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		14-Day Lockdown with Goddess Serena

		

	
		

		Serena Sinclaire is a professional dominatrix.

		

		She didn’t started out as one, though. Wishing to be “discovered” after high school, she left New Orleans for Hollywood. Working as a waitress and dashing from one audition to another, Serena found success elusive and the competition fierce.

		

		The problem was she couldn’t get auditions without an agent, and she couldn’t get an agent without a headshot. Being young and from an upper lower-class family, she didn’t have extra money. So, she sought out the cheapest photographer.

		

		When he suggested sex in lieu of cash, she quickly spread her legs. He offered extra prints if she agreed to smack him with the camera strap.

		

		Even though Serena thought the request was odd and had never engaged in anything but “normal” sex, she wanted the prints. Holding the camera as a handle, she lightly tapped the photographer’s arm with the strap.

		

		He shrewdly swapped the strap for a flogger; one of the props he always kept on-hand.

		

		While it was easier to manipulate, Serena was afraid of hurting the naked man.

		

		He leaked at her willingness.

		

		“That’s awfully kind of you to consider my feelings, miss. But it takes a lot to make me cry. So don’t worry, okay?”

		

		He hoped his voice sounded soothing and not predatory.

		

		When she nodded slightly, he continued. “Let me show you.” He placed his hand over hers as she clutched the toy. “Loosen your wrist, like this,” he demonstrated. “Good; now you try it.”

		

		Serena smacked him with a loose wrist, and the thwack was audible.

		

		“Oh!” she reacted to her own force.

		

		“No, no, you did just fine,” he pulsed. “I barely felt that.”

		

		“Really?”

		

		“Yep. If you want me to feel anything, you need to hold the tips of the strands until right before the impact.”

		

		He demonstrated against his thigh, where a louder Thwack! sounded.

		

		Serena shuddered.

		

		“Now you try.”

		

		She copied the man’s style and connected a Thwack! to the same place.

		

		“Yesss! Just like that! Keep going.”

		

		Serena swatted him ten more times, which he counted.

		

		“Mmm, that was so good. Try right here now.”

		

		He presented his ass as he grabbed the seat of the chair and requested, “Five good ones to each cheek.”

		

		She was mildly surprised but figured it was a good trade for the session and prints.

		

		After the ten strikes to his ass, he told her, “I could give you the name of an agent that I got an ‘in’ with... if you finger my back door.”

		

		“Uhh. I don’t think--”

		

		“What if I could guarantee that he’d sign you as a new client?”

		

		“Well, that is interesting...”

		

		“Here, put this on your dominant hand.” He handed her a latex glove. “Now hold it out.”

		

		He popped open some lube and drizzled a wad onto two fingertips.

		

		“You hafta make sure they’re good and lubed or it’ll hurt like a motherfucker. Also, nails. I learned gloves are the cure for that badass pain,” he smiled at her.

		

		She nervously returned the smile.

		

		“Here,” he handed her the lube, “squirt some in my hole then spread it around.”

		

		He turned his ass toward her and pulled his cheeks apart.

		

		Serena tried not to think about what she was doing... which was easy since the photographer directed her.

		

		“Press your fingertips in a circle around the opening...”

		

		“Nnmg, yeah, just like that.”

		

		“Use s’more pressure... yeah...”

		

		“Now slowly, and I mean SLOWLY insert your index finger... ooh, yeah...”

		

		“Push in another finger slowly and hold ‘em there ‘til I get used to ‘em... yeah...”

		

		“Go ahead and slowly saw ‘em in and outta me... oh fuck, yeah...”

		

		“You can go in a little farther... fuuuck...”

		

		“Squeeze my balls... oh man, oh shit, you’re gonna make me come again! Don’t stop!”

		

		* * * *

		

		When she returned three days later to pick up her prints, the photographer demanded a repeat performance before he gave her the agent’s name.

		

		Even though she protested, she secretly found it thrilling to poke her fingers into a naughty place and hear the man moan at her ministrations... especially since she didn’t need any instruction that time.

		

		* * * *

		

		The agent had been expecting her call and had set an interview for the next day. He told her there was a role she may be good for and to dress as a Catholic schoolgirl with pigtails and a round lollipop.

		

		Serena didn’t think twice about the unusual request and, with her roommates’ help, put together a costume. The only thing she had to buy was the sucker.

		

		Even though she was only nineteen, Serena was five-ten and had natural D-cups. She was lithe, and the plaid mini-skirt made her legs rival the Empire State Building. On top of everything, she was a natural redhead with green eyes.

		

		Except for her height, she easily looked the part... and had no trouble hailing a cab.

		

		In fact, she looked so delicious, the cab driver offered her a free ride if she provided one back.

		

		Serena spread her legs again, happy to hang onto the fare.

		

		The agent was a sweaty, short, overweight man with a comb-over who claimed there was a pre-audition phase to Hollywood acting. He never sent one of his girls to an audition without being assured that she could handle the part.

		

		“I’m gonna play the principal, and you just got sent to my office.”

		

		“Is that what the movie’s about?”

		

		“The what? Oh yeah, the movie. I do this little ad-lib scene for all teenager parts. Kinda like a rubric.”

		

		“Oh, okay.”

		

		“So I’m gonna do the first line, and then you just react from there.”

		

		“Okay.”

		

		He walked around her chair and touched her arms and shoulders as he talked.

		

		“I understand you were naughty in class today, and your teacher sent you to me for some punishment.”

		

		“I, uh... yeah, she said I was cheating but I wasn’t!”

		

		“Good. That’s a good little girl.”

		

		He slid his stubby hands down her shirt.

		

		“What--what are you doing?”

		

		He tweaked her nipples, and she squealed.

		

		“You were sent for punishment. This is punishment.” He pinched.

		

		“Ow! You’re not sposed to be touchin’ me there,” she spoke in baby talk.

		

		The agent didn’t admonish her because he preferred them younger.

		

		“This is the principal’s office, girlie, and the principal can do whatever he wants.”

		

		He continued to manipulate her breasts.

		

		Serena didn’t know what to do with the scene, so she didn’t say anything and allowed him to fondle her.

		

		After several minutes, the agent shifted his hands to her pigtails and twirled them between his fingers.

		

		“Mmm, I love the red ones.”

		

		He bent to sniff her hair. Then, he dropped a hand over her blouse, slid it down to her skirt, and clutched the hem.

		

		“I’ve gotta see whether the carpet matches the drapes, girlie.”

		

		“What’s that mean?” she asked in her own voice.

		

		“It means I wanna see whether you’re a real redhead or not.”

		

		“I am,” she said, breaking character again.

		

		“You were a naughty girlie in class, so I can’t take your word for it. I’m gonna have to check for myself.”

		

		Serena caught on and giggled. It was the first time she’d heard the expression.

		

		Relaxing her legs, the agent pulled up her skirt and nearly wet himself when he saw white, cotton panties. His breath sputtered in gulps mixed with moans.

		

		“Mmm, what do we have here, hmm? A wet spot? Are you getting excited by the principal, girlie?”

		

		More like repulsed, Serena thought.

		

		But she knew enough to pretend. After all, she had an audition to earn.

		

		The wet spot was more wishful thinking on the agent’s part. In actuality, it was a patch of bright red hair that shone through.

		

		The agent peeled back the panties. “Oh my, not only do you have a matching set but it looks to be original to when the house was built!”

		

		Serena didn’t know what that meant but opted to agree.

		

		“It’s time for your punishment, girlie. Follow me to the couch.”

		

		Serena noted that the agent’s placement of her always kept him “taller”.

		

		She tried to sit next to him, but he grabbed her wrists and pulled her face-down across his lap.

		

		“Oh!” she exclaimed.

		

		He needed to hurry because she pushed all of his buttons. Flipping her skirt up, he clumsily lowered her panties and spanked her bare bottom.

		

		She tensed in his arms but he held her firmly.

		

		“No, girlie, you’re gonna take your punishment,” he spanked in between phrases, “for what you did in class and for having an untrimmed bush!”

		

		The more he spoke, the harder he spanked.

		

		Serena hated the position and the humiliation. She wished he would fuck her so she could leave... with the audition information.

		

		When the agent palmed her pink cheeks and tested her wetness, he was distressed to find her dry.

		

		“So, girlie,” he diddled her clit, “the photographer tells me that you’re a quick learner.”

		

		“Mmm,” she managed to eke through gritted teeth. The man’s fingernails scraped, and she wasn’t even slightly aroused.

		

		At least the photographer had taken the time to go down on her. Licking always made her wet.

		

		“How about we change this up a bit?”

		

		“Hmm?”

		

		“Yeah... I mean, I need to be able to see your acting abilities from the other side, if y’know what I mean.”

		

		“The other side?”

		

		“Yeah.”

		

		He brusquely pushed her off and stripped from the waist down.

		

		Serena was relieved, because she thought he was going to fuck her and end the interview.

		

		Instead, though, he traded places with her. She had a bird’s-eye view of his pale, lardy ass.

		

		“You’ve got the principal in your lap, girlie, go with it. And... action!”

		

		Serena could feel his erection press against her thighs but she didn’t know how to pick up the scene.

		

		“Um, you’ve been a bad boy, Principal.”

		

		“Mmm, yesss, that’s perfect!”

		

		He dribbled onto her.

		

		“Keep going,” he encouraged.

		

		“I was sent here to be punished but now it seems as though you’re the one who needs it.”

		

		“Nnngh, yeah, I do,” he panted. “Do it, girlie. Punish the principal.”

		

		Serena shrugged her shoulders and slapped one cheek with minimal force. It sickened her to watch the bulbous waves of fat crash against one another.

		

		“Ooh, yeah. Do it again but harder, girlie.”

		

		She repeated the action with more force and watched the same waves.

		

		“Yeah.” He pressed his dick against her legs. “Harder!”

		

		Serena spanked the agent with her bare hand until she felt his hot release.

		

		Her repulsion switched to pleasure when she saw copies of her hands appear as red stop signs on his puffy, white cheeks.

		

		After his breathing slowed, he got up and put on his clothes. Walking to his chair, he said, “Not bad, kid. But y’gotta be able to pick up your ad-libs a lot faster. And as for the act itself, you need to spank in different areas. If y’don’t, it only smarts in one place. Understand?”

		

		“Um, yeah, sure.”

		

		Shyly, she walked to the chair but didn’t sit. Smoothing her clothes, she waited for him to speak.

		

		“We’re done,” he dismissed her without looking up.

		

		“Um, but what about the audition?”

		

		“Yeah, that was it, doll. I’ll talk to the casting director and let him know how you did. I’ll get back with you.”

		

		“So does that mean you’re my agent?”

		

		“Yeah, sure. Now go. I got a lotta stuff to do.”

		

		* * * *

		

		Of course there wasn’t any audition or casting director. For the next several months, the agent continued to “pre-audition” Serena for other roles. Each time, he pushed her ad-libbing to more dominant acts.

		

		It wasn’t until Serena complained about not getting any parts that the agent set up meetings with casting directors, producers, directors, and potential co-stars... none of whom Serena knew.

		

		Each one met her in his office and put her through similar auditions. All of them included dominant lessons.

		

		Serena learned all of the “roles” without protest. While many of the men made her skin crawl, she felt a growing satisfaction in doling out pain.

		

		While she didn’t get any real acting gigs, most of the men began to tip her. Heavily. It was common for her to get a hundred dollar bill. Some of the more in-depth scenes in the more expensive offices earned her five hundred dollars.

		

		After two years of chasing her dream, at the sweet age of twenty-one, Serena realized she was nothing but a prostitute to the industries’ pimps.

		

		She also realized that she had learned how to be an effective dominatrix... and how to recognize submission in men and cater to their depraved and unspoken desires.

		

		Taking control of her own fate, she decided she could make more money by eliminating the middle man.

		

		So, Serena traded Hollywood fame for private devotion and gave up the acting dream. She moved back to New Orleans and worked as a waitress while she built her dominatrix clientele.

		

		* * * *

		

		Serena started slowly but cautiously. She had business cards printed which advertised D/s and BDSM play, along with the number to a burner phone.

		

		Julius was her on-again, off-again boyfriend from high school who worked at the Omni Riverfront Hotel. In exchange for sexual favors, he passed out her cards to traveling businessmen who were attending conferences. He also let Serena use a room free of charge, and she would tip him on her way out.

		

		As they both got better at reading prospective clientele, Julius zeroed in on the ultra rich people, and Serena charged more money.

		

		Within six years, her business escalated. Serena gave up her waitress job, and told her family she’d won the lottery.

		

		By the time she was twenty-seven, Serena had saved enough money to buy a house on the corner of Napoleon and Tonti, fifteen minutes outside of downtown.

		

		The house was a twenty-one-hundred square foot, ranch with a full porch in front and a balcony off the master bedroom. It sat on a six-thousand square foot lot and had a two-car garage facing Tonti.

		

		Aside from the spaciousness, chef’s kitchen and homey feel of the neighborhood, Serena adored the raised basement, which led to a small courtyard.

		

		The basement was a requirement. It became her dungeon and allowed her to “work from home”.

		

		She also employed a chef, trainer, masseur, housekeeper, and maintenance man. Julius became her live-in bodyguard and ran security checks on potential clients. He also served as the manager of the staff; all of whom lived off-site but were on-call twenty-four/seven.

		

		Serena had an ad in the Yellow Pages and continued to utilize her business card referral with select concierges. A website was added in 2011.

		

		She carved her niche in training would-be cucks, and acted as their mistress both in person and online. However, Serena preferred to be called Goddess as opposed to Mistress.

		

		* * * *

		

		On Wednesday afternoon, March 23, 2020, Serena was scheduled to train two, new cucks at the same time. They had met individually for a pre-training interview, where Julius was present and obtained key information.

		

		Julius felt it was safe to leave Serena alone. He needed to take care of his elderly mother, two hours away.

		

		It wasn’t the first time Serena had been alone with clients.

		

		Ryan was a married, thirty-four-year-old man from Tallahassee, Florida who’d found Serena online. He’d always been subservient but had tried to fit into society’s role of the alpha male. He was a small, thin man, standing only five-feet-five, with dirty brown hair and brown eyes.

		

		Michael, from Lafayette, had a similar submissive desire. Outwardly, though, they were different. Michael was forty-eight and stood six-foot-two on a broader frame. He was blond with green eyes and recently divorced.

		

		He texted when he approached the house, per protocol. When Serena received it, she buzzed the garage door.

		

		Michael was instructed to walk around the corner and the two flights of stairs to the large porch, where Ryan and Serena were sitting.

		

		“Michael, welcome,” Serena smiled.

		

		“Goddess, it’s an honor to be at your home.”

		

		He bowed slightly, unsure of the amount of submission he should display in public.

		

		“Have a seat,” she gestured, “and meet Ryan.”

		

		The men shook hands sheepishly while secretly sizing up each other.

		

		“This is your partner in crime for your first foray into submission, boys.”

		

		They nodded while glancing at each other peripherally.

		

		“Have a lemonade.”

		

		It wasn’t an offer but a directive.

		

		Michael reached for the frosty glass and automatically sipped, though he didn’t care for lemonade.

		

		Serena provided drinks as a way to assert her dominance in a casual way but also to give them something to do with their hands.

		

		She enjoyed watching her pets squirm but everything took its due course. When domming two, it was more important that the boys achieved a quiet trust and acceptance before proceeding.

		

		Sometimes she skipped that step if she was short on time or feeling extra sadistic.

		

		That Wednesday, though, she had all afternoon. The chef wouldn’t start cooking for three hours, and Julius wouldn’t be home before seven.

		

		Besides, Serena took a special pleasure in training the highly submissive ones. She savored the breaking-in period, where she watched them struggle against their submissive impulses.

		

		She eagerly awaited the point where they broke and embraced their true selves.

		

		Serena provided a brief history of each man as a way to break the ice and to establish her control.

		

		The men politely sipped and nodded.

		

		Serena was in a flowing, forest green shawl, which covered a white half-shirt and white capris. Her midriff and feet were bare. Her long, red hair hung in wavy tresses.

