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We first met online. I was going on a solo European trip and wanted to plug into the kinky community while I traveled.

I posted in a travel forum. Mistress Blue Moon seeks submissive companions of all genders and gender identities to show her around.

Different submissives responded from different European countries but Tomas from Prague caught my eye.

“Greetings Mistress, I offer myself as your humble tour guide. References upon request.”

He didn’t try to ask for anything. He didn’t lead with requests for sex or drop sexual innuendos. During our brief email exchanges he was honest, divulging that he was married. He was polite, and he wasn’t pushy.

When I arrived in the Czech Republic, Tomas immediately met me for coffee, and a light breakfast.

“It’s good to meet you in person,” he held my gaze. “You are even more beautiful than your photos.”

“What’s good here?” Inwardly I was pleased. Outwardly, I ignored his statement, glancing at the menu.

“Everything. What do you like?”

After a smattering of small talk, I ordered an egg and meat breakfast with coffee.

“Good choice,” he gave the waiter my order in Czech.

Though I liked Tomas enough after our brief email exchanges to meet him in person, that feeling morphed in the middle of our first face-to-face. During the conversation I pegged him as arrogant, and sarcastic. And while I preferred my subs to be docile and complacent, knowing their place up front, something about him intrigued me.

Bratty adds an extra layer of work, one I rarely want to deal with. But it also brings out the sadist in me, wanting to put them in their place. What I didn’t know was that Tomas would soon change all my preconceived notions and perceptions about brats.

On the surface, he was extremely attractive, fit and charming. Dark, thick lashes hid soulful eyes. He wore a pouty mouth featuring plump kissable lips, the kind models pay for. His face was slightly rounded with high cheekbones and an aristocratic nose. In his online photos, dark hair spiked around his charming face but in person it was shorn, showing off his lovely features.

Underneath his good looks, underneath his brattiness, underneath his armor of arrogance Tomas was highly intelligent, enigmatic and interesting. A flavorful multi-layered cake of complexity.

The next day we enjoyed another delectable meal. After paying, he escorted me outside, holding the door open.

“Where did you park?” I asked.

“Right here, in front.” He motioned to a fancy new Mercedes, opening the door for me. I slid onto the cream leather seats and buckled up. “I will take you to the famous gothic Prague Castle. We’ll do a quick whirlwind tour and then I’ll drop you off at the Charles Bridge. It’s closed for pedestrian traffic only.”

Glued to the window, I caught the passing sights as Tomas drove across Mánes Bridge from old town. The conversation was light. He talked a little about his life and family.

We spent the better part of the day touring around the castle. His knowledge of the town, his country and the history of the region was a huge turn on. When I asked him to take me to shopping at the local fetish store, several days later, he leapt.

“Arrive an hour early with your toy bag,” I told him. “I’ll look through it and then we’ll shop for whatever items you don’t have, but should.”

“I would love that Mistress Blue,” he rasped over the phone. “Shall I make myself ready for you?”

“Yes,” I hissed.

Tomas sparked something deep, primal and dirty in the recesses of my mind. The thought of punishing him for being bratty and sarcastic turned me on. I wanted to see him beg. I wanted to torture him. And I wanted to have power over him, wielding and using it, along with his body, for my pleasure.

I greeted Tomas at the door in a short black dress. Molded around every curve the outfit featured large holes where my skin peeked through. It barely covered my privates. My legs were bare, and I donned a pair of knee-high, spiked black boots.

He gulped down air, almost choking on it. Not bowing his head, he blinked down at me with doe brown eyes.

Shaking my head, I tsked and pointed to the bedroom, my mind reeling with ideas. “Place your things in there, undress and make me a cup of tea.”

“Yes, Mistress.” Forcing his gaze away, Tomas shuffled quickly into the bedroom, dropped his goodie bag and kicked off his shoes. I stood at the entrance and watched as he undressed. His face flamed red, but he did as he was told, first pulling the t-shirt over his head and then looking down at his jeans.

“You have two minutes to get naked or I will discipline you.”

With slightly shaking fingers he unzipped and pulled down his pants. I stifled a smile. This was a side of Tomas I had not seen before. A little shy and quiet for the first time since we’d met. I liked it. I also liked the underwear he’d chosen. Or, more accurately, the underwear I’d chosen for him when he’d sent a photo.

He hesitated, glancing up at me.

“Leave them on for now,” I spun a finger in the air. Quickly stepping out of his jeans he spun, showing off the black lace thong gripping every curve and bulge. “Socks off and then tea.”

He complied, hopping on one foot to remove each sock. I stood aside as he lurched for the doorway, following him into the kitchen where I collapsed into a chair, eyeing his muscular form.

The bulge in the front of his lace thong pulsated as he moved about the kitchen, making me a cup of tea. When he deposited it on the table in front of me I smiled up at him.

“Take a rest on the floor at my feet,” I purred.

Dropping hard to his knees he grimaced dropping his ass down to sit. Bowing his head, he waited silently, like a good pet.
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Taking my time, I sipped the warm tea, crossing one long leg over the other so my skin-tight black dress rode even farther up my thighs. His eyes followed the motion, and he whined.

“On your knees slut,” I said.

Obeying, he rose, and winced.

“Go into the bedroom, unpack your goodie bag on the couch and pick out three of your least favorite items. The ones you hope I don’t use on you.”

He sniffled.

“If you are untruthful, I will know.”

“Yes, Mistress.”

“Then you will climb onto the bed, face down and wait for me.”

“Yes Mistress,” he rose and shuffled out of the room.

When I entered, several minutes later he was lying prone on the bed.

I offered only silence as I grabbed some thick rope and tied all four limbs to the bed corners.

Leaving him tied face down and prone, I took my time perusing the contents of his toy bag. My fingers twitched as I ran them over the three implements he’d set aside. A squat butt plug, a thin leather deprivation mask and a small leather pouch containing clothespins.

Reaching into the bag, I grasped a bamboo cane and ran it lightly over his bared ass. He raised up in a buck and a groan. Nudging his bound legs wider I reached down to grab his cock and balls, pulling them out from under him. Another groan. I teased, yanked and pulled until he was throbbing hard and leaking pre-come. Then I brought the cane down hard on his raised ass. Tomas yelped, and I smiled, a broad grin lighting up my face for none to see. Still, his cock throbbed, remaining rock hard. I whipped his pale ass again and again, watching the lovely red welts appear and his dick leaked even more pre-come.

“You like that?” I asked.

“Oh yes Mistress,” he raised his ass higher.

I grasped his balls and dug my fingernails into the tender flesh, reaching into the small leather bag and pulling out several clothespins. When I attached the first one, he screamed.

“You like caning but not clothespins?” I mocked.

“Yes Mistress,” he stuttered. “I don’t like CBT.”

Perfect.

I attached several more clothespins as he whimpered and his dick went flaccid. Good. Sliding off the bed I stepped into the leather harness, placed a medium-sized dildo into the metal circle and buckled it snugly around my waist.

He tried to turn his head to see what I was doing, and I crossed over quickly to slap his face. His eyes popped shut. “If you’re going to crane your neck to see what I’m doing, you can suck my cock you little whore.”

His mouth opened, and I rammed the purple dildo into it. He gagged, but I kept the pressure tight against the back of his throat.

“Don’t gag on my dick whore. Take it. I know what a dirty cocksucker you are.”

He must have relaxed his throat because my dick slipped an inch further. His eyes blinked open, wide and watering. They were met by my most sadistic smile. He blinked, tears streaming down his face. I placed my hands behind his turned head and rode his face. Whimpering sounds emanated around the dildo but he did not try and pull away. After several minutes I removed the dildo, glancing down to eye thick streams of saliva spreading from the tip of the cock to the corners of his mouth.

“Good little whore. You wet my cock so I can fuck your ass. Now turn your face into the pillow and do not try to peek again.”

“Yes, Mistress Blue.” He blinked several more tears and complied.

Climbing between his legs I squirted some lube onto my hand and massaged it around his anus . He squirmed onto my fingers. I slapped his ass, and he ceased moving but started to whine.

Guiding the dildo into his entrance I pressed against it and he raised his ass.

“What a fucking whore you are,” I laughed cruelly. “You want to be fucked by me you little slut?”

“Yes please,” he whined. “I’m your little slut.”

“That’s right. And I’ll use you as I see fit. Understood?”

He nodded into the pillow, making sweet little whining sounds.

Pushing the dildo inside, I reached below and grabbed his cock, which was already hard even with the clothespins on his scrotum. I pumped his member and his ass, grinding the harness into my clit and bearing down. Tomas groaned and writhed with rapture. His dick pulsed, growing thicker with each pump and plunge.

“You want to come whore?” I teased.

“Oh yes Mistress, please, may I?”

With my other hand I reached between his legs and pulled off the clothespins in rapid succession. Tomas howled in pain, his dick immediately going limp. Letting it drop, I kept up the rhythm of pumping his ass until my own orgasm shot up my spine.

Screaming in ecstasy I made a verbal show of my pleasure. I didn’t stop pressing deep inside him until the waves of euphoria, running throughout my body, melted into a warm glow.
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Climbing off I went to the bathroom and showered, reapplied my makeup and fixed my hair. I was naked when I re-entered the bedroom. Tomas didn’t notice. He was breathing heavily, humping and grinding against the mattress. Silently, I snatched the cane and thwacked his ass a dozen times on one cheek as he stopped moving and cried out in pain.

“Did I tell you to fuck the mattress bitch?”

“No Mistress,” he said through tears.

I grabbed the thick butt plug and positioned it at the entrance to his ass. He cried out as I twisted it inside.

“Mistress, please, no, I don’t like that plug,” he cried out.

I thwacked his other cheek with the cane. “If you complain, you will be punished. Take it like a man, you little whore. Your asshole needs stretching to accommodate my needs, not yours.”

He whimpered. I squirted more lube around the widest part of the plug and forced it inside. His cock immediately sprang to attention, and he moaned.

“You like that hussy?”

“I do,” he whined though I didn’t need verbal confirmation, I had the visual.

I slowly untied him, and he rolled over, rubbing his wrists. His eyes flickered up to me and he gasped, taking in my nudity. Then he dropped his gaze and let it roam hungrily over my body. He reached up to touch me but I slapped his hand away. “Look, but do not touch.”

His eyes never left my form as I slowly slipped into a tight red mini-skirt and a black leather corset. He groaned as I gave him my back, ordering him to lace me up.

Once dressed I tossed him a towel. Tomas gaped, and it hit him in the face. I laughed cruelly.

“Wipe yourself off and get dressed,” I ordered.

When he was presentable, I took his hand and led him out the door. “Time for more fun.”

Tomas drove, and I delighted in the architecture looming around us. From gothic to art nouveau and everything in between, Prague seemed to have it all. It was one of the few cities near Germany, in Western Europe, that wasn’t destroyed. Though Tomas told me about one bombing there. Pastel baroque buildings sped by and we rounded a corner where he pulled over and paused so I could ogle the Dancing House, a modern architectural amazement.

“It’s supposed to be a pair of dancers,” Tomas smiled. “Fred Estare and Ginger Rogers, to be precise.”

Indeed, one building stood tall with a mishmash of windows protruding from its frame. The other building leaned against it as though tired of standing on its own. She was covered in glass and bent at the waist. I assumed, it was Ginger.

After several more delightful side street detours he pulled up and parked in front of the fetish shop. Exiting the car, he walked over and opened my door, offering a hand.

The shop sported one large room just past the lobby entrance. As I perused a case teeming with electrifying toys an employee approached and spoke to me in Czech. His face was boyish with round, wide features, topped with a mop of sandy brown hair.

“English?” I asked.

“Yes, of course,” he switched seamlessly. “You are welcome to walk around naked here, if you wish and to try on anything.” He motioned to walls covered in deprivation masks, ball gags and everything else the mind could conceive.

I turned to Tomas who was reddening. “You shouldn’t tell her that.”

“You heard the man,” I snapped. “Strip.”

Tomas looked between us pleadingly. The employee shrugged and shuffled away.

“Now slut.” I stood with both hands on my hips.

“But, the plug…” he looked mortified.

“Keep your lace thong on.”

“Uh, that’s worse…”

“Shut up.”

“Yes Mistress.” He quickly disrobed, folded his jeans and t-shirt and placed them on the counter.

I walked to the wall of deprivation masks, not forgetting that they were among the three things he didn’t like. “Sit down.” I pointed to the chair and he eyed it, brows drawn. There was one thing I knew about Tomas, he liked cleanliness. I held up a finger and peered around, finding a pile of folded towels on a counter. Jutting my chin toward them I said, “grab one, cover the chair and put your ass in it now.”

He scurried over to the towels as two men entered the room and eyed him appreciatively. Reddening from head to toe, Tomas hurried back, covered the chair and collapsed in it.

I removed the thickest looking mask from its hook and placed it over Tomas’s head, pulling the laces tight in the back. He groaned and grabbed the sides of his face.

“Does it hurt?” I asked.

He shook his head. I pulled the laces tighter. The mask had no eyeholes, only a small hole for the mouth. I tied the laces, grabbed him by the hand and yanked him up. He stumbled. I laughed. The two men approached, smiling.

One was tall and thick, reminding me of a wrestler. His head was shaved, and he wore full black leather motorcycle gear. His dark eyes roamed over Tomas, slowly, as if he was eyeing an ice cream cone he was about to devour.

The other man was small, almost boyish in build with straight blond hair pulled back in a neat ponytail. His light eyes never left the face of the hulking one.

“Delicious pet you’ve got there,” the larger one said.

“Thank you, would you like a taste?”

