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The skies above were bleak and gray. A typical San Francisco summer. Mathew and I huddled inside a cafe, the collar of my long wool coat pulled high to cover my neck. 

“I’m festering,” I said.

“Yes, I’ll say. Your usual violet complexion is gray, dying like a sunflower starved for light,” he observed.

I narrowed my eyes, nostrils flaring, and focused on warming my hands around a ceramic coffee cup.

“I have an idea,” Mathew’s boyish features turned impish, a flash of mischief lighting his gray eyes.

The next day I stepped onto the tarmac on the island of Fiji. Mathew followed dutifully behind with all our bags in tow.

I stopped and stretched, my pale arms reaching up to the glorious sun. He paused next to me, readjusting my shoulder bag and switching my spinner to his other hand. “Are you too hot?” His voice leaked with true concern.

“Not yet,” I gave him a side-eye and winked. He flushed a lovely shade of pink, keeping his place by my side.

I waited until the rest of the passengers had filed past. My slave waiting diligently, not saying a word, not questioning my motives. When we were left with the airport staff bustling about, I jutted my arm back and grabbed his cage through thin cotton pants. My toy groaned, my purse sliding down his shoulder. Without waiting, I continued walking into the tiny airport as he shuffled behind, trying to catch up.

“You check in,” I ordered when we entered the Ritz Carlton, moving to one of the plush chairs dotting the lobby. Moments later he returned, sweeping one arm toward the bank of glittering elevators. He waited while I walked ahead, then jutted past to press the button. 

Once inside the room, I ordered Mathew to unpack and put everything away. I walked out to the balcony overlooking the ocean and settled myself on the large round couch chair. A slight breeze rustled through my thick, dark hair and I breathed in the scents of jasmine and salt. 

When Mathew returned, he knelt at my feet.

“Have you memorized the itinerary for tonight?” I asked.

“Yes, Mistress.”

“Deviation will lead to punishment,” I said.

“I understand, Mistress,” he responded.

“Good. Raise up to your knees.”

He kept his eyes trained on the floor, lifting up without a word. 

“Take out your locked dick, and present it to your Mistress.”

With slightly shaking hands, he pulled down his pants and pink lace panties to present his caged cock.

I grabbed it and pushed my fingernails into his tender scrotum, giggling with glee. “What a useless cock you have. Good for nothing but staying in its cage.”

“Yes Mistress. I am here to serve you.” He did not make eye contact, his eyes remained focused on the floor in front of him.

“Get naked and draw me a bath.”

He stood, head bowed, and dropped his pants, stepping out of them. With quivering hands, he unbuttoned his shirt. Then bent to pull down his panties.

“Keep those on for now, my dirty little slut.”

“Yes, Mistress.” Hot pink flushed his face and neck. I grinned.

Knowing my propensity for order, he folded his garments and carried them inside. Light waves swelled below, carrying the day out to sea.

After a while he returned, standing in his semi-naked sissy glory, next to one of the two Greco-Roman pillars. “Your bath is ready Mistress, may I lead you?”

“You may.”

He moved closer and put out a hand. I clutched it and he helped me up, bearing my weight. Strewn rose petals littered the balcony and fanned out behind the chair I’d occupied. He led me back inside, following the path of fragrance.

In the marbled bathroom he’d opened the window door, giving me another look at the too blue sea. I remained standing while he undressed me. I didn’t help much as he removed my thin, black cotton coat and folded it. Placing it on a chair. He moved back to unbutton my black silk blouse, slipping it effortlessly off my back. Dropping to his knees behind me, he used his teeth to pull down the zipper of my pencil skirt, knowing just the way I liked it. Painstakingly slow. To torment him. I placed a hand on his shoulder and stepped out of the skirt, twirling around so he could see me in my black lace push-up bra, matching panties and black stilettos. He sucked in a breath, and I spun my finger in the air. Staying on his knees, he turned around, keeping his eyes on the floor and his back to me.


Chapter Two
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As soon as I was naked, I moved to stand in front of him. His eyes flicked over my voluptuous form. I didn’t have to imagine where his mind was going. I watched his hungry gaze lick down to the large swell of my breasts and then move south to linger on my bare pussy.

“Oh Mistress, I am the luckiest slave in the world.”

“That you are,” I agreed.

He stood, moving next to the tub, and I used his shoulder as leverage to step in. He smiled while I lowered myself down.

“Now lather me up.”

Mathew had emptied my toiletry bag and arranged all my products on the marble sink. Rushing over, he reached for my favorite liquid soap and hurried back. Dropping to his knees, he squeezed a small amount in his hand and reached for one of my arms dangling outside the tub.

“Stop.”

He halted, eyes wide, looking at me. “Yes Mistress, what did I do wrong?”

“I did not tell you to start with my arm bitch. Start with my feet.”

I lifted a foot daintily and perched it on the far edge of the tub. Mathew quickly scooted over on his knees, and moved to soap my feet. It lathered nicely, and he pressed his thumbs into the arch, rubbing the soap in and giving me a delicious foot massage at the same time. I waited, not telling him to change position. He continued until I instructed him to move up my leg. Massaging my calf, he pressed and squeezed as he’d been trained to do. 

“Now my thigh,” I barked when I was satisfied with the calf rub and soaping.

His hands trembled as they sailed up the inside of my thigh, but I slapped it away from my crotch. “You will not go higher unless I command it. Do you understand?”

“Yes Mistress,” his voice shook.

“Take your time, move slowly, and then do my other leg.”

One hand cupped the outside of my thigh and the other cupped the inside. With just the right amount of pressure, he ran his muscular hands over the area, twisting them from side to side. Soap bubbles multiplied, dripping into the bathwater, and Mathew bit his lip, focusing intensely on his task. He alternated the pressure, sliding up and down, pressing into my skin with each finger.

