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Text Message Commands

Two weeks ago, seemed like forever, the text messages had come in a flurry of ever urging commands.

“Do it Ryan.”

“Just click the lock into place.”

“You said you would do anything for me, now prove it.”

“Do it NOW Ryan.”

“I’m sick of waiting. You have the next thirty seconds to decide.”

Fumbling with his phone and the lock looped through the chastity device encaging his dick he finally managed with a deep breath of trepidation to snap the lock shut, the click of the lock somehow sounding far louder than it should. Hurriedly he had grabbed his phone, snapped a photo of what he had done, and hit send. Only afterward did the panic start to set in. Had he really just done this? He sent a total stranger a key, to the very lock he had just closed a couple of days ago. He had never even met this woman in person and she now had the only means to release his dick from the cage it was encased in. He had no way of knowing if she would ever really return the key, if he would ever get to stroke his dick again. His breath caught, and his dick struggled to get hard, but it was no good, the metal cage kept it trapped and angled downward, it hurt as his cock swelled and tried to stiffen and he was forced to try and think of other things, but it was next to impossible. This inability to get hard only strengthened his nervousness and heightened his sense of arousal at his predicament.

It was several uncomfortable minutes that went by as his nerves and his fantasies warred with each other, his sense of arousal ratcheting up higher as his sense of helplessness increased, his sense of self diverted by another. Finally, after the pain of another failed erection momentarily cleared his mind he glanced down at his phone. The message he read from his online Mistress chilled him to the bone, all color drained from his face and the pit of his stomach dropped.

“You are Mine now, you stupid slut.”

Surely this was just part of the game, surely those words weren’t as truly ominous as they appeared but somehow Ryan knew, this was far more than just the game he was promised.

*******

A month later found Ryan wandering through a crowd of people, trying to avoid jostling anyone too badly while still making his way in the right direction. He was underground, passing by several rails. It was loud with all the people bustling about and the trains coming and going out of the station. Most people were headed in the other direction as it was early in the evening and a lot of them were headed home, Ryan however was here for a different and unknown purpose.

He had gotten the message earlier that morning, the message that could finally free him from this mess.

“Be in the bathroom at Central Station at 7 pm on the 6th.”

The next message had come in a minute after Ryan had read the first one.

“That is if you ever want to touch that dick of yours again slut….”

That last message had decided things for Ryan, if there was even a chance he could undo this foolish decision of his, then he had to take it. His online Mistress had spent the last month making Ryan do all manner of perverse things while sending her photographic evidence of his obedience all the while stringing him along with hopes of getting the key back. The month had been frustratingly long and while he had often fantasized about having his cock locked up in a chastity device, a beautiful woman holding the key he had never thought to wear it for more than a day or two. At this point, Ryan was so sexually frustrated his dick was like a leaking faucet and he had taken to stuffing a cotton ball in the front of his chastity device just to keep his underwear dry.

He pushed through the crowd wondering what manner of humiliation he was going to have to suffer through this time. His online Mistress had made him wear panties to work, she had made him stick anal plugs in his ass and deep throat dildos for her amusement and so much more. At the thought, he shifted a bit uncomfortable before continuing his trek across the station. The steel plug she had sent him was pushed firmly into his ass and it had absolutely no give to it. He had worn it as he had been instructed for this meeting.

At least that’s what his online Mistress had hinted at, that this was to be some sort of rendezvous where he expected to finally get released. Just as his Mistress had told him there would be, he found a small out of the way bathroom towards an unused corner of the station. The bathroom itself had a yellow piece of caution tape across it, accompanied by a crudely made handwritten sign declaring it out of order. 

Ryan looked around hesitantly before pushing the door open and going inside. The bathroom was a bit dirty and it looked as if several people before him had ignored the sign outside. There were four stalls and two urinals, both of which were out of order. One stall had a door that was half off its hinges but the other three looked intact. He didn’t see anyone inside but quickly dipped down to look under the stalls. He saw no feet and figured he was alone. Unsure of what else to do Ryan checked his phone to find a message from his online Mistress.

“Go into the third stall.”

With that Ryan entered the middle stall, the third from the exit, and closed the door behind him. There wasn’t anything unusual in the stall and he found that somehow disconcerting. 

