowjob, I did not promise I would perform said blowjob. While Stephanie’s sub’s challenge starts tomorrow, Stephanie has agreed he can give everyone a sneak peak tonight. So, thank Mistress Stephanie for your blowjob.”

The crowd vigorous laughed when Mistress announced she would not deliver the blowjob. Though I was disappointed, I knew not to show my emotions. I simply raised my glass and thanked Mistress Stephanie for allowing a lowly submissive the honor of having his cock sucked by her sub. After I finished my cum-cocktail, Mistress Stephanie’s sub started with a kiss to the tip of my penis. He proceeded to kiss my shaft and suck on my balls. It felt amazing. I closed my eyes and leaned back in the chair to enjoy my reward. Almost immediately, my little penis reached it full size. Less than a minute later, I started to ejaculate. Mistress simply proclaimed, “No wonder why I keep you in chastity. Not only are you small, but you have no stamina. Thank god for cuckolding.” No one could contain their laughter. She bent down and refastened my little cock cage.

With that, the event was over. I thought the evening had ended, but Mistress had other plans. She grabbed the largest strap-on and put her arm around the black alpha with the massive cock. She looked into my eyes and said, “I guess now we need to teach you how to fuck. I cannot have such a pathetic subby who cums in less than a minute. I hope you’re ready. The alpha has agreed to stay with us until you perform better.”

Of course, all I said was “Thank you Mistress.”   


Serving Mistress: The Cut

The Obedient Submissive

June 2017


Falling into a Routine

For over 5 years, I have been a faithful cuckold chastity slave to a beautiful mistress. She has pushed my limits on how far I am truly committed to this lifestyle. Approximately six months ago, Mistress enrolled me a force-bi blowjob challenge amongst her group of lifestyle mistresses. Over the course of the month, I had to service an unknown number of true men for the entertainment of the group. Officially, I was required to suck off a total of 50 men. That target turned out to be a minimum as Mistress showed her devilish ways leading me to become a full service cum bucket by the end of the month. Not only was it deemed a success, but Mistress took a strong liking to a handsome, black alpha with a massive cock that helped me reach my target.

For the next few months following my 30 day challenge, life returned to relative normality. Mistress kept the muscular, black alpha with the 10 inch cock as her regular bull. I normally don’t know the names of the various alphas that come and go. Mistress is more interested in their cocks, so their names are irrelevant. However, it was easier to learn his name, Rick, given the length of time we started to spend together. Rick with the big dick – which by the way he call Simba King of the Jungle. Soon, Rick was living with Mistress full time. At first, I would sleep at the foot of the bed. Eventually, Mistress acquired a trundle bed which allowed me to stay close whenever I did not share the bed with Mistress and Rick. Mostly, we three just shared the king sized bed. We started to become a happy family. 

Every morning, I would wake early and bring coffee to Mistress and Rick. Depending on Mistress’s mood, she would either have sex with Rick or she would instruct me to service Simba. The two would enjoy their coffee while I got my daily vitamin. When everyone was finished, Rick and Mistress would jump into the shower while I would the day’s layout clothes for Mistress. As soon as I heard the water stop, I was expected to enter the bathroom and help dry Mistress. After helping Mistress dress, I would go and prepare breakfast while Mistress applied makeup. She would always leave for work first and give me a kiss on the cheek with an “I love you.”

After work, I would get home and cook/clean as necessary. When we had plans for the evening, I would layout clothes for Mistress and make sure everything was well pressed. Usually, Mistress and Rick would have sex in the evening. Sometimes, they would include me. Depending on her mood, Mistress would fuck my ass while I sucked Simba, or Mistress would take Simba and make me clean everything afterwards. Except when Rick put Simba into Mistress’s ass, I didn’t mind sucking him clean afterwards. Simba would be soaked in Mistress’s sweet cum and I loved its taste – even if it was on a large black cock. I lived for her nectar. I was happy. Mistress was happy. Rick was happy. Simba was really happy. Additionally, with three incomes, there was plenty of spending money for Mistress.


