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Prologue

Sam - a colleague of my neighbour, Mr Torpey - had just fucked me senseless outside my home, making me cum in the process as I fake pleaded for him to stop. Naked and with his seed still inside me, I had failed to find my hidden key and in a desperate attempt to hide from any passerby, I turned the knob to find out the door had been unlocked all along.

Sarah had stopped by my home earlier and had found the key I knew I had hid under the doormat. Letting herself in, she waited for me to come back. When she heard the commotion just outside the door, she went to investigate and saw me getting pounded from the window.

She surprised the fuck out of me when I made it past the threshold, then ordered to get on the sofa as she inserted a metallic butt plug through my hole, so that she could “save the natural lube already in me”.

Sarah had pulled down her daisy dukes, exposing her black thong while keeping the white, form fitting, pollo shirt on. Stepping into the strap-on she had laid on the sofa - hanging from which was a thick 8 inch purple dildo - she pulled it up and tightened the straps around herself. She pressed a button under the dildo, which activated a vibrator that was now pressed up against her clit.

Sitting on the sofa, Sarah ordered me to kneel in between her legs and suck on her cock, which I did while maintaining eye contact, like I would do with a real dick.

“Come here.” She ordered.

I got up and placed one knee on either side of her, hovering over the purple dildo. I knew what I had to do, so I placed one hand behind myself and began pulling on the plug. As I removed it with a pop, I immediately placed my freed hole right over the tip of Sarah’s silicone tool.

She held me by the hips and began slowly pulling me down. Sam’s cum was coming in handy as the tip entered my naturally lubed up hole.

As I slid down the pole, she ordered me to act like a real girl.

I allowed myself to moan in pleasure as I felt that toy enter me. I even began playing with my own nipples as gravity made me reach the base of Sarah’s strap-on.

Once my butt was used to it, she started lifting me up almost all the way, and then (at first) letting me naturally slide down, and later shoving me down with each pump, my caged clit flapping about as she fucked me senseless.

Sarah was also moaning rather loudly, turned on by the vibrator under the strap-on pressing firmly against her clit. As she got closer and closer, her hands moved from my sides to my butt, holding my cheeks apart so that she could enter me further.

I knew that if I hadn’t just cum from getting fucked minutes ago, I would be having an orgasm right now. But this was just for her; it was her pleasure that mattered the most at this moment, and I wouldn’t disappoint.

Sarah fucked me until she came, throwing me off her when she was finished, replacing the butt plug to keep in Sams cum, and denying me any further pleasure.

I had a feeling that having my pleasure restricted would be a common theme for the next 24 hours.


1 - Obedience Training

The next morning I got up early to make Sarah breakfast while she woke up, bringing it on a tray back to bed. I still had my cage on - protecting me from getting hard during the night while she ground her ass against my crotch, teasing me - and the metal plug nested in my sissy pussy. Sarah shared her food with me, saying I needed the energy for the evening.

After we were fed, Sarah put on a pair of tight grey boyshorts that left the bottom quarter of her buttcheeks exposed. They fit her so tightly that I could see the outline of her pussy through it. She also donned a white short tank top which barely covered her tits, giving her a very sexy underboob look - if she were to bend over, her jugs would 100% have been on display! The chain with the key for my chastity remained hanging between her jugs.

She ordered me to put on my maid costume: a black stretch mesh top with white details, and a white satin apron with ruffle lace trims. I was told to not bother with the thigh high stocking or elbow length satin gloves.

“I guess you’re dressed well enough for now. The main thing I want to focus on is your obedience towards me; I don’t want you embarrassing me in front of the other Doms.” Sarah said, needlessly adjusting her top as it still only barely covered her tits.

“I won’t!” I promised. And after a brief pause, I decided to ask “But what do I get for obeying you, Mistress?”

She pondered for a while.

“That’s a fair question. After all, in a good dynamic, the sub is the one that truly holds the power. What is it that you want in exchange then?”

A smile crept across my face. I knew exactly what I wanted, what I have been wanting all this time that Sarah has been sissifying me, what I was promised from the get-go:

“I want to fuck you, Mistress. I want to bury my uncaged cock inside of you and fuck you until I cum.”

I knew I had to be very explicit with my request, seeing as she was one to twist my words and find loopholes. I was expecting her to be shocked by my wish, but her expression didn’t change at all. She thought on it for a while and finally answered:

“Deal. I’ll let you fuck me with your uncaged cock until you cum.”

Now I was surprised. But I was also cautious:

“What’s the catch though?” I finally asked.

“Easy: you’ll get to do that if - and only if - you behave during the party. Step out of line at any time, and no pussy for you! Once we’re back from it, you can stick that pathetic excuse for a dick in me for as long as you can hold it, and I’ll even let you jizz wherever you want.”

She stuck out her hand, and without hesitation I extended mine and we shook. This was going to be easy! Just the thought of finally getting to plow her was already giving me a semi!

“Good.” Sarah continued, “Now that that is settled, let’s get back to your training. Turn around Chloe, hands behind your back.”

I was very happy with my negotiation skills, so I obliged.

Looking over my shoulder, I saw Sarah bend down and grab a coil of black braided rope, then proceeded to kneel behind me.

Over the next several minutes, she ordered me to clasp my hands together and interlace my fingers while threading the rope around my wrists and up my forearms. Occasionally, Sarah would ask me if the rope was too tight, rearranging the knots to make it more comfortable for me.

She ordered me to clasp my hands together behind my back and began interlacing them with the rope, tying around my wrists and finally up my forearms. She’d always stop to ask if it was too tight again or if I felt my blood circulation getting constrained, rearranging the knots to make it more comfortable for me. Feeling her fingers on my arms (and occasionally brushing up against my butt) coupled with the gentleness of her work made me feel cared for, and I was loving it!

After tying me up, she tugged on the rope a few times to ensure it was all very well placed.

“Try to get your arms free,” she ordered.

I complied, but there was no give in the rope. My arms were tied tightly together to the point that I wasn’t even able to skip over them to get my hands in front of my body.

Once she was satisfied with her work, Sarah spun me around to face her.

Without a word, she held up my clitty cage with one hand as the other went towards her chest, grabbing the key on her necklace - the same key that would unlock me!

She inserted the key into the hole and, after it clicked open, Sarah removed the cage, placing it gently on the floor. My cock began growing almost immediately, happy to finally have no constraints. I had no idea what she was about to do, but I wanted to savour every second of it!

Sarah didn’t comment on the engorging of my penis, rather maintained her focus on grabbing another coil of rope with one hand while the other wrapped around my balls, squeezing them gently and making my dicklet twitch slightly. After looping the rope around the base of my balls, she then placed her fingers around the tip of my shaft to hold it upright, making me hold my breath for a moment.

She must’ve realised the effect her touch was having on me, as she suddenly looked up into my eyes, and with a smirking smile slowly began moving her fingers down my erect cock, pumping me very slowly as precum began forming from my tip. I had almost forgotten how good it felt to masturbate normally!

Yet my fun was very short lived; after three slow pumps, Sarah lost interest and got back to looping the rope around my now hard-as-steel shaft. To finish up, she tied the end of the rope around my hips, which resulted in my dick being held up against my tummy. Despite this, I knew that if I flexed my pelvis upwards a bit, it would cause friction with the tight rope around my cock, but at the same time it would pull down on my balls.

Standing up and taking a step back, Sarah quietly admired her work and seemed to be satisfied.

“Mistress is parched after that. Go fetch me a cup of water.”

“Yes, Mistress,” I responded, bowing my head slightly.

As I started walking towards the kitchen, Sarah stopped me:

“Excuse you, but why the fuck are you walking like you’ve got a massive penis between your legs?”

“I’m sorry Mistress, but I have to walk with my legs parted because of the rope around my balls, and-“

“And nothing. No sissy walks like that! Thighs together, one foot in front of the other. A good sissy will always have a bit of sway in her hips. Go on now.”

Pressing my thighs together, I felt my legs squishing my testicles, causing quite a bit of discomfort. Remembering that I would be wonderfully compensated for staying in line helped me get through the pain as I swayed my butt towards the kitchen.

Thankfully a few cups were on the drying rack next to the sink, as otherwise it would be impossible to reach the other glasses placed in a cupboard at head height. I turned around and fumbled around the counter until my fingers made contact with one of the cups. I managed to grab it precariously, and began wondering how I’d place it in the sink to fill it up. I knew the only way to do this was to lift myself backwards up onto the counter so I could gently place the cup under the faucet.

After three attempts (two of which nearly resulted in me falling face forward onto the floor), I was finally sitting on the edge of the sink, the buttplug being pushed in further, and gently lowered the cup. The tap was too far out of reach, so I hopped off, spun around, and bent over to use my mouth to lift the tap. I hadn’t been gentle enough and ended up opening the tap too much, making water spurt out and overfill the glass, shooting some of the water onto my face. Using my chin to press the tap down again, I considered how I was going to grab the cup without spilling anything; doing so backwards would not work. So I bent over again and bit the edge of the glass, slowly lifting it to see if I could hold it. It was going to be hard, but it was doable!

I walked back slowly to the living room, trying to ignore the pain around my balls as wincing would result in me dropping a glass full of water on the floor.

Sarah had sat down on the sofa, fiddling with her phone. She didn’t even look up at me, rather just pointed one finger to the ground. I knelt in front of her with much difficulty. After a few second she finally looked up at me, disgust across her face:

“You’re expecting me to drink from a cup you have had your cock sucking mouth on? For fucks sake, Chloe! You absolute dumb slut! Give me that here!”

Sarah took the cup from my mouth and placed it on the table by the sofa, next grabbing my hair and yanking me towards her. I tried standing up unsuccessfully and ended up falling crotch first onto her lap, butt in the air.

“I’m sorry, Mistress! But there was no way I could-“ I tried pleading, but was cut off when she tugged my hair backwards a bit.

“No excuses! A monkey could’ve brought me a cup of water without slobbering all over the glass. Are you a monkey?”

“No, Mistress,” I replied, and with a smirk, continued: “I’m just a dumb slut!”

“Oh, are we being funny now?” Sarah growled, tugging at my hair again, nearly giving me whiplash. “Maybe it’s time I teach you what happens when you disobey my orders!”

I was about to protest and tell her that I followed her orders as she never mentioned how I was supposed to bring the cup back, but as I opened my mouth the air was slapped out of me as her palm landed heavily on my buttocks.

“Don’t… bring… dirty… disgusting… stuff… to… your… Mistress!” Sarah spat with every spank she delivered while still pulling my hair back.

With every blow, my roped up dicklet rubbed against her thighs, sending pain and pleasure signals up to my brain. I also moaned with each slap, but I didn't even know if it was happy noises or sad noises.

She continued slapping my butt, alternating slightly where her hand landed, and always being off-tempo so as not to get me used to a rhythm, making each new blow very unexpected. I couldn’t see, but I could tell my ass was red.

“Was that 25 slaps?” She asked suddenly after landing another blow but this time keeping her hand pressed against the spot.

“Was I supposed to be counting?” I managed to ask, my voice quivering and breaking.

“Oh, you stupid cockwhore! Do you think it’s MY job to count your punishment?” She retorted angrily.

Sarah lifted her hand and slammed it down again.

“One!” I shouted, now aware that I was the one supposed to keep count.

“Are you slow? Do you read a book out loud?” She slapped me again. I kept quiet. “Let’s start again. One!” And her hand descended on me once more.

I did my best to keep count, but the lack of rhythm was throwing me off. After what seemed like an eternity, I finally was able to shout:

“Twenty five!”

“Is the dumb cum guzzler thinking 25 is enough? You think that was a fair enough punishment?” Sarah growled in my ear.

“No,” I said, defeated as I knew it was a trick question and that if I had said yes, she’d just keep on going.

But she didn’t.

She placed her hand gently on my ass and began rubbing it carefully. Sarah even bent over to kiss me in a few of the spots that seemed redder.

“Lucky for you, Mistress is getting tired of punishing her sissy. What do we say?”

“Thank you for punishing me, Mistress.”

Her hand continued to rub my butt, moving down the middle until she could reach in between my legs to touch my wrapped testicles. As her hand made its way back up my asscrack, her fingers danced around the buttplug. She tapped it a few times, grabbing it by the base and pulling on it enough to let my body suck it back in when she let go.

My body naturally reacted to that feeling, leading my roped dicklet to twitch slightly. Sarah repeated that motion a few more times and then slid her hand down between my legs again, this time reaching the tip of my cock. With the palm of her hand, she began rubbing the head, resulting in further twitching.

Sarah then removed her hand and brought it to my face. Her palm was glistening with my precum.

“Do you see this? Real men don’t get all wet like this when they have a buttplug holding back another man's cum in their ass. Yet here you are, leaking like a bitch in heat after having your back hole toyed with… and you have the guts to tell me your biggest dream is to fuck me?”

“Yes, Mistress,” I answered, slightly ashamed for being so turned on by something so gay.

“You really want me to believe the one thing you want to do is stick that pathetic excuse for a dick inside my glorious pussy?” She teased me again, this time rubbing her hand against my lips. “Look at you! You’re even licking your own cummies! You’re not a man!”

“I am, I promise, Mistress!”

“Then show me! If you manage to resist eating your own cum, I’ll let you fuck me tonight instead of having to wait for after the party.”

I nodded in agreement. That couldn’t be hard to do! All I had to do was now eat my own cum, and despite having the plug in me and having my shaft wrapped up, surely it wouldn’t be difficult to do!

Sarah lifted me off her lap and made me sit on the sofa beside her. She then stood up and grabbed my legs, lifting them up and turning me 180 degrees around, placing my feet over the backrest of the sofa. I was now essentially upside down, my ass in the air, and my dicklet pointing towards my face with my arms still tied behind my back.

Shit! I was in a prime position to be eating my own jizz. I just had to make sure I didn’t cum!

“Oh, what’s the matter? Is the little sissy afraid she’ll cum?” She asked in a mocking tone after clocking my worried expression. “Well, you should be!”

Sarah knelt beside me so she was towering over my butt, held onto the base of my buttplug and gently removed it. As it went past my sphincter, a shiver of pleasure ran down my spine all the way to my wrapped meat. I began wondering what toy she was intending on using in its place, but she was making no effort to go fetch one.

Instead, after placing the plug on the table, she began rubbing her index and middle finger clockwise around my gaped hole, lubing them up with what was left of Sam’s cum. She wrapped her other hand around the tip of my dicklet and gently began to roll it around. The precum on it just made the palm of her hand glide easily around me!

I could feel her fingers entering me with no resistance and almost immediately going straight for my prostate. Sarah began by pressing them firmly up against it, and then slowly rubbing back and forth. She entered a rhythm with her other hand, rolling around my cock head.

