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“You look almost as pretty in stockings as I do,” I say to Clarice as she struts her stuff in a pair of stiletto heels.  “She” blushes at my compliment.  “Thank you, Mistress,” she says.  “I do so love the way you have feminized me.” 



I start to smile.  Then I see the slight smudge in her lipstick.  My face turns hard as I glare at her.  “You little slut….” I say, putting on the tone I use when my subs disobey me.  Her face goes pale and her eyes widen, her sissy mouth forming a “O” of shock.  “What, Mistress?” she says, her voice trembling.  “What did I do?” 



“Can’t you see, you idiot?” I scream as I point at her face.  “Your makeup isn’t applied right!”  I leap to my feet and march across the room to her.  My thigh-high leather boots give me a inch of height over the pathetic sissy as I look down on her quivering face.  “Lay face down on the bed - now!” I shout, slapping her hard.  Her wig shifts slightly as I do so, but otherwise her feminine touches stay in place. 



Losing her balance, she collapses on the bed, her six foot frame shaking in terror at my displeasure.  She breaks out in tears as she buries her face in her hands.  Her stick-on pink fingernails make her hands look so pretty, not all all like the masculine paws she had when we first started meeting.  Secretly I am pleased at how her manhood has ebbed away.  But now is not the time to administer praise; now is the time to be stern. 



Sobbing, she rolls over on her stomach, smearing her makeup even more as her features make contact with the satin pillowcase.  I lift her skirt up above her ass, exposing the pretty red panties she wears.  Her legs are still a tad too muscular, but they are smooth and nicely shaven.  Again I am pleased, but I don’t let it show.  I pull her undies down around her thighs, exposing her milky white rear.  It too is soft and hairless. 



“Stick your whore ass in the air, bitch,” I say, taking my riding crop and slapping it in the palm of my free hand.  Clarice whimpers, 

“please, Mistress, please have mercy.  I’m sorry…” 



WHACK!  The hard leather of the crop lands across her cheeks. 

She cries out in a tone that is so pitiful I have to force myself not to laugh.  But, keeping my composure, I raise the crop and bring it down again, this time harder.  She bawls as red streaks appear across her tender flesh.  Later they will become welts, and Clarice, in her male identity as Charles, will have trouble sitting in his office chair without wincing. 



I feel my pussy turn wet as I strike again and again.  By the time I administer the 12th and final blow, my panties and stockings are dripping with the sweet musky odor of my cunt.  By that point Clarice is reduced to a sobbing little crybaby, her makeup now totally smeared. 

I am so aroused I must have some relief.  I fall into a nearby armchair, raise my black leather skirt, drop my underwear to the floor, and spread my legs.  “Crawl, slut,” I say.  “Crawl to me and pleasure your Mistress.” 



Slowly, painfully, Clarice stirs.  She starts to pull her panties up.  “Did I tell you to dress?” I say, my voice dark and foreboding.  “No, Mistress, “Clarice says.  She lets them hang loose, and they slide down her thighs as she crawls across the floor in her soft white stockings. 



I watch as she inches closer, admiring how I have transformed this once supremely confident male into the weak little sissy now coming towards me.  The only thing that displeases me is the rock hard male organ between her legs.  I will have to work on that,  I think to myself. 

 First I will make it shrink, then I will make it hang limp and useless forever. But  all things in good time. 



Clarice reaches me, her head hung low, her knees red from rubbing against the hotel carpet.  Her hose have runs in them where they made contact with the floor.  “Stupid bimbo,” I say.  “Now you have ruined your stockings.  But we will deal with that later.  For now, show me what a horny little pussy eater you are.” 



I feel her lips close around my vagina as her hot tongue flicks against my clit.  I try not to show pleasure when my clients go down on me, But this time I am too worked up to restrain myself.  I let out a soft moan.  My juices run down her mouth and dribble off her chin as she serves me.  It is sheer heaven.  Reaching inside my top, I pinch my nipples.  I squeeze so hard that tiny drops of blood form on the tips of my well-manicured nails. 

 

I feel myself on the verge of a body-shuddering orgasm. Grabbing Clarice by the back of her head, I shove her face deeper inside me. 