“Mmm,” I leaned back, put my other leg on the tub rim and widened them. 

He groaned and almost dropped the one he was working on. “Mistress, you tease me so.” 

“This is just the beginning slave,” I purred and widened my legs further, bringing my hand to my pulsing pussy to rub it.

“Mistress,” his voice was hoarse. I laughed.

“Do my other leg bitch.”

Mathew moaned and squirted more soap onto his hand. He reached reverently for my other foot. I licked my lips and played with myself as my slave worked his magic hands.

“Now Mathew, you may move to my arms.”

“Yes Mistress.” he stood, and moved to my arms, lathering, massaging, and carefully cleaning every inch. When he finished I rinsed my arms and legs in the bathwater and stood up. Then I held out my hand.

“You want to get out of the tub?” He scrambled for a clean towel.

“No bitch, squirt some soap into my hand.”

Mathew rushed around comically, his eyes flicking back to my dripping naked body. He finally got himself under control and completed the task, his body shivering in the cooling bathroom air.

“Look at me slave.”

His eyes flicked upward, widening like a diaphragm when I soaped my stomach and breasts. I soaped and pinched my nipples, teasing them to hardened peaks. An unintelligible sound escaped his mouth. 

My eyes flicked to the panties he still wore and his face immediately reddened. “Remove your little panties whore.”

He practically tore them off to reveal a throbbing, caged cock, leaking pre-cum.

“My dirty little slut,” I reprimanded, pointing at his member. “Clean up your mess.”

A string dribbled through the cage and onto the tiled bathroom floor. Mathew reached for a towel, but I slapped it out of his hand.

“With your tongue.”

“Oh Mistress, please, no…” 

I knew Mathew’s disgust at licking floors, but I also knew he loved being forced to do it. And I knew the floors here were sanitized. My own juices flowed as he got down on his hands and knees, leaning close to the tile floor and extending his tongue. His brows met, and his gaze flicked up to meet mine. I nodded, hands perched on my hips. With a groan, he dropped his face down and lapped up his mess.

“Swallow it worm,” I hissed. His face twisted into a mask of pain and disgust, but he forced the tiny amount of liquid down his throat by swallowing repeatedly.

Smiling, I sat on the edge of the tub and opened my legs wide, letting my hand drop between them. I spread my labia as his reward and he stared at my cunt hungrily.

“Drain the dirty water, wash the tub with a hand cloth and refill it.”

“Yes, Mistress.” He scrambled to complete the task while I played with myself. His eyes flicked back and forth from his duties to me. Watching him, I teased my vulva and clit, alternating between pinching and rubbing. I danced French manicured nails delicately over my lips, groaning and raising my hips in delight. 

Slight beads of sweat broke out on Mathew’s upper lip, but he didn’t wipe them off. He was too busy watching my sex and licking his lips.
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“Can’t I help you come, Mistress? Please.”

“What can a useless hussy do for me that I can’t do better for myself?”

His caged cock twitched, trying to expand, but it couldn’t and he shrieked in frustration and pain. His discomfort pushed me closer, and I widened my legs. 

He coughed, croaking, “Is there anything I can do for you?”

A smile lit my face. “Besides being ever reminded that you are to remain chaste indefinitely… there is something else.”

He brightened.

“Go get my favorite toy. It is far superior than your worthless dick will ever be.”

His face fell, and I waved a hand dismissively.

He leaped to his feet and rummaged through my toy bag, producing my favorite vibrating dildo. Running back to hand it to me, he slipped and fell. The dildo flew from his hand and rolled under the tub.

“I’m so sorry Mistress.” He crawled to retrieve it.

“Careless slut,” I hissed.

“What can I do to fix it?” He pulled the dildo out from under the tub and I smiled. It was covered in dust bunnies. Unexpected from a fine resort, but it pleased me greatly.

“Put it in your mouth and clean it off bitch.”

“But...” His eyes flickered down to the huge, filthy thing, and he grimaced. Opening his mouth, he stuck out his tongue.

“Wait,” I held up a hand. “I’m thrilled to see that you would suffer so much for me but with the new world issues, you will sanitize it first.”

“Oh thank you Mistress,” he ran over to the sink and poured disinfectant over the toy. He rubbed it up and down with a washcloth before rinsing it off in hot, soapy water and then practically tripped again trying to reach me.

My lips twisted into my cruelest smile. “Now, deep throat it like the dirty little whore you are.”

Mathew gagged before he put the huge dildo into his mouth and I laughed, rubbing my clit harder. 

“Don’t you want to make sure the disinfectant is truly gone before putting it inside your Mistress’s pussy?”

His eyes watered as he nodded, plunging the dildo into his yawning mouth. Trained to take it, he didn’t gag again and pushed it down his throat, blinking hard and fast.

“That’s good,” I cooed. “You’re such a nasty little tart. Look at how deep you can take a cock.”

He nodded, and his caged cock twitched. His nipples pebbled, and he groaned around the dildo, pushing it even deeper.

“Suck that thing like it’s attached to one of my many lovers.”

Mathew’s eyes closed, and he pushed the cock deeper, pulling it in and out, his throat working to contain it. He groaned while he mouth-fucked himself, and I watched. My pussy flooded with wetness and I moaned in pleasure, twirling two fingers around my swollen nub.

“Take it out and show me.”

He pulled it out and held it up for my inspection. It was slick with his saliva. Mathew swallowed and coughed.

“Wash it again with hot water and anti-bacterial soap.”

“Yes, Mistress.” He jumped up and hobbled to the bathroom sink, where he washed it thoroughly for a second time. After finishing, he spun around and his eyes widened.

He gaped as I used one hand to finger my opening and the other to stroke my clit. My body on full glorious display.

He stammered, his masculine frame shaking, his eyes glued to my movements.