“Does that feel good, my cum whore?”

I tried to keep looking at what she was doing and was struggling to lie and say it wasn’t having any effect on me, but words wouldn’t come out so I shook my head instead.

“How about now?” Sarah asked, while tapping my p-spot with a bit more vigour and tightening her grip around my shaft, pressing the rope around it further into my skin and generating more friction.

I closed my eyes and once again shook my head. I wasn’t going to last long! Not with having been fucked so many times over the last 24 hours and being humiliated outside by Sam! But I just had to endure, just so I could finally fuck Sarah!

“Fair enough! But what about NOW?” She growled into my ear.

Sarah immediately began finger fucking me with gusto, poking my inside spot with each quick thrust while using the rope around my shaft as a male masturbator. Her knuckles were slamming against my butt and I started to see black spots.

“Oh, you like that, don’t you? You sissy cum lover! You just want to shoot your cream into your own mouth and swallow it, so it mixes in your belly with all the other alpha male juice you’ve been swallowing lately, don’t you?”

I didn’t even realise I was loudly moaning in ecstasy, giving myself into the sensations Sarah was providing. I didn’t care about fucking her anymore; I just wanted to cum! I just wanted to feel that liquid dripping into my mouth, to enjoy the salty creamy taste of my own spunk!

The pressure within me built up to dangerous levels, which was noticed by Sarah as she stopped jerking me off and held my shaft tightly, pointing it towards my face while she continued to bury her fingers inside of me.

I opened my mouth wide to let out a long, drawn out moan as my legs began shaking over my head signalling the arrival of my big orgasm. I could feel the cum travelling from my wrapped up balls, down the rope-tightened shaft, and finally shooting with considerable force from the tip of my small dicklet.

The first load hit me square on the nose and upper lip and immediately began sliding into my mouth. Sarah re-aimed my shaft so that the next load drizzled directly onto my expecting tongue. She also stopped the pumping of her fingers and was now focused on pressing them against my prostate, massaging it to milk me more. This resulted in a smaller third load dripping from my tip to join the rest of the creamy goodness in my mouth.

Realising I was pretty much done, with a firm grip she jerked the rope around my shaft a few more times to ensure my pipes would be entirely devoid of any remaining jizz. All the while I was still riding the o-train, not mentally present enough to remember to swallow.

“See? I knew you were just a sissy cumslut only interested in gobbling on dicks and swallowing sperm!”


2 - The Drive

Despite not having achieved my goal of holding back on my orgasm to finally get to have sex with Sarah, I knew I would still have another chance after the BDSM party she was preparing me for.

Before getting some much needed rest, Sarah had untied me so I could wash up thoroughly - which she helped me with, making sure to rub her naked body against mine and giving me a semi that would remain unattended to - locking my clit back in its cage after we were done.

We took a nap in the same bed, naked so she could tease me further by pressing her butt against my crotch. Feeling her warmth through the cage was so good, and I couldn’t wait to do that without any constraints around my penis. Sarah even allowed me to fondle her boob as I spooned her; those tits were so soft! I couldn’t decide if I wanted more to be sucking on them, or if I wanted to have a pair of my own. Shit, this sissy thing is really messing with my brain!

When we woke up, she focused on teaching me all the different commands I was expect to obey, such as the signals indicating what position I was supposed to take; an index finger pointing straight down beside her meant I was supposed to kneel where she pointed, pointing at her chin meant I had to open my mouth and stick my tongue out as if to request something be inserted in it, pointing with an open palm to the side was a sign for me to bend over, while pointing it to the side and downward was for me to get on all fours.

Sarah also taught me to not look her or any other Dom directly in the eyes, and reinforced the need to obey every command if I wanted to achieve my objective.

Once night fell, she began dressing me up for the party. I got into a tight black corset that helped me keep an upright posture. It also had an inbuilt padded bra, which made me look like I had small yet firm boobs. The corset had straps that were fixed to thigh high black stockings, making my hairless legs feel even smoother! On top of the stockings, I’d be wearing a black leather skirt that would cover my butt while still leaving the top of the stockings visible. Around my hips, I wore a teeny tiny white apron that hung above my crotch.

I was told I wouldn’t be wearing a cage for this event, which left me slightly on edge as it meant my dicklet would be dangling under the skirt. I could also tell that, if I were to get a stiffy, it would definitely tent up the skirt and be very obvious to anyone looking!

“If you’re worried about that, then simply don’t get hard!” Sarah offered. “You’ll have no reason to anyway, as you won’t have anything up your butt, so how could you possibly get excited?”

‘Jeez, I don’t know! Maybe because I’m dressed like a slut in front of strangers and I obviously have a degradation kink?’

Of course I didn’t dare say that out loud to her. The less ammo I give her, the more chances of me surviving the night!

Sarah also gave me a pair of white satin gloves that stretched all the way past the elbow. And to top it all off, she presented me with my very own training collar: a beautiful aluminium ring that had a smaller metallic ring dangling from the front, while at the back it could be clasped shut with a small padlock.

As she placed it around my neck and turned the lock shut, she ordered me to look at myself in the mirror.

The collar was the final piece that left me very excited. It sat so comfortably around my throat while still giving me a finger's worth of slack. The cold material coupled with the thought of being owned like a common object made blood flow down to my nether regions.

“Just a gentle reminder,” Sarah began once she noticed the front of my skirt lifting up and out, “you’re not to touch yourself in any way tonight, or you’ll be severely punished. Understood?”

“Yes, Mistress.”

Once I was dressed and put on my makeup, she began dressing up herself. Sarah had brought over a three piece navy suit which seemed to be tailor made for her.

It started with a baby pink tiny mesh thong that barely covered her pussy and was practically see-through. She hopped into a pair of navy suit pants that adhered to her body like a condom around a nice big cock, the tight material shaping her ass nicely and even holding it up a bit - no wonder she went with such tiny panties, as any other ones would leave a visible outline around the pants!

Next up, she donned a matching vest over her torso. For a moment I thought she had forgotten to put on a shirt first, but it quickly became obvious that her choice was intentional; the vest had a very deep cut that reached just below her boob line, while still covering about 25% of her chest and being tight enough to slightly squeeze her tits together.

Over the vest she wore a two button blazer, completing the matching suit.

To top it all off, she tied a baby pink tie around her neck - the same colour as her panties - which rested between her tits and disappeared under the vest, drawing more attention to her cleavage. And finishing the look, she slipped into a pair of brown shoes which matched with the brown leather belt she wore around the pants.

She had taken off the chain with my chastity key from her neck, added the key to my collar, and finally wrapped it around her right ankle, under the suit pants.

Sarah looked rather manly in that suit, while still retaining all her feminine attributes and curves! She looked stunning!

“I was almost forgetting…. Need to make it perfectly clear you’re mine to the other Doms.” Sarah suddenly said, while subtly pointing downward with her index finger. I quickly knelt in front of her.

Sarah placed a velcro-attached bowtie just below my collar. The bowtie was the exact same colour as her tie! Another wave of happiness came over me!

◆◆◆

After packing up a duffle's bag worth of toys and other equipment for the party (which I was tasked with carrying), Sarah ordered me to arrange transport for the night as she would be drinking and didn’t want to be driving.

Not wanting to risk being ogled by some pervy taxi driver, I decided to text Brett, the bissexual man who had offered me a ride home after being caught naked in the streets following a public gangbang in the park a few days ago, and who had visited me just yesterday to fuck me and get fucked by my bull, Charlie.

Brett was more than happy to give us a ride only after I sent him a selfie of what I was wearing; guess being a cute sissy has its benefits!

Once he arrived, Sarah sat in the front seat while I was relegated to the back, directly behind her. Brett complimented us on our looks after I introduced Sarah as my Mistress, as well as letting him know she knew of everything. This made him feel a bit embarrassed, but Sarah assured him there was nothing to be embarrassed about: after all, “Chloe is just a slutty sissy who can’t see a dick without wanting to have it, and you like cock and pussy: the best of both worlds!”

As we were driving to the party - which would take place at the organisers home - I noticed that Brett was having a very hard time focusing on the road, constantly stealing glances towards Sarah’s generous cleavage.

“Brett, for fucks sake you’re gonna get us killed if you don’t stop looking at my tits!” Sarah complained after he almost failed to stop at a red light while checking her out.

“Oh god, I’m so sorry! I just can’t help it really! You look fabulous in that suit, and that’s just so distracting!” Brett apologised.

“Fair enough. Would it be of any help if I gave you a handjob while you drive? That way you can keep an eye on the road and still get some pleasure from it?”

His eyes widened at the idea. Surely it would be more risky to jerk him off while he drove, but then again it would probably stop him from dreaming about masturbating to her boobs later.

Brett didn’t hesitate; while stopped at the lights, he undid his belt buckle, unzipped his jeans, and pulled them down over his ass. The pervy fucker wasn’t even wearing any underwear!

Sarah extended her arm and took hold of his semi erect penis, starting off with a slow stroke. As I watched from behind, my own dicklet started to get engorged and poke out from under the dress.

“And you better not be touching yourself back there!” She said without turning around.

After the lights turned green, Brett took off. This time, his eyes didn’t leave the road for a second; he was enjoying the sensation of being wanked by such smooth hands.

She alternated between twisted jerks, slow and deep ones, and quick shallow thrusts, getting him close to the edge but never letting him actually cum.

Once we arrived at the location, Sarah gave him a few more strokes before removing her hand.

“You’ll wait out here for us. You will stroke your own little dick while we’re in there and bring yourself to the edge at least 10 times over the next few hours. But you will not cum. You will get release later.” Sarah ordered.

“Yes ma’am!” Brett replied with a smile, wrapping his own hand around his cock.

“Good girl.” She answered as she opened her door and got out of the car.

“You know, that Brett is just another sissy waiting to be let out.” She told me as we walked up the stairs to the massive house. “Looks like we’ll have another toy to play with very soon!”


3 - Playing With Subs

As I stood before the grandeur of the opulent house, I couldn't help but be captivated by its understated elegance. Nestled amidst sprawling manicured gardens, the mansion exuded an air of quiet luxury. The exterior facade, adorned with creamy limestone and intricate architectural details, spoke of a timeless sophistication. Tall arched windows, each framed with delicately carved accents, hinted at the abundance of natural light within. A wrought-iron gate, discreetly guarded by manicured hedges, provided a glimpse into the lavish world that lay beyond.

Despite its undeniable magnificence, the house exuded an aura of subtle exclusivity. Its discreet charm reflected the owner's desire for privacy, as if to shield the treasures within from prying eyes. The meticulously maintained landscape, with its meticulously manicured lawns and vibrant flower beds, whispered tales of meticulous attention to detail. The tranquil atmosphere invited contemplation, a sanctuary away from the bustling world outside. This was a dwelling that spoke volumes about its owner's refined taste and unwavering appreciation for the finer things in life, while still remaining humble in its opulence.

Sarah rang the bell.

Moments later the massive wooden door swung open. To my semi-shock, the man who answered the door was wearing nothing but a leather cross body harness displaying his naked shaved and chiselled chest, a white bow tie around his neck hiding a leather collar underneath, white cuffs around the wrists, and a pair of black PVC thongs that barely covered his package.

This butler welcomed us in, unfazed by our own choice of clothing, and making no eye contact with either of us.

As we stepped across the threshold of the opulent house, a sense of awe washed over me. The interior unfolded like a symphony of luxury and sophistication. My gaze was immediately drawn to the grand staircase, gracefully ascending to the upper levels, its ornate bannisters whispering tales of timeless elegance. Soft, warm light spilled from crystal chandeliers overhead, casting a gentle glow upon the marble floors.

The butler guided us with an air of quiet efficiency through the hallway adorned with exquisite art pieces and intricately patterned wallpaper. Finally, we reached the dining room - a breathtaking space with a long, polished mahogany table, set meticulously with gleaming silverware, fine china, and crystal glasses, hosting an intimate gathering of discerning guests. The room exuded a sense of refined opulence, where every detail had been carefully considered to create an atmosphere of timeless sophistication.

Around the table sat four people: one man at the head (who I assumed was the host), a woman to his right, and two men to his left. Behind each guest stood their sub; one woman behind the first male Dom closest to the host, a man behind the other male Dom, and a third man behind the female Domme.

Every Dom wore similar clothing: a dark suit. The other female Domme - a blonde bombshell - wore her suit in a similar fashion to Sarah: breasts nearly exposed, and very form fitting.

The three male subs (including the butler), also had coordinated costumes: a cross body leather harness across their chest, PVC thongs, a white bow tie over their collars, and white cuffs around their wrists. The female sub was wearing your traditional French maid costume: a laced corset, white quarter cups that held up and exposed the top half of her boobs, a white apron over a black mini skirt, black stockings, white satin gloves that extended up to her elbows (similar to mine), and a white bow tie around her neck.

I felt like the only odd one out; the three male subs still looked rather manly, while I was obviously trying to look as feminine as possible - yet I didn’t look as sexy as the female sub, with her melon sized tits, protruding ass, and dark long hair. Her presence made me feel very self conscious - or was it jealousy? - and I felt myself blushing.

“Ah, Miss S! Welcome! Please, have a seat near Miss Q. I trust you’ve met Mr T and Mr B before?” The host asked, pointing at the free seat to his right.

“Very kind of you, Mr C! Yes, I’ve met you all. Nice to see you again!” She said as she walked to the empty chair.

Sarah snapped her fingers without even looking at me; that was a sign to pay attention, so I held her chair and pushed it in as she sat down.

Following the other subs, I stood behind my Mistress with my hands behind my back and head lowered so I wouldn’t make eye contact with anyone.

“Now that everyone’s here, I believe we can start with some drinks!” Mr T proclaimed.

All us subs knew exactly what that meant, so we followed the butler as he walked through a door on the right side of the room. This led us directly to the kitchen, where two men dressed in chef garb were busy cooking.

Three of us were caught by surprise, not really expecting to see anyone not in BDSM gear at this party, but the two cooks barely even looked up from their pots and pans to acknowledge us.

“Ladies and gentlemen, my Master calls me Alfred, so that is the name you’ll address me by. I will help guide you in providing excellent service to your owners tonight. May I have your names, please?” Asked the butler.

“My Mistress, Miss Q, calls me Toy.”

“I’m Gayboy - or just GB - and I’m property of Mr B. I should add that I’m not actually gay, rather bi-”

“And you two ladies?” Interrupted Alfred, clearly not caring about how GB identified himself.

“Mister T calls me Holly,” responded the girl.

“I’m Miss S’s sissy, Chloe,” I responded last.

