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Chapter One
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I paused in front of my door, leaning against it heavily. Dangling my keys off a finger, I winked at the submissive male I’d picked up at my local Berlin kink club. He waited with dark puffed-out cheeks, a sexy chipmunk holding its breath.

I picked up one of my boot clad feet and placed it in the center of his chest, pushing hard. The sub flew backwards and fell down on his ass. He blinked up at me, his mouth opening and closing with no sound emerging.

“What’s your name again?” I asked.

“Kaspar miss,” he chewed on a plump lower lip.

“Right, Kaspar.” I walked over and placed my boot on his chest, pushing him down flat onto his back.

His head moved left and right, looking up and down my deserted hallway, his dark cheeks flushing slightly.

“Are you from Berlin Kaspar?”

“Yes miss. Well… I was born in Leipzig but my family, we moved to Berlin when I was a teenager.”

Kaspar and I had barely spoken at the club. The music was loud and after one dance I knew he was the perfect flavor of dessert for my night. All I required was a quick run through about hard limits and diseases before I brought him home.

This was one of the many things I loved about Berlin. The open and varied appetites of both the Germans and most visitors. The complex history. The all-night parties. The deviants. 

“Tonight, Kaspar, I will call you…” I looked him up and down. He stiffened under my boot. “I must see your goods before I can come up with a proper name.”

Kaspar reached for the buckle of his jeans, but I dug the spiked heel of my boot into his stomach and he stilled. 

“Not out here, you dirty slut. Come… remove my boots.”

His hands shook slightly as he reached up and untied the laces, unhooking them slowly from each clasp. I didn’t bother wearing ones that zipped up the sides. What was the fun in that? After he unhinged the laces, he cupped the heel and expertly worked the boot off. I placed that foot on the ground and rested my other one on his chest. “I have a no shoes house rule so you’ll leave yours outside.”

His eyes flashed to the shoe rack next to my front door. There was one pair of slippers and one pair of men’s tennis shoes. I gave him my most innocent smile. He pulled off the other boot, and I left him on the floor while I unlocked the door. Scrambling to his feet, he carried my boots over and placed them on the top of the rack, then removed his own shoes. He glanced back at me and getting no reaction, placed them next to the tennis shoes. I jutted my chin toward the rack, and he grabbed my slippers and placed them at my feet. I stepped into them. “Good. You’ve passed your first test.”

“Oh, thank you miss. May I ask your name?” He rubbed at the smattering of facial hair that covered his chin and upper lip. A dark goatee that offset his boyish face.

I opened the door and stepped inside. “My name is Blue Moon.” My apartment was quiet, and I smiled to myself, pleased. “Come inside, Kaspar,” I thundered.

He entered behind me and I slammed the door shut. Kaspar stood stiffly, his hands at his sides and his back to the door. 

“Strip,” I said.

He paused, his mouth opening, and I cocked my head, raising my brows. “Would you rather I beat your clothes off you?”

“No miss, I’m sorry. Of course.” He quickly unhooked his belt, unzipped his jeans and slipped them off. He looked at me questioningly. “Where should I…?”

“Drop them on the floor,” I crossed my hands over my chest.

He dropped his jeans, shrugged out of his t-shirt and dropped that too. Standing in front of me in his socks and boxers, Kaspar met my gaze.

“All of it, you modest little bitch.”

Nodding, he pulled off his socks first and then, without looking at me, he stepped out of his boxers. Kaspar was shaking slightly and didn’t know where to put his hands. He grasped at his mammoth cock, trying to hide it, but I slapped his paws away.

“Big little boy,” I cooed. “So it’s true, at least in your case.”

His nostrils flared, and his eyes flashed.

“You don’t like the rumor that black men have colossal dicks?”

“Well, that’s all it is Miss, a rumor.”

I reached out and grasped his enormous member. It hung half aroused, almost to his mid-thigh. “I’ve seen more naked black men than I can count on both hands and both feet. Only one had an average-sized dick, so I can attest that the rumor is mostly true.”

His lips thinned as he tried not to smile.

“You like that, don’t you?” I asked.

“I like that we’re superior specimens. I like that we have bigger parts to please you. And it’s better than the mico-dick rumor like some other cultures have.”

“I can attest that those rumors are lies,” my mouth curved into a knowing smile. 

“In truth Miss, it doesn’t matter. All that matters is your pleasure.”