		

		Both men were taken with her beauty, and neither could believe their luck.

		

		“I trust you’ve both read over the manners list and have done your homework as it relates to manscaping?”

		

		Serena gave first-timers a choice of being trimmed or going bare. But she absolutely refused to deal with a jungle.

		

		Most newbs opted to trim because it wasn’t as drastic of a change. Plus, it was easily justified to a wife or significant other.

		

		“Yes, Goddess,” they both assured her.

		

		“Good boys.” She took time to beam at both of them. “Leave your drinks here and follow me.”

		

		She walked them past the bright yellow living room to the left and the vast, stainless steel kitchen on the right; both immaculately clean.

		

		Then, she opened a door and descended the stairs without looking back. Once in the basement, she stepped to the side, and the boys flattened their backs against the wall.

		

		“There’s the door, boys,” she pointed with her head. “You get into position and wait while I put on something more appropriate.”

		

		Without waiting for an answer, Serena walked up the stairs and swayed her ass, knowing the boys would be watching.

		

		* * * *

		

		Serena took her time. In fact, she never rushed. A large part of the excitement for her subs was the anticipation. She knew the boys would strip and get into position to await her return.

		

		She also knew they’d discreetly check out each other’s package.

		

		For first-time sessions, Serena wore green leather. Her favorite was black, but it tended to be under-appreciated by the boys, who were in sensory overload just from being naked and in child’s pose.

		

		She debated about her heels since there was a nine-inch height disparity between the boys. Normally, she opted to wear heels that would make her taller than the sub.

		

		Confident that both boys would be repeat clients, Serena settled on two-inch-heeled boots. She would be taller than Michael the next time. Besides, first-time sessions didn’t require them to be vertical.

		

		Serena savored the descent down the cement stairs. She’d taken precaution to soundproof the dungeon from the rest of the house but the concrete steps added sound specifically so the subs could hear her approaching heels.

		

		The boys’ heart rates increased as they heard her walk down the hallway.

		

		As always, she hesitated when she got to the door. She made herself count to ten as she imagined their thoughts.

		

		When she turned the handle, her smile was wide.

		

		The dungeon was windowless and lit by torches. Before their arrival, the boys had been sent email instructions to light them before getting into position.

		

		The walls were ten-foot-wide alternating blocks of leather and concrete, floor-to-ceiling. Sconces, cabinets and/or shelves adorned the cement parts, while a variety of restraining devices were attached to the leather ones.

		

		Leather, high-backed, throne-like chairs and dog crates of different sizes were scattered around the room.

		

		The center housed several tables, stocks and mechanical devices. Chains and ropes hung from the ceiling at various points.

		

		The far corner sported a mini kitchen. There were also two additional water fountains to break up the large room.

		

		Serena had insisted upon them because her clients’ well-being was her primary responsibility, even before the kink.

		

		Her builder had indicated, per commercial code, that she was only required to have one, and the kitchen would suffice.

		

		But the builder hadn’t known he was building a dungeon.

		

		Serena had carefully used several contractors and only trusted the final ones with the finishing touches.

		

		She was also aware of the demands she placed on her subs. And walking, or crawling, an additional ten feet to get hydrated could make a huge difference.

		

		Serena glanced at the two boys, who formed a V at the entrance, before walking between them to a cabinet halfway across the room.

		

		Walking slowly back, she smiled when Ryan shuddered slightly.

		

		She placed a foot in front of each of their heads and dragged a cane across their backs and buttocks.

		

		“I’m pleased to see such advanced first-timers. Both of you kept your heads down the entire time,” Serena told them. “What good boys.”

		

		“Thank you, Goddess,” they replied.

		

		“And very good manners, too. I don’t know that I’ve ever had a more positive first-time opening, boys,” she cooed.

		

		In truth, she often used that opening line. It settled the subs’ jitters and made them feel special.

		

		Praising them together created a union and removed the need for competition.

		

		At that point.

		

		She would introduce competition at a later time.

		

		Additionally, part of being a good domme was promoting self-esteem.

		

		Her other motivation was not as altruistic: She wanted to break them when they were whole and not wavering.

		

		To claim them when they freely gave themselves was much more satisfying than when they felt like they had no choice.

		

		Because there was always a choice.

		

		It was the conscious, unfiltered, depraved choice that gave Serena what she needed.

		

		She watched for them to make eye contact with silent praise as they chorused, “Thank you, Goddess.”

		

		“You’ve continued to keep your eyes averted. You’re exceeding my expectations already, boys.”

		

		“Thank you, Goddess.”

		

		“For that, you’ve earned yourselves a treat. You may sit up and look at me.”

		

		Ryan and Michael gasped and their jaws dropped when they took in Serena’s outfit.

		

		Her green eyes nearly glowed from the leather, and gave her a super heroine aura.

		

		That aura coupled with the casual way she bent the cane amplified her power.

		

		Each sub knew he would do whatever she asked, no matter what side of their limits the request fell. It wasn’t a conscious thought but a cumulative understanding of their Dominant/submissive relationship.

		

		Serena gave them some time to stare before she demanded, “Tell me what you think of the outfit, Ryan.”

		

		“Goddess, you’re so beautiful, more so than I could’ve imagined. I’m in awe.”

		

		“And Michael?”

		

		“Goddess, I... there are no words to satisfactorily convey my feelings about your celestial beauty.”

		

		“Wow,” she touched the cane under Ryan’s chin and then Michael’s. “You’re both ahead of the curve... and poetic.”

		

		She smiled at them until they averted their eyes.

		

		Taking a step forward, she patted their heads. “Let’s get on with the lesson, shall we? I have a feeling today is going to be a great day for all three of us!”

		

		She tapped the cane against her thigh. “C’mon, boys. Crawl to me.”

		

		Walking past them to a platform chair in the center of the room, she glanced back to watch them crawl.

		

		Built into the seat base was a one-foot box, which housed an assortment of drawers. The chair legs were affixed to a six-inch platform. While the structure was locked in place, the bottom had retractable wheels for easy mobility.

		

		The material on top of the platform was the same rubber matting used in fitness centers.

		

		Picking up her pace, she reached the chair. Tapping the cane against the thick, wooden legs, she called, “Faster! You should always keep track of me and keep up with me.”

		

		“Yes, Goddess,” they replied as they crawled faster.

		

		Serena sat in the chair, her face cold, her right hand tapping the side of the chair like an angry cat’s tail.

		

		The boys took one, small glance and felt the Goddess’ mood change. In unison, they curled into child’s pose at her feet.

		

		As soon as she made them comfortable, it was important to immediately switch things up and remind them who was in charge.

		

		“Sit up.”

		

		“Yes, Goddess.”

		

		“Your pace was dismal. Neither one of you are going to make it as a sub of mine if you can’t even keep up with a basic crawl.”

		

		“Yes, Goddess.”

		

		“Both of you will need to crawl again back to the beginning and then to me. You will be timed together.”

		

		She took out a stopwatch and began to time them.

		

		Ryan and Michael kept pace and silently encouraged each other, working together to return to Serena in a respectable time.

		

		As they slid into an upright position, they looked at her like eager puppies.

		

		“That was horrible. Again!”

		

		When they got into position again, they were winded.

		

		Serena clicked the stopwatch with a flourish and cocked her head. “Well, it’s an improvement, but definitely something you’ll have to work on.”

		

		“Yes, Goddess.”

		

		They were pleased to have improved and sought to do better.

		

		“It’s pathetic that you need a water break so soon, but go get a drink.”

		

		The boys muttered “sorry, Goddess,” and scrambled to the nearest fountain.

		

		When they returned, her tone had softened.

		

		“I’m about to start the training. As I’ve stated, this is entirely voluntary. If anything up to this point has changed your mind about proceeding, you are free to leave now. No questions and no refunds. The choice is yours.”

		

		She paused but the boys said nothing.

		

		Pointing the cane in Ryan’s face, she asked, “Ryan, what do you choose to do?”

		

		“Goddess Serena, I choose to stay and train, please.”

		

		She turned the cane to Michael and asked the same question.

		

		“I, too, choose to stay and train, if it pleases you, Goddess Serena.”

		

		“Your choice pleases me. From here on out you will no longer have first names and you will answer to whatever I choose to call you.”

		

		“Yes, Goddess.”

		

		“I’ve told you that service begins at the bottom. You will both demonstrate your commitment to me as your Goddess by worshiping my feet,” she raised her legs, “beginning with the heel. You will support my leg as you lick my heels. Commence!”

		

		Each boy carefully secured her leg over their shoulder before getting to work on her heel.

		

		Serena had a level of progression she followed. The first training session was mild, and her heels were clean. She preferred to watch subs lick longer heels, but Michael was tall. The two-inch heels were square and provided a larger mass to lick, so it was a consolation.

		

		It was Ryan’s first D/s experience, and he nearly came the second his tongue touched her heel. He found it both liberating and constricting at the same time.

		

		Michael had a brief dalliance with D/s play in college, though nothing to the level of Serena. For him, being ordered and degraded felt like coming home.

		

		Both of them worked hard to please Serena and took their licking and cleaning seriously. Neither one thought of stopping. In fact, they were surprised when she moved on, thinking it had only been a few seconds.

		

		Serena had timed them for three minutes. She carefully planned the timing of her orders to create a delicious balance of broken yet freely-given submission.

		

		“You did that marginally well. You may move to the top of the foot.”

		

		After that section, she repeated the sequence with her ankle, leg, knee, and top of the thigh, where the boots ended.

		

		With each section, each of the boys became lost in his own sub-space... and loved it. Their minds were cleared of societal pressures, responsibilities and everyday stress.

		

		As they freed themselves from daily life, they gave themselves over to Serena’s power.

		

		It was during that part when Serena generally became bored. It was a process the subs needed to go through individually, and she had learned that timing was important. It was why she monitored it with the stopwatch and didn’t interfere.

		

		She really didn’t get anything out of watching them lick her boots.

		

		But every minute was important as the subs sank further into their submission.

		

		When they got closer to the top, Serena crashed her cane on their cheeks, shoulders and arms as she berated them.

		

		“You missed a spot!”

		

		“Did you ever think you’d get this low to want to lick someone’s boots?”

		

		“You’d better not be getting hard!”

		

		Serena purposefully waited until that point to make the first comment about their genitals. Aside from a few taps with the cane, everything had been in the mind.

		

		“You’ve reached the top. I didn’t think you’d ever make it. Sit up.”

		

		She didn’t give them time to rethink the situation. Too much head space was never a good thing, especially at the beginning.

		

		“What good boys I have.”

		

		“Thank you, Goddess.”

		

		Twisting her legs to different angles, she inspected her boots as the boys nervously watched.

		

		“They look much better. Usually first-timers don’t get them this clean. I think you’ve earned yourselves a reward. How does that sound, boys?”

		

		“Good, Goddess,” Ryan panted.

		

		“I’m glad to have pleased you, Goddess,” Michael one-upped... though his intention was merely to serve and not compete.

		

		“If you were given your choice of reward, what would it be?”

		

		When they opened their mouths, Serena spoke first.

		

		“Don’t tell me what it would be because I didn’t ask. I only posed the question for you to think.”

		

		The boys closed their mouths. Ryan’s first thought was how it would feel to have Serena sucking his cock and how it would look with her red hair against his tanned skin.

		

		Michael envisioned Serena parting her legs for him to lick her to ecstasy. He then wondered what her mound looked like; whether it was bare or had red hair.

		

		Serena permitted them one minute with their thoughts, and kept a keen eye on their laps. It generally didn’t take longer than that for twitching to occur.

		

		“Rise!” She always laughed inwardly at the double meaning.

		

		The boys stood and covered their erections with their hands.

		

		“Hands at your sides! I shouldn’t have to tell you that. You don’t get any privacy here, and you don’t get to hide anything from me!”

		

		As they dropped their hands and gaze, Serena scoffed.

		

		“You weren’t given permission to get hard. It must’ve been a helluva reward you thought of to get you that hard, boys... against my specific instruction to not get hard.”

		

		She waited a couple beats to make them squirm.

		

		“I’m not going to ask for your reward options because I don’t care. You don’t get to choose. I do. Plus, you’re so new into training that I seriously doubt you came up with a reward that would please me instead of you.”

		

		“Yes, Goddess,” they breathed.

		

		When she used to ask subs for thoughts, the results were split fifty-fifty between them pleasing her or themselves. So, she stopped asking because the only thing that mattered was her control.

		

		For those who chose a submissive reward, they were reinforced by her comment. For the others, they were admonished and redirected.

		

		“Besides, cleaning a nearly-clean boot hardly justifies any substantial reward, anyway.”

		

		The added zinger was a far more efficient way of reinforcing their submission.

		

		Ryan felt completely inadequate for thinking of a reward that would please himself... on top of not realizing the reward shouldn’t even be that great. He vowed that whatever the reward was, he would be extra appreciative to make up for his errors.

		

		Michael was initially proud for having thought of a reward that would give pleasure to the Goddess. But her second comment made him conclude that his reward would have given himself pleasure as well... plus, it was too great a reward for such a small task. He vowed to focus more on the Goddess’ needs.

		

		“Since it took you so long to clean the boots, my feet have gotten hot and sweaty. Therefore, your reward will be to remove my boots and lick--at my command--my toes, feet and legs to the same level of cleanliness.”

		

		“Yes, Goddess.”

		

		No matter how subs felt about feet before the session, all of them happily lapped up the chance to please her after being put in their place.

		

		Serena duplicated the same time allotment and commands. With the bare feet, however, the time was shorter so that she didn’t get carried away, because she loved to be licked.

		

		When they reached her upper thigh, she extended the time to tease them.

		

		The position enabled the boys to catch wafts of her scent. The longer they licked above her knee, the more hope crept in that they’d be allowed to keep licking upward.

		

		Serena knew how long it took for the hope to be replaced by eager anticipation. And it wasn’t until five seconds after that point that she ordered them to rise.

		

		When they covered their erections that time, she swatted their hands hard enough to leave a red line from the base of the index knuckle to their wrist.

		

		They moved their hands to their sides with exclamations of pain.

		

		“And here I thought the two of you were my quick, little learners,” she sighed.

		

		They hung their heads.

		

		“Well, I can see I’ve overestimated both of you, and I have to control my cocks myself.”

		

		At the mention of “my cocks” both of them pulsed.

		

		Serena opened another drawer and extracted two plastic cages she’d previously set, according to the measurements the boys had emailed her.

		

		For first-time sessions, it was easier and more economical to use the plastic, fit-all cages. Many clients hadn’t ever been caged before and the thrill outweighed the discomfort.

		

		Men had expressed the desire to continue their “relationship” in between visits. So, Serena had branched into findom, though she preferred to call it “having a Goddess at home” or “the visiting Goddess”.

		

		When the kink culture caught up with her, she changed her website to “keyholder services”.

		

		From the plastic cage use in the first-time sessions, ninety-five percent of her clients upgraded to online keyholder services.

		

		For an additional upcharge, she would help select the best fit for the sub. It was done through email exchanges--which Serena copied and pasted--discussing the pros and cons of each device.

		

		Then, she would have them take measurements and go shopping. Once the cage was selected and in place, she put them on a schedule of checking in with photos.

		

		Her keyholder service was an easy generator of funds without taking up her time, because the majority of the exchange was conducted through preprogrammed emails... which marked the check-ins as opened, to the unknowing delight of her clients.

		

		Ryan and Michael couldn’t wait to experience chastity at the hands of Goddess Serena. Neither had been caged before so, when she held up the two devices, both of them throbbed.

		

		“Here you go,” she tossed the cages. “Lock up my cocks.”

		

		Of course, the boys fumbled with opening the packages and then couldn’t fit the cages over their hard cocks.

		

		Serena never got tired of watching her subs fail to cage their hard-ons. She always expected subs to pre-educate with Google, thereby diminishing her pleasure.

		

		But they wanted to have their first experience with the Goddess.

		

		“Having trouble, boys?” she grinned.

