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The Sissy: Double Femdom

I’ve grown pretty accustomed to being Mistress Sarah’s sissy. That’s not to say it’s always easy, because it isn’t. But it’s not so bad either. In fact there’s a lot to it that I rather enjoy if I’m being honest. I never imagined my life would have gone down this path, but it’s a much better path than the one I was on. At least with Mistress Sarah I have a place to call home, food to eat, and lots of nice things. Even if most of those things are pretty women's clothing, they’re still much nicer than the clothes I could have ever afford. There’s not much I have to worry about anymore. Mistress takes care of me, in that respect, she’s a very good Mistress. And all she asks for in return is that I be her good little sissy slave. Which as time goes on, I find myself more and more happy to be.

Of course, it’s not all great. Then, nothing ever is. Life is all about the bittersweet, and it’s all in how you pair the two. At least I think it is. And the most bitter part about being her subservient sissy? This horrid metal cage that Mistress placed on my cock, locking it away. It was one of my punishments for stealing her panties all those weeks ago. A punishment that is still being lived out. Mistress now controls my cock, fully and completely. She controls when I can touch it, when I can play with it, and most of all when I’m allowed to cum. So yeah, that part sucks. But before locking it away she did allow me one last orgasm. One last magnificent and intense orgasm. She even let me eat her ass. And for that, I am so very grateful.

I used to be pretty addicted to video games. It was a coping mechanism for me. A way to forget all my life’s problems and pretend like nothing else but the game existed. Not exactly healthy, I know. But it’s how I managed to get by without doing anything too drastic. Recently however, I haven’t played many video games. I kind of just happened naturally that night after Mistress dominated and controlled my poor sissy cock to orgasm. After that happened I didn’t want to distract myself from my thoughts. I wanted to think about Mistress. Picture that perfect ass, and replay that moment over and over again in my head. Video games require too much concentration to do that.

Instead, as of late, I have been exploring more and more what it means to be a sissy. And how I can be the very best sissy possible for Mistress. Before I knew it I had found myself spending my mornings watching fashion shows, fawning over the beautiful dresses and such. My favorite of course were the ones for lingerie. In the past the only way I’d ever be caught dead watching something like this would be to inevitably masturbate to the gorgeous women walking the catwalk, watching their tight ass jiggle behind their lacey thongs and panties.

Now when I watch I take note of what and who they are wearing. Especially if it's something I really like, something I could perhaps see myself in or something I think Mistress might like to see me in. This way, when the time is right, I can maybe ask Mistress if she would be so kind as to buy it for me. Mistress makes a lot of money. She works pretty high up in an insurance company, for her, money isn’t a concern.

That was pretty much what I was doing before Mistress came home from work. I was wearing the mini plaid skirt Mistress got me and a white button-up blouse. I really like the skirt, especially on these hot summer days. It’s so much more comfortable than any man’s clothing I’ve owned, and much more freeing. Not that I could fully enjoy that freedom, what with this cage trapping my cock. While the t.v played in the background I also did some cleaning around the house. I dusted the shelves and the hard-to-reach places, swept the floor, and so on. Mistress used to have a maid. Not anymore. I’m her maid now, her good little sissy maid. I’m happy to be her maid, it’s the least I can do to show her my thanks. I also find cleaning helps clear my mind, so really it’s a win-win.

I was standing on a stepstool, reaching up for the ceiling fan on my tip-toes, the feather duster in hand. When caught off guard, I felt a pinch on my behind followed by Mistress’s delicate laughter. 

“Yow,” I placed my palm over my stinging backside, turning to see Mistress’s beautiful face and pretty lips smiling up at me.

“Looks good,” she said, speaking of my cleaning.

“Thank you, Mistress,” I blushed, both because of the complement and the naughty pinch. She must’ve been in a good mood. But also, I had to wonder why. I never put her in this good of a mood. The most I could usually hope for is to make her content. When she’s this happy it’s mostly because she just got back from a good rough fucking from one of her hook-ups. I glanced at the analog clock on the wall,  she was home much too soon from work to have stopped anywhere. If she fucked someone, she would have arrived an hour or two later.

I stepped off the stool and brushed my hand on my skirt, “Is there anything I can get for you?” I asked, hands folded in front of my skirt.

“For me? Oh no, I’m good.”

I nodded respectfully and grabbed the stool to be put away. As I headed to the hall closet Mistress stopped me.