“Perfect. I trust all of you know what to do. I’m not here to demand anything - that is up to your respective owners. Once we’ve served drinks, we’ll come back here and then move into the next room where we can relax. My Mister C has a switch under his side of the table which will notify us when we’re needed. Everyone, grab a bottle of wine and serve your own master or mistress - a reminder that the wine glass is on the right, and to fill it about a third of the way. Let’s go!”

Each one of us grabbed an open bottle of wine from the counter - all of them red - and held it as we walked back into the dining room, standing to the right of our Dom/mes. As if in sync, we all poured the wine at the same time, then stepped back, turned around, and walked back into the kitchen, all without saying a word.

After placing the wine bottles back on the counter, Alfred showed us to the side-room.

Despite it being illuminated by a red light bulb, the room was still quite dark and it took us a few moments to adjust our eyes. It had only one door and no windows (as it was located in the centre of the house), but was still rather cool inside thanks to the running air conditioner.

Once my eyes adjusted, I was able to take in the full glory of what was essentially a sex dungeon! The walls were covered from top to bottom in black padding, the floor was made of dark grey marble with small circular drains in each of the corners for better cleaning of the place. In the room you could find racks with several different BDSM tools: whips, floggers, canes, paddles, and miles of rope. There was also a great glass dresser displaying a plethora of sex toys, from lifelike dildos, vibrators, all kinds of buttplugs, male masturbators, cuffs for different parts of the body, masks, gags, lotions, candles, lube…it was like someone had raided a whole sex shop!

Around the room were several strategically placed pieces of furniture: from a beautiful wooden Saint Andrew’s cross in the corner, with straps to hold someone in an X position, to a padded barrel horse, a fuck machine with a massive 10 inch dildo attached to it and a contraption with straps to hold someone in any position, and even a table with straps to hold someone down above a cage with pillows and a water bowl. On the ceiling you could find several metal hooks waiting to be used, as well as one sex swing hanging almost in the centre of the room.

There were also several high quality armchairs and a sofa around to give people a place to sit and watch any scene unfolding.

“Get to know this room and the tools we have, as this is where your owners will be bringing us after dinner.”

All three of us suddenly turned into high schoolers, picking up tools, analysing all the penis shaped toys, and hopping onto the furniture while giggling away. Even Alfred got swept away in the fun, dropping his serious butler persona!

Holly strode the barrel horse and lay on it, which made her mini skirt hike up to her hips, exposing her butt which was barely covered by a black g-string.

“Someone come spank me!” Holly pleaded, wiggling her ass. “I want to know how it feels to be spanked on this thing!”

We all stopped what we were doing and looked at that perfect juicy booty. Toy was the first one to walk up behind her, and using his hand gave Holly a firm slap on her butt cheek, making her emit a very sexy moan.

“Again!” She pleaded looking back at him, arching her back a bit more.

Toy gave her another slap, which resulted in another moan.

“Hasn’t your master taught you anything? Harder!” She ordered.

Once again, Toy obliged with a much harder slap, making her emit another moan.

Her moaning was obviously having an effect on all of us: Toy, GB, and Alfred’s thongs suddenly looked much tighter, but nothing came close to my own erection, which was already lifting the front of my skirt, exposing the tip of my cock.

“Show these boys how it’s done, Chloe.” She pleaded, noticing my tool peeking from under the skirt.

I grabbed a paddle from the rack of paddles on the wall; a nice firm one, covered in leather. Toy moved to the side to give me some space. I aimed it carefully just over her butt and gave it all I could, the whack making Holly yelp and nearly jump off the horse.

“Ooooh, fuck yessss! That’s the spot right there! Again! Please!”

I gave her another whack and noticed her ass was already getting red. This felt good! My dick was very hard right now, and I began to understand how Sarah felt when she would slap me. That feeling of power was toxic!

GB walked right behind me and grabbed me by the hips while holding a big wooden paddle in one hand. He pulled me back slightly, which made me brush my butt up against the bulge in his thong for a brief second before I moved to the side:

“My turn!” He proclaimed.

He didn’t even wait for Holly’s acknowledgement and immediately spanked her with the paddle, resulting in a rather loud “thud”.

“Owww!” Holly moaned while gripping the sides of the barrel after nearly having flown off it.

GB seemed apologetic for a moment, wondering if it had been too hard, but Holly turned her head and smiled, disavowing him of the notion.

She threw her leg over the barrel and got back onto her feet, wobbling slightly. Without adjusting her skirt, she rubbed the front of her g-string, pulling it to the side to expose her fully waxed pussy. She pressed two fingers against her slit, and as she removed them, a string of her juices formed from her cunt.

“Fuck, I’m so wet! This is so hot! I can’t wait to get fucked tonight!” She said, bringing her moist hand to her mouth to lick her fingers, then pulling down her skirt to barely cover her panties.

Suddenly, a lampshade in the corner of the room began flickering.

“Quick, we need to serve the first course!” Alfred said as he rushed us to the kitchen, where four bowls of some fancy soup were still being decorated by the two cooks.

“You lot seem to be having some fun!” Said one of the cooks, noticing the bulges in the subs crotches. He smiled and winked at Holly.

While the other boys would be able to go almost unnoticed, my erection was still showing from under the skirt. In a desperate attempt to hide it, I used the elastic band of the skirt to hold it upwards and under the mini apron. I was just hoping no one would notice!

We each grabbed a bowl and brought it to our owners, placing it in front of them. Without planning or being told so, we also refilled their glasses with wine. Thankfully, the Dom/mes were so engrossed in their conversation, none paid us any attention as we served them. The only one to do anything was Mr T, who grabbed Holly’s ass under her skirt as she filled his glass with wine - yet even he didn’t break eye contact with Mr C who was talking to the whole table.

After having served them, we retreated first to the kitchen and then directly to the dungeon.

Holly made her way to the glass dresser and grabbed a pink rabbit vibrator, then walked towards the sex swing. Facing away from the three of us, she bent over and pulled her panties down. With some difficulty, she got onto the swing, placing her red butt on the seat and her feet on the foot holders, opening her legs wide towards us who were now standing in front of her. She turned the vibrator on and played with the buttons until she found a speed she liked, then pressed it against her pussy, rubbing it up and down.

As Holly closed her eyes and leaned backwards, Toy, GB, and Alfred all began rubbing their bulges over their thongs. Even I let my cock free from the elastic band holding it up against my belly! Part of me knew that this was very wrong as it broke my agreement with my Mistress, but who was going to rattle me out anyway? Surely all these subs were absolutely terrified of their masters!

I started stroking my little dicklet as I watched Holly insert the pink rabbit into her cunt until the ears rested against her clit, while using her free hand to lift her left tit free from the bra and pinch her nipple, moaning in ecstasy.

It didn’t take long for the other boys to free their own tools from their confines by pulling the thongs to the side - that way they could quickly get them back in if they were called by the people in the dining room.

Toy’s uncut cock was a good 6 inches big, slightly bigger than mine but just as thick. GB was cut and longer, at about 7 inches with the same thickness as ours. But Alfred took the trophy: a glorious uncut 8 inches, the thickest of them all, veins popping on the side. They all joined me in stroking themselves as they watched Holly get herself off.

“My arms are getting tired. Anyone want to take this toy’s place?” Holly eventually asked, removing the rabbit from her cunt and dropping it on the floor.

GB quickly stepped forward and placed himself between her spread legs. Holly was perfectly at fucking level, so he wasted no time in pointing his dick towards her pussy and grabbed her by the hips, holding her body in place as he penetrated her wet slit. Holly grabbed two of the ropes for better stability and watched as his whole shaft slowly disappeared inside.

“Hey, Chloe,” Toy asked, turning to me standing beside him while still stroking his cock, “you’re a sissy, right? Do you want to play with this?”

Without letting go of my tool, I grabbed his one with my free hand and began stroking it slowly. He let go and inserted his hand between my ass cheeks, pressing a finger against my hole and gently massaging it.

GB had switched from holding Holly still in the swing and pumping her, to standing still and swinging her back and forth onto his dick. Alfred approached them from the side and began rubbing the tip of his cock against Holly’s foot, covering her black stockings in his precum.

Seeing as we were all subs, we all had been kept on the edge for a long time by our masters, so naturally none of us would last long. The first one to cum was GB, who pulled out just in time, ejaculating all over Holly’s pussy. He quickly stepped aside to let Alfred take his place.

As Alfred entered Holly, she moaned even louder than before; he was definitely stretching her more than she was used to! But at no point did she ask him to stop, rather kept encouraging him to go on. Watching his cock disappear inside her made me want to change places so I could feel that tool rubbing my insides!

Hypnotised by the fucking, I didn’t realise I had sped up my jerking off of Toy. And with the speed increase, he was pressing his finger through my ring and circling it around the edge, making my own dicklet twitch in my hand.

Alfred was slamming his crotch into her as she swinged towards him, sending her swinging back, and repeating the process in a loop. He had been doing that for no more than a few minutes when Toy announced he wanted to cum on her.

He moved away from me to stand beside Alfred, who was now holding her still and had removed his own tool to jerk it off onto her. They both came onto her belly and crotch at the same time, covering her in a generous amount of white cream - now I was certain they hadn’t been allowed to jizz in a long time!

“What are you waiting for, you dumb sissy bitch? Are you going to stick it in me, or do you only like cock?” Holly said once the other guys had stepped away, their creamy goodness dripping down her cunt onto the floor.

Dumb sissy bitch? No one calls me that except for my Mistress! I was going to teach that cock hungry whore a lesson!

I placed myself between her legs and began rubbing the head against her jizz coated pussy, lubricating my cocklet for better penetration. But as I placed the tip at the entrance to her hole, a male voice boomed behind us:

“What the fuck are you doing to MY bitch?”


4 - Machine Punishment

Moving fast and angrily, Mr T approached me as I spun around, terrified of his body language. He grabbed me literally by the cock and began pulling me towards the door, holding my shaft tightly. The other subs had already put their own tools away and as I was being led out to the kitchen, I saw Holly from the corner of my eye attempting to get free from the sex swing.

He burst through the dining room, which startled the other Doms.

“What the fuck did you do, Chloe?” Sarah barked angrily at me.

I had been half expecting her to be questioning why Mr T was holding me by the dick, but she had already clearly made up her mind on who was at fault.

“I caught your sissy fucking my bitch in the sex dungeon! He was obviously at it for a while as she was covered in his spunk!” Mr T answered as he dragged me to the end of the table, still holding onto my rapidly deflating penis.

I tried to defend myself and explain that the other guys had been the ones fucking Holly and cumming all over her, and I was the only one who didn’t technically even get to do anything yet, but I was cut off by Sarah:

“I’m not surprised. I knew it was a mistake to leave her uncaged. I am truly sorry for what has transpired. Chloe will take full responsibility for her actions!”

“I appreciate that, Miss S. I assume your sissy will be punished?” Mr T asked, seeming to be slightly calmer.

“Why, of course! Seeing as she was using what is your own property, I think it only fair that you punish her however you see fit. I will not interfere.”

Mr T’s expression changed with Sarah’s response - from angry to devilish. This wasn’t going to be good!

Letting go of my cocklet, Mr T took a step back and stood behind me. He placed one hand on my hip while the other pressed against my upper back. Knowing what he wanted me to do, I placed my hands on the table and bent over until my chin touched the mahogany surface. My skirt immediately rode up my butt, fully exposing it. I did my best to avoid eye contact with any of the other Dom/mes at the table, but could tell they were all watching us with interest without saying a word. I could swear I even caught Sarah with a gleeful grin across her face! I couldn’t believe she had sided with Mr T and didn’t even bother to get my side of the story!

He stood back and I suddenly felt a sting across my buttocks as Mr T gave me a slap. I yelped in pain!

“Shut up, bitch! No one gave you permission to talk!” He barked, slapping me again with full force.

I swallowed my yelp.

Mr T was spanking me harder than Sarah ever had, which made me jolt forward, resulting in my hanging dick slap against the underside of the table. This, coupled with the pain and the humiliation of being punished in front of others, was turning me on and diverting blood to my growing erection. Yet, even then, I still felt bad for being punished unfairly!

But nobody - especially not Mr T - cared about my feelings; every slap seemed to be stronger than the previous one, and I could feel my ass getting red.

After about 20 slaps, he stopped and walked towards his seat. I naively thought he was finished, but didn’t risk standing up without being ordered to do so.

Sadly, instead of sitting down at his place, he grabbed his bottle of wine and walked back towards me, emptying the contents down his throat with one final swig.

Standing behind me once again, Mr T bent over me and grabbed my hair, pulling it back so that my head would lift off the table. He placed the bottle of wine in front of my face;

“Suck on it like you would suck on a delicious cock!” He growled into my ear.

With tears beginning to form in my eyes, I opened my mouth and placed my lips around the bottle neck, bobbing my head on it like I would with a real dick. I wanted to show off my abilities as a cock sucker, so I covered it in enough of my saliva that it began flowing down the outside of the neck.

Once he was satisfied, he removed it from my mouth and let my hair go, pushing my face back down onto the table. I then felt the mouth of the bottle being pressed up against my hole; he was going to fuck me with a bottle!

The bottle entered my hole without much difficulty and he continued to slowly push it further until the neck was fully inside me, the body of the bottle nestled between my ass cheeks.

And then he kept on applying pressure to it.

Not going to lie: it kinda felt good! I had this massive, thick object entering me, pressing up against my prostate and gaping my hole!

Once Mr T was satisfied with how much of the bottle was in me, he began fucking me with it - slowly at first, but soon picking up speed. All the while I tried to keep my mouth shut so that my moans of pleasure wouldn’t constitute me “speaking”.

“This is what you get for fucking MY fucktoy, you bottle fucker!” He growled again. “Do you like this?”

“No, Sir!” I lied, fully aware that I was not supposed to be enjoying myself.

“How about now?” He asked, jamming the bottle as far as it would go, making me have to stifle another moan/screech.

I briefly looked up to realise that the other subs had rejoined in the dining room, each one standing behind their masters chair. Holly hadn’t bothered cleaning herself off and stood behind Mr T’s empty chair with her hands behind her back and head lowered, the jizz from the other guys slowly running down her thighs.

Without taking his eyes off us, Mr B pointed down to his crotch and GB got onto his hands and knees and crawled under the table. I heard the distinct sound of pants being unzipped, and saw the top of GB’s head bouncing over his master's lap.

Mr T continued slamming the bottle in me as I got closer and closer to cumming. It was then that it dawned on me: no one had given me authorization to ejaculate! If I did, I’d surely get punished and I knew that it wouldn’t be pleasant!

I attempted to think of other things, things that would take my mind off the pain and pleasure I was feeling, but that proved to be as hard as the state of my cock slamming the underside of the table!