		

		“No, Goddess,” they answered to please her.

		

		She let them make fools of themselves for another minute before she inquired, “Do you need my assistance?”

		

		“I’m sure we can get it...” Ryan glanced at Michael and was relieved to see the same struggle.

		

		Michael caught the glance, had a similar relief and added, “...but I’m sure we could always use your assistance, Goddess.”

		

		Serena smiled at Michael and shifted her gaze to Ryan.

		

		“Y-yes, Goddess, we could.”

		

		“I’m here to help,” she smiled at Ryan.

		

		She stood and gestured behind the chair.

		

		“Lie down on the tables behind the chair here, and place your cage on your chest. I’ll need to get something to take care of it for you,” she smiled again and deliberately stared at their poles and licked her lips.

		

		She waited for the boys to get into place--with their heads pointed to the back of the dungeon--before walking to the kitchenette and back.

		

		Again, she walked slowly to build anticipation.

		

		All chastity-craving subs thought they were about to get a blow job.

		

		As she approached their tables, their cocks pulsed, and she could see the shine of precum on both tips.

		

		“Are you ready?” she asked sweetly.

		

		They looked up at her leather bodice and saw her tits threatening to spill... and pulsed again.

		

		“Yes, Goddess,” they practically whispered.

		

		“Good. I’m going to do you both at the same time.”

		

		“Yes, Goddess.”

		

		“Three... two... one,” she counted down.

		

		Their final throb was enveloped in an ice pack. Once the sensation reached their brains, they both screamed.

		

		When the session was with a solo sub, Serena dunked his cock into an ice bucket. Because she needed the surprise to happen at the same time with two of them, she resorted to stretchable ice packs that had fabric on the outside. The kind found at any drug store.

		

		She held onto the pack until it started to get warm. She could release it sooner with the same effect but their faces wore the shock longer than their dicks held their erections.

		

		Adept with affixing plastic cages in record time, Serena had both boys locked before the shock was gone.

		

		“There now. How does that feel?” she asked Ryan first.

		

		“Um... fine, I think... Goddess.”

		

		“And yours?” she turned to Michael.

		

		“Yeah, fine. Thank you, Goddess.”

		

		“Whatsa matter, boys?” she looked from one to the other and feigned concern. “Ohhh, did you think I was gonna...” she lowered her eyebrows into a frown. “Because that would be me serving you!”

		

		“N-no, Goddess.”

		

		“Good. Now that I’m controlling my cocks, we can continue with our lesson. Follow me back into your previous positions.”

		

		She slowly walked back to her chair.

		

		It provided the time for the boys to really feel their new cages. They would be excited but prevented from getting hard... which would also get them excited.

		

		“On your knees,” she ordered sternly.

		

		They knelt and moved their hands to their sides.

		

		“Good, I see you’re learning.”

		

		“Thank you, Goddess.”

		

		“This session is to get you used to putting your Goddess’ feelings first. Most boys need the cage, to be honest. It’s why I have them. But if you’re really interested in being the best sub ever, you’ll want to extend our session and take advantage of my online keyholding services.

		

		“It’s best for long-distance training. I’ll tell you more about it at the end... but you’ll get emails and directions from me, along with homework and reporting accountability. I highly recommend it as a way to speed up your progress and build on this session.

		

		“For now, though, you’re caged because you couldn’t put my needs before your own. A true and obedient sub knows his place... and that place is beneath his Goddess. Whatever she wants comes first. Always. No matter what.”

		

		She paused so they could say, “yes, Goddess.”

		

		“I’ve taken time outta my day to transfer my knowledge to you but, because you were so naughty, it’s now time that I take what I want.”

		

		She slid her legs apart and revealed that her bodice was held together by two snaps.

		

		“One of the best ways to please your Goddess... aside from doing whatever she wants... is servicing her orally.”

		

		She traced her index finger from her knee, up her inner thigh, and circled the snaps.

		

		The boys’ faces were twin images of pure lust... which turned to pain as the cages served as reminders that they were no longer free to get hard.

		

		Serena loved their lust-filled-pain expressions as she unsnapped her bodysuit.

		

		For thirty seconds, there was nothing but silence as she watched their eyes fixate on her pussy.

		

		“Each of you said you had oral skills with no one to receive them. You’ll each have one minute to show me what you’ve got. And I’ll only say this once. No hands, no words, no moaning. Understood?”

		

		“Yes, Goddess.”

		

		“You, boy,” she tapped Ryan’s shoulder. “You’ll start first.”

		

		She tapped the platform in front of her and said, “Here.”

		

		As Ryan got into place, Serena turned to Michael and instructed, “You don’t get the benefit of observation. Turn around.” She circled her cane.

		

		Once Michael’s back was to her, she tapped Ryan’s cheek. “Hands behind your back and begin.” She clicked the stopwatch.

		

		For sixty seconds, the only sounds were Ryan’s licking and slurping.

		

		Serena had trained herself to leave her body and to not react. Her longest session was two minutes and forty seconds... but she preferred not to continually test herself, especially during training sessions.

		

		So, Ryan received zero direction as to his technique... and it was unnerving.

		

		Michael experienced the exact same thing.

		

		Both thought they’d rather not be performing if she didn’t enjoy it.

		

		While they started relatively well, the effect of the exercise messed with their minds, and they finished equivalent to a teenager’s first attempt.

		

		They were on their knees on the platform after each one had his chance.

		

		“Just like a man, thinking he’s better than he really is. I’ve got one word to describe the quality of both of those performances: Pathetic!”

		

		“Sorry, Goddess,” they mumbled.

		

		She moved into the humiliation phase... an aspect which held a growing appeal for Serena. After years of mind games and instruction, she had become bored.

		

		Two years back, a sub had specifically requested to be humiliated, and she assured him it was included with all first-time appointments.

		

		Humiliation was a natural part of D/s sessions.

		

		But that sub had wanted it to the extreme level. He wanted to be mentally and emotionally eviscerated.

		

		She had attempted his fantasy but it hadn’t felt right. When he explained that he wanted her to break him completely and put him back together in her perfect-sub mold, she told him that’s not what her business was about.

		

		And she had fired him.

		

		Since that time, however, she had experimented with humiliation and was drawn to it.

		

		“The next time you’re asked if you’re good at something, your answer should be, ‘You would be the best judge of it, Goddess.’ Because the Goddess knows best. Always.”

		

		“Yes, Goddess.”

		

		“Yet again, I have to instruct you before I can get any pleasure. So I’ll call you up individually and critique you and direct you. Then you’ll switch back and forth every few minutes. While you’re not face-to-face with my pussy, you’re going to pay attention to the other... because what’s your goal, boy?”

		

		“To pleasure you, Goddess,” Ryan answered.

		

		“To do anything you desire, Goddess,” Michael spoke over Ryan.

		

		“See that you do.”

		

		As they carried out her directions, she demeaned them.

		

		“You have been taught that men are superior but now you know that women are.”

		

		“Only a woman can teach you how to properly worship a pussy.”

		

		The ultimate for Ryan was, “maybe this is why your wife doesn’t spread her legs for you anymore.”

		

		For Michael, it was, “Maybe this is why your wife really left you.”

		

		Serena reigned in the humiliation for first-timers because she didn’t want to break them too quickly. Consequently, she used her stopwatch to ensure she didn’t go over ten minutes.

		

		Once she hit that mark, she timed another ten minutes to soothe their fragile egos with praise.

		

		She noticed a cycle that occurred every time. The start of the humiliation brought out their best techniques but, when the humiliation went beyond a certain point, their technique lapsed.

		

		Switching to positive reinforcement immediately increased their desire and ability to please her. D/s was a balancing act, after all.

		

		The culmination of the exercise was to have both of them work together to bring her over the edge.

		

		Her secret agenda, of course, was to ensure that didn’t happen. She stared at the timer counting backwards from two minutes and dissociated herself from the pleasure between her legs.

		

		“Time’s up,” she clicked the watch. “I’ve given you Broadway lessons, but the thanks I get amounts to a community theater performance.”

		

		“Sorry, Goddess,” they said while licking their mouths.

		

		“You’re not worthy enough to lick my pussy juices. Wipe it off with your fingers and rub it on your balls. Now!”

		

		“Yes, Goddess.”

		

		Naturally, when they touched their balls, their arousal grew... with no means of relief.

		

		“Back on the floor.” She caned their balls. “I’ll have to do it myself because you’re worthless!”

		

		She opened another drawer and removed a vibrator.

		

		“Keep your heads down!”

		

		She purposefully kept them facing her because she knew it would be more painful for them to be able to glimpse snippets of their denial.

		

		As she pleasured herself with the vibrator, she exaggerated her reactions, including the climax.

		

		“You weren’t permitted to get aroused, let alone watch!” she yelled while staring at the puddles in front of the boys.

		

		The cage, the denial, the up and down with their emotions, and the porn-quality performance of Serena’s orgasm always created puddles.

		

		She counted on it.

		

		“Sorry, Goddess.”

		

		There was an electronic music sound.

		

		“What’s that noise?” she demanded.

		

		“It... it sounds like a phone?” Ryan offered.

		

		“Which one of you had the audacity bring a phone in here and leave it on?!”

		

		“It, um, actually sounds like it’s coming from the back, Goddess,” Michael offered.

		

		Serena listened to the sound again.

		

		“It is mine. It’s only for emergencies, and only a few people have that number. While I check it out, both of you need to lick up your spills. Now!”

		

		Serena was more pissed than concerned at the phone, especially since she wouldn’t get to watch them clean up. She’d only recently added that element of humiliation to the first-time session.

		

		“This had better be an emergency,” she answered the phone.

		

		“I’m sorry, Serena. I know you’re in a session... so you probably don’t know... but I won’t be able to make it to cook dinner tonight,” the chef told her.

		

		“What do you mean--”

		

		Just then, her phone buzzed again, and she saw it was Julius.

		

		“That’s Julius, so I’ll talk to you later... when you make my dinner!”

		

		She switched lines as the chef was saying, “But I can’t--”

		

		“What, Julius?!”

		

		“Serena, are you still in session?”

		

		“Of course I am!”

		

		“Something weird’s going on--”

		

		“You can tell me about your mom later--”

		

		“Serena, wait! Remember we read about that virus?”

		

		“The beer one?”

		

		“Yeah, we made fun of the Coronavirus... well, apparently it’s spread to the United States, and New Orleans is a hotspot.”

		

		“Again, you can tell me later--”

		

		“I can’t, Serena. The governor just issued a lockdown for the entire state. I can’t leave my mom... she has it. They’re saying it can take up to fourteen days before you start to show any symptoms. To be safe, you need to stay in the house for fourteen days.”

		

		“What?!”

		

		“And your clients, they’re gonna hafta stay with you, too.”

		

		“This is just outta hand now.”

		

		“It’s the safest thing to do.”

		

		“I only have one more section to the session. So I’ll just end it now and kick ‘em out.”

		

		“You can’t, Serena. There’s nowhere for them to go. And because you and I saw my mom two days ago, you may already be infected... and they could become infected from that. You all have to stay put.”

		

		“I don’t believe this.”

		

		“Look it up. It’s on all the stations. I’ve gotta get to the store before everyone else takes everything. I plan on getting some toilet paper because I bet no one will think of that!

		

		“But you could work this into a Dom/sub game and make them get stuff for you. Yeah, I mean, like, you could make the two weeks into one big indoctrination session!”

		

		“I’ve gotta go,” she sighed.

		

		“I’ll call you later, Goddess.”

		

		“Yeah.”

		

		Serena immediately typed “New Orleans lockdown” into a browser and learned that Julius had been telling the truth. It seemed surreal.

		

		She glanced back at Ryan and Michael, who were still actively licking their already-cleaned spots.

		

		Snapping her bodysuit into place, she walked back to them, as she processed the new development.

		

		“Good,” she said half-heartedly as she took her place on the chair. “Sit up.”

		

		“Have you guys heard of the Coronavirus?”

		

		They were confused and looked at each other... unsure as to how that kind of question could be taken for kink.

		

		“No, I mean, we’re taking a break from the scene for a sec. Sit on your ass or something.”

		

		They sat cross-legged and looked to her for guidance.

		

		“Have you heard of it?”

		

		“Yes, Goddess.”

		

		“Apparently it’s really bad...” she started.

		

		She explained the situation and fielded Ryan’s protestations. Ryan was married and was afraid of getting caught, having to remain in the Goddess’ house for the two-week period.

		

		Michael, on the other hand, didn’t have anyone to answer to.

		

		“...so my chef can’t come and I need dinner. Therefore, you guys are going to go to the grocery store and get some provisions... and then make dinner. We’re all in lockdown together, and this is going to be one long D/s session... the fee of which will be relaxed.”

		

		Their furtive glaces caused Serena to add, “Meaning, everything will be included as you stay here... and at the end of the two weeks, you can decide how much it was worth to you. Sound fair?”

		

		“Yes, Goddess!”

		

		* * * *

		

		Ryan was able to call his wife and let her know he was okay. He also said the company was paying for the hotel and expenses for the two-week period.

		

		Serena caught the tail-end of the conversation when Ryan assured her that he’d call daily. It irked Serena because she hadn’t planned for outside contact.

		

		Hell, she hadn’t planned for a two-week sub-fest, either.

		

		She needed time to think... but she had to take care of essentials first.

		

		“Can either of you cook?”

		

		“Yes, Goddess,” they both responded.

		

		“You, boy,” she pointed to Michael, “you’re gonna sit in the kitchen and Skype with my chef. He’ll walk you through a two-week menu of dishes and snacks. Then, you’ll take your car and go to the supermarket with this,” she handed him a credit card and a tablet, with her chef’s head on the screen.

		

		“I’ll call the store and let ‘em know you’re authorized to use it. They know me there and take care of my staff.”

		

		“Yes, Goddess.” Michael took the tablet into the kitchen.

		

		“And you, boy,” she turned to Ryan, “are going to clean up the dungeon. You’ll find everything you need in the kitchenette. When you’re done, clean up the lemonade from the porch and anything else in the sink. If you get done before the other sub gets back, just wait in the kitchen. Help him when he gets back.

		

		“I’m going to my room and don’t wish to be disturbed until dinner is ready. Understood?”

		

		“Yes, Goddess.”

		

		* * * *

		

		Once in her room, Serena flipped on the dungeon’s monitor and observed Ryan. She wasn’t expecting anything out of the ordinary; nor did she see it.

		

		Satisfied, she then took a long, hot shower to clear her head... only to have it fogged again when deciding what to wear.

		

		She only had two types of outfits: Dominatrix attire and loosely flowing garments.

		

		Not easily defeated, Serena realized that dominance was far more a mental state than it was what she wore. She chose a red, T-shirt dress that reached her ankles, and a pair of red sandals with a three-inch heel.

		

		It placed her eight inches taller than Ryan and one inch shorter than Michael. She would make sure she didn’t stand next to Michael very often.

		

		She slid the keys to their cages onto a necklace.

		

		Then, she focused on the need to keep the men separated as much as possible so they didn’t form a union. But she realized they wouldn’t... they were one hundred percent submissive. Plus, they each had indicated bi-curious on their initial paperwork as well as being open and ready for humiliation.

		

		What was once surreal, panic-laden and miserable turned into a sparklingly kinky adventure.

		

		She sat at her desk to figure out a game plan.

		

		Two hours later, Ryan knocked lightly on her door.

		

		“Yes?” she called from the bed, where she’d been resting.

		

		“Goddess, dinner is nearly ready.”

		

		“Says who?” She wanted to know how they were addressing one another.

		

		“He... Mike... um... I’m not really sure what our titles should be, Goddess, but I’m referring to your other sub, the one that you sent to the store.”

		

		Serena smiled. As a careful collector and analyzer of data, she wondered whether total captivity would shorten the time it took to break a sub.

		

		“You’re both subs or pets or slaves or whatever else I feel like calling you. To each other, you will be brother subs,” she said to the closed door.

		

		“Yes, Goddess.”

		

		“I’ll be out shortly.”

