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"Both of these cocks are 10 inches long. First girl to wet theirs all the way down to the balls wins. This round, anyway. Begin.”

Madam Cherry


Sissy Playdate: Joyce's First Time




Today is Joyce’s first playdate. She’s nervous—and then some—and she’s already made things worse by telling Mistress Margot just how nervous she is. Mistress Margot’s response? To dress Joyce up in the most slutty, exposing outfit she can find: A skintight, cotton candy pink latex minidress paired with a matching leather thigh harness, sheer white stockings, and a stiff posture collar that forces Joyce to keep her chin up and her gaze away from her own body. Her makeup is sensationalized, with orgasm blush and dramatic eyeshadow, and the plug in her ass has a jeweled base in the shape of a heart. She wears her usual flat cage with its devious tube that allows her to be locked for months at a time and the pink latex minidress’s skirt is so short it offers no veil to hide her chastised sissy clitty and her trussed-up balls.
A long coat has kept her under wraps on the way to the playdate at Madam Cherry’s but now that they’re inside the dungeon proper that resides in the basement floor of a blink-and-you-miss-it Brooklyn duplex, the coat is off and Joyce is being scrutinized by Madam Cherry while the Madam’s own sissy undergoes a similar treatment by Mistress Margot, who revels in testing the fit and quality of the black and white maid’s uniform the other sissy wears. Like Joyce, the sissy—Riley—is caged, in a metal flat cage rather than her own pink plastic one. The dungeon smells of heady fragrance, the musk and flower combo of her own castoreum, jasmine, and orange blossom perfume mixing in with warm vetiver and damp oakmoss and… is that the animalistic green of narcissus? Compared to Joyce’s “skin after sex” scent, this new one is stiffer and more distant, still sensual but somehow ever so slightly aristocratic.
Madam Cherry clutches at Joyce’s ass, firebrand eyebrows arched sharply. “What a delectable little trollop,” she gloats, swatting Joyce before spreading her cheeks to inspect what’s been inserted between them. “I’ve been looking forward to today. You girls are going to feel so used after we’re done with you.”
Meanwhile, Mistress Margot is plunging two fingers down Riley’s throat, testing her gag reflex. She pushes until the sissy starts to thrash and then gives her but a moment to recover before testing her again, drawing away thick strands of spit that she wipes clean on the apron of Riley’s maid uniform. “Maybe we should make it interesting,” muses Mistress Margot. “Put these sluts through their paces and give whoever does better a nice treat.”
“And the other?” wonders Madam Cherry as she squeezes Joyce’s balls until she begins to squirm.
Mistress Margot laughs sharply. “Motivation to do better the next time, of course.”
“Of course,” agrees Madam Cherry.
Joyce holds back her sigh. This was exactly the kind of thing she was nervous about. She’s never had the stomach for competition, even when the stakes are low, and she’s keenly aware how little that matters to Mistress Margot—as far as Mistress is concerned, Joyce is a reflection on her and so competition—big stakes or small—is an opportunity to make Mistress Margot look good.
Or a chance that Joyce will fail her and have to pay the price.
The dommes return to their respective sissies, pinching and stroking them like racers revving their F1 engines. Joyce feels the glide of Mistress’s hand on her thighs and really does sigh now, unable to help it; she stirs in her flat cage and feels that long-familiar ache where the plug sits, instinctively wanting something bigger and fuller down there. Madam Cherry notices the sigh.
“Well, well… someone is eager to please, isn’t she?” the Madam asks.
When Joyce doesn’t reply, Mistress grabs the ring hanging off her posture collar and gives it a pull. “Don’t be rude,” warns Mistress Margot.
“Yes, I’m eager to please,” croaks Joyce in an amber, breathy voice of compliance.
Madam Cherry turns her attention on her own sissy: “And you, slut?”
“I’m eager to please!” chirps Riley.
“On your knees, girls,” says Madam Cherry. “We’re going to start by getting those throats nice and open.”
Both sissies drop to their knees, almost in unison; the dommes saunter off together in a cloud of laughter and confidence. They open up a chest of drawers Madam Cherry keeps at the far end of the dungeon that is piled to the brim with strappy harnesses and wobbly phalluses of all shapes and sizes. The sissies make eye contact; Riley’s eyes dart away the second Joyce sees her, giving Joyce the chance to eye her competition. Her maid’s uniform is coquettish and fits like a glove, her short blonde hair clipped back with little butterfly clips; with the flat cage on, there’s little that can be said about her off-limits clitty, but her balls are pink and dainty, cute even. That’s the aura Riley gives off overall, a cute little doll fresh out of the packaging—and she knows it.
When the dommes return, they’re now each equipped with a fat, black strap-on hanging heavily from their crotches. Mistress Margot gets in close, close enough so the strap idly bumps against Joyce’s face. She can smell the rubbery twang of the mock cock.
“Both of these cocks are 10 inches long,” explains Madam Cherry, slapping hers against Riley’s face a few times. “First girl to wet theirs all the way down to the balls wins. This round, anyway.” A dramatic pause. And then: “Begin.”
Joyce parts her lips wide. She has sucked many strap-ons—and even a few of the real thing—but the initial stretch of putting her lips over a cock still makes her mouth feel instantly full and rigid. She wets the tip, wiggling her lips up the shaft until she has to pause, breathe, and try again. Mistress Margot holds the base of the phallus steady and looks down at her expectantly.
“Come now, put your mouth around that cock, slut,” she jeers, inching it forward. “Open wide. Wider.”
Several inches of the cock violate Joyce’s throat, reaching far back enough to tickle the gag reflex and force Joyce to focus on breathing through her nose. She tries to imagine her mouth as a big, open tube with nothing to get in the way of the strap-on, but she’s not ready, not yet, and she has to pull away again, coughing more thickly as Mistress Margot wags the shaft.
