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    1. Meeting A Mistress 
 
    There was no missing her. 
 
    Of course, when you are waiting for a flight, you have to make your own fun anyway. You find yourself looking over your fellow passengers, wondering about them if there's anything interesting to see. Most of the time, there isn't. But every now and then, the gods of random chance give you someone worth looking at. And she was definitely that. 
 
    I wasn't the only one looking. As she made her way across the airport, she drew a kind of bubble of attention with her. A bubble she seemed oblivious to, even if that wasn't strictly true. I mean, how could she not know? How could she not feel the eyes of both men and women turning to watch her go, either in judgment or in naked desire? Maybe she was used to it. Certainly, the outfit suggested she was looking for the attention she affected not to notice. 
 
    Her long dark hair fell down either side of her face from a center parting. Large sunglasses hid her eyes and much of her face, making it hard to get an accurate read on her age. Below the sunglasses, I could see her sharply defined cheekbones. Below that, red lips, a bright red that contrasted beautifully with her coal-black hair. And her outfit was black too, completely monochrome. A black wool coat, belted at the waist. A short black skirt that seemed to cling desperately to her thighs as she strutted through the airport. Long inches of her beautiful legs were revealed below the high hem of the skirt and the top of her tall leather boots that rose above her knees. As though her legs weren't long enough, the high heeled boots added several inches and made her body sway provocatively side to side with every step she took. It was a gloriously impractical outfit to wear to the airport, and even I, a man who had never so much as contemplated wearing a high heel in my life, knew how strange a choice those boots were to wear here. But I had to admire her commitment to fashion. And more than that, I could feel desire stirring inside me. Her coat hid most of her upper body, but those legs were outstanding.  
 
    As she strode through the airport, a bag dangling from her elbow, she looked like a movie star. She looked completely out of place among the rest of the people hurrying for flights, the overwhelming majority of whom were dressed for comfort. Including me. But if it was attention she was after, she'd gone the right way about it. 
 
    I didn't want to stare. It's impolite. And so, as she approached the desk where the gate agents waited, I turned my eyes back to my phone. Still, I could feel her across the departure lounge the way you can feel the sun with your eyes closed. I knew she was there. I realized with only a faint sense of surprise that I was hardly looking at my phone. I was staring right through the screen, mindlessly scrolling through news and entertainment I wasn't absorbing in any way.  
 
    I was wondering about her. Maybe she really was famous. She certainly had that swagger, that aura of magnetism about her. And why was she wearing sunglasses indoors? Maybe the whole point was to hide her face. Maybe if I could have got a better look, I would have recognized her. But if her intention was to go incognito, she had chosen her outfit very poorly. Unable to resist the temptation any longer, I raised my eyes from the screen of my phone and looked toward her again. There she was, standing in front of the desk and talking with one of the gate agents. She had her back to me, and I watched the way her tight skirt strained over her ass, ending abruptly after the curve of her buttocks to reveal her thighs. She looked incredible. Lifting one leg, I propped the ankle of one foot on my other knee, hoping this arrangement would hide the growing bulge in my jeans. The last thing I needed was to get turned on before a long flight when I would be able to do nothing about it. Once again, I looked hurriedly away. 
 
    The minutes passed slowly while we waited for the plane to board. I was dimly aware that the striking woman had finished her conversation with the gate agent and was now making her way across the lounge toward an empty seat. I watched her go from under lowered brows, not wanting to be seen watching. I didn't want to seem like some kind of creep. On the far side of the lounge, she sat down, crossing her legs so that her black leather boots gleamed in the airport light and her tiny skirt slid perilously high on her hip.  
 
    I wished I was closer to her. I wished I could see more of her. But these weren't appropriate thoughts to be having about a stranger in an airport, and so I tried to push them down. I promised myself I wouldn't look at her again for the entire time it took to board the plane. After all, it wasn't going to do me any good. 
 
    Eventually, a voice rang out from the airport loudspeaker. The gate agent was summoning us to board. Flying business class was a new experience for me, and I almost missed the call. My boss had used his accumulated travel miles to upgrade my seat, and it was the first time I had done any better than coach. So it wasn't until the last call for business boarding that I remembered that included me and jumped from my seat, grabbing my carry-on bag as I hurried toward the gate. 
 
    The agent smiled as she scanned my ticket and welcomed me aboard. I thumped down the jetway to the waiting plane, just ahead of the teeming hordes that would soon be filling up the coach section of the plane. The teeming hordes I was so used to being a part of. 
 
    The business-class section was closer to the front of the plane than I normally sat. Soon, I found my seat. I felt a strange innner growl of happy surprise when I saw who was sitting in the other seat beside me. The beautiful woman I had seen earlier. 
 
    Lifting my carry-on into the overhead locker, I took my seat. The woman shifted slightly as I did so, even though there was plenty of room. There were just our two seats on that side of the plane, occupying the space that three seats would have taken up in the economy section I was used to. I almost sank into the comfortable seat, reveling in the space it allowed me. 
 
    "Hi," I said, turning to the woman beside me. She was still wearing her sunglasses. I could see a shadowy reflection of myself in their convex lenses, backlit by the bright lights of the plane. 
 
    "Hello," she said, her red painted lips twitching in a slight approximation of a smile. She was sitting with her legs crossed, enough room between her and the seat in front for her to do that. Her wicked black boots gleamed, and her skirt sat temptingly high on her legs, barely hiding the enticing darkness underneath. She had removed her coat, and I saw she was wearing a dress, a little black dress more suitable for a night out in a plane ride.  
 
    Questions about her kept piling up in my brain. Was she going somewhere after the flight the required her to look like this? What did she do for a living? She was flying business class, so either she had some money or, more likely in my mind, someone was paying for her. Perhaps she was some high-class escort, being flown out for a secretive night with some high-powered executive. She certainly looked the part. As I buckled my seatbelt in my lap, I rearranged my jeans surreptitiously, trying to hide the bulge of erection I could only feel growing by the minute. 
 
    "This is nice," I said, pushing past a certain nervousness. I wasn't usually like this around women. Then again, I wasn't usually around women like this. There was something about her, that cool self possession, that put me off balance. And I knew I should probably leave her alone. That a woman who looked like her was probably getting hit on constantly, to the point where it had to become a major nuisance. Then again, she had worn that tiny skintight dress and those sexy black boots for a flight. She had to know she was going to attract attention. If I was respectful about it, maybe I could really strike up a conversation with her.  
 
    "I've never flown in business class before." 
 
    "You get used to it." She delivered her words without inflection, in a dry tone that suggested boredom more than anything else. But in spite of that, she smiled. Those red lips rose at the corners, revealing a gleaming set of perfect white teeth. I smiled back. I can take a hint, and if she didn't want to talk to me, I wouldn't blame her. But that smile said otherwise. Encouraged, I pressed on. 
 
    “You do this a lot then?” 
 
    “Only when an airline doesn’t have first-class,” she said. The arrogant note in her voice was undercut by her lingering smile. She was only getting more intriguing by the minute. 
 
    "Well, that's beyond my pay grade," I said. "I only got here because my boss was feeling generous." 
 
    "Maybe she sees potential in you." 
 
    “He, actually,” I corrected. 
 
    "That's a shame." I didn't quite know what to say in response to that. She was still smiling, and so I kept smiling too. 
 
    "My name's Alister, by the way," I said, holding out her hand. She took it, lightly pressing my fingers. Her skin was warm and soft, and a faint trace of perfume rose from her body. I couldn't have dreamed of a better person to sit beside, I thought to myself, an intriguing and beautiful woman who was actually willing to talk to me. I could get used to this business-class life. 
 
    “Elizabeth,” she said. Elizabeth, I noted mentally. Not Beth. Definitely not Liz or Lizzie. The full four syllables. It suited her. The kind of woman that required a little extra effort. The kind that demanded it. 
 
    "Nice to meet you," I said. "You traveling for work?"  
 
    “No,” she said. “well, not really. Kind of. My work in my life aren’t really easily separable.” 
 
    “Well that’s intriguing,” I smiled. “So what you do?” 
 
    Still smiling, she shook her head, making coils of her jet black hair sway on either side of her face. 
 
    “You wouldn’t believe me if I told you,” she said. 
 
    “Oh, come on,” I said. “You have to know that only makes me want to know more.” 
 
    Elizabeth laughed at that. Her red lips parted more as her laughter bubbled out of her. I felt hope surge in my heart. Making a woman laugh, I have found, is one of the surest ways to keep her interest. And with Elizabeth, that was something I desperately wanted to do. 
 
    “Well, sometimes it’s good to keep an air of mystery about things,” she said. 
 
    "Are you a model? An actress? A hedge fund manager?" Elizabeth laughed again, shaking her head at every guest. I had thrown in that last one as I remembered how she had assumed my boss was female. She seemed like the type that might have strong opinions, and making sexist assumptions probably wasn't a good idea. But I was getting no nearer the truth. 
 
    “You’re not going to guess,” she said. “Why don’t you tell me what you do?” 
 
    “I’m a software developer,” I said, while Elizabeth nodded. “Now you have to tell me what you do.” 
 
    “Nice try,” she smirked. “I don’t think so.” 
 
    She shifted in her seat as the plane began to move. We were taxing toward the runway while the flight attendants ran through the safety speech. From the corner of my eye, I watched her uncross her legs, her black boots gleaming in the light. Gently, she pulled on the tight skirt of her dress, barely making any difference to how high it sat on her thighs. My cock was throbbing between my legs as I felt the plane's engines roar into life. For a while, we said nothing to one another as the plane rose from the ground and into the air, pressing us back a little in our seats. But my curiosity and my desire were raging inside me, and I couldn't stop wondering about this enigmatic woman who sat beside me. 
 
    “So where is home?” I asked. 
 
    Elizabeth turned to me again. Finally, she raised her hand to her face and slid off her sunglasses. Behind them, her eyes were stunning. They seemed to combine every possible color, blue and green and brown all swirling together, emphasized by her long dark lashes and the dusting of dark powder on her eyelids. She kept them covered up like a weapon, I thought to myself, only unsheathing them when she wanted to use them. And I felt my heart contract, pierced by her stunning beauty. She wasn't famous, or at least I didn't recognize her. But now that I could see her face fully, there was no doubt in my mind that I was sitting next to the most beautiful woman I had ever seen. 
 
    "I move around a lot," she said. "I have a place in New York that's my primary residence. But I don't spend a ton of time there." 
 
    “Are you a spy?” I asked, and she laughed again. 
 
    "Do I look like a spy?" As she spoke, she turned slightly in his seat toward me. She sat with her knees together, her short tight dress forming a dark triangle between her shapely thighs. Her breasts pushed against the fabric of her dress, the curves of her body driving me to distraction as I took the opportunity to look her up and down. 
 
    "You know what? You kind of do," I said, and she laughed out loud again. "You look like one of those sexy secret agents they make films about." 
 
    Those gorgeous eyes moved as she looked me up and down. She was still smiling, her red lips pressed together now. I felt strangely nervous, as though far more than I had realized depended on how this woman felt about me. Of course I wanted her, and I had no doubt she knew that. But the force of my feelings took me by surprise. 
 
    “Well, I’m not,” she said. 
 
    “That’s a pity. You missed your calling,” I said. “I have a feeling you’d know exactly how to get me spilling any secrets I knew if you wanted to.” 
 
    Elizabeth laughed again. As long as she kept laughing, hope kept burning inside my heart. I was flirting, and she knew that. After all, there wasn't much point if she didn't. Still, it's a delicate art to stay just on the line of being provocative without being a creep about it. So far, it seemed I was doing pretty well. 
 
    "Maybe," Elizabeth said. Her eyes rose as a flight attendant appeared beside me, offering drinks. She ordered a glass of wine, and I ordered the same. As the attendant filled two glasses and handed them to us, we tapped them together and drank. 
 
    "Can I get a blanket too?" Elizabeth asked, taking a sip of her wine. 
 
    "No problem," the flight attendant said as she reached into the overhead locker and pulled out a blanket wrapped in plastic. Reaching over me, she handed it to Elizabeth. As she did so, the flight attendant's breasts pressed against her pale blue shirt, the faint shape of her bra showing through the fabric. But I barely noticed. I only had eyes for Elizabeth. And disappointment echoed like a dull bell in my heart as I wondered if she was going to go to sleep. 
 
    The flight attendant moved away. Dropping her plastic wrapped blanket to the floor, Elizabeth slipped a thumb inside the top of her boot. I took another sip of wine as I watched from the corner of my eye. With a sigh of frustration, she sat back in her chair. Then, after a moment, she turned toward me. 
 
    "I don't know if you have any state secrets to tell me," she said with a smile, "but I wonder if you could do me a favor?" 
 
    “Sure,” I said, setting down my glass on the tiny table in front of me. 
 
    “I want to take these boots off, but I can’t quite reach,” she said. “Can you help me with them?” 
 
    "Okay," I said. And no sooner had I agreed than Elizabeth grinned. Turning in her seat, she raised her feet nimbly from the floor. I grunted in surprise as she laid them in my lap, her heels pressed against my thigh through my jeans. The flawless black leather gleamed in front of me, and her left foot was just inches from my surging cock. As her feet rested on the denim fabric, I was scared that my state of arousal was becoming more obvious. 
 
    "Thanks," Elizabeth grinned. My heart trembled at this new familiarity. Those stunning eyes watched as I reached a hand up between her legs, taking hold of the zipper on the inside of one of her boots. Her dress had ridden way up her thighs; I felt like if it slid up any more, I'd be able to see directly between her legs. I tried not to stare. It was impossible not to. And Elizabeth just sat there, sideways in her seat with her feet in my lap, watching as I drew down the long zipper of her boot. 
 
    Carefully, I slid the high-heeled boot off her foot. Lowering it to the floor, I repeated the procedure with her other leg. Her skin was unbelievably smooth and soft, and I couldn't help but feel it as I slid off her other boot and placed it on the floor next to the first. Just at that moment, the lights in the plane dimmed to allow passengers to sleep if they wanted. In the softer light that filled the cabin, I saw Elizabeth's smile widen. 
 
    "That's better," she said. Her feet were still in my lap as she leaned over, picking up the plastic wrapped blanket from the floor. My heart pounded in my chest as I let one hand rest against her bare calf, trying to act casual, savoring the feel of her skin against mine. Meanwhile, she unwrapped the blanket. Letting the plastic wrapping flutter to the floor, she shook out the blanket and cast it over both of us. Leaning back against the window of the plane, she smiled at me. 
 
    “That’s much better,” she said again. “Now, about those secrets you’re going to tell me.” 
 
    I jumped as her feet moved under the blanket. Her eyes were still fixed on me, seeming darker now in the dim light. She pressed the heel of her bare foot to my crotch, pressing it against my throbbing cock. I could hardly believe what was happening as her foot continue to move, tracing the shape of my erection through my pants. She knew. Probably she had always known. But I had never imagined, even while I was flirting with her, she would be this bold. I didn't know what to say. I didn't know how to react. I was used to making the first move with women, and had certainly never expected something this outrageous. But I wasn't about to complain. 
 
    "Why don't you tell me something about yourself that no one else knows?" Elizabeth's voice was a soft purr now, almost lost in the steady drone of the jet engines. She spoke quietly so that only I would hear, so that the passengers around us would remain oblivious to the strange new drama playing out. 
 
    "We're just strangers," she said. "We'll probably never see each other again. We don't know anything about each other except our first names. Tell me something you've never told anyone else. And if it's something really juicy, I'll tell you something about me. Something I think you'll like." 
 
    "This isn't fair," I said, and Elizabeth laughed at the obvious point. 
 
    "No, it isn't," she agreed as her foot continued its maddening dance, caressing my hard cock through my jeans. "Lots of things in life are not fair, Alister. They're usually a lot worse than this." 
 
    "True," I said, and Elizabeth giggled as she continued to toy with my cock under the blanket. My hands slid over her legs, enjoying the feel of her silky skin while my desire bubbled and boiled. This was unbelievable. I racked my brain to think of something that would please her, desperate to find out what she might want to tell me. 
 
    "Okay," I said finally, shaking my head in disbelief. "I lost my virginity to one of my mom's friends. There was a party, and she was drunk. I never told my mom. I never even told any of my friends. I still see her sometimes. Not sexually. She's still friends with my mom, and when I go home, I run into her." 
 
    "Ooh, a sexy older woman," Elizabeth said. "How old are you, Alister?" 
 
    “28,” I answered, trying to keep my voice level as she continued toying with my manhood under the blanket. 
 
    "28," she said. "That's a little younger than me. Not a lot. I'm not going to tell you my age, though I don't think that's what you'd most want to know about me anyway, is it?" 
 
    "Not really," I said with a smile. My cock was raging under the blanket, and I felt almost lightheaded as the pressure of desire built up inside me. I didn't want to cum in my pants right there in my seat, but I was so desperately horny by that point that I didn't care. Any way I could get the pleasure the situation promised was fine by me. 
 
    "So what do you want to know?" Elizabeth asked. Even in the darkness, I could see her eyes were shining. The gleam of her teeth caught what little light there was as she grinned wolfishly at me. This woman made me nervous. She made me hard and horny and desperate for sex, but she also made me uncomfortable. In the best possible way. And while her foot continued to toy with me, making rational thought almost impossible, I racked my brain trying to think of the right thing to say.  
 