His phone buzzed softly in his hand and he pulled it from his coat pocket to read another set of instructions.

“Strip out of your clothes, lay your coat on the ground and stand on it. You’ll find replacement clothes in a large ziplock bag in the toilet’s tank.”

Ryan stood shocked looking at the message. This was crazy, even if this restroom was out of the way and declared out of order, he couldn’t just strip down leaving his emasculated dick in its tiny pink cage exposed, not to mention the steel bejeweled plug that was wedged tightly in his ass. He couldn’t do this, it was beyond crazy, it was simply too much for him to handle. As if in response to his thoughts his phone buzzed softly in his hand again, temporarily forgotten.

Almost unwillingly he checked the message and saw to his horror a live video streaming to his phone, while the sound was off, he didn’t need it to appreciate the implications of the video. A key, his key, his only hope of ever getting the chance to cum again was prominently displayed, a delicate and well-manicured hand, nails of long bright red holding up close to the camera lens so that the serial number was plainly visible. It was in fact the key he had sent his online mystery Mistress, was being held up in front of a grinder that was on and whirling so fast he couldn’t see how course it was. The hand set his key down on a workbench, picked up another key, and held it to the grinder. Sparks flew and showered about and a second later the hand withdrew, and the second key was completely toothless. Then the video cut out.

A moment later another text message from his Mistress chimed softly.

“I take it you understand my meaning slut, I’ve just destroyed the spare key you sent me, it is completely useless save for decorating one of my many bracelets. In case you are too stupid to comprehend, I am telling you now that if you do not follow my instructions precisely, obediently, and immediately you will be receiving a second video where I grind the teeth off of your primary key and all hope you’ve ever had of getting free again will be lost to you.”

Ryan was stunned. His mind was running wild as it reeled, attempting to escape but he knew he was caught. His Mistress had him exactly where she wanted him and they both knew it. Another message came through.

“You have exactly five minutes to get dressed.”

“4:59….4:58…….”

Ryan immediately pulled off his coat and dropped it onto the disgusting floor, he spread it out as hurriedly to keep any of his other clothes from touching the ground as he shed them. He would leave the coat here and simply be cold on his way home.

After stripping down completely he pushed the toilet tank led which was already partially askew out of the way. The tank was empty of water and he found a ziplock bag, a little dirty from its time in the tank. He pulled it out and began pulling out the content. Inside he found a very skimpy silver thong that was more string than underwear, he noticed it was heavily stained with what was undoubtedly dried cum. Also inside the bag was a set of fake breasts of very high quality and a matching bra to cover them, it too was covered in cum stains but the worst by far was the silver sequined mini-dress, it was so short he didn’t think it would fully cover his ass and it was heavily spattered with cum stains more so than any other item in the bag. 

Revolted Ryan paused as he looked over the dirty clothing, he heard his phone vibrate from his jean pocket on the title floor. He quickly snatched it up and silenced it, not daring to read the text message that he knew by now would inform him he was cutting the time close. Closing his eyes, he got the expensive falsies into position, covered them somewhat clumsily with the bra.

There was a distant thumping sound, but he paid it little attention, his nerves running high as he raced to get dressed in time. Swallowing the very little pride he had left he closed his eyes and slid his shaven legs, another of his Mistress’s previous commands into through the holes of the thong and pulled it up into position, trying to arrange his pink encaged package inside the small amount of material. Lastly, he pulled the cum-stained dress on over his head and found he was right to think it wasn’t long enough to fully cover his ass. Twisting to look behind him to examine just how bad it was, he froze, breaking out into an instant nervous sweat as he heard the door to the stall beside him open, close, and latch shut.

For a moment Ryan couldn’t move, he couldn’t breathe. There was someone in the restroom with him, in the very stall beside him. He tried very hard not to even exist, his mind whirling though he realized that it must be his Mistress in the stall beside him, yes, that must be it he thought to himself and he took in a quiet but deep breath. He glanced down at his phone, his eyes going wide at the time, and took a hurried picture of the proof and sent it to his Mistress with only eight seconds left. Relieved he watched the screen as a message came through from her.

“Good job slut.”

“Now get down on your knees and pull back the bit of tape on the side of the stall. Push your new tits together so they show nicely and hold them about six to eight inches from the hole. Don’t get too low or too far back or you will spoil it.”