Tomas squirmed in my grasp, trying to get away. I tightened my grip, and he stopped fighting.

The big one licked his lips and looked over at the smaller one who nodded eagerly.

“Alexandr,” the hulk called to the salesman. “Can we use the back room for an hour?”

“Of course Edvard, anything for you and your slave.”

Edvard didn’t bother with formal introductions and neither did I. It didn’t matter. I followed him through saloon doors and down a low-lit hallway into a dark room at the end. Once the four of us were inside, he closed the door. I let my eyes adjust. There was a double bed against the far wall, covered in black vinyl. Viewing chairs lined one wall and on the other wall was a St. Andrew’s cross with eye hooks and chains.

I let go of Tomas’s hand and he swayed on his feet. “You will wait here with the slave. Do not speak.”

Walking over to the far corner, Edvard followed. We spent several minutes discussing and agreeing upon the session in voices too low for the slave and Tomas to hear.
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When we finished, I moved to grasp Tomas’s hand once more.

“Slave,” Edvard’s booming voice commanded, “come chain this one.”

“What’s happening?” Tomas’s voice trembled.

I clenched his hand and leaned in to nuzzle his neck. “You’re about to make me a very happy Dominatrix.” He sagged against me and I put an arm around him, pulling him close. “And you’ll enjoy this too. So much. It’s your reward for wearing the mask for me.” Which he would have to buy after this session. I reached down to squeeze his cock through his panties. He responded with a whimper.

“But Mistress, I’m afraid,” he whispered against me.

“Tomas,” I said firmly. “You’re a dirty little whore and it would please me to see you used by another. Would you deny me that pleasure?”

He shook his head. “Never. My Mistress’s happiness comes first, before my own.”

“Good boy,” I cooed.

Slave removed the thick lengths of chain and the noise reverberated through the small room, making Tomas jump.

Edvard caught my gaze, we both grinned like wolves who had just devoured a flock of lambs.

He approached Tomas’s other side and gruffly grabbed his hand. I let go of the one I’d been holding and Tomas cried out. Edvard practically dragged him to the cross.

“Mistress?” he sobbed.

“I’m here. You are to comply with these men. They wish to use you as their personal whore.”

He continued sobbing softly.

Slave wrapped the chains around his ankles as Edvard pushed him into position, his back against the cross. Tomas shuddered, and I imagined him wincing behind the mask. Slave connected the chains to the eyehooks with carabiners. The loud click caused Tomas to pitch forward. Edvard caught him, slamming him back against the cross and yanking his arms up, holding them firmly while slave bound his wrists with the chains.

“You are very lucky Tomas,” Edvard said. “My slave is the best little dick sucker known to man. He will suck on your cock, tease you and caress you until you’re on the verge of exploding and then…” he glanced at me and I shook my head. “Unfortunately for you, he’ll stop.”

Tomas’s cock pulsed through his panties and the slave, his greedy eyes upon it, licked his lips.

“I hear from your Mistress that you were bad and had to have your asshole plugged. Is this true?” Edvard laughed.

“Mmm hmm,” Tomas swallowed.

I moved closer and to the side, for a better look.

Edvard reached behind Tomas, wormed his fingers under the strap in the back of his thong and twisted the plug. Tomas cried out but his dick sprang to life, jutting out the side of his black lace panties.

“You are a dirty whore,” Edvard said.

“He really is,” I agreed. “I’d like to watch you two use him for your pleasure.”

“Oh, we will. Slave, on your knees.”

The smaller man dropped quickly before Tomas, eyeing his cock like a hungry carnivore eyes a juicy steak.

“Slave, hands only.”

The slave lifted his shaking hands to the inside of Tomas’s legs and caressed up his calves, following the muscular lines to his inner thighs. Tomas’s cock jutted out even farther, pulsating up and down. Edvard stood closer but without blocking my view. He unbuttoned his leather pants and let them drop to the floor. A puddle at his feet. He did not step out of them. Without underwear his proud cock jutted high, almost laying against his slightly rounded, but muscular belly. He grabbed it with one hand, his lids growing heavy and began to pump.

His slave’s eyes grew big, and he momentarily lost focus, gaze pinned on his Master.

“Rip off his panties,” Edvard commanded.

Tomas sucked in a breath. “But these are my favorite pair.”

“Shut your trap slut,” I hissed. It had been my idea to ruin them.

His mouth closed, and the slave tore them from his groin, not taking any precautions. The fabric stretched, putting pressure on his anal plug and scrotum. Tomas let out a long wail until they finally snapped. His cock bounced, semi hard.

The slave looked over at his Master who nodded and smiled encouragingly, pumping his own cock faster.

Slave descended on Tomas, grabbing the insides of his thighs and then wrapping his large hands around my subs hips and ass. His open mouth sucked Tomas’s cock inside and I swayed on my feet, almost losing balance. I loved watching men suck cock; it was such an arousing sight and seeing Tomas receiving it, rocked shivers of pleasure through my core. He was enjoying it as much as I was. His head fell back against the cross and his jaw was slack with a thin line of saliva dripping from the corner.

The slave’s head bobbed greedily, and he groaned loudly. Edvard’s eyes never left him as he pumped himself. Tomas strained at the chains.

“Ooh,” he moaned softly, pumping his hips forward to fuck the slave’s mouth.

I crossed quickly and pinched both his nipples hard, twisting the tender flesh between my thumb and forefinger. He yelped and stopped moving his hips.

“Slave, raise yourself to your knees,” Edvard commanded.

The slave did as his Master bade and Edvard dropped behind him, licking his hand and guiding his huge erection into the slave’s ass. He groaned and bucked back on his Master’s dick without letting go of Tomas. I crouched next to them, reached beneath the slave’s mouth and cupped Tomas’s balls, yanking and squeezing. Tomas groaned loudly.

Edvard pumped into the slave, which, in turn pushed the slave’s mouth onto Tomas’s dick. The fuck train was so hot, I watched, still holding onto his balls.

“Mistress,” he whined. “I can’t hold back.”

I twisted, digging my fingernails into his scrotum and he howled in pain.

Edvard and his slave were lost in their own rapture and I did my part to keep Tomas on the edge of his. Every time he got close to coming I’d dig my nails into his tender skin.

Finally Edvard pulled out of his slave, moved closer to Tomas and pumped himself hard. “I’m going to bathe your sub in my hot liquid,” he rasped, and I leapt out of the way. A second later, jets of white come shot from his cock, covering Tomas’s abdomen. The fluid dripped down onto the face of his slave who was groaning and panting, trying to drink it down while keeping Tomas in his mouth too.
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Tomas cried out, on the verge of his own orgasm, his body flushed with red hot shame and the slave spit out his dick.

“Noooo,” Tomas wailed. “Please…”

I flicked his throbbing member with my middle finger several times as he cried out in sobs and sniffles. The slave cleaned Edvard with his tongue and then moved to clean Tomas’s belly, lapping up his Master’s milky fluid. Tomas moaned and writhed, trying to buck his dick into the slave’s face. I scratched down his chest leaving thick red welts and slapped his face through the mask. He stilled.

When the slave finished, he dressed his Master, pulling up Edvard’s pants, zipping and buttoning them.

“There are some fun, sanitized toys in the nightstand drawer. Enjoy.” Edvard whispered in my ear before the two filed out of the room, closing the door.

“Are they gone?” Tomas sniffled. “Is Mistress pleased with me? May I come now?”

“You may shut the fuck up Tomas until I allow you to speak.”

He made a muffled sound of agreement.

Moving to the nightstand drawers I perused the contents. Pulling out a delicious item, I placed it on the bed. Grabbing the sanitizer and towels, I cleaned the device and the vinyl bed covering. There was a slight lavender scent to the sanitizer and it wafted through the room, to calm. Tomas remained silent throughout.

When I finally released his chains, he fell forward into my arms and I led him gently over to the bed. Placing him face up I climbed next to him and offered a touch of aftercare. He whimpered. I trailed my fingernails lightly down the length of his muscular torso, over the red welts. Tickling with feather light touches as I went, a moan escaped his lips. I moved down to his cock, expertly kneading and squeezing it back to life.

A sharp intake of air and then a long sigh escaped and I let it go where it flopped hard on his stomach. He squeaked. I massaged around his balls and the base of his scrotum, along the insides of his delicate thighs. Careful not to touch his pulsing cock.

He groaned and bucked. Leaping off the bed I used the 4 velcro straps attached to the bed corners to buckle him down. He whined. “Isn’t it time to take this mask off?”

Without responding I took the delicious item I had found and slid it over his head and the mask, fitting into the spot on his chin where it belonged.

“What’s that?”

“That my dear pet, is the cock I will ride instead of your useless one. This one will give me greater pleasure. I expect you to use your tongue on my clit as I ride your face.”

“Oh Mistress,” his voice caught. “Yes please, use me as your sex toy.”

Pulling up my skirt, I climbed atop his face and positioned my wet pussy over the dildo. Grabbing the protrusion I angled his chin up and squatted down, guiding it deep into my cleft. When it was fully inside, I ground hard. “Stick out your tongue and lap up my juices bitch.”

Eagerly, his tongue thrust out to meet my tender nub, and I rode him until the orgasm built and surged. Not wanting to give up this delicious experience just yet, I slowed. His body tensed and I mashed his face hard between my thighs. Muffled cries escaped, but he didn’t stop licking and I didn’t stop riding.

Arching back I trailed a sharp fingernail down his chest and clutched his rock hard dick. He groaned into my pussy, his breath coming in short bursts through his nose, muted by the leather mask. I pumped his cock once, twice, and it surged in my grasp. I let it fall with a plop on his tight stomach.

A whimper and the light smell of lavender filled my nostrils. I drew in a lungful of the fragrance, clamped my thighs even tighter and angled the dildo toward my g-spot.

“Fuck me with your chin, you useless sac,” I cried.

Tomas’s head lifted and his tongue moved at a frenzied pace, riding me as I rode him. In a gush I came all over his face and the mask, squirting my juices and moaning in delight. He groaned beneath me, keeping contact with my vibrating clit. I kept riding him and came again a second later. The second orgasm was even more intense than the first, shooting straight through my body like lightening striking the Zizkov Television Tower.

“Yes slut,” I screamed. “You’re my little whore.”

Tomas grunted in agreement, urging me to keep riding but I was spent and collapsed on his face, panting to catch my breath.
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I let the aftermath pulse through me in tiny aftershocks and Tomas lay still like a good boy, letting me enjoy it.

A few minutes later, after my body and mind had recovered I rolled off and tidied myself up. Tomas’s dick lay semi-hard on his stomach. I snatched a sealed feather toy out of the drawer and tore open the wrapping. Lightly, I ran it over his dick and torso. He shivered and his cock grew hard, straining upward. Gently I lifted his head, unzipped the thick mask and pulled it off. An enormous sigh escaped from his lips, his face flushing pink after exposure. His eyes fixed on mine, pleaded for release and I flashed a cruel smile. His face fell.

Without freeing his arms I lay next to him, nuzzling into the crook of his arm and ran the feather toy, excruciatingly slow, up and down his body. Lazily, I ran it over his arm and he quivered. I skipped it across his face and he closed his eyes, his breathing labored, his cock a pulsating rock.

“Mistress, please…” he wailed.

I leapt off him and opened the drawer. His eyes darted left, his neck straining, and I smiled, hiding the item as I removed and sanitized it.

“Close your eyes slut,” I demanded. Immediately he complied, and I placed the ball gag over his mouth, forcing it open.

He shook his head violently, his eyes still screwed shut and a tiny tear escaped, sliding down his cheek.

“Poor little whore, can’t figure out when to keep his mouth shut so his Mistress has to do it for him.”

He whimpered but let me insert the ball gag and lift his head so I could buckle it into place.

“That’s better,” I cooed, and another tear slid down his cheek. “You can open your eyes now crybaby.”

They flew open and calmed once they settled on my smile. I hovered over him, feather toy in hand and continued to tease by running it over his lithe body. When I reached his cock he tensed and strained, unable to speak, his eyes searching mine. I worked lightly, teasing him back to life once again and when he started leaking pre-come I stopped. He whimpered and bucked. I laughed, moving up to unstrap his left hand.

“You’re right handed, yes?” I asked, and he nodded furiously. “Good. If you want to come, you’ll have to masturbate with your left hand while I watch.”

He protested with muffled cries but I ignored him. As soon as his left hand was free, he grabbed his cock and started stroking.

“Slower,” I preened, and he whimpered, slowing the pace.

He gathered the pre-come, leaking from the tip and feathered it down his shaft, his eyes never leaving mine.

“Good boy,” I whispered. “Show me what a dirty little whore you are. Jacking off in front of your Mistress and drinking up your own come.”

He thrashed his head no, and I laughed mercilessly. “You will do as your told whore. Now keep stroking your cock.”

Groaning, he did as he was told, his eyes widening when I stood up, placing one leg on either side of him. I positioned myself over his face, lifted my skirt and started playing with myself. He pumped faster, and I shook my head.

“You will not come until I do, is that understood?”

“Uhhh,” he forced around the ball gag.

I spread my lips so he had a good view of my plumped pink pussy lips and continued to touch myself. I was so wet that my juices dripped onto his face and he groaned, arching his back.

“Give me a good show, little slut. Play with your useless clit.”

He grabbed himself again, sliding his hand over the head of his bulging member, down the shaft and around the balls which he squeezed and massaged. Groaning, he arched up, his breathing shallow once more.

Over him I brought my other hand between my legs and pushed a finger inside, pumping with a slow, even motion. Wetness slicked my thighs, and he moaned loudly.