“There is however something you can do for one of my friends.”

I halted in my tracks, a lump catching in my throat. A friend? That sure made me nervous. As I went to put the duster and stool back in the closest I caught my foot on the broom which fell over and tapped my head. Mistress giggled at that. At least someone found joy in my pain. I wondered, who was this friend? Were they male or female? How could I possibly be of any help to them? Or was this some secret ploy, another humiliating punishment? I knew better than to bring up any of these questions or concerns. Such was not my place.

“I would be happy to help in any way I can,” I responded, bowing slightly at the waist. Though thinking back on it, perhaps I should have curtsied.

“Very good, because she should be here any minute.”

Her… so it was a woman. I felt a little better about that, but not completely. Truth is, no one else in the world besides Mistress knows about transformation towards sissydom. I haven’t told anyone, why would I? Nor have I seen anyone since being forced to dress like this. How could I? It would be far too embarrassing.

I wouldn’t be able to hide from the rest of the world any longer. Was that part of her plan? To humiliate me in front of another. Fuck, I really hoped not.

When I returned from putting the supplies away Mistress was relaxing on the couch with her feet up and her heels off. Such beautiful feet, soft and delicate. I wondered if maybe one day she would bless me with the good fortune of giving her a foot massage.

“I didn’t want to worry,” Mistress adjusted herself on the couch, her ample breasts jiggling in her low-cut blouse, “I know how prone to worry you are but… you should know the truth.”

That didn’t sound so good and she was right, I was starting to worry. I was already sort of worried, so actually, it made me worry more.

“She isn’t really a friend,” Mistress continued, “more of a client from work. We got to talking, as us girls do, about sex our partners… all that. To make a long story short, her husband has been neglecting her needs in bed. She’s very faithful to her husband, you see, she doesn’t want to cheat on him. That’s when I got to talking about you. I offered her your services for the night. When I explained to her what you are, she agreed, she wouldn’t really be cheating on her husband with another man, since you’re not really a man. Plus, with that cage on your cock it’s not like you can really defile their marriage anyway.”

“I see.” That hurt, for sure it hurt but… she wanted me to service this woman. I may not have much sexual experience but I knew what that meant. Even if I didn’t fully understand how I was supposed to do that without access to my cock. Still, I was obviously elated at the opportunity. Mistress wanted me to pleasure another woman. If this woman was a client that meant it was up to me to help seal the deal. Mistress needed my help. She needed me for this. I could not let her down.

When this friend arrived Mistress had me answer the door. But not without inspecting how I looked and making sure all was in order first. She even did that whole licking her palm to fix my hair, that thing that mothers do for their young children, which I found kind of soothing. I answered the door and was instantly taken aback, breathless even. This woman, standing in front of me, the orange glow of the setting sun cascading behind her, was a sight I never wanted to take my eyes off of.

I know it’s rude to stare, and I must have come across as very rude because I sure was staring. I couldn’t help it though. I haven’t left the house in weeks. Haven’t seen another woman or person for that matter the entire time. She wasn’t spectacularly dressed or anything like that. On the contrary, she was dressed most comfortably. She had on tight leggings, so tight that they were almost sheer. So tight and thin that, glancing down, I could make out the faintest outline of her thong, its pink hue slightly seeping through the dark black of the leggings. Glancing up, she wore a simple plain tank top with a scooping neckline.

It wasn’t her clothing that made her so enticing. It was her body. Her olive skin and black curly hair. Her enormous bust looked ready to spill out over her top at the slightest shift. And those hips… my god her hips, such lovely wide hips. I wanted to invite her into this house, if for no other reason than to see her from the back, which I was sure must be equally as impressive as the front.

“Hello, I’m Veronica,” she offered me her hand.

It took a moment for me to collect myself, to remember what I was supposed to do in a situation like this, “...I..um…It’s very nice to meet you,” I said, accepting her offer. Veronica, her sweet touch and light voice, excitement rage inside of me. Raged because this excitement had nowhere to go, this surging lustful blood that pumped through my veins as I held her hand could not fill and harden my cock as it wanted to. “I’m…”

“Oh, I know who you are,” she smiled, her lips a glossy pink. Veronica brushed past me, looked over her shoulder, and said, “You’re Sarah’s sissy.” I don’t think she knew my name, I don’t think she cared to know. I turned to get another look at her as she swept by me. I was right. That big juicy ass was perfect. I don’t care if she knew my name or not. I just hoped she’d let me eat that big yummy booty of hers.