Thinking this an odd request he did as he was told, a bit less afraid of the noise the tape was making as he pulled it back, knowing that it was his Mistress on the other side. He waited for a few nervous moments and then he heard a distinctly male grunt of appreciation. A moment later the tips of two large, mud-splattered work boots were sticking out from under the stall wall he now faced, and before he could process this a rather large and meaty dick came through the hole in the stall, hanging semi flaccid at eye level.

Ryan instantly recoiled but in his position was unable to get up but only leaned back, his phone vibrated quietly in his hand, desperate for something, anything else to look at other than the eye level cock he glanced at his phone and began to gape.

Several things clicked quickly into place as he watched message after message come in a steady stream from his Mistress. The video of the grinder he had watched had been a live video, there was no way it could have been her in the other stall unless for some odd reason there was a grinder on a garage workbench very close by. Ryan also knew before she even told him that he would be expected to suck the dick in front of him if he didn’t want his key destroyed.

Sure enough, the messages came in and Ryan discovered that his online Mistress ran a glory hole business. She used pictures of herself to entice the men but kept a small group of chastised slaves to do the actual sucking. This enabled her to keep her hands and mouth clean and to service more clients, she apparently had many “venues” spread out across the city.

The man’s voice in the other stall boomed out in a gruff rumble. “Hurry up ya whore, I ain’t paying you by the hour.”

The live stream video of the whirling grinder appeared again on Ryan’s phone, his key, confirmed by the serial number, held dangerously close to the wheel captioned with the words.

“Keep the charade up and service my client, now.”

Ryan leaned forward, panicking and not knowing what else to do he tried to blank his mind as his lips touched the quivering head of the man’s cock. It instantly became fully erect and Ryan now understood why his online Mistress had made him spend so much time, and record so many videos of himself sucking off large, life-like dildos. He bobbed up and down on the real thing trying to forget what he was doing as he did it. It felt softer in his mouth than he would have expected and it tasted somewhat salty but that was nothing compared to a few minutes later when the man let loose a torrent of string thick ropes of cum into Ryan’s mouth, unable to stop himself, he let the cock drop from his mouth and the cum spilled down the front of his mouth, onto his falsies and all over the already nasty silver sequin dress.

The man on the other side groaned again but this time it was a sound of manly satisfaction rather than anticipation, the sound of a man who had just orgasmed properly unlike Ryan had been able to do for the past month, and to his horror, he found that his own locked up dick was drizzling cum at such a rate that the cotton ball had soaked through and he was adding his own stain to the nasty silver panties.

The large cock retracted through the hole and a couple of doors slammed open in closed before the restroom was completely silent again and Ryan was left with nothing but his burning shame, while he knelt on his now dirty coat, in a feminized get up coated in layers of dried cum and another man’s fresh cum.

He glanced down at his phone to see the grinder had stopped whirling and his key was laying on the workbench, its teeth still intact. The film blacked out and a message appeared from his Mistress.

“Very good, you stupid bitch, I’m glad you now fully appreciate the working arrangement between us.”

There was a pause between messages and then another appeared.

“Though next time you will keep it in your mouth when the client cums. Men like it better when you swallow their seed, having been one yourself once I should think you would know that.”

“However, you are no longer a man and from here on I will be referring to you only as Cumdump Number 27. For the next six months, you will be reporting to my various venues, posing as me, and servicing my clients. If you perform your tasks flawlessly, never let on to my clients that you aren’t actually me, and most importantly earn me plenty of money then at the end of those six months of service I shall release you from service by mailing your key back.”

“Know that any infractions will be punished by lengthening the time you remain in my service, infractions such as failing to swallow the clients cum, unless they would prefer to see you covered in it that is. At any rate, you will have plenty of time to perfect your technique as I have you scheduled here for the next three hours with your second appointment being at 8 pm.”

“Enjoy.”

Ryan sat there, completely stunned, his knees aching slightly from not moving. The only thing that finally managed to bring him out of his shock was the sound of the lock on the stall next to his clacking shut.

A new message appeared on his phone as he saw the beginnings of a fresh cock pushed through the glory hole in front of him.

“Oh, and dear, don’t forget to wear your coat out once your session is over, it’s cold outside.”

The End
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