“You know,” Mr C finally said, “we have a plethora of devices we can use on the transgressor. Just so you can continue punishing her without having to expend more effort!”

“What about food?” Mr T asked, pausing the bottle pumping for a moment.

“We have a fuck machine in the dungeon we could attach her to while we eat. Alfred here can show you.”

Mr T pulled on the bottle to remove it from my hole. The last inch or so proved to be a bit of a challenge as the pumping had created a vacuum in me, but that didn’t last long as he yanked it out with a loud plop.

The feeling of sudden emptiness overcame me and my legs began to buckle. But there was to be no rest for me, as he grabbed me by the hair and began pulling towards the kitchen while keeping my head down, forcing me into an awkward bent over walk.

We walked by the two cooks in the kitchen who looked up from their pots to watch me being dragged by the hair, their eyes following me and most likely checking out my ass - which was probably red and had palm markings all over.

Alfred led us to the fuck machine; it was a motor with a metallic rod connected to it and a reasonably sized lifelike silicone dildo attached to the end. Ahead of it lay a sturdy rig of metal tubes, leather cuffs, padlocks, and a controller with a turning knob. Mr T pushed my head down even further, making me get on all fours on top of the rig and facing away from the dungeon’s door. He held me there while, unprompted, Alfred began placing the cuffs around my limbs, locking them shut with the padlocks.

In less than 30 seconds, I was on all fours with my legs and arms cuffed to the rig, my head propped up by a padded neck holder, and completely unable to move. Alfred had begun lubing up the dildo and aligning the machine with my exposed hole.

“I’m sorry, Mr T! I didn’t mean-“ I began apologising, before being cut off by him.

“Do you have something to keep this bitch from talking?” He asked Alfred.

Alfred magically produced a ring gag from thin air and handed it to Mr T, who knelt in front of me and began to wrap it around my neck; that’s when I noticed the bulge in his pants - I was secretly happy that I was turning him on this much!

I knew it was pointless to try and express my regret, so I simply parted my lips so he could place the rubber ring inside my mouth, leaving it propped open. He finally fastened the buckle behind my head before standing up while grabbing the controller.

Alfred continued adjusting the fucking machine, moving the whole contraption forward until the head of the dildo was pressed firmly against my hole. He then adjusted it once more so that the lubricated shaft entered me by about an inch and a half, which meant that even when off it would still be in me.

Mr T turned the knob on the controller, bringing the machine to life, slowly pushing the dildo in. It was a good 8.5 inches long when it started retracting again, and once it was about an inch and a half from leaving me completely, it reversed directions once more.

“Sir, if would permit me to be so bold as to offer you some advice on the controllers…” Alfred said, standing up straight, satisfied with the configuration of the machine.

Mr T simply nodded for him to go on.

“If you press this button here, it will gradually increase the speed of the machine over the next half hour, at which point it will remain at top speed until it is shut down.”

Mr T grinned at me. Fucking buttler!

“Hope you regret sticking that sorry excuse for a dick into this master's toy.  I guess I’ll see you in an hour. And you better not cum, or you’ll be severely punished, is that clear?”

He didn’t even wait for an answer (not that I could give one anyway, with my mouth propped open and my head held in place), instead pressed the button and placed the controller on the floor beside me, near my hand but a good foot out of reach.

Almost immediately the machine began increasing in speed, which worried me: if this was the speed it was starting at seconds in, at what speed would it remain in 30 minutes?

Mr T walked out of the room, followed closely behind by Alfred who shot me a wink as he left my field of view.

I heard the door shut as I noticed that my cock was still erect. I had to desperately find a way to not cum, even as I was enjoying getting fucked by a relentless machine!


5 - Free Use Recipe

Over the following 10 minutes, I forced myself to think of anything non-sexual to help reduce my arousal: football, metal songs, the weather, comedies I had recently watched…and it seemed to be helping - even though I was being penetrated by a machine, the silicone dildo rubbing against my prostate.

I had managed to get myself down to a semi, but as time ticked by and the speed increased, it became harder - and I do mean my cock.

I had been so focused on not getting pleasure from my punishment that I didn’t even hear the door opening behind me. It was the first voice that snapped my attention back to my surroundings:

“I’m telling you Dave: look, she’s all tied up!”

“But will she tell on us, John?”

I tried unsuccessfully to turn my head around - which of course was impossible - and while I couldn’t see who was talking, I knew it was the two cooks from the kitchen.

“Of course she won’t! She’s a cock hungry slut; if anything, I’m sure she’d thank us!” Replied John.

“I don’t think we can use her hole though - I don’t want to risk removing that machine and not being able to put it back in…”

John and Dave walked in to view and stood in front of me, still wearing their short sleeved white chef’s coat, a black apron covering their black pants, and wearing that ridiculous chef's cap. I could only look up at them with my eyes.

“But look Dave: her dick holster is wide open! And look at those pleading eyes! She definitely wants us!”

“Do you want to suck on our cocks, sissy?” Asked Dave, placing his hands on his knees and bending forwards.

I would’ve shook my head or tried to say “no”, as the last thing I needed was to be turned on, but the best I could was utter “ah ah”.

“See? She does want us!” John said, slapping Dave on the back as he took a step forward.

Fuck! There was nothing more I could do to avoid what I knew was about to happen next.

John untied his apron, folded it, and placed it on the floor in front of me. He then unzipped his pants and fished his soft cock out, kneeling on the apron. He didn’t bother removing any more clothing, probably aware that if they were called, he’d be able to get up and out at a moment's notice.

Holding his 3 inch soft uncut penis, John directed it into my propped open mouth, placing it on my tongue. Foolishly, I attempted to move my tongue out of the way to indicate I didn’t want him there, but that was mistranslated:

“See? She’s already licking me all over! Told ya she was gagging for it!”

I could feel him getting harder on my tongue, which of course turned me on. With the machine still picking up speed, the ramming of the dildo rubbing up against my prostate coupled with the sensation of a delicious cock growing in my mouth, my own dicklet naturally started getting harder. Sadly, that did not go unnoticed by Dave, who peeked under me:

“Yeah, you’re right! She’s getting a tiny stiffy from sucking you off!”

John’s tool continued to engorge to the point that it was now rubbing against the ring, and as he started to move his hips back and forth, that ring was essentially jerking him off.

I knew I had to get out of that situation as quickly as possible, so I took the decision to suck him off as well as I could.

I also knew that I had to be extra careful to not have him cum on my face, as it would inevitably drip onto the floor, leading Mr T to believe it was my own jizz, so I did my best to moan in pleasure so John would keep going.

From the corner of my eye, I saw Dave pull his own apron to the side, unzipping his pants, and pulling out his own dick, stroking it as he watched us. It seemed to be a bit smaller than John’s (who was at a good 6.5 inches and wide enough to fit snugly in my mouth), but still just as thick.

Kneeling beside me, Dave reached under me to grab a hold of my erect cock while still stroking his own with his other hand; this was a recipe for disaster! I wouldn’t be able to last long being jerked off while having the dildo pumping my butt! Despite my best efforts, there was no way I could get him to stop, so I instead closed my eyes and did my best to focus only on blowing John - the faster he would cum, the faster Dave could take his place and stop touching me!

“Fuck, this bitch is gonna make me cum real fast!” John said in between moans.

“Best have her swallow it; we don’t want to leave any evidence behind.”

I was somewhat relieved by Dave’s suggestion, but also knew it would be hard to swallow with my mouth held wide open and not choke. Fuck it: it’s not like I had much of a choice anyway!

John picked up speed, fucking my mouth quickly, ready to explode. The only problem was that Dave was now jerking me off at the same speed as the cock entering me from the front, which was getting me dangerously close to an orgasm - and something told me that if I came, they wouldn’t bother with it.

I was on the edge; just a few more pumps and it would spell disaster for me! Mr T put me in this position as unjust punishment for something I didn’t do, and he had left me very clear instructions - I didn’t want to know what he would do if he found out I had disobeyed him again!

As I fought my own body to ignore all the pleasure signals, John suddenly stopped mid-pump and held his position. A torrent of cum began flowing onto my tongue and filling up my mouth. At the same time, Dave had stopped pumping my dicklet as he watched his friend reach his orgasm.

With his cock still in my mouth, I swallowed all I could swallow, ignoring any other feeling of pleasure I was still getting from the machine still fucking me from behind. After a few more seconds, John finally pulled out and Dave waddled to take his position, inserting his rock hard tool through the ring gag.

But as Dave moved around me, he inadvertently hit the controller, turning the machine off instantly, holding the dildo’s position fully penetrated in me. This gave me momentary relief, at least until he began violently pumping his dick in my mouth while holding my head with both hands, making me gag and having my body convulse every time his head touched my tonsils. And despite tears rolling down my cheeks, Dave had no intention of slowing down. Thankfully I could already taste his precum leaking directly onto my tongue, which meant he wouldn’t last long.

From the corner of my eye, I could see John had zipped himself up and took his phone out and was now recording me sucking on his mate. Neither of them noticed that the machine had stopped running, which bought me more time as I was able to pull myself off the edge.

“Looks like that sissy loves a good skullfucking! She isn’t even trying to move away!” Dave commented to the camera.

Of course I wasn’t moving away! I was tied down! What an asshole! He’s just lucky I was still somewhat enjoying being used like a fuck doll, having all my holes used at the same time, and swallowing the seed of alpha males!

Dave kept on fucking my mouth hard until he was ready, then he pulled out, leaving only the tip inside my mouth as he jerked the shaft with one hand and held his balls with the other. I stuck my tongue out ready to catch his spunk and John moved in for a closeup shot.

The first shot of warm white goodness went straight into the back of my mouth, nearly making me choke. The next few shots covered my tongue, and as I tried to swallow he inserted his cock once more presumably so I could lick it clean - which, as a good sissy, I was happy to oblige!

Once he felt his tool was nicely polished, he removed himself and stood up, picking up John’s apron and handing it to him.

“Wait, wasn’t the machine working when we came in?” Dave asked John.

“Yeah, you must’ve turned it off by mistake. There’s the controller!” John pointed out.

“Ah shit, what setting was it on?”

“Fucked if I know! It seemed to be going pretty fast if I recall correctly.”

Dave picked up the controller and turned it over, trying to make sense of it. It wasn’t too complicated: the controller had a big round dial in the centre and three buttons under it, labelled “On”, “Off”, and “Ramp”. Dave pressed the “On” button and the machine slowly came alive, moving the dildo back and forth at a slow speed.

“It was faster than that, Dave. Try turning the dial.”

Fucking John! I could’ve been ok with the machine at that slowest speed!

As Dave slowly rotated the dial, the penetration speed increased to a medium pace.

“Nah, it was faster! Like this…” John intervened, grabbing the controller from Dave’s hand and cranking it up about three quarters of the way.

The machine picked up speed quickly, and it was definitely at a faster speed than it was before! The sudden change made me yelp and I tried to wiggle myself free, obviously with no success.

“Oh, guess I found the correct speed!” Said John as he noticed my squirming.

I tried to utter the word “lower” - which of course was sounding like “ah ah” - but despite being able to figure it out by context, they just ignored me.

“Yeah, it seems like she’s enjoying it. Let’s get back to the kitchen before anyone notices anything!”

The machine was pumping way faster than it was before! I figured I still had at least 30 minutes left before Mr T came back, but I don’t think I’d be able to hold on for that long at that speed! Part of me was grateful they hadn’t put it at full speed, yet the other part of me knew I had to get them to lower the settings before they left, or I would most certainly have an “accident”!

I wiggled, squirmed, and moaned in a last-ditch attempt to catch their attention, but as I heard the door behind me slam shut, I knew I would have to save my energy.

◆◆◆

Being fucked relentlessly by a machine may be the dream for some - hell, it was my dream for sure! - yet being in this position with the strict instruction not to cum and/or not to enjoy yourself was an absolute nightmare!

I had tried everything to stop myself from reaching an orgasm, like contracting my sphincter to try and keep the dildo from entering me, which had the opposite effect as it only made the situation more pleasurable.

Over the next half hour I tried to ignore the feeling of getting penetrated tirelessly by a dildo, rubbing against my p-spot, filling my insides, sending uninterrupted pleasure signals to my brain, my engorged clitty flopping with every pump of the machine…

Mentally, I was so far gone I didn’t even notice Mr T entering the room until he was standing directly in front of me.

I must’ve been looking like a mess: drool dripping from my open mouth, mascara running down my cheeks, my eyes glossy from focusing hard on being anywhere but here. Yet Mr T seemed to take pleasure in seeing me this way as he was smiling with satisfaction.

“Well done! Seems like you’ve managed to survive my punishment. Your Master is a lucky one!”

He bent down to grab the controller, finally pushing the “Off” button to stop the machine. Mr T looked up to the person behind me and gave his orders before leaving the room:

“Unshackle her, clean her up, and get her ready for the game.”

I felt a pair of hands (which I would later realise belonged to Alfred) moving the machine back until the dildo finally popped free from my hole. The sudden emptiness made my whole body relax instantly, and if I weren’t tied down, I would have certainly collapsed.

Bit by bit, Alfred unlocked the cuffs around my legs and arms, freeing my limbs. I was still very limp, and even after the neck holder was detached I still couldn’t get up by myself.

Placing his arms around my shoulders, he helped me walk towards the centre of the room. At some prior moment, Alfred must’ve been the one to arrange five chairs in a circle, forming an impromptu ring.

Alfred helped sit me on one of the chairs, then grabbed a towel and began wiping me off. After removing the ring gag, he wiped my face and mouth, as well as my forehead which was glistening with sweat from all the effort.

He made his way down my body until he reached my still very erect dicklet. With a menacing look, Alfred wrapped the towel around my shaft and began slowly jerking it. I desperately wanted some relief, so I made no attempt to stop him - not like I had the strength to do so anyway!

When he noticed the precum pooling at the tip, Alfred got on his knees between my legs and lowered his lips onto it, licking my head and sucking up the clear liquid. His mouth began slowly engulfing me as his head lowered further. Feeling the warmth of another mouth on my cock was so exhilarating and all I wanted was to empty my blue balls down that throat!

Suddenly, the door to the dungeon opened and Alfred jumped up faster than lightning. Thankfully for him, all Masters were entering with their slaves and no one was paying attention to what was happening in here.

Alfred quickly got back to straightening my costume, covering my erection with my skirt, which was now tented up - there was no way to hide it! He then helped me to stand up and walk behind the chair I had been seated on so that Sarah could take my place.

“Ladies and gentlemen,” proclaimed Mr C, who had now taken to stand in the middle of the circle as the other Masters sat down with their subs standing behind them, “we shall now play a game of Sub Wrestling!”