“We’re going to have to start training that throat daily. Hmm, yes, I do believe that’s exactly what we’ll have to do, maybe get one of those inverted dildo gags, the kind that forces it to stay down your throat, slut. Maybe that’s the only way you’ll learn. Open.”
Instinctively, Joyce raises her head and parts her lips. Mistress Margot plunges the black cock down her throat again. Joyce’s eyes go wide as she feels it tunnel its way down her throat and she looks down, seeing that there’s still at least another two inches to go. Her stomach buckles and she’s forced to slide off the cock, leaving a spit trail down to the head. Through watery eyes she can see Riley eagerly chickenhead-bobbing, making just a little bit more progress with each bob while Madam Cherry stands imperiously with her hands on her hips, observing.
Joyce sucks in a raspy breath and coughs up thick strands of saliva that cling to her lips and chin; she knows this part of oral service well, the point when her mouth seems to lubricate itself for the waiting phallus, as if it were a pussy getting ready to be fucked. She feels those twin pleasures below—her aching clitty, her stuffed ass—and imagines that the cock above her is real, with a demanding, horny man attached to it that sees her as nothing more than holes to use and abuse. She lifts her head, closes her eyes, opens her throat… and waits. Mistress Margot burrows between her lips and Joyce stiffens as her reflexes are tested, breath coming in desperate little puffs out her nose as Mistress goes deeper, and deeper, challenging Joyce’s jaw and then tongue and then her throat.
Heavy tears run down her cheeks as Joyce fights every natural instinct to push the fat, black cock out of her mouth. Mistress Margot sees her struggling and says: “No air for you. Only cock. Open your throat. Wider. Wider!”
It becomes a mantra as Mistress inches deeper into Joyce—”No air, only cock”—and Joyce fixates on it as she heaves and clasps her hands into balled fists to withstand her bodily reflexes.
No air, only cock. No air, only cock. No air, only cock.
Joyce’s eyes flutter open, the world around her a swimmy mess. The tears streaming down her face are warm, the spit on her chin thick, and now even her nose is running, making those puffy little breaths of hers bubble and sputter. Little spasms run right underneath her barely-held composure and as she fights against gagging, her ass clenches and opens, a counter-reflex to what she’s feeling at the back of her throat. She knows this feeling well, too—a devious trick of the body that undercuts her oral victory by forcing her focus to the plug in her ass. Joyce doesn’t even want to think what it would be replaced with if she were to expel it now, in the middle of this contest.
The split focus breaks Joyce’s concentration. Her throat closes, the feeling exacerbated by the posture collar, and she panics. Mistress Margot attempts to soldier on regardless, but it’s all too much at once and Joyce rips herself away, doubling over as she coughs hard for air. Spittle lands on her thighs that’s soon on her trussed-up balls and she bows her head before her Mistress, who is tapping impatiently on the base of the strap-on.
“You’re not done yet. There’s still more cock to suck, whore.” She snaps her fingers at Joyce. “Head up! Mouth open! Suck!”
Joyce isn’t ready but forces herself to obey anyway. That right there is the essence of being a sissy—eager, willing obedience, a pretty little gift always ready to be opened, always ready to please whoever is on the receiving end. But Joyce is still off and so as Mistress Margot shoves the girth into Joyce again, it barely makes it halfway before Joyce is doubled over again, the sissy having mistimed the deepthroating completely. Then, something even worse:
“We have a winner!” announces Madam Cherry.
Even as Joyce still struggles to get her composure back, she can spy Riley kneeling next to Madam Cherry with a proud look on her spit-slicked face, the Madam’s heavy cock hanging next to her like it too had been crowned victor. Mistress Margot grabs a handful of Joyce’s hair and makes her straighten up.
“How embarrassing for you,” Mistress says to her, though from her tone it’s clear that Mistress Margot shares in the embarrassment.
“I’m sorry, Mistress,” manages Joyce through her labored breathing.
Mistress Margot sighs. “What am I going to do with you?” she continues as her grip on Joyce’s hair tightens.
“Oh there’s no need to feel bad,” says Madam Cherry. There’s a hint of gloating in her voice. “Riley is a natural-born cocksucker. Aren’t you?”
“Yes, Miss,” says Riley with grating enthusiasm. Her proud pose now reminds Joyce of an insufferable pampered kitten, one that gets all the attention and the best treats.
Which reminds Joyce of what the dommes said earlier—the winner would get a treat, the loser something far from it. Joyce swallows anxiously.
Madam Cherry smiles and says, “Well, that was Round 1. Shall we say best two out of three?”
“Splendid,” says Mistress Margot.
“Any ideas for Round 2?” wonders Madam Cherry.
Mistress Margot glances down at Joyce and Joyce wilts away in shame. “Yes, an idea or two,” she says. “However, how about a small taste of reward—and punishment—before we continue? This way these girls truly know what’s at stake.”
The idea amuses Madam Cherry. “No arguments here. We can each pick one, the reward and the punishment. Which would you like?”
But Mistress Margot waves away the offer. “You won, you should pick.”
You won. Yes, it’s quite clear how Mistress sees this as not just a contest between sissies but between dommes as well.
“Very well. I choose… reward. And the reward I think Riley deserves is a little teasing from that slut of yours with those oh-so-pretty pink lips. Riley, on your back, legs up and spread.”
The other sissy bites her lower lip coyly as she slinks down onto her back, raising her legs up and holding her thighs apart to keep them spread; Mistress Margot takes a step forward, Joyce’s hair still in her hand, and Joyce is walked over on her knees to Riley.