Veronica entered the living room and I followed in close behind her, though not close enough. Mistress and Veronica hugged and exchanged a bit of small talk. I was far too distracted though to really hear a word either one was saying. The blood was rushing in my ears as the two of them embraced, their bodies pressed together. After a bit of talking however, the conversation turned toward me.

“I wanna see it,” said Veronica, hands on her hips.

I said nothing. I didn’t know what she was referring to. God, I must have looked so awkward.

“Come on, let me see it,” she repeated, reaching a hand out for my skirt.

I jumped back, a bit too dramatic perhaps but nobody has ever just tried to reach out and grab me like that. I could tell by the look on Mistress’s face that I should not have done that.

“I’m sorry about that,” Mistress apologized to Veronica on my behalf, “He can be shy around new people.” That was true, I am. Mistress didn’t know that though, she’s never seen me around anyone else, she said it just to help me save face. “Go on, show her what’s underneath that skirt.”

I hesitated, but I had no choice. I grabbed the edge of my skirt with both hands and slowly lifted it up.

“Oh my… wow… you weren’t joking,” Veronica broke off into a short bout of laughter at my expense, Mistress’s sweet beautiful laugh joining in the mix. “You really did cage his cock.”

“Damn right I did. How else do you expect him to learn his place?”

I hated how they spoke as if I wasn’t even really there.

“You poor baby.” Veronica shot her down between my legs, grabbing my cock, the wretched cold metal cage keeping all sensation of touch far away. “It must be torture,” she gave it a tug before letting go.

“It’s for the best,” Mistress added, “he can’t control himself. Did I tell you I caught him stealing my panties?”

“He did what? Uggh, you are a dirty little perv.” Her face filled with disgust, then she shrugged. “At least I don’t have to worry about you trying to do anything you’re not supposed to.”

Veronica eventually made her way to the couch. She sat down and then reclined herself, sighing heavily, her immaculate bust heaving as she did.

“Ahh, it’s been such a stressful week.” Veronica kicked her shoes off.

“Well, whatever you need,” Mistress pushed me forward, “My sissy here will be more than happy to provide it for you.”

“I could really go for a foot massage,” Veronica wiggled her toes in her socks.

“You heard her, get rubbing,” Mistress gave me another push.

“Yes Mistress,” I knelt down in front of Veronica.

“Hold on. I think I have some oils.” Mistress quickly headed upstairs and returned with a rather big bag that must have contained more than just body oil.

Veronica leaned forward, her large breasts hanging from her chest, barely contained by her shirt, and removed her socks. I noticed she wasn’t wearing a bra. I don’t know why that was obvious before. As she straightened her back there was no mistaking those perky nipples pressing against her top.

Mistress handed me a bottle of lavender oil then took a seat next to Veronica. I squirted a bit into my palm and rubbed my hands together. Veronica had very pretty feet with cute little toes.

“Do you have him do this kind of stuff for you often?” Veronica asked Mistress.

“I haven’t been able to take full advantage of him yet, not as much as I would like, anyway. I’ve been so busy with work I hardly ever have the time. But it’s definitely something I should have him do. Or at least something he should offer when I get home late.”

Mistress shot me a quick glance. A look that said, ‘you better be listening. Taking notes.’ I gave her a silent nod of understanding. When Mistress comes home late from work it usually means she met with some hook-up to get railed and fucked. I never thought she’d want anything to do with me after returning from something that enjoyable. But then, I suppose, she doesn’t meet up with those men for a foot massage.

I slipped hand over hand over Veronica’s feet, coating each one in perfumed oil. As I pressed my thumbs into the soles of her foot she let out a sigh of satisfaction.

“That’s not so bad,” Veronica hummed, “don’t be afraid to use more pressure.”

“Yes ma’am.” I pressed deeper into the soles of her feet, extracting another moan from those glossy lips.

“Mmm, nobody’s called me ma’am in such a long time… nobody’s rubbed my feet in that long either.”

“Your husband doesn’t do this for you?” Asked Mistress.

I focused my efforts on Veronica’s toes, twisting and pulling around the cute little nubs.

“He hardly does anything for me anymore.” Veronica lifted her free leg and rested it on my shoulder, her big toe circling around my ear. “We still fuck maybe once a week but I need more than that. He used to eat me out every day when we were still in college. Are you any good at eating pussy, sissy?”