“Work it, slut!  Show your Mistress what a good tramp you are!”  She responds with extra vigor, flicking my clit so fast I fear I will burst from the waves of pleasure coursing through it. 



Finally, screaming with climax, I dig my nails deep into Clarice’s head and yank it backwards, bringing her face up to look squarely into my raging eyes and snarling teeth.  She gazes at me with a mixture of hope and uncertainty.  “Did I please you, Mistress?” she says, in the girliest tone I have ever heard her use. 



In that moment I remember why I chose this profession.  Turning captains of industry into simpering little slaves is the only sane way for a woman like me to earn a living. 



“Yes, dear, you did,” I say, trying to catch my breath as I give her a faint, vanishing smile.  “Now you owe me an additional $200.00 for the privilege of touching me,” I say.  “I hope you brought plenty of cash, or I’ll take the money out of your sweet little ass.” 



Clarice did indeed bring plenty of cash with her.  I leave her hotel room $1,000.00 richer for a hour of “work.”  That sum includes the extra $150.00 I charge for letting her jack off.  I don’t stick around to watch her play with herself, however.  I have another client waiting for me in a five-star room across town, and he is usually good for at least $1500.00.  His fetish is cock and ball torture.  I grin as my hand slips around the box of six-inch needles in my purse. 




***

 

I drive a Cadillac, not one of the old-fogey land yacht models, but a nimble, silver-gray 2014 ELR that runs whisper-quiet and handles better than my last BMW.  Like me, it purrs when it’s treated right -

and, like me, it always is. 

 

I park my ride and walk through the attached garage into my quiet suburban home.  When not doing a session I dress upscale but conservative.  My neighbors, who are mostly attorneys, doctors, and accountants, think I work in a cushy high-tech job that demands odd hours.  I allow them to believe that story; it lets me blend comfortably into their staid little world. 



I hear the sounds of scrubbing from the kitchen as I enter the main part of the house.  And I smile when I see my husband on his hands and knees scouring the floor. He could do just as good a job with a mop, of course.  But I want him on his knees as much as possible.  It keeps him in the proper frame of mind. 



“I’m home, honey!” I announce, tossing my black Louis Vuitton handbag on the couch. He looks up at me, then lowers his eyes before they make contact with mine; that’s a bad habit he sometimes has.  “Welcome home, Mistress,” he says as he looks down at the suds around his naked form.  “I trust your day went well.” 



I feel my clit throb as I gaze at his well-toned body, kept lean and hard from endless hours in the gym.  I permit him no junk food, beer, or TV, except for select programming I pre-approve.  He is a magnificent specimen of a man: muscular, tanned, with a full head of wavy golden brown locks.  And he is completely under my thumb, as shown by the collar fastened around his neck and the chastity device that surrounds his cock.  He is my most prized possession, and I love him. 



“It was okay,” I say.  “You may stand now.”  He gets to his feet, but keeps his eyes pointed towards the floor.  “Bring me a glass of Chardonnay,” I say.  “Pour it from the bottle my Italian client presented to me last month.” 



“Yes, Mistress, right away,” he says.  He turns to the cupboard that holds the crystal glasses. 

 

“Not ‘right away,’ silly girl,” I say, gently chiding him.  “Clean up that mess on the floor first, you idiot.  Then I might let you rub my feet tonight.” 

“Forgive me,” he says, then does as he is told.  Afterwards he brings my wine.  He kneels before me as I drink it slowly, enjoying the view of my spotless, well furnished home. 



Then I turn my attention back to my husband/slave, who is still on his knees, just the way I like him.  “Know what I did today, my little slut?” 

I say to him. 



“No, Mistress, I do not,” he says. 



“I utterly humiliated half a dozen men, some of whom sit on the boards of the largest corporations in the world.  I stripped them of every ounce of their masculinity, dressed them up as women, and did viciously cruel things to their bodies.  And, in exchange for all my abuse, they made me $10,000.00 richer.” 



“They are privileged to serve you, Mistress,” my husband says, “as am I.” 



“Indeed they are,” I say.  I shift my position in the chair, crossing my legs so that my right ankle, clad in an $800.00 Nicholas Kirkwood sandal, hovers less than a inch below his lips.  Reaching down, I lift his chin so that his boyishly handsome face looks up at mine.  Then I kiss him hard, shoving my tongue deep inside his throat.  I hear him gag, but he does not pull away.  Then I release him.  He looks up at me breathless, his face pale. 