“Come here so I can reward you for doing such a good job with your slutty little mouth.”

He started toward me, and I held up a glistening finger. “Amble, so you don’t slip again.”

Nodding, he took small careful steps until he reached me.

“Drop to your knees and use that squeaky clean dildo to fuck my pussy like you never can.”

“Oh Mistress, thank you Mistress.” He did as he was told, dropping in front of me and holding it up. His hand shook as he placed it against my heated flesh.

“Now push it inside my opening and angle it upward.”

Mathew did what I demanded while I pinched my clit.

“Fuck me with the superior cock until I come.”


Chapter Four
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His concentration was divine, brows pulled together, and his full attention on my twat. I writhed and moaned, pushing hard onto the wet dildo as he fucked me with the toy. I ground down hard on his hand and pushed my clit against his slick flesh. The sensation built, and I rode it, like a surfer rides their perfect wave. Groaning and mashing myself down onto the toy and slut-boy’s hand, I came hard, wailing in ecstasy. The orgasm shook my body in several long waves until I sagged with satisfaction.

Mathew held the dildo inside me until I dismounted. He dropped to his knees, and a thin line of drool dripped from his lips onto the tile floor. My smile was long and cruel. 

“Mistress, you are so beautiful, can I taste you? Lick the come from your luscious cunt?”

“Shut your trap, bitch. You will clean me when I command.”

“Yes Mistress.” He fell silent, his eyes on the floor.

I stood up, stretched and yawned. “Hand me a towel.”

He scrambled to serve me, wrapping the thick cloth around my shoulders and helping me out of the tub. 

“I will take a nap while you change. When I awake, you will present yourself properly as My little slut Susie. Is that understood?”

“But Mistress…” his face flushed hot with shame. “Here? Now? While it’s daylight?”

“Yes, here and now.”

“But just to stay here in the hotel with you, right?”

I barked a harsh laugh. “No slut. Susie is taking me out shopping.”

His face was crimson. “To buy items for Mistress?”

I let the smile linger. “You’ll see. Now no more lip or I’ll whip you senseless. Change into Susie and I’ll wake in an hour. Do not disturb my sleep.”

“Yes Mistress. I won’t. I’ll be good.”

I threw the towel on the floor and climbed into the bed. Without covering my naked body, the more to torment him with. Within seconds, I was out.
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After a thirty-minute catnap, I awoke. The guest bathroom door was still closed. Mathew took his alter-ego seriously. Susie was putting on her makeup no doubt and it would be flawless. I changed into a beachy outfit that was sexy but not slutty. A tight fitting yellow bikini top with a short matching skirt. I used the master bathroom to apply lip gloss, mascara, and fluff my hair.

Writing Susie a note, I slipped out without disturbing her. When I entered the VIP lounge and made my way to the bar, I sauntered past dozens of stunning, rich people. A lovely dark-skinned male and female couple were perched at the bar and I sat down next to the woman. The bar was more visible and an easier place to approach strangers.

“Miss Blue Moon,” the bartender said. “Lovely to see you again. You look amazing, as always.” He flashed me a bright white smile. “Can I bring you a scotch or a soda water?”

“Soda water, Mike.”

The woman next to me turned her head quizzically. She was stunning, darker than her consort, with deep, soulful eyes. Her dark cropped hair fell to her shoulders, winding in thick, tight curls. “Blue? Is that your real name?”

I raised my brows. “What’s yours?”

“Erica,” red lips parted to flash a wicked smile.

The man leaned past her and grinned. His shaved head and full goatee flattered his round face. “Please excuse my wife, she’s not known for her subtlety.”

“What is she known for?” I winked.

Erica flushed, and the man let out a belly laugh. “I’d love to show you…  Blue.”

“Benjamin,” Erica exclaimed. “Please stop embarrassing me.”

“Forgive me?” Benjamin batted his eyelashes and pecked her cheek.

“If you’re good,” Erica smiled.

Mike, the bartender, placed the soda water in front of me. “Are you free later?”

I waved a hand dismissively. “Probably not tonight Mike, but if anything changes I’ll let you know.”

He walked away, head down, trying to hide his disappointment.

I turned back to the couple. “You never answered my question.”

“You never answered mine,” the woman retorted, raising her chin.

“You first,” I flared my nostrils.

She exchanged glances with her husband, and he nodded.

“Well, remember you insisted…” she slid off the bar stool, closing the gap between us in a second. Then her lips were on mine, parted and wet. Her mouth tasted like fresh fruit, and I explored it with my tongue. One hand slid under my skirt and pressed against my panties.

“I’ve got many talents,” she breathed into my mouth. “But my favorite is to please women while my husband watches.”

“Tied up so he can’t touch himself?” I breathed back.

She leaned away and laughed. “That sounds delicious.”

“What are you two discussing?” Benjamin asked.

“None of your business,” his wife pushed him back and leaned into my ear. “I’d love to taste you.”

I grabbed the back of her hair and pulled her mouth to mine again. “Isn’t that what you’re doing?”

Our tongues tangled, and I fell into her sweetness. We made out for  several minutes, mashing our breasts together. She moaned softly when I pulled her hair harder.

“Hi Susie,” Mike’s voice cut through my lust. “Can I get you anything?”
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I stopped kissing Erica to glance over at Susie. She was standing stiffly next to me and I smiled.

“Erica, I’d like you to meet my girlfriend Susie. Susie, this is my new friend Erica and her husband Benjamin.”

Susie held out a hand, palm and fingers down, to be kissed and I narrowed my eyes. Immediately, she dropped her hand and curtsied. “Very nice to meet you both.” She didn’t make eye contact with either of them.

Erica smiled but blinked her eyes several times, looking between us. 

“Susie is My sissy slut,” I patted her on the ass. 