    I still didn't know what she did or who she was, but at that moment, such things seemed immaterial. I was a needy bundle of desperate desire, and all I wanted was her. 
 
    “Can I see you again?” I finally said, gasping as I raced through my body. “After this flight, I mean?” 
 
    Elizabeth laughed. She kept her voice down, eager not to attract the attention of other passengers to what we were doing. But clearly, my reply delighted her. 
 
    “We’ll see,” she said. “I may have a little time to kill while I’m in town. What’s in it for me?” 
 
    “Whatever you want,” I said with a gasp, and Elizabeth laughed again. 
 
    “That’s what I like to hear,” she said. “Nothing better than a man who knows his job is to please a woman. Here. Give me your hand.” 
 
    Elizabeth moved under the blanket. I felt her feet shift on my leg, and her hands clasped mine under the blanket. Shock radiated through me as she pulled it toward her, guiding it between her legs. Holding my wrist, she placed my hand against her pussy. As I ran my fingers over it, I realized she wasn't wearing any underwear beneath that tiny dress. Who was this woman? Had this been her plan all along, to seduce some hapless man into a kinky adventure in the sky? If so, I could hardly believe my luck. 
 
    "You like that?" she said in a soft voice that I had to strain to hear. 
 
    "Yes," I grinned. I could feel the ready wetness of her sex as I curled my fingers inside her, and her eyelids fluttered as a tiny moan of pleasure escaped her trembling lips. 
 
    "Then I'll make you a deal." Her voice was breathless now, her pleasure rising by the minute as I fingered her. And her own foot never stop moving between my legs, teasing my cock through my jeans. With my free hand, I reached for the front of my pants and clumsily unfastened them. Elizabeth sighed with pleasure as she felt the warm skin of my cock under her foot, no longer shielded by two layers of clothing. My pulse raced as we sat there playing with each other, two complete strangers pleasuring one another under the flimsy privacy of an airplane blanket while all around us, other passengers sat oblivious. 
 
    "Make me cum, Alister," Elizabeth said. "Make me cum right here, and maybe I'll let you see me again. Maybe next week, when I have some time. You'll have to prove to me that you're worth my attention." 
 
    "Okay," I grinned. This woman had some strange ideas and clearly a strong sense of her own worth. But none of that bothered me. All that mattered was the pleasure I was feeling as she teased my cock with her foot and the unbelievable silky warmth of her pussy against my hand.  
 
    As she lay back against the window, closing her eyes as her pleasure grew, I reached up inside her for her G spot, my blind fingers feeling their way along the tight tunnel of her sex. She moaned and pressed her hand to her mouth to stifle herself. I felt her pussy spasmed around my fingers, and my cock surged in response. I felt as though I'd never wanted anyone more badly than I did at that moment. But for now, this would have to do. And the promise of seeing her again, maybe getting to do more than just hand stuff with this outrageous beauty, kept me going. It kept me trying desperately to please her, rhythmically stroking her tender spot while she shook and trembled and tried not to cry out in while pleasure. 
 
    I felt her cum. I felt her pussy clench tightly around my hand, and her hot juices pooled in my palm as they spurted out of her. Her mouth was open, her eyes closed, her beautiful face dimly lit as she surrendered to a place she couldn't keep entirely silent. It was an image I knew would be engraved on my brain forever from that day forward. And as I looked at her in the grip of sexual climax, I couldn't hold back any longer. My own orgasm boiled out of me, my hard cock throbbing desperately against her foot as I spurted my cum against the blanket that covered us. 
 
    Elizabeth sighed. I sighed too as I sank back in my chair, unable to believe we had gotten away with it. Now that the moment of deep sexual tension had passed, the sheer strangeness of what we had done crashed over me like a wave. But as Elizabeth sat there, her eyes open now as she smiled at me, I couldn't bring myself to regret anything. 
 
    

  

 
   
    2. Mile High Mistress 
 
    I was overcome. The sheer strangeness of what we had just done was even more apparent now that our passion had passed. And for a moment, I just sat there in the darkness of the airplane, trying to collect my thoughts. Elizabeth still sat beside me, her beauty no less radiant than it had been before. Her feet were still on my leg, the blankets forming a tent over us as it hung from her bent knees. My cock was soft beside her feet, drained by an orgasm that left me dizzy. But situations like this come along once in a lifetime. Even in the afterglow of my pleasure that made any kind of coherent thought difficult, I could see that. 
 
    As I looked at her, unbelievably, I still felt desire stirring inside me. She really was beautiful. And more than that, she was sexy. Deeply sexy in a way that no other woman I had ever met was. I'd never met anyone so inhibited, so totally self-confident. It was a rush just being with her. 
 
    It was giving me all kinds of unusual ideas. Feeling her eyes on me, I lifted my hand out from under the blanket. She watched, her eyes gleaming in the darkness. My fingers were wet with her juices, the residue of her orgasm shining faintly against my skin.  
 
    Slowly, I lifted my hand to my face. I could smell her fluid pleasure on my skin, and under the blanket, I felt my cock twitch. Elizabeth's gorgeous eyes went wide as she watched me lick her cum off my hand, sliding the fingers that had just been inside her pussy into my mouth and sucking them right in front of her. She spluttered with laughter, her feet drumming against my thigh in obvious delight. 
 
    "You're a little pervert, aren't you?" she said, leaning forward so that her dark hair hung like a curtain on either side of her face. 
 
    "I wouldn't say that," I said, smiling as I slid my fingers back out of my mouth. "I just think you're the most beautiful woman I've ever seen. I've never wanted anyone like this." 
 
    "Oh really?" As she spoke, she leaned even further forward. Sliding her feet out of my lap, she leaned so close to me that I could feel her warm breath against the skin of my cheek. "And how does my pussy taste?" 
 
    “Amazing,” I said, and she laughed. 
 
    "Glad to hear it," she smiled, her voice no more than a whisper she spoke into my ear. "Maybe you should show me rather than telling me." 
 
    With that, she lunged toward me. Her hand gripped the back of my head as she pulled my face toward hers. Her lips engulfed mine, her tongue plunging into my mouth. I kissed her back, feeling passion growling inside me again. Running her fingers through my hair, Elizabeth grabbed a handful and tugged on it. As I winced, I felt her smile against my lips, her tongue still wrestling with mine.  I wrapped my arms around her, feeling the incredible curves of her beautiful body, and already, my cock was beginning to thicken with the hot blood of arousal again. 
 
    "I love to taste my pussy in a man's mouth," Elizabeth growled quietly as she finally lifted her lips from mine. "There's no feeling like it. To know a man wants you so badly he'll do anything for you. Is that how badly you want me, Alister?" 
 
    "Yes," I sighed while my cock climbed steadily back toward erection. 
 
    "You mean it? You'll do anything?" Elizabeth's eyes studied my face as she spoke, moving over my features as though trying to read my true intentions. She was still holding a fistful of my hair, and I loved this aggressive side to her. In my experience up to that point, the more beautiful the woman, the more passive the sex. Clearly, Elizabeth was atypical in that way, as well as in many others. 
 
    "Because I think we can really have some fun on this flight if you're into it," Elizabeth said, and my heart tripped over itself as that radiant smile showed on her red lips once again. "I can make this a night you'll never forget. But you have to be a good boy and do as you're told." 
 
    "And what if I'm not?"I grinned as I spoke, and Elizabeth laughed. But at the same time, she tugged sharply on my hair, and I winced in a brief burst of pain. 
 
    "Well, in that case, I'll just have to make you be good, won't I?" she said. "I know exactly how to tame boys like you. And when I'm done, you'll probably thank me for it. But if you don't want to have any more fun, just say so. We can go back to being strangers, and this will all just be a kinky memory you jerk off to whenever you think of me. And you will think of me when I'm gone. A lot." 
 
    She was still smiling. And that smile was still driving me wild with desire, her beauty haunting me as she glowed like a goddess in the dim light that surrounded us. I was more nervous than ever, my heart racing in my chest as I wondered just what this unbelievable woman was talking about. But I already knew the answer. I already knew I couldn't let this go. Already, this flight had been one of the most thrilling sexual experiences of my life. And clearly, Elizabeth wanted more. So did I. 
 
    "Okay," I said with a shudder. "What do you want me to do?" 
 
    The smile that spread across her beautiful face was chilling. It was a smile of triumph, of conquest, of pure power. And it was absolutely beautiful. 
 
    "Well, you can start by putting your cock away," Elizabeth said in a quiet voice so that no one else would hear us. "Then you can put my boots back on. Then I want you to get my bag out of the overhead locker. There's something in there I'm going to need." 
 
    I only hesitated for a moment. But the call of desire was just too strong. Reaching under the blanket, I wrestled with my manhood, already almost completely hard. Reluctantly, I stuffed it back into my pants. Then, I lifted the blanket away from us and placed it on the floor. Bending, I reached for her tall leather boots. As I picked them up, she sat back against the wall again, placing her feet in my lap just as she had before. Carefully, I slid first one boot, then the other onto her feet. Reaching between her legs, I pulled up the long zippers until the clinging letter tightly gripped her feet and legs again. The thought that she wore nothing under that tiny dress haunted me, making my cock throb wildly in my jeans. 
 
    Still smiling, Elizabeth swung her legs out of my lap and sat straight in her seat. Turning her head to look at me, she raised her eyebrows expectantly. I knew what she wanted.  
 
    Rising out of my seat, I stood in the aisle and opened the locker above us. I found her bag and lifted it down into the seat I had just vacated. Standing there, I watched as she rummaged in the bag. The plane was quiet, most of the other passengers having gone to sleep or at least trying to. The attendants were hidden behind the curtains in the closed-off galley area. I didn't have to hurry, and nor did she. 
 
    Eventually, she found what she was looking for. Her pale hands moved quickly, and I couldn't see what it was she grabbed out of her bag. Only that it was something small. Leaning forward, she slipped what she had taken from the bag into the top of one boot. Then she raised her face toward me again. 
 
    "Okay, I'm done," she said. "You can put it back now." 
 
    Without a word, I picked up her bag and lifted it back into the locker, swinging the hatch shut. Then, I sat down in my seat again, my heart thumping in my chest as I wondered what she had in mind next. 
 
    "Turn around," Elizabeth said, her voice shining with joy as she leaned toward me again. "Turn in your seat facing the aisle. Just for a second 
 
    ." 
 
    "Why?" 
 
    "Don't ask why," she said, still smiling as she spoke. "You don't get to ask that anymore. You said you would do what I wanted you to, right? This is what I want. Turn your back to me, just for a second." 
 
    "Okay," I said uncertainly. But I did what she wanted. Leaning for a moment on the armrest nearest the aisle, I twisted in my seat so that I was facing out to the rest of the plane. My knees extended into the aisle, but there was no one around to bump into them. Behind me, I heard a faint clicking sound that I couldn't identify. Then, Elizabeth grabbed my arms. 
 
    "What are you doing?" I hissed, trying not to attract the attention of other passengers as I turned my head to look at her over my shoulder. But it was already too late. In one swift and unexpected motion, she had pulled both my arms behind my back. There was that clicking sound again, louder and more urgent this time. I felt something tighten around both wrists. With a cold shock of fear, I realized that she had tied my hands together behind my back. As I struggled, I felt something pliable but unyielding, something small yet strong digging into my skin. Plastic. Zip ties. My heart raced in my chest as I contemplated what kind of woman would bring zip ties onto a plane and know how to bind someone with them so quickly. 
 
    "Relax," Elizabeth said. Placing a hand on my shoulder, she pushed me back into my seat. I swung my knees back in as I sat back with my hands now trapped behind me. "This will be fun. Besides, it's safer this way. I mean, I don't know you. I'm a lone woman. You could be a serial killer for all I know. I have to protect myself. This way, I know I'm safe. This way, I can play with you more and not have to worry." 
 
    I frowned. Her logic didn't seem exactly ironclad to me. But nor was I in any position to argue. The same thing she said of herself applied to me too. I didn't know this woman. She could be completely psychotic, possibly even dangerous. But those thoughts failed to gain any real traction in my mind. Because all I could think about was how sexy she was, how kinky she was, and how wildly exciting it was to be at her mercy like this. As my cock throbbed in my jeans, I was thinking solely with my genitals, and my rational brain barely stood a chance. 
 
    "Now, we're going to take a trip to the bathroom," Elizabeth went on. "Have you ever had sex on a plane before?" 
 
    “No,” I said, and couldn’t keep the smile from my face as my heart swelled with hope in my chest. 
 
    "Well, you'd better be a good boy then if you want this to happen," Elizabeth shrugged. "I'll use the blanket to hide you. Pretend you're sick. Pretend you're sick and I'll take you to the bathroom, and then we'll have some more fun in there."  
 
    "Okay," I said. It's not as though I didn't know how completely insane all this was. I just didn't care. More correctly, that was part of what excited me about her. Up until that point, the kinkiest thing I had ever done was placed my hands around a girl's throat while having sex after she asked me to. I had never experienced anything like this. And Elizabeth's dominant nature was doing interesting things to me. It was making her even more attractive to me than she would otherwise be. And that was saying a lot, given her incredible body and stunning beauty. 
 
    "Okay, here we go," Elizabeth said as she gathered up the stained blanket in her hands. "Turn your back on me again. I will drape this blanket over your shoulders so no one will see." 
 
    Eagerly, I did what I was told. I turned my back to her again, and Elizabeth threw the blanket over me. Then she told me to stand. I climbed awkwardly out of my seat with my hands bound. She followed, draping an arm over my shoulders to keep the blanket around me. In the darkness of the cabin with most of the other passengers either asleep or concentrating on screens in front of them, I hope no one would notice that my arms were behind me. Bending at the waist, I tried to look sick as Elizabeth guided me toward the bathroom. And all the while, desire raged inside me. 
 
    “Is he okay?” 
 
    A narrow gap of light shone from beside the curtain that separated the galley from the rest of the cabin. The flight attendant who brought us our wine was sitting on a foldout seat, watching us through the gap in the curtain. 
 
    "He'll be fine," Elizabeth said, her voice as calm and confident as if she had done this a million times before. "I think it's just a little bit of nerves." 
 
    “Well, let me know if you need anything,” the attendant said. 
 
    "Of course. Thank you. Come on, Alister. You'll be okay." 
 
    As she spoke, Elizabeth pushed open the folding door of the bathroom. Light flooded out from inside, and I stepped quickly through the door. She followed me, pushing the door shut behind us and snapping the bolt into place. In the tiny space, there was barely room for the two of us, and our bodies touched. As I turned to face her, I saw the grin on Elizabeth's face. In the brightly lit airplane bathroom, I was reminded again just how beautiful this woman was. 
 
    "We're going to have to be quiet with them sitting just out there," Elizabeth said in a hushed voice. "Which adds to the challenge. But that's okay. You can keep your mouth shut, can't you?"  
 
    "Yeah," I said. 
 
    “Good. That’s an attractive quality in a man. Shutting up and doing what he’s told. At least, it is to me. Now sit down.” 
 
    As she spoke, Elizabeth placed her hands on my shoulders. Pulling aside the blanket, she bundled it up and stuffed it into the tiny sink at my side. Then she put her hands on my shoulders again, pushing me down. I sat down on the tiny toilet, gazing up at her as she stood above me. She was completely in control, and she knew it. She seemed to revel in it, to bask for a moment in the warm glow of knowing it was all up to her. Then, she leaned forward. Her dark hair hung around her gorgeous face, and I groaned quietly as I watched her breasts swell against the low neck of her tiny black dress. Reaching between my legs, she unfastened my pants and pulled them down around my knees. My cock sprang out, already mostly hard and getting harder by the second. Those pretty eyes of hers stared right at it as though sizing me up. 
 
    "You're hard again again already," she said. "That's a good sign. Is it turning you on, being tied up and bossed around by me?"  
 
    "Yeah, it is, actually," I said, as Elizabeth giggled. 
 
    "Good," she said. "Be a good boy for me, and maybe we'll get to do this again sometime. Because I feel like I can tell you something about me now. Something you've probably already guessed. I like to be in charge. I like sex to be all about me. I like to play with boys that know their place, that know they have to do as they are told if they want to be with a woman like me. How about you, Alister? Do you know your place?" 
 
    “Yes,” I said uneasily. I could feel a trap closing around me, but I was too turned on to fight it. And even while my cheeks burned with embarrassment at being so completely controlled by her, my cock raged with desperate desire. 
 
    "Good," Elizabeth said again. "Because your place is beneath me. Doing as you're told. Begging for my attention and worshiping the ground I walk on. Does that sound like something you can handle?" 
 
    “I guess so,” I said. Elizabeth’s face darkened. 
 
    "Well, it either is or it isn't," she said. "Either you know your place, or you don't. And I'm going to need to hear you say it. Tell me what your place is." 
 
    As she spoke, Elizabeth raised one foot from the floor. I jumped as she brought it down quickly, stamping on the edge of the toilet where I sat. Right between my legs. The toe of her vicious boot missed my throbbing cock by less than an inch, and fear mixed with my arousal as I stared up at her. 
 
    "Beneath you," I said while she stood above me with her hands on her hips, her wet pussy showing under her dress as she stood with one foot between my legs. "Doing as I'm told." 
 
    "Excellent," she said, a smile returning to her face as she basked in my humiliation. "Don't act like you don't love it. Look how turned on you are." 
 