I pumped myself, inserting another finger and pinching my clit. Whining he removed his hand as his cock pumped uselessly in the air above his tight abs.

“Good boy,” I cooed, more pre-come leaking onto his belly. My body shuddered and tensed, my third orgasm building. With shaking legs I groaned, readjusting my stance wider.

Whimpering he reached for his cock, grabbing it but not stroking.

“I’m getting ready to come,” I whispered hoarsely. “You will come with me.”

“Ahhh,” he forced around the gag, swiping a wet thumb across the head of his dick.

Pumping myself and swirling my thumb and forefinger over my clit, his tempo met mine as he stroked himself.

My head flew back, thighs clenching as the orgasm ripped through me and I dropped to my knees, on his face, coming hard. His own orgasm released with hot jets of semen shooting high, drenching his stomach and chest. A deep sound of pleasure released from his throat to mix with my screams. Grinding my wet pussy into his nose and the ball-gag, I used his face to force out a fourth and final climax, coming harder than the other three times combined. Stars shot across my vision and, lightheaded, I collapsed backwards, sagging against the headboard.
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After a short respite, I pulled down my skirt and exited the room, returning with a disposable cup.

Tomas followed me with his eyes and I handed the cup to him.

“Scoop up your jizz,” I commanded.

Holding the cup sideways, he scooped thick gobs of come off his abdomen and chest, practically filling the vessel. I lifted his head and unbuckled the gag, then loosened the other three velcro straps until he was free. Helping him sit up, I propped his limp body against the headboard and smiled. Motioning with my hand I gave him the “bottoms up” sign and he grimaced but lifted the cup to his mouth.

“Drink your useless fluid, bitch,” I growled.

Squeezing his eyes shut, Tomas complied, slurping down every drop. He even ran his tongue around the inside of the cup.

“Such a good little cunt,” I cooed, taking the empty cup and placing it on the bedside table. Laying next to him I rested his head on my chest and pet his hair until his breathing slowed.

Tomas drifted off, and I let him nap for thirty minutes before rousing him. When he awoke I had him clean everything off and replace the used items in the drawer. After dressing, he gathered the soiled leather mask and feather toy and we made our way out of the room and to the front counter where Tomas purchased the items.

Once in the car, he grinned at me. “That was incredible Mistress. Can I treat you to dinner now?”

“You may,” I leaned back in the leather seat, crossed my arms and enjoyed the ride.

The End


Submission in Fiji
FEMDOM TALES OF DISCIPLINE VOLUME 3
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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.
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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.”
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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.
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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.”
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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.
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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.
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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


Submission in Las Vegas
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I had heard a lot about the sex club. Everyone talked about it in all the kinky circles, a hidden den of depravity. Exclusive. Members only. Luckily, one of my long-time submissives was a member and he set me up. When my carriage pulled up in front of an innocuous-looking high-rise on the Las Vegas strip a doorman greeted me. He opened the limo door and held out a hand.

A long, black, velvet cloak covered my otherwise scantily clad body, and it swished as I stepped out of the car.

“Miss...” he let go of my hand and stood expectantly.

“Moon,” my mouth curved into a half smile.

“Right this way, Miss Moon,” he gestured toward the front doors. “You can check in at the desk. They will tell you where to go.”

Following me, he held the door open, and I sashayed inside.

The desk man looked up, the flicker in his eye carefully masked. “Hello ma’am. How can I help you?”

“I’m here for the oubliette.”

“Yes ma’am,” his eyes betrayed veiled excitement as he punched at his keyboard, eyes flicking to the computer screen and then back to me.

“Blue Moon,” I said.

He entered my name into the computer and looked up a moment later. “Welcome Miss Moon. Supremacy, the oubliette, is underground but first time guests are shown there personally.”

I straightened. I real dungeon below ground. Titillating. “Are you the one who will take me there?” I let my eyes roam slowly over his handsome face.

He flushed and looked away. “No ma’am, Simone will show you the way.” He checked his computer and then looked back up, his eyes pinned on my fuchsia lips. “We have a set of house rules and a contract for you to sign.” He handed me a clipboard. “I’m sure nothing on the list will surprise you. Safety issues mostly, and some overall hard limits for the club. If you’ll please read it, sign it. You can give it to Simone, she’ll be up in a few minutes. You can have a seat in the lobby.”

“Will do.” I winked at him, and he flushed again.

The lobby was modern and minimal with standing chrome lamps that stretched toward the ceiling, and spotless white leather couches. Simone. I shivered with anticipated delight while perched on the edge of a couch. I read through the rules, all standard. No permanent marks unless a bottom agrees beforehand. No scat play unless the Top pays for cleanup. No permanent disfigurement. No breath-play without the bottom’s written consent, and it’s only allowed to first drop, no passing out. Hard-limits are to be discussed with each bottom prior to engaging in play. Nothing life threatening is allowed. All bottoms with health issues must fully disclose them to the Mistress prior to play. No play is allowed between parties if anyone involved has had more than one alcoholic drink per hour. The house Mistress can kick anyone out of the club at any time for any reason. Nothing sexual is allowed in any of the side rooms. No real names are used and if anyone recognizes someone from outside the club, they are not allowed to disclose this — full anonymity. If anything is broken, the person responsible must pay for it. And so on.

It took me five minutes to read through the entire contract and sign it. As soon as I finished the elevator doors yawned open, and a woman dressed in a red lace teddy stepped out. Delicious. Her four inch black stilettos clacked on the marble floor as she approached me, holding out a hand. “Miss Moon?”

I stood and took her hand. “Yes. You must be Simone.”

“At your service,” she bowed, looking at the floor. “And I mean that quite literally, I am your assigned submissive for the evening. Are you ready to go downstairs?”

Double delicious. I liked the place already. “I’m ready Simone,” I reached out a hand and cuffed her chin. She held very still but I could feel her light tremble. Pulling her chin up, I waited until she made eye contact. “I’m very pleased that you’re assigned to me. You’re absolutely scrumptious.” Her red lips curved into a wide smile, and she curtsied. “Thank you Mistress but truly, I am the lucky one. Look at you.” Her eyes swept over me, and she licked her lips. Leaning closer she whispered, “I have a tiny hard limits list.”

“I’m glad to hear that,” I squeezed her hand tightly, digging my fingernails into her flesh and she moaned, sagging toward me.

“I like you already,” her eyelids dropped to half mast. “Are you ready to go to the dungeon?”

“Oh, yes.”

I handed her the clipboard. She took it with her free hand but kept hold of my hand with her other. We walked to the elevator, stopping briefly at the front desk where Simone placed the clipboard. I glanced at the doorman; he was watching us from the corner of his eye, but his hands were not visible on top of the desk. He must love his job.

Inside the elevator she pressed a key card to the screen, and we descended. “I saw that Anson invited you to Supremacy, yes?”

“Yes, he’s one of my submissives.”

“He’s not here tonight but…” She licked her lips. “Serving you, he’s a lucky sub.”

“And tonight, so are you.” I smiled.

Her body trembled again, and she quickly dropped to her knees. “I can’t wait, Mistress.”

Simone was my type but then, in my opinion, Simone was everyone’s type. Everyone with a pulse. The woman, when standing, was tall and lean, sporting an almost athletic body. Thick red hair fell in gently curling waves over the front of her revealing red lingerie. Full painted matching red lips pursed into a delectable pout as she looked up at me.

I reached down and ran my fingers through the soft waves of her hair, and her mouth parted. I yanked her forward by her hair, pushed her hard against the back of the elevator and covered her mouth with mine. Her body softened against me, her mouth opening so I could explore. My tongue slid between her lips, exploring the warm, wet darkness that unfolded before me. Exploring her further, my hands moved over her hips, dancing along luscious curves. She widened her legs and jutted her pussy forward. I slid my hand around, presented with a large opening on the side of her teddy. Slipping my hand inside, I found her pantiless and wet. She ground her cleft into my fingers, her mouth moving against mine.

“Oh yes,” she whispered into my mouth when I pushed a finger inside. Her tight little pussy pulsed, and I pulled my hand away just as the elevator ground to a stop.

She panted in protest, but I grabbed both her hands and pressed them into the elevator wall, still exploring her hot little mouth. Mashing my body into hers, I slid my breasts against her soft little mounds and brought up one knee to press it against her gyrating pussy. She fucked my knee wantonly, her head sagging, her eyes rolling into her head.

The doors had opened, but she didn’t make a move to stop, like a good trained slave.

I broke the kiss. “You will come before I let you leave this elevator,” I growled. I hadn’t turned around but imagined there were eyes on us, watching me take her in public. Being an exhibitionist fueled my fantasy.
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“Oh yes Mistress, thank you Mistress.” Her head fell back, and she fucked my knee harder, pressing her wet pussy into me. Her slick juices aided in bringing her to climax. She dropped onto my knee and rode me like a little hussy, her pants and groans growing louder. I grabbed her tits through the thin fabric and pinched her nipples hard. This took her over the edge and she stiffened, wailing and trembling as she came on my knee. A stream of delicious cum gushed over my leg as she did so. Her orgasm covered my knee and dripped onto the elevator floor. Her body spasmed as she collapsed against me.

“A squirter,” I said. “I love that.”

“Oh Mistress, I should have warned you,” she slid down the elevator wall and I let her.

“Your punishment is licking up your juices.”

“From the floor?” She looked aghast, and if I knew it was utterly clean, I’d have made her.

“From my knee and leg.”

“Oh, thank you, Mistress.” She threw herself on me, her little pink tongue lapping fervently. When her tongue moved to the inside of my thigh, she looked up. “May I make Mistress come now?”

“You may not,” I snapped. “But you will be expected to later.”

“Oh thank you,” she continued licking up and down my leg, as though I was a popsicle and she were suffering from heatstroke.

When she finished to my satisfaction I glanced around through the doors. Surprisingly, we were not being watched by the public. A long gray hallway stretched for several yards. Before stepping out, however, I glanced at the ceiling and was delighted to find a not-so-hidden camera. Perfect. We were being watched after all, most likely by the handsome young thing at the front desk. I blew him a kiss while Simone straightened her outfit as best she could.

Grabbing her hand, I pulled her out of the elevator and we walked down the long hallway, our heels clicking in unison on the cold cement floor.

She squeezed my hand. “We keep the entrance innocuous just in case someone accidentally wanders down here.”

At the end of the hallway was a large double metal door with a keypad on the side. She pressed her electronic key against it and the doors whooshed open. It was dark inside, and at first my eyes wouldn’t adjust. She led me through and the doors closed behind us.

We stood in a large open room. The first thing that caught my attention when my eyes adjusted was an impressive sex act in full swing on stage at the far end of the room.

A man was on all fours, dressed as a pony. He wore a horse mask and held a bit gag in his mouth. Adorned with a saddle, a woman perched atop, straddling him. A long swooshy butt plug tail almost reached the floor. The woman’s sharp boots dangled from stirrups hanging down at his sides. She pressed spikes on the backs of her boots into his otherwise naked flesh.

The man walked forward on all fours, his expression changing between pain and ecstasy. People spurred them on, shouting out suggestions.

“Whip him,” a woman called from the audience.

“Electrify the beast,” cried another.

The blond-haired beauty that rode him looked out into the audience, shielding her eyes against the lights.

“Is all of this audience participation?” I asked Simone.

“Not at all. Has anyone explained exactly what kind of sex club we are?”

I shook my head. “Only that you’re Femdom.”

She grinned. “That we are. We don’t allow male Tops to participate here. They’re allowed inside to watch and to drink, though some do masturbate at times.”

I licked my lips, and she clutched my hand tighter. Leaning in, I grabbed the back of her head and pulled her to my mouth. She went limp against me, practically panting, and I smiled. “I will taste you later.”

“Ohhhh,” she lost her balance, and I caught her.

“Simone?”

“Yes, ma’am?”

“Are you a complete submissive or a switch?”

“Submissive one hundred and fifty percent,” she tossed her red locks and pressed her pert breasts into my arm.

We walked further into the dungeon and she led me to the bar. “Drinks for Mistresses are free, paid for by our wealthier submissives.”

“Wonderful, but you still haven’t explained what else makes this club different.”

“Apologies ma’am.”

I motioned to a stool. “Sit, order me a drink, and then spill the deets.”

Simone waved the bartender over. He was naked except for a red lace thong that did little to contain his broad prick. A thick, heavy chain ran between his pierced nipples, attached to the ring in each. It swayed and clanked as he walked.

“Toy, this is Miss Moon.”

The bartender did not meet my gaze. He was well trained. “Welcome to Supremacy ma’am. How may I serve you?”

I looked at Simone, who nodded. “All our slaves are here to serve the Mistresses, Toy included. He is the bartender, but if you want to use him, he’s here for your pleasure.”

I grinned cruelly. I wanted to use him all right. Reaching out, I wrapped my hand around the chain that hung from his nipples and pulled it hard. He cried out but his expression betrayed him; it was one of utter ecstasy.

“Thank you, Mistress. I can only hope my pain and suffering pleases you.”

“Oh, it does.” I twisted the chain, eyeing his nipples rings. His eyes rolled back, and he groaned. “Bring me a kombucha.” I needed to keep my head clear for my first time at a new club.

“Right away Miss Moon,” he waited like the good toy he was.

I gave one hard tug and twist, watching his handsome face contort into pain and then let him go.

“Thank you so much Mistress, I am here to serve you all night long.” He moved down the bar to get my drink, returning less than a minute later with a frothy cup.
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Simone leaned in close, brushing her breast against my arm. “Everyone who gender identifies as female in a red lace outfit, such as my own, works here. Those who gender identify as male are all wearing a red lacy thong, like Toy. And non-binary people are wearing a cross between the two. She pointed at a person wearing a red lace thong with lacy red ties criss-crossing over their chest and back.