The Doms all clapped and cheered. The subs all looked rather worried.

What sort of fresh hell was this going to be?


6 - Sub Wrestling

The rules, Mr C explained, were fairly straightforward: two subs at a time would compete in a wrestling match - but unlike a real wrestling match, both fighters would be entirely naked and their objective would be to get the other to reach an orgasm. First one to cum loses, and the winner goes onto the next round. It wasn’t clear what the overall winner would be getting, but it was clear that the losers would be punished by their masters - which of course wasn’t great.

“I have drawn up the brackets, and the first fighters will be representing Miss Q and myself.” Announced Mr C as he took his seat. “Disrobe and make yourselves to the centre of the ring.”

Alfred and Toy undid their own chest harnesses, unclipped their bow ties and cuffs, dropped their thongs, and walked to the middle of the room wearing nothing but their collars. Alfred seemed to be half engorged already - probably from giving me a blowjob just moments earlier - while Toy was still soft for now.

Facing each other they both took a squatting position, leaving them inches apart. I was half expecting them to grab each other by the shoulder, so I was surprised when Alfred reached for Toy’s cock, wrapping one hand around it while the other went for his waist.

Toy was initially also taken by surprise, but figured that this starting position made sense, so he too wrapped one hand around Alfred’s slowly growing tool while the other rested on his knee.

Mr C gave the signal and both men slammed their bodies into each other, caught in a hug. Alfred had already begun jerking Toy off, who had quickly got hard in the butler’s firm grasp. Toy attempted to put his body weight forward to trip Alfred, but Alfred was faster and moved his other hand down to his leg and raised it, finishing with a push forward.

Toy fell to his back like a sack of potatoes, losing grip of Alfred’s dick, who was now on top of him. Alfred was definitely enjoying himself, as his own 8 inches of thick, veiny cock was at full mast.

Without losing momentum, Alfred flipped his legs over Toy and placed them on his shoulders, while sitting on his chest facing away from him. Toy was now pinned down and couldn’t move his arms, and Alfred - who hadn’t let go of Toys cock - kept on jerking him off, his face now inches away.

Toy hadn’t given up just yet as he continued to squirm to set himself free, but he would slowly lose the will to fight the moment he felt a warm, wet feeling enveloping his erection. And he wasn’t alone in being erect: my own dicklet was still tenting my skirt as I enjoyed watching them get off.

Miss Q was barking orders at Toy for him to get up, fight back, and to not dare cum or face severe punishment. But her words weren’t making it through to him; Toy was enjoying the expert blowjob way too much! And Alfred wasn’t going to run the risk of having him snap back into reality, so without breaking stride in his sucking, he held Toys balls up with one hand and inserted two fingers from the other hand in between his crack, entering Toy’s hole and making him moan loudly in ecstasy.

Alfred continued to bob his head furiously, showing no signs of a gag reflex, while finger banging at the same speed. Toy was very obviously in subspace, and no amount of threats from his Mistress would get him out of it.

It took Alfred just a couple more seconds before Toy’s body began shaking, indicating the arrival of his orgasm. At that moment Alfred kept still - his mouth halfway down the shaft and his fingers deep inside, probably keeping pressure on his prostate.

Once Toy’s convulsions ceased, Alfred stood up and presented his cum filled mouth to all Doms, swallowing the evidence as they applauded Mr C - including Miss Q, who clapped as she looked at her sub with annoyance.

Alfred helped Toy get to his feet, and as Toy wobbled past his mistress, she slapped him disapprovingly on the butt. Alfred took his place standing behind Mr C’s chair, looking forward, hands behind his back, cock still very erect.

“Thank you!” Mr C said as he stood up to take a bow, as if he himself had won. “Next up, we have Miss S against Mr B!”

For a moment I had forgotten that “Miss S” was Sarah’s code name, until she turned around to look at me.

I suddenly became very self conscious at the fact that I would have to get naked in front of all of these people while sporting a hard on - somehow, it felt more embarrassing to be fully naked than it did to get fucked by a stranger. But now was not the time to get stuck in my own head; Mr B’s slave - GB - had already removed the little clothing he had on and was making his way to the middle of the improvised ring.

I quickly pulled down my skirt and stockings and slid off my gloves, but getting the corset off quickly became a challenge, and as the seconds ticked by, my frustration grew - and I wasn’t the only one; Sarah turned towards Mr C, shooting him a pleading look. Without a word being exchanged, Mr C nodded and looked back to Alfred, who also understood what was being asked of him.

Alfred walked towards me and approached from behind to help unclasp the corset. As he did so, I could feel the tip of his dick brushing up against my butt - he knew exactly what he was doing!

Thankfully Alfred managed to get my corset loose enough that I could slip it off, leaving it on the floor as I hurried towards the centre of the room to face GB, who had checked out my 5.5 inch erection and was now smiling at me.

Mr C ordered us to get in position.

As we stepped forward and squatted, GB wrapped his right hand around my dicklet and placed his other hand behind my head, pulling me in closer to him. I grabbed his flaccid penis which began expanding as soon as my hand touched it, and not wanting to be outdone, I put my left arm around his back and slid two fingers up his hole, which made him stiffen further.

Mr C gave the signal to begin and GB immediately pulled me in for a kiss. I was taken by surprise but still returned the gesture, opening my mouth to explore his with my tongue. He had started to stroke me rather slowly, focusing on passion rather than lust, all the while I was so into kissing him I didn’t even think of the main objective of this game.

“Focus, you dumb slut!” Came the order from Sarah, who quickly realised I wasn’t moving my hands.

I finally snapped out of it and broke off the kiss while starting to quickly jerk him off, at the same time pumping my two fingers in his ass. GB realised his gambit wasn’t going to work, so he let go of my neck and held on to my balls, squeezing them gently as he played with my cock.

He tried to move around a bit so that my hand would slip out of his butt as that was his weak spot, but he couldn’t get away while still holding onto my genitals. I couldn’t help but enjoy being handled like that, but at the same time I wanted to win as a way to make up for those subs allowing me to take their punishment after they fucked Holly.

I attempted to stand up and over GB, which pushed him off balance, making him lose grip and fall onto his back with me falling face first into his chest, my hand still wrapped around his fully engorged 7 inch cut cock while my other hand was suddenly free of his back pussy.

This was my chance!

Before GB could make his next move, I quickly moved down and knelt between his legs, grabbing firmly under each knee and holding them up, pushing them towards his shoulders. This position of his gave me the added benefit of keeping him from regaining his balance, leaving him at my mercy!

And mercy was not something I was about to show him!

I approached my pelvis to his, my still very hard dicklet pointing at GB’s exposed hole. I pressed myself against him and he began squirming, trying to get away from me. But the movement only made it easier for my prick to find his entrance.

As my head hung over the action, I spat once - my saliva hitting the tip of my tool spot on, giving me some extra lube as I pushed myself against his ring.

GB knew that he was fucked in more ways than one.

For a few seconds, as my cock entered his asshole, GB stopped flailing and closed his eyes to enjoy the feeling. I focused on holding his legs tightly as I allowed him to get used to my entrance. At the same time, I couldn’t help but feel aroused at the fact that I was finally using my neglected penis again.

Once I entered him as far as I could go, I began a slow paced fucking motion. I had to be very careful not to cum before he did.

GB opened his eyes and smiled at me, seemingly giving up in trying to fight me. But as I increased the pounding, I suddenly felt the reason why he was being so cocky: GB was using his Kegel exercises to milk my cock while I was in him! With every pump, I felt his muscles contract to squeeze the tip of my joystick; that fucker was trying to get me off!

Once I was at a steady pace, I let go of one his legs and wrapped my fingers around his flapping - yet hard as metal - cock, and began masturbating him at a faster pace. His eyes widened, finally realising that having his prostate and penis massaged at the same time would quickly lead to an orgasm.

I could feel his insides massaging my dicklet with more force, but I just increased my pace to try and get him off faster. Realising he was on the edge, GB made a last ditch attempt to stop me by dragging his body away. Unfortunately for me, my dick fell free from his hole - which gave him a moment of relief - but I just held tighter to his own precum-covered tool and increased the jerking even more. A moment later I had enough space to lie down on him; with my mouth open and tongue out, I fell right onto his cock and, quite literally two seconds later, felt the warm liquid shooting from his tip.

GB moaned loudly as I kept on sucking it all out, filling my mouth with his cream. Once he settled down and his body went limp, I finally got up and showed my winnings to the Doms, who were now giving me a round of applause.

I looked at Sarah and she nodded once while clapping, giving me the signal to not waste a drop.

I closed my mouth and gulped down GB’s cum.

I was off to a good start in this battle!

◆◆◆

Thankfully the next round was Holly and Alfred, which allowed me some time to recover and get off my edge as it stood in position - still naked - behind Sarah.

I thought my erection would subside, but watching Alfred’s dick being held by Holly as he placed a palm on her shaved pussy just before they started wrestling was still very exciting, yet I was unsure what was turning me on the most: admiring Holly’s perky full tits, or Alfred’s veiny 8 incher!

Once Mr C gave the signal, Holly quickly managed to go around Alfred and hug him from behind, making him lose grip of her cunny. She began jerking him off quickly with one hand as the other played with his nipples, all the while she alternated between licking the back of his neck and whispering encouragements into his ears amidst some very sexual moans:

“Good boy! Just relax and let me take care of you! Don’t you want to cum for me?”

Imagining Holly’s breasts pressed against my own back as she jerked me off, I could feel precum beginning to leak from my tip, and not wanting to have an accident I wiped it off with a finger and immediately licked it dry.

I turned around to see if anyone had noticed; I saw Toy paying his price for being the first one to be eliminated, who was now on all fours in front of his Mistress as she used his back as a rest for her legs. GB was also being punished: Mr B had ordered him to kneel between his legs, unzip his suit pants, fish out his cock, and suck on it as he watched the fight.

Sarah must’ve noticed what the other subs were doing, as she soon ordered me to stand by her side while still facing the “arena”. She sat at a height that had my erection at eye level. As she gently wrapped a hand around my tool, she began praising me for having won the previous round:

“Good sissy! I’m very proud of you! Despite having been caught disobeying me by fucking that girl, you still managed to win a fight! If you survive the next round, you’ll get your promised prize after all!”

As she turned her attention back to the wrestle, her smooth warm hand was lightly rubbing up and down my shaft, sending shivers up my spine. I didn’t know if she was unintentionally trying to get me going by playing with it, distracted with the fight, or if she was tactically attempting to get me to cum so I would be in a refractory period during the next round; either way, it felt so good to have her play with my small penis!

I was also so close to her mouth, I could feel the warmth of her face - a small part of me considered (very briefly!) to grab her head and have her suck me off, but I knew that I’d get severely punished for that if I tried. If she had allowed me to get fucked for a long time by a relentless machine for a misunderstood violation, just imagine what she’d do to me if I did stick my dicklet in between those supple lips?

While I was daydreaming about getting sucked off by my Mistress, Alfred managed to snap out of his hypnotic state and throw Holly over his back. She rolled onto her tummy and was about to get up when he laid on top of her and pinned her to the ground. His metal hard cock disappeared between her thighs (which she had attempted to keep shut), and as he wiggled his hips around, the moment Holly let out a loud moan of pleasure we all knew he had found the entrance to her cave.

Holly was no match for Alfred’s weight as he pressed one hand on her back while the other held her right arm to the side. He had started pumping at a fast speed, but soon realised that it would only have the unwanted effect of getting himself off, so Alfred slowed down. He even tried to guide her hand towards her clit, but being on top of her made it impossible to reach.

Alfred then attempted to pull Holly’s waist up by grabbing her hips, getting her with her ass up and face down, all while his tool remained in her. Now with her pussy accessible, he reached around and began rubbing her nub as he thrusted the full length of his shaft.

At this point, I was cheering for Alfred - but not because I wanted Holly to lose, but because if he won, I would be the one getting fucked by that glorious cock in the next round! Of course I knew that I wanted to win in the end, so the plan was to let him plunge me for a bit so I could enjoy it, before finally getting him off.

The thought of this plus the feeling of Sarah’s hand rubbing me gently, made my dicklet twitch. A blob of precum formed again, getting on her hand as she slid from the tip down my shaft.

The wet sensation must’ve distracted Sarah as she suddenly stopped rubbing me, looked at her juice covered digits, and then extended her arm towards me. Without expressing a word, I licked her fingers clean. For the rest of the round, she would avoid touching me again, somewhat to my relief.

Holly had now managed to get on all fours and seemed to be just enjoying getting railed by pushing her ass back on Alfred with every insertion he made. She started slowly at first, but quickly started slamming her butt on him, to the point that he had to let go of her pussy and grab her hair to hold on to her.

They kept on fucking violently for quite a moment, until finally she slammed her body back with so much strength that Alfred lost balance and fell backwards.

Free of his cock, Holly quickly turned around and hopped onto him, slamming her pussy down onto his face as she grabbed his manhood and began sucking the head while she jerked the shaft.

Even though Alfred had been caught by surprise, he quickly got to work and started licking her cunt. Holly focused on masturbating and licking the tip as quickly as possible, trying to ignore her own orgasm approaching.

Both of them seemed very close to losing, so Holly threw a Hail Mary and gobbled up as much of the thick veiny dick as she could. Alfred’s tongue must’ve been very experienced, for even as she had almost 1/4 of him in her, she was still moaning loudly albeit muffled.

There was a moment of silence.

Suddenly, both Alfred and Holly let out a loud groan at the same time. Holly sat up straight, her mouth open, moaning as she reached her own orgasm. Everyone thought Alfred had won, but as she remained seated and opened her mouth, a sliver of white goo began dripping from the side of her quivering lips. It was a tie!

As soon as she recovered enough, Holly stood up and displayed her cum filled mouth to everyone. Once the Doms were satisfied, she was allowed to swallow his cream.

Holly’s owner Mr T and Mr C had a brief discussion on who should be the winner. Miss Q interjected and asked for a vote from all the Doms, which they did, declaring Holly the winner as Alfred clearly came just before she had her orgasm.

With that, the grand finale would be her against me.


7 - Sub Wrestling Finals

As Holly cleaned herself up and Alfred got up to stand behind his Dom, Sarah suddenly grabbed me by the balls and pulled them downwards so I'd bend over and get close to her face. She whispered in my ear:

“If you win this I’ll be heavily praised by the others, and as a treat I’ll forgive your previous transgression with that slut. You’ll finally be allowed to stick that tiny dick in me as you thank me profusely for the honour. Needless to say: if you lose, I’ll make sure you’re well punished. Do we understand each other?”

I nodded, mostly to stop the pain of my nuts being crushed by her grip, although it had the benefit of deflating my clit a bit, reducing my level of horniness for the oncoming match.