She reddened, which made my smile grow larger. “She’d be a good little mouth whore for your husband.” I glanced at Benjamin, and his cheeks colored.

“Oh,” Erica clapped her hands together. “That sounds delightful.”

“It was wonderful to meet you, Erica. We need to head out for a little shopping but we’d love to see you two later… wouldn’t we Susie?”

“Yes, Miss Blue.” She curtsied again.

“Please come up to our room later. At six o’clock.” 

“We’d love to,” Erica didn’t hide her excitement and Benjamin shifted from one leg to the other. 

I ran a hand along the back of Erica’s neck, and she shivered. Catching the bartender’s eye I said, “Please put their drinks on my tab Mike and charge it all to my room.”

“Of course Blue.” He glanced between the four of us and then leaned in. “And if you need a fifth, I get off work at eight.”

I tossed my hair without responding and slid off the stool. “We’ll see you two later.” I sashayed out of the bar with Susie fast on my heels.


Chapter Seven
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The cab pulled up in front of a convenience store and we got out, walking to the front door.

Susie picked lint off the front of her tight pink, revealing top and waited for me to speak.

“You know what you have to do?” I asked.

She nodded, her lower lip trembling.

“Go ahead then,” I patted her ass.

Susie squealed and opened the door shakily. I followed her inside, keeping my distance. She approached the counter. The young woman working looked up. Her eyes widened, but she pulled her face back into a polite expression. “Hello, how may I help you?”

Susie’s lower lip trembled. “I’m looking for some items, I was wondering if maybe someone could help me find them?”

“Certainly. Steve is on the floor, he can help you.” She twisted her head, looking around and spotted him at the same time Susie did. My sissy slut paled as the woman behind the counter raised her hand and motioned for the helper. 

I bit my lip, laughing. Susie’s worst nightmare. A young man in his early twenties ambled over. 

“Hello,” Steve said, barely even looking at her. “How may I help you?”

“I… I…,” Susie stammered. She looked back at me, her mouth  ajar, her eyes wide. I crossed my arms in front of my chest and shook my head.

Susie gulped down a deep breath of air and blinked her mascara clad eyes. She looked like she was about to cry. “I’m looking for some items. I was hoping you could help me find them.”

“Will do. First item?” Steve asked.

“I need an anti-fungal, for my yeast infection.” Susie looked down at her shoes again.

Steve blushed. He kept his eyes on the floor in front of him. “Yes ma’am, right this way.” He scurried away, and Susie shuffled after him, throwing me a look. I narrowed my eyes, and she bit her lip, trailing behind Steve. 

He ducked down an isle with Susie following, and me keeping several paces behind them. When he got to the middle of the aisle, he gestured to one side. “Here are the creams you are looking for. Anything else?”

Susie grabbed a package off the shelf without looking at it. “Yes sir, tampons.”

Steve shrunk several inches. He looked like he wanted to run away and hide in the basement. Instead of responding, he shuffled past Susie while she hurried after him. He walked further down the aisle and motioned to stacked tampons on a shelf without a word.

Susie reached out and snagged a package. Steve cleared his throat and stared  Susie’s three inch pumps. “Anything else ma’am?”

“Yes, sir. I also need condoms, because I’m such a dirty whore.”

Steve gasped, his eyes trailing up her long, waxed legs, pausing at her miniskirt and then slowly inching their way up to her huge fake breasts where they paused a beat. Finally, his gaze made it to Susie’s face. His jaw dropped. He cleared his throat again and shook his head. “I’m sorry,” he stammered. “Yes ma’am, right this way.” But instead of walking, Steve just gaped openly at Susie.

She shifted uneasily, reaching out to a shelf, steading herself. “I’m sure you can tell how slutty I am by the way I’m dressed. I’m sure it’s no surprise to you that a whore like me would need a lot of condoms.” Her voice was no longer shaking. Humiliation and embarrassment reached high on Susie’s love list.

“No ma’am, I would never assume anything…” He stuttered. “I mean, it’s none of my business. You’re the customer, and I will happily show you where the prophylactics are.” He tore his gaze from her face and walked unsteadily down the aisle, weaving back and forth.

It was all I needed to see. Satisfied that she had completed her job, I waited for Susie outside. When she opened the door, she was flushed and holding a small bag. “Mistress, I did everything you said, but I was so humiliated. I’m utterly embarrassed. Can we go back to the hotel now? I just want to crawl into bed and hide.”

“Yes Susie, we may go back now, but you may not crawl into bed and hide. You have made me very happy. You’re My good little sissy slut.” I moved to stand in front of her and shot my hand backwards to grab her caged clit. She let out a small squeal and a moan. I wrapped my hands around the cage and her balls, and twisted. Another shriek followed. “Remember trollop, you are never allowed to come. If you behave and suffer for Me, you may be allowed a sissygasm once we’re off the island.”

“You are so good to me, Mistress. I love you so much. I worship the ground you walk on.”

“As you should.”


Chapter Eight
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Back in the hotel room, Susie put away the purchased items without my orders. She returned dutifully to stand by my side, eyes cast to the floor like a good slave.

“Strip,” I commanded.

Susie removed her clothing, folded, and laid each article in a neat pile on a winged-back chair. She looked at me shyly; her caged clit hanging uselessly between her legs. I smiled and reached down to flick it with a finger.

“Remember, you can’t be trusted to remain chaste without lockup, isn’t that correct?”

“Yes Mistress.”

“Good, now place my favorite items in the nightstand and then bring me some rope and a chair.”

Susie scurried away, placed the correct items in the nightstand, and returned a few moments later with the rope. She laid two skeins on the bed and went to fetch a chair, which she placed next to the bed. Then she stood in front of it, her eyes on the floor. 