    The sole of her boots slid over the toilet seat, and I grunted as the leather slid over my cock. Balancing on one foot, Elizabeth teased my manhood with the other, tapping it to make it sway from side to side before running the slick leather of her boot over it. She watched me as she did it, those incredible eyes staring me down like a multicolored storm that I trembled beneath. The zip ties bit into my wrists as I struggled uselessly to free myself.  
 
    I wanted this woman like I had never wanted anyone before, and all this talk about worshiping her, intimidating as it was, only served to make her even more enticing. Standing above me like she was, she seemed worthy of worship. After all, she looked like a goddess. And as she continued to toy with my manhood, I felt pleasure raging inside me once again,  rising up from the pit of my stomach while I sat helpless at her feet. 
 
    "Oh my God," I groaned, trying to keep my voice low as Elizabeth pressed one slender finger to her red lips. But her eyes kept shining as she watched me, and her foot kept moving against my shaft. She knew exactly what she was doing. I was helpless, and soon, I groaned again as I felt my cock throbbing against her boot. Another orgasm flared inside me, and I trembled and moaned in desire and disgrace as I ejaculated. My spurting cock threw my semen into the air, letting it splatter on the shining leather of her boot while she giggled in delight. Standing above me, Elizabeth watched me cum, watched me helpless against my own natural instincts as she teased me with nothing more than her foot. 
 
    "Oh dear," she said as my orgasm finally subsided, and I sat panting on the toilet, trying to recover my breath. "That's no good, is it? You'll never be able to please me if you cum so easily." 
 
    "I'm sorry," I said, the words bursting out of me before I could stop them. I felt my cheeks burning with an even greater shame than before. 
 
    "You should be," Elizabeth said. "Now I'm going to have to keep you here until you're ready for me to use. Because you're not getting out of here until I've fucked you. You got me all horny now; I need to do something about that. So you'll just stay here until you can get hard again and be of some use to me." 
 
    “Okay,” I gasped, and Elizabeth giggled. 
 
    "Hey, it's like that friend of your mom's you told me about," she said. "The one that took your virginity. Well, now I'm going to take your airplane virginity. And there's nothing you can do to stop me. Not that you would if you could 
 
    ." 
 
    "No, of course not," I said, and Elizabeth laughed. 
 
    “Well, you concentrate on getting that dick rock hard for me again,” Elizabeth said. “Here’s a little something that might help.” 
 
    Still standing with one foot between my legs, Elizabeth reached down and plucked at the hem of her dress. She slid the clinging black fabric up over her hips until it was around her waist, her pussy completely exposed to me last. Her dark pubic hair was neatly trimmed into a landing strip above the swollen lips of her pussy, and she sighed happily as she trailed two manicured fingers over the sensitive folds. I watched, completely transfixed, as she stroked herself right in front of me, her sex shining just inches from my face. 
 
    As her pleasure grew, she closed her eyes for a moment. Her black hair tumbled over her shoulders as she tipped her head back. Placing her free hand on one wall of the cramped airplane toilet for balance, she touched herself more vigorously, rocking her hips back and forth as she played with herself. Soon, in the bathroom's harsh light, I could see her warm juices running down the inside of her thighs. I could see her legs shaking as her pleasure grew. She tried to keep her voice down, but I could hear the building orgasm in every gasp and groan she made. 
 
    And it was working. As I sat there helpless, forced to watch her lonely pleasure, my own desire never subsided. Before long, my cock moved against my thigh. Even though I had just cum, I could feel my manhood hardening again. Hungry for her, hungry for that incredible body that towered above me, that pussy that dripped and spasmed in front of me. 
 
    But for now, Elizabeth seemed to have forgotten all about me. She was wrapped up in her own pleasure, tormenting me with it. I watched her body stiffen inside her black dress, her smooth forehead creased in an expression that seemed almost angry at orgasm took her. She bit her lip, trying to suppress her wild moans as her climax peaked. I trembled as I watched her, witness to unbelievable beauty. 
 
    Finally, Elizabeth opened her eyes. Her cheeks were flushed now, and she panted between her parted lips as she smiled down at me. Slowly, she slid her fingers out of her dripping pussy. In the harsh light, I could see the moisture that shone on them. Using her free hand to push her hair back from her face, Elizabeth stepped forward. She held out her hand toward me, two fingers pointing directly at me, and I knew what she wanted. 
 
    "Since you like the taste of my pussy so much, you can clean my fingers for me," she said. 
 
    "Yes," I replied, making her laugh again. I opened my mouth, and she slid two fingers inside. Her incredible eyes shone as she looked down at me along her extended arm, and I ran my tongue over her fingers, tasting the enticing flavor of her sex. She laughed as I sucked on her fingers, enjoying my debasement. I was too lost in lust for her to care. The taste of her pussy flooded my senses, and I felt as though I had become intoxicated with this incredible woman. 
 
    "See? You can be a good boy with the right encouragement," Elizabeth said. As she spoke, she slid her fingers out of my mouth at last. Stepping back as far as the bathroom would allow, she looked me up and down. Her smile grew wider as she saw my cock rising from between my legs. 
 
    "And you're hard again," she said. "That's good. That's the joy of younger guys, I guess. Or maybe it's just that you want me so badly." 
 
    "Yes, I do," I groaned, making Elizabeth laugh again. Her boot heels echoed on the bathroom floor as she stepped forward. Standing over me, she pushed her feet apart. Then, bending her knees, she lowered herself into my lap. 
 
    I groaned as she took hold of my cock. Guiding it inside herself, she impaled herself on it, letting it push her warm wet walls apart. She sighed too, feeling me inside her as she settled down on top of me. As her pussy clenched, I moaned in ecstasy, and she leaned forward, draping her arms over my shoulders. 
 
    "I'm going to fuck you now," she said, while those amazing eyes of hers stared deep into mine. She enunciated each word carefully, slowly, as though trying to impress them into my brain. "I'm going to fuck you until I'm completely satisfied. I don't care how long it takes. I'm going to keep you here until I'm finished with you. So if I were you, I would try not to cum before I tell you you can. Because if you don't, we could be here a long time. Then again, that's not such a bad thing, is it?" 
 
    "No," I gasped, and Elizabeth giggled under her breath as she clenched her pussy around my cock again, making my voice catch in my throat. 
 
    "Okay, Alister," she said. "Time to join the mile-high club. If you keep that cock nice and hard for me, maybe I'll even want to use it again. Now, tell me again what your place is." 
 
    Elizabeth's thighs tightened as she spoke. Gripping my shoulders, she began to bounce up and down, her wet pussy sliding easily up and down my shaft. I groaned in pleasure, and so did she, our cries of bliss getting louder as our worry over being discovered diminished. All that mattered was pleasure. All that mattered was sex. If I needed to try and hold back my own orgasm, if I needed to tell her what she wanted to hear, that was fine. At that moment, just about anything seemed a price worth paying for the pleasure I was promised. 
 
    "Beneath you," I moaned, and heard Elizabeth give a matching groan of pleasure as I spoke. "Doing what you tell me. Worshiping the ground you walk on." 
 
    "Fuck, that's right," Elizabeth gasped. "That's right. You're just another toy for my pleasure. Another cock for me to own. Don't you dare cum. Don't you dare!" 
 
    I gasped and writhed, and she gasped too, bouncing up and down in my lap. She pressed a hand to my mouth to silence me, but her own cries were just as loud as pleasure overwhelmed her. I felt her pussy tightening around my cock, spasming in the throes of orgasm, and it took everything I had to hold back an explosion of my own. As I felt this incredible woman cum all over me, I knew with startling clarity that nothing was ever going to be the same in my life again. 
 
    

  

 
   
    3. The First Date 
 
    For the rest of the flight, I was buzzing with excitement. How could I not be? I had never had an experience like this before. Not just sex on a plane, but sex like this. Kinky sex with me tied up in the plane's toilet, used for pleasure by a beautiful and dominant woman. It was unlike anything I had ever imagined, let alone experienced. 
 
    And Elizabeth knew exactly what she wanted. She rode my cock right there in the bathroom, treating me like an object for her selfish pleasure. The orgasms I had already had helped me to hold back, but I'm only flesh and blood. Still, there was no question that Elizabeth had plenty of climaxes of her own. I could see them with my own eyes, her gorgeous body stiffening with pleasure as she straddled me and her moans of ecstasy filling the room no matter how she tried to stifle them.  
 
    It was unreal. Even as it was happening, I barely believed it. But the physical pleasure she was giving me couldn't lie. What was happening to me was far beyond anything I had ever imagined, but it was indisputably real. 
 
    I couldn't hold back forever. Eventually, the sheer excitement of the situation got to me. But by then, my task was done. Elizabeth still sat on top of me, glowing with sexual ecstasy as she smiled down at me. I groaned too as I released, pumping my orgasm into her gorgeous body at last. She sighed with pleasure as she felt me cum, her smooth cheeks burning with the heat of pleasure.  
 
    After a moment, she reached down between her legs and rose to her feet. My cock slid out of her pussy, well lubricated by her fragrant juices. Turning to the sink, she washed her hands and did her best to clean herself up, checking herself out in a small mirror bolted to the wall. Only when she was convinced she was ready did she turn back to me. I watched as she reached into the top of one of her tall boots and produced a tiny pair of scissors. Telling me to stand, she squeezed in behind me and snipped the plastic zip ties that bound my wrists together. The bondage had left little channels in my skin, and I rubbed my wrists, only feeling that soreness now that my orgasm had come and gone. 
 
    Elizabeth bundled up the blanket I had worn to the bathroom and thrust it into my hands. 
 
    "Looks like you're feeling much better now," she said with a smile. I couldn't keep myself from smiling back. In fact, I was giddy with everything that happened. It all seemed so unreal, so far removed from the daily reality of my life. I loved it. As strange and wild as it undoubtedly was, I couldn't help reflecting that this was one of the greatest experiences of my life. Something I would never forget, even if it never went any further than this. But I desperately hoped that it would. It's a strange feeling to realize that something you didn't even know existed a few hours ago has become a necessary part of your life. I needed to see her again. And as Elizabeth turned, slid back the bolt on the toilet door, and stepped out of the plane, I followed behind her, my head down. 
 
    The plane was still dark. Most of the passengers were still sleeping. A few strangers glanced listlessly in our direction, but my heart trembled as I hoped that no one guessed what we had been up to. It was almost hard to believe no one had heard us, even though we had tried our best to be quiet. But maybe, I thought with a flush of delight, we had gotten away with it. 
 
    Elizabeth returned to her seat, and once she got herself comfortable, I sat down too. Leaning against the window, she turned her face toward me and smiled wordlessly. I smiled back. The secret we shared bloomed between us now, a communication that felt deeper than words. Turning to face away again, she settled further into her seat with a sigh. After a moment, she closed her eyes. She seemed tired, and I couldn't blame her. After her exertions in the bathroom, anyone would be. And I was tired too. But the ideas and emotions buzzing inside me wouldn't let me sleep, no matter how much I wanted to. I couldn't help thinking about the future, wondering if I would ever enjoy something so pure and pleasurable again. Already, the thought that this might only be a one time thing nagged at me. But Elizabeth had held out the hope that she might see me again, and I clung to that while she sat silently beside me, her breathing becoming deeper and more even as she dozed. 
 
    She woke up when the lights came on. The plane was coming in to land, and the flight attendants hurried up and down the aisles, gathering up garbage and instructing people to raise their seats. Elizabeth sat up and buckled her seatbelt, but still said nothing to me. My nervousness only grew as the plane began to drop, swooping in to the airport with its tires screeching on the tarmac.  
 
    Once the plane reached the terminal, I sprang up and lifted her bag out of the overhead locker. Wordlessly, Elizabeth smiled at me. I want to say something, anything. But I didn't know what to say. Anything I could think of seemed somehow pathetic and childish, unworthy of a woman like her. Of course I wanted to see her again. Of course I wanted to know more about her. But it's not like I was in love with the woman. Just deeply, wildly in lust.  
 
    I wanted her as badly as ever as I stepped away from my seat to let her stand. As I followed her down the aisle of the plane, I ached for her. Together, we walked along the jetway and through the terminal of the airport, her high-heeled boots thumping on the carpeted floor with every step. I could feel the bubble of attention that followed us, people watching her, oblivious to me. It was a strange feeling, a stray glimpse into the life of an extravagantly beautiful woman. I wondered if people thought that we were together, and my cheeks flushed a little at the thought. It seemed somehow ridiculous. She was far too beautiful and far too seemingly successful to be with a guy like me. But desire knows no reason. I was still hoping to see her again. 
 
    The silence lasted until we reached the baggage carousel. Her bag came first, and she smiled her thanks at me as I heaved it off the moving rubber belt and set it at her feet. The handle clicked as she pulled it up, about to walk out of my life forever. By necessity, I finally found my voice. 
 
    "Can I – I see you again?" I asked. 
 
    Elizabeth paused. Those miraculous eyes looked me up and down one last time as she stood there, wearing her coat again, her gleaming black boots showing underneath and exposing her beautiful legs. Her dark hair shimmered like silk as she tossed her head, those full lips smiling again at my obvious desire for her. Reaching into a pocket of her coat, she slid out her phone and handed it to me.  
 
    "Give me your number," she said. "I'll be in town for a few days. No promises, mind you. If I find myself with some time on my hands, maybe I'll give you a call." 
 
    "Thank you," I said, and felt my cheeks burning with embarrassment as Elizabeth immediately laughed. But I had meant it. The words were honest, an expression of my deep need for this woman I barely knew. And as I blushed, I entered my number into her contacts, adding my name and an airplane emoji to remind her who I was. I handed the phone back to her, and she slipped it back into her pocket.  
 
    "Goodbye, Alister," she said with that smile that never failed to make my heart flutter. "Thanks for a fun flight." 
 
    Then, she turned away. I watched her go, listening to her high heels echoing on the polished airport floor as she slowly receded, towing her bag behind her. I still knew nothing about her. What she did or why she was in town, or what kind of life she lived. Then again, what did it matter? I knew the most important thing. I knew she was kinky and dominant. I knew she was the sexiest woman I had ever seen. What more did I need to know about her than that? 
 
      
 
    I don't go on a lot of business trips. This latest one had been for a conference my boss thought I would get something out of, but I wasn't so sure he was correct about that. Still, after everything that happened on the plane, I wasn't about to complain about the trip. It had been worth it to meet her. And in the days that followed, I didn't have to work. Instead, I unpacked and settled back into my own home, glad to be back though haunted by a strange sense of loss. Maybe it's not so surprising that I couldn't get her off my mind. Mind-blowing sex can do that. And what she had given me on the plane was definitely that. Maybe more than that, too. Maybe a glimpse of different life, of another world. A world where beautiful women travel the skies and take what they want from men they barely know. A world where beauty and pleasure are the only things that matter, and the rules are for other people. A world so far removed from my own relatively dull existence that it was almost hard to believe they coexisted. After all, I didn't have a lot going on. I like my job, but it's not the most fulfilling thing in the world. I haven't had a proper relationship in over a year. I work in a heavily male-dominated field, and the few women I worked with either weren't my type or were already taken, or both. Dating is hard, and it only seems to get harder.  
 
    And now, I suspected, it would be harder still. Because now, any woman I might meet had this unattainable ideal compared to, the vision of Elizabeth in all her dominant beauty that was sexier than anything else I could imagine. 
 
    I couldn't stop thinking of her for two long days, but nothing happened. No phone calls. No messages. And despair warred with hope in my heart. After all, she had been extremely noncommittal. Did she have any intention of calling me? She had taken my number, which was a good sign. But maybe she was just being polite. Although that hadn't seemed to be much of a concern of hers up to that point.  
 
    I went back and forth like this, offering reasons and counter reasons to myself as I debated whether I would ever hear from her again. But on the third day, in the middle of the morning, a text message made me cry out in wild joy as I stared at the screen of my phone. 
 
    Hi Alister, I read. This is Elizabeth. Are you busy today? 
 
    Not at all, I texted back. Which was true. But even if it hadn't been, I would've said that. There was no way I was going to pass on the opportunity to see her again, no matter what. My boss had let me take an extra day off to recover from the trip, and I was infinitely glad of that now. But I would've called in sick if I had to just to see her again. 
 
    Want to get together? 
 
    Definitely. When? 
 
    This afternoon. We can go for coffee. Get to know each other a little better. 
 
    Okay. Where? 
 
    Up to to you. I don't know my way around that well. Just give me an address and I'll meet you there. 
 
    I paused before answering. As much as I wanted to get to know her a little better, what I really wanted was to see her in private. To have her in my apartment or meet her in a hotel room; I didn't care which. This sounded more like a date. And even though I was fully willing to go on a date with this magnificent woman, it wasn't what I really wanted. Besides, after our adventure on the plane, a coffee date seemed somehow superfluous. Impossibly tame after the bizarre way we had met. But I wasn't going to argue, and I suspected she knew that. However she wanted to see me was fine by me. 
 
    After a moment, I texted the name and address of a coffee shop near my apartment. Elizabeth responded with a time, and I readily agreed. My heart was racing as I stared down at my phone, somehow already back under the spell of this woman just reading her texts. The blood was roaring in my ears, and my brain buzzed with a thousand different questions that had no answer as I read her final text. 
 
    See you soon. 
 