I shrugged my shoulders. I had no way of knowing, I’ve never done it before. I imagined I couldn’t be all that good at it but I doubt that’s what she wanted to hear. Veronica switched her feet, placing the other into my hands. I pressed into her heel, the scent of lavender filling my nose, moving my thumb in small circles.

“He’s okay with his tongue,” said Mistress, “it’s really more about the fact that he won’t stop unless you tell him to.”

“Good. I hate it when they stop before you even have a chance to get close to cumming. Whining about, oh my jaw hurts and all this nonsense.”

Veronica pulled at her tights, lifting them a bit, exposing her calves, inviting me to rub higher. I applied my oil to my palms and got to rubbing, working, worshipping her calves.

“You’re looking more relaxed,” said Mistress, brushing a single curl behind Veronica’s ear. Then, leaning in, Mistress whispered something into her ear. I couldn’t hear what but then the two of them giggled.

And then Veronica pulled her beautiful legs out of my hands. Before I knew it, she lifted her hips, sliding her tight leggings down, pulled them off, and tossed them aside. Mistress walked her nimble fingers up Veronica’s thick and delicious thighs. Mistress parted Veronica’s legs, twirling her finger seductively over Veronica’s pink thong.

“How badly do you want to see her pussy?” Mistress asked.

“So very badly,” I exhaled, holding my breath as Mistress teased around Veronica’s blessed center.

Mistress curled a finger around that thin little triangle that hid Veronica’s sweet entrance. Then, pulling it to the side, Mistress exposed her friend’s dew-spotted rose.

“Mmm, doesn’t that look yummy?”

“Oh yes, Mistress.” I licked my lips, wetting them in hopeful preparation.

Mistress picked herself up off the couch, moving behind me. She grabbed the back of my head, holding a fistful of my hair. She yanked me forward, forcing me to crawl on my sore knees. With my face tucked between Veronica’s thighs, Mistress pushed at the back of my head, “Start licking sissy,” she commanded.

I opened my mouth, slipped my tongue out, and dragged it between Veronica’s slit. The taste of her juices coated my tongue and filled my mouth. Veronica exhaled a moan, lifting her hips to meet with my lips.

“Nnngh… fuck… that’s what I needed,” Veronica cried out.

“Get in there you sissy, lick it all up for her.” Pulling and yanking at my hair, Mistress forced my head into a nod, my tongue swiping all up and down in that juicy slit.

Mistress became increasingly rough. Standing over me, pushing and pulling, bringing my tongue to Veronica’s little clit.

“Suck on her clit,” growled Mistress.

I pursed my lips and sucked Veronica’s sensitive bead in. She really liked that. Veronica placed her hands on my shoulders, digging her fingernails into my back. The pain caused me to wince but Mistress made sure that I could not pull away.

Veronica’s runny juices covered my face and dripped down my chin. I flicked my tongue as I sucked her clit in.

“Damn, it’s so hot watching you control him like that. Can you make him suck on my nipples for a bit?” Veronica asked.

“Absolutely.” Mistress yanked my head back, pulling me out from between Veronica’s thighs. “Look at the mess you made on his face,” Mistress ran her palm in circles over my mouth, cheeks, and chin, spreading Veronica’s pussy drool around.

Mistress pushed me aside, helping Veronica to remove her tank top. Veronica’s large breasts lifted with her shirt and then dropped, bouncing beautifully. Mistress cupped Veronica’s supple breasts, meeting them with her lips, wrapping her mouth over each round nipple. Mistress popped her mouth off, a trail of spit snapping between the two of them.

Mistress sat herself in Veronica’s lap, straddling her, burying her face between those plump tits. She kissed and kissed and trailed her tongue up Veronica’s neck, making her way to those glossy pink lips. Their mouths locked. Mistress’s hands squeezing Veronica’s breasts, fingers pinching her stiff nipples. Their tongues swirled in one another's mouths. Their voices singing high above.

I crawled forward, wanting to get closer, wanting a better look. Mistress looked so good as she pleasured her friend and elicited moan after moan, moving her hand down south, slipping two fingers into Veronica’s tight warmth. As moved in closer, Mistress pressed her foot back, pushing against my face with her heel. Was this really my lot in life? Always forced to watch and never to participate. I was close, so close to having Veronica’s voluptuous breasts in my mouth. And now, so very far away. Left behind and forgotten.