I swatted him on the ass. “Perfect response.” I looked Kaspar up and down. The man was gargantuan and not just his dick. Muscles bulged from solid arms. Thick, curly hair covered a massive chest. Six-pack abs spoke of hours at the gym. And one thigh was as big as two of mine. “Herculean Dick Boy is your name for tonight but I’ll call you Herc for short.”

“Yes miss, thank you miss.” He lowered his head. A muffled sound came from the bedroom and Herc’s head spun. “Is there someone else here?”

“Of course someone else is here, Herc. My slut slave is waiting for us in the other room.”

His eyes grew larger than my hoop earrings and his head moved between me and the open door of the bedroom. “But miss…” he stammered. “I’m not gay and…”

“We already talked about your hard limits at the club Herc. This one is on your fantasy list. I assure you. You wouldn’t be inside my house otherwise.”


Chapter Two
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I grasped Herc’s hand and pulled him into my bedroom. The light was low, on purpose, and he had to blink several times before his eyes adjusted. His head spun left and right, trying to take everything in. From my king sized, four-poster bed that filled much of the room to the four walls covered in bondage gear to the cage that took up the far corner, facing the bed.

My submissive whore was spread open and chained inside his cage. The front full sized door was closed. The several openings he’d made for me were closed and locked as well. His eyes darted between me and Herc, but my well-trained slut did not speak. Yet.

I steered the massive man toward the cage. “Herc, this is my primary submissive. His name is Leiden.”

Herc chuckled. “Suffering. Good name.”

Leiden chewed on his lip, brows furrowing.

“Leiden, this is Herc. As you can see, he’s massively superior to you in every way. From his hands to his arms to his…” I grabbed his cock and held it in my hand. “Huge throbbing cock.”

Leiden nodded furiously.

“You may speak now Leiden.”

“Yes Mistress, thank you Mistress. Is Herc here to pleasure you or to torment me?” his voice shook with excitement.

“Both. Hercules is here to show me a pleasurable time. He will make me come. He will give me at least one massive orgasm, quite possibly more. Ones you can only dream of giving me.”

“Oh Mistress,” Leiden struggled, pulling at his chains, his cock stiffening.

“And you, poor pathetic creature will watch,” I laughed derisively. 

“Can I stroke myself?” 

I bent forward, my hand circling to the back of the cage where I grabbed a handful of his red hair and yanked his head into the bars. “You know the answer to that.”

Herc chuckled. “His hands are bound, how could he…”

Letting go of Leiden’s hair, I stood and pressed my body against the massive man. “He’s a brat, he wants me to unchain him.”

Herc’s gaze flickered to the cage and then back to me as I took his mouth, rubbing my full breasts against his sculpted chest. His hands wound around me, and he pulled me even closer. His mouth was sweet, reminding me of maple syrup and my tongue darted between his lips to taste. I swirled around his tongue and the inside of his candy mouth, our lips sealed in mutual delight.

He moaned into me, and Leiden panted loudly. “How does my Mistress taste?” his voice was breathy.

Herc ignored the question, kissing me furiously. I ignored it too, wrapping my arms around the hunk, and grabbing his ass cheeks. I ground my pussy into his cock and groaned shamelessly. Leiden’s breath hitched, and I broke the kiss to eye his pulsing cock. It was full and flopped up against his stomach. His gaze burned into mine, his lips were parted and his eyes glassy.

“Do you like watching?” my voice was as smooth and cold as the metal handcuffs binding him.

“Oh Mistress. I want it to be meeeee,” he cried. “I want to kiss you and press my body against yours. I want…”

I held up a hand, and he stopped mid-sentence. “Does it matter what you want?”

He looked away. “No Mistress. It only matters what you want.”

“That’s right,” I purred.

Tearing myself away from Herc, I crossed to the bed, and he followed. 

“Was Leiden locked in that cage the entire time you were out at the club?” he asked.

“Oh yes. Longer, actually. I have locked him in since this morning, but I locked his arms and legs before I went out.”

“Did he displease you in some way?” Herc stood beside me and I ran my hands slowly over the skin-tight latex dress. His eyes followed.

“Yes, but that’s none of your concern.”

“Mistress knows what’s best for me,” Leiden’s voice shook slightly. “I deserve every punishment she gives me.”

Herc’s eyes darkened but creased in the corners with his smile. “I’m sure you do.” He spoke to Leiden but never took his eyes off me.