Sissy Spa

Outside of our house, Rick was the owner/operator of a sissy spa. It is not a spa to send a sissy, they are not worth the costs to pamper, but a spa operated entirely by sissies. At the spa, mistresses and alphas could pamper themselves as little chastity sissies attended to their every needs. The spa was truly full service. Not only were regular spa services (manicures, pedicures, massages, etc.) offered, but the spa included all manners of sexual release to its clientele. Alphas could order a blowjob or fuck one of the spas sissies. Mistresses could request someone to orally please her, or she could use one of the numerous strap-ons the spa carried to fuck a sub. If they were feeling excessively aggressive, the spa kept a number of fully stocked BDSM rooms where a mistress could take a sub to whip or do anything she dreamed up. Guests were welcome to have sex with each other and mistresses could even order a lover. Clearly, the spa was not going to offer the pathetic penis of little dicked sissies who made the bulk of the staff. In addition to the hordes of sissies, the spa employed a number of alphas in management positions. When a mistress was in need, these alphas supplied the full sized cocks they deserved.

When weekends arrived, Mistress and I would spend at least one day at the spa. Mistress gladly took advantage of the facilities. She always enjoyed getting her nails done or a good massage. She particularly liked lounging naked around the pools or steam rooms – the perks of fucking the owner. While she was relaxing, I was put to work; but, not as a front line sissy. Since my normal day job is auditing, I was responsible for managing the books of the spa. Every week, I would handle the accounts and re-order supplies based on the inventory count. Then before we left, I would get a manicure and pedicure in the back office – Mistress liked the clean look with clear nail polish, but even I was not allowed to mingle with the mistresses and alphas.

After spending several months’ worth of weekends, I got to know the sissies personally. While some of the sissies were acquired just for the spa, most were procured when their former mistresses decided they were no longer wanted. Several were still owned by a Mistress outside the spa but loaned to the resort part-time to earn extra money. As one of my early suggestions, we started offering a vacation storage package to mistresses who traveled without their subs. Rather than leaving them unsupervised, mistresses could leave them in custody of the spa. During her vacation or business trip, a mistress would drop off her submissive who would work as a spa sissy. We would guarantee he was kept in chastity and well disciplined. When she returned, she could enjoy the service of the spa before collecting her submissive and any related earnings. Some mistresses with several subs even earned enough from the spa storage program to pay for her vacation. Needless to say, she started to travel significantly more and became a great customer.   

The spa offered another service you would normally never see at a day spa. The building was designed to share a space with Dr. Caroline - a general practitioner. Rather than just supplying Botox or treatments to the mistress, Dr. Caroline would treat submissives and made sure everyone was healthy. Owning two sissy slaves herself, she was well familiar with the lifestyle of her clients, so mistresses did not need to unlock subs before any medical appointments. In her office, Dr. Caroline had access to a special key that was capable of unlocking any chastity device if it was medically necessary. Though, she usually had no need to release a sub and simply did her exams while they continued to wear a cage. Additionally, Dr. Caroline was known throughout the community as place to send unruly submissives in order to “correct” their attitude. As a doctor, she was both trained and legally allowed to perform castrations when a mistress requested one. As part of her rent, she treated the spa’s sissies and made their “adjustments” when necessary. She was the perfect tenant for a sissy spa as well as a dear friend of Rick and Mistress.


Reasons for the cut

Now, different mistresses had different reasons for gelding their slaves. Some mistresses liked the look of a tiny ball-less penis. They thought it enhanced the appearance of the sissy stick not having extra things dangle below. Besides, it is not like a submissive had much use for his balls while his tiny penis is locked in chastity. To them, castration is just an extension of circumcision – it is all about the aesthetics.

Others, wanted a more docile submissive. The mistress could just enjoy her submissive who was entirely focused on her pleasure. Without testosterone, the eunuch never got jealous of its mistress taking a lover and it never had to worry about its own sexuality anymore. The procedure solved multiple problems by clearly marking the eunuch as no longer a man.

Some only performed the cut as punishment. Though, the submissive would have had to done something pretty extreme to warrant castration versus a typical whipping or other punishment. I know one submissive who embarrassed his mistress at the annual mid-summer wet-and-wild sex weekend event by slipping off his chastity device and playing with himself. He thought no one would notice, but he got caught. Needless to say, his castration happened three week later.

Finally, some mistresses just don’t want to deal with the mess a sissy creates. While submissives remain in chastity, proper maintenance requires routine milkings to eliminate their filth. Otherwise, little sissies can have wet dreams and ruin the sheets. For select mistresses, it is not worth the hassle. They simply have their sluts cut and the problem goes away.