      
 
    I saw her even before I stepped through the door of the coffee shop. She sat near the window, visible to anyone who walked by. As though she was a model puts the to draw business in. It would work, I thought to myself. Certainly, it would work on me. After all, she couldn't fail to catch the eye. My gaze was drawn toward her by a mysterious magic caused by curves and long hair and feminine beauty. As though the world somehow shrank around her, or paled while she only grew brighter.  
 
    She wore her long hair loose, curling in dark coils around her shoulders. She had her sunglasses on again, giving her that celebrity look I had first noticed in the airport. She wore a dark gray dress, its color alleviated by a pattern of yellow triangles spread evenly across the fabric. It clung tightly to her body, emphasizing the swell of her hips and of her breasts above her tiny waist. The neckline was high and short sleeves covered her shoulders and toned arms, but it was nevertheless a sexy look. Especially when paired with the black patent leather spike-heeled pumps she wore on her feet, crossed at the ankle underneath the table as she sat with a cup in front of her. I wondered how long she had been there. I was more than five minutes early for our meeting, but she was already seated with a drink. I hoped that wouldn't count against me as I pushed aside the door of the coffee shop and hurried inside. 
 
    She didn't seem to know that I had already seen her. The moment she saw me, she raised her hand and wiggled her fingers to attract my attention. A smile broke across my face as I hurried toward her, weaving through the crowded tables of the café to sit in the creaking wooden seat across from her. It was 2:30 in the afternoon, but I had treated this date like what it was. I had put on a dress shirt and some nice pants and shoes and even spritzed a little cologne on my neck, doing my best to look my best. Of course, I was never going to come close to her beauty. But I wanted to look as good as I could. And the moment I saw her, I was glad I did. She looked incredible. Even though my mind been full of her since the day of the flight, even though I had barely been able to forget about her for even a minute, seeing her in the flesh was something else. As though something deep in my stomach lurched at the sight of her, as though her mere presence tugged on some tight wire running through my body. 
 
    "Hi, Alister," she said as I sat down. 
 
    "Hi," I grinned. "It's nice to see you again." And as I spoke, she reached up and slid those sunglasses off her face. Internally, I almost braced myself to meet the onslaught of beauty I knew was coming from those incredible eyes. But it didn't matter. They still bowled me over again, sweeping me up in the wild intoxication this woman seemed to so easily draw me into. Her eyes sparkled and glowed, looking at one moment like a mountain stream, the next like the deepest sea. They were stunning. And a strange feeling came over me as I wondered what she saw in me. I'm well aware of who and what I am. I don't suffer from low self-esteem or negative self-talk. But there was no doubt in my mind that Elizabeth was way out of my league. Still, I reflected, it was better not to question it too closely. She may have had strange taste, but if I was the beneficiary of it, fine by me. 
 
    "This place is nice," she said, glancing around the busy shop. 
 
    "Well, it's not New York," I said with a smile, "but it's okay. How long are you in town for?" 
 
    "I leave tomorrow morning," Elizabeth said slowly, glancing at me over her coffee cup. 
 
    "That's a shame," I said. "Are you going to be back in town anytime soon?' 
 
    "I'm not sure." It was strange sitting across the table from her, and I wondered if Elizabeth felt the same strange unreality of the situation I did. We knew each other in the most intimate way, and yet knew almost nothing about each other at the same time. After what we had done together on the plane, it seemed strange to go through the ordinary formalities of a first date. But at the same time, at that stage our relationship, neither of us was quite sure about the other. Still feeling each other out. 
 
    "I guess spies don't get to choose their own missions," I said, feeling my heart contract with happiness as Elizabeth laughed. 
 
    "I wouldn't know," she said, punctuating her words with a slow sip of coffee. "I'm not a spy." 
 
    "Which is exactly what a spy would say," I said. 
 
    "Sometimes, I wish I was a spy," Elizabeth said, setting down her cup so that it chimed quietly against a matching saucer. "That might be easier to explain than what I actually do." 
 
    "You’re going to have to tell me what it is at some point,” I said. “I mean, you can keep making it sound more intriguing without telling me what it actually is. It might not live up to all this build-up.” 
 
    Elizabeth hesitated for only the briefest moment. Her stunning eyes moved over my face again as she studied my features, an expression I was getting intimately familiar with. Then she smiled. 
 
    “Come here,” she said, crooking her finger. I leaned over the table, and she leaned in too, sweeping back her dark hair from one side of her face. Her lips almost touching my ear as she whispered to me, and I felt the hair on the back of my neck prickle at this new and very public intimacy. 
 
    “I’m a professional dominatrix,” she said. And then she sat back in her seat, her hair falling back around her face as she sat up straight, waiting for my response. 
 
    “That makes sense,” I said, nodding. “I should’ve guessed. You’re so good at it.” 
 
    Elizabeth laughed again, tossing her head back as the sound of amusement bubbled out of her. 
 
    “That doesn’t freak you out?” she asked. 
 
    “Why would it?” I asked. “Everyone’s got to make a living. After that day we met — well, I didn’t think you were an accountant.” 
 
    “It freaks a lot of guys out,” Elizabeth said, those incredible eyes staring into mine once again. 
 
    “Yeah, well, I’m not a lot of guys,” I said, my smile finding its echo on her face as I spoke. “I’m just me.” 
 
    At that moment, a waitress appeared at the side of our table. I opened my mouth to place an order, but Elizabeth stopped me, laying a gentle hand on my arm. As I turned to her in surprise, I saw a new light burning deep in those incredible eyes. 
 
    “I have a better idea,” she said. “Let’s get out of here. We can talk better somewhere private.” 
 
    It was exact what I wanted to hear, and I couldn’t keep the grin off my face as I readily agreed. The waitress turned away, and Elizabeth rose from her seat. She had her suitcase with her, and she extended the handle as she pulled it along behind her. I stood too, watching the way her body swayed from side to side with every step she took as she led me through the coffee shop. Already, I had the inarguable sense that I would follow this woman just about anywhere. 
 
    Outside the café, I took her suitcase from her. She smiled. 
 
    “Do you live close to here?” 
 
    “Just a few blocks away,” I answered. 
 
    “Can we go back to your place?” 
 
    “Of course,” I grinned. There was no point being coy about things now. I could think of only one reason why she would want to be alone with me, and already, my cock was surging inside my pants. The truth was, our sexual chemistry was unlike anything I’d experienced with anyone before. I had no idea why a woman who could clearly have just about any man she wanted would choose me, but I had more sense than to question it.  
 
    Her suitcase rolled and rumbled along behind me as I led her down the street, and despite her tight dress and high-heeled shoes, she matched me stride for stride, walking as though she was born to wear heels and drawing the eyes of strangers she passed just as she had in the airport. Twice in the short walk home, men leaned out of cars to yell something rude at her. I bristled, but Elizabeth seemed to take it in stride. Of course, nothing seemed to ever shake this woman’s confidence. My cock surged again as I found myself thinking that those men had no idea what kind of woman they were harassing. For that matter, neither did I. I had acted cool at her admission that she was a dominatrix, and given the reaction, I was glad that I had. But inside, I was nothing but a bundle of nerves. I could pretend all I want that I was experienced and worldly, but it was already abundantly clear to me that I had nothing like the level of experience she did. And I dreaded her finding that out. 
 
    On the walk home, we chatted back and forth. But it seemed that both of our minds were on other things. What was going to happen once we got behind closed doors. Opening the door of my apartment building, I held it open for her, and she stepped inside. In silence, we rode the elevator to my floor. I led her to my place. As I swung the front door shut behind her and set her suitcase down in the hall, I realized my hands were shaking. I was nervous, deeply nervous. Terrified I might say or do something wrong and deprive myself of this unbelievable opportunity. If Elizabeth felt in any way the same level of nerves, she gave no sign of it. Her beautiful face was as calm and composed as ever as she looked at me with a sly smile. 
 
    “That’s better,” she said. “Now we can really talk. Where is the bedroom?” 
 
    “Just through there,” I said, pointing down the hallway to the left at a right angle from the front door. Her head turning to survey my apartment, Elizabeth set off down the hall, no longer needing an invitation. Her high heels cracked on the floor like a metronome counting out the rhythm of my growing arousal. Just before she disappeared down the hallway, she turned, one foot slightly raised and her dress straining around her beautiful ass as she smiled at me.  
 
    “Bring my bag,” she said, and disappeared. 
 
    I didn’t argue. I didn’t question. I barely even thought. I just grabbed the handle of the suitcase and pulled it along behind me, following this near stranger to my own bedroom. Inside, she sat on the foot of my bed, her dress growing even tighter around her. My cock was pressed against the front of my pants now, the bulge of my erection clearly visible, and my heart fluttered as I noticed her beautiful eyes lingering on it. 
 
    “You don’t have any roommates?” she asked. 
 
    “No.” 
 
    “A girlfriend?”  
 
    “No,” I said, shaking my head. 
 
    “Good. I have you all to myself until I leave. Go ahead, Alister. Take those clothes off and let me see what I’m working with.” 
 
    The request was outrageous, of course. But I already knew that she had a way of asking for outrageous things as though they were a foregone conclusion. As though she knew I couldn’t say no to her. And given the nature of her work, I suspected she probably did. Certainly, she knew how to give orders. I found my shaking hands reaching for the buttons of my shirt almost before I had time to think about it. As though her softly spoken command had hotwired my brain and gone straight to my body. In no time at all, myself shedding my clothes, standing naked in front of her in my own bedroom while she sat there fully dressed and as beautiful as ever. She smiled as my cock sprang out, hard and ready and hungry for her amazing body again. Still smiling, she patted the bed beside me. “Sit here,” she said. “We can have a real talk.” 
 
    Talking buzz the last thing I wanted to do. I didn’t say a word as I stumbled forward, moving as though by remote control. As I sat on the bed beside her, Elizabeth turned. She leaned toward me, curling her fingers around the back of my neck, and I felt the softness of her lips against mine as she kissed me. Then, as our kiss broke, she placed her hands on my chest and pushed me violently backward. I flopped back on the mattress, shocked yet excited as she leaned over me, one hand still on my chest, practically cupping my beating heart in her palms. 
 
    “The same rules apply here as on the plane,” she said, her eyes traveling out of my face again. “You’re to do as you’re told, to do your best to please me. Otherwise, I may as well leave now.” 
 
    “No,” I barked, shocked at the vehemence of my own voice. “No, don’t go. I’ll do what you say.”
”Good. That’s what I like to hear.” 
 
    Lifting her hand from my chest, Elizabeth stood. Lying back on my bed, I watched her as she moved toward the suitcase. The tight dress grew even tighter as she crouched above it, unzipping a pocket and reaching inside. I gasped as she straightened up again, holding a pair of handcuffs in her hand. 
 
    “I figured why tell you about what I do for living when I can show you?” she said with a smile. “For the rest of the afternoon, you’re all mine. Got it?”  
 
    “Yes,” I gasped, my voice trembling with desire and nervousness as I spoke. ”Oh my God, yes!” 
 
    

  

 
   
    4. What His Mistress Wants 
 
    Barely able to believe what was happening, I watched Elizabeth step toward me. The handcuffs shone in her hands as she crawled onto the bed, her movements ended by her tight dress that conformed to the hypnotic curves of her body. As always, she looked amazing, crawling toward me like some predatory cat on the prowl. My cock surged in the empty air as I looked at her. She was unlike anyone I have ever met. Until she strutted into my life in her dominatrix boots, I had never been tied up during sex. Now, it was about to happen for the second time that week. And I wanted it. I could well remember the feeling of delicious helplessness that had come over me in the airplane bathroom, knowing that I was there for her use. That’s what I wanted. To become an object for her pleasure, a sex toy to make a beautiful woman cum. At that time, these feelings and thoughts were still new to me. And even though I had thought about them a lot, I hadn’t had much success in analyzing them. All I knew was that it felt good to not have to think about things, not have to make the first move. To give up control to this beautiful woman and let her decide what would happen and when. 
 
    “Turn over,” Elizabeth said as she kneeled on the mattress beside me, “just for a minute. Give me your hands.” 
 
    I did what she said, barely able to believe I was doing it as I did it. I rolled over onto my side, facing away from her, turning my head to watch over my shoulder as she reached for my wrists. The cuffs clicked as she locked them on, and I grunted as she bound my hands behind my back. Then, placing her hand on my shoulder, she rolled me over onto my back again. Grinning in delight, thrilled now that she had me captive. 
 
    “I would’ve liked to tie you to the bed,” she said, “but you don’t have the right kind of headboard. Maybe you’ll have to fix that if we do this again. But for now, this will have to do. Feeling helpless?” 
 
    “Yes,” I grunted, and Elizabeth laughed. Turning, she moved back toward the foot of the bed. I watched her sit down, half turning in her seat to face me. I groaned as she wrapped one hand around my surging cock. 
 
    “I know what you want,” she said with a smile. I groaned and writhed beneath her as she stroked me, causing pleasure to well up inside my body and race up and down my spine. “You want me to fuck you, just like I did on the plane. To just climb on top of you and take what I want. I’m not going to lie. That’s a pretty tempting idea. But first, I think we should get to know each other a little better. If we are going to continue with this, we should know a bit more about each other. I figure this is the best way to get your honest responses. With your cock in my hand, I’ll have a better sense of when you’re being honest with me and when you’re not. So. I’m going to tell you how I foresee our relationship working. You’re going to tell me if you think you can handle it, or if you want to stop.” 
 
    “I can handle it,” I said at once, making Elizabeth chuckle. 
 
    “You don’t even know what you’re talking about yet,” she said, her hands still sliding up and down my cock as she spoke. She clearly knew exactly what she was doing. As my pleasure swelled, she reduced her speed and her pressure, keeping me desperately aroused without tipping over the brink into full orgasm. She was playing me like an instrument, and I wondered how conscious it was and how instinctive. A stray thought flashed through my mind as I wondered how many men she had been with, but I pushed it away. It didn’t matter. I had no right to be jealous. We didn’t have that kind of relationship. In fact, even to call what we had at this point a relationship seems premature. What we had was a kinky one night stand and now this strange development, whatever it was. But I wasn’t in a hurry to put labels on things. I was just enjoying the ride. 
 
    “I was in town visiting a client,” Elizabeth said. “I have clients all over the country. Some of the wealthy ones fly me out occasionally to dominate them. That’s how I make my money. And I do very well. You wouldn’t believe how many men would pay a fortune to be in your position right now.” 
 
    “I wouldn’t be so sure,” I said, my voice trembling with the strain of pleasure as I spoke, and Elizabeth smiled. 
 
    “Perhaps you do,” she said. “My point is, this is what I do for a living. Luckily, it’s also what I enjoy doing in my spare time. In fact, this how all my relationships work, and has been for years. I can only get off on being with a man if he submits to me. Clearly, you don’t have a problem with that.” 
 
    “No,” I breathed. 
 
    “But what in my experience a lot of guys do have a problem with is the thought of me being with other men. It’s not an easy thing to deal with. Right now, it doesn’t matter so much. We’re just ships that pass in the night. But a lot of men develop feelings for me after a while. And that’s when things get complicated. I’m not your girlfriend, Alister. I’m not looking for that. What I am looking for is a submissive boy I can play with whenever I’m in town without money changing hands. I’m not looking for new clients. I have plenty of those. And money has a way of taking the shine off things. When a guy pays me to dominate him, he becomes the customer. And deep down, the customer is always right. What I want from you is something deeper. Something more real. I want this relationship to be all about me. I think we both know you’ll enjoy it too. But the whole purpose of it is to make me happy. Does that sound like something you can live with?”  
 
    “Yes,” I said. 
 
    “Good. But I’m not going to make things easy for you. So far, you’ve only seen the nice side of me. I might boss you around a little bit, but I still let you cum. That won’t always be the case. In my professional life, I’ve gotten very good at controlling men. And I know the simplest and most effective way to do that — and for me, the most fun — is to control their sexual pleasure. You know what I want most, Alister?” 
 
    As Elizabeth spoke, she leaned forward. Her hand was still stroking my cock as she pushed it back toward my stomach. Her free hand rested on my chest, and her beautiful face shone above mine, surrounded by her jet black hair as she smiled at me. I felt the warmth of her breath against my skin, her lips almost but not quite close enough to kiss. And I didn’t dare. In her own sexy way, Elizabeth terrified me. Or rather, the thought of losing her terrified me. As nervous as I was about what this powerful woman might do to me, nothing scared me more than the thought that she might not do anything with me at all. No price seemed too high to pay to avoid that. 
 
    “I want to own your cock,” she said. “I want to add another one to my collection. That’s what I do. To own cocks around the country and know they are exclusively for my use whenever I’m in town. Now I want this one. And you’re going to give it to me.” 
 
    “Oh my God,” I groaned. Elizabeth’s words echoed inside my head, teasing me with their wild sexuality. And she hovered above me, smiling that satisfied smile while her hand continued to slide up and down my shaft, making pleasure sweep over me in wild waves. Already, I could feel my willpower crumbling. I could feel myself giving into her, losing myself in those incredible eyes and the wild sex appeal of this unbelievable woman. What she was telling me was crazy. And yet in its own way, it made a certain kind of sense. I could well believe she could get a man to give her anything, including his manhood itself. With her hand still sliding up and down my cock, I was almost ready to do the same. 
 
    “That’s right,” Elizabeth grinned. I groaned as her hand stopped moving, instead gripping my cock around the base. “This is mine now. Say it. Give me your cock. Tell me who owns it.” 
 