We are all house submissives and may be used at anytime by any Domme. However, if one Mistress is using us, another may not cut in without asking permission first. It’s generally accepted that whoever is using a submissive is their owner at that moment.

I nodded. “Sounds perfectly civil.”

A house submissive is not allowed to say no to a Mistress. Other than each person’s particular hard limits, we are at your beck and call. If, at any time you want to switch up submissives, add another to the mix or move to a submissive customer, you are welcome to do so. We are your slaves and you are not expected to treat us as anything more.

My hand snaked out to grab her breast through the thin lace of her teddy. I tweaked her nipple so hard she screamed, but her eyes lidded and her mouth went slack. “I can only hope to be used by you all night long.” she groaned.

“And the stage?”

Her head snapped up. “Oh, yes...”

“Why don’t you come sit on my lap while you tell me.” I leaned back, and she slid off her stool and climbed onto my lap. I positioned her so she faced away from me. Spinning the stool around to face the stage, I spread her legs wide and pulled the flimsy amount of material covering her crotch to the side. Then I spread her lips and played with her wet pussy, putting it on display for all to see.

The people who weren’t engaged in their own sexual activities turned their eyes upon us, watching me work her pink parts with expertise. Within minutes she was panting, her head leaning back onto my shoulder.

“You’re forbidden to come again,” I growled in her ear and she made a mewling sound. “Tell me about the stage while everyone watches me play with your sweet pussy.”

She ground hard into my fingers like a wanton whore for several seconds before she stopped and lifted her head, turning it toward my ear. “The stage is where people act out their fantasies. Any Domme can go on-stage alone, put a submissive on stage, or put a variety of people up there. Typically, there is one Domme in charge of each scene, but they can co-top if they wish.”

I pulled my fingers free and put them in my mouth, finally tasting her. Delicious juices pricked my tongue, and I growled. “So I can make you act out one of my fantasies on-stage if I wish?”

“Oh yes,” she panted, writhing her ass against my pussy. “You read the house rules?”

“I did. We negotiate first.” As usual.

“If your fantasy involves a house submissive, there is no need for negotiations.” She smiled coquettishly. “Unless of course it involves anything from the rules that you need permission from the house Mistress for first.”

“Understood. So, what’s your dirtiest fantasy, Simone? One you’ve never experienced in real life or told anyone about?”

“Oh Mistress. Do I have to say?” She stiffened.

I grabbed her sweet face and forced her to look at me. “Yes, you must.”

“But you won’t make me do it, will you?”

I pulled her face to mine and took her mouth, letting her taste herself on my tongue. My other hand pressed between her splayed legs. “Do you want to please me?” I whispered.

“Oh yes,” she moaned. “I would do anything for you.”

I pinched her clit between my thumb and forefinger, massaging her juices over the swollen nub and she panted heavier, pushing into my hand.

“Tell me your deepest fantasy Simone and I’ll make you come again as a reward.”

“Oh yes Mistress, please...” she groaned and buried her face in my hair, whispering her darkest desires into my ear.

The woman was truly dirty and her fantasy, though not unique, was one I’d never seen outside of porn. “That sounds genuinely delicious,” I said when she’d finished.

“But Mistress, you wouldn’t make me… you wouldn’t do that… please…”

Without answering, I stuck a hand down the lace front of her top and pulled out one of her breasts. “Toy,” I called from over my shoulder. “Come.” I would save her dirty fantasy for later, I wanted her warmed up first.

The bartender practically bolted himself over the bar, standing upright in front of me. “Go down on your knees in front of lovely Simone.”

“Yes, ma’am.” His eyes roamed over her, splayed for all to see, and his dick sprung free from the thin fabric that covered it.

He dropped to his knees, eyes trained on her open flower. Looking up at me, he licked his lips and waited. I played with her breast, rubbing her nipple until it pebbled hard. “Bury your face between her legs Toy and lick her until she squirts down your throat. Understood?”

“Yes Mistress, thank you Mistress.” He wasted no more time and was between her legs, lapping at her sex as she writhed against me.

All the patrons near us had stopped watching the stage and were watching our show instead. “Ohhhh,” Simone gargled and panted. “Oh yes. When can I come Mistress?”

“When I say you can.”

She made an unintelligible sound at the back of her throat. Toy wrapped his hands around her thighs, his mouth buried deep between her legs. She craned her head back, reaching for my mouth with hers. I yanked her breast, forcing her to arch back into me. My other hand snaked through her hair and I pulled it taut, bringing her face close to mine. She was panting hard, gyrating her hips and fucking Toy’s mouth.

“Look at all the people watching you, Simone.” I pushed her head forward, and she gasped, reddening prettily. Her eyes closed, and I bit her ear sharply. Crying out, they flew open again. “You will watch them watch you, or you cannot come, is that understood?”

“Yes, Mistress.”

“How do you feel about yourself right now Simone?”

“I feel like a dirty slut whore,” she cried out.

“Scream it so everyone can hear,” I growled.

“I am a dirty slut whore,” she screamed and her audience laughed.

“Tell her,” I said to them.

“You’re a dirty whore,” yelled one Dominatrix dressed in black leather.

“A filthy little come slut,” shouted another.

“Dirty, brazen hussy, getting your pussy licked in front of a room full of strangers,” growled a woman dressed in head to toe latex.

Simone stiffened against me, panting hard. “Yes,” she cried out. “I’m a dirty, dirty, whore. I love being used in front of all of you. Being on display and having you watch me come.”

“Now,” I growled into her ear. “Come now, in front of them.”

“Oh, my…” she screamed, throwing her head back and coming hard. Her legs wrapped around Toy’s face and she bucked between us as I pinched her nipple and bit down on her neck.

“Fuck me…” she screamed again as the audience laughed and cheered.
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After her little show I scurried Simone off to one of the side rooms she’d pointed out, breathlessly. We were alone, laying in a warm embrace on a red velvet couch wide enough for four. I toyed with her hair and ran a finger lightly down her half naked body. She shivered under my touch and burrowed closer to me.

“What are these rooms for exactly?” The contract had said that no sex was allowed in the side rooms.

She smiled up at me, her head in the crook of my arm. “Aftercare.”

Wow, that was responsible of the club owner.

“Sex isn’t permitted in these rooms. They’re not set up for it.”

She was right. There were no tables with condoms or alcohol spray bottles. The couch wasn’t covered in latex or vinyl. The lighting was low, a slow pulsing pink and the walls were painted a cool gray.

“How many of these rooms are there?” I stroked her cheek.

“Seven,” her voice was dreamy, not much more than a whisper. She snuggled closer and after a few minutes her breathing changed. She was asleep.

I lay with Simone in my arms and worked out my plan for her night. When she awoke, twenty minutes later, she stretched and snuggled closer.

“Are you ready for round three?” I asked.

She blinked up at me, her electric blue eyes flashing with excitement. “Round three? But what about you Mistress? You haven’t come once yet. Can’t I…”

I put a finger to her lips. “You can help me, yes, but the way you do that is by letting me own you tonight.”

“Of course, I am your slave for as long as you’ll have me.”

“Good. And by being my slave, I get to direct your scene on stage if I wish, is that correct?”

She looked away, almost shyly. “Yes, Mistress.”

“Good. And to make that happen, who would I speak to?”

“The house Top. Her name is Madam X. You can find her easily on the floor.” She pointed a manicured finger at the open doorway. “She’s the only one wearing red latex with knee high black boots and a…”

“Black headdress?”

“Yes. You’ve seen her?”

“I have.” She was hard to miss. I extricated myself from the lovely Simone.

“You’re leaving?” She didn’t bother hiding the pout in her voice or the disappointment painting her pretty face.

“I am but you’re to remain here until I call for you. Understood?”

“Oh yes, Mistress Moon. Thank you.”

I left the room without a look back. It was time to properly explore the club on my own. I walked through the throngs of people. The submissives were mostly naked and many of them kneeled at the feet of their Dominatrix’s. Some were collared and leashed as well. There was a nice mix of male and female subs. As usual, the men outnumbered the women, which worked to our favor as the female Domme’s outnumbered the males. I only counted three male Doms on my first pass. They stood in a tiny cluster of black leather and spikes, watching the stage with dark eyes and tight smiles.

Many eyes were upon me as my velvet cloak swept the room. The people by the bar had already gotten a good look, but the club was large and by the time I was at the stage, the bar had disappeared into the background. Madam X turned at my approach and held out a hand.

“Miss Moon?”

I wasn’t surprised she knew the name of each Dominatrix before being properly introduced. That was the sign of a good House Top.

“Yes. Madam X, it’s lovely to meet you.” I shook her hand, and she offered me a tight-lipped smile. I leaned in. “I have a question about the stage and what I’d like to use it for.”

“Yes, Miss Moon?” Her smile was wide and wicked. “Please do tell me what you have in mind.”

She led me to stage left where there was a hidden alcove. Ushering me inside, she closed a door and sat on a black leather bench. I took the seat on a matching one across from her.

“My office,” she winked and motioned around with a flourish. It was the size of a tiny closet with room only for the two built-in benches and a tiny table between them. Atop the table was an ashtray, a pack of cigarettes, a lighter, two crystal glasses and a snifter of brandy. “Would you like anything?” She cocked her head and motioned to the items.

“I’m good, thank you.” I sat back and crossed my legs.

“Would you mind if I…” she picked up the pack of cigarettes without waiting for a response and tapped one out.

I minded, cigarette smoke irritated me and I was about to say as much but she pushed a button on the wall next to her and a loud reverse fan started up. She lit the cigarette and held it up to the vent. The smoke whooshed toward it, and I couldn’t smell a thing. “I know how people feel about the disgusting habit. There’s an air purifier in here too. It will make the smell virtually odorless.” She motioned to her outfit. “I can’t say the same for the rest of me but…” she shrugged unapologetically. “As bad habits go.”

“It’s not the worst one,” I said.

She leaned forward and her head-dress swayed slightly atop her mass of jet black curls. “Now tell me Miss Moon, what would you like to do on our stage?”
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An hour later I led Simone, blindfolded, from the sitting room. I’d elicited the help of five handsome submissive males. Each one was lovely in his own way, and yet each one differed completely from the other.

Samuel was Irish with a splash of growth on his freckled face and light carrot hair.

Adam’s limbs were long and lean with a disproportional cock that hung full and thick halfway down his thigh.

Carl’s complexion was as dark and mysterious as his mood. While he aimed to please like the rest, he couldn’t hide his edge.

Peter was my favorite. A pale brown Latino with just enough fire to kindle my own.

And the group wouldn’t have been complete without a blond who went by the name of Lincoln. His blue eyes were playful and kind.

Simone giggled as they shuffled her between them and led up onto the stage. When she tripped on a stair, Peter caught her in his arms and swooped her up without copping a feel, then he sat her down on the stage and sat behind her so she had the support of a human chair.

I moved across the stage so Simone wouldn’t hear me. “Samuel and Lincoln,” I called out, and the men were kneeling at my feet in a second.

“Yes, Mistress Moon?” Samuel said.

“Madame X will show the two of you where to get a futon for the stage and a clean vinyl sheet. You will carry that up here and set it up for Simone.”

“Of course,” they scurried off.

“Carl,” I motioned the buff man close and whispered in his ear. “Go choose three sex toys and make sure you include at least one dildo.”

“Oh yes Miss Moon,” his dark gaze flitted down my body and I slapped his face, hard. His eyes went wide, but his gaze moved to the ground. “I’m sorry ma’am, you’re just so beautiful, I couldn’t help myself.”

I lifted his chin with a finger. “You will pay for that later by making me come. Hard.”

“Oh thank you Mistress,” he dropped to his knees.

“Now kiss my boots.”

His lips grazed the tops of my leather thigh highs and I laughed before pushing him back with a foot.

“Oof,” He landed on his ass, where he sat looking up at me.

I pressed my spiked heel into his crotch and he grimaced in pain but said nothing and did not move.

“Beg for a cockstomping slave.”

“Oh yes Mistress, please. Stomp on my useless man parts. They are no good to me. I only need them to please you, if you so desire.”

“I do not. I have no need for your useless cock. If I want to get fucked, you will use a dildo, not that pathetic thing between your legs you call a dick.

“Yes, Mistress, I am only here to serve.”

I ground my heel into his ball sack, and his face contorted with pain. “Spread your legs.”

He complied quickly, and I mashed the ball of my boot onto his cock, scraping up and back. He groaned in pleasure and arched back. I kept up the movement until the head of his prick leaked pre-cum. I used his own slick wetness to mash his cock down even farther, rubbing it back and forth with my boot.

“Oh Mistress,” his voice was husky. Heavy lids drooped, and his breath shortened.

“I will not allow you to come.” I took my foot off and ground my heel into his balls again. He screamed, and I laughed. There was clapping around us and I looked up to see a group of Domme’s surrounding us and laughing.

“Make that worm pay for his pleasure,” said a tall blond Mistress with huge breasts, straining to pop out of her velvet corset.

“Oh I intend to,” I flashed her a smile and removed my boot. “Get up Carl.”

The man tried to stand but fell over onto all fours and the group of women laughed harder. As he scrambled to stand again, I kicked him hard in the ass and he flew forward, splayed face down on the stage.

Several women were hysterical. One laughed so hard she cried. I walked over to Carl and pressed the toe of my boot into his ass. Turning and pushing, I pried his hole open, and he moaned and fucked the floor. His head twisted sideways and a puddle of drool emerged from his mouth.