I held one finger out, my long, red pointed fingernail jabbing at his chest. He squeaked, trying to get away from the prick, and fell backwards onto the bed. Not waiting for him to get comfortable, I climbed on top and positioned my legs on either side of his head, facing Leiden. Herc gasped audibly when he was mouth to mouth with my pussy lips. I wore no panties and sat down hard and fast on his face. He groaned beneath me and Leiden gasped, his eyes widening and a tiny stream of drool falling down his chin.

Herc’s tongue worked obediently, and I squeezed my thighs tight around the sides of his head, rocking my ass back and forth. The man had a talented tongue, and I rode him well. I panted, grinding my pussy hard into his mouth, riding him like a fucking machine.

“Oh Mistress,” Leiden gasped. “You look so happy and beautiful. Why can’t I taste you too?”

“You know why, slug.” I pulled my breasts up and out of the latex cups that held them. The dress’s corset buoyed them and Leiden cried out in anguish. His little clitty throbbed and bobbed with no chance of relief. I squeezed my tits, playing with each hardened nipple. Herc’s cock bulged full between his legs, and I reached out to grab it. 

“Mistress, why…” Leiden whined.

“The more you complain, the more pleasure Herc will have at your expense.”

“I can’t help it.” Leiden looked down at his little dick, beating and bobbing uselessly against his stomach.

I brought my hand up to my mouth and spit on it. Leiden cried out in frustration. I put my hand back on Herc’s dick and rode it up and down with my hand. I let my tits hang free and used one hand to pull down on his foreskin, holding it at the base. With my wet hand, I ran a thumb over the sensitive head. Herc bucked beneath me and murmured something unintelligible into my wet cunt. His huge cock pulsed, the head purpling and pre-cum dripped from the tip. I licked my lips, eyes on Leiden.

“Oh Mistress, no, please.” he cried out.

Grinning, I wiped one hand over the head, gathering Herc’s pre-come and slipped off his face, crossing quickly to my slave’s cage.

“Open your mouth, cum slut.”

“Please,” his eyes were wet with tears. 

One handed, I unhooked the front of the cage and it fell open with a loud clank. I crawled toward my slave and his body went rigid, straining against the cuffs. He shrank back and my hand snaked forward to jab him in his soft belly with my filed, pointed fingernails. He cried out. I moved closer and grabbed his chin with the same hand. He tried to twist his head away, so I leaned close and bit his cheek. He cried out but stilled. I pulled back, smiling at the red crescents left by my teeth. Forcing his mouth open, I pushed Herc’s pre-cum inside. Leiden flinched and gagged. He hated eating cum, especially other men’s. A tear streaked his cheek, but he held my gaze, his lips turning downward into a frown as he forced himself to swallow. Then he opened his mouth to show me it was gone, and I nodded, leaning in to offer him a lengthy kiss. His entire body softened and sagged against their restraints and he let me lead with the kiss, moaning softly.


Chapter Three
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Leiden, I purred into his mouth. You’re a good boy and make your Mistress happy.

His eyes flew open, trying to focus on mine. His body tightened, straining toward me.

“I love you,” he whimpered. “My owner, my life, my everything.”

I kissed him hard and long, nibbling on the corner of his mouth and his body sank down to the floor.

“Now it’s time for you to open your eyes and watch me come in Herc’s mouth.”

“Yes Mistress,” his eyes misted.

“And since you didn’t beg to taste me…” I dipped a finger between my legs, gathering wetness from my dripping cunt and placed them in his mouth.

He sucked hard, his eyes rolling back until I pulled them out. “Oh thank you Mistress, thank you. You’re so wet. Does Herc turn you on more than I do?”

I leaned in to flick my tongue over the tight seam of his lips as they pressed together in a line. “You know he does Leiden. His tongue is velvety smooth and that cock… well, there’s really no comparison.”

His eyes darted back to Herc, who had turned on his side to watch us. With one hand he lazily stroked himself. His cock had grown even larger, if that was possible. It strained and throbbed as the man expertly worked it.

“Look at his superior member,” I said.

“Yes Mistress. It really is… big. If it pleases you to ride it, it pleases me to watch you.” His voice was strained, and I knew he hated watching me with other men, but he loved being forced to watch. Leiden was a cuck in training, against his will.

I left the front door open, so he’d have an unencumbered view. I also had plans for him. Plans he didn’t know about. If he was good.

Crawling out backwards, I stood so he could see my body in its tight latex dress. The bottom rode up to reveal my glistening lips. I pulled my tits out again, and his jaw slackened, his mouth working to keep tasting me.