    I hesitated for a moment. Her burning eyes filled my vision, seemed to draw me into the depths like twin whirlpools. I no longer knew up from down. I felt like I was drowning in this desire. Still, my nerves held me back. Still, I feared what this might all mean. But I was powerless to resist. I wanted this too badly. And the fear and doubt that filled my heart only made the lust even stronger as I trembled beneath this dominatrix. 
 
    “You do, Elizabeth,” I said, the words escaping in alongside that made my chest sink under her hand. “You own this cock.” 
 
    “Damn right I do,” she smirked. ”And it only gets used when I say so. You said you don’t have a girlfriend. That’s good. That means it’s all mine. From now on, you’ll only get to cum when I’m in town and if I feel like seeing you. It’s going to get me so hot knowing I have another man locked away, desperate and needy to be released. And knowing only I can give him that. That’s what I’m going to turn you into. A little sex pet that has to wait for his mistress to come to town and grant him the favor of an orgasm. The rest of the time, you’re going to be needy and horny and unable to do anything about it.” 
 
    I groaned as she released her grip on my shaft. She sat up and swung her legs off the bed. Confused, I watched as she moved back toward her bag, crouching over it again. I heard her rummaging inside and waited, barely daring to breathe, anxious to see what wilds idea she had next. 
 
    She finally stood, and her eyes were glowing just like they always did. She held up one hand, and I saw a shiny metal device in it. She stepped closer. I lifted my head from the mattress, frowning as I tried to figure out what it was. The shape was unmistakable. Fear bloomed once again in my heart as I realize the thing she held resembled a small metal penis. 
 
    “This is a male chastity device,” Elizabeth said. “Or cock cage, if you prefer. This is what I make my slaves wear for me. Once I lock it on, they are unable to have sex. They can’t even touch themselves. They can’t even get hard. Once I lock this on, I’ll truly own your cock. And remember, you’ve only seen the nice side of me. I can be very cruel when I want to be, when a slave displeases me. Because that’s what you’ll be. Believe me. I’ve done this many times before. Once I own a man’s sexual pleasure, there’s no going back. You’ll do anything to please me, absolutely anything. And I’ll use that against you. That’s what turns me on. Knowing I can do anything I like to you and all the other men I own, and that none of you can do anything about it.” 
 
    “Oh my God,” I said again. “You’re fucking crazy.” 
 
    “Probably,” Elizabeth laughed. “But a lot of men pay a lot of money for my brand of crazy. I’m offering it to you for free, because that will make it more real. You won’t be paying me to own you. I’ll actually own you. You wouldn’t believe how fucking sexy that is to me. But it’s going to be hard on you, very hard. That’s why I’m telling you about it now. Telling you what it will cost you to be part of my life. Which is more or less everything. Your pride. Your manhood. Your pleasure. You have to surrender all of that to me, and in return, I’ll use you when I’m in town and whenever I feel like. It’s an extremely one-sided relationship. That’s the only way I like it.” 
 
    “But… How long will you keep me locked up for?” 
 
    I tried to keep my voice calm, but my mind was in turmoil. Obviously, what she was saying was insane, and it terrified me as it should. Just as Elizabeth threatened, I could well imagine the wild power she would have over me when she had me locked in the bizarre device. But the strangest thing of all was how exciting it was to me. How much the thought of such a thing turned me on. Everything she said stuck in my brain as though she was driving nails into my mind, rearranging everything I thought I knew about myself. To have my manhood owned by a woman like her would be torture, I knew. But it was the sexiest torture imaginable. I remembered the way she had spoken to me on the plane, when she had made me confess my unworthiness to be with a woman like her. And in my own weird way, I guess I must’ve believed it. Because if, as she said, this was the price I had to pay to be with her, I could tolerate it. But also, the idea of that kind of humiliation and servitude had its own dark appeal that I would never have guessed it would. 
 
    “Well, that’s just it,” Elizabeth said. “As long as I like. That’s the whole point. You get no say in when and how you get to cum. And I don’t come to town that often. Every couple of months or so. There is one thing working in your favor, though. The paypig I have here has deep pockets, and I already have him locked up in chastity. If he ever wants to cum, he has to fly me out. And the hornier he gets, the more often he’s likely to do that. So that’s something.” 
 
    “Every couple of months,” I said with a low groan. In my state of high arousal, waiting even a few minutes for an orgasm seemed unbearable, let alone months. Of course, that didn’t make anything she was saying any less wildly sexy to me. 
 
    “I’ll hold the keys,” Elizabeth said. “I’ll probably leave one here in town in case of emergencies. Maybe with my other slave. He’ll be under strict instructions not to give it to you unless it’s a medical necessity. And no, really wanting an orgasm doesn’t count as an emergency. Of course, if you really please me, I might mail you the key once in a while. Or maybe not. I’m capricious that way. Sometimes, no matter what you do, you won’t be able to please me. Or sometimes, it will please me more to deny you. I’m a bitch like that. Nothing gets me hotter than knowing that there are guys all over the country right now who can’t have sex or masturbate because I own their penises. It’s fucking amazing.” 
 
    “You’re amazing,” I said. “I mean, the moment I met you, I knew there was something special about you. But this is unbelievable.” 
 
    “I get it,” Elizabeth said. “It’s pretty crazy. Even still, I’m sometimes surprised that this is my life. But it is. And if you want to be a part of it, that’s the price. But I’m not asking you to decide now.” 
 
    With that, she turned. I watched her set down the terrifying chastity device on the top of her suitcase. Turning back to face the bed, she stood with her hands on her hips, the tantalizing shape of her body emphasized by her tight dress as she looked me up and down. 
 
    “For now, I’m going to show you the potential rewards of giving your penis to me,” she said. And my heart began to beat even more wildly in my chest as she reached behind her back, her fingers taking hold of the zipper of her dress. Slowly, she pulled it down and slid it off her shoulders, wiggling her hips as she pushed it toward the floor. Underneath, she wore a black bra and panty set, the lacy fabric barely covering her pussy and the cups of the bra pushing her big breasts high on her chest. Her body was incredible, her toned muscle showing through her soft skin with high definition as she moved. A long vertical line ran down the center of her stomach toward her broad hips, toward the black triangle of cloth that only just hit from me the pussy I so desperately needed. She kept her heels on as she stepped out of her dress, climbing back onto the bed to kneel beside me. My cock raged and surged in the empty air, pointing straight up as though saluting its new owner. As though it had none of the doubts that plagued me as I gazed up at her, overcome by her beauty but nervous about where this was all leading. 
 
    “This is what you want, isn’t it?” Elizabeth said teasingly as she steered one hand down between her thighs, running her fingers over her pussy through the thin fabric of her underwear. “You want this pussy so bad you’re willing to give me everything, aren’t you?” 
 
    “Yes,” I said, the words once again torn from me before I had time to think. Elizabeth giggled. Again, I wondered how many times she had done this with other men. How may times she had entranced and bewitched some poor guy into becoming her sexual plaything. Somehow, that only made her more enticing to me. The more powerful she seemed, the more I wanted her. I knew that power is sexy, but before that moment, I never really understood it for myself. In a blinding flash, it came to me. I wanted Elizabeth not just because of her incredible physical beauty, although that was most definitely a factor. But because she had this outrageous sexual power and knew exactly how to use it. 
 
    “That’s what I like to hear,” she grinned.” And because you have been such an obedient boy toy, you’re actually going to get it. Just keep doing as you’re told, and your mistress might actually give you what you want. Some of the time, anyway.” 
 
    I didn’t say a word, terrified of jeopardizing what was about to happen. I merely watched, staring up at her as she slid her panties down over her hips. Shifting her weight from knee to knee, she took them off, sliding them off her high heels. Once again, her pussy was exposed to me, that trimmed black pubic hair pointing the way down to her sensitive folds. I felt the lacy fabric of her panties on my skin as she pressed the hand that held them to my chest and lifted her leg. She straddled me, and I moaned she sat in my lap, pushing my cock back against my stomach. Elizabeth moaned too as she began to move her hips back and forth, sliding her pussy up and down the underside of my shaft. Teasing us both. My cock grew steadily wetter with her juices, and I writhed uselessly underneath her as she straddled me, those incredible eyes staring me down as she sat on top of me with her hands on my chest. 
 
    “I like my slaves to worship me,” she said. “I like them to grovel at my feet and beg me for the slightest attention.” 
 
    “Please, Elizabeth,” I said at once, making her howl with laughter as she rocked above me. “Please fuck me, please!” 
 
    “You catch on fast,” she said. “I’ll give you that. But for now, I think I’ve heard enough out of you. Open your mouth.” 
 
    I did what she said. And Elizabeth leaned forward, balling her panties up in her hands. My eyes went wide with shock as she stuffed her underwear into my mouth, the fabric tickling my tongue as she made sure to pack them tightly inside. My cock surged underneath her as I detected a faint flavor of her desire on the cloth. A deep feeling of humiliation washed over me, adding to my desire in a way I couldn’t explain as I submitted to her. This woman could do anything to me, and she knew it. She knew she had the total control she craved, that I wouldn’t argue with her. I couldn’t. In only a few minutes, she had bound and gagged me in my own house, reducing me to a toy for her pleasure so easily it was as if I had no will of my own at all.  
 
    And all the while, the chastity device shone on top of the suitcase, seeming to exude a cold menace that added a delicious thrill of fear to my wild desire.  
 
    “That’s better,” Elizabeth said. “Submissive sluts like you should be seen and not heard. Now, it’s time to take my latest acquisition for a ride.” 
 
    Smiling, she reached down between her thighs, raising herself up a little on their knees. I grunted as she took hold of my manhood, now wet and slick with her juices. As she steered it inside herself, I groaned with pleasure at the feeling of her tight wet walls engulfing me once again. Just as it had in the airplane bathroom, it felt truly incredible to be inside her. But now, there was no fear of discovery. We could be as loud as we wanted. The only fear now came from her wild ideas and dominant nature as she sat astride me, looking down at me with my cock inside her, completely in control. 
 
    “I’m going to make you do such awful things,” she said, her voice dripping with pleasure as she began to bounce up and down on top of me. “Perverted things. Humiliating things. You name it. Once I have this cock locked away, I’ll own you completely. It’s going to be so much fun. You’ll be another one of my slaves, paying me constant tribute from around the country while I decide who to mess with next. It’s not an easy life. But it’s an exciting one. I’ll make sure of that. Besides, serving me should be a privilege all by itself. Don’t you think?” 
 
    “Yes, Elizabeth,” I said, or tried to say. The wet panties in my mouth muffled my speech, making it indistinct. But Elizabeth laughed as she took my meaning. Her dark hair swired around her bare shoulders as she tossed back her head, her laughter quickly turning to a loud groan of pleasure. When she said all this kinky stuff turned her on, she hadn’t been lying. Already, I could feel the warm juices flowing over me, coating my cock with her liquid pleasure as she bounced on top of me. 
 
    “That’s right,” she said, growing more breathless by the second as she continued to ride up and down on top of me. “Another cock to add to my collection. Another man reduced to nothing more than a horny little sex toy for his mistress. Fuck, this is so hot. Doesn’t matter how many times I do this. It never gets any less sexy to me.” 
 
    Elizabeth kept up her chatter, but I could see the pleasure of the moment was getting to her. Her words were torn and tattered by her moans and cries, and soon, she stopped speaking. Instead, she gave herself over to pleasure completely. I watched from below, helpless to do anything except lie there as she used me. 
 
    And soon, I saw her whole body stiffen. I saw the tendons stand out in her neck as she threw back her head, letting out a loud scream of sexual bliss. At the same time, her pussy tightened around me like a fist, powerful spasms running up and down my shaft and making me moan and squirm beneath her. She looked absolutely radiant as she gave in to her climax, her beauty never more powerful than at those moments of total sexual release. And I moaned into the panties that filled my mouth as I felt my own pleasure surging, my cock throbbing inside her in answer to the wild spasming of her sex around it. 
 
    But Elizabeth was too smart for that. She slumped forward, her dark hair swirling over my chest as I felt her hot breath against my skin. Then, she lifted her leg and slid off me, groaning as my twitching cock slid out of her. It stood straight up in the air, throbbing visibly as it shone with her juices clinging to it. And Elizabeth lay beside me, panting heavily as she tried to recover her breath, her eyes shining once again as she studied my face. 
 
    I groaned. I cried out, as far as her panties in my mouth would allow. I bucked and thrashed on the bed until Elizabeth had to hold me down with an arm over my chest, her hand on top of my heart once again, her long manicured fingernails digging just slightly into the skin. But I hovered maddeningly just on this side of orgasm, just on this side of oblivion, barely able to believe what this woman was doing to me. I growled like an animal in total frustration, and my cock surged and throbbed, but couldn’t give me the release I wanted. Slowly, as my blooming orgasm sank back down my shaft, Elizabeth laughed. 
 
    “Pretty frustrating, huh?” she said with a smirk. “But frustration is something any slave of mine has to get used to. Remember, this is all about my pleasure, not yours. If you get to have an orgasm ever again, you should consider it a privilege. But it’s not necessary. At all.” 
 
    Sighing, Elizabeth sat up. I watched wordlessly as she raked her thick black hair back from her face. Her breasts rose and fell in her skimpy black bra as she breathed more slowly, steadily recovering herself. The look on her beautiful face was unforgettable as she smiled at me again. “Besides, the hornier you are, the more obedient you are,” she said. “You should be grateful. The longer I keep you from orgasm, the longer it will be before I lock your cock away. Believe me, one day you’re going to look back on this fondly.” 
 
    I let out a deep moan of despair into Elizabeth’s wet panties. I nodded. Already, I could believe she was telling the truth. Even as I lay there trembling, desperate for pleasure she seemed to have no intention of granting me, I knew there was nowhere else in the world I would rather be. 
 
    

  

 
   
    5. Begging For Chastity 
 

    Elizabeth was glowing. Her dominant nature was fully in control now, and she never looked more beautiful than when she was in charge. I could see the delight that shone in her incredible eyes, the wild thrill she was getting from treating me like her personal sex toy. And that radiant light found its shadow in my own heart. 
 
    To say that I was turned on would be the understatement of a lifetime. I was on fire with lust, trembling with a desire so powerful I could barely believe it. And that desire was fueled by the certain knowledge that there was nothing I could do about it. That whatever was going to happen would happen on her schedule and according to her wishes, and that my preferences were immaterial. It was the wildest kind of surrender, an opportunity to lose myself completely and forget everything except sex. That was what Elizabeth and her dominant tendencies gave me. A gift I had never known I wanted, but now couldn’t let go of. 
 
    She seemed to tower above me as she sat on top of me in the bed. She always looked powerful, thanks to her unassailable self-confidence. But never more powerful than this. Elizabeth was completely in control, and we both knew it. We both loved it. We both wanted nothing more than to give in to this wild game. 
 
    “Once I have your cock locked away, I’m going to need to find new ways to use you for my pleasure,” Elizabeth said as she stared down at me. She spoke slowly, letting each word echo in my skull as I gazed up at her. Her panties were a wet ball in my mouth, and I didn’t even try to speak around them. Instead, I simply stared up at her, enraptured by this beautiful goddess and simultaneously both eager and anxious about what might happen next. Her words thrilled me. Elizabeth knew as well as I did that there was nothing I wanted more than to be used by her. 
 
    “So let’s see how well you can please me without using your cock,” she went on. As she spoke, she began to inch forward along the bed. My heart raced, soaring with hope as I guessed what was coming.  
 
    I guessed right. Elizabeth’s dark hair fell like a curtain around her face as she leaned forward, her slender fingers sliding easily into my open mouth. She plucked out her wet panties, casting them carelessly aside on the mattress. I panted with desire as I gazed up at her, still saying nothing. After all, there was nothing I needed to say. No reason for me to speak at all. And soon, my voice was silenced anyway as Elizabeth lifted her leg and straddled my face. Her pussy sank down on top of me as she positioned it above my mouth, and the intoxicating smell of her arousal filled my senses as I breathed in. I had never had a woman sit on my face before. I had never dated a woman with that kind of confidence, that kind of sheer sexual selfishness. But I already knew that Elizabeth was unlike any other woman I ever knew. And all my boiling sexual frustration urged me to devote myself to pleasuring her. My cock surged and throbbed, as though furious at being neglected. But the feel of Elizabeth’s pussy was incredible as I slid my tongue over it, my lips pressed firmly against hers as she sat on my face like a queen on her throne. And as I tongued her slit, feeling already the exciting wetness of her desire, she let out a soft sigh of pleasure.  
 
    I raised my eyes to look up at her. I couldn’t see much. Only glimpses of her bare skin, and the occasional flash of her dark hair. But it didn’t matter. I could taste her on my tongue, and that alone was enough to send wild arousal tearing through me. I slid my tongue between the trembling walls of her sex, and heard him moaning pleasure, encouraging me. As I licked and kissed her pussy, moving my mouth against it, I felt her begin to rock her hips back and forth. I could feel her arousal growing by the second, just as I could taste it on my tongue. And as her juices continued to flow over my skin, I felt as though I was being baptized into some wild new life. With this desperate arousal burning inside me, I didn’t think too much about the future. I didn’t feel the fear of what she had planned for me the way I had earlier. I didn’t stop to think about what this all meant. I just focused on pleasing this goddess, and to my delight, it worked. Soon, her moans became more frequent and louder, echoing in my bedroom as I continue to service her. The most beautiful woman I had ever seen was filling my bedroom with the sound of her sexual ecstasy, and I trembled beneath her as I gratefully ate her pussy. 
 