“She’s anally raping him with her boot,” a woman clapped.

“What a dirty man-whore. Look at the way he fucks the stage,” another woman snorted derisively.

I removed my boot from his ass crack and gave him a good swift kick on one of his cheeks. “Get up and get those sex toys slug.”

“Yes ma’am,” he scrambled to his feet and jumped into the crowd. He couldn’t move fast because several women swatted his ass with their bare hands and one grabbed his package and twisted it painfully.

Samuel and Lincoln hoisted a double futon onto the stage and spread a fitted black vinyl sheet over it.

I crossed back to Simone who was leaning against Peter and caught his eye. I motioned for him to bring her over to the futon and lay her down.
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Peter helped Simone up, then moved behind her, placing his hands on her tight waist. He guided her to the futon and helped her lay down. She was face up with her legs toward the edge of the stage.

I looked into the audience. There were two young male submissives standing in a corner together and I motioned for them to come up on stage. They moved quickly, trembling slightly. “Each of you will hold one of her legs. Hold them wide apart so we can all see her beautiful pussy. Understood?”

“Yes Mistress,” they both scrambled into position, one on her left and the other on her right.

“Pull her legs wider,” I barked.

Simone screeched, but not from pain. Her face was red with embarrassment.

Carl returned with several toys and I motioned for him to place them next to Simone’s right hand.

“Now, Adam, you have the largest cock so you will have the honor of fucking Simone’s mouth. Make her gag on your cock when I tell you to.”

“Thank you, Mistress.” He rushed over to Simone’s head, kneeled so that his knees were on either side of her face and lowered his half-hard cock into her mouth. She opened for him, her pink tongue stretching out to taste.

“The rest of you will stand around her with your dicks in your hands and you will watch her while you stroke yourselves.”

The other four leapt to position. Two on one side of her supine body and two on the other. Their pricks stood at attention, and they all started playing with themselves at once.

“No one will come until I say you can. If one of you comes before you’re allowed, you will be severely punished and not allowed to participate for the remainder of the night.”

No one said a word, but Lincoln’s dick slipped from his hand.

“I need each of you to say that you understand what I allow you to do and what your punishment will be if you do not comply.”

“I understand, Mistress,” Adam panted. The tip of his cock was in Simone’s mouth and she was sucking at it as if it was an everlasting jawbreaker.

I looked at Lincoln. “I won’t come until you say I can Mistress.”

“Same here,” said Samuel. “I will last, you are in charge of my orgasm.”

Peter wouldn’t look me in the eye. “I hope I am not punished Mistress but if I am, I will deserve it.”

“You can count on me ma’am.” Carl stroked himself slowly.

“We’ll see.” I turned toward my audience. “Audience participation is encouraged.”

Everyone clapped, all eyes on the stage.

“Now Simone…”

Her eyes glazed over and she couldn’t see me, so I moved closer into her line of sight. Her gaze flicked to mine. “Grab a toy that Carl brought. They’re next to your right hand.”

She moved her hand around until it closed over a large, black, silicone dildo. She lifted it up, and I nodded. Her mouth stretched and her throat worked around Adam’s huge cock.

“Hold your pussy open with one hand and use that dildo with your other. Fuck your delicious wet pussy for us.”

She moaned around Adam’s dick. The men holding her legs tightened their grips, their own cocks hard and pulsing against their bellies.

Simone scrambled to hold the outer lips of her pussy open, but they were so slick with her juices, they slipped from her grasp.

I snapped my fingers. “I need a volunteer submissive.”

A slight woman leapt up onto the stage, her dark eyes pinned on Simone and she licked her blush berry lips. Her skin shone a rich mahogany under the hot lights of the stage and she dropped to her knees in front of me. “Nicole, at your service.”

I bent down and touched her thick hair. “Stand up Nicole.”

She stood, and I clasped her face, kissing her luscious lips, running my tongue along the seam and making her shiver. Leaning close, I whispered in her ear and she nodded, then scurried over to Simone and dropped down next to her. Nicole held Simone’s pussy open with one hand and buried her other hand between her own legs.

Simone groaned, her eyes flicking down to Nicole and then back up to Adam.

“Fuck yourself with the dildo Simone. Fuck yourself hard. You’re not allowed to come yet, but when you do, you will squirt.”

“Mmm,” Simone gurgled and rammed the dildo inside her dripping cunt.

“Do not come until I allow it. Any of you.”

Madame X climbed on stage next to me and whispered. “This is quite a delicious scene. Look at the audience.”

My eyes flicked out over the crowd. At least half of the submissives were on their knees with their heads buried between their Mistress’s thighs. The half that didn’t have owners were openly playing with themselves. I laughed loud and deep. “No submissive in the audience may come until I allow it.”

The submissives that weren’t otherwise engaged in their Mistresses’s parts were all watching the stage with half-lidded, stoned gazes, but they groaned in agreement.

“Adam fuck her face harder,” I commanded. “Make her gag on your cock.”

He did as he was told, pressing the first quarter deep down her throat. Simone choked but loosened her throat and took him in. All the while she fucked herself silly with the dildo and rubbed her breasts, pinching enlarged, hardened nipples. Her eyes snapped shut.

The four men standing over her picked up their frenzied pace, yanking their junk in long, smooth, hard, motions.

Lincoln let out a groan, his head snapping back and he quickly let go of his cock a second too late. Hot semen spurted from the tip and covered Simone’s breasts. Her eyes fluttered open.

“Lincoln,” I growled. “Lick up your mess and then go stand in the corner with your back to the scene. I will punish you.”

Several women in the audience cackled gleefully.

“He couldn’t control himself, no surprise,” a Femdom snorted.

“Little fucktard man whore,” another person called out.

Lincoln reddened and dropped to his knees. He licked Simone’s breasts with long, shaking tongue strokes and she arched her back, pressing her tits into his face.

“Suck her tits while you’re down there,” I said.

He took one nipple into his mouth and kneaded her chest, groaning as his dick hardened again.

“I need a Mistress who’s particularly cruel with CBT,” I called out and several rushed toward me. I pointed to a busty Asian brunette with short-cropped hair and a wicked smile. She yanked a leather tie from the front of her black lace corset. She had tucked it between her massive cleavage. I motioned for her to join me.

“What’s your name?” I asked.

“Mistress Monica,” she purred, holding my gaze and unabashedly batting her long, lush, lashes.

I grinned and licked my lips, then pointed to Lincoln. As soon as the submissive finished cleaning up his mess he sat on his knees and blinked up at us.

“Tie that useless sack and nub of his up tight. Then tie his hands behind his back and take him to the corner where he can listen without seeing. Do whatever else you deem he needs to learn his lesson.”

“Gladly,” Mistress Monica busied herself with the task and Lincoln caught my gaze, silently pleading.

I rolled my eyes at him and turned away. “I warned you, bitch.”

The scene was progressing nicely. The three men playing with themselves were taking their jobs seriously, especially after what happened to Lincoln, and their eyes flashed between Simone and the audience. Most stroked themselves lightly, dropping their ministrations often to watch our lovely submissive’s show.

“Nicole,” I called to the woman holding Simone’s lips open and the beautiful pixie looked up with wide, dark eyes.

I pointed to the toy collection. “Grab that large dildo and fuck our pretty girl’s ass with it.”

Simone gasped around Adam’s cock and strained her head, trying to look, but I bent down and swatted her cheek with an open palm.

“Ouch,” Adam cried, pulling out his cock.

I crossed to the back of the stage where there was a large bucket containing implements for impact play. I snatched a ratan cane and moved back to Simone, who looked up in shock.

“Did she bite you?” I asked Adam, and he nodded, sucking in his bottom lip. His huge cock hung half-way down his thigh, still enlarged. “Did you like it?”

He nodded again, his eyes flicking down to the woman, spread wide at his feet.

“Then you will be the one to receive the lashing.”

He took a step away from me, and I shook my head. He dropped to his knees and raised his bare ass in the air. The audience clapped and hollered. “Give him welts,” one woman said. “Make him bleed,” called another.

I held the end of the cane and gave Adam three quick lashes. He cried out but stayed in place.

“Show the audience your ass,” I demanded.

He stood and turned around, bending at the waist, and everyone clapped.

“Now take Lincoln’s place and play with yourself next to Carl.”

“Yes, Mistress.” He walked to the side of Simone where Lincoln had been and stroked himself. His eyes flicked down to Carl, playing with his cock, and Adam licked his lips.

I turned my attention back to Nicole. She held up a massive dildo, and I nodded. “Go wet that in Simone’s whorish mouth.”

Nicole crawled on all fours over to Simone’s face and looked down at her.

“Kiss her first,” I said.

The small woman bent over and placed her mouth on Simone’s. Simone dropped what she was doing between her legs and grabbed Nicole’s face, pulling her closer.

“Caress each other,” I commanded.

They groaned while making out, and Simone’s hands moved to Nicole’s breasts. Nicole did the same and the men jacking off over them moaned and dropped their dicks. Peter closed his eyes. Carl looked at the ceiling. Adam dug his fingernails into the head of his prick and Samuel dropped to his knees.

“Subs, you are to watch the women making out and playing with each other’s breasts.”

The men looked down at the women. They moaned audibly and bit their lips, not daring to touch their dicks, which pulsed with excitement.

“Nicole darling,” I whispered, “it’s time.”

The woman broke her kiss with Simone and ran the dildo, almost lovingly, over the seam of her lips. Simone opened her mouth to take it and Nicole rammed it in, fucking the other woman’s mouth with it. Simone’s hands moved between her legs where she fucked herself with the other dildo and rubbed her clit. Her throat worked over the one in her mouth, opening to accommodate its girth. The men watched with wide eyes and hard pricks that bounced up, hitting their stomachs. Save Adam’s which was too large and bounced uselessly against his leg.
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Mistress Monica, who’d tied Lincoln, came to stand next to me. She wore a cruel smile, and I glanced at Lincoln to find him hog-tied on the floor with his back to the scene. “I hope you don’t mind,” she cooed into my ear. “He tried to turn around when his hands were restrained.”

“Perfect choice,” I said.

“And… just in case, I tied his dick to his hands so whenever he moves them, it pulls tighter around his useless clit.”

“Wonderful.” I clapped my hands together. “Lincoln, your suffering is delicious. Nicole…”

The woman glanced up at me, still on all fours, fucking Simone’s mouth with the dildo.

“It’s time.” I pointed to Simone’s nether-regions and Nicole pulled the implement from Simone’s mouth then looked up at me, waiting. “You may kiss her again.”

“Oh, thank you Mistress.” Nicole bent to kiss her again, long and hard. When she stopped, her breath came in short gasps, and her eyes were glazed. She scrambled back between Simone’s legs and the two men holding her wide, pulled her open a few inches more. Simone bucked beneath them, trying to fuck herself silly.

Nicole kept her eyes on me as I pantomimed the insertion. “Boys, lift her legs higher so Nicole has access to her ass.”

They both jumped up to a squatting position and rested Simone’s legs on top of their knees. Their dicks hung hard and full between their slightly widened legs.

Nicole bent down to get a better view and Simone stopped fucking herself, inhaling a sharp breath of air and holding it.

“Lick her asshole Nicole, wet her up.”

The girl dropped her head, lapping at Simone’s pink rosebud. Simone’s hips gyrated, her head thrown back in the ecstasy of being rimmed.

“Yes, oh fuck… yes…” Simone panted.

The dildo was laying next to Nicole, and I picked it up and held it out to my co-Topping Mistress. She walked to the goody box and returned moments later with a large tube of water-based lube. We spread it liberally on the dildo together, laughing as Simone watched us, mouth agape.

I handed the dildo back to Nicole, who smiled shyly and then bent to press it against Simone’s opening.

“Play with her pussy while you do that, Nicole,” I ordered.

Her eyes widened, and a broad smile lit her face. Nicole used one hand to twist the dildo inside Simone’s widening passage and her other hand to finger fuck the submissive’s front hole.

Simone’s breath came out in fits and gusts. Her hips gyrated, fucking the dildo and Nicole’s fingers.

“Do you want to taste her?” I purred.

“Oh yes, Mistress, please…” Nicole whined.

The four men surrounding Simone were whacking their meat again, watching the scene with wide eyes. Carl was actually drooling.

“Keep fucking her ass and pussy while you eat her,” I said. Nicole fell on top of Simone, her tongue out before she landed on the woman’s pink hole. “Leg holders,” I barked at the two men on the sides. “Keep hold of her legs with one hand and use your other hand to play with your little nubs.”

Their eyes grew large as they scrambled to grab their stiff pricks, pumping one-handed like expert wankers.

The scene was frenzied and wild. Simone’s moans and gasps escalated, her eyes open and glued to mine. She was waiting until I said she could come. That turned me on more than watching her writhe under Nicole’s tongue and hands. Her wanton and piercing gaze was more erotic than watching the six pathetic submissives wanking their cranks. It was hotter and more intimate than looking out into the audience as Mistresses wailed, coming on the faces and hands of their slaves.

Simone’s body arched up, and I knew she was on the verge. Everyone was on the stage was on the verge. I waited for several long beats, holding Simone’s eye contact as she panted and twisted, her body and face contorting. All for my pleasure. All under my direction. All because of me.

“We’re going to count down from ten and when we reach number one, every single one of you on this stage, except for Nicole, will be allowed to climax.”

“Oh thank you Mistress,” groaned Peter.

The rest moaned and made in-audible garbled sounds.

“The six males will come all over Simone and Nicole. You are to soak their bodies and hair with your disgusting semen.”

“Yes Mistress,” moaned Adam. He held his huge cock in two hands, pumping it fast and fierce.