Holly was waiting for me. When I got to her, we stood face to face, getting in a squatting position to begin. I was hoping she would hold my dick to jerk me off as she had with Alfred, but instead Holly inserted two fingers up my hole, bringing new life to my semi, taunting me with a mischievous smile as she wiggled them. Her other hand was placed on my butt to hold me close.

Not to be outdone, I inserted my index and middle finger in her, palm up so I could rest my thumb over her clit. The best way to get her off would be to massage the nub as I flexed my fingers, rubbing her g-spot - it would definitely work better than trying to fuck her with my own cock, which I knew from experience wouldn’t be enough to give a woman an orgasm (at least not from me).

Once the start was announced, instead of trying to push the other over, we both focused on using our hands, finger blasting each other. Holly pulled me in closer until her head was an inch from mine.

“You’re the only one here who hasn’t fucked me yet,” she whispered into my ear, “and as I don’t let whoreish sissies in me, you’ll cum for me without feeling my pussy with that sad excuse for a dick.”

“In that case,” I replied, already slightly out of breath from having my prostate rubbed, “enjoy my cum, slut!”

“Oh, I won’t have your fluids in me today. Just wait and see!”

“Is that so?” I asked as I pushed her over the side, falling on top of her as her fingers popped free from my butthole.

I quickly hopped over her so I’d be on top of her back, letting go of her nub for now. She was squirming, trying to get herself off from under me. Were it not for our lack of clothing, it looked like proper wrestling!

The Doms were cheering on their favourite - and for a moment, I could swear Sarah was rooting against me! But I needed to focus, so I blocked out the noises as I attempted to put one hand under her hips so I could lift them up, but she was a challenge despite her petite frame.

I slipped my hand down to get in between her legs and to try and rub her pussy. Realising she was wet, I discovered that the struggling was really turning her on, which in turn made my own dicklet twitch in excitement. Just a little further and I’d be able to penetrate her from behind!

Changing hands, I placed the other on her butt and pressed my thumb into her starfish. For a moment, that seemed to subdue her and she piped down, allowing me to move my hips and rub my shaft against her lubricated kitty.

But as soon as she felt my tip sliding towards her damp entrance, Holly snapped out of it and resumed thrashing about, trying to get a hold and push me off.

The anticipation of finally getting to fuck her made me lose focus, so I was unprepared for her next move.

Holly found enough leverage to push us both off balance and slam on our sides. She then rolled over me and found herself in the position I had been in only moments ago.

Now it was my turn to wiggle around, trying to get her off me, yet Holly clearly had some sort of wrestling experience, as she expertly got a hold of my arms and had me pinned.

While I was still thrashing about, Holly gave me enough slack to get on all fours, but tightened her grip around me again to keep me in that position. She bent over me and brought her head closer to mine;

“Did you know,” she whispered in my ear, “that my Dom has taught me very well how to give another man pleasure? And despite you being the furthest thing away from a man, you still have a semblance of their equipment. You’re going down sissy!”

With that, Holly suddenly inserted two fingers into my boy pussy, making me yelp from surprise. She was now really going for it, pressing my p-spot in all the right places while my throbbing member remained untouched, bar by the floor and my tummy it was pressed up against.

With my ass fully exposed to her, she took the chance to insert a third finger in me, followed shortly by a fourth, gaping my hole even further. I could tell her final objective was to fist me with a full hand, so I had to act quick!

But as I tried to lift myself up, Holly slid her legs under me and wrapped them around my torso, clenching my sides and constricting my breathing and movement. I fell onto my side opposite her body, my cheek pressed against the floor, her legs still holding onto me. Somehow one of my arms was locked between her legs, leaving me little chance of setting myself free. I even tried to extend my legs so I could force her hand out, but that little bitch was way stronger than she seemed!

I could feel her wiggling her fingers, giving them more room inside me, pressing up against my prostate as a drop of precum formed on my forgotten cock. She slowly pulled her hand out until only 3 fingers remained, proceeding to insert them again to the first knuckle, this time including all five digits in a pinched position.

As my hole expanded even further, pleasure signals were being shot up my brain, causing me temporary confusion. A part of me could feel my face getting wetter, and I would later realise it was my own drool drenching me.

Knuckle by knuckle, her entire hand made its way in until she reached her wrist. Slowly, she began fucking me again as I just laid in a catatonic state, overcome by ecstasy.

Realising my whole body was limp, Holly unlocked her legs and knelt in a more comfortable position. I sensed her hand leaving, which for a brief second brought me back some clarity yet it was short lived; this time, Holly made a fist and pressed it against my gaping back pussy. I was about to get fisted!

I would normally not believe a whole fist could fit in me. Then again, Holly seemed to have rather small hands. It was definitely wider than any other cock I have had before, stretching me to my limit. Thankfully she was being rather gentle, holding her hand still, allowing me time to get accustomed with the insertion.

My cocklet was still twitching, aching for a female soft touch so that I could finally cum and get it over with! Yet a part of me was fighting against it in a desperate attempt to win this fight - I just didn’t know how, seeing how my limbs were simply not responding, my body just trying to enjoy the sensation.

Once she felt I had acclimatised to her fist, Holly returned to pushing it in further. My p-spot was being rubbed and prodded by her hand, bringing me so close to the edge; a gentle breeze would be enough to push me over it!

Her motion went from a pumping one to a twist-and-slide, in which she’d almost pull out the entire fist, then re-enter while twisting gently in alternating directions. My hearing was muffled, blood making its way away from my brain, but I could feel my mouth open and air rushing out in long, drawn out moans of pleasure.

She manoeuvred her other hand in between my legs, parting them a bit as she reached for my throbbing erection, placing her open palm against the top of my shaft and pushing it down until my cock was pressed against my balls. Holly let go and moved to my knee, pressing it down so that my little dick was now trapped between my legs and pointing backwards.

The pressure of my thighs against my balls, coupled with the sensation of getting fisted, made me cry in agony and pleasure at the same time.

I had been edging for too long and was now begging loudly for release, just wanting to reach an orgasm and get it over with. My body and brain had given up at this point, and we were at the mercy of the kinky sub.

“Yes! Yes! Yes!” I screamed, feeling the final moment approaching!

Turns out, signalling my incoming orgasm was a bad mistake: Holly immediately stopped moving her fist in the hopes of denying me a full blown orgasm.

Sadly, she got her wish.

I had been edged so much at this point that, even though I wasn’t getting the incredible feeling of an orgasm, my dicklet still began to leak cum from the tip, the white goo running down my thigh and onto the floor. And it kept going: a slow yet plentiful trickle of baby batter dripping from my neglected cock.

Holly made sure to keep her hand perfectly still until I had finished cumming as she didn’t want to risk giving me an orgasm before my body calmed down. Once she was satisfied enough, she slowly pulled her hand out. The emptiness made me shudder, and with no pressure against my insides, a second trickle of jizz flowed down my leg.

She scooped a good amount of my semen from the floor with her hand, then grabbed my hair and pulled my head back, slapping the cream coated palm against my open mouth and rubbing it all over my face, glazing me from cheek to cheek.

Out of strength, the moment she let go of my hair, my face smashed on the floor and all the masters gave Holly a standing ovation for her win.

From the corner of my eye, I saw Sarah’s brown leather shoes walking towards me.

She hooked one foot over me and flipped me over onto my back. I remained lying there still recovering even as she put one foot on top of my slowly deflating cock, placed one hand on her knee and bent over slightly.

“You’re such a disgrace, Chloe!” She tutted. “Not only did you humiliate me in front of the other Doms, you also managed to get yourself some punishment for your failure.”

Humiliated her?? I failed to see how me getting fisted and having an orgasm ruined in front of everyone was more humiliating than losing a tiny bit of reputation! But I knew that even if I did have the strength to answer back to her, I probably wouldn’t so as to not make my upcoming punishment any worse.

“Do you know what I put down as a wager when I bet on you winning? Of course you don’t! I wagered my own body to the others - the body that you were going to ravish if you had won now will be seeing use by the other Doms here. Are you happy?” She growled, bowing further down towards me while adding more pressure to the foot pressing against my now tiny clit.

If she had wagered her own body, why was she cheering for Holly? Maybe she was using that just as an excuse to get fucked by the others?

“Not only that:” she continued, “but your punishment will be to serve each Dom as they see fit for 30 minutes. And don’t go on thinking it will be pleasurable: I know full well that Mr T wants you on the Saint Andrew’s Cross, so expect pain! And after they’re done with both of us - me obviously getting the worst deal - you’ll be cleaning up any fluids in or on my body with your mouth. Now get up!”

Sarah pressed her foot down even further before immediately removing it and turning away towards the waiting Doms, who had their chairs rearranged by their subs into a single row.

Alfred and GB walked over and grabbed me under the armpits, dragging me towards the big X against one of the walls in the room. Neither bothered to wipe my cum glazed face before they cuffed my limbs to each of the arms of the cross. Once they did that, GB knelt in front of me, looked up and smiled.

Naively, I thought he was going to give me a blowjob as he wrapped his hand around the base of my hanging noodle, but I was disavowed of that notion as soon as I saw him setting up my baby pink cock cage; I had thought we had left it at home! It seems like Sarah had planned this all along!


8 - Strip 'n' Slap

As the lock of my cage clicked shut, my strength started coming back and I was able to lift my head. From where I stood, I could easily watch Sarah as she stood in front of the other Doms, who were now back in their chairs and facing her.

Someone had turned on some music and Sarah began to sway gently from side to side. As the seconds passed, she started feeling more comfortable and her movements were loosened.

When the beat kicked in, she suddenly got fully into character: she was now embodying the vibes of a stripper!

I watched closely as she began by kicking off her shoes as her hands caressed her own body, from her legs up to her hair. She tugged on the tie around the neck and licked her lips seductively, slowly undoing it until it was hanging from her hand. Sarah swung the tie in the air and let it go, flinging it towards Mr C who caught it in the air.

Grabbing the lapel of her blazer on either side, she motioned as if she was going to tear it off her own body, before taking her hands off and wagging her finger in a “no” motion. All the Doms - including Miss Q - were hollering at this point! Even the subs behind each one seemed to be greatly enjoying the show; Toy and GB had very clear erections!

Sarah’s hands caressed her stomach and slid down in between her legs where she rubbed her honeypot over her dark navy suit pants. Bringing them back up to her waist, she undid the brown belt and pulled it free. With it in hand, she began cracking it like a whip - a sound that delighted the others.

Throwing the belt aside, she placed her hands across her chest and on her cleavage, sliding them under the blazer, fondling her boobs as she threw her head back as if in ecstasy, all the while her hips gyrated to the rhythm of the song. I don’t know about the others, but I was entranced!

Sarah very slowly undid the two buttons of her blazer, teasing the crowd. Once it was open, she turned around and let it slide a little bit, exposing both shoulders. She looked back without turning her body and flashed a very seductive smile. I knew Sarah well enough: that was NOT acting - she was genuinely enjoying every second of it!

The blazer finally slid all the way onto the floor, her naked back in full display. As she turned around to face everyone, she placed a hand on each tit, covering the nipples.

Her hips began twirling more, watching all the Doms as they rubbed their own crotches in expectation - yes, including Miss Q who had slid a hand down her pants and was going to town on herself!

As Sarah moved around, flicking her butt to one side then another, her pants slowly began to slip, exposing the top of her baby pink mesh thong to everyone’s delight!

Even though I already had seen her naked, watching Sarah act in such a sexual way was such a turn on; I could even feel my clitty pressing up against my cage! All the edging and the ruined orgasm had diminished my refractory period significantly.

Sarah turned around once more and bent over, grabbing the hem of the pants and finally pulling them down until they were on the floor, displaying the pink thong disappearing up her crack. Turning back, Sarah now had her hands on her naked hips, her boobs on full display.

The group roared!

She grabbed her empty seat and dragged it to the “centre stage”, swaying her hips from side to side as she walked. With the chair in place, she began imitating all those well known moves from those striptease movies: straddling the chair back, sitting on it and parting her legs, leaning over it to show off her butt…all those and more!

Sarah kicked the chair back and knelt on the floor, legs wide open, and started rubbing her snatch over the flimsy see-through material. Her juices were very obviously seeping through, as when she pulled her hand away a string of her natural lube formed from the tips of her finger to her panties. She also noticed this, so took the opportunity to place her fingers against her lips and seductively lick them.

With the image of her sucking her fingers etched into everyone's mind, she knew she had them all in the palm of her hand.

Sarah stood up and danced towards Mr T, sitting on the edge of the row. Turning back, she bent over slowly, placing her hands on her knees, wiggled her ass, and then unhurriedly rose back up while allowing her hands to drag up the side of her body until they reached her breasts, which she fondled once more.

Moving towards Mr B, she straddled him on the chair, placing her hands around his neck, rubbing her crotch against the hard mound under his pants, pressing her naked chest against his. She remained there a while longer, moving her hips back and forth to feel his erection.

Satisfied with Mr B, she moved on to the host, standing in front of him and bending over to place her hands on his knees. With the beat, she parted his legs, turned around, and, still bent over, placed her butt firmly up against his crotch, rubbing it up and down. Bending her body backwards onto his chest, with one hand she fondled her own boob while the other made its way down in between her legs. Giving her pussy long rubs, it looked like every time her hand reached the bottom, her hand wound brush up against Mr C’s balls, making him moan lightly.

Everyone had put their hands to their sides once Sarah got to them, but Mr C was the only one who attempted to hold Sarah by the hips so he could pull her in closer. The moment his fingertips touched her skin though, she got back up, turned towards him, and wagged her finger while giving a very fake disapproving look.

To show he had crossed an unspoken line, she moved onto the last person: Miss Q.

The blonde, busty bombshell, already had one hand inside her own pants and the other under the blazer (probably playing with her nipple), and didn’t stop playing with herself when Sarah stood in front of her.

Wanting to show off to the others, Sarah straddled her legs, sitting face-to-face, sliding her own hand onto Miss Q’s. Grabbing her wrist, Sarah moved the blonde’s hand towards her own tits - which Miss Q was happy to oblige with - slowly massaging Sarah’s breast at first, then gently flicking the nipple. Sarah placed a hand on Miss Q’s other wrist and pulled that hand out of her pants - in exchange, Miss Q stopped playing with Sarah’s tit and moved her hand towards the exposed mesh thong, slipping her hand in it and inserting a few fingers as she massaged the vulva, making Sarah emit a sexy moan.

Miss Q’s fingers were glistening in the light, covered with her own juices. Sarah brought the hand up to her mouth and wrapped her lips around the index finger, sucking it off while keeping eye contact with the Domme. She patiently teased everyone watching by taking the time to lick and suck on each individual digit, moaning seductively as she got fingered in the process.