My cock ached between my legs as I watched the two of them. I kept hoping Veronica would unbutton Mistress’s blouse, free her breasts and suck upon them as Mistress sucked upon hers. But it never happened. Seeing Mistress exposed breasts would have at the very least offered me a bit of happiness.

I pulled at the metal cage that locked away my cock. Desperate to feel something down there, I yanked and tug, wishing this wretched thing would just slide off.

Mistress looked over her shoulder and rolled off Veronica, “What do you think you’re doing,” she stomped her foot on the hardwood floor.

I froze, staring wide-eyed, hand wrapped around the cold metal cage.

“Somebody’s in trouble,” remarked Veronica.

“Damn right, he is.”

I sank inside of myself. Afraid of what would follow my treacherous act of direct disobedience.

Veronica reached inside Mistress’s bag, “Why don’t you punish him with this?” Veronica held up a sparkling teal buttplug.

“Now that’s a good idea.”

“Bend over,” demanded Mistress, pushing against my back and dropping me onto all fours. She pressed my face to the floor and pulled my hips up and lifted my skirt over my back. “Hand me that oil,” she motioned toward Veronica. She held the bottle over my ass, squeezing it with both hands. Oil trickled down my ass and over my cock and balls. “Suck,” Mistress popped the buttplug into my mouth like a pacifier.

“How dare you try to remove your cage,” said Mistress standing behind me. She palmed my ass, caressing it softly, but only for a moment. She pulled her arm back and slapped my ass, hard, very hard. My body jolted forward, the buttplug falling out of my mouth. Mistress slapped my ass again.

I yelped, my ass stinging from the contact.

“Put that thing back in his mouth so I don’t have to hear him,” said Mistress.

Veronica picked the buttplug off the floor. “You heard your Mistress. Open up.” She slid the plug over my tongue, shutting me up as Mistress beat my poor sissy ass with her open hand.

I burned with shame caught between these two women as they held their dominance over me. Burning with shame and embarrassment at my emasculation… but also… desire. My cock swelled between my legs, pulsing against the binding cage.

Veronica pulled the plug out of my mouth and handed it to Mistress. “I think he’s ready for it.” She placed her hands on my oiled ass and spread my cheeks apart.

“You did this to yourself,” said Mistress, swirling the tip of the plug around my tight puckered hole. “But first I want to hear you beg for it. Beg me to stick it in your ass.”

“Do it,” growled Veronica, spanking me.

“Put it in my ass. Please Mistress, put it in my ass.”

“If you say so.”

“Oh fuck… me…” I screeched into the crook of my elbow. Biting down on my forearm as Mistress forced my tight sissy ass open, penetrating my virgin sissy hole with the plug.

“Force it in harder,” said Veronica.

Mistress pushed against the back of the plug, my ass swallowing it up to the hilt.

“Oh god,” I whimpered.

“See that wasn’t so bad,” Veronica stroked my hair as one might do to console a child after receiving a shot from the doctor. Not bad? It was painful. And humiliating. And…

My ass tightened around the toy, pulling it in deeper. That pressure pushing against my insides… if my cock could stiffen anymore in this cage it would have. Every time I adjusted my position I could feel the plug hitting this spot, this perfect spot, that sent throbbing pleasure through the shaft into the very tip of my cock.

“Nnggh, I need to cum,” I cried out. Shivering on the floor beneath these two women.

“Oh no you don’t,” said Veronica, pulling me between her legs. “You still haven't finished me off yet.”

Veronica forced my face back over her delicious cunt. I licked and sucked, lapping up her juices as they ran down her pussy.

“More more. Don’t fucking stop.” Veronica pulled at my hair, the pain distracting me from the pleasure of the toy settled deep in my ass. “Give me that fucking tongue… give me…” her voice became shrill and high. Her legs snapped shut, squeezing the sides of my head. Trembling, Veronica gushed into my mouth, releasing herself of all tension, cumming on my face. Her tits and ass shook as her ecstatic whine filled my ears, piercing through me.

Veronica tossed me down, having her fill of what I could give to her. She flopped back onto the couch, heaving with each heavy breath.

“Shit… that was good,” Veronica sighed.

“He wasn’t too bad?” Asked Mistress.

Veronica shrugged, her limbs jerking with tiny spasms of her lingering orgasm, “I think it was more from watching you toy his ass.”