Nicole moaned between Simone’s legs and Simone never broke eye contact with me, though her body was as tense and rigid as an over-wound clock.

I looked at the other Domme on stage with me. “Let’s count down together.”

She grinned and held a hand out to me. Our fingers wove together, and we moved close enough so our shoulders touched. “Ten,” I said.

“Nine,” she giggled.

“Eight,” I whispered.

The men strained. Some pinched their eyes closed while others bit their lips. One bit his lip so hard, he drew blood.

“Seven,” she purred.

I waited, holding Simone’s gaze as she panted, bucked and strained.

“Six,” I said.

“Five,” my new Domme friend pressed one of her large breasts against my arm.

I grabbed it with my free hand and massaged her beaded nipple through her tight lace corset.

“Four,” I hissed. “Do not come before we reach one…”

“Ahhhh,” Carl screamed and his wad shot over the women, coating the back of Nicole’s head and Simone’s legs. He turned to me, eyes huge, mouth hanging open. I ignored him and twisted Monica’s nipple.

“Three,” she cried out and reached a hand around to cup my tight ass.

“Feel how wet I am,” I whispered in her ear. She didn’t hesitate. Her hand dove under my tight leather skirt where she found me pantiless and dripping down my leg. “Oh yes,” she pressed her fingers into me and deftly played with my swollen bud. I swayed on my feet, grabbing her tit harder to keep from losing my balance.

“Two,” I groaned, grinding my drenched pussy into her hand.

She hesitated, looked at me, then back at the scene and we smiled at one another. I reached for her face, and we crashed into each other, kissing and panting. I rode her hand and pressed mine between her legs. She was just as drenched as me. Our tongues entangled, kisses as smooth as satin. I whispered into her mouth and we broke the kiss and screamed together as we climaxed. “One…”

The group on the floor howled and writhed. Simone’s gaze went glassy and her body coiled a second before its release. “Nicole, stop licking her.” I panted, and the girl pulled away as Simone squirted into her face. Nicole opened her mouth to drink down the sexy submissive’s nectar. The five remaining men let their cum fly. White gobs of thick jizz completely soaked the girls. The few remaining Mistresses in the audience who had not orgasmed and the three male Doms groaned in ecstasy as they too climaxed. Simone shrieked with a multiple orgasm and Nicole buried her face between the woman’s legs to lap her up.

Monica and I sagged against one another. “Carl,” I barked. “Your punishment for not waiting to come is to lick up everyone else’s mess. You dirty cum slut whore.”

He blinked back tears, then crawled over to lick the girls clean. Nicole collapsed on top of Simone, then rolled off and lay with her sperm lathered head in the woman’s armpit. Simone shivered and threw an arm around the girl, pulling her close. She looked up at me and mouthed “thank you” before closing her eyes and sighing deeply.

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

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

“What’s your name again?” I asked.

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

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

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

“Are you from Berlin Kaspar?”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Strip,” I said.

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

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

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

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

“All of it, you modest little bitch.”

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

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

His nostrils flared, and his eyes flashed.

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

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

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

His lips thinned as he tried not to smile.

“You like that, don’t you?” I asked.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“We already talked about your hard limits at the club Herc. This one is on your fantasy list. I assure you. You wouldn’t be inside my house otherwise.”
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I grasped Herc’s hand and pulled him into my bedroom. The light was low, on purpose, and he had to blink several times before his eyes adjusted. His head spun left and right, trying to take everything in. From my king sized, four-poster bed that filled much of the room to the four walls covered in bondage gear to the cage that took up the far corner, facing the bed.

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

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

Herc chuckled. “Suffering. Good name.”

Leiden chewed on his lip, brows furrowing.

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

Leiden nodded furiously.

“You may speak now Leiden.”

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

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

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

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

“Can I stroke myself?” 

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“That’s right,” I purred.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Mistress, why…” Leiden whined.

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

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

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

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

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

“Open your mouth, cum slut.”

“Please,” his eyes were wet with tears. 

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

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

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

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

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

“Yes Mistress,” his eyes misted.

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

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

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

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

“Look at his superior member,” I said.

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

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

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

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

“Oh Mistress, thank you.” He groaned.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Oh yes, please can I?”

“You cannot.”

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

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

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

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

“Oh… I know. All men are.”

I wriggled down, wiping my dripping cunt along his muscled stomach. He reached up to hold my waist, his eyes pinned to mine. Leiden forgotten. But not by me.
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Pushing his hands away, I spun around so I could face my love slut. Lifting myself up, I placed my wet cunt down on Herc’s proud cock, impaling myself with it. All the while my gaze was locked with Leiden’s. His mouth formed a perfect O when I dropped onto Herc’s massive erection.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Leiden cried out, tears streaking down his cheeks and as his helpless little organ spilled pre-cum all over his tummy.
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Hercules and I lay wrapped up in one another. I wore him like a thick blanket. Soft snores tickled my neck. I turned to look at my cuck. Leiden’s head sagged onto his chest, his breath coming out in fits and sobs. His tiny useless prick, still half engorged, bobbed pathetically between his legs. 

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

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

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

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

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

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

“And I for you…”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Not enough,” Gretchen squeaked into my ear.

“How many times girls?”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“They’re… they’re…” he sputtered. 

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

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

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

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

He dropped it immediately, his expression like that of a kicked dog. It bounced and beat against his leg heavily. His voice was tight and raspy. “Oh, my god. This is a dream come true.” He dropped hard to his knees. “Thank you Goddesses.”
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The girls adjusted skirts and finger-combed their near perfect blond locks. Beatific smiles lit up their innocent faces, and they batted long lashes at Herc. He remained on the floor, a puddle at our feet, mouth open, cock rock hard.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Just the way you like them,” I said.

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Oh Mistress, yes,” he cried. His useless man-thing throbbed and bobbed. He would wait for me to come first. He knew the protocol.
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I both pressed and played with my swollen clit and fingered myself. I yearned for a cock buried in my ass but would have to wait for that later. They were all taken at the moment. We needed a sixth person for our orgy. Tomorrow night.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“You earned that,” I whispered and the five of us fell asleep. 


Submission in Barcelona
FEMDOM TALES OF DISCIPLINE VOLUME 1
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Barcelona 2019

The sun was bright, beating a path to old town. I followed it, eyes darting between the uneven cobblestone and hidden street signs. Not that the signs would do me much good, Barcelona was a city of mazes and it was my first day there. Narrow winding streets tangled atop one another in a fight for dominance with no clear victors.

Luckily my GPS worked. The little red icon called me home like lonely sirens perched topless on beached rocks enticing unaware sailors to their death.

I took my time, eyes darting over each storefront as if summing up a line of submissives, posed naked and vulnerable at auction. Dogs yipped and tales of conversations held in Spanish and Catalan floated by. I paid no mind, instead letting my mind clear and my body settle into the full experience of Spain.

After a few blocks, weaving in and out, I checked my phone. Stopping, I looked up to find the fetish shop window, extending high into the sky like a fortresses’ imposing stone wall.

Perusing local fetish gear was high on my list of musts in every new country, along with attending local Femdom soirees. Forgetting my ulterior motive for a moment, I let the invisible rope pull me inside where I floated to a rack at the front of the store, teeming with vinyl outfits.

“May I help you?” a sexy young woman with purple hair, dressed in skintight latex approached.

My eyes roamed languidly over her voluptuous form, landing on her massive red lipsticked pout.

“Yes, my name is Mistress Blue and you are?”

“I’m Jacinta,” she held out a hand, and I shook it.

“Nice to meet you Jacinta. Can you tell me your policy regarding in-store D/s play?”

A smile stretched across her delicate features, lighting up her green eyes. “We encourage most forms of play. Especially power exchange and parading outfits on the floor. Unfortunately, we can’t have public nudity or impact play but we do have several large dressing rooms in the back.” she winked, motioning a hand down the center isle.

“Wonderful.”

“Whenever you’d like to bring your partner in, we’re at your service,” she grinned.

An hour later I sat in a cafe, around the corner from the shop. Holding one manicured hand out to the attractive man sitting across from me, I motioned to him with a finger. “Give me your list.”

His bright blue gaze floated up and then back down again, as he focused on a meticulously handwritten piece of paper on the table in front of him. With a slight tremble, he snatched it up and placed it in my outstretched hand.

“Miss Blue?” his voice shook.

Narrowing my eyes, I glanced up.

“May I use the restroom?”

“No. You will sit and wait until I say you can go.”

“Yes Miss.” He shifted uncomfortably in his seat.

Reaching up with a leg, I planted one spiked clad heel into his crotch, grinding hard.

He yelped and tried to back his chair away.

“Do not move,” I growled low and he stiffened, remaining where he was.

“Does that hurt?” I asked.

“Yes Miss,” his cheeks flushed a lovely shade of pink.

“Do you like it?”

He bit his lip and nodded.

I pushed harder, knocking my spiked heel against his groin until it met the resistance of the cock cage he was required to wear. I could almost hear the clink against my shoe.

Leaning forward I pushed my arms toward each other until my cleavage was so deep, my breasts looked as if they may pop out.

His eyes bugged like the Wile E Coyote cartoons of old.

“Are you staring at my tits Logan?”

“Yes miss, I’m sorry.” He looked down at the table.

I ground the front of my shoe harder against his useless, locked up member and he let out a tiny whine.

“You passed the first test Logan. You wore the chastity cage as instructed.”

“Of course miss, I am an obedient slave.”

“I’ll be the judge of that.” I raised my foot and slammed it down hard on his useless member. He jumped but did not slide his chair back. I was going to enjoy torturing this one.

“Go find the restroom now,” I dismissed him with a wave of my hand. He scooted his chair out and stood, a shock of blond hair falling over one eye. “Logan?”

“Yes, ma’am?”

“Bring me another tallat.” Only one day in this fair city and I had already learned the correct Catalan word for the coffee I preferred. When in Barcelona…

“Before I use the restroom or after?”

“Now.”

“Yes ma’am.” He rushed off to the bar and waited, bouncing from one leg to the other as they made my drink. Biting his lip he glanced nervously between me and the server until the drink was sitting in front of him.

He almost spilled the coffee running back to me. Placing it on the table obediently he remained standing for a moment, waiting expectantly.

“Yes?” I didn’t look at him.

“Do you need anything else miss?”

I pointed a finger toward the back of the restaurant. “I need you to run to the bathroom as fast as you can and then return back here.”

Thank you, I’ll hurry,” he said.

Ignoring him and the other cafe goers who were bustling about, I looked back down at the fetish list he’d provided. It was thorough, and he’d done exactly as I’d asked which was a good sign for a new submissive.

Running a red-lacquered fingernail down the list I committed several items to memory. Highest on his list of wants were face sitting, sissification and service. His dislikes were public humiliation, impact play and CBT but these weren’t hard limits. Instead, I duly noted them, for punishment.

Several moments later Logan slid back into his chair. He sat silently waiting for me like a proper sub.

I took a sip of my tallat. “Your list matches the one I saw online with the addition of places you’d like your limits pushed, is that correct?”

“Yes ma’am,” he took a sip of water, without lifting his gaze.

“Can you elaborate?”

He put his cup down. “I want to experience light humiliation, if it pleases you. It’s something I’ve always wanted to explore publicly, but it’s outside my comfort zone. I know it pleases many Mistresses and my goal is to be a worthy sub.”

“Noted.”

“But… if I may add…”

“Go ahead.”

“I ultimately hope to please you.”

“As it should be.”

He nodded enthusiastically. “And although we’ve only just met, your profile and our numerous online interactions suggest you are adept at knowing what a sub needs, even if he or she may not.”

I looked up, his gaze quickly flitting away. “That’s right Logan. Most subs think they know what they want but it’s merely based on a fantasy they have. And because fantasies are often better than reality, I like to push people beyond their comfort zones, offering new scenarios that reach past their imaginations.”

His shoulders shook in a full body shudder. “I would like that very much.”

“Good.” I removed a piece of paper from my purse and passed it across the table with a pen. “Here’s your contract. It covers the two weeks I’ll be in Barcelona. If I am not pleased with you, I will end it immediately with no reason given. I forbid you to end it early. Is that understood?”

“Yes, ma’am.” He eagerly reached for the pen, signing with only a cursory glance at the contract.

I pulled it back across the table and signed below him. “Good. Now you may call me Mistress.”
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The following day I entered the fetish store, glancing around to locate Jacinta. Catching her eye, she flitted over quickly.

“Welcome back. Is there anything I can help you with today?”

“I need an outfit,” I raised my eyebrows.

“Of course, and what is your preferred fabric?”

“Leather is my favorite,” I admitted, “but I’m a tourist and vinyl is the lightest to travel with.”

“It is,” her eyes twinkled. “I think you’ll like the rack on the far wall.” She led me over to a rack teeming with sexy Mistress fetish gear. There were corsets and bustiers, tight skirts and even tighter pants. Almost everything one would need for a complete fetish outfit.

“Thank you,” I said, with a slight bob, causing my thick dark locks to bounce.

“When you’re ready, I’ll gather all your items in a dressing room.” Jacinta strolled away.

I pulled out several corsets with buckles and straps. One with a zippered front, and another with a zippered back. I found several formfitting miniskirts and draped those over my arm. Twenty seconds later Jacinta was at my side holding out her arm.

“Will you need boots and stockings? Gloves? A jacket?” She draped my bounty elegantly over a slim forearm.

“I need boots and stockings.” I had my black overcoat, which I loved to wear over a slutty outfit in concealment. It made me appear dressed for a night on the town until I unbuttoned and removed it.

Jacinta pointed to the far wall, littered with sexy boots and high-heeled shoes. “I’ll go put these in the dressing room marked A.”