“Make her moan,” instructs Mistress Margot as she nudges Joyce between Riley’s open legs.
Joyce gets down on all fours, inhaling the stiff, green scent of Riley’s perfume as she nears her. It’s a little dizzying and almost sharp in Joyce’s nose, but through it she can detect a low warmth and something primal in the forest-like, mossy notes. In the back of her mind, she thinks this is what a wood nymph would smell like if it was in heat. She extends her tongue out and paints Riley’s taint with it, licking back to front as she nears her caged, pink balls. The sissy breathes heavily. Joyce circles Riley’s balls with her tongue, around and around, and can feel Riley surge helplessly in her flat cage. Her plug—metal to match her cage with a golden flower base—bobs in and out with Riley’s excitement.
“They’re playing together so nicely,” Madam Cherry says.
As Joyce pushes harder with her tongue, Riley writhes in desperation. If Madam Cherry is anything like Mistress Margot, Riley has been kept locked up for a long, long time. Joyce takes Riley’s entire smooth sack into her mouth and stretches her tongue out to tease her taint at the same time. Riley’s sighing gives way to moaning.
“Oh god, oh god, oh yes, oh god,” cries Riley. Both dommes laugh.
“We’ve got to be careful not to leave these two alone,” says Mistress Margot. “Who knows what kind of naughty trouble they might get up to.”
Even though she’s not the one being pleasured, Joyce is struggling with her own excitement, the mounting frustration making her lick heavier and more luridly. That is, after all, how she’s been trained, to use her own sexual frustration as a drive to please, whether that means sucking a cock, eating out a pussy, tonguing an asshole, or—in this case—suckling on another sissy’s adorably shorn sack as Joyce tries to draw out louder and louder moans.
“Fffuuuck, yes, oh fuck…” Riley says in between high-pitched needy whines.
“That’s enough.” Mistress Margot snaps her fingers, commanding Joyce back to her knees. Reluctantly, Riley rises as well, face flushed. She looks at Joyce hungrily.
Madam Cherry hmms. “I think you’re right, Margot—these two are creaming for each other. What absolute tramps.”
“Perhaps if they both manage to be good we can let them hump each other for a while. Would you girls like that?” asks Mistress Margot. She looks to Joyce first.
“Yes, Mistress,” Joyce is quick to say.
Riley says the same: “Yes, Miss!”
“It’s too bad we have punishment to tend to first,” Mistress Margot says with a grin. “Now, let’s see, what’s a suitable punishment for a sissy who needs to get better at cocksucking…”
She undoes the buckles of Joyce’s posture collar, peeling away the tough leather from around her neck. Joyce feels like she can breathe properly again—for the moment. Mistress asks Madam Cherry something, who points her towards a nearby rack. From it, Mistress Margot retrieves a different sort of collar, one that looks padded and that has a thin rubber tube with a bulb attached to it. She wraps it around Joyce’s neck, fastens it shut, and then holds the bulb up in front of her face.
“10 inches on the cock you failed to suck, 10 pumps,” says Mistress Margot. “You are not to close your mouth. Here we go.”
By pump two or three, Joyce can feel what the collar is doing: It’s inflating, pressing up against her throat and windpipe and steadily making it harder and harder for Joyce to breathe. The pressure builds through pumps four, five, six, making Joyce’s heartbeat pound in her ears, and Mistress Margot pauses, leaving Joyce to struggle to suck down air through her open fish mouth.
“Repeat after me,” says Mistress. “‘I live for cock.’”
“I live for cock,” says Joyce.
“‘I crave cock,’” continues Mistress Margot.
“I crave cock.”
“‘I crave big, fat black cocks.’”
Another pump, and then another. Up to eight now, and Joyce’s entire face feels heavy. Mistress Margot takes a step towards Joyce and Joyce realizes there’s going to be more to her punishment than just the choke collar. Stars speckle her vision.
“‘A sissy who can’t suck cock is useless.’”
It’s harder for Joyce to get the words out this time: “A sissy… who can’t… suck cock… is… useless…”
“My thoughts exactly,” says Mistress Margot.
Determined to stamp out her embarrassment, Mistress tunnels the strap-on down Joyce’s throat, not giving a damn about her jaw or her gag reflex; thankfully, the fading oxygen makes it easier for Joyce to take the phallus, her body sliding into an air-deprived state of perverse relaxation. Mistress Margot pumps the collar the final two times and pushes the cock until Joyce is nose-to-base with it. She’s distantly aware of her body’s flimsy reflexes and of the rushing swirl of breathlessness that makes it so easy—dangerously easy, really—to swallow such a hefty shaft like this. She lazily looks up at Mistress Margot as drool drips out from the corners of her mouth.
Just before she loses consciousness, Mistress Margot loosens the valve on the bulb and blood rushes back to her head. It’s as if her body remembers all its other functions in that moment and Joyce crumples to the floor like a shed piece of clothing—a cocksheath, perhaps—and finds her throat sore inside and out.
“What do you say?” Mistress Margot asks in warning.
“Thank you, Mistress,” says Joyce, voice hoarse.
The inflatable collar is removed and Joyce is ordered to kneel next to Riley, the sissies touching shoulder to shoulder while the dommes prepare for their next round of humiliations. This time, the dommes rifle through Madam Cherry’s bondage collection, sorting through a wall of harnesses and binders and rope until they find what they’re looking for, two sets of hogtie restraints, each a cross of padded leather cuffs. The sissies are ordered onto their bellies, with their hands behind them and their feet bent back so that the restraints can be put on. Joyce’s back arches as her arms are pulled behind her, Mistress Margot adjusting the restraint straps until there’s no extra give; Madam Cherry does the same with Riley, and the sissies share a concerned look as their dommes stride to the far side of the dungeon. Each one is holding something in her hands.
A condom, Joyce realizes.