With two hands, I pushed her down onto the chair, hard, and she landed with a thud, almost falling off. Laughter bubbled from my throat. Bending over, I whacked her legs open with a hand, then pinched the insides of each pale thigh until she cried out. I grabbed and unwound the thick hemp rope and tied each of her ankles to the legs of the chair. Spread wide, her useless clit mocked her from below. I pulled her hands behind the chair and knotted them together. Walking back to eye my handiwork, I moved out of her sight to the toy bag, rummaged around and pulled out a ball gag. Returning to her, I slid it into her mouth, pushed her head forward and buckled it from behind. She looked up, immediately drooling onto her nub.

There was a knock at the door, and I crossed to open it. Erica and Benjamin held up a bottle of wine. I took it and ushered them inside.

“Erica. Ben…” I pointed to Susie. “You’ve met My little whore, Susie. She’ll be watching until I tell her to perform.”

“Oooo,” Erica skipped to her. “Can I touch her?”

“Please.” I smiled and Erica ran her fingers down Susie’s chest. She groaned and strained, her eyes flicking to mine. “She has a very talented tongue. You can use it for your pleasure later, but mine is better.”

Erica looked up at me, her eyes wide. “I also have a very talented tongue. As does Ben.”

“We’d love to prove it to you,” Ben said.

I smiled and walked into the kitchen. “Ben, come and open this wine.”

He followed, and I handed him the bottle, leaving him to find the opener. I walked back to Erica and ran my hands over the front of her body. Full breasts heaved, her cleavage cavernous and delightful. Hard nipples pebbled through the thin satin fabric, and I pinched each one between a thumb and forefinger. She groaned. I moved a hand behind her head and grabbed her thick hair at the base. Pulling it back, I pressed my mouth to hers. Her tongue darted out to lick me. She tasted like strawberries and a pink sky right after the sun sets. Her body pressed into mine, and Susie gurgled through her gag.

“Two gorgeous women. You don’t need me,” Ben said.

I broke the kiss but still held her head back, dark hair twined between my fingers. “You’re absolutely right.” I spun my body and reached for a glass with my free hand. Ben handed it to me and then stepped next to Erica. He placed a cup at her lips while I kept hold of her hair and tilted it back. She drank some, but most of it spilled over her tight black dress and onto the floor.

“Benjamin, clean up that spilled wine with your tongue,” I said.

I let go of Erica’s hair and she grinned at me, her eyes flashing. Ben bent forward and eagerly licked the droplets off the front of her dress, then dropped to his knees and licked it off the floor.

“While you’re down there…” I said. “Clean the bottom of your wife’s shoes.”

Ben looked up at Erica, and she nodded, lifting a foot. “They’re filthy, just like you.”

Susie moaned and shifted in her chair, her neck craning for a better look. 

Erica’s husband’s tongue darted out to lick the bottom of her four inch louboutin. His eyes flicked back to me and I held up a hand. “Remove them instead.” He removed each shoe carefully. Turning to Erica, I said, “Do you have an issue if I direct?”

“Please, go ahead,” she purred.

“Benjamin, lick up the inside of Erica’s legs.”

He did as he was told and I put my arm around his wife to hold her in place. She sagged against me and I twined an arm around her and pulled out one of her magnificent breasts.

Susie twitched, gasping around her gag.

I pinched Erica’s pretty nipple, and she moaned. Benjamin’s mouth was close to her short skirt. 

“Lift her skirt and lick her pussy,” I said.

He did as instructed and she practically fell, but I held her in place. “Walk with me.” I moved her over to Susie’s chair and sat her on her lap, facing out. Opening Erica’s legs wide over Susie's I pushed her husband down on his knees and pried up her skirt. “Benjamin, lick her up,” I instructed.

I leaned forward and took her mouth as her husband dutifully lapped up her juices, but I needed to taste her myself. Not willing to go down to my knees, I stopped kissing her and pulled Benjamin up to kiss him. 

“I need to taste your wife,” I growled and pulled his head to mine. 

Erica squealed in delight. “May I taste your sissies mouth?”

I broke the kiss to eye them both. 

Susie was gyrating beneath Erica. “Stop that, Susie. Stop moving like a dirty hussy.”

She squeaked around the ball gag and then stilled.

“If Susie remains still, you may kiss her, but if she gyrates or bucks again, you must stop. Understood?”

“Yes Mistress Moon,” Erica smiled up at me. Then she stood up, turned around and straddled Susie. My little bitch groaned and leaned her head back to look at Erica, who reached behind her head and unbuckled the ball gag with a precision that spoke of prior experience. “May I grind against Your whore as long as she doesn’t grind back?”

“You can lift your skirt and place your wet pussy on Susie’s cage. Drip all over her deformed clit.”

“Oh yes, Miss,” Erica stood, pulled up her skirt and then settled back down. “Thank you, Miss.”

Susie made a muffled sound, but Erica covered her mouth with her tantalizing lips and I turned back to Benjamin.

The four of us made out for several minutes. He was a good kisser and tasted of wine. While we kissed, I moved my hand down to his cock and twisted it. He cried out in pain but didn’t pull his mouth away from mine.


Chapter Nine
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“Let’s see what you and your wife are good for,” I growled into his mouth.

Pushing him away, I walked over to the bed and lay on my back. “You can both service me now.”

Erica leaped off Susie and almost knocked her husband down in a rush to reach me. 

“My wife is a master pussy pleaser,” Benjamin’s voice was low and grave.

“Prove it,” I shimmied up to the top of the bed, leaning back against full pillows. Erica launched herself onto the bed, scrambling toward me, and I held up a finger. 

“Benjamin, angle Susie’s chair so she can watch.”

He ran over to comply and I pulled up my skirt and held my panties to one side. Bending my knees, I widened my legs and made a come hither motion with my index finger.

Erica climbed up the bed until she was planted between my legs. Her tongue was velvety and her husband had not lied. A gentle suck, an enthusiastic lick and a full performance as she ground her body into the mattress.