		

		“Yes, Goddess.”

		

		They had orders to get her at a specific time, but she moved when she wanted. To follow him wouldn’t be dominant. Dominance was to make them wait.

		

		Plus, she realized her email keyholder program wasn’t designed for in-person interaction. She needed to come up with a way to make it work.

		

		To pass the time before she could go to dinner, she aimlessly opened drawers. She discovered many long-lost items.

		

		The answer came to her as she eyed her colored dice.

		

		She instantly felt more in control. There were plenty of things that needed to be done around the house. COVID-19 provided her with a rare, live-in slave opportunity.

		

		* * * *

		

		Serena walked to the dining room because that’s where her meals were served. Her kitchen was a large square with a center island that had a raised shelf/table with bar stools.

		

		That’s where her employees ate.

		

		She smiled at the savory aromas... but then stopped dead.

		

		“WHAT is going on here?!”

		

		The boys rushed in from the kitchen, ready to defend their Goddess from whatever issue she faced... but they saw nothing amiss.

		

		“Goddess?”

		

		“You were asked a question.”

		

		“It’s just supper, Goddess,” Michael responded, wiping his hands on a towel.

		

		“I can see that it’s supper, but why are there three place settings at this table?!”

		

		The boys glanced at each other and grimaced.

		

		“Sorry, Goddess,” Ryan said.

		

		“It’s just that we thought that since we’re all here together...” Michael began but stopped.

		

		“We’re here because of circumstances; not because you’re invited guests. You’ve agreed to continue your training... an opportunity, I might point out, that many people would pay tens of thousands of dollars if they had that chance.”

		

		“Yes, Goddess.”

		

		“There’s a hierarchy here. I’m at the top of it. Along with my needs and wishes. After that is food, security and fitness. After that is the furniture, my clothes, the dungeon, and all of the play things. And then, after all of that, are the two of you. At the very bottom.”

		

		“Yes, Goddess.”

		

		“You don’t eat until after I do. And then, only after I’ve told you that you can eat.”

		

		“Yes, Goddess.”

		

		“Remove your plates and then come stand quietly behind me as I eat.”

		

		She did things during dinner to keep them focused, to remind them of their place and, most of all, to wait until their food got cold.

		

		“I need more salt...”

		

		“I want water without any ice in it...”

		

		“This is too salty...”

		

		“You’ve used the good China, which needs to be hand-washed. Wash mine and let me know when it’s done so I can inspect it before you put it away.”

		

		“Yes, Goddess.”

		

		She retired to the living room and pretended to be reading as she constructed mealtime protocols in her head.

		

		“Excuse me, Goddess, but the dishes are ready for your inspection whenever you’re ready.”

		

		“Thank you for letting me know.”

		

		She didn’t move or look up. They stood in silence and waited for three minutes.

		

		After rewashing a plate that had a spot on it, her place setting was put away.

		

		Serena badly wanted to order the subs to eat from the floor for acting like dogs but she knew it would be too much for day one.

		

		Her smile as she watched them eat cold salmon hid her excitement of what was to come. She stayed in the kitchen to make them uncomfortable.

		

		It worked.

		

		The subs ate in less than five minutes without communicating with each other.

		

		“When this kitchen has been returned to its former state, come into the living room and get into position. Await my instruction.”

		

		“Yes, Goddess.”

		

		When they returned to the living room that time, Serena was reading.

		

		She finished her article before she acknowledged them.

		

		“Well done, pets. I’ll be going over some rules, so position yourself around the coffee table, where your knees will be on the rug and not the hardwood.”

		

		“Thank you, Goddess.”

		

		“First of all, if either of you begins to feel feverish or like you’re coming down with a cold, I need to be told at the very instant you feel it, no matter what activity we’re engaged in.”

		

		“Yes, Goddess.”

		

		“I think it’s highly unlikely that any of us will get it, but we need to be safe.”

		

		She paused, and they nodded.

		

		“While you’re inside--which will be most of the time--you won’t have a use for any clothing. So you will strip now.”

		

		She waited for them to remove their clothes and get back into place.

		

		“I’m going to implement the keyholder program I spoke to you about earlier.” She twirled her necklace and smiled. “I’ve adapted it for our in-person lockdown. Here,” she handed them each an iPad.

		

		“Thank you, Goddess.”

		

		“You are not free to look around or surf the net. These belong to my other employees and are only on loan to you for this time.”

		

		“Thank you, Goddess.”

		

		“There will be many things you will do on your own that will require a computer. I’ll instruct you when you need to know. For now, though, any messages from me will show up in either a group chat or individually.”

		

		They nodded.

		

		“Aside from the place-setting mishap, dinner was very good, thank you.”

		

		“Thank you for the privilege of making it for you, Goddess,” Michael said.

		

		She ignored him.

		

		“Your names at this point are anything I feel like calling you... including colors.”

		

		She put two blue dice in front of Ryan and two green ones in front of Michael.

		

		“Yes, Goddess.”

		

		“Don’t lose these, for they are your reward center... or your punishment. You can read about the house rules on your own. Now, let’s have some fun! Follow me and bring your things.”

		

		The boys followed her into the dungeon, where she sat on the platform chair.

		

		“Dice out.”

		

		Once in place before her, they put their notebooks down and reached for the dice.

		

		“First, Blue will determine our activity. Roll a two through five, and it’s a night in the bathroom. Seven through nine means it’s a performance. And ten through twelve is Truth or Dare. Roll ‘em.”

		

		Ryan rolled double fives.

		

		“Truth or Dare.” She turned to Michael. “Okay, Green, your turn. You will determine how long the game will be. Roll one die. One to three are minutes: Four to six are hours.”

		

		Michael rolled a three.

		

		“Roll them both and multiply them together for the total minutes.”

		

		Michael rolled a six and a three.

		

		“Eighteen minutes, Goddess.”

		

		Serena set the timer and opened her notebook. “Blue, truth or dare?”

		

		“Um, truth, please.”

		

		“Have you ever kissed a guy?”

		

		“No.”

		

		“Do you want to?”

		

		“I thought there was only one ques... sorry, Goddess. I think I do.”

		

		“Green, truth or dare?”

		

		“Dare.”

		

		“Touch the sub’s nipples with both hands. Pinch, squeeze and caress them until I tell you to stop.”

		

		Ryan’s stomach contracted at the first touch, and he remained tense throughout the ninety seconds. Deep inside, he was glad for the cage, which concealed his arousal.

		

		“Blue?”

		

		“Yes, Goddess?”

		

		“Truth or dare... and don’t make me ask that again.”

		

		“Sorry, Goddess. Um, truth again, please, Goddess.”

		

		“Did you like what the other sub just did to you?”

		

		“Y-yes, Goddess.”

		

		“Green?”

		

		“Dare again, Goddess.”

		

		“Fondle that sub’s cage, balls and ass until I tell you to stop.”

		

		The game proceeded with Ryan answering gay-related truths and Michael doing gay-related dares.

		

		Right before time ran out, Serena escalated Michael’s dare by giving him Ryan’s key.

		

		“Remove his cage and stroke him until the timer goes off.”

		

		“Yes, Goddess.”

		

		“Oh, and Blue? No coming.”

		

		“Y-yes, Goddess.”

		

		For Michael, the feel of another man’s cock in his hands was more surreal than the COVID-19 lockdown. He took his time and felt every angle of it. He also kneaded it, and played with the tip. The buzzer sounded as he was about to get the balls into the mix.

		

		“Looks like you were saved by the buzzer, sub. You were told to stroke... nothing to do with the balls.”

		

		“Sorry, Goddess.”

		

		“Lock him back up before we move to the next game.”

		

		Michael fumbled with the cage, and Ryan explained how it worked.

		

		“Okay. Back to Blue to decide on the activity. This time around, the game will be switched to massage.”

		

		Ryan rolled a six. Then Michael rolled a four.

		

		“Looks like a performance in hours. For the hours, Green, you’ll just roll one die.”

		

		Michael rolled a one.

		

		Serena smiled. “For one hour, you will both perform for me. Stand before me so I can unlock you.”

		

		She uncaged them as she explained. “At all times, you are to keep at least one hand on your cock. I will instruct you what to do and at what speed. Then, you will do it until you receive the next direction. Got it?”

		

		“Yes, Goddess.”

		

		“Good... oh, and one more thing. Neither one of you will be allowed to come until I tell you.”

		

		She set the timer and settled into the chair. “Start stroking!”

		

		For fifteen minutes, Serena ordered them through speeding up, slowing down, and grabbing their balls.

		

		For the next fifteen minutes, she had them face each other and then walked them through the same types of orders. Only that time, they grabbed each other’s balls, nipples or buttocks.

		

		Another fifteen minutes was spent facing each other, and they were prompted with sentence starters to finish about the other. Like, I would like to “blank” with you. Or, when I first saw you, I thought about “blanking” you.

		

		Serena was entertained and was reminded of how much fun she used to have in her early days of domming. She had switched to online fun to accommodate more clients, which didn’t require her active participation.

		

		The last fifteen minutes, the boys answered the same types of questions about Serena until the timer sounded.

		

		“Time’s up. Put your cages back on.”

		

		When they looked at her expectantly, she added, “You were never going to be allowed to come tonight. The fact that you thought about yourselves just now shows how new to submission you really are.”

		

		“Sorry, Goddess.”

		

		“I have homework for you to do. But tonight was supposed to be a sex-filled evening with Julius. Since he isn’t here, you’ll both need to take care of me so I can fall asleep.”

		

		“Yes, Goddess.”

		

		She bunched her dress under her neck and leaned back. Blue here,” she pointed to her pussy, “and Green here,” she pointed to her breasts. “When I tell you to, you’ll start. When I say ‘switch’, you’ll put your fingers on the body part you’re going to next so that I’m constantly stimulated. Do you understand?”

		

		“Yes, Goddess.”

		

		“Start!”

		

		The subs tag-teamed Serena per her instructions until she came three times.

		

		Then, she stood up and smoothed her dress. “Get your notebooks, dice and cages and follow me.”

		

		She walked them to the guest room, which had one king-sized bed. “This is your room, boys. How and where you sleep in here is up to you. But before you go to sleep, you’ll need to review the house schedule, plan breakfast and write in your journals all about today. Be sure not to skip anything, and I’m especially interested in your thoughts; good or bad.”

		

		“Yes, Goddess.”

		

		“Make sure breakfast is ready by six-thirty. At seven, we have a virtual workout with my trainer.”

		

		“Yes, Goddess.”

		

		“And boys? No talking after you figure out the sleeping arrangement.”

		

		Serena walked into her bedroom and locked the door. She knew Julius would want her to lock it... and it was the first thing he said when she called him shortly after.

		

		* * * *

		

		Serena ate breakfast the next morning while her two subs stood naked behind her. When she was done, she gave them permission to heat up their food before eating it.

		

		Then, they retreated to the dungeon. Across from the kitchenette was a section devoted to fitness. The flooring was rubber matting, on top of which were two cabinets and several machines. Her trainer normally came to the house and led Serena through daily workouts customized for her needs.

		

		Because of COVID-19, he led the hour-long workout via Skype on the large flat-screen. Serena had messaged him the day before with her subs’ health records so he could incorporate tailored instruction.

		

		“This is our morning routine from now on,” she said after they were done.

		

		“Yes, Goddess,” they panted.

		

		“Each piece of equipment needs to be cleaned and sanitized. Then, you’ll need to do the same to the kitchen. After that, you may shower. While the other is showering, you will journal what you dreamt, if anything, and your thoughts on urinating while caged, the workout, and expectations for the rest of the day. Upload them when you’re done.

		

		“Before you shower, you’ll give yourself an enema. There are boxes with instructions under the sink.

		

		“I’m going to shower and read your entries. Then I have things to do... and you have projects to work on in your down time. Make sure you always keep your notebooks with you, along with your dice. I will message you when I need you.”

		

		“Yes, Goddess.”

		

		Serena peeled off her workout clothes and took a notebook into the sauna. She enjoyed reading her subs’ thoughts on chastity.

		

		They commented on the humiliation of being forced to sit on the toilet, but knew it pleased her. Also, they went into great detail about the strain they felt in being prevented from getting hard. Additionally, they also wrote about the discomfort of sleeping in a cage. It was painful and arousing at the same time because they knew she controlled every aspect of their lives at that point.

		

		Michael had considered asking to be unlocked before going to the store but had thought better of it. He reported feeling like he had a secret from everyone else while he shopped. The knowledge that he would be cooking for his Goddess pleased and aroused him.

		

		They both expressed gratitude and looked forward to the training they would receive during the two-week lockdown.

		

		Their journals ended with the excitement of experiencing another man... and both wished that the games had gone further.

		

		Serena grinned wickedly.

		

		She spent the majority of the morning in the living room reading. Every half-hour, the boys would send her pictures of their caged cock and whatever chore they were doing.

		

		Serena personally responded to each one by either commending their punctuality or pointing out how the chore was done incorrectly.

		

		At random times, she summoned them.

		

		“Show me your boi-pussies.”

		

		They both bent over and spread their cheeks.

		

		“I can tell neither of you have had an enema before. You’ll both need to redo it now.”

		

		“Yes, Goddess.”

		

		After the second inspection, ninety minutes later, she said the same thing.

		

		“Third time’s a charm,” she cooed when they spread for a third time.

		

		* * * *

		

		In the afternoon, Serena sent the boys to the dungeon. She watched on the monitor for five minutes to see whether they would break the rules.

		

		When neither one spoke nor lifted his head, she descended the stairs.

		

		“Get out your dice,” she commanded.

		

		Neither boy had them.

		

		“Didn’t I tell you not to lose them and to have them with you at all times?”

		

		“Well, you said not to lose them...” Ryan started.

		

		“Yes, Goddess. It’s our fault, sorry,” Michael finished.

		

		Ryan nodded.

		

		Serena retrieved a stopwatch. “You have one minute to bring them here and get back into position. Go!”

		

		They scrambled up the stairs and back.

		

		“Four seconds over, boys. Blue, roll one die to determine the punishment tool. Green, roll one to determine how many strokes.”

		

		“A paddle from Blue, and four... times three from Green.”

		

		“Yes, Goddess.”

		

		“It’s not the way I wanted to start this session,” she lied. “Bend over, and I’ll get the paddle.”

		

		“Yes, Goddess.”

		

		Serena wanted to get them into an extra submissive mindset before outlining her homework idea.

		

		She selected a thick, leather paddle, which quickly reddened their asses with six strikes to each cheek.

		

		“Keeping holding your ankles,” she said after reaching six on all four cheeks.

		

		She set the paddle down, took pictures of each boy’s ass and sent it to them.

		

		“You should have received the picture I just sent on your notebooks.”

		

		“Ummm...” they both looked at each other.

		

		“You don’t have your notebooks, either?!”

		

		“No, Goddess.”

		

		“You have fifty seconds this time to get back here or the twelve lashes will be done in the same spots!”

		

		The subs made it back in forty-eight seconds, albeit heavily panting.

		

		“Get a drink.”

		

		They sped to the water fountain and returned.

		

		“You may kneel instead of sitting cross-legged.”

		

		“Thank you, Goddess.”

		

		“Make sure you’re always within reach of your dice and your notebook, subs.”

		

		“Yes, Goddess.”

		

		“Open your chats.”

		

		The pair gasped as they viewed the deep red image of their backsides.

		

		“The reason my keyholder service is so popular is because there’s a naughtiness associated with taking pictures and sending them to me... while you’re away. I don’t think it has the same effect since we’re all under the same roof.

		

		“Plus, the program uses stop-and-drop reporting designed to catch you when you’re in delicate situations. Because we’re in lockdown, there isn’t any interaction with the outside world. And it’s not as humiliating to be summoned to the living room.

		

		“So, I’ve found a way to ramp it up. The dice will determine who you will send pictures to. Blue, roll ‘em both.”

		

		“Yes, Goddess.”

		

		Serena didn’t give them a chance to opt out. “Two to seven will have you reporting to Julius. Eight and up, and you’ll create your own social media blog.”