“We’re going to have ourselves a race,” says Mistress Margot. “The first sissy to crawl over here, pick up her condom, and bring it back wins.” On a soft count to three, the dommes drop the condoms on the floor by their feet. “Go,” says Mistress Margot.
As the sissies start to clamber forward—having to awkwardly thrash against the floor as they move forward centimeter by centimeter—the dommes march back over to the starting line. The dungeon fills with the sound of cuffs jangling and flat cages smacking against the floor, both sissies breathing hard as they struggle towards their goal. Joyce, being slightly taller and larger than Riley, has an easier time of it, settling into a rhythm that allows her to nudge her knees forward and push off to propel herself, using the wiggle of her shoulders to keep her on a straight path while Riley grunts in frustration as she fails to find purchase. But there’s more to this contest than just crawling.
“They’re both trying hard, but I think they could be trying harder,” Madam Cherry says.
“I think we should give them a hand,” agrees Mistress Margot.
A spark of electricity bites at Joyce’s ass. It’s more mosquito-bite-mean than it is agonizing, but that just gives her Mistress license to be liberal with the shocks. There’s another, and another, and though they spur Joyce on, they distract her rhythm as well, forcing her to jerk and flail mid-crawl. She lets out surprised cries that mix with Riley’s whimpers; Madam Cherry is not sparing the rod one bit as she zaps Riley’s bottom to hell and back, forcing the petite sissy to have no choice but to catch up or to suffer the consequences.
“Don’t slow down now,” Mistress Margot says, delivering another shock to the back of Joyce’s thigh.
It makes the sissy squeal and for a split second she wants to turn and snap at her Mistress to stop, but knows such defiance would be utterly unacceptable. She can hear Riley getting closer and grits her teeth as she pushes forward, ass quivering from the electric bites. She won’t lose this one—she can’t—and so Joyce strains her legs and her shoulders as she wiggles madly towards the condom, trying to reach it as fast as possible while at the same time trying to stay ahead of Mistress Margot’s nasty zaps. Seeing her sissy speed up, Mistress lets the shocks fire without touching skin so Joyce can hear the threatening snapping sound of the zapper and know what awaits her should she slow.
Joyce gets to her condom first, but Riley isn’t far behind. The condom is open—and full inside—and Joyce has to lift it carefully to not accidentally have the contents spill out all over the floor. She grasps it between her lips and then starts to turn, more like some clumsy tank than even a kitten or a puppy might, Mistress Margot continuing her warning zaps the entire time. Then it’s back to the races, Joyce having to contend not just with her fatiguing muscles and threat of the electric shocks but also the unmistakable musk of cum that wafts up her nose as she breathes hard and heavy.
“It’s not looking good, slut,” says Madam Cherry to Riley, shocking her somewhere so sensitive the sissy lets out a frenzied cry. “She’s almost there.”
Sweat rolls down Joyce’s forehead and in the vacuum-sealed crevices of her latex minidress, making Joyce feel like she’s baking from the inside out. She pushes and pushes, nearing her starting point, waiting for Mistress Margot to declare her the winner. But as she reaches what surely must be her destination, Mistress Margot says nothing of the kind. No, instead she reaches down and takes the condom from Joyce’s mouth.
“Just one more thing you need to do,” she says.
Riley is only seconds behind and the next moments play out with Riley and Madam Cherry echoing right behind Joyce and Mistress Margot: Mistress turns the condom upside down, spills out the cum inside onto the floor in front of Joyce, and rolls it down from tip to opening to make sure everything’s squeezed out, like a toothpaste tube. As it splatters before Joyce’s eyes, she knows what is about to be asked of her and reaches out her tongue before Mistress Margot can even speak.
“Lick it all up, sissies,” Mistress says.
Joyce has no time to think—she becomes nothing more than a lapping tongue, licking at the ground zealously as she works to clean it of the spilled cum. Riley joins her just moments after and it’s a true race now, the sissies frantically searching for each and every drop of bitter, salty seed. To help her along, Mistress Margot points the toe of her boot at missed spots—Madam Cherry doing the same for Riley—and just as Joyce begins to dismay, thinking she’s going to lose this contest as well, Mistress Margot claps her hands and says:
“I think we have a winner here.”
For a moment, Joyce isn’t sure what that means, but as she looks down at the licked-clean floor and sees Riley still struggling to do the same, it dawns on Joyce that she’s won this round after all. It’s enough to help wash the musky, acrid taste of seed down her throat.
“The girls are now tied, how exciting,” says Madam Cherry. “I love a dramatic finish.”
“As do I,” Mistress Margot says. She and Madam Cherry undo the hogtie restraints, letting the sissies stretch their limbs as they slink back into kneeling positions. “But first, we have rewards and punishments to dole out. And since I believe it’s my turn to pick, I’d like to give Joyce her well-deserved reward.”
Joyce sees then that Mistress Margot is holding yet another condom in her hand, this one even more full than the one Joyce just cleaned up off the floor. Mistress swings it above Joyce’s head like a hypnotist’s watch.
“Open wide for your treat, sissy bitch,” says Mistress Margot with glee.
Like a well-trained slut, Joyce tilts her head up and extends out her tongue. Her Mistress pinches the opening of the condom and brings it to Joyce’s open lips, tilting its tip up to let the milky seed collect at the cinched end. “Yum, yum, yum,” goes Mistress Margot as she releases her pinch, the cum dribbling down onto Joyce’s tongue. It’s strong-tasting and it makes Joyce half-gag as she swallows it down, licking her lips and the insides of her mouth to ensure she gets it all.
“Good girl,” Mistress Margot says. Joyce beams with pride even as she fails to get rid of the cummy musk coating her throat, no matter how many times she swallows.