Giving him my backside, I pulled the skirt portion up and over my firm ass.

“Oh Mistress, thank you.” He groaned.

I bent over the bed so he could see my butt hole and pussy lips peeking out below. His sounds of frustration were delicious. 

Herc’s eyes followed my body as I climbed on all fours over him, settling back on his face, facing away from Leiden. 

Leaning forward, I placed my hands on the wall and rode his face with the same rocking motion as before. Clenching my thighs even tighter for queening, I ground my pussy into his mouth. His zealous tongue stretched and licked, while his jaw moved at a frenetic pace to keep up with me. I ground so hard I wasn’t sure if his muffled cries were moans or if he was begging me to stop. I didn’t care. His hands reached up to grab my ass, which gave me the answer. Furiously, he clutched at me, following the motion of my body. Pressing down even harder and cinching my thighs into the sides of his skull, I came hard. My body bucked as the pleasure of my orgasm shot through me.

“Oh Goddess,” Leiden screamed. “You’re coming in another man’s mouth. I am useless to you.”

“I need another man to satisfy me.” The last of my orgasm fading. “I need a real man to satisfy me.” I turned around to smile at my cuck. “But you’re not useless, little Leiden. Your suffering brings me great pleasure. Your suffering intensifies my orgasms.”

“Thank you, Mistress. That makes me very happy.”

His little clitty throbbed and bobbed, dripping pre-cum onto his belly. 

“Don’t you wish you could release yourself?” I cooed.

“Oh yes, please can I?”

“You cannot.”

I wriggled down Herc’s body and he looked up at me, his mouth slack. “You are stunning. Magnificent. I love the way you taste.” He licked his lips. 

Reaching under my mattress, I dug out several condoms and tossed them on Herc’s chest. He looked down and smiled. “The biggest one please.”

Nodding, I picked out a magnum and handed it to him. Enthusiastically he tore it open with his teeth, then reached behind my ass to roll it over his massive erection. 

His head strained toward mine and I leaned forward. His breath licked the side of my neck. “I am yours to use as you please.”

“Oh… I know. All men are.”

I wriggled down, wiping my dripping cunt along his muscled stomach. He reached up to hold my waist, his eyes pinned to mine. Leiden forgotten. But not by me.


Chapter Four
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Pushing his hands away, I spun around so I could face my love slut. Lifting myself up, I placed my wet cunt down on Herc’s proud cock, impaling myself with it. All the while my gaze was locked with Leiden’s. His mouth formed a perfect O when I dropped onto Herc’s massive erection.

“Mistress,” he breathed. “Why can’t that be my little organ?”

“Because your little clit doesn’t satisfy me Leiden,” I rode up and down slowly, on Herc’s enormous dick. When I rode up, I looked meaningfully between his horse cock and Leiden’s average sized one. “See how big this man is? You don’t stand a chance. I can barely feel your itty bitty inside me. Is that what you want for your Mistress?”

“No,” he practically screamed. “I want my Mistress to enjoy a gigantic cock. I need my Mistress to satisfy herself with someone else’s dick because mine is inferior.”

“In every way, Leiden. Yours is inferior in every way.”

“Yes Mistress. Mine is inferior in every way. It is good only for dangling between my legs.”

“It is also good for torturing,” I grinned. My ass rose up and down, jutting out, and Herc put his hands on it, following my movements, not guiding me.

I threw my head back and moaned, wriggling around his dick in slow circles, making sure it was only partially inside me so Leiden could watch and see how big it was.

My hands moved up to my tits to explore. I buoyed them up so my cuck could watch while I massaged them. His mouth stayed open and his little clitty bobbed up and down.

“Oh Mistress, I love watching you enjoy yourself on a cock worthy of your beautiful flower. I only wish mine was.”

“Well, it’s not Leiden and no amount of wishing will change that.”

“I know Mistress,” he sniffled and looked down at the useless thing.

Laughing, I rode Herc hard, and leaned forward so my heavy breasts hung down and swayed. Herc’s fingers stroked my backside, and I rose to allow him access.

“Herc stick your fingers inside me,” I panted.

“Oh Mistress,” Leiden cried out. “You’re allowing him to penetrate your beautiful ass?”

“I’m not allowing Leiden, I’m demanding.”

My poor little cuckold blinked hard against tears that rolled down his rosy cheeks, regardless.