		

		The boys gulped as they stared at their fate... hoping not to see a large number yet pulsing against their cages with the opposite hope.

		

		“Four and three. Seven means you’re reporting to Julius... which is good because it’ll give him some fun, too. So, you have twelve minutes to explain why your ass looks the way it does and how you won’t let it happen again. You’re free to use captions and or stickers but you may not alter the picture in any way.

		

		“You’ll note that the pictures do not identify you. Should you choose to ‘out’ yourself, that’s up to you. But be careful with what you say. It should also be noted that Julius will have full control over whatever you send him. He’ll also be commenting on your entries, so you’ll get feedback.

		

		“Any questions from either of you?”

		

		“No, Goddess.”

		

		“Get to it!”

		

		Serena had already communicated the plan to Julius, who would be incorporated to increase the subs’ humiliation. The set-up allowed Serena to dig into her deep bag of devious tricks.

		

		“Find your own work space, then come back here after you’ve sent it.”

		

		Michael was the first one to return. The stinging to his ass screamed for attention, though he managed to keep his eyes averted and mouth closed.

		

		Serena waited for Ryan to return before she asked, “Why don’t I see a copy of what you sent?!”

		

		“Goddess,” Michael began, “you instructed us to send to Jul--”

		

		“I’m not sure what happened to the two of you from yesterday to today, but it should go without saying that since I’m the one doing the instruction and coming up with the homework, that everything you send should also come to me.”

		

		“Yes, Goddess. We’re sorry,” Michael looked at Ryan, who nodded, “and it won’t happen again.”

		

		“You’re idiots, is what you are.”

		

		She paused.

		

		“Send them now!”

		

		The boys pushed buttons on their screens and, immediately, Serena had four messages. One from each of the boys, and Julius’ responses.

		

		The Goddess read them and smiled.

		

		“Well, congratulations on not opening your message until you were told.”

		

		“Thank you, Goddess.”

		

		“Open it now.”

		

		Serena reveled in the subs’ horror as they read.

		

		“What a newb mistake! I don’t know that anyone’s been as dumb. I can’t believe Goddess has let you boneheads get away with only six smacks per cheek. You’re barely even marked! If it were up to me, I’d say you need three times that to make sure you don’t continue to make dumbass mistakes.”

		

		The boys didn’t know whether they were more horrified by the fact that Julius had seen their pictures or by his admonishment... or by the suggestion of more punishment.

		

		“Julius forgets that he made the same rookie mistakes. He’s punishment-heavy now... unless you think you’d benefit from additional beatings?”

		

		“No, Goddess--” Ryan said quickly.

		

		“I’d defer to your judgment, Goddess,” Michael said.

		

		“Yeah, your judgment, Goddess,” Ryan added.

		

		“You’ve already wasted enough time. I want the garage painted today. But we need to do crawling drills since you couldn’t keep up with me yesterday.”

		

		“Yes, Goddess.”

		

		Serena timed them. Every time they beat or matched their time, they were rewarded by being allowed to lick her pussy. She put obstacles in their path after the first drill, which increased their time. On those drills, they were paddled on their hands, nipples, backs, soles of the feet, and inner thighs.

		

		When the boys were worn out, Serena dismissed them to get drinks, get salve, and then to paint the garage.

		

		“Make sure you can hear incoming messages. From here on out, all of your check-in messages will go to Julius as well.”

		

		“Yes, Goddess.”

		

		Since they were naked, they kept the garage door closed and opened the high windows for ventilation.

		

		Serena monitored their progress. She would instruct them to send pictures with their cage over the paint can, a montage of them painting each other’s bodies, and one where they gave blow jobs to the paintbrush handle.

		

		She and Julius sent replies, which the boys could only read when Serena permitted it.

		

		Throughout the afternoon, Ryan and Michael became accustomed to having “an outsider” witness their humiliation. They also became more comfortable with each other’s nakedness during the painting exercise.

		

		Serena sent them a message to expedite the rest of the painting then report to the dungeon.

		

		While they finished, she dressed in a black leather ensemble and five-inch stilettos. She entered the room thirty seconds after they got into position.

		

		“Nice job on the garage, pets.”

		

		“Thank you, Goddess.”

		

		“And nice job overall with your separate instructions.”

		

		“Thank you, Goddess.”

		

		She ran her heel down each boy’s crack as she spoke. “I understand you’re both virgins?”

		

		“Yes, Goddess.”

		

		“That’s going to change right now. To be a true submissive, you must be ready to service your Goddess at any time, with all parts of your body.”

		

		“Yes, Goddess.”

		

		“Follow me.”

		

		The boys followed her onto the platform portion of the throne, where they were instructed to kneel.

		

		She slung her legs over the armrests. “Suck on my heels to get them good and lubed up.”

		

		“Yes, Goddess.”

		

		“You’re going to want to do it well because that’s the only lube you’re getting.”

		

		Even though the boys gulped, there was no real threat, since her heels were skinny. Serena loved to “deflower” her pets with the heels because it didn’t cause too much pain and a lot of humiliation.

		

		Since adding remote keyholder services, the opportunity to pop a pup’s cherry decreased. Serena looked forward to popping two at once.

		

		“When you think it’s good and lubed, stop sucking.”

		

		Ryan was the first to stop, and Serena had him turn around, and allowed Michael to watch.

		

		“Reach back and spread your cheeks for me, sub.”

		

		She circled her heel around the newly-cleaned star.

		

		“Brace yourself.”

		

		“Yes, Goddess,” he barely breathed.

		

		Serena slowly pushed against a force field. “You need to relax or it’s going to hurt, because I’m going in either way,” she warned.

		

		“Yes, Goddess.”

		

		Ryan had read stories about the first anal penetration, and the common tip was to push. He focused his energy on pushing.

		

		Serena’s entry was slow and steady. “That’s a good boy,” she cooed as her heel passed the initial muscle.

		

		She held still for a few seconds before she pumped in and out, allowing him to feel the invasion.

		

		Granted, the heels were thin but they provided enough sensation.

		

		Serena had Michael lube her other heel again before deflowering him.

		

		“You there,” she tapped Ryan’s ass with her foot, “come and get the lube and make sure you coat it all over his hole. Keep in mind that he’ll be returning the favor shortly.”

		

		“Yes, Goddess.”

		

		Serena watched Ryan’s tentative movements.

		

		“Really get in there and lube him up! It’s best if you get some on the inside, too.”

		

		Having played with and touched Michael before, Ryan was able to do the task. He even pushed in slightly with the tip of a finger, which sent tingles down his spine. The chastity cage constricted his erection, and he fought hard not to moan.

		

		Michael experienced the same sensations.

		

		“Get back into position, and now you,” she tapped Michael’s ass, “come and do the same thing.”

		

		Michael’s hole was squishy, and he was aroused by having it played with. His breathing was heavy as he returned the favor for Ryan.

		

		“Back into place with you,” Serena ordered.

		

		She pulled out starter butt plugs and simultaneously shoved them into the holes.

		

		Neither boy could curb his moaning.

		

		“Spread ‘em for me, subs!”

		

		The boys spread their cheeks and heard clicks.

		

		“Get off the platform and kneel on the floor. Good. I’ve just sent you pictures of our entire session. You’ll unlock each other and thoroughly clean yourselves separately. After your showers, you’ll put each other’s cage back on. Then, you’ll help each other select the best pictures to send and write about.

		

		“Because of the delayed start with the dice and notebooks, dinner will be pushed to seven. If you have extra time, you can touch up spots in the garage.”

		

		“Yes, Goddess.”

		

		“You,” she pointed to Michael, “come get the keys.”

		

		“Yes, Goddess.”

		

		* * * *

		

		Even though the boys had grown accustomed to their nakedness, had touched each other and slept in the same bed, it was still awkward to unlock the cages.

		

		The feeling of relief mixed with melancholy as their cages were removed was something both wished they could experience alone. To see their feelings mirrored in the other, though, was a comfort.

		

		As Ryan was about to get into the shower, Serena pounded on the door then opened it.

		

		“New rules. This door--and the bathroom one--is to remain open at all times.”

		

		“Yes, Goddess.”

		

		“Also, you are not to touch yourself other than to wash in that shower, boys. You’re to do your best not to get hard, either... though both of those things should go without saying.”

		

		“Yes, Goddess.”

		

		Each had harbored thoughts of sneaking a few strokes in the shower.

		

		“I’ll know if you do it,” she warned.

		

		“Yes, Goddess.”

		

		The boys didn’t know Serena had cameras everywhere but they trusted her enough to be able to tell if they touched. So they didn’t.

		

		Showering was especially arousing. Being “free” for the first time in nearly twenty-four hours was a thrill in itself. But the added complication of not being allowed to touch coupled with the tantalizing droplets and having to clean required maximum effort not to get hard and explode.

		

		As it was, each of them sported semi-erections. It was the memory of the ice packs that brought them to a flaccid state long enough to get caged.

		

		Looking at each other’s photo shoot was a positive experience as they praised one another.

		

		After they selected the best pictures, they sat on the bed and wrote their journal entries.

		

		When they were done, Michael prepared dinner while Ryan did the touch-ups.

		

		* * * *

		After the boys had their dinner and cleaned up, Serena summoned them into the dungeon.

		

		“Usually all of my online subs are well on their way to obtaining a better cock cage by now. The plastic ones I have here are only for temporary use because they’re not hygienic over the long term.

		

		“Normally, I’d send an email about the differences between various types of cages. But since we’re all here and you guys have been well-behaved today, I figured I’d treat you to a live lesson.”

		

		“Thank you, Goddess.”

		

		Serena was on her throne and the boys were on the platform when she unlocked each of them. She lectured about the strengths and weaknesses of several different types of cages.

		

		She kept sample cages on-hand for when she provided in-person instruction. The boys benefitted from not only seeing but touching and trying on the cages.

		

		“Obviously these won’t fit you but it’ll give you an idea what to choose. The choice is up to you, pets, for you’ll be ordering them on an expedited basis to get your new devices while we’re still in lockdown.”

		

		She gave them time to retest the assortment and to talk to each other.

		

		Together, they decided to turn their choice over to their Goddess.

		

		“Oh my, but you’re becoming such good little boys, aren’t you?”

		

		“Thank you, Goddess.”

		

		“What is it you want to say, sub?” she asked Ryan.

		

		“Well, I was wondering if there would be any way you’d allow me to add the cost of the cage to my session total so my wife doesn’t see the expense.”

		

		“If you’re giving the choice over to me, I can do you one better. There’s a local craftsman who custom makes these and other metal gear. His work is impeccable, and you get a better fit with a custom job. It’s his own business and, like me, it appears as nondescript on your credit card statement.”

		

		“Thank you, Goddess.”

		

		“Now, which cage do I prefer? Metal, of course. And I like the CB-6000 series... which my friend can replicate. It has a bent shaft with slats. This is great for lots of things. You can pee in it, shower in it, really clean in it. Plus, since it’s not solid, you won’t get all sweaty.

		

		“But it also provides access. Meaning, when you shift, you can feel the fabric sometimes, and it’s another reminder that your erections don’t belong to you. For me, I get to tease you between the slats with nails, wax or whatever I feel like.”

		

		At the mention of her doing anything with their cocks, both of them dribbled precum.

		

		Serena chose to ignore it.

		

		The boys were sold, despite the upcharge of the customization. Serena told them how to measure for the cock ring, length and diameter.

		

		“I’ll leave you to the measurements but I’ll say one more thing. The cock ring part you want to get dead-accurate. But the other two, if you add on a quarter- to a half-inch more, the cage will be a bit bigger. This will make your dick think it can get hard. There’s room to grow before the walls close in.

		

		“You’ve both experienced the plastic confinement. Imagine the ability to get a bit more of an erection first. The more you have, the more difficult it is when it’s taken away.”

		

		She winked at them and walked away. “I’m going to call and ask if he can accommodate you. I’ll be back.”

		

		Serena had already made the call earlier in the day. She watched their interaction from upstairs.

		

		The boys decided it would be best if they took measurements of themselves and then each other to be extra safe. Serena was amused by their need to stop and settle down every so often.

		

		Five minutes after they’d finished, she entered, dressed in a crotchless, latex bodysuit.

		

		“It’s competition time, slaves!”

		

		The first time being called a slave had both subs pressed against their cages with a couple of drops of precum.

		

		“Follow me.”

		

		Serena walked to a queening chair against the wall, grabbing a stopwatch on her way.

		

		“You,” she pointed to Ryan, “move that into the center; then kneel.”

		

		“I see you remembered your dice and notebooks. Good boys.”

		

		They smiled.

		

		“However, you don’t need the notebooks. Put them by the door.”

		

		When they crawled back, she had them roll their dice.

		

		“Blue has the higher amount, so you’ll go first. However, you’re starting a point behind, because Green got back here a second before you.”

		

		Serena enjoyed the silent conversation between the two as they realized they were no longer working as a team.

		

		“This is an endurance and skill competition, boys. You will take turns licking me. Your goal is to last the longest. Once your head is in place, I’ll sit on your face, and you won’t be able to breathe. The longer you last, the more points you earn. The one with the fewest points at the end loses.

		

		“It’s simple, really. Get in place.”

		

		Ryan crawled into the box.

		

		“Yes, put your arms through the holes. When you tap the side, I’ll start. When you need to stop, hit the side again. I’ll stop the timer and your opponent will start. Ready?”

		

		“Yes, Goddess.”

		

		“As soon as my pussy touches your mouth, you start. If your technique fades or I can’t feel your tongue before you tap out, you’ll lose points.”

		

		Serena climbed into position and lowered her bare pussy. It was the first time the boys realized her outfit was crotchless.

		

		Even though Ryan wasn’t claustrophobic, being confined and smothered made him nervous. He only lasted nine seconds before he tapped the side.

		

		“Wow, my ass barely touched the seat, Blue. That was one of the worst times ever. I didn’t think I’d have to tell you but if you don’t make it to ten seconds, you don’t get a point. Also, since this is a quick switch, you won’t be locked in. So after you tap out, get out and back on your knees quickly.”

		

		Ryan got out and averted his gaze from the Goddess and Michael.

		

		Michael confidently secured himself into position. He was already up one point and knew he only needed to get to ten seconds to win the round.

		

		He was also shrewd enough to tap out earlier than necessary so that he could beat his time in the next round.

		

		“Michael gets two points for that round... for technique and for lasting thirteen seconds. It’s two-nothing, Blue. Let’s go.”

		

		Determined to perform better, Ryan took the next round, making it three to two.

		

		The competition finished with Michael as the winner. Serena had to tap out each sub twice when their performance lagged.

		

		“The first prize for the winner is to lick me to climax. Blue, you’ll have to watch, and perhaps learn some skills for the next competition.”

		

		Ryan was disappointed yet aroused. He enjoyed having a powerful woman in total control.

		

		“You should be used to the chair by now,” Serena told Michael. “This time, you need to trust that I’ll let you breathe.”

		

		“Yes, Goddess.”

		

		As Ryan watched Michael lick the Goddess to several climaxes, he was grateful for the cage’s concealment of his excitement.

		

		Serena ordered the boys upstairs to prepare for bed, after they cleaned the dungeon. She went to the living room and watched them.

		

		As they were about to get into bed, she entered the room.

		

		“Losers don’t get privileges, like a bed. Until you become the winner, Blue, you’ll sleep in a crate... in the dungeon. Get your notebook and dice and follow me. Winner, you get the bed.”

		

		“Yes, Goddess,” they both responded.

		

		“You both need to do your journal entries for the day. And I won’t remind you about that again.”

		

		“Yes, Goddess.”

		

		* * * *

		

		The next three days followed the same course.

		

		The daytime dungeon sessions included endurance tasks, such as who could sustain the most wax dripped over his body, who would outlast the Goddess’ nails tickling and scraping his balls and in between the chastity cage’s slats, and who could clean mud off her heels the fastest.

		

		The evening competition increased the level of humiliation each night, with the subs alternating loser status each time.