“Stand,” Madam Cherry tells Riley, motioning at her with her long, red-tipped zapping wand. Riley stands uneasily, keeping her head bowed and her posture meek. Madam Cherry clears her throat. “This is for your own good.”
Joyce watches wide-eyed as Madam Cherry brings the wand to Riley’s balls and gives them a shock. Riley yelps and jumps and Madam Cherry does it again and then a third time, Riley crying out as she’s made to suffer her punishment.
“Are you sorry?” asks Madam Cherry. Another zap.
“Yes, Miss!”
“Are you going to do better next time?” And another zap.
“Yes, Miss! I promise, Miss! I’ll do better! I’ll do better!”
Madam Cherry points the zapping wand at the floor. “Then why is there still cum on my nice dungeon floor?” she asks, punctuating her question with yet another shock to Riley’s balls.
The sissy practically throws herself at the ground in an effort to clean it up, licking and lapping wildly until there can surely be nothing left but Riley’s own saliva. She doesn’t stop though, too afraid of disappointing her Madam to dare give up before Madam Cherry says so. Finally, after a few minutes of tongue-parching licks, Riley is allowed to stop and is ordered back to her knees. The sissies are tied, 1-1, and the last round will be their tiebreaker.
“I think these sissies now know the stakes. Let’s make this final round extra fun, shall we?” asks Madam Cherry.
Mistress Margot’s curiosity is piqued. “What did you have in mind?” she asks.
“What makes a good sissy?” muses Madam Cherry out loud. “She has to be pretty and she has to be willing and she has to want to give—give everything of herself to whoever is playing—or paying—for her. But that’s not all, is it? A good sissy—a very good, very desirable sissy—has to show that she’s enjoying it too. Yes, that’s what the big-cocked studs really want, isn’t it? Not just a pair of holes to fuck, but a bimbo slut who just loves to be fucked. That’s what keeps the boys coming back, the feeling of getting their rocks off and seeing the sissy like it too. And how does a sissy show how much she likes it?”
The Madam turns to Mistress Margot, offering her a chance to finish her thought.
“She cums in her little cage,” offers Mistress Margot.
“Exactly.”
Madam Cherry wheels over a covered bench that’s about waist-high. She pulls off its sheet and what’s revealed underneath looks like two backless bench seats facing each other with slight molding in the seat to allow someone to ride the bench; at the center of these “seats” are some kind of attachment point, each with a small pointing nub. Madam Cherry goes back to the chest to get two vac-u-lock dildos, smaller than the strap-ons the dommes still wear but just as thick, if not more so. The sissies watch as she attaches each one to the bench.
“Face down and ass up,” Mistress Margot says, knowing what has to happen next.
The sissies turn and lower themselves for their dommes, little sighs and gasps escaping them as the plugs up their asses are wrenched free. Each is led to the bench, using hanging stirrups to help steady themselves as they are lowered onto the vac-u-lock dildos to face one another. The cock in Joyce’s ass is thicker than it looks and angled so that it pushes hard against that magic little button inside of her; she groans before they’ve even begun.
“Oh, we’re not done yet,” Madam Cherry assures her.
Back to the bondage rack the dommes go. This time, what’s in store for the sissies is a pair of lace-up armbinders along with a double-ended ball gag, making it so that once each girl’s arms are stretched behind her to force her shoulders back and chest out, she then also has to contend with a shared, big pink ball gag that keeps the sissies in a frozen kiss, their faces touching nose-to-cheek, their breaths and scents mingling together. Somewhere, a switch is flipped and to Joyce’s surprise, the dildo up her ass starts to intensely vibrate. By the sounds coming out of Riley, her dildo is doing the same.
“Whoever cums first in her cage is the big winner,” says Madam Cherry.
That’s all the girls need to know the race is on.
As a sissy, Joyce is no stranger to anal stimulation—for the most part, it’s all she ever gets and has long since pushed past the point when it used to be solely uncomfortable and humiliating to a place where she genuinely craves it. But even so, there’s a world of difference between anal stimulation and anal orgasm—the latter takes an immense amount of focus and careful build and is far from a guaranteed thing. She wonders how true that is for Riley, but even if she didn’t have the gag in her mouth to ask, there’s no time because Riley is already grinding against the vibrating dildo, moaning and groaning as she urges herself towards orgasm to avoid more punishment.
Joyce pushes back against her, grinding now too, and the sissies use one another as a brace as they thump up and down against their respective cocks. She feels Riley’s body heat on hers and then her sweat, that warmth and moisture intensifying both girls’ scents as they ride, ride, ride. Their dommes close in, offering both extra support if needed and whispered words of encouragement—and warning—as the contest continues.
“You’re going to be a good sissy for me, right?” asks Mistress Margot into Joyce’s ear. “You’re going to show me how much you live for cock, how much you crave cock, yes? Ride that cock you fucking whore, milk it dry in that sissy ass of yours, show me you’re worth the time and the training I give you, show me that when I’m ready to put you out on the street to pay for yourself, you’ll drain every dick dry and leave the men—my customers, your Johns—begging for more.”
Both girls moan into the joint gag, breathing in puffy gasps in unison. Joyce feels something else then—an itch to play with Riley even more, not to be fucked by her or to fuck her, but truly to play, like two mischievous kittens tussling about, pressing their bodies against each other and tasting one another, winding the other up and up and up just for the fun of it.