    “That’s it,” Elizabeth moaned, and I could hear her pleasure dripping from every word she spoke. “That’s it, make your mistress cum. I’m going to turn you into my horny little pussy licking slave, and there’s absolutely nothing you can do about it. This is going to be your life now. This pussy owns you. You’ll beg me to worship it and consider it a privilege if I allow you to make me cum. This is what your sex life will be from now on. Making mistress cum whenever she feels like granting you that privilege. Oh fuck, this is so fucking hot!” 
 
    Those final words were spoken in a long breathy moan. On either side of my head, I could feel Elizabeth’s legs shaking. Another orgasm was approaching, and that thought filled me with joy as though it was my own pleasure I was working on instead of hers. I kept licking her, kept gulping down her fragrant juices as they poured into my mouth, and soon, Elizabeth was shrieking with pleasure. Her body convulsed above me, every muscle straining as a great wave of bliss overtook her. Her juices, already flowing freely into my mouth, suddenly flooded as her pussy clenched around my tongue, forcing them out of her in a great wave. She shrieked at the ceiling, giving herself over completely to the powerful sensations of her body. And I swallowed as much of her orgasm as I could, even as more ran over my cheeks and chin, wetting the bed beneath my head. 
 
    Finally, Elizabeth climbed off me. With another long sigh, she flopped down on the mattress next to me. She lay like that for a moment, her breasts rising and falling rapidly in her bra as she panted. She lay carelessly, one foot still in its sexy high-heeled shoe resting on my chest, and I could feel the post orgasmic tremors that still ran through her body as her foot shook.  
 
    The moment felt strange in a way I couldn’t immediately explain. The air in my bedroom was still now, feeling all the more silent after the noise that had filled it a moment before. Elizabeth was taking a moment to recover herself after a selfish orgasm, and some instinct told me not to disturb her.  
 
    But I couldn’t ignore my own needs. This woman had me worked up to a fever pitch of desire like nobody ever had before, and every fiber of my being was screaming at me to do something about it. Of course, with my hands still locked behind me, that was impossible. Only she could release me from this cage of blissful desire. Only she held the key. And at that thought, another tremor of fear raced through me as I remembered what she intended to do with me. The chastity device waited on the dresser, seeming to exude a dark and delicious menace as I lay there. 
 
    Maybe she wasn’t serious about what she intended to do, I thought to myself. But then, I instantly dismissed the thought. This was only the second time I had met Elizabeth, and I still knew almost nothing about her. But one of the few things I did know was that she was a woman who meant what she said. No matter how shocking and outrageous it might be. After all, this was the same woman who had tied me up and fucked me in an airplane toilet on our very first meeting. It seemed foolish to put anything past her. 
 
    And all the while, desire was still building up inside me. Still hammering away in my brain, tormenting me with everything I wanted and couldn’t have. Elizabeth and her wild dominance filled my head to the exclusion of all else, and my heart echoed with a wild yearning for her so powerful it felt like the only real thing in the world at that moment. 
 
    “Please,” I said, my shoulders shaking with desperate need as my willpower shattered under the assault of longing. “Please, Elizabeth, please let me cum.” 
 
    Elizabeth burst out laughing. A sound that thrilled and terrified me. She was a true sadist, and she seemed to take infinite joy in reducing me to this. A needy, horny, desperate man, begging her for something that I used to be able to give myself. Though of course, not all orgasms are equal. And there was no way to compare the lonely release of masturbation with what this woman gave me. That day on the plane when we met, this woman had made me cum harder than any other ever had. It was as though my body remembered that, as though it knew that this was the woman who could make me feel a greater pleasure than any other ever had. And that urged me to give her everything, to play along with this exciting game no matter the cost. She had already won, and Elizabeth probably knew that even before I did. It just took a while for my pride to allow me to admit it.  
 
    But there was no place for pride now under the assault of her beauty and her sex appeal. All that mattered was pleasure. And I was willing to do whatever it took to get it. I was willing to promise her the world, to deliver my manhood to her without so much as a second thought. It felt as though nothing in my entire life had mattered more than sexual release at that moment. 
 
    “Oh my God, you’re begging already,” Elizabeth giggled. As she spoke, she sat up. I watched her sweep her dark hair back from her face, her eyes still glowing above cheeks that were flushed with her pleasure. She still looked completely in control, completely out of my league. And she was. We both knew that, too. 
 
    “There aren’t many things I love more in this world than the sound of a man begging,” she grinned above me. “Which is lucky. Because it is something you’re going to be doing a lot. Once I own your cock, you’re going to have to beg me for any pleasure I might see fit to grant you. Of course, there’s no guarantee that begging for it will give you what you want. But that’s just a risk you have to take. You’ll just have to keep begging me and serving me and doing everything I tell you like a good little bitch if you ever want to have an orgasm again.” 
 
    “Oh my God,” I groaned, closing my eyes for a moment while Elizabeth laughed again. The worst part of all this wasn’t the fear I was feeling, as considerable as that was. The worst part was how much it excited me to hear her talk this way. How much it excited me to think about her doing what she said she would. To be owned by this woman, to be reduced to nothing more than her property, a sexual plaything for her to use and abuse — it was the sexiest thing I had ever heard in my life. I didn’t understand why I felt that way about something that should have terrified me,  and I didn’t bother to analyze it closely. It felt the way it did; that was all. Being dominated and controlled and humiliated by Elizabeth was all I wanted. Compared to the wild lust I was feeling, it seemed pointless to wonder why. 
 
    “That’s right,” Elizabeth said, and I opened my eyes again to see her grinning at me, her face still flushed with the asymmetrical pleasure I had given her. “You have no idea what you’re in for. But you’ll learn. Serving a woman like me isn’t easy. Far from it. But I think you’ll enjoy it. Not all of the time, of course. Sometimes, I’m going to make things very hard for you, just because I can. And because it amuses me to torture my slave boys. But that’s only going to make you want me more. Trust me. I know how this works. Once a woman owns a man’s cock, she owns him completely. You will love me for it eventually. You won’t be able to imagine living any other way.” 
 
    As she spoke, Elizabeth moved on the bed. I watched her, every cell of my body throbbing with desire and responding to the way her body looked as she moved. Slowly, her movements languid with pleasure, she climbed off the bed. Standing tall in her high heels, she strode the few steps across the room, and I watched her bend over her suitcase again. A new feeling of fear flooded my brain. After all, she had come to town for the express purpose of dominating one of her slaves. I had no doubt she had come fully equipped. The handcuffs were proof of that. So much about this woman made more sense to me now that I knew what she did for a living. This is what she did. She took control of men with her unbelievable sexual power. Maybe I should have guessed it all along. After all, she was so unbelievably good at it. 
 
    Nervously, I listen to her rummaging around inside her suitcase. When she found what she was looking for, Elizabeth stood. Smiling that same seductive smile, she stepped toward me with some new mysterious object in her hand. A heavy looking metal box with a power cord trailing out of one end of it and two thinner cords emerging from the other end. I felt the weight of the box as she set it down on the bed beside me. Her dark hair slid over her shoulders as she looked around for a power outlet and found one. Once she had the machine plugged in, she sat down on the bed beside it, bending her beautiful body down onto the mattress.  
 
    I watched with growing concern as she fussed with the thinner wires at the other end of the box. They ended in small circular pads, and Elizabeth took them in her hands and brought them toward me. I couldn’t keep myself from groaning as her hand touched my cock, making my manhood surge and throb all over again. Holding my shaft with one hand, Elizabeth used the other to press one of the pads against the head of my cock. Applying even pressure, she made sure the pad stuck to my skin tightly. Then she took the other in her hand and reached further down. 
 
    “Spread your legs,” she said in a soft voice. And somehow, it didn’t seem to even occur to me not to do as she said. I parted my thighs, and Elizabeth reached in between them. I grunted as I felt her attach the other adhesive pad underneath my balls. I had no idea where any of this was going. I only knew that I couldn’t deny this woman anything. And that she knew she could do whatever she wanted with me. 
 
    “Okay, let’s have some fun,” Elizabeth said with a grin as she sat up. “After all, I own this cock now. It’s a toy for me to play with however I want. And putting in my pussy, as fun as that is, is pretty basic, don’t you think? There’s lots more I can do with it. Sometimes, I think that cocks are wasted on men. You guys are so unimaginative. That’s why it works so well when you surrender your penis to a woman who actually knows what to do with one. You know, you’re very lucky I came into your life.” 
 
    I gave no answer. It seemed like the safest thing to do. In some strange way, I did feel lucky that a woman as beautiful and wildly sexual as her wanted to play with me. On the other hand, lying there tied up in helpless in my own bed while she concocted whatever devious plan she had next, I didn’t feel all that lucky. Elizabeth was right, in a way. All I wanted to do was fuck her. To plunge my cock deep into the beautiful pussy I could still taste in my mouth and feel its tight wet warmth around me until I exploded. And no, it wasn’t the most original idea anyone ever had. But the classics are timeless, at least in my opinion. Still, clearly, Elizabeth didn’t feel the same way. And as I was quickly learning, as I had already learned, it was only her opinions that mattered. 
 
    Bending over the metal box, Elizabeth turned a dial and pressed a switch. The look of delighted anticipation on her face was chilling as she watched me. And I cried out in surprise as I felt a strange feeling flowing through me. My cock had already been surging desperately thanks to her beauty and her relentless teasing. But now, it was throbbing wildly, and I felt an electrical current flowing through my body from one pad to the other. I cried out again, hardly able to believe what this woman was doing to me. Somehow, the electrical charge served to increase a desire I had thought could not be any more powerful. I moaned and groaned, shifting my weight on the mattress but unable to escape the strange sensation Elizabeth was giving me. 
 
    “This is called a TENS unit,” Elizabeth said, raising her voice to be heard over my moans. “The client I have here likes electrical play. And judging by those noises you’re making, you don’t seem to hate it, either. Does that feel good?” 
 
    “Yes,” I groaned, and Elizabeth laughed out loud at the way my voice quavered as I tried to speak. The steady electrical current was tormenting me, making my desire even more powerful, even more unignorable. But it did feel good in its own strange way. Deep in my gut, I could feel an orgasm building, glowing and growing inside me with each passing second. But I despaired of ever getting there. Electrical stimulation wasn’t quite enough. Enough to keep me moaning and groaning with desire, sure. But not enough to allow me to climax. 
 
    And of course, Elizabeth knew that. Watching me closely with those incredible eyes, she giggled girlishly as she tormented me, making my cock throb and surge completely out of my control. 
 
    “It doesn’t always feel good, though,” she went on. “That’s how it feels on its lowest intensity. You want to see what happens if I turn it up?” 
 
    “No,” I gasped. But Elizabeth had already made her decision. Reaching for the box beside her, she turned a knob. I cried out as the electrical current grew suddenly stronger, and now pain erupted through my body as she shocked me. I screamed out loud, and my helplessness, my inability to resist this woman, was brought home to me with fearful clarity as I lay there moaning at her side. 
 
    The pain didn’t last long. As quickly as she had turned it up, Elizabeth turned the unit back down, reducing it again to the strange but pleasurable sensation it had been before. But my manhood ached with the memory of the shock she had given me, and I felt more helpless than ever as I gazed up at her in a mixture of fear and desire. 
 
    “I can hurt you if I like,” Elizabeth said. “So make sure you don’t displease me. Because often, I find punishment a very effective way of training men to serve me better. Once, I made one of my slaves wear a shock collar. You know, the kind you use to train dogs to stop barking. Only I wrapped it around his worthless balls and locked it in place. And I shocked him whenever I felt he wasn’t worshiping me with enough enthusiasm, or just when I want a laugh. It was hilarious.” 
 
    Elizabeth laughed as she spoke, throwing back her head and exploding with joy. And the way my cock surged had nothing to do with the current passing through it. Hearing her talk this way about her exploits was darkly sexy, and not for the first time, I wondered how many men she had brought to their knees like she was doing to me. It wasn’t jealousy I was feeling. It was something more like awe or admiration. Knowing that Elizabeth had that power, that I wasn’t the only one to surrender my autonomy to her, somehow made her even sexier to me. Or maybe just helped me feel less humiliated to know I wasn’t the only man weak enough to be completely conquered by her. 
 
    “What — what else did you do to him?” I blurted out the question without even thinking. And Elizabeth looked at me with an expression of mild surprise on her face. An expression that quickly turned back into one of joy as she looked down at me. 
 
    “Oh, lots of things,” she said evasively. “Why? Does that turn you on, thinking about me dominating other men? Knowing all the naughty things I’ve done with men around the country? Is that sexy to you?” 
 
    “Yes, actually,” I said, while Elizabeth giggled. It seemed like this revelation was a bigger surprise to me than it was to her. 
 
    “Good. That’s good,” Elizabeth said in a soft voice. “It should. It should make you happy to know that I’m happy, that I’m doing lots of fun and sexy things even if you’re not involved. From now on, your sex life revolves around me, but mine doesn’t revolve around you. That’s the fun of it. It’s totally unfair and totally amazing. I get to do whatever like, and you only get to do what I allow you to do.” 
 
    As she spoke, Elizabeth suddenly twisted the knob on the device. I braced myself, preparing for pain. But she didn’t turn the unit up as high as she had before. She settled somewhere halfway between the two previous settings, making my cock throb and ache more urgently but without the bright pain of a moment before. Still, I grunted and groaned, arching my back where I lay on the bed as electricity flowed through me. After holding the current there for a moment or two, Elizabeth turned the machine back down, and I sighed as I settled back down onto the mattress. She was playing me like an instrument, and the merest flick of her fingers could deliver me pleasure or pain. Perhaps that was what she wanted me to understand about the TENS unit, and about our new relationship in general. If so, it was a message I got loud and clear. 
 
    “Do you have a laptop?” 
 
    “Yeah, in the living room,” I said. Leaving the TENS unit buzzing against my manhood, Elizabeth swung her legs off the bed and quickly stood. She turned, and I watched her gorgeous ass swaying with every step as she hurried out of the bedroom. I listened to her high-heeled footsteps echoing on the floor of my apartment. I thought about moving, about struggling to free myself while she was gone. But I didn’t do it. Because deep down, I didn’t want to be free. Deep down, I wanted this strange feeling of helpless desire, of desperate anticipation. 
 
    When Elizabeth reemerged in the doorway of my bedroom, she had my laptop tucked under her arm. Lying down beside me on the bed, she opened it up and asked my password. Unthinkingly, I gave it to her. I watched as she opened a browser and typed in an address. A website opened, and I peered at the screen in confusion as I saw a picture of her. 
 
    “This is my business site,” she said. “This is how I attract new clients. But also, there’s a special members area that I can give you a sign-in for. I post special videos there for my existing slaves. When I’m not in town, you’ll be able to see what I’m up to. You’ll be able to watch my sessions with other men. And if you expect to get released anytime soon, you’d better be watching. I’ll check. I want you to know I’m having fun with other men on the other side of the country while you’re here, horny and helpless. That’s going to make it so much more fun for me.” 
 
    “Oh my God,” I groaned, making my mistress giggle again. 
 
    “I know, I’m such a bitch. But you love me for it. You and all my other pathetic slaves.” 
 
    Turning her attention to the laptop again, Elizabeth typed in some credentials. A new window opened, and I watched her scroll through it, looking for something. Finally, she seemed to find it. She clicked a button, and a video began to play. Setting the laptop down on my stomach, she tilted the screen toward me, and I watched the video that. It was her all right. Dressed to the nines in a black corset and shining patent leather boots, a naked man kneeling on the floor at her feet. She towered over him, looking every inch the goddess she was as he stared up at her, as intimidated and simultaneously horny as I was as I watched. 
 
    While the video played, Elizabeth moved. Sliding down the bed, she reached for the TENS unit and switched it off. I grunted as she peeled the adhesive pads off my cock and from under my balls, setting them aside. After the constant stimulation of the teasing electrical current, it felt strange to be without it. That strange feeling of absence didn’t last long. Elizabeth climbed on top of me. I moaned as she took my cock in her hand, sliding it inside her wet pussy as she lowered herself down onto it. Her eyes were shining as much as ever as she looked down at me over the screen of the laptop. Now I was confronted with two Elizabeths, the one on the screen and the one on top of me. And I groaned in long-awaited pleasure as my beautiful mistress began to ride up and down on my cock once again, smiling with pleasure as she took what was hers. 
 
    “Don’t cum until I give you permission,” she said, already slightly breathless as she rode me. “And enjoy your orgasm when I finally let you have it. It could be the last one you’ll have for a very long time.” 
 
    Underneath her, I groaned in despair and desire, and Elizabeth laughed triumphantly. This woman was truly unbelievable, like a force of nature that I was powerless to resist. And as my teased cock surged and throbbed inside her, I knew that I was completely and totally hers. 
 
    

  

 
   
    6. Locked Away 
 
    “Please, Elizabeth! Please, I’m begging you!” 
 
    My voice was strained with desire, my whole body tensed as I tried to hold back the most natural reaction in the world. I was on fire with pleasure, my manhood straining and surging inside her, and as her tight wet walls clamped down around my shaft, I let out another groan of despair. What she was asking me was impossible. Elizabeth had demanded that I refrain from orgasm until she gave me permission. But no matter how hard I tried, there was only so long I could hold back. And from the look on her face as she bounced up and down on top of me, her dark hair flying around her beautiful face like smoke, she knew all too well what she was doing to me. 
 