As she turned her head to the others, all Doms had unzipped their pants and pulled out their cocks, stroking slowly as they enjoyed the show. Sarah knew it was a matter of time before they lost their patience, so she got on with it by standing up and dancing towards the centre of the room.

With her back towards everyone and swinging her hips to the music, she hooked her thumbs under the elastic band of her thong, pulling one thumb to the side, then the other. She kept on teasing, gradually pulling one side down a bit before bringing it back up. And as the song ended, Sarah slowly bent over while pulling her panties down, her ass towards us all.

If I wasn’t tied up to this cross right now, this would be the moment I’d finish jerking myself off, cumming as she exposed her naked butt to everyone. But the best I could do was feel some precum dripping from the slit in my cage.

She stood back up, panties in hand, turned around and flung it towards Mr B, who caught it and immediately pressed it against his nose and mouth, taking a long drawn out whiff. Sarah then started walking towards the table above a cage, swaying her hips seductively from side to side. Once she arrived, Sarah climbed onto it like a kitten, remaining on her hands and knees while shaking her butt. Turning her head back, she stuck out a finger and motioned at Mr B.

Looks like her payment for the bet was due!

All others also got up and made their way to different contraptions, their subs obediently following behind.

Mr T began walking towards me, his cock sticking out of his zipper. Holly, behind him, flashed me a devilish smile. I gulped, not wanting to know what was in store for me!

◆◆◆

"You tried to fuck my property twice now, didn’t you?” Mr T growled in my face.

“No Sir, I -“ and before I could defend myself, he slapped me across the face.

“Don’t you dare talk back to me, young lady!”

He ordered Holly to fetch him a few items from one of the toy drawers, which she did with a suspicious amount of glee on her face.

As she did, Mr T stepped closer to me and grabbed my balls, putting them in a death grip. The sudden pain knocked the air out of me and all my muscles tensed as my body tried to flee the attack, but I was well shackled to the St. Andrew’s Cross.

“If you ever get this sorry excuse for a dick near my little girl again, I’ll rip it off with my bare hands!” He said, twisting them slowly and pulling my sack as far as it could go.

I simply whimpered and quickly nodded my head up and down in agreement. That was enough for him to let go before he actually did rip my testicles off. I would’ve fallen into a foetal position to grab my nuts if I could.

Holly returned with the items in her hands, her tits bouncing with every skip she made on the way back, a giant smile across her face.

“Here you go, Daddy!” Holly said a few octaves higher than her normal voice, getting dangerously close to speaking in a baby-voice.

The first item she handed was a red ball gag, which Mr T wanted to put on me immediately. As he put the strap around the back of my neck, I preemptively opened my mouth so that he wouldn’t have any reason to punish me further. The ball was quite big and barely fit, but he made sure it would.

He then placed a yellow squishy ball in my right hand and told me to hold it.

“This is the safe-word object. If you drop it, I’ll assume you’re trying to say your safe word. Nod if you understand.” Mr T said sternly.

I nodded, although part of me knew I just had to take my punishment for failing my Mistress, no matter what.

Satisfied with my agreement, Mr T continued by picking up a pair of metal nipple clamps with sharp teeth, joined by a chain. Before clipping them on me he began gently rubbing my chest, softly doing circles around my nipples with the tips of his fingers, and then flicking each one lightly at first but increasing in strength quickly.

It felt good, and a part of me wished I had proper tits - much like Sarah’s swinging ones as she was pounded from behind by Mr B.

Once they were nice and hard, he held open the clamps and slowly let them close over my stubs. At first, it was a very manageable pain - but as he let go of them, gravity made their weight more noticeable.

He placed a finger in the middle of the chain and applied light downwards pressure. I tried bending over to alleviate the pain, but the restraints around my limbs held me firmly in place.

Mr T then gave Holly a hand signal and she responded with a nod and a loving “Yes, Daddy”.

I hadn’t realised that the Saint Andrews cross wasn’t pressed up firmly against the wall until the moment Holly crawled up in a space behind me with some items in hand.

I quickly learned that one of the items was lube as I felt one hand grab my buttocks firmly and pull it aside, while a gelled finger from the other hand pressed against my tush. Even though she had gaped me with her fist less than an hour ago, I still felt a bit tight as she poked me from behind, first coating around my ring and then pushing past it to rub the rest of the gel in my insides.

After she removed her finger, I felt something much thicker take its place - likely a large dildo - first just prodding my entrance. Mr T then held the chain towards him, tapping it repeatedly as the clamps tugged on my nipples. As he did this, Holly began pushing the silicone dick in me until the head popped past my sphincter, holding it in place for a moment before proceeding to slide the rest of the shaft until the tip rubbed against my p-spot, making me moan in pain and pleasure.

While Holly pumped the dildo at a slow pace, her Daddy let go of the chain, leaving it dangling on my chest.

He then produced a leather riding crop and placed the tip of it against my cheek, slowly and gently dragging it under my jaw, around my neck, down the middle of my chest, then going over the chain to continue down towards my abs, over my chastity device, and to my thigh. There, he paused for a moment before creeping it up the inside of my thigh until it rested below my balls.

Mr T looked me in the eyes and smiled.

My eyes widened, knowing what was coming next. I started shaking my head quickly.

“What is it, you poor sissy? Want me to not do this?”

I nodded and would’ve pleaded if I wasn’t gagged.

“Well, drop the ball then!” He said with a mischievous smile.

I considered it for a moment, before shaking my head in resignation.

“Ok then, let’s begin!”

Mr T gave my balls one tap with the riding crop. And maybe I was too tense, or maybe it was that Holly had timed an insertion with the tap, but I had barely felt it.

He gave a second tap with a bit more force, once again drowned by tension or another timed dildo pump.

The third one came down with considerably more speed, making me flinch. I now knew that Holly was intentionally following her master's rhythm.

The fourth was bad and really stung, then came another and another, always with a bit more speed than the previous, each slap of the leather biting my sensitive sack. All the while Holly was really going for it: pulling the dildo far back until it was nearly popping out, before slamming it all the way in my behind as the next hit made contact in my front.

“Looks like this sissy bitch is loving it! Look! She’s not even protesting!” Mr T announced to no one in particular.

I was now crying in pain, my pleas being muffled by the red ball propping my jaw open. All the while his erect cock was still sticking out from his zipper - clearly giving someone pain gave him a lot of pleasure!

They both kept going for quite a while before Mr T used his free hand to start tugging on the chain holding the nipple clamps again, always to the same rhythm. I was sure my dicklet had completely deflated by this point, as it was all pain and no pleasure.

“Should I stop?” He finally asked while not stopping.

I immediately nodded, wanting to get rid of the pain.

“Drop the ball then if you feel you can’t take it.”

I really thought I would, but as I looked up towards my hand, I realised it was gripping tightly the yellow squishy ball, almost disappearing in my palm. It seemed like my body didn’t want me to stop!

“Ok then, seems like you want me to go on and maybe even go harder! Good girl!”

Those last two words sent shivers up my spine; I was indeed a good girl!

Well, not really: I was just a boy who had clearly been tricked into becoming a sissy just so he could fuck his best friend - yet I still wasn’t getting the chance!

Mr T was really swinging that leather riding crop now, landing it hard between my legs, making me scream mentally (as my mouth was busy) with every slap. The crop was even making a whooshing noise and it parted the air before abruptly stopping when it hit its target.

I felt Holly slowing down, her arms fatigued. She had initially enjoyed torturing me, but I don’t think she was expecting me to last this long. Wanting to get her in trouble, I began flicking my head up to get Mr T’s attention. While he finally noticed, he didn’t stop the cropping of my sore testicles, rather just gave me an inquisitive look. I snapped my head back and to the side as best as I could as if to say “look what Holly’s doing”.

Without breaking pace, he peaked behind me to notice his sub not keeping up.

“Bitch, focus! Or are you expecting me to do all the work?” He barked.

Holly immediately increased the speed and energy to match her master, who went back to focusing on my punishment.

At some point, I started to feel numb and learned when to expect each swat, bracing myself every time.

Mr T noticed I had almost entirely stopped flinching, so he switched to a more randomised pace, smacking me at offset moments and varying the power of each whack. Holly was once again struggling to keep up, so I once again drew her Daddy’s attention.

“Cunt!” He barked angrily, “If I have to tell you one more time to keep up the pace, you’ll be the one hanging from this cross!”

This time she saw that I was responsible for the chew out.

Holly dug her nails into the buttock she was holding apart and resumed the fucking, slamming the fake penis with more force than before. I had gone back to screaming with every slap and pump, which delighted both Dom and sub.

I heard Sarah giggling amidst her moans of pleasure, and I looked at her. She had clearly been laughing at me as we locked eyes; her head was turned to my side and she remained fully naked, on all fours, tits swinging as she slammed her perfect tush into Mr B’s cock who was holding onto her hips.

Much like my punisher, Mr B was also still fully dressed with only his dick and balls poking through his pants. It took him only a few more pumps before holding Sarah tightly against his body, his cum probably filling her up. And to think that could’ve been me!

As I watched Mr B gently pull out, Sarah dropped her arms to keep her ass in the air so that she wouldn’t leak his seed, preserving it for later.

Mr B called out to Mr T indicating he was up next.

Holly’s master gave her the order to remove the dildo from my ass, which she did without any regard for me, yanking it out and placing it in a bucket for cleaning later. On her knees, she shuffled around me until she was beside him, her eyes fixated on his member.

Mr T gave Holly the crop which she took with both hands as if revering it, standing up to place it in the same bucket as the dildo.

He then began by very gently removing the nipple clamps - I couldn’t believe how relieved I felt the moment the teeth unhooked from my skin!

“You did very well, sissy! I’m proud of you for taking it like the good whore you are!” He said as he stroked my face with the back of his fingers, like a loving Dom would do.

“Baby girl, help Chloe here ease some of the pain on her little faggot balls.” Mr T ordered Holly.

She scrunched her face, very obviously not happy to comply with it, but still getting on her knees in front of me so as not to disappoint her Daddy.

Holly began by holding my caged clitty up exposing my red hot aching balls, and tenderly dragging her tongue around, coating them in her warm saliva. I looked down to watch her annoyed face and her displeasure was somewhat a bit of a turn on! Blood was flowing back down and I could feel my cock engorging and filling up my cage.

“Finish up and then come join me.” Mr T said to her as he started walking towards Sarah’s expecting cunt.

Holly made sure to cover every inch of my testicles and when she realised her Dom was getting busy poking my Mistress, her look changed from bothered to impish.

“It’s a shame you’re locked up, you know?” She whispered while her fingers gently dragged around my genitals. “I’ve been told I give mind blowing blowjobs!”

She then proceeded to open her mouth wide and put it over the baby pink cage that was my chastity device. I could only feel the warmth of her mouth, but not her tongue dancing around the hard plastic cover. The erection was starting to feel painful again as I mentally begged to get some relief, whimpering as my red balls were getting blue.

“That’s what I thought,” she said with a laugh, getting back onto her feet, wiping her lips with her fingers as saliva dripped off my cage.


9 - Oral Roulette And Cleanup

As I watched Mr T take off his blazer jacket and hand it to Holly to hold, grabbing his 7.5 inch cock and rub the head and shaft against my Mistress’ pussy, coating it with Mr B’s cum before gently inserting it, Miss Q and her sub stood in front of me.

Toy had dressed up again - well, “dressed up” - and he was back in his leather harness across his naked torso, PVC thong, and white cuffs around his wrists.

Miss Q’s pink tie went down in between her cleavage, disappearing under the buttons of her blazer. Her tits looked very firm and full - at least 1/4 bigger than Sarah’s - and I could imagine her using them to suffocate her boy-toy. If it weren’t for her suit, conservative makeup, and general demeanour, she could easily pass as a blonde bimbo.

She smiled at me as one hand lifted my chin while the other clipped a leather lead to the ring on my collar. Ordering Toy to remove my restraints, he had to catch me as I fell, the sudden weight of my body catching me off guard.

I massaged my wrists and wondered if I’d be allowed to remove the gag, as I could feel my own drool dripping down my chin, but neither Toy nor his owner made any effort to indicate I’d be free of it at this moment.

“Let’s go.” She ordered, tugging on my lead and walking towards the padded barrel horse.

I noticed Toy picking up my yellow “safe word” ball - when did I drop it? It must’ve been just as Toy unlocked me from the cross…

“C’mon, I don’t have all night!” She said, standing in front of the horse.

The barrel was covered in a faux brown leather padding, propped on four wooden legs which had leather restraints attached to each, ensuring that whomever was lying on it would not be getting off. There was also a hole in the barrel just under halfway up - no doubt to place your dick (or caged dick!) so you wouldn’t squash them as you lay down. This was the same horse where, just hours ago, Holly had straddled and exposed her ass, getting spanked by the other subs. My dicklet twitched at the memory.

I threw one leg over the barrel and straddled the horse as Miss Q made her way to the front end, still holding my lead, pulling it downwards. I made sure to align my cage with the hole as I lay on my stomach, letting my arms and legs down. My chin rested on the very edge, propping my head up, while my ass was exposed hanging off the other.

Toy got to work, buckling the restraints over my arms and legs, making sure they were tight and unescapable. Once his Mistress was satisfied that I wasn’t going anywhere, she gave me the yellow ball to hold in my left hand and let the lead hang, walking behind me and disappearing from view.

Looking up and a bit to the side, I could see Sarah on her face, ass being pounded by Mr T, while her hand was between her legs, rubbing her clit. As her head was turned my way, I could tell she had that glassy-eyed look of someone deep in a sexual trance.

Suddenly I felt something soft and leathery brushing up against my butt. I couldn’t turn my head around to see, but knew it was most likely Miss Q, stroking my ass with a flogger.

“Let’s play a little game similar to Russian roulette!” I heard her say from behind me. “My Toy will remove your gag and place his ‘thing’ in your mouth. You are to suck him off as I flog you. You will have to be very careful not to bite down on my Toy, or you could hurt him - and I can’t imagine what he’d do if he suddenly felt your teeth on his dick!”

Toy made his way around me and undid the clasp of my ball gag, removing it. I instinctively closed my mouth and tried alleviating some of the pain from my jaw by grinding my teeth. In the meantime, he had pulled his thong to the side, exposing his uncut semi and slapping it against my lips to get me to open up.

I wanted to ask them for a minute to recompose, but I don’t think they would see that favourably, so I parted my lips and waited as he placed his tool in me. He started to get hard the moment my tongue brushed against his glans - an effect I enjoyed having on cocks!