Mistress Margot continues to egg Joyce on: “What I really ought to do with you is blindfold you and tie you up and leave you in some seedy motel room, belly-down and pussy-up so that I can really get the most out of you. I’ll charge each man $5—that’s it—and he’ll have five minutes to blow his load in you before it’s the next one’s turn. Pay, pump, blow, done. Over and over. And you, sissy bitch, you’ll be leaking and gaping and not even knowing who it is that’s fucking you. Won’t that be fun? You’ll only know them by the size of their dicks and the way they spank your ass and how they sound when they grunt and shoot themselves deep inside you…”
Joyce begins to climb that steep mountain to orgasm. She’s got enough of an angle on the bench where, as she rocks against the dildo, she also pushes her balls into the bench seat, allowing her locked clitty to be pushed as well. It’s the tiniest little sliver of what a real stroke would feel like, but in Joyce’s world that’s enough to start the journey. She focuses as hard as she can on keeping the same rhythm, the same breathing, knowing that it’s easy for it all to go to shit if her concentration breaks. The room is full of the sounds of the groaning, moaning sissies underscored by the low, twin buzz of the vibrating cocks. The sissies almost seem to be moaning at each other by this point, each able to see the other with one out-of-focus eye.
Then, something else: The release of the armbinder’s laces. Joyce is confused by her arms being free, wondering if Riley somehow got off and she missed it, but Madam Cherry soon explains:
“You each get one hand to touch yourself like a real sissy would.”
The girls slide their chosen hand between their legs, fingers rubbing against the flat cage in wild circles. For Joyce it’s the very image of a woman masturbating, fingers going round and round while she bounces on her vac-u-lock cock.
“Fffpphh..ck…fphhf…ck…” goes Riley’s muffled voice behind the gag.
“It’s time to squirt, sissy,” Mistress Margot whispers to Joyce. “I’m giving you permission to make yourself cum. You won’t get that again for a long, long time—not unless you’re with a man, believe me—so you’d better not waste the opportunity. Unless—”
Riley starts to shake and deep down, Joyce knows it’s too late. The shaking reaches a crescendo and then Riley lets out an explosive groan into the gag, cumming in her flat cage so hard that it manages to spurt across the bench and onto Joyce. The dommes cheer at the explosion and Riley rides the dildo with manic drive, hoping to pump every last drop out of herself. Joyce’s stomach sinks as the dildo continues vibrating along in her ass, her opportunity over. She whines into the gag in dismay.
“Oh, I’ll give you something to whine about,” Mistress Margot assures her as the dommes undo the joint gag and turn off the vibrating dildos.
The sissies sit back and, even though she lost, Joyce can’t help but feel that wish to play with Riley again as she sees the blonde’s reddened face and the tremble in her legs as she shudders through the aftermath of an orgasm who knows how many months in the making. Her eyebrows are upturned and she looks oh so tired, yet satisfied, while Joyce is stiff in her cage with a hungry, wanting ass to go with it.
“Well, well, well,” says Mistress Margot. “Looks like somebody is going to be getting some anal training to go with training that throat of yours. A sissy who doesn’t cum is no fun at all.”
“Forgive me, Mistress,” Joyce says glumly.
Mistress Margot’s laugh is harsh and cold.
“If you want forgiveness, you’re going to have to earn it,” she says.
All Joyce can do is nod at that. The dommes help the sissies off the bench, Mistress Margot doing the bare minimum to keep Joyce from tumbling to the ground. There’s no consultation this time on who will choose punishment or reward—Mistress Margot stomps off to the bondage rack and then the chest and then to another set of drawers, already knowing full well what she intends to gather for Joyce. When she’s ready, she drops a bounty of leather and rubber in front of Joyce and orders her to her feet.
At the same time, Madam Cherry readies Riley’s reward. In fact, the two start out similar, at first, with Madam Cherry lowering the supports from the ceiling for a hanging swing while Mistress Margot prepares a single hook. Joyce makes the mistake of assuming the hook will be for her hands but it goes down lower, and lower, and when Mistress Margot swaps out its simple hook design for something longer and with a bulbed metal ball-tip, Joyce realizes her Mistress has something else in store for her.
Madam Cherry adjusts the hanging swing and has Riley sit back onto it, tying up her ankles to its support straps and binding her wrists to its sides. Leaving Riley to swing gently back and forth with her used ass and dripping cage exposed, Madam Cherry pushes over a low cart outfitted with a big, potbellied barrel at its base and obscure tubing coming out, leading to a tall cylindrical device that Joyce recognizes as a milking machine.
But Joyce has little time to focus on that as Mistress Margot continues her work. In goes the anal hook, pushing right up against Joyce’s now-swollen magic button, and then comes the inflatable gag that sits all the way at the back of her throat. Her Mistress gives it enough pumps that Joyce’s jaw starts to ache and then reels in the anal hook, tightening the slack so that Joyce is forced to either stand up on her tippy toes or deal with an agonizing amount of taunting pressure, as if someone were pushing a huge, metal thumb right up against her insides. A collar is wrapped around her neck and then her hands, also cuffed, are attached to it, making them sit uselessly up in the air. There’s no way Joyce can keep on her tippy toes for longer than a minute or so at a time, forcing her to rest and push the bulbed tip of the hook against herself; the effect is that each push forces a messy drip of precum out of the sissy that feels as if she’s orgasming in ultra slow motion, a sensation decidedly unpleasant as it never offers the full relief of climax. It begins to sink down towards the dungeon floor as Madam Cherry unlocks Riley’s flat cage.
Letting the pneumatics work their way to full power, the Madam teases Riley’s newly freed—and newly spent—clitty, the sissy gasping and biting down on her lower lip from raw sensation. When both she and the machine are ready, then comes the tube with its schwit schwit schwit schwit sucking sound, Madam Cherry places it over Riley so that its suction can greedily take in what used to define her as a man but that now only serves as a reminder of her place. Riley moans as the tube does its work and the schwit schwit schwit sound grows deeper and more hungry.