    “That’s it, beg me,” she snarled, her own voice breathless with pleasure and exertion as she continued to fuck me. “Beg me to take your manhood away from you. Beg me to add your worthless cock to my collection.” 
 
    “Please, Elizabeth,” I groaned again, speaking through gritted teeth as I choked back my pride in favor of the pleasure I so desperately needed. “Please take control of my cock. Please add it to your collection. It belongs to you now. It’s your cock, I promise.”  
 
    “I know it is,” Elizabeth said in a voice that was torn with moans and groans of sexual ecstasy. “Okay, you can cum. Go ahead. Go ahead and have your last orgasm as a free man before I lock your cock away forever.” 
 
    “Oh my God!” I cried out at the force of the sensation that raced through my body as I surrendered. My cock exploded inside her, and I heard Elizabeth moan as she felt the force of my orgasm. I squirted my hot cum deep inside her, my body pumping away as though it knew this was the last time. As though it feared that it would never get another chance with a woman like this. 
 
    The force of my orgasm left me busy. I gasped and moaned, reduced to wordless animal noises as bright light seemed to explode inside my skull. As my climax came and went, Left me breathless, twitching and moaning on the bed beneath her. And Elizabeth collapsed on top of me too, her flawless skin shining with sweat and her breasts heaving as she panted. I could feel her hot breath against my neck as she lay on top of me, my cock still buried inside her dripping pussy, and the moment felt oddly intimate. The reality was that we still knew next to nothing about each other. This was purely sexual, and in its wild kinkiness and sheer intensity, unlike anything I ever shared with anyone else. 
 
    And as I lay there underneath her, both of us slowly recovering our breath in the afterglow of potent physical pleasure, a nagging sense of dread began to echo in my chest. I knew what came next. I had agreed to it. In fact, I had begged for it. In the heat of the moment, having my cock locked away by her had seemed like the most delicious idea I had ever heard. Now, it was far more terrifying. But after everything she had told me about herself and her work, after the video she had made me watch of her dominating another man while she rode my cock, I knew that Elizabeth wasn’t going to back out. She had meant what she said. She intended to add me to her collection. And for all the fear I felt at that idea, I already knew I wasn’t going to stop her. Somehow, I didn’t have it in me to say no to her. 
 
    Slowly, Elizabeth climbed off me. My cock slid easily out of her pussy, well lubricated by her streaming juices. The laptop sat beside us on the bed, pushed aside in the heat of passion while Elizabeth fucked me. Lying on her side, Elizabeth propped herself up on one elbow. Her gorgeous multicolored eyes raced up and down along my body, as though inspecting what she was about to take possession of. And I looked at her too, the maddening curves of her figure torturing me as I lay there beside her with my hands still cuffed behind my back, unable to resist her. Unable to do anything except what she wanted. 
 
    “Well, that was fun,” Elizabeth said with a grin. “But you know what comes next, don’t you? Time to lock you up. Time for me to own that cock forever.” 
 
    “Elizabeth…” I said, but that was as far as I got. I didn’t know what to say. I didn’t even know what I wanted to say. All I knew was that I was nervous, fearful about what was going to happen. And Elizabeth sat up, looking at me with an expectant expression on her face.  
 
    “What?” she said, all the seductive tone gone from her voice now. “Are you thinking about backing out? We had a deal, Alister. You begged me to take control of your cock, remember?” 
 
    “I know,” I groaned in shame. 
 
    “Well, look.” Elizabeth sighed as she sat up, the faint ridges of her stomach muscles showing as she moved. “I’m a dominatrix, not a psychopath. I’m not interested in playing with anyone who doesn’t want to play with me. I don’t have time for time wasters or guys who aren’t sure what they want. Believe me, I have guys lining up to be treated a lot worse than I’ve treated you. So if you’re not serious, tell me now. No hard feelings. I had fun. If you don’t want to submit to me fully, I’ll leave right now. This will just be a fun adventure you will look back on, and you’ll never see me again. Is that what you want?” 
 
    “Of course not,” I said, surprised by the vehemence of my own answer. Elizabeth’s incredible eyes watched me closely, seeming to study me in that way I was becoming so familiar with. 
 
    “Well, that’s the deal,” she finally said. “Either you give me total control of your cock, or this thing ends here. Up to you. But just so we're clear, that’s the last thing that will be up to you. Once you’re locked in that device, you’re mine.” 
 
    She smiled deviously as she said those last words. I felt my heart flutter. For a moment, I said nothing. My mind raced as I gazed up her. Obviously, this was crazy. Obviously, I should just say no. And then, like she said, our whole adventure would be just one wild sexual experience that I would never forget, but that didn’t have to define my whole life. I would be free, and she would go on living her own strange existence, and that would be the end of our involvement with one another. 
 
    But I would never stop thinking about her. I knew that already. You never forget the best sex you’ve ever had, and what I had with Elizabeth was unquestionably that. No woman had ever made me feel such pleasure and such frustration at the same time. No woman had ever made me cum so hard, or reached deep into a part of my brain I hadn’t known existed to leave fragments of herself there. No, I would never be able to forget her. And already I knew that if I let her walk out of my life now, I would regret it. I would always wonder what might have been. I would always wonder what other strange delights might come my way once I was a slave to this dominant beauty. They say it’s better to regret the things you have done The Things you haven’t. And I felt myself on the edge of a decision like that as I gazed up at Elizabeth while she waited patiently for my answer. 
 
    “Yes,” I said at last, the word leaving me with a great sigh as I surrendered my will at last. “Yes, I want to be owned by you. Please, Elizabeth, lock my cock away.” 
 
    “That’s what I thought,” Elizabeth said with a smirk. And I just lay there, breathing heavily, feeling as though I had been sucked into some dark dream as my new mistress moved on the bed beside me. Standing up, she moved toward the dresser. Once again, her movements were slow and measured. As though to emphasize her complete control. She didn’t have to hurry. She knew there was nothing I could do to stop her. Nothing I would do. And even though my blood ran cold as she reached out and picked up the chastity device from the dresser, I didn’t say a word to stop her. I couldn’t. She had just forced me to admit what I had been pretending not to know all along: that this was what I wanted. What I needed. And it was about to happen. 
 
    Elizabeth climbed back onto the bed. Moving toward me, she sat up on her knees between my spread legs. Fiddling with the steel device in her hand, she took it apart. She smiled at me, her eyes peering deep into mine as she reached forward. I grunted as she slipped the thick steel ring over my flaccid cock and gently fed my balls through it. At the touch of her hand, I felt my manhood twitch, despite the orgasm I had so recently had. That was the effect she had on me, the power of her incredible beauty.  
 
    But Elizabeth wasn’t there to play with me. Once the cold steel ring was in place, she picked up my limp cock and slid the rest of the cage over it. Pressing the cage against the ring, she slipped a small padlock through the hole designed for it. Then she paused for a moment. She smiled at me, studying my face as I looked up her, breathless and speechless. As the lock closed with a tiny little click, I felt a thrill of fear raced through me. And the look of conquest on my mistress's face was chilling as she smiled down at me like some dark star. 
 
    “There,” she said, gently patting the cage and making my cock bounce in its new prison. “All locked away. It’s mine now. And since this is your first time being caged, I’m going to give you a special treat. I don’t normally wear my slave’s keys. After all, there’s way too many of them. But I’m going to wear yours today. It will keep me thinking about you tomorrow when I fly home, knowing I’m taking your freedom and your manhood with me. Besides, your key will look so good hanging from a necklace, right here, between my boobs.” 
 
    As she spoke, Elizabeth held a tiny key against her chest, the shining metal framed by her deep cleavage. I was still speechless as I gazed up at her. This all felt so unreal. But there was no way to ignore the new tightness around my cock. I was already filling the cage, and I wasn’t even hard. But looking at Elizabeth, listening to her talk, listening to the sadistic ideas she had in mind was getting me there. Already, the cage was growing tighter with each passing moment. 
 
    “You — you fly out tomorrow?” 
 
    “That’s right,” Elizabeth said. “I’m not sure when I’ll be back in town. You better hope my other slave gets horny and pays me to take a trip out here soon. Or I guess you could. But as you know, I don’t fly economy. And I get the feeling you can’t afford me.” As she spoke, Elizabeth looked around my humble apartment. She was right about that. I don’t make bad money, especially for a single guy just starting out in his career. But everything about her was high-end. From the clothes she wore to the luggage she carried to her stylish professional website, Elizabeth seemed like a woman with expensive tastes. And that fear bloomed my heart again as I wondered when I would next see her and the key she carried. 
 
    “Can I stay here tonight?” she asked. The question caught me off guard. She wasn’t the type to ask permission. And with me, she never needed to. If I was going to learn how to say no to her, it would’ve been to far wilder things that her staying at my place. 
 
    “Of course,” I said. 
 
    “Thanks,” Elizabeth smiled. “I have a hotel, but I don’t feel like going anywhere. But don’t get your hopes up. Just because I’m staying over doesn’t mean we’ll be having sex. I mean, I might. You won’t. And don’t try sneaking this key while I’m asleep and unlocking yourself. I’m going to wear it all night, and I’ll know if you try to take it.” 
 
    With that, she stood again. Moving toward her suitcase, she bent over it, rummaging around inside. I watched as she produced a silver chain from a pocket. Her eyes were on me, smiling with glee as she threaded the key onto the chain. Then, sweeping her dark hair back, she put on the necklace so that my key dangled on her chest just as she had said it would. I gulped as I looked at her, my dominant mistress with all the power she needed to control me dangling right there from a delicate silver chain. 
 
    “Can you cook?” Elizabeth stood at the foot of the bed, her hands on her hips as she looked at me. Again, the question caught me by surprise. I had no idea where she was going with this. Then again, I never had been able to keep up with her. She was just too devious, too experienced, and too sexy for me to handle. I was outmatched by her in every way possible. 
 
    “Not really,” I said. 
 
    “Why does not surprise me?” Elizabeth said with a grin. “Okay, I won’t make you cook for me, since you’re probably just fuck it up. Instead, you can go get me dinner from somewhere. Take out. I don’t feel like going out tonight. I’d rather stay here and play.” 
 
    “Okay,” I said. Knowing how Elizabeth liked to play, her idea both delighted and scared me. Already, I was wondering if she meant what she said about not letting me cum before she left. Already, I was scheming, wondering how I could convince her to change her mind. Even though she seemed very much like a woman who did what she wanted, I still hoped I might be able to persuade her. Because my cock might only have been locked away for a matter of moments, but already, I was feeling the deep frustration of denial. Already, I was feeling the tightness of the steel bars against my spongy flesh as my cock hardened. The pure kinkiness of what was happening, the fact that this gorgeous woman really did own my cock, was turning me on more than I would ever have thought possible. And the way she was already bossing me around and deciding how the night would go only made her more appealing to me. 
 
    “So what are you going to get for me?” Elizabeth smiled as she spoke. Climbing back onto the bed, she crawled toward me. I lay there still in handcuffs as she lay down beside me, placing one hand affectionately on my chest. Her dark hair swirled around her face as she swept it back, staring up at me in this oddly intimate position, as though we were boyfriend and girlfriend instead of mistress and slave. Again, my cock throbbed inside the cage, and I winced. 
 
    “What would you like?” I said. Elizabeth's smile only grew wider.  
 
    “What a gentleman,” she giggled. “See? See what the cage does. Already, you’re thinking about what I want instead of what you want. Sometimes I think all men should have their cocks locked away, and it should be up to women when they get let out. It’s the only way to make you guys treat us right.”  
 
    I said nothing in response. Elizabeth’s bizarre social theories didn’t concern me at that moment. All I could think about was the feel of her hand on my chest and the smell of her hair and the warmth of her body lying next to mine. That, and the growing pain between my legs as my cock pressed against the cage that contained it. 
 
    “I think I want seafood,” she said. “Are there any good seafood restaurants around here?” 
 
    “I’m sure I can find one,” I said. 
 
    “Good. You do that, and I’ll decide how else you’re going to serve me tonight. I mean, while I’m here, you may as well get a taste of your new life. Which is going to revolve very much around keeping your mistress happy. Isn’t it?” 
 
    “Yes, I growled. And Elizabeth giggled as her hand strayed down my body, reaching out for the cage she had just locked onto my cock. 
 
    “Look at that,” she sighed happily. “You’re trying to get hard in there already. Hurts, doesn’t it?” 
 
    “Yes,” I said again, prompting another burst of laughter from the cruel dominatrix. 
 
    “Serves you right,” she said. “That’s what you get for having dirty thoughts about women who are way out of your league. Every time you try to get hard, you’ll feel the tightness of the cage and remember who owns your cock. Won’t you?”  
 
    “Yes.” 
 
    “And who is that?” 
 
    Elizabeth sat up as she asked the question. I suppressed a sigh, knowing I had no choice but to participate in this game of humiliation.  
 
    “You do, Elizabeth,” I said. 
 
    “Good boy,” she purred. “Okay. You should probably get dressed. It’s nearly dinnertime.” 
 
    Surprised, I turned my head toward the clock. She was right. The day had passed so quickly, it was hard to believe it was already evening. And as she spoke, Elizabeth returned to her suitcase. Grabbing a pair of keys, she climbed back onto the bed. Placing her hand on my shoulder, she rolled me over onto my side. She unlocked the handcuffs that held my wrists together, and I sighed as I rolled my shoulders, working the stiffness out of them. 
 
    I sat up on the bed. Elizabeth kneeled beside me, her eyes shining, her teeth showing as she bit her lower lip. It was another one of those moments that seemed loaded with significance. After all, I was finally free. My cock was aching for release in its cage, and this beautiful woman was beside me wearing only high heels and a bra. The key to my freedom hung around her neck. I was stronger than her, at least physically. A wild image flashed through my mind, of me pinning her down on the bed and tearing the key off her necklace and freeing myself before plunging my cock deep inside that hot wet pussy of hers. Something told me Elizabeth was thinking the same thing. The way she paused and let the moment rest, the way she simply kneeled beside me, her hourglass figure calling to me out of the depths of my need. 
 
    But I didn’t. Without even knowing why myself, I didn’t try to free myself. Instead, I rolled to the side of the bed and stood. Elizabeth watched, the startling multicolored eyes of hers watching absolutely everything as I went to the bathroom. 
 
    There I got another unpleasant surprise. The chastity cage made it messy to urinate, and I had to stop my stream immediately and wipe down the toilet. Turning the cage this way and that in the unforgiving bathroom light, I wondered how to get past this problem. Then, with a feeling of growing humiliation, I realized the answer. Turning, I sat down on the toilet and used it that way. 
 
    When I returned to the bedroom, Elizabeth was grinning as though she knew exactly what happened. 
 
    “Did you figure out that you have to pee like a girl now?” she said. My cheeks bloomed with the red heat of embarrassment as she laughed at me. 
 
    “Yeah,” I said. Avoiding her gaze, I picked up some clothes. She watched me dress, still practically naked, lying back in my bed as though it belonged to her. 
 
    “Are you coming?” I asked once I was dressed. Smiling, Elizabeth shook her head. 
 
    “Oh no,” she said, as though the very idea was absurd. “A woman like me doesn’t want to be seen in public with a man like you. Besides, you’re my slave now. You need to get used to doing things for me. You can go fetch my dinner while I wait here and decide what I’m going to have you do when you get back. Where are you going?” 
 
    I gave her the name of what an Internet review suggested was the best seafood restaurant in town. Reaching for my laptop, she pulled up the menu and told me what she wanted. Shaking my head in disbelief at my own actions, I turned and headed for the door. I didn’t even know this woman, and now I was leaving her alone in my apartment. Then again, I thought to myself as I rode the elevator down, what could she do to me that she hadn’t already? What could she possibly steal from me that was more important than my sexual autonomy? As I climbed into my car, my cock ached as it strained against the bars of the chastity device, a potent reminder of what this woman had done to me. And a glimpse of a strange and unguessable future. 
 
    I drove across town to pick up the food. It cost a fortune, and I winced as I handed over my card to pay. All the way home, my nervousness grew as I wondered what else Elizabeth had in store for me. She could do anything she wanted with me, and that was true even before she locked my cock away. But now, I was defenseless against her. Once again, I found myself hoping she hadn’t been serious when she said I wouldn’t be allowed to cum before she left. There had to be some way to convince her. But for now, all I could do was serve her to the best of my ability and hope that was enough. Even though I knew she wasn’t short of obedient slaves. Even though I knew that obedience was the least she required from the men she owned. It was the only option I had. 
 
    Back in my apartment building, I rode the elevator in silence. I was glad I was alone. My cock was throbbing inside the chastity device, a painful ache that, just as Elizabeth had said, only served to remind me of the woman that now owned me. Stepping through the door of my apartment, I noticed that Elizabeth was nowhere to be seen. As I turned and headed down the hallway toward the bedroom, I saw her. Still lying in my bed as though she had never left it, as though she had been waiting there the whole time. Still wearing nothing but a bra and high heels, her pussy brazenly exposed between her toned thighs as she smiled at me.  
 
    Only one thing had changed, I realized as I looked at her. She now wore two thick leather straps around her thighs, close to her crotch. They were held in place with heavy buckles and studded with silver D rings. I had no idea what it might mean. But from the look on her pretty face, I knew I was about to find out. 
 
