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Mistress’s Machine

“Are you prepared, little boy?” Mistress Nyx asked. She was on her way, and Kyle read over her text with bated breath. He hoped he was. He had done everything she asked, as if by a checklist, and he hoped everything was set up perfectly. It was only their third time meeting one another, and though Kyle had been under Mistress Nyx’s control for the last four months and had talked with her nearly every single day since it began, he was still nervous enough for his hands to shake.

“Yes, Mistress,” Kyle texted back. “I did everything you ordered.”

“No more and no less,” Mistress Nyx replied, presumably at a stoplight. “I will arrive shortly. Wait at the door until I enter.”

Mistress Nyx already had Kyle’s keys, and not just the keys to his home. He wore a tight chastity cage under his clothes at all times for the last three months, and only his scheduled sessions with Mistress Nyx had allowed him any freedom from the cage. It was steel, and Kyle had had it custom-made years ago to his exact specifications, so it fit him perfectly. There was even a little space in the cage’s design for a set of punishment spikes, yet Kyle had been lucky enough to avoid those so far.

Kyle was dressed in a French maid uniform. His dress was black and white, with little pink bows to accent the center of his tiny bust. Underneath he wore a bra that had a pair of little pads underneath. Kyle was not allowed to have bigger tits until Mistress Nyx said so. His hands were gloved all the way up to his thin upper arms in white satin, and his legs were hugged tightly by white stockings that reached up to his garter belt. He wore no panties, just as he had been told, so that his chastity cage would be exposed to the air when he bent over and his short dress rode up. Kyle also had a plug inserted into his ass, a metal one with a little pink jewel to make him all the prettier.

Kyle had also prepared his makeup, using a tutorial on YouTube to make himself look sexier and more feminine. His lips were a deep red, and his eyes were accented with mascara and shadow, working together with his blonde wig to make him look downright sexy. The combination of everything coming together really made Kyle feel that he looked like a slutty sissy girl – that is, until he pulled his skirt up and saw his caged genitals straining to break free.

There was the sound of keys in the lock, and Kyle dashed to the door. He had never been quite so glad to not own feminine shoes, since he almost certainly would have picked out heels that were too tall for him to move quickly in. He skittered across the floor, making it there to assume his position by the door, just as he had been told. Kyle faced the wall opposite the door, his hands on the wall, bent over just enough to expose his tight little asshole to the doorway.

“That’s just what I wanted to see,” Mistress Nyx said. “Straighten up. I brought something to your porch. Fetch it for me.”

Kyle stood up and turned around to see his Mistress. “Outside, Mistress?”

“Yes, outside. There’s nobody out there now to see you, but if you take too long, I can’t say that it’ll stay that way forever,” Mistress Nyx said. She stepped inside, carrying her own bag with her. With a little swat on Kyle’s ass, she got him moving. “Go on, quickly, little boy!”

Kyle hopped to it, rushing out the door, and trying not to waste a single second. He looked around the street outside his home, hoping there was nobody there. Seeing no one, just as he had been told, he went to the end of the porch, picking up a large suitcase, and hauling it back inside.

“Record time!” Mistress Nyx said. “I think the man across the street almost didn’t see you.”

“What man across the street?!” Kyle asked, his cheeks flushing. He put down the suitcase at his Mistress’s feet.

“Nothing to worry about, my dear little boy. I’m sure he saw how hot that ass of yours is when you bent over, and he’s going to think about it while jerking off tonight,” Mistress Nyx said. “Would you like that? Some man stroking his cock, thinking about fucking you?”

“No, I...”

Mistress Nyx covered Kyle’s mouth with her hand. “It doesn’t matter what you think or what you want. I’m the one in charge of you.”

She pulled her hand back and allowed Kyle to speak. “Yes, Mistress,” he said.

“Good boy. If I want to talk with you about something, I’ll do it, understand?”

“Yes, Mistress.”

“And if I want to talk to you about somebody seeing your slutty little ass out on the street and wanting to fuck you, I’m going to. You have two options. You can either submit, or you can fight it, lose, and then submit anyway. The choice is entirely yours, little boy,” Mistress Nyx said.

“Yes, Mistress,” Kyle said.

“Good. Now take my coat,” Mistress Nyx said. She wore a large-brimmed hat and a long faux-fur coat that stretched all the way to the floor, and when she took them off, Kyle could finally drink in her terrifying beauty. She wore a deep blue vinyl bodysuit that went all the way from her neck to her ankles, broken up only by a single zipper from top to bottom. The vinyl hugged her body perfectly, letting Kyle see every inch of her powerful figure. She was taller than him, and Kyle knew from past experience that she was stronger than him too. But she didn’t need those advantages. When Mistress Nyx spoke, Kyle obeyed.
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