Either way, Veronica looked well satisfied. Which is what mattered most. Of course, I wanted to believe her delightful orgasm was my doing. Still, at least she came, Mistress couldn’t be too mad at me.

“I think we should let him cum,” Veronica rested her arms over her immaculate breasts.

“Are you sure?” Asked Mistress.

“I don’t want to be too mean. Besides, he wasn’t completely useless.”

“If you insist.”

“It looks like it’s your lucky day,” said Mistress as removed the metal cage from my cock. Instantly, I hardened, all this pent-up lust flooding into my sissy cock. Precum bubbled out of the tip, rolling down the shaft.

“Is that it?” Asked Veronica, pointing at my cock, “it doesn’t get any bigger?”

“That’s it,” Mistress answered for me. “I told you he had a little cock.”

“Cute little sissy cock,” Veronica sang mockingly. “Go on, stroke that little sissy cock for us.”

I gripped the shaft, precum dripping between my palms and fingers, sliding my hand up and down. Oh god, it felt so good to finally touch it again. To finally feel something other than pain and humiliation.

“Look at him staring at my tits while he jerks it,” Veronica commented. “You like these big tits, huh?” She jiggled her breasts, bouncing them in my face, teasing me with them. “Too bad you never got a taste of them.” Mistress spit from earlier still glistened off her pretty nipples.

“Stroke it faster,” demanded Mistress, slapping my behind, “We’re not here to wait for you.”

“You’re so mean,” laughed Veronica.

Precum squished between my fingers as I worked the tip. Throbbing and pulsing, my balls swelled with weeks of unreleased cum.

“Oh, I think he’s ready to cum,” Veronica pawed at her breasts, “You wanna cum for me… for these big beautiful tits.”

“Mhmm, yes… please let me cum,” I whimpered, tensing every muscle the closer I got. I knew better than to release without first getting the okay.

“Then do it already, sissy. Make this sad little cock cum,” Veronica put her foot out, flicking her toes against my balls.

The moment those pretty toes touched my balls I was done for. I hunched over, stroking faster, the build of all these days of torturous denial erupting out of my cock in thick heavy streams of sticky stark white cum. Veronica’s face filled with shock at the sight of so much cum firing recklessly from my cock. Without intending to, ropes of cum splattered onto the tops of Veronica’s feet. Her face dropped from surprise to disgust.

“Uggh, are you kidding me? Did you just cum on my feet? You nasty little perv.” Veronica held her feet as far away from her body as possible, fruitlessly attempting to keep my dirty mess away.

“Don’t worry, he’ll clean it up. Won’t you?”

“Yes, Mistress.”

“Good, stick your tongue out.”

I obeyed, my tongue hanging over my bottom lip. Mistress grabbed the back of my head and forced my face to the floor, dragging me toward Veronica’s cum covered feet.

“Lick it up. I don’t want to see a single drop of cum left, you nasty sissy slut.”

Clasping the sides of my face, Mistress forcefully swept my tongue back and forth over Veronica’s feet.  Dragging my tongue over the mess of sticky cum. The taste of my cum overpowered the pleasing taste of Veronica’s juices. I heaved, cum caught in my throat.

“Don’t fucking stop until it’s all gone.”

“That tickles,” giggled Veronica, “Make sure you get in between the toes.”

I sucked on her toes one after the other then switched to the other foot. Doing this until not a spec of sissy cum remained.

“How’s that?” Mistress asked Veronica.

“Much better,” Veronica swirled her ankles inspecting her feet. “Wait… there’s a drop on the bottom there.”

“Lick it, sissy.”

I wiped the last drop away with my tongue, choking down the final bit of cum. As much as I should have hated it, I was more than happy that I finally got to cum again. I thought Mistress was never going to let me. I really had Veronica to thank for that though.

Leaving me on the floor, Mistress helped Veronica off the couch and onto her feet. “What do you say we head to the master bath and shower together?”

“Sounds perfect but… is he going to watch?”

“I bet he would love to, but no. He’s going to wipe down the couch and floor and then make us dinner. And if he does a good job with that maybe I’ll reconsider locking his cock back up.”

The two of them headed upstairs together. I watched as Veronica’s big round ass bounced with each step. I thought about rubbing another one out, while I still had access, while the memory of their dominance was still fresh. Yet I couldn’t bring myself to do it. For whatever reason, I had this haunting feeling that somehow, someway, Mistress would find out. And if she did, there’s no telling what sort of horrible punishment would follow.
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