“Move your ass toward me,” I purred.

She angled her body upward, and I reached down to touch her soft, wet cunt. I pressed a finger into her warm cleft, and she groaned, pushing back into me. Pulling my hand back, I tasted her essence on my finger. She truly was delicious. I wet my thumb and pressed my hand back into her. A forefinger sinking deep inside her pussy and my thumb pressing into her asshole. She bucked, and I wriggled both digits. I turned my head to look at Susie. Her eyes were on us, wide and wanton. Pre-come dripped from her cage and onto the chair.

“Benjamin?”

He leapt into view, his glass of wine sloshing.

“Are you heteroflexible?” I asked.

He bit his lip, trying to catch his wife’s eye, but she was far too busy with my hot snatch to look up from her job. I took that as a yes.

“You will straddle Susie and force your cock down her throat.”

Benjamin’s cock sprang to its full size and he almost dropped his wine glass. Susie squealed with delight. She loved sucking cock. She loved sucking anything. Susie was a good little whore.

After setting his wineglass down, Ben straddled My slut, standing over her and held out his cock. Susie wrapped her lips around it and pushed her head forward to take his full length. 

“Deep throat him, you dirty little bitch,” I groaned, bucking my own hips into Erica’s hot, sexy mouth.

My eyes focused and then unfocused as I watched Benjamin riding Susie’s face and let myself fully enjoy the expert ministrations of Erica. She lapped at my clit and tickled my hole with a finger.

I reached into the bedside table for the double-sided dildo Susie had planted there and pulled it out.

Erica looked up and her eyes widened hungrily as she reached for it. I pulled it away, smiling, and yanked her up for a kiss. Our mouths twined, and my body pressed against hers for several moments. Pushing her back, I grabbed the front V of her dress and tore it off, freeing her exquisite breasts. They were large, a size D and supple with peaked, dark nipples. Leaning forward, I took one in my mouth, sucking her budding flesh and rolling it lightly between my teeth. She groaned and writhed beneath me. I grabbed the dildo I’d tossed on the bed and rammed it into her snatch. Moaning, she rode it. 

Benjamin craned his neck around to watch us as Susie swallowed him whole. Both of them groaned, and Ben reached for her head to pull her deeper. “I’m going to come,” he gasped.

“Don’t. You. Fucking. Dare,” I hissed. 

He pulled his dick out and it throbbed and pulsed in front of Susie’s face. She licked her lips, eyes glassy and focused on it. Her mouth opened and closed, her head moving forward to reach for it.

“Please Mistress,” she said, “I need it. I need it in my mouth. Or better yet, my ass.”

“Susie,” I said sweetly. “Your Mistress knows what’s best for you, isn’t that right?”

“Yes, yes, always,” she bucked toward Benjamin again but couldn’t reach him. His prick was calming down.

“You will keep your eyes on your Mistress while she comes and you will keep Erica’s husband in your mouth until you suck down every last drop of his semen. Is that understood?”

“Oh yes Mistress, thank you.” Susie opened her mouth and Benjamin rammed his cock into it. Susie gasped and retched before ramming her head down on his dick, her eyes remaining on us. Benjamin, too, watched while his wife fucked the dildo in my hand. I pushed Erica down onto the mattress, still fucking her hard. She looked up at me, her eyes half mast, her body tight on the verge of orgasm. I stopped the movement and pulled the dildo from her luscious pussy. She cried out and reached for me. Grabbing her outstretched hands, I planted them on my firm breasts, pulling each one out of my yellow bathing suit top and showed her how I liked them squeezed. She busied herself, kneading each breast and playing gently with each nipple. While she was working, I reached between my legs and inserted the curved side of the double dildo. 

Erica’s breath caught when I pushed the long end back between her open legs. Keeping her hands on my breasts and her eyes locked on mine, I fucked her slow and hard. She gasped and bucked beneath me. I pushed her hands off my tits and lowered my face to hers, grabbing onto her sweet mouth. Our tongues tangled and I wound a hand in her hair, pulling her head up as I kissed her lips and explored her mouth. 

Our watchers groaned, and I broke the kiss. “You are not allowed to come until I tell you Benjamin.”

He croaked and beneath me Erica giggled, her eyes still on mine.

“What about me?” she rasped, her voice thick and heavy.

“Same. I will ride you and you will wait.”

“What’s my reward if I do?” her dark eyes were playful and her lip quirked into a teasing smile.

“DP.”

“Oh yes, please!” She squirmed, reaching for me and pulling my face to hers where she kissed me passionately.

I rode her hard while we made out. The soft wet sounds of Benjamin stopping and starting in My slut’s mouth only urged me on. A few minutes later, Erica panted in my mouth. “I’m close, please don’t stop. I can come again after. Please, I beg you.”

“We’ll come together and you’ll wait until I tell you to,” I growled. Yanking her hair hard, I pulled her head into the mattress, fucking her deeply. She opened wider for me and arched her body into mine. Our bodies, slick with sweat, slid against each other. Her eyes opened, and her back arched. We watched each other, writhing together in ecstasy. 

“Now,” I screamed as my orgasm surged through my body and slammed into her pussy. She came hard with me, crying out my name.

Benjamin moaned and I could tell he was ejaculating into Susie’s mouth as she choked and strained to take him.

I broke my gaze with Erica to watch her husband use my sissy bitch’s mouth as his receptacle. He fucked her hard and Susie bucked her useless caged clit into the air in front of him.

When Benjamin was finished he looked over at me and shrugged. “I’m sorry Mistress Moon, I couldn’t help myself.” His voice was ragged and deep.

“Susie, lick him clean.” I ignored the apology.

Susie bent forward and licked his softening cock, sucking on his pubic hair. She licked her lips, her eyes rolling back into her head. “Delicious.” She groaned. 