		

		One night, the loser had to suck the winner’s cock. The next night, the loser had to peg the winner with the butt plug.

		

		The third night was the most difficult test. Both boys had their wrists tied to ropes hanging from the ceiling while their ankles were tied to ropes attached to the floor. Their bodies formed a perfect X.

		

		Serena whipped them both until Ryan shouted, “tapping out, Goddess.”

		

		Next, she tickled their caged cocks with feathers until Michael tapped out.

		

		Since they split the first two activities, Serena did a tiebreaker phase. She worked a vibrator against their balls, butt plugs and cages until one of them tapped out.

		

		Ryan was the loser and had to suck Michael off while using the butt plug to peg him.

		

		Michael was the rewarded with the bed... and being allowed to come during the blow job.

		

		During those days, Serena started to have the loser eat his meals off a plate on the floor.

		

		Their daily journal entries were sent to both the Goddess and Julius. Serena made a point of mixing her responses between praise and humiliation, whereas Julius’ comments were only humiliating. The times Serena opted not to respond made Julius’ attacks seem stronger.

		

		For the past two years, Serena had kept a journal, which outlined her sessions that had touched the boundaries of humiliation. She had kept track of them because she wasn’t sure she’d ever want to explore them... but desperate times called for desperate measures.

		

		Plus, she was growing bored with the typical games.

		

		On the fifth morning of the lockdown, Serena received an email that the custom cages were ready for pick-up.

		

		After the boys had waxed the natural wood floors, Serena unlocked them and made them shower together. She remained in the room to ensure that cleaning was the only thing they did.

		

		They automatically reached for their cages when they finished toweling dry.

		

		“Not today, boys. Today is a special day. You’ll be running some ‘essential’ errands, so get your clothes on... but no underwear. Meet me in the living room in five minutes.”

		

		Being freed from their cages after several days was a thrill in itself. But the freedom of swaying threatened to make them both explode on the spot.

		

		Despite their recent competitive status, they shared a knowing smile... right before they raced to be the first one into the living room.

		

		“Good, you both made it here in less than five minutes. I have to admit to being very excited about today’s challenge. It’s something I assign as an online keyholder, but I don’t ever get to see it in action. The lockdown has given me a rare opportunity to go along with you.”

		

		She smiled, and the boys automatically smiled back.

		

		“But first, you’ll pick up your new cages. Since you’ve already paid and we’re not supposed to be within six feet of anyone, he’ll put your package on the porch.

		

		“Then, you’ll go to two stores. At the first one, you’ll head to the bathroom and put on your new purchase, and then send pictures along with three adjectives.

		

		“Green, you’re the reigning champ, so you’ll film first. Blue, you’re going to shop for three items: a cucumber; a box of condoms; and some lube.

		

		“Then, you’ll drive to the next store, and Green will do the purchasing while Blue films.

		

		“After that, you’ll come back and make lunch. And then this afternoon, we’ll watch the movies.”

		

		The boys were excited to get their cages but nervous about their tasks. Consequently, they were silent during the drives.

		

		* * * *

		

		Behind the closed door of the bathroom stall, each man admired his new cage, and slowly fingered each spiral.

		

		Even though they had kind of figured out how to prevent erections, the added excitement made it a bit more difficult. Once they were flaccid enough, they slipped on the cage. As soon as the key turned, they began to grow.

		

		The new cage permitted them to expand more than the plastic one. Even though they knew they couldn’t get a full erection, hope bloomed in their minds... until they were denied at the last moment.

		

		The craftsmanship of the metal cages made the plastic ones an instant joke. But the best thing about being back in the cage was the sense of comfort that the tight grip provided.

		

		Each boy took time to look at themselves from different angles under the guise of photographing it for Serena.

		

		Ryan’s adjectives were: Snug, cold and nice.

		

		Michael’s were: Comfortable, sleek and quality.

		

		* * * *

		

		While the boys ate dinner--Michael at the table and Ryan off the floor--Serena watched the grocery store movies.

		

		The boys had discreetly filmed in the stores without adding attention to their task. Both were careful at the checkout to get the shock of the cashiers as well as the embarrassment of the sub.

		

		Witnessing their public humiliation was intoxicating. She fucked herself with a dildo multiple times knowing they’d done it willingly because of her control.

		

		She took a quick shower before sending them a text to meet in the dungeon.

		

		The boys were kneeling when she entered.

		

		“I’m very pleased with your movies, slaves. In fact, everything you’ve done today has been exceptional. So, I’ve decided to give you a treat!”

		

		“Thank you, Goddess.”

		

		“After we do your crawling drills, of course.”

		

		“Yes, Goddess.”

		

		Serena wanted them a bit on the sweaty side, so she extended the length and duration of the drills... making sure they ended on a tie.

		

		“Normally, I’d have a tiebreaker, but I think it’s symbolic that tonight you are equals, since you were such good boys all day.”

		

		“Thank you, Goddess,” they smiled and panted.

		

		They glowed under a light sheen of sweat.

		

		“On the back table, you’ll find some mini cookie cutters. Pick out your favorite shape... after you get a drink.”

		

		“Yes, Goddess.”

		

		The boys’ minds worked overtime trying to figure out what the cookie cutters would be used for and which shape to select.

		

		When they sorted through them, though, the latter part became clear. Out of the regular and manly shapes, like basketballs, footballs, helmets, etc., there were only two that stood out: a flower and a star.

		

		Having selected them, they crawled back to the Goddess’ feet.

		

		“You have pleased me with your selections.”

		

		“Thank you, Goddess.”

		

		“Tonight, your reward is a freeing and pampering one.”

		

		“Thank you, Goddess.”

		

		Each boy let his mind wander to what pampering would feel like from the Goddess... and disregarded the cookie cutter.

		

		“I’m going to give you the keys, and you’ll go back to your room, where you’ll unlock each other. That’s the freeing part.

		

		“Next, you will each give a blow job, carefully noting the texture and smell. When you receive your blow job, you should concentrate on the feel and technique.

		

		“At this point, you may not come. Is that clear?”

		

		“Yes, Goddess.”

		

		“Then, you’re going to shower together, making sure all of your bits are cleaned thoroughly. Since you both tied tonight, you’ll be equals, and you’re free to do whatever you want in the shower with each other.

		

		“No matter what you do, you must accomplish one thing in there: You will create a stamp tramp of sorts on your fellow sub.”

		

		The boys looked at her quizzically but said, “Yes, Goddess.”

		

		“Both of you are merely trimmed down there. I prefer a much cleaner look. So the shape you chose will actually be the one you ‘patch’ onto the other. There’s electric trimmers and manual razors in the bathroom, along with balm and shaving cream.

		

		“When you’re done, you’ll be permitted one more hour to yourselves to do whatever you want. Again, though, you’ll have one task to accomplish: Blow the other to completion and swallow.

		

		“For the second blow job, you’ll be focusing on the difference with the newly-shaven areas... both when you suck and when you receive.

		

		“It’s up to you how you spend the remaining time. At the end of that hour--and not a second more--you’ll lock each other back up and place the keys outside the doorway.

		

		“Then you’ll journal your experience. Make sure to take pictures along the way of the things you think that both me and Julius would like to see, and submit them with your entries.

		

		“That was a lot of instructions. Do you have any questions, boys?”

		

		“No, Goddess.”

		

		“Here you go,” she handed them the keys and walked away.

		

		When she reached the door, she turned around and called, “One last thing, boys. Should you explode during the first blow job, your manscaping will be done dry. Oh, and the rest of the pubes should be removed, aside from that shape. That includes the balls, buttocks and boi-pussies.”

		

		“Yes, Goddess.”

		

		“And you both get to sleep in the bed tonight.”

		

		“Thank you, Goddess.”

		

		Serena walked to her room and locked her door. Then, she snuggled into bed and FaceTimed Julius so they could watch the show together.

		

		As the boys showered, Julius commented, “I think you’re enjoying this lockdown more than you should.”

		

		“I think you’re right,” Serena giggled.

		

		“Are you going to continue humiliating subs when it’s over?”

		

		“I’m gonna add it to the options, yeah.”

		

		Julius nodded. “Why do you look so down?”

		

		“I’ve got a lotta things on my list, and I can’t get to them all in fourteen days.”

		

		“You can add ‘em to the first-time sessions, though.”

		

		“Yeah, but I was kinda using this lockdown as a test period.”

		

		“From everything I’ve seen so far, you don’t need a test period.”

		

		“Thanks, Julius.”

		

		* * * *

		

		The boys were no longer fearful to sexually perform with another man, having gotten used to each other.

		

		They considered it a reward.

		

		Both of them were able to refrain from coming. Halfway through the first blow job, they decided to include video along with stills, not knowing Serena was watching the entire action.

		

		They enjoyed putting on a show for their Goddess, and hammed it up for the camera.

		

		In the shower, they spent extra time soaping each other’s privates. The in-shower bench provided the perfect spot to shave their privates.

		

		Initially, they were nervous about having a sharp object in the hands of another, but soon relaxed as they realized how easy it was. After they were done, Ryan displayed a flower while Michael received the star.

		

		Immediately stepping from the shower, they could feel the difference as the cool air tickled their balls and made them hard.

		

		Shifting to the bed, they blew each other to quick explosions.

		

		When they saw how much extra time they had, they suddenly turned shy. Michael suggested they start by putting each other’s butt plugs back in, and Ryan agreed.

		

		Serena had increased the sizes daily, so they accommodated an average cock. However, neither boy was ready to take things that far... especially not without their Goddess’ explicit permission.

		

		Even though they could plug themselves with barely any lube, each applied a copious amount of lube to the other. Michael went first and “lubed” Ryan’s hole far longer than necessary, though Ryan didn’t complain.

		

		Michael shimmied the plug in and out, claiming he couldn’t get it to fit quite right. Again, Ryan didn’t complain. In fact, he pushed against the plug.

		

		It felt wonderful, especially when Michael kneaded his balls at the same time. The feel of manipulation on his hairless parts was pure ecstasy, and he grew hard despite having recently blown his nut.

		

		The same was true for Michael.

		

		Neither boy noticed that they forgot to film the butt plug play.

		

		They’d set the alarm for a five-minute warning. When it sounded, both were disappointed.

		

		Like good subs, though, they carried out their Goddess’ orders and crawled into bed together.

		

		The sexual tension was still thick but their climaxes allowed them to get to sleep quickly.

		

		* * * *

		

		“Wow, you’re really getting into some heavy shit, Goddess,” Julius commented after he watched their video and journals.

		

		“Yeah, I told you; I’m bored.”

		

		“So what’s on tomorrow’s agenda?”

		

		“Stay tuned!” she smiled into the lens and then exited out of the program.

		

		* * * *

		

		For the next few days, Serena made sure the competitions never ended in a tie. She understood from their journal entries that they were hesitant about exploring with each other further... even though they admitted to liking it more than they thought they would.

		

		Besides, the Goddess was heavily invested in humiliation, and it worked better to have them at odds.

		

		After breakfast one morning while Michael was cleaning the kitchen, Serena sent Ryan to chop wood in the backyard. When Michael was done, she sent him to chop wood, and Ryan was unlocked and told to take a cold shower.

		

		When he emerged from the shower, Serena snapped a photo which captured the shrinkage.

		

		She then sent Ryan to clean the dungeon while she took the same shot of Michael.

		

		Their afternoon activity was to decorate and caption each other’s shrinkage photos.

		

		Julius said they were both sissies, whereas Serena complimented their artistic abilities.

		

		Later that night, though, the full humiliation was realized when the Goddess summoned them to the dungeon and explained how Julius had posted their “artwork” to his account on bdsmlr.com.

		

		Serena smiled at their shock and horror as they processed the news. When Ryan’s face froze in panic, she explained that their faces were greyed out.

		

		“Your competition tonight is to watch the final results.” She turned on the big screen TV, which was a live-feed of Julius’ stream, set as a split-screen of the two posts. “People were told to reblog the one they liked the best, thereby saving that sub from further humiliation... well, tonight, anyway,” she grinned.

		

		The boys’ heads turned in unison toward the screen, still in disbelief. Side-by-side images of shrunken penises with sissy captions were full-color proof of their exposure. Under the pictures were the live count of likes, reblogs and notes.

		

		With five minutes to go, it was too close to call.

		

		The dungeon was silent as they watched and listened to Julius’ play-by-play.

		

		“And the big sissy takes the lead but there’s still time to go...”

		

		“Not to be outdone, the smaller sub jumps ahead...”

		

		“In the last thirty seconds, the big guy pulls it out... most likely because he had the most shrinkage. Back to you, Goddess.”

		

		“Thank you, Julius. Stand by.”

		

		“Yes, Goddess.”

		

		“Congratulations, sissy,” she said to Michael.”

		

		“Thank you, Goddess.”

		

		“Julius, tell them what the loser has to do.”

		

		“Well, since the people were voting, Goddess suggested running a separate poll to have them decide the loser’s fate, too. Here are the choices.”

		

		Julius switched the screen from their pictures to the punishment poll. The choices were:

		

		Dressing in women’s lingerie...

		

		A video of him peeing while caged...

		

		Sucking off the winner.

		

		Ryan had barely adjusted to the news of the posting, and his stomach tightened again when he read the poll.

		

		Michael was relieved he won... though he kind of envied Ryan.

		

		“And what’d they pick, Julius?”

		

		“They want a show, Goddess... a bj show!”

		

		“Coming right up! Tell us when we’re live... and the grey dot’s over his face.”

		

		“Gotcha ready to go, and I’ve blocked the sissy’s face.”

		

		“Good. Introduce us.”

		

		“You voted, we listened. And right now, for the first time ever from Goddess Serena’s dungeon, we bring you what you voted for live. Goddess?”

		

		“Thank you, Julius. Hello, everyone in bdsmlr-land! Thank you for participating in our humiliation challenge. I thought you’d like to see it from the beginning, with your sissy loser unlocking the winner’s cock... so without further ado... sissy loser, here’s the key. Get to it!”

		

		Ryan was petrified his identity would get out but knew better than to ask. He’d have to trust the Goddess and Julius.

		

		As Ryan performed the blow job, Serena narrated, shouted slurs and came up with another poll.

		

		“Hey, bdsmlrs, lockdown’s a bitch, eh? How about another poll? You decide if the sissy loser has to swallow or wear the winner’s cum. Don’t wait; vote now!”

		

		Julius put up the choices while Serena continued to narrate and comment on the number of participants.

		

		“Get your vote in... we’re getting close. Thirty more seconds...

		

		“With over one thousand votes, the decision has been made. The winner must pull out and spray the loser! Sissy loser, suck him good!”

		

		Ryan was locked in a crate with the hardening cum on his face the entire night.

		

		* * * *

		

		Taking a break from the humiliation, Serena declared the following day to be a spa day.

		

		For her.

		

		With the lockdown closing non-essential businesses, Serena had missed her spa day. The boys were going to be the spa workers. After breakfast, Michael gave her a full body massage while Ryan cleaned up the kitchen. The happy ending was from the mini-vibe.

		

		Both boys bathed the Goddess afterwards and rubbed lotion into her skin.

		

		Unlocking them for the mani/pedi portion gave Serena the opportunity to tease and poke her slaves, challenging them not to get aroused.

		

		Their cocks had become used to being caged, so they didn’t venture out as easily. Once no confines were felt, though, the need to expand intensified. Still, they were able to meet the challenge.

		

		Ryan blew on Serena’s nails to get them dry while Michael prepared lunch. Under the guise of not wanting to ruin her manicure, she had the boys feed her. They had to lick any accidental spills... and remain flaccid.

		

		After lunch, Ryan gave her a full-body massage with a mini-vibe happy ending.

		

		Serena slept for the rest of the afternoon while the boys went through the dungeon and sanitized every toy.

		

		* * * *

		

		After the dinner chores, Serena ordered the subs to the basement. She appeared before them in a black leather corset with a push-up bra and black leather, crotchless panties.

		

		“Roll your dice.”

		

		The boys rolled their dice onto their notebooks.