Miss Q continued to trace the straps of the flogger around my butt and then began very slowly slapping me with it. She was being much more gentle than Mr T, so I was able to focus on sucking Toy as he - also very slowly - started fucking my mouth.

She would occasionally flog a bit harder, but the pain wasn’t registering much. Maybe she had experience being in this position and knew that it could hurt a lot, so she was probably being kind by not abusing her position.

So I thought.

Suddenly I felt my left ass cheek sting like a motherfucker just as Toy’s dick was deep inside me. I nearly screamed and bit down ever so lightly on him, which in turn made him wince in pain.

But as sudden as that was, Miss Q went straight back to slapping my ass gently.

And out of nowhere, another strong whack on the same spot! Again, I nearly bit the cock that was feeding me, making Toy hiss in annoyance.

“Don’t forget, if you hurt him, he will hurt you - and he has plenty of experience with me dealing him pain!” Miss Q said while rubbing my butt with the flogger.

I got back to sucking him off while tensing my body in anticipation of the next slap, doing my best to not let my teeth get in the way. When I next felt the sting of the leather straps against my buttocks, I yelped but didn’t bite. I was getting the hang of it!

Miss Q continued to flog me at irregular intervals and on different parts of my cheeks: sometimes on the left, others on the right, and a few times just above my legs. All the while Toy held my head and continued skull-fucking my mouth. The pain was now becoming pleasurable and my dicklet was pressing up against its confines.

I looked up to watch my Sarah on her table. Holly was lying down under her in a 69 position, mouth on my Mistress’ clit while she returned the favour. Pounding Sarah from behind, Mr T would often penetrate her all the way and remain there as his sub moved her tongue upwards to lick his balls. I envied him so much right now, as I should’ve been the one dicking Sarah while getting my nuts licked by that bitch Holly! Or maybe I was envious of Sarah: having a cock in her while also getting munched out!

I could feel Toy getting closer, as his dick felt even harder than before and he was fully removing it from my mouth before slowly entering me all the way to his balls. But Miss Q didn’t want it to end just yet.

Miss Q told her sub to step around and help her prepare.

As they were behind me, I didn’t see him help her out of her suit, remaining only with her tie around the neck, her lovely tits on full display, and exposing her black lace crotchless shorts with suspender straps attached to sheer black lace top high stockings. I also didn’t see him strap on a 10 inch, thick, lifelike dildo around her crotch. But those were the things I saw once she stepped in front of me, holding the dildo like she would hold a massive cock if she had one.

The fake dick barely fit in my mouth and left no real space for my tongue to dance around it - just as well she wouldn’t be able to feel anything. While she was entering me, Toy was doing the same but from the other end: pressing the tip of his saliva covered cock against my hole.

My ass was still stinging rather badly, but the pain was masked by Toy entering me slowly until he reached my prostate, prodding it and then rubbing it with his own organ.

I was also loving the view of Miss Q’s boobs flaying on her chest as she moved her hips back and forth, making me gag occasionally but giving no quarter. God, I would love to cum all over those tits and then lick them clean! They looked so soft and inviting!

I hadn’t been the only one to notice her naked rack; out of nowhere, Mr C (still fully dressed apart from his erect cock hanging out his zipper) appeared behind Miss Q and whispered something in her ear. She answered with a breathy “yes” and his hands slid around her torso, cupping her boobs while he fondled her nipples, which resulted in her closing her eyes and moaning in pleasure while her hips continued to slam the dildo in me.

After a few minutes, it seemed like Mr C had inserted his own member in Miss Q as she let out a very sexual “Yessss!”. It had turned into quite a fuck-train: Toy behind me as I sucked on the plastic penis of Miss Q as she was entered from behind!

Toy seemed to either really enjoy watching his Mistress getting fucked by someone else, or really hate it as his pumping got stronger and faster, slamming his balls against my butt, pressing my inside button and getting me closer and closer to orgasm.

“Ah yes, my beautiful Toy! Fuck that sissy! Fill her up with your seed” Miss Q said in between the sounds of her own pleasure.

That seemed to give Toy more fuel, knowing that his Mistress was thinking of him as she was fucked by Mr C, his hands twisting those perfect nipples.

Toy grunted as he reached his apex, and I felt his seed spilling into me, filling my belly with warmth and getting me closer to cumming too. He even continued pumping slowly - probably for his own benefit as he used my hole to squeeze out the remaining cream from his hard cock.

When he was satisfied, he remained in me but without moving. That frustrated me as I was so close. I even tried backing up onto him to push me over the edge, but the restraints kept me in place.

“Don’t let your jizz leak onto my floor!” Ordered Mr C from behind Miss Q’s ass.

Toy nodded, his breathing still heavy. As he began retrieving his cock from my hole, I felt the unmistakable rubbery material of a vibrating plug pressing up against my taint. The moment his head popped out, he immediately started pushing the butt plug in me, the width of it considerably larger than Toy’s member. Once the widest bit passed my sphincter, my body sucked it all in until the base was nesting between my buttocks, transforming me into his cum receptacle.

I considered trying to wiggle my ass so I could feel the plug press up against my prostate, but I got distracted by the moaning coming from the table, as Sarah approached her orgasm, ordering Holly to not stop licking her clit and for Mr T to fill her up with his seed (which he gladly abided).

Once both got off from behind and below her, she turned around to lay on her back, her feet on the table with her knees bent up. Sarah looked in my direction and made a “come here” motion, but she didn’t do it to me.

Instead, Mr C removed himself from Miss Q and walked towards my Mistress’ cum-leaking pussy. He wasted no time and simply grabbed her legs and pulled her body towards himself, his dick covered in the previous pussy’s juices entering her in one quick motion.

Watching the two go at it on the table, Miss Q lost interest in me and pulled out her fake penis from my mouth. Ordering Toy to “hang me from the ceiling”, she walked towards them.

Toy - who had readjusted his cock back inside his PVC thong - began undoing the restraints around my limbs. Once free, I remained lying on the barrel, waiting for my next orders.

He grabbed my leash and tugged it. I got up, my legs still a bit wobbly as he dragged me to a point just beside my Mistress.

Without saying anything, he grabbed my hands and extended them forwards, giving subtle hints to interlace my fingers as he wrapped rope around my wrists. Once he was satisfied that I wouldn’t be able to let myself free, he threaded the other end of the rope through a metal ring hanging from the ceiling, pulling on it from behind me, making me elevate my hands above my head.

Toy placed the rope in between my buttocks and walked around to stand in front of me. Bending over, he pulled the rope from in between my legs and tugged it towards him so that my arms wouldn’t be able to move at all, and so that the rope was pressing up against the butt plug. He began tying the rope firmly around the base of my cage, which put added pressure on my already aching balls!

Once he was happy with his work, he smiled at me as he pressed the “on” button on the vibrating butt plugs remote, and moved away.

The plug whirled up gently, slowly picking up speed. This one was a bit different than previous ones, as I could feel it not only vibrating but also wiggling up and down, bumping against my prostate as it did.

Without much warning, it went from 10 to 100 in a blink of an eye and I instinctively moved my hands towards my butt to try and mitigate the issue. Well, I tried at least. The only thing I succeeded in was suppressing my yelp.

The moment I attempted to bring my arms down, the knot around my balls quickly tightened, shooting pain up my spine, which in turn made me try and move my hands down again to try and alleviate the crunching of my testicles. And every time I pulled my arms down, the rope would also dig deeper into my ass crack, pushing the plug in further, causing me more anguish! It was a very painful catch-22! I would have to remain very still if I wanted to keep from clamping my sissyhood off!

In the meantime, Miss Q had placed herself behind Mr C, her arms wrapping around his chest, whispering something into his ear as he pumped my Mistress - just like he had done to her.

In the throes of passion, Mr C probably didn’t even register what Miss Q was asking as he agreed without a second thought. Without hesitation, she began rubbing her massive strap-on dildo against his butt, pressing the tip - wet with my saliva - against his hole while he slammed himself into my Mistress.

Miss Q seemed to be very gentle with the host of this party, as she matched his hip thrusts and slowly pushed in past his ring.

This might have been the biggest dick Mr C had ever had, because with the tip of it barely in, he immediately announced he was cumming - and was doing so inside Sarah. He lunged forward as his cock began spewing his cream deep inside Sarah’s pussy, and Miss Q took the opportunity to shove in her own strap-on further, making the tip and a quarter inch of shaft disappear in him.

◆◆◆

It didn’t take long for Mr C to pull out of Sarah, and Miss Q to pull out of him. While the former woman remained on her back, the latter went off to sit on a chair and ordered Toy to face her, get on top, and ride her fake penis until she was satisfied.

Sarah gestured for me to approach her, then proceeded to touch herself for her own pleasure.

I initially waited for someone to untie me, but when my Mistress gestured once more while getting increasingly impatient, I started to tug on my ropes in an attempt to free myself. Of course that only squeezed my balls and pressed the unrelenting spasming plug further, resulting in me contorting in pain and pleasure.

“For fucks sake, get your caged clitty over here!” Sarah finally snapped.

Knowing I hadn’t been given permission to speak, I simply looked up to my tied hands to indicate why I wasn’t complying with her orders. 

Annoyed, she snapped her fingers and pointed to someone behind me and then pointed to me.

I felt a pair of boobs pressing against my back as soft hands came around me at crotch level, grabbing the rope with both hands, untying the knot while gently playing with my balls. Once it was free, Holly’s hands ran up my arms to pull the rope from the metal ring attached to the ceiling. She didn’t bother untying the knot around my wrists and just slapped my ass to indicate she was finished “helping”.

With my hands tied in front of me, I began walking towards my Mistress and her open legs. I’m sure it looked like I was drunk, as with every step, the vibrating plug moved even more in me. I could feel my dicklet leaking with precum again.

Sarah was still rubbing her clit with one hand, playing with her nipple with the other, her head back, eyes shut.

“Clean me.” She ordered, without opening her eyes.

I got on my knees at the end of the table and placed my face in front of her pussy.

I could see the cum from the other Doms leaking from her hole, beginning to pool under her. She smelt divine!

At first, I stuck out my tongue and began lapping up around her labia, collecting the jizz in my mouth. Once I had enough, I presented the contents of my mouth to her, but she didn’t even bother looking, so I simply savoured the taste of her juices mixed with the cream from the other men.

I then began licking around her vagina, followed by inserting my tongue to scoop more out. I was amazed at how much she had collected in her! The more I licked, the more I seemed to get. I had to swallow what felt like several mouthfuls!

To ensure there was nothing left, I gingerly licked my index and middle finger before inserting them, finger fucking her as she continued to flick her bean. I was bending my fingers slightly so I could scoop more of the baby batter out.

Once she seemed to be finally empty, I finished off by licking the rest of the puddle on the table as she reached another orgasm.

Part of me was a bit sad I hadn’t got to fuck her as promised, but I did understand that I didn’t keep my side of the deal.

Her punishment for my transgressions had been just, I thought.


10 - Epilogue

In time, I was released from the rope and the butt plug - somewhat to my dismay, as I was once again getting closer to cumming. Sarah continued to handle me around by pulling on my lead.

She got dressed first, putting back all her clothes except for her thong - which she gifted to the host, Mr C, as a “thank you”. I also was made to put on my corset, stockings, short leather skirt, and satin gloves.

After thanking each Dom individually, she dragged me out the front door to the car still parked outside.

Brett had been patiently waiting on us. While we were inside, he had taken off his jeans entirely and had spent the last few hours jerking himself off.

“I’ve edged over 10 times, Mistress Sarah!” He said with a beaming smile, happy to see us back. “I thought you’d want me to stay hard while I waited!”

“First of all, sissies don’t ‘think’!” She said angrily looking through the passenger window at him. “Second: are you expecting me to open the door myself?”

Brett apologised and fumbled around to try and get his jeans back on when he got interrupted by Sarah:

“Goddamit, just come open the door as you are! I swear to fuck, you are in desperate need of proper training!”

He seemed to consider the situation for a split second, not wanting to be walking outside with his erect dick on full display - but then again, this was still Mr C’s private entrance, and it was quite late at night.

Walking around the car, his dick bouncing with every step, Brett opened the passenger door and gestured to her with an open palm and bowed his head. Once she sat down, he gently shut the door and then opened the back door for me to enter. As I moved past him, he repeated the gesture, but this time placed his hand on my butt as he guided me.

During the drive home, Sarah laid out her plans for Brett as she gently stroked his cock. She also tempted him with the chance to get to fuck her, which made him want to obey her more. The silly billy was going to get the same go-around as I was!

When we arrived at my place, Brett parked the car, exited, and went around to open the door for Sarah. As she got out and began walking towards my front door, she turned her head slightly to the side:

“Chloe, be a doll and finish him up.”

Brett opened my door and stood directly in front of me, his hard tool at my mouth level.

Without getting out of the car, I turned towards him and cupped his balls while my lips parted, inviting him in. Although he was shielding me from outside view, his naked bottom half would still call attention if anyone decided to go for a late night stroll - but he didn’t care; he had edged 10 times or more over the last several hours and just wanted some relief!

Thankfully it didn’t take long for him to shoot his spunk in my mouth. Once I was satisfied that I had it all, I showed him his own cream and swallowed it with a smile.

When I finally got inside, Sarah was already inside the shower, leaving the bathroom door ajar. She called for me to join her so we could both get cleaned.

As she soaped my naked body (with my cage still on, of course), she asked if I genuinely had fun. I told her that I was honestly surprised with how much I enjoyed it overall.

Sarah’s face lit up with delight, and for the rest of the night she cuddled me, gave me loads of kisses, and even rubbed actual cream onto my butt to help soothe the pain. Her aftercare was so sweet, it would only make me want to do more for her.

I beamed with excitement as she laid out her plans for the coming months! Not days, or weeks, but months! She also taunted me on how much sex I would be getting from her; she was willing to let me empty all my loads in and on her, covering her in my cum, fuck her pussy, fuck her tight asshole, and even suck me off several times a day.

“In exchange,” she continued, “the only thing I ask from you is total obedience. Sure you’ll get punished if you don’t meet my expectations, but those won’t be nothing compared to the things you’ll be able to do to my body once you’ve obeyed all my orders!”

I was so thrilled with the idea, I didn’t even realise Sarah was just tricking me into being her full time sissy…again!

The adventures of Chloe will continue. Please make sure to leave a review on Amazon Kindle as it helps me know people are enjoying this series, making me want to write more!


Thank you!

Thank you for taking the time to read this eBook! Please make sure to leave a review on Amazon as it greatly helps me to know if these books are being well received! And if you haven't already, check out the other books in this series.




You can also contact me via email at: 

chloeechloprice@gmail.com

I try and answer all emails, but please be patient!




With love,




Chloe.
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