“Benjamin, get your ass over here.” I extradited myself from his wife and reached into the drawer for my strap on.

He slunk over to me, his head hanging down. Erica made happy post coital moans and pulled off the rest of her mostly torn clothing. I slid off the bed and stripped, my body slick with the effort of fucking her. Benjamin gaped openly at the two of us, naked and gorgeous. I slapped hard at his cock, which was growing hard again, and held out the strap on. “You will put this on, over your useless cock and you will fuck your wife with it. If you come again, I will make you stand in the corner naked, holding a penny to the wall with your nose while the three of us sit here and eat dinner.”

“Yes Mistress. I’m sorry, I’ll be good.”

“You understand that this is your punishment? Fucking your wife with a strap on because you can’t control your own dick? If you’d waited, you would have been able to come inside your wife’s delicious pussy.”

He could not meet my gaze. “I understand. I am a disgusting pig. I have no control over myself.”

“That’s an understatement. Lift your leg.” He placed each leg into the harness and I pulled each strap tight around the backs of his legs and his waist. 

Erica watched, lazily playing with herself and smiling. 

“Get up for a minute,” I said, and she jumped off the bed. “Go kiss My little whore.”

Her eyes widened, and she licked her lips, practically leaping the two feet to where Susie strained at her bonds.

Erica straddled her and they made out, both of them moaning. Erica ran her fingernails down Susie’s chest and she cried out but couldn’t pull away.

I turned back to Benjamin and pointed to the bed. “Lay down man whore.”

He did as he was told and I climbed on top, mounting the dildo and easing it into my cunt. I leaned down and kissed him as I rode, slow and deep. His own appendage hardened beneath it, and I reached my hand in between his legs and pinched it. He gasped, and tears filled his eyes.

“This is what happens when you don’t listen to your women.”

“I know. I deserve it.”

“Shut up bitch.” I rose off the dildo and walked to the other side of the room, reaching into my toy bag for my small cane. It was a short, thin piece of tough nylon that stung terribly. Benjamin’s gaze flicked between my naked body and that of his wife, making out with my slave. His erection grew and throbbed uselessly under the enormous strap on I was making him wear. 

I walked back to him slowly, gyrating my hips, and his dick pulsed watching me. Climbing back onto the bed, I crawled toward him, my breasts swinging. He reached up to touch one, and I thwacked his hand away hard with the cane. Crying out, he pulled it away and looked up at me. I squatted next to him, held up the dildo and gave his manhood several light hits. He smiled, mistaking my gentleness as a false reprieve. I laughed, letting the sound spill over him like a cloak, and as soon as he exhaled I brought the cane down hard on his cock. Benjamin screamed, high pitched and sharp.

Erica stopped kissing Susie and looked over. When she saw what I was doing, she laughed. I crooked a finger at her, and she pulled herself off My slut and sauntered over. “Go get the disinfectant off my bathroom counter.” I pointed to the master bath, and she disappeared, returning a moment later with the bottle I used for toys and a washcloth. I nodded at the dildo her husband wore. “Wipe that down.”

Erica climbed next to me and we stopped everything to touch each other’s breasts and make out over Benjamin. When we finished, his dick was raging hard. Erica squirted some liquid onto the cloth and wiped down the toy, holding it up and out of the way. As she did so, I gave his useless member several more hard swats and he cried out while the two of us laughed. Susie gurgled, and I caught her eye and smiled. She smiled back, her tiny caged clit trying to break free, but unable to.

I took the solution and cloth from Erica and tossed it onto the bedside table. Reaching between her legs, I stroked her soft, wet pussy. She groaned and arched, then fell onto me, reaching between my legs. I was wet and ready, just like her, though I still wore the dildo. I pressed a finger inside her and rubbed her clit. She stroked mine, and we played with one another for several long minutes. There was movement below us, and my gaze flicked down to find Benjamin playing with himself. I reached for the fallen switch and railed on his cock until it deflated. Erica, in the meantime, had leaped off the bed and was rummaging in my toy bag. She pulled out several skeins of rope and held them up. I nodded and jumped off the bed to help her. We wrapped the rope around each of Ben’s limbs and tied all four to the bedframe. We spread him open wide and he could no longer use his hands.

I leaned into Erica and whispered in her ear. She nodded and climbed on top of him, inserting the dildo into her dripping cunt. His cock sprung to life immediately, and I gave it one last thwack before adjusting the double-sided dildo still buried deep inside my pussy. I reached for his head and pushed it toward the dildo I was wearing.

He groaned and turned his head away so I straddled his face backwards, facing Erica. “Suck my cock like the man-whore you are.” I guided my silicone dildo into his mouth and bore down. He gagged, choking on it, and I rode his face, reaching for my female lover. Our arms wrapped around each other, our breasts sliding together, and we made out while we both fucked him. Her breath was sweet, her lips warm and soft. My body melted into hers and I let my hands wander over her tight back and settle on her hips. I used them to push her down harder and then pull her up. She let me set the pace and we screwed her man together, riding him hard. Tongues tangled, and we gasped into each other’s mouths. “Again?” I groaned, and she nodded. “Come with me now, while we use your husband as our plaything.”

“Yes, please,” her breath was hot and short. 

We pulled at each other, our arms tangling, our breasts jiggling together. I reached out and grasped hers, tweaking her nipples and bending to take one in my mouth. Her head arched back, and she screamed. Pushing into the dildo deep inside my pussy, a climax soared. I raised my head and Erica clamped onto my mouth, kissing me hard as we came together, once again. After our second mutual orgasms faded, we held each other while the tiny aftermaths of pleasure shook us both. I didn’t even notice the gagging noises coming from Benjamin until Susie giggled and broke the spell.