Herc’s fingers massaged around my rosebud and I leaned forward to give him better access. 

“Lovely,” he purred. “A back door Domme, my favorite.”

He pressed lightly at first, easing inside gently, his finger wet with his saliva or perhaps lube. From my vantage point, I couldn’t tell and didn’t care. I pressed back into the digit, and he groaned, his massive cock pulsing inside me. Rocking back and forth, I fucked his prick and his finger. When he inserted the second one I ground myself into him, throwing my head back as the next orgasm tore through me. My body thrummed with it, a massive release, a wellspring of come.

As I came I fucked him harder, taking his cock as deep as it could go. Harder and faster I rode. “Three fingers,” I panted, and he immediately complied.

“Oh Mistress, I love watching you come but this is torture. Another man, taking you in front of me. Another man attending to your sweet ass,” Leiden cried out.

The next orgasm shot through me, even more intense than the prior two. I grasped Herc’s thighs, digging my sharp fingernails into his tender flesh.

He cried out in pain, then his dick pulsed and throbbed and he came inside me. Wailing and bucking, the two of us joined as one in ecstatic bliss.

Leiden cried out, tears streaking down his cheeks and as his helpless little organ spilled pre-cum all over his tummy.


Chapter Five
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Hercules and I lay wrapped up in one another. I wore him like a thick blanket. Soft snores tickled my neck. I turned to look at my cuck. Leiden’s head sagged onto his chest, his breath coming out in fits and sobs. His tiny useless prick, still half engorged, bobbed pathetically between his legs. 

“You’ve been an obedient boy,” I whispered across the room and Leiden’s head lifted, his eyes meeting mine.

“Oh Mistress, this has been pure torture for me. I love that you’re satisfied, that’s my heart’s primary desire but I’ve suffered so much today. And even more so tonight.”

“And yet you’re not asking for your suffering to end?”

“No Mistress. I would never…” he sucked in a breath. “That’s for you to decide, not me.”

“You’re absolutely right, my sweet little slut.”

“I am your slut Mistress. I would do anything for you.”

“And I for you…”

Herc stirred beneath me and threw his giant arm around my waist, pulling me closer. Leiden watched, chewing on his lower lip.

A noise came from the hallway, and Leiden’s head turned toward the door. “What’s that? An intruder?”

I smiled. “Not an intruder. Your reward.”

His breath caught and his eyes grew large, but he kept his mouth shut.

Sitting up, I removed Herc’s arm and stood. The padlock clicked, and a moment later the front door opened. I bounced out of the room, not wanting to wake the big man and wishing to prolong the torture of my sub.

Standing inside the threshold were my two besties, Cara and Gretchen. They removed their long coats and hung them in my coat closet, then hugged me tightly. Breaking the hug, they posed for my once-over. Hands on hips, twirling around. Smiles in full bloom. My full figured German beauties. 

Their matching outfits were always sexy, but these dwarfed previous attempts. Each wore the same brocade under-breast corset but in two different colors. Cara’s was a bright red and her tits spilled up and over the top. Large and bodacious, tipped with pert dark nipples, perfect for sucking. Gretchen’s matching corset was gold and blue brocade and her breasts mimicked Cara’s. Flawless, except for a sexy puckered scar that ran down the outside of her left one. One of my favorite pastimes was running my tongue along the seam of her delicious flaw. Then I would suck on her tight brown nipple, biting it gently and then a little harder as she wailed.

Both girls wore leather skirts that showed off every curve and highlighted their large bottoms. Perfect for grabbing and pulling each one into me and against my snatch. Just looking at them stirred my juices and without waiting I moved to Cara first, wrapping my arms around her and grabbing her luscious ass while kissing her puckered pink lips. The warmth of her stained my tongue. The passion of her stoked my flame. The essence of her danced and flitted through my very core. I had to let her go before I lost myself. 

Breaking the kiss, I held onto her ass for leverage and licked my lips. “If I don’t get you two inside my bedroom, I’ll take you both on the entryway floor.”

“It wouldn’t be the first time,” Gretchen moved to my side, sliding her uncovered breasts along my arm. 

“And we love you for it,” Cara slid her breasts along my other arm. 

Both women looked at me with lidded eyes, mouths half open and ready for anything.

I reached up and grabbed their tits, one with each hand, squeezing hard and twisting their nipples cruelly between my fingers. Cara’s head shot back on a groan. Gretchen’s shot forward on a shriek. My two perfect little playthings.