“Oh goooddd… oh god, oh god, oh god!” she cries.
Mistress Margot gives Joyce a hard smack on the ass and she jumps. “All you get to do is watch,” she says, stepping past Joyce to join Madam Cherry. The dommes aren’t done with Riley yet.
The Madam takes a position between Riley’s legs while Mistress Margot moves to the head of the swing, both dommes still donning their strap-ons. With the milking machine pumping away, they take Riley’s holes, Riley’s ass still gaping enough to easily let Madam Cherry inside while she spreads her lips for Mistress Margot, choking down her phallus with wide eyes and gaspy breaths. Joyce watches, the hook cruelly milking more than just precum out of her—each push makes her ooze jealousy as the dommes use Riley as their plaything, the other sissy being taken three ways at once while able to do little more than stare helplessly, like a wide-eyed posable doll.
That’s what Joyce wants—what every sissy wants—to be used like that, to be filled and fucked and taunted and teased to the body-shaking edge. Mistress Margot notices Joyce looking and flashes her a smirking smile.
“You’ll learn to try harder next time, won’t you, slut?” she asks as she drives the strap-on all the way down Riley’s throat, forcing her to gag on it. Riley tries to pull away but Mistress Margot keeps her in place until it’s too much, making the sissy flail frantically on the swing before relenting; the strap-on is shiny and wet with the sissy’s spit.
“Yes, Mistress,” says Joyce, practically pleading for Mistress’s validation.
Madam Cherry notches up the milking machine—schwitschwitschwit—and drills Riley’s ass deeper, the thick black length disappearing up her ass. “What we need to get these girls are some real cocks to play with,” says the Madam as she holds onto Riley’s ankles to steady her thrusting. “A nice pair of studs who want to pound some sissy pussy. What do you think, Margot?”
Before she answers, Mistress Margot makes Riley swallow her all the way again, keeping the strap-on buried inside for a few more beats this time before Riley breaks and has to pull away a sticky, panting mess. “That would be an adorable sight: The girls next to each other, face to face, with their asses in the air and some well-hung, horny men having their way with them from behind. It’s a shame I don’t keep a few on call.”
The dripping precum being squeezed out of Joyce’s flat cage gets caught on the inside of her thigh and then her other knee, making the mess even worse as it leaks out of her.
“No need for that,” says Madam Cherry. “There’s a bar in the neighborhood just for this sort of thing.”
“Really?” asks Mistress Margot with some healthy skepticism. She pulls the cock out of Riley’s mouth and slaps her on the cheek with it a few times.
“Indeed. There’s no sign or anything like that, not in this neighborhood, but everyone knows who goes there—pretty little sissies with their clitties all tucked away and their asses and mouths just begging to be used and, of course, the men eager to fuck them.”
For a moment, Mistress Margot has to drop her pretenses altogether: “Wait… really?” she asks in the kind of warm, cordial voice Joyce almost never gets to hear.
“Yes!” laughs Madam Cherry, also easing up her theatrics. “I didn’t know it was here when I built out this space but it was a lucky break—Riley and I have been a number of times.”
Mistress Margot slaps Riley’s cheek some more. “Is that right, slut?”
Riley nods. “Yes, Miss,” she says before she opens her mouth wide for the cock again.
As Mistress takes Riley’s mouth with all the nonchalance of putting away the groceries, she looks over at Joyce, still smirking; Joyce is about to exhaust another round of being on her tippy toes, arches aching as she slowly lowers down onto the bulbed tip of the hook again, stifling a moan as she does. Along with her leaked milking sticking to her legs, she’s also drenched in sweat from the waist down now, feeling drops roll down every delicate nook and cranny of her body.
“What do you think?” Mistress Margot asks her. “If I take you to this bar Madam Cherry is talking about, are you going to be a good girl and help us bring back a few studs to play with?”
It’s more than a question, it’s a permission check—just as this is Joyce’s first playdate with another sissy, her times with other so-called “third parties” have been limited to just a few highly anonymous, highly arranged encounters. This would be something truly different and new, and Mistress Margot is making sure Joyce is okay with it. Of course, there are other insinuations in the mix. Joyce has already failed her Mistress twice today and will surely pay for it one way or the other and this chance opportunity offers her a way back into Mistress Margot’s good graces… for a price, obviously. In this case it’s bringing home strange men and letting the dommes watch—if not direct—how they use her and Riley like party favors.
Joyce twitches in her chastity. There are worse prices to pay when you’re a sissy slut. She opens her mouth and answers loud and clear: “Yes, Mistress.
THE END
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Thanks for reading! I hope you enjoyed the story. Want another story, 100% FREE? I'll make you a deal: if you sign up for my newsletter today, I'll send you an exclusive download link to my Tease & Denial Femdom Erotica Chastity Checkup! It's the story of a boyfriend put in his place by his domineering girlfriend--at the dinner table in front of her college bestie! It's filled with delicious humiliation and nasty surprises.
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This 6,400-word ebook is no longer available anywhere on Amazon, so sign up today and grab your exclusive free copy! I promise your information won't be shared with anyone else and that I'll keep you in the know on my new releases, special offers, and calls for advance readers.
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All you've got to do is click the link and follow the instructions.