Climbing off Ben’s face, I moved behind Erica and she sagged forward, on top of her lover. Leaning forward, I ran my tongue down her spine, and she shivered, panting lightly. Following her vertebrae, I licked until my tongue met the crest of her ass and then I followed further, licking between her cheeks. Moaning, she pushed her ass up, and I rimmed her, my tongue searching and wetting her tiny puckered hole. She started riding her husband’s dildo again, and I reached between his legs to grab his throbbing cock. It was leaking, and I ran some of the sticky liquid over the head. He moaned and gasped, pressing into his wife’s hot cunt. I took some of his pre-come and applied it to the opening of Erica’s ass. Her opening widened, welcoming my finger. I worked it, reaching for lube on the side table and squeezing some into my hand. 

The couple was lost in each other, their eyes locked. Her hands ran down his chest, and she leaned forward to kiss him. I rubbed the lube on my dildo and pressed it to her hole. She pressed back.

“Yes,” she cried out when I entered her.

We moved together, while Erica fucked her husband’s dildo, I fucked her sweet ass. I wrapped my arms around her, and she sat up to press her back against me. I played with her breasts and peeked around, pleased to find Benjamin’s eyes wide and watching. Susie watched too, her lips parted, her cage pulsing.

I held Erica’s large breasts, using them as leverage while I pushed deep into her cave. The other side of the dildo pressed hard against my pussy, a soft nub kneading my clit. After several seconds we found our motion, and we rode together, back and forth. My next orgasm built quicker than the last, soaring through me like a tidal wave of rapture. My head shot back and then forward, landing hard in Erica’s hair. She gasped, reached back and grabbed my hips, pulling me deeper. I rode her until she came, screaming and tearing at the bedding.

“Oh yes,” she cried out and for the third time we climaxed together.

The orgasm flooded my body, and I clung to her, pulling on her tits for leverage as I pumped the climax through me. She arched and spun her head so we could kiss. I grasped her mouth with mine and as our tongues intertwined. I came again, the next orgasm even more intense than all the others combined. My fingers pulled at her nipples, my own breasts pressing into her back as I rode out the final, multiple orgasm.


Chapter Ten


[image: ]


I must have drifted off because some time later the three of us were still entangled in a cuddle puddle of dried sweat and exhaustion. I lay in the middle with Erica, and Benjamin’s arms splayed over me. Erica had thrown a leg over me as well. The couple held hands atop my breasts. Susie had stopped panting, and all was silent and still. 

Pushing the couple aside, I got up and approached my sissy. She was awake but quiet. Bending over, I took her mouth, and she groaned, letting me taste her. I reached between her legs and fondled the cage, squeezing her useless ball sack. She moaned and writhed.

“Erica, Benjamin, come untie my little sissy slut.”

The two dutifully jumped off the bed and loosened Susie’s ropes. She pulled her hands free and rubbed her arms and wrists. As soon as her legs were free too, she stood up on wobbly legs and I let her lean against me. I helped her to the bed and lay her down.

“Of the two of you, who gives the best massages?” I asked the couple.

Erica pushed Benjamin forward, and he laughed nervously. He still wore the strap on and his dick was coming to life, again. This was no surprise as I had forbidden him a second orgasm.

“Climb on top of Susie and massage her,” I said.

Benjamin exchanged looks with his wife, but she merely pushed him forward. He hit the side of the bed and fell over onto it.

I laughed, grabbing the massage oil from the bathroom and tossing it at him. He caught it, squirted a liberal amount on his hands and rubbed Susie down. She watched him with half-lidded eyes.

“Start with her arms, and then do her legs,” I said.

Susie smiled at me and mouthed, “thank you Mistress.” 

I gave her a crooked half smile and nodded before walking into the kitchen with Erica on my heels.

“That, darling, was amazing.” I filled a clean glass with wine for her and sat at the table. She joined me and we stared at one another for a very long time. I couldn’t deny wanting more of this insatiable woman, but I’d have to eat first.

“You’re the best lover I’ve ever had,” Erica took a sip of her wine, holding my gaze. 

“Let’s eat dinner and then tie up our men and make them watch while we keep fucking each other silly.” 

Her eyes glazed over. “Oh yes, please…”

Three days later Mathew had packed up our bags, called a taxi and carried everything into the baggage claim. My purse was slung across his shoulders, and his eyes were bright. Going through airport security, his forehead furrowed as it always did, afraid his cage would set off the alarms. He stepped through slowly, his jaw clenched, and let out a deep breath when they didn’t stop him. I followed, entering behind him to mitigate any problems if they arose.

We walked to the gate hand in hand, his eyes never leaving my face.

“Did you enjoy your vacation?” I asked.

“Oh Mistress,” he said. “It was better than I could have ever hoped for. Thank you for tying me up and torturing me. Thank you for allowing me to suck Benjamin’s dick. Thank you for making me watch the three of you and then you with Erica. Thank you for keeping me caged and not allowing me to come. It’s what I deserve.”

“It is exactly what you deserve, My little whore,” I patted his ass.

He trembled. “Mistress, I love you. I love you so much. I am your humble servant and wish to serve you for the rest of my days.”

I grabbed his caged clit and pulled, flashing him a full smile that reached my eyes. “I love you too Mathew, you’re the best sissy slut a woman could ask for.”

The End
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Author’s Reflection - Unedited




This story is longer than the first two combined but it’s also a longer story with a 3,000 word sex scene, so it was worth the wait, yes?

Each of My stories are based on a real life submissive that I’ve had the pleasure of torturing.

This story, Mathew’s story, is based on my very first sub and I love him dearly. While he’s not my primary partner, he will always have a piece of my heart. He also gave me the best feedback and changes for this book and thus, I am dedicating it to him.

For My sissy slut M, may your sissygasms be strong and your caged little clitty remain chaste forever.

***Mistress Rain***
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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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