I looked at Cara. “You have your gear?”

“I do,” her eyes twinkled, the green of them appearing darker, almost gray in the dancing light.

“And I get the big one?” Gretchen squirmed against me, rubbing her cunt against my leg. “You know I like the big ones.”

“I do sweetie, and that’s why he’s yours tonight,” A half turn and we were lip to lip. I pulled Cara in closer, my hand slipping from her tit, down to her thigh. Running my hand up, and under her tight skirt, I found her wet pussy and massaged her clit.

“Oh yes please,” she groaned in my ear. I kept up the ministrations, turning back to Gretchen. I had to taste her. Our lips crashed together in a tidal wave of need. Tongues tangling and knotting as we breathed each other in. Her lips were moist and already swollen.

“You were with someone else before you arrived here,” I whispered into Gretchen’s mouth and she moaned.

“You’re the only one,” she whispered back.

“That’s not true.” I broke the kiss and held the gaze of her dancing green eyes.

“You won’t tell, will you?” She pouted.

“Your secret is safe with me,” I winked. The blush on her round cheeks was high, making her look, for a moment, like a lovely apple cheeked doll.

I turned my head to face Cara. “And what about you? Were you this wet from just seeing me?”

Her face colored to match that of Gretchen’s, but she shamelessly fucked my fingers, twisting her body and using my hand to satisfy. “I may have had another date. Can I come now, please?”

“How many times have you two come tonight already?” I turned my head back and forth between them. As I did, I reached below Gretchen’s skirt and fingered her soaked pussy with my other hand.

“Not enough,” Gretchen squeaked into my ear.

“How many times girls?”

I pinched their slippery clits, and both cried out at the same time. “Only four for me,” Cara groaned.

“When you called I was at Adelie’s and Cara was with Christoffer. We’d both been at it for hours,” said Gretchen. “If we’d known earlier in the evening.”

“Shhhh,” I caressed their clefts, rubbing their natural lubricant over swollen, tender nubs.

Springs shifted and stirred in the bedroom and a moment later Herc stood in the doorway, his naked body corded and glistening with a fine sheen of sweat.

The girls turned to look at him, both gushing over my hands.

“You are even more delicious than Blue said,” Cara batted her eyes at him and then dissolved into groans as I fingered her harder.

His body remained rigid, watching us but his head moved back and forth quickly between the two girls. Herc’s mouth hung open, probably in disbelief. The only other thing moving was his thick cock, rapidly hardening against his muscled thigh.

“He really is a big boy.” Gretchen furiously fucked my hand, never taking her eyes off Herc.

“Let him watch us come together. Please, Mistress,” Cara begged.

“My pleasure,” I stroked both the girls expertly. We’d played a thousand times together, and I knew just how to get each of them off. 

Herc’s mouth stayed open, his eyes widening until the whites took up almost as much space as his irises. His hand moved to his cock, and he stroked himself, his head moving back and forth between the girls. It was a lot for anyone to take in.

“They’re… they’re…” he sputtered. 

“We are.” Gretchen bobbed up and down on my hand, her head shooting back as she screamed out her orgasm.

“Twins…” Cara panted. She rode my fingers hard. I had three buried deep inside and was wriggling them against her sweet spot while mashing the top of my palm against her clit. Just the way she liked it. “Oh yes, Mistress, yes. Make me come with my sister.” I pressed up into her g-spot, massaging her cunt, and  she came a second later. 

The girl’s juices gushed, drenching my hands. My eyes flicked back to Herc, who was fucking his hand frantically. His eyes were still wide, bobbing between the twin’s tits, their asses and their now exposed pussies. He was close to shooting another load.

“Herc,” I growled and his eyes flicked to me. “Let go of your cock now. You will save your load for Gretchen or I will punish you.”

He dropped it immediately, his expression like that of a kicked dog. It bounced and beat against his leg heavily. His voice was tight and raspy. “Oh, my god. This is a dream come true.” He dropped hard to his knees. “Thank you Goddesses.”


Chapter Six
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The girls adjusted skirts and finger-combed their near perfect blond locks. Beatific smiles lit up their innocent faces, and they batted long lashes at Herc. He remained on the floor, a puddle at our feet, mouth open, cock rock hard.

I clasped each twin’s hand and led them past the pool of floor hunk, into my bedroom. 