Regardless of why the mistress wants a castration, no one at the spa, or within the lifestyle, judges a mistress. Her reason to castrate a submissive is her’s alone. It is her personal decision and everyone just leaves it at that. Though some bulls would recommend mistresses castrate their submissive, mistresses don’t take orders from the bulls and they will not tolerate any undue pressure to castrate a sissy. I even heard that a former bull actually ended up under the knife himself from trying too hard to force a mistress to castrate a submissive for his own filthy pleasure.


Castration Party

Though I have never attended one, I know several submissives who have been there either as servers or participants. While normal events are open to the general group, castration parties are typically more intimate affairs. Almost like a wedding, they take time to organize and prepare. The mistress supplying the guest of honor needs to decide an invitation list and schedule an appointment with Dr. Caroline. Alphas and male guests are banned. The number of submissives is kept to a minimum. Only those necessary to make drinks or pass food are allowed in attendance. Even then, they may not actually see the big event.

Unless it is an absolute emergency castration, everything starts well before the big day. When a mistress decides it is time to correct her submissive, she makes an appointment with Dr. Caroline. During the consultation, they discuss the pros and cons of castration on the minds of a sissy as well as the benefits for the mistress. Usually, the sub in question does not attend the initial consultation and he may not even know about the event until it is too late. That depends on the attitude of the mistress. Some like to keep it a surprise, others like to tease them all the way until the end. Finally, Dr. Caroline informs the mistress of her “three asks rule.” In order to make sure the mistress is ready, Dr. Caroline will ask the mistress three times if she wants the castration done. At the end of their meeting, Dr. Caroline asks “Mistress ___, are you sure you want me to castrate your submissive?” Only if the answer is yes all three times, does Dr. Caroline perform the operation.

About a week after the initial consultation, Dr. Caroline follows up with the mistress seeking castration to see if they have any further questions or concerns. Most of the time, the mistress has forgotten why she sought the castration in the first place. If the mistress is still certain, Dr. Caroline asks her question again. “Mistress ___, are you sure you want me to castrate your submissive?” With the second yes, the planning for the party may begin.  But first, the mistress needs to have the submissive get a Prince Albert or frenulum piercing. For he will need such a piercing to hold a cage once the procedure makes him no longer eligible for a ball restraint chastity cage.

During the big day, the invited mistresses arrive to the party. While the mistresses are aware of what is to come, the submissives who are serving the party are never told in advance. As far as the service submissives know, it is a normal lifestyle party – though one lacking male guests or alphas. The women gather and mingle while Dr. Caroline prepares the guest of honor in another room. When he is strapped securely to the operating table with his legs open, the service submissives are instructed to wheel him out to the room. It is the first time they realize the true nature of the night’s activities. As Dr. Caroline scrubs her hands, the crowd begins to cheer. The mistress owner may give a speech or answer questions on what her she planned with the “medical waste”. Eventually, Dr. Caroline enters the room with her hands sterile and wearing a surgical mask. There is a second pair of gloves on the medical tray so that the mistress may take the last snip. The crowd begins to applause and Dr. Caroline takes a small bow. Though you cannot see her face behind the surgical mask, she is smiling brilliantly. She stops in front of the submissive slave and begins to speak.

“Thank you ladies. It has been my honor and pleasure to supply my services over all these years. Tonight, I have been requested again to help a fellow mistress solve one of her problems. But before I can begin, I must officially ask for the third and final time: Mistress ___, are you sure you want me to castrate your submissive?

The room fills with applause as the mistress screams “Yes. Yes. Of course YES. I have been waiting for this day for so long.”   

The crowd encircles the patent and watches intently while Dr. Caroline makes the first cut. She is a professional and seeks to limit the size of the scars to just what is necessary. After cutting a small hole in the center of the submissive’s scrotum, Dr. Caroline carefully slides her gloved left pinky finger into the hole and feels for the cords connecting the testicles. It takes some effort, but she slowly manages to maneuver the first from the hole. She sticks her finger back into the hole and feels for the second ball. After widening the hole slightly, both testicles are out for display. The crowd cheers as Dr. Caroline explains the procedure. Taking her time, Dr. Caroline works to separate the cords and tie off the blood vessels to each testicle. While theoretically she could stop and reverse what she has done, the hemostatic clamps have effectively neutered the submissive even if his balls remained. After a few minutes, everything is ready. Dr. Caroline stops working and hands the ceremonial scissors to the appropriate mistress. To no one’s surprise, the mistress would be beaming with joy as she places the scissors on the first spot. Snip. The crowd begins to clap. With the work only half done, she moves the scissors to the second spot. “Ready?” she asks her submissive. Snip. The crowd is ecstatic. It is hard to hear the mistress over the vigorous clapping. “Welcome to eunuch hood.”