		

		“Green, you rolled the highest, so you go first.”

		

		Serena walked to the back wall and timed Michael’s crawl followed by Ryan’s.

		

		“Green wins again. Get into the middle of the room on your backs, slaves.”

		

		Serena collected items as the boys got into place.

		

		“No spa day is complete without a very happy ending. But Julius isn’t here to serve me, and your dicks are pathetic.

		

		“Still, a girl needs action... so...” she fit each of them with a mouth ring/dildo and a strap-on just above their dicks. “She just has to be creative. I’ll get to fuck you but with real cocks.”

		

		“Ungh hungh, Goddesh,” they mumbled.

		

		“Take care of your cocks.” She tossed them each a bottle of lube. “Green won, so I’ll start there.”

		

		Serena took her time fucking herself on all four cocks while the boys remained prostate on the floor.

		

		That night, she locked them in separate crates.

		

		“You’re lower than humans since I couldn’t use your bodies. Therefore, neither of you get to sleep in a bed tonight!”

		

		“Yes, Goddess.”

		

		They wrote their journal entries in the crates. It contained their frustration of being able to see the Goddess’ succulent sex descending but not being able to lick or fuck it.

		

		At the same time, though, they both acknowledged their unworthiness to service her directly... and the pleasure they derived from being useful.

		

		The question of the night was one of reflection: Did they think they’d be so focused on her pleasure over theirs in such a short period of time?

		

		Neither thought that a mere twelve days could affect their thinking so dramatically... and were surprised to realize how far they’d come.

		

		The recognition of the depth of their submission made them leak. She had denied them any physical contact and had kept them locked for several days.

		

		* * * *

		

		The next morning after breakfast, Serena sent Ryan to the bedroom to make his daily call to his wife.

		

		“It’s been more than thirteen days since you’ve seen her. Tell her you’re horny and ask for phone sex.”

		

		“Goddess, with all due respect... and you know I want to serve you... it’s just not something I’d ever ask. She’d know something was... off.”

		

		“No one’s been in a lockdown before, slave,” she began testily, “so you don’t know how she’s going to act.”

		

		“Yes, Goddess.”

		

		“You can have some extra time today.”

		

		“Thank you, Goddess.”

		

		“But whatever happens, you’re not allowed to come.”

		

		“Yes, Goddess.”

		

		Ryan dismissed the warning as an impossibility. His wife would never engage in anything so outlandish.

		

		“Put her on speakerphone.”

		

		“Yes, Goddess.”

		

		Serena stood in the doorway with her notebook. She texted Michael:

		

		“Leave the kitchen work and come into the bedroom. The other sub is on the phone with his wife. I’ll hand you the key to his cage as you enter, and your job is to make him cum. If you succeed, you’ll be rewarded.”

		

		Michael typed “Yes, Goddess” as he walked to the room.

		

		Serena nodded at him as he took the key.

		

		Ryan faced the window because he didn’t want to see the Goddess when he couldn’t comply with her wishes.

		

		“Well, honey, you know I can’t do that...” his wife started.

		

		“You could try, maybe...”

		

		“No, I have the kids, remember? I’m not alone in a hotel room--”

		

		“Oh!”

		

		“--having fun--what? What’s wrong?”

		

		Michael had unlocked Ryan, causing the outburst. When Ryan looked down, Michael pointed at the Goddess.

		

		“Nnn-othing... nothing.”

		

		Ryan turned toward the door, and Serena waved. She also twirled her index finger so Ryan faced her.

		

		“You don’t just scream out at nothing, Ryan.”

		

		Once unlocked, Michael swallowed Ryan’s soft cock.

		

		“Yeah, no, I know I doooon’t.”

		

		“Then what was it? And why are you stringing out your words?”

		

		“Nnngh.”

		

		Michael had learned what Ryan liked and got him hard in no time.

		

		“Gah!”

		

		“Are you okay? You’re starting to scare me, Ryan.”

		

		Ryan looked from Serena to Michael and sighed.

		

		Two weeks ago, a D/s encounter was in his future. He had just wanted a little taste of some kink. Nothing more.

		

		Or at least that’s what he told himself.

		

		In all of his justifications, though, he’d never considered such a scenario.

		

		“Ryan?”

		

		“Yes, dearrr. I’ll be honest with you... mmm... I’ve missed you a llllot. I neeed you so bad, baby.”

		

		“So you’re horny on your little vacation that got extended? Well I’ve got somethin’ to tell ya, bucko. The kids can’t go to school. So they’re here. With me. All goddamned day!”

		

		“I’m sorry, honeyyy.”

		

		So focused on sounding normal to his wife, Ryan wasn’t aware of his body’s reaction as he began to thrust.

		

		Michael knew his fellow sub was close, and he stepped it up. Gently cupping Ryan’s full balls, Michael slowly kneaded them.

		

		“You should be. In all this time, you haven’t ever asked how I was handling things. It’s just been about you and your needs and what you miss!”

		

		“I just thought we could have a little fun. Pretend we were back in college when we were first dating.”

		

		“Oh yeah? You remember that?” she softened.

		

		“Of course I do, honeyyyy.”

		

		“The other night... I thought about how we used to say good night to each other...”

		

		“Oh yeah! That was sooo good!”

		

		Ryan was full-out thrusting, and he clutched the back of Michael’s head.

		

		“Yeah? You wanna do that again?”

		

		“Oh fuck yes, honey.”

		

		“Oh my, Ryan, you sound so... so horny.”

		

		“Unh-huhhh.”

		

		“Well, okay. I guess we can...”

		

		“Yes!”

		

		“...call me after the kids go to bed.”

		

		“Umm, I’ll tryyy, fuuuck!”

		

		He exploded down Michael’s throat.

		

		Michael, without “finishing” instructions, decided it would be best to swallow it.

		

		Serena snapped her fingers, indicating Ryan should wrap up his phone call.

		

		“Wow, just the thought of it gets you frisky, huh?” his wife asked.

		

		“Um... yesss,” he panted.

		

		“Do you want to talk to the kids?”

		

		“N-no, hon. I’ve gotta get to a meeting.”

		

		“Okay. I’ll talk to you later. Love you.”

		

		“Yeah.”

		

		“What?!”

		

		“I mean, love you, too, dear.”

		

		When he put the phone down, Serena clapped.

		

		“That was a great job, boys! You got your wife to almost sex-talk.” She turned to Michael. “And you got the sub off! You’ve earned a reward.”

		

		Michael let Ryan’s softening penis fall from his mouth to answer, “Thank you, Goddess.”

		

		“Okay. Enough fun for now. Lock up the loser. He can finish cleaning the kitchen while you get to take a shower. Then, you both will gather up all the bedding, blankets and towels and do laundry.”

		

		“Yes, Goddess.”

		

		“I expect a journal report before dinner.”

		

		“Yes, Goddess.”

		

		* * * *

		

		Their evening dungeon session began with speed drills, which Ryan won.

		

		“Good job, short slave...”

		

		“Thank you, Goddess.”

		

		“But you still have to pay for coming without permission earlier.”

		

		“Yes, Goddess.”

		

		“Tall slave, lie face-down on that table and keep your eyes closed.”

		

		“Yes, Goddess.”

		

		Serena slid a strap-on around Ryan’s waist and handed him some lube.

		

		“Winner, get on your hands and knees and get to the end of the table here,” she patted the end.

		

		“Yes, Goddess.”

		

		“Tonight you get the prize of losing your virginity!”

		

		“Thank you, Goddess.”

		

		“You won’t get to come, though. And make sure you don’t drip, either.”

		

		“Yes, Goddess.”

		

		“Okay, loser. Take your borrowed cock and service the superior sub.”

		

		“Yes, Goddess.”

		

		Ryan proceeded gently, moving the way he’d like it done, should the Goddess decide to have them reciprocate.

		

		The dildo was smaller than their current butt plug, so Ryan had no difficulty with penetration.

		

		Michael felt the cool gel enter his hole first followed closely by the hard tip of the dildo. Knowing it was the result of another man sent goosebumps down his spine.

		

		Ryan slowly pressed inward, reaching further than any butt plug.

		

		Michael moaned and involuntarily pressed back.

		

		Serena smacked his ass with her bare hand. “No one gave you permission to move or moan, bitch!”

		

		“I’m sorry, Goddess.”

		

		She let them continue the slow pace and feel the power of pegging. When they became used to it, she added commentary.

		

		“Look at the two of you. A pair of sissies fucking each other and liking it!...

		

		“Little slave, you’re in this predicament because you couldn’t stop yourself from coming at the lips of another man!...

		

		“Big slave, you’re so close to getting off from having another man’s cock thrusting into your ass...

		

		“You’re both a coupla pansy-bois.”

		

		The boys barely acknowledged the comments because they were lost in their own experience.

		

		Since they were so far into themselves, neither realized Serena was filming the entire scene.

		

		Ryan naturally picked up the pace, being able to read Michael’s body language. Serena allowed it to happen and waited for Michael to get closer to the edge.

		

		Just as he was about to go over, she shouted, “Stop! Little slut, pull out now!”

		

		“Yes, Goddess.”

		

		She slapped Michael across the face to bring him back to reality.

		

		“Thank you, Goddess.”

		

		“Get in your crate. Before you sleep, you’ll do a journal entry. Oh, and make sure you watch the video I sent. Focus on your face only and take a still shot where you think it demonstrates the most ecstasy from having another guy fuck your boi-pussy.”

		

		“Yes, Goddess.”

		

		She locked him in the crate and ordered Ryan to clean up the toys.

		

		“Go into the living room when you’re done, sub.”

		

		“Yes, Goddess.”

		

		* * * *

		

		Serena made Ryan wait for eight minutes before she acknowledged him.

		

		“If I check your cleaning, will I be pleased, slave?”

		

		“Yes, Goddess.”

		

		“Good boy. You won the bed tonight.”

		

		“Thank you, Goddess.”

		

		“But you have another task to do before you can go to sleep.”

		

		“Anything for you, Goddess.”

		

		“Good boy. Get your phone so you can call your wife. I think she’s expecting you, right?”

		

		“Oh, um... y-yes. Th-thank you, Goddess.”

		

		“I think you talked about her giving you a blow job.”

		

		“Yes, Goddess.”

		

		“Make sure she doesn’t back out.”

		

		“Okay, Goddess.”

		

		Ryan was afraid of what would happen if he couldn’t get his wife to play.

		

		“Speakerphone.”

		

		“Yes, Goddess.”

		

		Serena motioned to the bed, and Ryan took a seat and called his wife. As the phone was ringing, the Goddess sat on the bed and unlocked him.

		

		“If you’re going to mutually masturbate, you should have access.”

		

		“Thank you, Goddess.”

		

		“You can’t come without permission, though, slave.”

		

		“Yes, Goddess,” he whispered.

		

		“Hi--what?” his wife answered.

		

		“N-nothing. I’ve just been thinking about you all day.”

		

		“Yeah? Me, too.”

		

		“Oh, good. So... you ready to start?”

		

		“I dunno. I mean, it sounded good at the time, but we’re parents, y’know. And who knows when the kids are gonna wake up or if they’re even asleep.”

		

		“Well, yeah, I can understand that...”

		

		Serena moved her hand in a circle, urging him to get to the point.

		

		“...but... I mean, I’m sure they’ll be fine. It’s been a long time.”

		

		“Yeah, it has...”

		

		“So, c’mon. Let’s just try it a bit.”

		

		“Mmm.”

		

		“Is that a yes? I’ve missed you so much, hon.”

		

		“I guesss...”

		

		Serena smacked Ryan’s limp dick.

		

		He turned an “ow” into an “ohhh”.

		

		“Omigoodness, you’re really getting into this, aren’t you?”

		

		Ryan successfully steered his wife into a jerk-off instruction call. When he involuntarily moved his hand to his dick, Serena swatted it away.

		

		Instead, she acted out the orders. Ryan was caught between the Goddess and his wife... and he soared to the edge.

		

		His wife wasn’t as skilled at the tease as the Goddess, and she told him to come in less than ten minutes.

		

		Ryan silently begged for permission but Serena shook her head. He was forced to fake his orgasm with his wife.

		

		“Oh wow, did you really come, Ryan?”

		

		“Mmm hmm.”

		

		She laughed. “It was so good, you can’t speak?”

		

		“Nope,” he panted... which wasn’t fake. Serena dragged her nails over his balls and shaft.

		

		“I guess I’m not so outta practice, then.”

		

		“Mmm mmm... so I guess I’ll talk to you tomorrow.”

		

		“Um, what about me?” she asked.

		

		“Huh?”

		

		“You used to return the favor, y’know. I thought you would...”

		

		“Oh. Um.”

		

		Serena stared into his eyes and nodded once.

		

		“Yeah. Sure. I mean, that’s what I meant.”

		

		“Ooh, good, I was hoping you would! Lemme just get under the covers.”

		

		Serena stood with her feet on either side of Ryan, and her pussy lined up with his mouth. She touched two fingers to his mouth and then pointed to her slit.

		

		Ryan gulped as he nodded.

		

		“So, um, I’m gonna make it more real for you, honey, and I’m going to do everything I tell you to...” he searched around the room.

		

		Serena pointed to the crook of his arm.

		

		“Oh! ...to my bent arm. It kinda looks like a--”

		

		“Yeah, okay, I get it.”

		

		As Ryan told his wife how he’d eat her, he licked the Goddess’ pussy. His wife rubbed herself to orgasm and demanded he do it again.

		

		Serena nodded. During the second time, she pulled his head closer and held so long, his wife was left asking whether he was okay.

		

		“Yes, dear. I... I just got so into imagining you that I was really tonguing a lot.”

		

		“Tell me more.”

		

		He talked her to climax again. When she settled down, she told him, “That’s the first thing you’re doing when you get home tomorrow night!”

		

		“I can’t wait...”

		

		Serena tapped her wrist impatiently.

		

		“...but for now, you wore me out. I need to get to sleep.”

		

		“Yeah, I think I’m gonna sleep good, too! I love you, Ryan.”

		

		Ryan looked into the Goddess’ pussy and glanced away before responding, “I love you, too, hon.”

		

		When he put the phone on the night stand, he looked expectantly at the Goddess.

		

		She bent and rubbed her leather-clad breasts against his face. “You need some relief, pet?”

		

		“Mmm, yes, Goddess. Thank you, Goddess.”

		

		Serena bounced off the bed. “Too bad. You got two women off tonight, so you’ve served your purpose.”

		

		“Yes, Goddess,” he moaned.

		

		She slapped him across the face and swiftly locked his cage.

		

		“You’re pathetic, and you’d better not play with yourself. Do your journal entry and go to sleep.”

		

		“Yes, Goddess.”

		

		Serena locked herself in her room and went to bed with her rabbit vibrator. She fell asleep with it deep inside her pussy.

		

		When she woke up, the batteries were dead.

		

		* * * *

		

		After their workout the next morning, Serena talked to her trainer.

		

		“What do you think of my subs’ progress after two weeks?”

		

		“I think they’re proof positive that a healthy diet and exercise does a body good.”

		

		“Yeah, they look much more defined than when we started. Good job to all my boys!”

		

		“Thank you, Goddess,” they all replied.

		

		“Thank you for working with us during the lockdown... but I can’t wait for a real workout tomorrow!”

		

		“Yeah, you and me both. I had no idea how much I enjoyed the outside before.”

		

		Serena nodded and ended the call.

		

		“Well, boys, we’ve come to the end of our time together. The little slave has a plane to catch in a few hours... and you’ll take him to the airport,” she said to Michael.

		

		“Yes, Goddess.”

		

		“But first, I’d like to give you both a graduation present for passing the first ever Goddess Serena’s Sub School.”

		

		“Thank you, Goddess.”

		

		“Yesterday the large sub won a competition, which got him gently deflowered by the smaller sub.”

		

		They glanced at each other and looked away.

		

		“That prelude is going to make it easier for you to get fucked by me.”

		

		“Yes, Goddess.”

		

		“Get into the same position on the table,” she pointed to it.