As soon as we entered Leiden strained against his chains and cried out. “Oh Mistress, thank you, thank you. Miss Gretchen and Miss Cara, listening to you two come was more than I, a mere slug, could have asked for.” His eyes roamed hungrily over their bodies, landing on Cara’s breasts and staying there. He always preferred her over Gretchen. I didn’t know what bound them and it didn’t matter. We’d spoken about it and Leiden didn’t know either. Most likely it was the way she was with him. Cara and Leiden had a sweet connection. Her demeanor changed whenever they played. With me and others she could be bratty and whiny. But with Leiden she was as sweet as processed syrup. Loving, kind words dripped from her mouth into his. And he lapped them up like a man locked in a cage that’s been denied kindness for a week.

Cara squealed, dropped my hand and ran over to him, crouching in front of the open door. She looked back up at me. “May I?”

“That’s what you’re here for.” I held Leiden’s gaze, smiling at him, and the relief in his eyes was almost tangible. It hung thick in the air, like his tiny parts, hovering between his thighs and his stomach.

Cara scooted into the cage and grasped Leiden’s face with both hands, pulling his head to hers. Their mouths collided with soft moans and gasps. She cooed, speaking in tones too hushed to hear.

I led Gretchen to my bed, and she sat on the edge, grinning up at me. “Herc, come in here,” I called. Sitting down next to Gretchen, I grasped one heavy breast in each hand and brought my face down to suck. Herc’s entrance was marked by a groan as he watched the scenes playing out before him.

I broke my lick and gasped, “come closer, so we can touch you.” 

He shuffled over, standing before us with a face height, bulging shaft. Gretchen reached up and grasped him, her fingers and hands expertly stroking. Gretchen was a size queen, and she made sure that everyone knew it. Dipping my head back down, I took one swollen nipple in my mouth, teasing and tugging. Soft groans and gurgles escaped her open mouth and Herc grunted as she likely squeezed him harder. 

I spent several minutes suckling Gretchen’s delicious tits, my tongue spiraled over hard nipples and my teeth sinking into tender flesh. All the while she pushed them into my mouth and pumped Herc furiously, the motion of her arms jostling my head. When I heard a gasp and grunt from across the room, I stopped and looked over.

Cara was positioned on the outside of the cage, to the side of Leiden, and she wore his favorite strap-on. The large, purple, silicone cock was forced through the bars and his face was pushed up against them, deep throating it. I motioned for Gretchen to do the same to Herc and languidly moved up to the head of the bed to watch. Stretching out on my back, I shimmied my ass until the latex rode up, exposing my wet pussy. Eyes flicked to me and I tugged out my breasts to play.

“He’s so big,” Gretchen looked up and licked her lips, her hands wrapped around Herc’s enormous shaft.

“Just the way you like them,” I said.

“Oh yes.” Her head dropped back down, her throat working as she impaled herself on his enormous cock. Herc’s head shot back and he growled. His hands moved to the back of Gretchen’s head as he forced himself deeper. She gagged but didn’t stop and Hercules’s head straightened, his eyes flicking to my one-woman show.

Keeping one hand on a tit, I moved the other down to play with my pussy. Herc’s eyes watched me hungrily, his body tensing. He pulled Gretchen harder, grabbing her hair in both fists and plunging his cock even deeper. The woman’s eyes opened wide, tears staining her rosy cheeks. I’d played with my friends often enough to know that choking on cock was one of Gretchen’s top three favorites.

I stopped playing with myself for a moment to double check, scooting close her. My tit hand sneaked between her legs. She whined around Herc’s tremendous girth and jutted her hips forward. I fingered her soaked pussy, pausing to stick my fingers in my mouth and taste her. Delicious. She whimpered for me, pressing her head down onto cock and lifting her ass up to indicate her need. I fucked myself as she fucked the air, delighting in her torture for several minutes before plunging my hand between her legs again. The sticky sweetness of her last orgasm, combined with her insatiable hunger, had caused her to leak all over my comforter. A common occurrence at my house.

My own slick pussy responded to my fingers by pulsing beneath my touch. I cried out in bliss, working Gretchen’s juicy cunt in the same rhythm as my own.

Leiden wailed in rapture, and I glanced over to watch. Cara had repositioned him as she was wont to do. He was doubled over with his ass pressing against the back of the cage. He was still chained. Cara stood behind him, her silicone cock buried deep in his ass. I watched Leiden’s rock hard clitty bounce in frustration. Pre-cum spilled everywhere as he pushed back into Cara like a brazen little hussy. His mouth hung open and Cara ground hard against the back of her strap-on, her eyes glazed, her orgasm building.