“Thank you, Mistress, he says between gasps of air.  “I love you.” 



“I love you, too, my little slave,” I say as I get to my feet and set the now-empty glass on a side table.  “Now follow me to the bedroom.  I want to ride that chiseled body of yours for a while.  After that, you

will complete your evening workout and prepare a restricted-calorie meal for yourself.  We mustn’t have you getting fat.” 



He starts to get to his feet.  I spin on my heels upon hearing the sound.  My glaring eyes meet his for the briefest of moments before he drops them to the floor.  “No!” I shout, my face turning hard as his goes pale.  “You will enter the bed chambers on your hands and knees - like a dog.” 



He falls into the position I demand.  He does so a little slowly, but fast enough so that I let it slide; I’m quite soft-hearted, you see.  He trails behind me as I saunter into the bedroom, then once again he assumes a kneeling position as I strip. 



Moments later I stand before him naked, my hands on my hips as i address him.  “Look up, slut,” I say, “and gaze on your goddess.” 



He starts to look up, then drops his head, terrified that he will incur my wrath for making eye contact.  “It’s alright, my dear,” I say.  “You may raise your head this once.  I want to reward you for your good service.” 



I watch his eyes drink in every inch of my flawless body: my shapely breasts that are a perfect C cup, my raven hair, my dark, exotic skin that I inherited from my South American mother, my trim, toned waist, and my seemingly endless, exquisitely curved legs.  I leave the Nicholas Kirkwood shoes on to add a delicious curve to my thighs.  I see his cock struggle to become erect inside its silver cage. 

That sends a wave of lust coursing me; control of men is the ultimate aphrodisiac. 



Moments later I direct him to lie face up on the bed.  Then I shackle his wrists and ankles, cover his eyes with a blindfold, and at last remove the small key from around my neck, sliding it into the lock on his cock cage.  As I remove it his penis springs to life, hard and thick and already dripping with pre-cum.  I sheathe it in a condom; I’m not

ready for kids quite yet.  Then I climb on board, shoving down so hard that he gasps, his hips taking the full force of my thrust.  I ride him for the next 10 minutes, knowing there is no chance of him cumming without my permission. 



I feel my cunt tingle as pulses of white-hot pleasure shoot through me.  My orgasm is especially good that night, sweeping through me in multiple waves.  I cry out at the climactic moment.  Then, sliding off my slave, I glance at his still swollen cock, covered in my juices and suffering with the pent-up desires of the past three months.  He is allowed an orgasm once every 90 days - unless I’m in a bad mood. 



“You did well, slave,” I tell him, lifting the blind off his face. 



“Thank you, Mistress,” he says, looking up at me with a odd mix of joy, adoration, and love.  He is mine, body and soul, and we both know it. 



“Special reward tonight,” i say as I free his right hand from the shackles.  “You have 60 seconds to pleasure yourself.  If you do not cum in that time period, then I will cage you up once more, hard-on and all, and you will not have another opportunity until this fall.  Do you understand?” I say.  He nods.  “Then you may proceed,” I say, looking at the second hand on my watch. 



Never before have I seen a man go at himself like he does.  Within 15 seconds he is spurting white hot cum all over my expensive bed linens.  I watch his face as a wave of relief sweeps over his features. 

“Feel better?” I say, letting a small note of tenderness creep into my voice. 



“Yes, Mistress,” he says, exhaling the words. 



“Very good,” I say.  “Then change these sheets, you little tramp. 

Later I will punish you for releasing your foul liquid.”  I free him from

the rest of his bonds, make him wash his genitals in the bathroom sink, and slip his cage back in place. 



He takes care of the mess he made and crawls out of the bedroom to finish the other tasks I assigned him.  Later he will sleep curled up on the floor beside me, like a beloved pet that isn’t worthy to share its owner’s bed. 



I drift off to sleep that night as I look up the ceiling, my husband’s soft snoring rising to my ears as he dozes contentedly a few feet beneath me.  Life is good,  I think to myself,  especially when you’re a woman on top. 
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