I nodded, walked over to the wall, and ran a finger along the pointed tips of each boot. I knew it was risky to purchase knee-highs, and fit them in my luggage, but I didn’t care. I’d always been a sucker for both knee and thigh highs. I grabbed two, checking the bottom for size 36. One leather thigh high that I knew I’d never buy, and one knee high vinyl number that sported buckled hardware.

Jacinta came out of the dressing room and fluttered over. “Fantastic choice! I love those. They’re light, and comfortable, and they wear well.” She pointed at the vinyl pair with the buckles. “Will you need a pair of stockings to try them on?”

“I will.” I glanced down at my sundress and sandaled feet. “I’m not hiding a pair in my g-string.” I winked and she reddened, smiling prettily.

Taking the boots from me, Jacinta walked over to the counter, pulling open a drawer. With her other hand she motioned me over.

The drawer was stuffed with dozens of clean, sexy stockings. I pulled out a pair that resembled fishnets with larger holes. “These will do for now.”

She nodded. “Are you ready to try everything on?”

“I am.” She led me to the dressing room where I paused for a moment to gawk at the doors. They were all covered with black faux leather sectioned into silver studded diamonds.

I nodded appreciatively. Jacinta handed me the boots and the stockings, opening the door and ushering me in.

“If you want my opinion, just come out in the outfit, I love to help,” she purred as I closed the door.

She was flirting with me. I stifled a giggle. Jacinta was definitely my type but a little younger than I usually chose. The younger ones, I’d found, are delicious but often too inexperienced.

I shook away the memory of her perfectly pouty lips. This dressing room was larger than most, the far wall lined with four panels of full-length mirrors. Near the black leather paneled door was a black faux fur stool that could easily sit two. Against the right wall sat a long, bare, wooden bench in what looked like reclaimed oak. My outfits were hanging on large industrial looking black iron hooks that lined the left-hand wall.

I tried on each outfit. After each combination, I posed in front of the full-length mirrors running my hands over each curve. When I finally found the one that was the most comfortable, and the most flattering, I sat down on the fur stool to slip on the stockings.

They were thigh highs that cinched tight with elastic. I would have to buy a garter belt to complete the look. I tried each pair of boots, starting with the leather ones, prancing around the room in tight circles. Then I slipped them off and tried on the vinyl boots.

She was right. They had a zipper up the inside and buckles decorating the outside. They started at the ankle and each one was just a little larger than the last. I needed to spend some quality time in them before leaving the store, just to make sure.

Swinging open the door as though I was on a catwalk, I strutted out, chest held high, cleavage on full display. But Jacinta was nowhere. So much for my entrance. I glanced around, but I was alone in the store. The rack of garter belts called and I responded with genuine enthusiasm.

Lost in thought, trying to decide between lace, leather, or vinyl the tinkle of the door chime barely registered. Vinyl was the obvious choice to stay true to my theme. I held up one garter belt, and then another.

Something brushed my elbow, and I swung around, fist raised, heart racing, before I remembered. He cleared his throat below me and I glanced down to find the top of Logan’s head, kneeling at my feet. On his knees, head tilted downward, hands limp at his sides in a proper slave position. I glanced at my watch, his entrance was perfectly timed.

“Are you ready to serve Logan?”

“Yes Mistress, it would be my utmost pleasure.”
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“You may rise.”

“Yes, Mistress.” He rose, dutifully keeping his eyes on the ground in front of him.

“Now hold out your right arm so I can use you as my rack and hang my selection of garter belts on you.”

Without a word, his arm jutted out for the garter belts. I hung them daintily over his wrist, organizing each one to drape primly. “Wait.”

He didn’t twitch a muscle. Like a good little slave. I plucked several more belts from the rack. Burgundy, royal purple, cream and cyan. I’d never wear these, but I wanted to shame him, taking full advantage of his discomfort with and desire for humiliation. Starting simple to warm him up and lower his guard. I placed each one over his arm, lining them up with a 2-inch gap between them. “Keep your arm aloft, to display the belts, and parade around the store until I tell you to stop.”

His face turned maroon, but he did not flinch. “Yes Mistress. Shall I start now?”

The timing was perfect. At that moment the bell jingled, and a couple entered. Logan kept his gaze on the floor at my feet.

The woman was shy, submissive, and giggling. The man was dominant, his eyes darting around the store to land on me where he openly ogled my outfit and athletic body. His predatorial eyes roamed up and then back down as slow as molasses pouring from a tight necked bottle. When his eyes reached my breasts, for the second time, I flipped him off. I did it without thinking, my usual response to dominant assholes who think they can disrespect me. An evil grin spread across his face as though he took my gesture as a challenge.

I turned back to Logan, ignoring the asshole. “Yes Logan, now, but…”

His eyes flashed upward for a second, his arm held aloft draped with the multicolored garters. “Yes, Mistress.” He hadn’t seen the predator.

“You will prance.”

“I’ve never pranced before,” he sounded sheepish, his eyes darting up to my mid section before they darted down to the floor again.

“Do your best.”

“For how long?”

“If you ask me questions like that… It will be for a very long time.”

“Yes Mistress, I apologize Mistress, I will prance now.”

“Go.”

Logan spun around and began prancing through the store, his left arm held high, draped with dangling garter belts. I heard peals of laughter as he pranced by the couple. The woman squealed, her voice betraying an Australian accent, “Brad, look at that, this place is crazy!”

I rolled my eyes and crossed to an oversized red velvet chair. Draping myself across it, I watched Logan with amusement. Jacinta, reappeared, and hurried over. “Your outfit looks amazing! I’m sorry I had a customer call, is there anything else you need?”

“I have everything I need for now and you have new customers.” I jutted my chin toward Brad and his giggling girlfriend. They were at the far end of the store browsing through sexy lingerie for her, I assumed. Knowing men like Brad, he’d be trying on everything they bought for her as soon as he was alone.

“Yes of course, thank you, if there’s anything else you need please don’t hesitate to ask.” She quickly strode toward the couple. And that’s when she noticed Logan, prancing around the store. Her brows drew together, and she walked toward him, but when she glanced at me I held up one hand. She looked back at him, and then at me again. I gave her a small nod. Luckily she understood and helped Brad.

After several laps around the store I stood up, blocking Logan’s path. He halted, a second before smashing into me. “You’ve done well, now go to the dressing room labeled A and hang all but one garter on the wall hook. You will strip naked and stand face first against the mirror holding the garter belt of your choosing up with the tip of your nose. Do not let it fall. Is that understood?”

“Yes Mistress, may I put my arm down now?”

“No pansy, you will prance to the dressing room and you may not put your arm down until you’ve hung the belts on that hook.”

His face turned crimson but he gave a small nod and walked toward the dressing rooms, his arm aloft.

I continued looking around the store to make Logan wait. Several moments later I was lost in a rack full of leather, allowing myself several moments of indulgence. Focused on a particularly sexy bustier, a pungent scent wrapped around my neck.

The tiny hairs of my hairline stood at attention and my body stiffened. “If you touch me, I will punch you in the face. If you don’t think I can, and want to take that chance, I will lay you out on the floor, and then I will tell your girlfriend what you have done.”

The air behind me shifted, but he didn’t leave. “You’re just a feisty bitch that needs an attitude adjustment. You think you can intimidate men. We’re bigger, stronger, and…”

I spun around so fast that I shocked Brad, forcing him to take a step backwards. For a moment he looked like he might topple over. I waited for him to regain his balance, looking down my nose.

When he did, I took one step toward him. We were almost face-to-face in my high-heeled boots. “I’m not afraid of assholes like you Brad. I’ve tamed stronger, bigger, fatter, and much, much smarter men than you. Do not fuck with me.”

While I said these words, dripping them out like water from a slowly leaking faucet, I held his gaze. His eyes were dark and angry. I knew this kind of person well. He wasn’t truly dominant; he wasn’t a sadist because it pleasured others. Brad was nothing more than a bully. He had found an unassuming, naïve girl to enact his sadistic, sociopathic, fantasies on.

“What’s your girlfriend’s name?”

My question caught him off guard and he cocked his head and took a step back. “That’s none of your fucking business.”

“Fine, I’ll just call her ‘meat’ then, shall I? That’s all she is to you after all. You don’t give a fuck about her.”

Brad’s jaw flexed, but he said nothing.

“You know I’m right, which is why you’re not bothering to deny it. How long have you known her?”

“A low growl emanated from his throat. “Not your fucking business.”

“Is she even legal?”

I completely knew that taunting him might get me punched in the face. But I wasn’t afraid. I was afraid for her. Not for myself. Brad’s arm shot back, locked and loaded.

I took another step forward, jutting out my chest. Sometimes it’s good to show no fear to a bully, and sometimes it’s a death sentence. I chanced that this time it was the right choice, mostly because we were in public, and Jacinta was rapidly approaching us.

“Sir? You can’t do that in my store, you can’t do that anywhere.”

Brad shook his head and looked at Jacinta, putting his arm down. She may have come to my rescue, but I didn’t need her to. Versed in dirty fighting, he may have been able to land the first punch, but I’d get in the last.

“Everything’s fine here,” I said my eyes still locked on Brad’s. He looked between Jacinta and me.

“I was just kidding around,” turning, he walked away.

“Are you okay?” Jacinta asked, her brows disappearing into her hairline.

“I’m fine, I deal with assholes like him all the time.” I waved my arm in front of my face.

“If you want me to call the police…”

“No need.” I flashed a smile, spun on my heels and marched to the dressing room.

Pushing open the door, a genuine grin spread across my face. Logan stood just as I told him to, naked and silent with his nose holding a sweet white lace garter against the mirrors on the far wall.
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I took a long moment to ogle his backside, firm and round, perfect for spanking. The muscles of his back tensed as he used them to hold himself perfectly straight.

“You’re a very good boy Logan!”

His face moved away from the wall for a split second and the garter fell.

“Did I say you could move?”

“No, Mistress.”

“That’s right Logan. I will punish you now.”

He winced, his pained face visible in the mirror. “I understand Mistress. Whatever you think is best to discipline me.”

“First Logan, shut the fuck up.”

Another wince and he nodded mutely.

“Now, curtsy down to pick up the garter and replace it between your nose and the mirror. Do not move until I say so. Nod if you understand.”

He nodded and curtsied, properly.

“Good. Your other punishment is to balance on one leg, still pressing your face against the mirror, until I tell you to stop.”

Without a word he lifted his right leg and sighed.

“No sighing, or you will be punished further. Hold your leg aloft, dangling it above the ground, no cheating.”

Mirrored back, his brows drew together in serious concentration. While he balance, I removed one of the garter belts, and slid my skirt up and over my hips. Logan’s eyes darted to the movement in the mirror. I made sure I was standing where he could see. I made a show of it, dropping the garter on the floor, and bending over slowly to pick it up, giving him an unadulterated view of my perfectly sculpted ass.

The tiny room shook with the force of Logan’s body crashing to the ground.

I stood back up and spun around with my hands on my hips. He was sitting on his butt, looking quite sheepish. “I’m so sorry Mistress.”

“You know what this means Logan, don’t you?”

“More punishment?” There was a lilt of hope in his voice.

“Yes, Logan, more punishment.”

He remained on the floor, looking at his feet but his lip quivered in a pout of expectation.

“More severe punishment,” my voice was even, eyes narrowed.

His naked body racked with shivers. Whether from the cold or tumultuous excitement I did not know. Or care.

Pulling my skirt back down over my hips, I exited the dressing room, sauntering slowly over to a rack of maid outfits. Eyeing the sissiest one I snatched a size large, having assessed his form. I spun around to bring it back to him and then turned back, snatching up a puffy crinoline underskirt.

Reentering, I held them up. “You will put these on.”

His eyes widened as he looked between the outfit and me. I cocked my head. “If you hesitate, it will be worse.”

“Yes Mistress, I understand.” He rose, on wobbly legs and reached for the outfit.

“I will watch you put it on.”

The look on his face was priceless. Pain and shame. He flushed, down to his neck and his body trembled as he removed the maid outfit from the hanger. Delicious.

It was black with a white apron and white ruffle trim along the collar, puffy sleeves and hem. The perfect sissy French Maid outfit, especially with the underskirt.

When he finished, he turned to face me, his knees locked, his head bowed. I moved behind him to retie the apron in the back, enhancing the bow and trailing the ribbons down his crinoline puffed out backside.

Spinning him around, my gaze trailed up and down. “Don’t you look like a proper sissy maid slut? But your hair will not do.”

“W…w…w…what should I do with it Mistress? He stammered.

“You will walk outside the dressing room in your sissy outfit, and browse through the hat selection. Try on at least ten different hats, modeling each one in front of a mirror. When you find the proper head coverling, put it on, and walk around the circumference of the store.”

“Mistress please, please don’t make me do that.”

“If you beg, I will give you a feather duster and you will have to dust the main room for an hour.”

He blinked back tears, sniffled and curtsied. “Should I go out there barefoot?”

A thrill of pleasure skipped up my spine. “Yes, and find a pair of shoes to wear, you little whore.”

Logan’s distress was clearly visible and his shoulders sagged as he opened the dressing room door and slid out with me following closely behind, elated at his misery.

When Jacinta saw him she acted like a complete professional, giving him an encouraging smile. Her eyes darted to mine, and I gave her a wink. She grinned, nodded and went back to her business. I draped myself over the velvet chair, widening my legs so my g-string was visible. Every time Logan looked over at me, he lost focus, which made me internally smile.

I gave him a reproachful glance, and he shuffled over to the hat section.

Several customers entered the store and disseminated to look around.