Thanks again!

Stay kinky,
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My wife is about to show me who wears the pants in our relationship. For years, I've hidden my secret videos from my wife, Sofia. Even though she's a stunning Colombian bombshell, I've never been able to admit my obsession with feminization and sissification—or my fantasy of being turned into a pretty little sissy. But when she finds my stash, she'll give me a choice: move on from our marriage or let her chastise and feminize me, like I've always dreamed of. Maybe dreams can come true.
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For feminization fun...
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Sooner or later, all secrets come out.




Adrian is a college student with a secret–under his everyday t-shirt and jeans, he likes to dress up like a sissy in fishnet stockings, satin panties, and most exciting of all to him, a tight, pink chastity cage. But when his bubbly suitemate Jennifer accidentally discovers his secret one day, she will take it upon herself to make Adrian the prettiest sissy ever… for a price.




In exchange for a sultry, sexy makeover, Jennifer will take Adrian with her to a frat party full of men Jennifer promises will be into sissies like Adrian. Once they arrive, Adrian will have to decide how he–now she–will deal with all the eager male attention, and before long will find herself on her knees with a few studly, rock-hard suitors ready to give her the ride of a lifetime.




What will it take to turn Adrian into a sissified, college slut? And does Jennifer have a secret of her own about the sissy life that she’s hiding?
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For more an immersive transformation...

[image: Turning You Into a Pleasure Doll]

Get it on Amazon
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Be careful what you wish for. You were eager. Rich. Looking for the height of pleasure. That's what brought you to the Pleasure House. But what you didn't know was that your pleasure was their ultimate aim, whether you agreed with them or not. That's how you wound up in your LA mansion, waiting to see what these women will do with you, only knowing that they seem hell-bent on turning you into a slutty, needy pleasure doll...
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M.L. Paige's full catalog can be found on Amazon

OEBPS/image_rsrc8KK.jpg
(RAEIFR s SV

ki 87
!' 5
\ k.
i

\ f

\ X

\

\ v





OEBPS/image_rsrc8KM.jpg
CHASTITY

LHECKUP

TEASE & DENIAL FEMDOM EROTICA

I B

N

W





OEBPS/image_rsrc8KP.jpg
i AN\ R
\ S R
- \ A SN S
E W
N |
A I < s
| i NS .
il / & AN S S
k) Tt =
4/ 2 —
i

INTO A COLLEGE SLUT
FEMINIZATIUN’FEMDUM EROTICA

i






OEBPS/image_rsrc8KR.jpg
TURNING YOU INTO
APLEASURE DOLL

POV FEMDOM ERUTICA






OEBPS/image_rsrc8KN.jpg





OEBPS/nav.xhtml

Table of contents

		Sissy Playdate: Joyce's first Time

		Epigraph

		Sissy Playdate: Joyce's First Time

		Michelle Lucia Wants to Say...

		Also by M.L. Paige:




Guide

		Cover

		Beginning




		1

		2

		3

		4

		5

		6

		7

		8

		9

		10

		11

		12

		13

		14

		15

		16

		17

		18

		19

		20

		21

		22

		23

		24

		25

		26

		27

		28

		29

		30

		31

		32