		

		“Yes, Goddess.”

		

		“You,” she said to Ryan, “come watch. If you work your plug in and out, it’ll help get you prepared.”

		

		“Thank you, Goddess.”

		

		Serena fitted herself with a strap-on that was bigger than their plugs. Each sub glanced at it and gulped.

		

		She placed Ryan at the side of the table where he could see Michael’s face.

		

		Then, she walked to the other side.

		

		“Suck my cock, bitch.”

		

		“Yes, Goddess.”

		

		“That’s right. You came here wanting a lesson in how to be a good sub... well, look at you now. Sucking cock like a fag.”

		

		He slurped around it trying to agree.

		

		“Yeah, take it down.” She patted his cheeks. “This is your last session for a while. Make the most of it.”

		

		Michael tried his best to swallow the entire shaft, but he couldn’t get the last two inches down before gagging.

		

		“Gagging’s fine. Brings up more saliva. Get it good and coated, because that’s the only lube you’re getting, bitch-boi.”

		

		He nodded around her dick.

		

		Ryan pulled harder on his own plug, trying to do whatever preparations he could.

		

		“You tell me when you think it’s good and wet enough for you, slave.”

		

		Michael sucked for another minute before releasing the Goddess’ cock.

		

		“All set?”

		

		“Yes, Goddess.”

		

		“Good boy.” She ran her fingers through his hair, and trailed them down his back and swatted his ass. “I’m gonna make you my bitch.” She squeezed a cheek.

		

		“Thank you, Goddess.”

		

		“Scoot back until you feel my cock.”

		

		Michael got into place.

		

		“Take the key,” she handed her necklace to Ryan, “and unlock him. The first... and last time should be special.”

		

		Ryan unlocked Michael’s cage and returned to his place.

		

		Serena grabbed the base of her shaft and pressed the tip against Michael’s star. “This is a mighty pretty pussy you’ve got here, boi,” she said while teasing it.

		

		“Thank you, Goddess,” he breathed.

		

		“You ready to be my bitch?”

		

		“Yes, Goddess.”

		

		“I can’t hear you.”

		

		“Yes, Goddess!”

		

		Before he was done, she was halfway in.

		

		“Ohhh!”

		

		“Yeah? You like that, slave?”

		

		“Fuck yes, Goddess!”

		

		He arched his ass and pushed back.

		

		Serena smacked his ass with both hands hard enough for a red imprint to appear.

		

		“Stay still!”

		

		“Yes, Goddess.”

		

		She settled into a rhythm that caused Michael to leak.

		

		“Check under my bitch, sub, and tell me if he’s dry.”

		

		Ryan looked and reported a puddle.

		

		Serena withdrew until just the tip was in. “You had one job, bitch-boi,” she smacked the copy of her hands.

		

		“Sorry, Goddess.”

		

		“Short one, push the other table next to this one, and get me a dildo that’s the same length as my cock.”

		

		“Yes, Goddess.”

		

		Ryan rushed to do as the Goddess commanded.

		

		“Sit on the end of the table, slave.”

		

		“Yes, Goddess.”

		

		Serena resumed a slow pegging of Michael and gripped the dildo in her right hand.

		

		“Open your mouth, sub.”

		

		Ryan opened his mouth, and Serena used the dildo to fuck his mouth as she continued to peg Michael.

		

		“This slut’s failure to follow the rules gets you an extra treat.”

		

		“Fank ooh, Goddesh,” he said with a mouthful of dildo.

		

		“Okay, go get the lube and stand in front of the bad sub.”

		

		Ryan moved into position with the lube.

		

		“Bitch,” she smacked Michael, “get the slave’s pussy nice and wet for me.”

		

		“Yes, Goddess.”

		

		Serena began to pummel his ass, and it was difficult for Michael to get the lube in properly. After several attempts, he managed to pull out Ryan’s plug and squirt a blob of lube. With a few more thrusts, he was able to smear it around Ryan’s opening.

		

		“Short slut, back your ass onto the edge of your table and unlock yourself.”

		

		“Yes, Goddess.”

		

		Ryan grabbed the necklace and released himself before getting into position.

		

		Neither boy thought he would’ve enjoyed being naked and side-by-side with another man while a red-headed Goddess fucked them both.

		

		After two weeks of lockdown, submissive training, not only did they like it but they wondered how they were going to live without it.

		

		“How ‘bout that, slaves? You’re leaving your pleasure up to a female. Because females are superior to men. Say it!”

		

		“Females are superior to men, Goddess.”

		

		“That’s right. The sooner you internalize that, the better subs you’ll become.”

		

		“Yes, Goddess.”

		

		“So you go home, little slave, and be a good little subbie to that wife of yours.”

		

		“I will, Goddess.”

		

		“And you,” she smacked Michael, “you remember to submit to the next lady you’re with.”

		

		“Yes, Goddess.”

		

		“When you’re back in your little homes, I strongly suggest that you get the online keyholder program. I can tailor it to your advanced needs.”

		

		“Yes, Goddess.”

		

		Serena loved to incorporate up-sales with pegging because men were more susceptible. She also wanted to remind them of how much extra they received because of the emergency circumstances... so they’d take it into account when they paid her.

		

		“Of course you sluts got quite the education these past two weeks. I’ve got clients who would pay tens of thousands of dollars for the chance to paint my garage, cook for me, and wait on me.”

		

		“Yes, Goddess.”

		

		“In fact, I’m thinking about offering a weekend training, maybe four days. What do you think would be a good price for that, sluts?”

		

		Michael said ten thousand as Ryan said five.

		

		“Seventy-five hundred it is.” She smiled. If they multiplied that with their stay, it would come to over thirty thousand dollars.

		

		“Just look at how far you’ve come and excelled, pets. When you first got here, you were wide-eyed with fear and had hairy asses. Look at you now.”

		

		“Thank you, Goddess.”

		

		“You were very good students. I’m proud that you’re able to take my extra-thick cock.”

		

		She concentrated on fucking them hard, and they both moaned.

		

		After several minutes, she reached around Michael and grabbed his cock with her left hand.

		

		“You’ve been so good, you deserve a treat. Both of you.”

		

		“Thank you, Goddess.”

		

		She pulled the dildo from Ryan’s ass. “Do you want to watch?”

		

		“Yes, please, Goddess.”

		

		“What good manners. Permission granted.”

		

		“Thank you, Goddess.”

		

		She set the dildo on the table and kneaded Michael’s balls with her right hand as she stroked and pegged him.

		

		“Unnngh, Goddess.”

		

		“Do you need to come, slut?”

		

		“Yes, please, Goddess. Just. You. So good. Mmm.”

		

		Serena glanced at Ryan. “You think he’s been good enough?”

		

		“Yes, Goddess,” Ryan answered quickly. He didn’t want to be denied when he was in the same position.

		

		“I do, too. Okay, big slut, come for me. Come for Serena, your red-headed Goddess.”

		

		Twenty-five more seconds of her ministrations sent Michael over the edge in one of the best orgasms of his life.

		

		“Th-thank you, Goddess.”

		

		“Get on your back and watch your fellow slut.”

		

		“Yes, Goddess.”

		

		Serena grabbed another holster and deftly affixed Ryan’s dildo in it.

		

		“On your hands and knees, small slut,” she said to Ryan... who flipped up and pushed his ass out.

		

		“All that build-up and having to watch. You’re gonna finally get to come.”

		

		“Thank you, Goddess.”

		

		His hole was still wet, and she had no problem penetrating him. He let out a long, low groan as his cherry was popped.

		

		“Oh yeah. You feel it now, don’t you, bitch-boi?”

		

		“Yes, Goddess.”

		

		“Yeah, you know you belong to me now.”

		

		“Yes, Goddess.”

		

		“You’ve been such a good boy, too.”

		

		“Thank you, Goddess.”

		

		“You ready to come, slut?”

		

		“Yes, Goddess.”

		

		Serena reached around and stroked him, played with his balls and increased her thrusting to a level ten.

		

		Ryan accepted it all and didn’t even try to push back.

		

		“Oh yeah, those balls are nice and full. You’re gonna blow a big load for me, aren’t you, pet?”

		

		“Mmm hmm, Goddess.”

		

		“Do it. Shoot your hot cum, sub!”

		

		Serena escalated everything, and, before he knew it, Ryan blew the biggest load of his life.

		

		As she was extracting her cock, her phone rang.

		

		“I’m sure Julius wants to say good-bye to you. After all, he was instrumental in your training as well.”

		

		“Yes, Goddess.”

		

		Serena answered by connecting him to the monitor.

		

		“You have perfect timing, Julius. We were just finishing up... I figured you’d want to say good-bye to them.”

		

		Serena removed her strap-on.

		

		“Um, Goddess... can you please pick up the phone?”

		

		“What’s wrong... is it your mother?”

		

		“Goddess. Pick up the phone.”

		

		“There’s not much time, Julius. The small one has a plane to catch.”

		

		Julius sighed. “He doesn’t.”

		

		“Excuse me?”

		

		“The lockdown’s been extended.”

		

		“What? For how long? Why?”

		

		“No one’s really sure. Some say two more weeks. Some say ‘til the end of April. Others say longer.”

		

		Serena switched to FaceTime on her phone. “Boys, clean up and wait down here until I call for you,” she said as she went upstairs.

		

		“Yes, Goddess.”

		

		In their post-coital bliss, the idea of spending more time locked and serving their beautiful Goddess seemed heavenly.

		

		“Julius, what the fuck is going on?!” she asked when she made it to her bedroom and locked the door.

		

		“Serena, you know what I know. It’s crazy out there.”

		

		“What am I supposed to do with them for two more weeks??”

		

		He smiled. “Well, you said you wanted them to fuck each other. And you talked about humiliating them more with the online stuff. People have been asking to watch them masturbate,” he offered.

		

		Serena smiled. “I gotta admit, I have enjoyed humiliating them. And I do have a list of things I was kinda sad I didn’t get to.”

		

		“Now you can.”

		

		“But the food and training... and you can’t come here, either?”

		

		“Just keep doing what you’ve been doing. And no, there’s no traveling.”

		

		“How’s your mom doing?”

		

		“Much better, actually.”

		

		“That’s good. I’m glad to hear it.”

		

		“Me, too.”

		

		She sighed.

		

		“What’s wrong?”

		

		“It’s just that I was really looking forward to hearing how the little one explained his flower patch to his wife.”

		

		“You’ll just have to wait a little bit longer.”

		

		“Okay.”

		

		They looked at one another.

		

		“I guess I’d better get started on planning the next two weeks,” she grinned. “I can do that when they’re out. We’ll need more food. I’ll send them both this afternoon... with bells attached to their cock cages!”

		

		THE END

		

		If you enjoyed my book, I’d be honored if you left a review at your favorite retailer.

		

		Many thanks and keep reading,

		

		~B.J.
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		Sample of “I Blame Quentin Tarantino”

		

	
		

		I need to tell someone, and you’re the only one I can tell.

		

		I know you probably want to get right to the stroke part, but I need you to know more about me first.

		

		I’ve never done this in my entire life. Paid for sex, I mean. It’s humiliating...and I may do it again.

		

		I was brought up that the man is the breadwinner. He takes care of everything, sets the rules, doles out the punishment, and leads in sex.

		

		And I want you to know that I am that. Dominant, I mean. The alpha-male.

		

		If you met me on the street (which you won’t, because I can’t tell you exactly who I am), you’d be shocked by my story.

		

		I was the quarterback in high school. My girlfriend was the head cheerleader. Hell, I fucked most of the cheerleading squad.

		

		I went to college on a full ride to play football, and I was legacy’d into my frat, where I reigned as president. My smarts carried me through, but my sights were on the millions I’d make by playing in the pros.

		

		Scouts were all over me, and all I had to do was choose my team. Until I played in the--well, I’m just going to say “bowl game”.

		

		I’ve watched the films so many times, I can see it in my head...and feel it in my knee. I have two fucking scars down the length of my knee.

		

		That first cut ripped out my dreams. The second one made sure I’d never play again. To this day, I think that bastard did it to me on purpose.

		

		But that’s another story.

		

		Like I said, I’m smart. I moved on with my life, did the whole American dream thing--I married a beautiful blonde, and we have four kids. Teenagers. Two are in college.

		

		I took my degree and went to--I’m just gonna say “an agency”, where I’m a managing partner at my firm.

		

		Guys like me don’t go to Dominatrixes. We don’t even think about being submissive. Right?

		

		Shit, I forgot to tell you what I look like. I’m six-four, and the scale said two-twenty this morning. Aside from the two fucking scars, I look exactly the same as I did in college--I can even wear the same pair of jeans!

		

		No difference, except now I’m fifty-four. Okay, I’ve got a few grey hairs. And a few wrinkles. But I’m tellin’ ya, I could play today.

		

		Yeah, aside from the fuckin’ knee. I get it.

		

		I’ve got a deep voice, which makes people afraid of me. Maybe not afraid-afraid, but they don’t question me. If I make a suggestion at work, people always run to make it happen. If I tell my wife something, she does it. If I look sideways at my kids, they fall in line. My whole life, this is how it’s been.

		

		I lost my virginity when I was fourteen. You wanna know how? I told the neighbor-lady that she wanted to fuck me. I was six-two at that point, and my voice had already changed. So, I looked and sounded like a man.

		

		She was hot, and married. My mom had sent me over to help her with some dumb thing.

		

		It just sorta happened; I didn’t plan it. My dick had gotten hard, and I wanted to see how much I could get away with. And guess what? She did wanna fuck me!

		

		She loved to be ordered around. I’d read my old man’s Playboys and was able to fake my way through my first time. Only she didn’t know I was a virgin. Imagine that!

		

		So yeah, that’s pretty much how sex has been my whole life.

		

		Oh, I’m hung, too. I reach nine inches when I’m hard. I’m not bragging; it’s just a fact.

		

		And girls talk. You know what I mean. I’m sayin’, I didn’t have to do much to bag ‘em. Yeah, I cheated. C’mon. I just told you what I look like. Tell me what guy in his right mind is gonna refuse offers?

		

		I don’t think I’ve ever been faithful.

		

		I actually think I might have a problem. You know, like a sex addict. I can get hard just minutes after coming. Even at my age!!

		

		But my wife, she’s petite and demure, and just a fucking puppet when it comes to sex.

		

		She’s the love of my life, don’t get me wrong. I know I’d never survive without her. And we’re great together in everything...except sex. I gotta cheat so I can keep her.

		

		I mean, she’s strictly vanilla. If there’s a level lower than vanilla, she’d be that. What is that, even? Maybe the ingredients. Ha! That’s it; she’s just ingredients. She doesn’t even make it to vanilla.

		

		I mean, y’know how you just need to go out and fuck sometimes? Like, skip the chit-chat and just get naked. I’m talkin’ pounding, balls-to-ass fucking, y’know? I can’t do it with her.

		

		She can’t take it. Literally. I’d hurt her.

		

		So I get that elsewhere. I think of it like I’m keeping the family together, y’know? And it’s not a big deal. I mean, it’s not something I need to get off my chest, like this Dominatrix thing. Like I said, I’ve cheated all my life.

		

		I’m careful, though. I use protection, and I don’t exchange personal stuff. Y’know, names, phone numbers and such. And I never see ‘em again.

		

		I travel a lot for my job, so it’s easy pickings. I’ll be at the hotel bar, and I’ll have chicks drooling all around me. One of ‘em will usually have enough alcohol to approach me and make a slurred offer.

		

		In front of the co-workers, I’ll loudly tell her I’m married and I don’t fool around. But then I’ll bump into her by the bathrooms and give her my room number, and tell her I’ll meet her in a few minutes.

		

		Then I’ll make an excuse to leave. Y’know, call the wife, etc. And I’ll find her leaning against my door. I’ll pound her good, and we leave. I go back to the bar, and no one is any the wiser.

		

		So, I’m a pounding, dominating fool on the road. And at home, I’m a dominating, vanilla schmuck. I always gotta initiate it.

		

		For more of this story, please find it here
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