“Leiden,” I called out, and he tried to focus on me immediately, his eyes all but crossing. “If you can come from anal, a sissygasm is allowed.”

“Oh Mistress, yes,” he cried. His useless man-thing throbbed and bobbed. He would wait for me to come first. He knew the protocol.


Chapter Seven
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I both pressed and played with my swollen clit and fingered myself. I yearned for a cock buried in my ass but would have to wait for that later. They were all taken at the moment. We needed a sixth person for our orgy. Tomorrow night.

Gretchen was close, her ass bouncing upward, her pussy flowing. Her odor was sweet, prickling my nose with thoughts of heavily blooming jasmine. Her body tensed, the hood of her clit swelling and then retracting. She was on the precipice. Glancing up, Herc’s head was back, his mouth open, his throat moving. He pumped his junk hard into Gretchen’s willing mouth, using her like a rubber doll. Her eyes were open, watching him. 

Leiden’s eyes locked on me. His ass high in the air, his head by his feet, his thighs and butt pressed against the cage. He’d have wonderful square marks for a day, at least. Cara stood over him, her hands grasping the bars I’d attached to the back of the cage for just this purpose. She fucked him hard, her head back, her eyes glazed, her body tensed. 

Everyone was on the precipice, which turned me on even more. I swirled and flitted my fingers around my juicy puss, alternately plunging and pressing. Then I did what I knew both Gretchen, and I were dying for. I removed my hand from our pussies and slammed two wet fingers into each of our asses.

Gretchen cried out, her entire body tensing and then releasing. She came hard, clenching around my fingers, her body in spasms. I couldn’t hold back and came with her, watching her swollen breasts shake and shudder, watching her beautiful face contort around Herc’s massive manhood. And as she came, she took him an inch deeper. Her throat opening and stretching to accommodate his wide girth, his massive length. He screamed and pumped her face furiously, coming with us. Shooting his hot sperm down her eager throat. She swallowed again and again, pushing her head forward to take more of him as he probably softened. 

Leiden cried out, our eyes locking and his useless junk spurting across the cage in thick, white strings. Cara peaked last, her pink mouth a perfect O. Her breath fast and loud. She didn’t groan or moan or wail. She didn’t squeak or cry. She cried out Leiden’s actual name in a rush. She cried his name and told him she loved him. She fucked his ass silly, her orgasm appearing as a tornado that twisted up and through her beautifully tensed body. 

Leiden’s gaze remained on mine while she came. His jaw was slack, his eyes glassy. “I love you Mistress,” he mouthed. “I belong to you.”

I smiled and reached for Gretchen as she collapsed into my arms. Herc lay down on the bed, his entire body flitting with tiny tremors. The three of us spooned, lazily watching Cara unhook Leiden and walk him over to our naked, sweaty pile. 

The two of them climbed onto my king sized bed, Cara wrapping Leiden tightly in her arms, kissing the back of his neck and cooing in his ear. His gaze locked on mine, a satisfied and beatific smile playing across his lips.

“You earned that,” I whispered and the five of us fell asleep. 
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Author’s Reflection - Unedited




The idea for this series, the Traveling Domme, was born a year ago when I traveled through Europe alone for six glorious weeks. I met a sub in almost every stop from Barcelona to Berlin. I spent the longest time in Italy, where I’ve been many times before. New to me were Spain, the Czech Republic and Germany. My #1 favorite place was Berlin. The only place I didn’t expect to like.

Who could have imagined that a year later I’m sequestered at home? Who could have imagined that a year later I would have met and fallen in love with my primary submissive? Who could have imagined that a year later I’m almost done with my Traveling Domme series? Not me.

It’s been an interesting year for all of us. A new normal is emerging and I’m worried it will limit travel, social activities and kinky group play for a very long time. At least we have our imaginations…

This story, Submission in Berlin, is not based on the submissive I met there last year. This story is based on a fantasy I have about my primary and one I hope to carry out someday, when we’re all allowed to touch each other again. Until then, fantasies.

***Mistress Rain***


About the Author




I’m Mistress Rain Star, a lifestyle Dominatrix with a stable of willing submissives who cower at MY feet.

Join My newsletter - DOMINATION

Here you will find out about new releases, hear interesting personal tidbits and receive exclusive dirty, sexy readings.
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