With his back to me, I watched in the mirror as Logan tried on several hats. The first one he put on was a bowler, perfect for a burlesque act but not for his outfit. Still, he kept on task and studied himself in the mirror, posing with it and even curtsying. The next hat he put on was a top hat, also inappropriate, but he patted the flat top twice and ran his fingers along the brim, bowing to me in the looking glass.

A woman giggled, and a man snorted. Logan’s face reddened but other than that he ignored their reactions. I beamed to let him know how much his humiliation delighted me.

He turned back to the hats and concentrated on trying several more. I counted as he did so and was pleased that on his twelfth try he settled on a lace coverlet that matched the trim of his maid’s apron perfectly. He shuffled back over and curtsied.

“That is the perfect little hat for your sissy outfit,” I mocked approvingly. “Now go find a pair of shoes.”

While he perused the shoe section I checked my phone, feigning boredom. Logan glanced over at me nervously and quickly nabbed a pair of mary jane pumps in what looked like a size forty-eight.

One couple was whispering and pointing at him while another man stared, wide eyed with an open mouth. He practically radiated with the color of envy.

I made Logan do several twirls in front of me to snickers from the judging crowd. But when he finished the envious gentleman clapped and others joined in.

Logan was so uncomfortable that his entire body flushed red. I grinned from ear to ear.

Crooking my finger he followed me back to the dressing room.

“Stand in the corner facing me,” I instructed.

He did as he was told. His hands clasped nervously in front of his apron. He wobbled slightly on his heels, obviously challenged.

I tried on several garter belts, raising my skirt and flashing him my ass and black g-string. His eyes widened and his jaw slackened as he watched me. I put on quite a show, slipping each garter belt over my hips and lifting one boot clad heel onto the stool as I fastened the top of each stocking to the clip. My eyes traveled between my job and Logan, who was speechless, exactly as I prefer my subs to be.

When I had decided on one particular garter belt, I removed my stockings and sat on the dressing room stool. “Logan, come here.”

He moved quickly, standing in front of me without making eye contact.

“Drop to your knees and worship my feet.”

He dropped quickly to his knees and jutted his arms out to cradle one foot. He massaged it roughly, and I pulled it away. “Gentle.”

“Sorry Mistress, yes Mistress, please may I try again?”

I lifted my foot again, and he gently clasped my heel. With the lighter strokes, he massaged the soul and the balls of my toes. After ten minutes I pulled my foot away and gave him the next one. He repeated the process. It was luxurious. When he finished, I put the first one back in his hands. “Now with your mouth.”

Logan groaned aloud and dropped his face to my foot. His hanky hat slid to the floor as he greedily sucked on each toe, groaning and pressing his thumb into the arch as he held it. With my other foot, I pushed up his skirt and fondled his cock. It was already hard and dripping. He would have to buy this maid’s outfit, or pay for it to be dry cleaned. I massaged his dick with my toes while he massaged my toes his mouth.
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After several long minutes of foot worship I removed the foot he was mouth bathing. Squeezing his cock as hard as I could with both feet, I reached forward and grabbed it with my hands. His bright blue eyes grew large with surprise when I squeezed as hard as I could and sunk my fingernails into his erection. Shrieking with surprise and pain, he jolted but like a good slave, he remained in place.

“Do you like the pain,” I grinned down at him, my eyes narrowing.

“No Mistress, but if you do, then I do.”

“Your cock is of no use to me therefore it should not be hard in my presence, unless I command it. If it gets hard without my permission, I will take care of it. Is that understood?”

“Yes Mistress, of course. My cock is of no use to you and I must be punished for my indiscretion.

Beneath my fingers it sprang back to life. I dug my fingernails into the sensitive skin of his balls. His head snapped up to the ceiling, his eyes screwed shut. “You like that Logan?”

“No! I mean, yes Mistress. It’s what I deserve for angering you.”

I stood up letting his cock drop from my grasp. His head fell back to face me, eyes cast downward.

“Move that bench to the middle of the room, then get on your knees and place your limp, useless cock on the bench.”

Scrambling quickly to do as I requested, he lifted the heavy bench and moved it to center of the wood floor. He dropped to his knees and placed his useless dick on top. His shoulders shook.

A noise like a slap, outside the dressing room caught my attention. “Wait here without moving,” I exited the room, leaving him alone and walked down the bank of dressing rooms until I heard a weeping voice

“Brad please,” his girlfriend sniffled.

“Please what? You little bitch. I said put it on,” Brad growled.

I paused with my hand on the knob.

“But it makes me look like a prostitute,” she whined.

“Am I the one who supports you Madeline?”

“Yes, but I thought…”

“Well, there’s the problem.” Brad sneered. “Number one, you are much more desirable when you don’t think. Number two, you live in my apartment rent free, I buy you all the pretty things you could ever want. I pay for all of your food. So darling, I hate to break it to you, but you are a whore. You’re my whore. If you don’t like it, you can go live on the streets instead.”

Madeline sniffled again, soft sobs breaking my ears.

If I charged in there and made a scene, Brad would probably land a punch this time, and Madeline would be too afraid to leave him. I had to play my cards right and wait.

I moved back to my dressing room and opened the door. Logan was in the same position, his flaccid penis still poised on top of the bench.

Standing next to him I used his shoulder for balance. He bit his lip, chewing on it for a moment and then squeezed his eyes shut.

“Open them and watch,” I commanded

Opening his eyes, Logan’s brows pulled together as he blinked hard. Still using his shoulder for support, I raised one boot clad foot and brought it down on his flaccid cock. Logan flinched, but did not move.

“You may hold on to the bench for support. But do not move your cock.”

He nodded, his fingers wrapping around the edges of the bench. I ground the flat part of my boot down on his member before stepping on the entire shaft and pushing my spiked heel against it as well. He did not pull away; he did not try to stop me.

“Do you know why I’m doing this Logan?”

“Because my cock is useless.”

“Yes, that is certainly part of it. Your cock has only one use, and that use is torture. But you also need a good cock stomping to remind you who’s the boss.”

“You are Mistress, you’re the boss. Now and always. I am but your humble servant.”

“You will make no more mistakes Logan. You will listen and comply to everything without question.” As I rattled off the instructions, I pressed down as hard as I could on his now flattened and useless dick.

“Yes Mistress, I will always do my best to honor and obey.”

I couldn’t stop the smile from spreading across my sadistic face.
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I gently touched the top of Logan’s head, he kept it bowed while the rest of his body remained rigid.

“Lay down on the bench face up with your legs straddled on both sides.”

“Yes, Mistress.” Logan stood and did as instructed, lying carefully on his back with one leg on either side of the bench.

“Now you will be rewarded by pleasuring me.”

His lovely blue eyes grew large and his hands shook slightly as he clasped them on his belly. “I would be honored.”

I straddled his body, tightening my thighs, so they clenched both hips. Blinking quickly, his eyelashes fluttered, not sure where to look.

“Watch me,” I instructed.

His eyes flew open, and he pinned them on my skirt as I slowly raised it to reveal the latex g-string panties covering my wet snatch.

I inched forward, his eyes glued to every movement. When I hovered above his face, I stopped. “With one hand you will pull the bottom of the panties aside, and hold them there.”

A trembling hand reached up to comply. His deft fingers slid under the slick material that covered the lips of my pussy. He gasped audibly as he pulled the material to one side, revealing the pink perfection of my glistening labia.

Adept at squatting, I lowered myself onto his face. “You will alternately lick my clit and finger my pussy. Start gently, or you will be punished.”

Logan’s tongue darted out, licking down my wet slit. His other hand danced up my inner thigh. A finger gently swirled around my opening. I took charge of the pressure, raising and lowering myself until I was satisfied. His greedy tongue lapped at my clit, alternating between flat and pointed, light as a feather, all the while swirling a finger in and out of my opening.

I rode his face for at least ten minutes. “I will lower myself further down, and I want you to suck on my clit and sink two fingers deep inside of me. You will fuck my pussy with your fingers and suck hard on my clit.”

Logan groaned, and I arched backwards trailing my fingernails hard down his stomach behind me. Clutching the sides of his hips, I used him as leverage and dropped my body deeper into his mouth.

He clasped on to my swollen clit, his mouth sucking furiously. While still holding the panties aside with one hand he plunged two fingers in and out of my cleft.

I rode him, to completion. Raising and lowering my hips, fucking his face as the orgasm built. Sliding one hand further down his belly, I wrapped it around a fully erect cock. “You will come with me as your reward for being my good little sissy whore. Is that understood?”

He squeaked beneath my weight. I ground my pussy hard against his face back and forth, using his tongue, mouth and fingers as my personal fuck toy. At the same time I pumped his cock, squeezing hard. My entire body arched back, breathing hitched and legs shaking.

Logan ground beneath me and his dick pulsed in my hand. “Do not come until I tell you to.”

He made an affirming sound in his throat. I rode the wave of orgasm, as it shot up from my belly through my spine, sending tingles and waves down both my arms and up through my neck. I moaned as I came and pumped his dick harder. “Now.” I panted as his cock released, spurting hot semen at the same time my orgasm blew out the top of my head.

Letting go of his deflating member, I sat up and kept riding his mouth. He made no sound, other than sucking my swollen clit. The second orgasm raged through my body mere seconds later. I stretched my arms overhead, letting the pleasure run up my core and through the tips of my fingers.

Before I stopped, I rode his mouth for the third one. His tongue moved quickly back and forth against my dripping slit. I rose a little and then ground down hard against his face as the third orgasm rocketed through me. Logan groaned and followed the movement of my rising hips.

When I finished, I stepped off his face. “Do not move yet.”

I changed back into my street clothes; using the wet wipes I always kept in my purse to clean myself up. When I was fully dressed I tossed the packet of wipes on Logan’s sticky stomach. “Clean yourself up, clean up any mess you left in the dressing room, get dressed, gather all the clothing including your maid’s outfit, both pairs of shoes, and meet me at the counter.”

“Yes, Mistress.” His voice shook.

I slung my purse over my shoulder and exited the dressing room. As I pulled the door shut, I heard a soft crying several dressing rooms over. Walking over, I gently knocked.

“I’ll be right out,” Madeline’s voice wavered.

“Are you alone? Can I come in?”

“Yes,” she stuttered.

I pressed open the door. She sat on the floor on a fur-covered stool, her chin on her hands, tears streaming down her face.

“Brad?” I ventured.

“Yes.” She sniffed. “He got mad and left me here.”

“Do you live in Barcelona? Or are you visiting?”

“I live here, with Brad. I’m Australian.”

“Can you go back home?” I reached in my purse and handed her a tissue.

“Thank you.” She took it, and wiped her eyes. “I can’t. I’m on my own. I ran out of money while traveling. I was looking for a job when I met Brad. He offered to let me stay with him, if I kept the house clean.”

Nothing’s free. “Are you happy with your situation there?” I knelt down next to the stool and looked into her eyes. A pool of melted hazel, and smeared mascara met mine.

“No, I feel like a prisoner. I have nowhere to go and no money of my own. I’m like his slave. I clean his house and he buys me nice clothes and keeps a roof over my head.”

I nodded but held my tongue.

“When he’s nice, he’s amazing, but during the past few months it’s been less and less often.”

I rocked forward onto my toes and stood up, looking down at Madeline. “Do you want to stay or go? I will help you, but you have to really want to leave him.”

She set her jaw. “I want to leave.” Looking up at me, her small face shrank behind waves of blond hair and tear stained cheeks.

“You’re sure? There will be no going back.”

She nodded, her eyes growing bigger. “I’ve never had the opportunity before but if you’re offering, then yes please. But how?”

“Who pays for your phone?”

She looked down at her feet. “He does.”

I put out my hand. “We’ll start there then.”

She pulled it out of her bag and without a word handed it over. I threw it on the ground and stomped until I crushed it. She gasped but didn’t stop me, no doubt realizing he was tracking her through the device.

“You can stay with me, no strings attached, until we get you settled. I’ll buy you clothes, help you find a job, get you a new phone and set you up in an apartment. Do you trust me?” I held my hand out again, and she placed hers in mine.

“I do.”

I helped her to her feet, and we exited the dressing room together. Logan was waiting at the counter, holding two shopping bags.

“You bought all the items?” I asked, and he nodded.

“It was my pleasure.”

That was kind of him but we hadn’t discussed it. I’d offer him money later, for my outfit.

“Thank you but it was not required. We’ll discuss it later. For now, you can follow behind Madeline and I as we find some appropriate clothes for her.”

“Thank you Mistress, may I carry all your bags?”

“You may.” I smiled at Jacinta, kept a tight hold of Madeline’s hand and exited the store. We weaved through old town looking for other clothing stores as Logan trailed obediently behind us.
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If you enjoyed this short story, you will, undoubtedly enjoy my other writing. I am currently working on a new series. You may begin with Yasmina.
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Author’s Reflections

I began my personal Femdom journey over twenty years ago. I began my writing journey even before that. At the time of this writing, I’ve completed 25 full length novels and published 18, under a different pseudonym.

These short stories started as an assignment from my writing coach.

The idea of the Traveling Domme came from a six week trip to Europe in 2019. I have subsequently relocated here permanently.

During my 2019 trip, I met submissives, mostly online, then in person and ended up playing with them.

Many of my written stories are based on personal experiences, some are fantasy and others a mixture of the two.

I hope you enjoy reading them, I’ve certainly had fun writing them. But tbh, I had much more fun living them and will continue to do so - for research ;)

***Mistress Rain***
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About the Author:

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

Join My newsletter - DOMINATION

You can find me on Bookbub, Amazon or my Website.
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