The mistress shows her trophies to the crowd as Dr. Caroline cleans up the new eunuch. When she is sure her stitches will hold, she releases the clamps holding the end of the cords outside the ball sac. Instantly, the newly freed cords retreat far up into the sissy’s scrotum. Seeing no signs of excess bleeding, Dr. Caroline closes the incision leaving only a small scar in the center of scrotum. She removes her gloves and stands to a vigorous ovation. She blows in the praise from all in attendance. Quickly, the patent is wheeled away and she excuses herself to clean up. Within a few minutes, she returns to the cocktail party and discusses the procedure with other mistresses who wish to have their slaves done.


Mistress’s Desire

Mistress always returns from the castration parties full of envy. More than anything, she wants to be the one making the final snip, but she loves torturing my balls too much. For her, there is too high of a cost if I was to get castrated. So, she always attends as a witness never the host.

In the past, I have recommended one of the other submissives she occasionally trains before gifting to another mistress. If she had plans to gift one to a mistress that would castrate them anyways, why shouldn’t Mistress get the benefit of making the final snip? But, she would have none of it. The whole ceremony was designed to bond a mistress with her new eunuch. She could not steal that bond by having them castrated early. So, I dropped the subject.

Unfortunately, Mistress did not let the topic drop as easily. At least once a week, mistress would grab my testicles and ask “do you really need these things?” Sometimes it would occur during a heavy tease and denial session. Mistress would suck my tiny cock and twist my balls. When I thought I could not take the ball pain any longer, Mistress would release and remind me “you would not feel this pain if I took these balls away.”

Sometimes, Mistress would have me wear a humbler in the corner and kick my balls. Over and over again, Mistress would kick my balls. Her friends would come over and they would take turns nailing my nuts with their feet. Occasionally, I would feel the crack of a whip on my scrotum. Throughout the course of a night, my poor balls would start to swell and darken. Tears would poor from my eyes as the girls just stood there laughing. Soon I would collapse from the pain and Mistress would place the heel of her sexy black leather boots on my bruised testicle.

“Poor subby. All I have to do is put my weight down and I can crush these little pathetic things. You’re not a real man anyways and only real men need balls. Tell me why I shouldn’t crush your balls right now. Tell me why I should not call Dr. Caroline. She can take away the pain permanently. You will be free. Two quick snips and you will no longer feel this type of pain again.”

It was her game. She loved teasing me with the threat of castration at every moment. After spending an hour fucking my ass with a strap-on, Mistress would exclaim, “I think I will miss the sound of you cage clank while I fuck you the most after I take away your testicles.” When she saw me dressing, she would tell me, “Subby, your panties will fit much better when I cut off those little plums.” At milkings, Mistress would remark, “Subby, you are so selfish. Think of all the time I waste giving you these little releases. Mistresses with eunuchs are so lucky not to waste this time on subs.”

I never took her seriously during all her talks during our play. She loved my testicles where they were. How would she cause me pain if they were removed? How would she get the chastity clank sound if I was castrated and wore a Prince Albert tube device? Plus, she loved giving me milkings and ruined orgasms. She was diabolical, but she loved me as a whole submissive.

It wasn’t until a casual movie night that I first became actually concerned. We were snuggling at home watching a movie. Rick was out, so it was just me and Mistress. After making us popcorn and pouring the wine, we just cuddled with Mistress holding my little cage through the film. She cupped and tickled my balls the entire time.  I wasn’t even really listening when I heard Mistress talk. “I am going to miss this. Your balls are so cute and small. I think I found the best setting to have them displayed.” Not sure what I heard, I ask “Excuse me Mistress. What did you say?” Mistress continue, “Nothing important dear. I just think you have cute little balls. I keep thinking about having Dr. Caroline harvest them to put them on display. What do you think? Would you mind if I cut off your balls?” Knowing she expected no other answer, I quickly reply “no Mistress. My balls belong to you. Do with them as you wish.” With that, she kissed me and said, “Don’t worry. I am just thinking. Your balls are safe, for now.”

Just then, the phone rang. As expected, I went to answer. It was Dr. Caroline calling for Mistress… 
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