    And as I set the bags of food down on the bed, she lifted her arm to show me what she had in her hand. The handcuffs I had worn before. 
 
    “Take your clothes off and put these on,” Elizabeth said with a grin. “You can eat when I’m done. Meanwhile, you can serve me while I eat.” 
 
    She might be smiling, but I had no doubt how serious she was. At once, I shared my clothes, leaving them in a heap on the bedroom floor. I stepped toward her, and she opened the handcuffs. I locked them around one wrist, and she pulled my hands back behind me to lock them together again. 
 
    Then she sat up. Ignoring the food for a moment, she stood and walked toward her suitcase. Pulling something out, she climbed back onto the bed. Staring at it, I saw a thick leather strap that matched the ones she was wearing on her thighs, with two short chains dangling from it. Sitting up against the headboard of my bed with her legs spread, Elizabeth patted the mattress in front of her. 
 
    “Get up here,” she said, as though she was talking to a pet. Without a word, I climbed onto the mattress. I inched toward her on my knees, my movements awkward with my hands tied. Once I kneeled in front of her, she sat up. I gulped as she wrapped the strap she held around my neck, buckling in place. A collar. Now she had me wearing a collar like a dog. 
 
    Elizabeth took the short chains in her hands. She pulled them down gently but firmly, and I had no choice but to follow. I bent at the waist as she pulled my head ever further down until finally it was between her legs. I watched her clip the chains onto the straps that were buckled around her thighs, trapping my head in place with my mouth close to her pussy. As though I would have struggled. As though I would have tried to free myself without her. And as I inhaled the smell of her arousal, my cock surged once again, making me groan in pain as the tight chastity device bit into my sensitive flesh. 
 
    “Consider it an appetizer,” Elizabeth said above me. “You’re going to lick my pussy while I eat dinner. And you’re not going to stop until I tell you. Now, get to work, slave boy. Keeping your mistress happy with food and sex is the whole point of your existence right now.” 
 
    “Yes, Elizabeth,” I mumbled between her thighs, making her laugh at my submission. I lowered myself down onto the mattress completely, lying on my stomach with my caged cock trapped uselessly underneath me. As I ran my tongue once again over the fragrant folds of her pussy, my cock surged, and Elizabeth sighed in pleasure. I heard a bag rustling as she leaned over and pulled the takeout food toward her. As always, she meant what she said. She really was going to sit there and eat dinner while I pleasured her. 
 
    And so that’s what I did. I heard her moan around a mouthful of food as I slid my tongue between her velvet folds, tasting her desire as I buried my face between her thighs. My jaw ached, but I ignored it. Just as Elizabeth said, I was there for her to use, a toy for her pleasure. And while my own dinner cooled, I lay there and licked her while she ate, a dominant goddess I couldn’t help but serve. 
 
    

  

 
   
    7. Welcome to Chastity 
 
    What came next was one of the hardest chapters of my life. 
 
    It had seemed like it would be sexy, to have a beautiful woman like Elizabeth own my cock and take full control of my sexual release. And it was. As I realized almost immediately, that was the problem. With the steel device locked onto my manhood, there was no way to forget even for a moment the power this woman had. There was no way to forget that I was owned. That kept me in a state of near constant horniness for which there was no possibility of release. 
 
    I tried. It didn’t even take long. Elizabeth stayed in my house that night, and true to her word, she demanded all kinds of satisfaction for me. Not just sexual, either. She seemed to get a real thrill out of ordering me around, telling me what to do in my own home. Making me fetch and carry whatever she wanted and serve her like a slave. At no point did she give me what I wanted. After all, that was the source of the tremendous power she had. The ability to decide when or if I would get to cum. She had threatened that she wasn’t going to let me. And clearly, she meant it.  
 
    I spent a sleepless night lying by her side, listening to her breathe, my manhood aching in its new prison as the most beautiful woman I had ever seen lay contentedly in my arms. Just as she had said she would, she wore the key to my cock on its chain around her neck. And I can’t deny the temptation I felt to reach out and grab it. What would she do if I did, I wondered. But I already knew the answer. If I overpowered her, if I took her by force and freed myself from the captivity she put me in, that would be it. The end of this relationship. The end of the most wildly exciting thing I had ever done. I didn’t want that. Even though I desperately wanted orgasm, more than I could ever remember once again, I wanted this more. I wanted her to have that power and to take it with her back to her home or wherever else she was going. 
 
    So I didn’t try to free myself. I didn’t break her rules. I lay beside her all night and made breakfast in the morning and escorted her to the airport. She looked fantastic, as always. Her black hair hung free around her shoulders, and the movie star sunglasses were back on her face. She wore a scandalously tight skirt and the same black boots she had worn on the fateful day we met, and the call back to that unforgettable day was only made stronger by what she said as we kissed goodbye. 
 
    “If I meet some other submissive boy on the flight like I met you, I’ll be sure to let you know,” she said with a malicious smile, speaking clearly and plainly in the midst of the busy airport as if she didn’t care who heard. “Having this key around my neck is turning me on like you wouldn’t believe, and I could use another mile high adventure. Hopefully I’ll have another cute guy sitting next to me on this flight.” 
 
    I said nothing. I didn’t need to. Clearly, the look on my face made plain what I was feeling as I felt a stab of jealousy in my heart. Elizabeth laughed, that same sadistic laugh of delight I had come to know so well over the last day or so. Then she turned, and I watched her walk across the airport, taking my freedom with her into the wide world. The shape of her body and the way she moved wanted me, pulling at some knot of strange feelings in the pit of my stomach. I watched her until she disappeared from view past the security line. Then I went home. 
 
    That day was hard. I knew it would be. The memory of my new mistress was fresh and vivid in my mind. As fresh and vivid as the ghostly impression of her body in my bed and the smell of her on my sheets. I groaned in despair and pain as my cock surged in its cage while I lay down on the bed and inhaled her aroma. 
 
    But there was no release. The cage, as far as I could tell, was inescapable. The only way out would be to cut the padlock that held it together. And as the days of her absence grew longer, I thought about it more and more. But again, a single thought stopped me. I knew it would displease her. And somehow, that was enough to keep me from doing it. Just about. 
 
    With every passing day, that temptation grew. My cum was backing up in my swollen balls, and my cock ached almost constantly, pressing against the bars as though it could somehow force itself free. All I had to do was think of Elizabeth to feel that sudden bloom of pain between my legs. And locked up in the chastity devices I was, it was impossible not to think of her. Every time I went to the bathroom or scratched an itch I was reminded of how she owned me. And every time I had a thought that was in any way sexual, I felt the pain of the cage keeping me from erection. As the days passed without relief, more and more of my thoughts were sexual. Before long, I realize, I was like a man obsessed. All I could think about was her. 
 
    We texted a couple of times, Elizabeth and I. Before the plane even took off, she had sent me a photo of her sitting in her luxurious business-class seat, the key to my cock visible in the low neck of her top. A few hours of silence followed while she was in the air. Then I received another text telling me that she had landed, and that the key to my manhood was now in a different state. The following day, he checked in with me to see how I was doing. When I replied that I was in pain and couldn’t stop thinking about her, her only response was a winking face. 
 
    It was a week before she emailed me. When I opened the email, I saw it contained no message. No greeting. Just a link to a page on her website. When I opened it, I was asked for sign in credentials. I entered the credentials she had given me with a growing feeling of unease. In the depths of my heart, I knew what was coming. And I was right. As the member’s area of the site opened, I saw a video that she had made. And almost immediately, my cock began to swell in the cage as though in recognition of its new owner, making me groan in pain. And still I watched. Not only because I knew it was what my mistress would want. But because the nature of my newfound obsession wouldn’t allow me to look away, no matter how badly it hurt. 
 
    The video started with only a man visible. He was on his hands and knees, locked inside a sturdy looking cage that had a added bench on top. He raised his head at the sound of high heels echoing on the hard floor. With a dull sense of recognition, I could see that he, too, wore a cock cage, identical to mine. My cock throbbed at the thrilling reminder that I was just one of Elizabeth’s many chastity slaves. 
 
    When Elizabeth appeared in the frame of the video, she looked stunning. She wore a pair of bright red high heeled boots that rose up to the middle of her thighs. Several inches of her gorgeous legs were on display between the top of the boots and the bottom of some extremely tiny shorts. The shorts were made of some high-gloss material, patent leather or PVC or something like that, and they hugged her hips with unbelievable tightness, the faint shape of her pussy visible through the fabric on either side of a silver zipper.  
 
    In some dull corner of my mind, I registered the surprisingly high quality of the video. But most of my attention was taken up with her. Above the hot pants, she wore a black mesh top that covered her from neck to waist and all the way down to her wrists. But the sheer fabric revealed more than it hid. Underneath it, I could plainly see her breasts pressed against the thin fabric, her puckered nipples plainly visible as she sauntered into the frame. Her movements were as calm and unhurried as I remembered, the slow stroll of a woman who knows she’s completely in control. 
 
    “Hello, slave,” Elizabeth said, and I trembled at the sound of her voice. 
 
    “Hello, Mistress,” the man said. Extending one foot, Elizabeth guided the toe of her boot between the bars of the cage. At once, the slave bowed his head and began to humbly kiss her boot, gratefully licking the leather while she stood imperiously above him for a moment. God, she was sexy. Never more so than when she was basking in her sexual power. Watching her play with this slave, I felt a strange mixture of emotions. The truth was, I felt jealous of him. Even though he was locked in a cage and locked in chastity, even though he was groveling at the feet of this beautiful woman, I would’ve traded places with him in an instant. At least he was in her presence. 
 
    Gracefully, Elizabeth crouched down. Opening the cage, she swung the door open and stepped back. The slave crawled out, obedient as a dog. He stayed on his hands and knees, gazing up at her with a look of adoration on his face while she smiled down at him. Her smile made my heart flutter and ache almost as much as my cock did in its chastity. 
 
    “Are you ready to serve me?” Elizabeth asked.  
 
    “Yes, Mistress,” the man said. 
 
    “Well, today I feel like getting fucked,” Elizabeth said, leaning on the curse word to emphasize it as she spoke. “We both know that worthless cock of yours isn’t worthy of a goddess like me. Luckily, I know a way around it. Up on your knees. Hands behind your back.” 
 
    “Yes, Mistress.” The slave almost jumped to do as he was told, and I found myself wondering how long she had kept him in chastity. How long before I would be calling her Mistress and groveling at her feet? From where I sat watching, I hoped it wouldn’t be long. As humiliating as it would undoubtedly be, I knew I would do it if she told me to. Just as Elizabeth had promised before she locked my manhood away, her power over me seemed to know no limits. 
 
    For a moment, Elizabeth disappeared from the frame as she stepped outside the view of the camera. The man’s head turned to watch her, and I heard the clink of metal. Stepping back into the shot, Elizabeth crouched behind him again, locking his hands behind his back. Then she circled around in front of him. Setting down an item I couldn’t quite see on the top of the cage, she bent over him, her beautiful hair hanging loose around her face. Her slave raised his chin as she buckled a collar around his neck, a steel chain dangling from the front of it. Once the collar was on, Elizabeth grabbed the leash and tugged on it, urging the man to his feet. As he stood, Elizabeth reached for the other item she had placed on top of the cage. As she held it against her humble slave, I saw what it was. A strap-on dildo, a large fake cock that projected from her slave’s stomach just above his real caged one as she strapped it into place. I winced in sympathetic humiliation as I watched her attach the toy to her slave. Once it was in place, she smiled, her full lips as tempting and out of reach as ever. 
 
    “That’s better,” she said. “Now you might actually be able to please your mistress.” 
 
    “Yes, Mistress.” The man’s vocabulary seemed to consist only of those two words. Though it wasn’t as though I would have done any better in his position. I could only imagine the feelings of shame and humiliation racing through his brain at that moment, and I couldn’t keep from putting myself in his position. I couldn’t keep from feeling the same shame and humiliation as my cock pressed uselessly against the bars of its own cage. 
 
    “Take my shorts off,” Elizabeth ordered. Still holding the leash slack in her hand, she leaned back, her elbows on the padded bench above the cage. Obediently, the man dropped to his knees. I watched as he moved his head toward the zipper of her hot pants. Taking it in his teeth, he carefully pulled it down. Then, he awkwardly tugged the skimpy shorts off her hips, down her thighs, over her boots so that she could step out of them. Now her pussy was clearly on display, and I could see the man’s eyes fixed on it just as mine were. 
 
    “Lick me,” Elizabeth ordered. As she spoke, she reached out with her free hand, grabbing the back of the slave’s head. Using that and the leash she had now wrapped around her fist, she pulled him toward her.  
 
    At once, the slave began hungrily licking her pussy. My cock surged painfully as I listened to her moan. Just a week ago, my own bedroom had rang with that same sound, and hearing it now from my laptop speakers was a cruel echo of that memorable day. Soon, Elizabeth was closing her eyes as she surrendered to pleasure, hooking one long leg over her slave’s shoulder as he ate her out. Her moans turned to screams, and her breasts swelled inside the translucent top she wore as she panted with pleasure. Finally, I watched her body stiffen in orgasm, trembling as she let her climax sweep through her. Again, I moaned in pain, my cock aching inside the cage as I tugged at it uselessly. I already knew there was no way out, but I couldn’t help myself. I couldn’t keep my hand from trying to touch my cock, even though I knew it could only make the pain worse. 
 
    On-screen, Elizabeth unhooked her leg from the man’s shoulder. Still holding the leash, she planted her hands on the padded bench and boosted herself onto it. She spread her legs wider, running down at the helpless man while she tugged on the leash. He rose to his feet. Still with that same maddening smile, Elizabeth reached down between his legs and took hold of the fake cock. Glowing with sadistic delight, she pulled him toward her. The man stepped forward, and I watched Elizabeth’s long eyelashes flutter as she slid the dildo inside herself. Lying back on the bench, she twisted the leash around her fist again, making it shorter still as she tugged on it. 
 
    “Now fuck me, slave,” she snarled, her beautiful eyes burning as she stared up at the man. “Show me why I should keep you around.” 
 
    “Yes, Mistress.” The man’s voice was tight as he spoke, as though desire made it difficult for him to form the only two words he needed to know. Immediately, he began to thrust his hips back and forth, sliding the fake cock in and out of the pussy I knew he could still taste on his tongue. Elizabeth moaned, and her tall boots glistened as she wrapped her legs around the man’s hips, pulling him deeper inside her. Soon, he was grunting and groaning too, from physical exertion if not from pleasure. But his voice was almost drowned out by Elizabeth’s steadily increasing shrieks of pleasure. I could only imagine how it would feel to fuck her like that, to feel nothing but the steady drip of her juices down onto your caged cock while she writhed in selfish pleasure.  
 
    And the slave kept on fucking her, driving the fake cock in and out of her faster and faster while she moaned and screamed beneath him. Soon, I could see that she was having another orgasm. The dungeon rang with her screams of selfish pleasure, her legs trembling around the slave as orgasm took her. But Elizabeth wasn’t the kind of woman to be content with just one. Pulling wildly on the leash she still held, she ordered her slave to keep going. And he did as he was told. After only the briefest of pauses, he kept fucking her with the strap-on dildo. And in no time at all, I could see Elizabeth was coming again. 
 
    As her cries of pleasure echoed in the dungeon, she finally relaxed. Her feet dropped to the floor as she unwrapped her legs from around the man’s hips. Her breasts rose and fell as she lay on her back, slowly recovering herself. When she finally sat up, her cheeks were glowing with that familiar deep Billeau of sexual pleasure. Technically, I suppose, I was watching porn. But I had no doubt that Elizabeth’s orgasms had been real. This wasn’t the histrionic performance of a paid actress, but the genuine delight of a sadistic and satisfied woman. And that only made my own chastity device seem smaller than ever as my cock strained uselessly against it. 
 
    “Good boy,” Elizabeth groaned in a voice that dripped with pleasure. “I guess you are good for something.” As she spoke, she reached down toward the man’s hips. He stood still, watching her as she unfastened the strap-on dildo and removed it from his body, setting it down on the bench beside her. “Now, what do you say to your mistress?”  
 
    Now there was a challenge in her glowing eyes as she spoke to him, simultaneously pointing to the floor beneath her. The submissive man seem to understand at once. He dropped to his knees, gazing up at his goddess in total worship. 
 
    “Thank you, Mistress,” he said. And while Elizabeth laughed at his humility, he bent at the waist to press his lips against her boots again. 
 
    Finally, Elizabeth looked straight into the camera. Her bright eyes were hypnotic as she smiled triumphantly, seeming to stare right at me while another man kissed her boots. 
 
    “That’s all you slaves out there are good for,” Elizabeth said, a darkly radiant smile on her beautiful face. “None of you deserve orgasm. Only a mistress like me deserves pleasure. That’s why I keep men’s cocks locked away and find other ways they can please me. Pay tribute to your goddess. You know where to go on my website to pay. And if you want a private session with me, send me a message and I’ll decide if you’re worthy of serving me in person.” 
 
    For a moment, Elizabeth stayed just like that, staring directly into the camera, directly at me, with a challenging smile on her beautiful face. The only sound was that of her slave humbly kissing her boots in an act of total adoration. Then, the screen slowly faded to black. Only a copyright notice showed as the video came to a halt. 
 
    With a long sigh, I flopped back on the bed. I closed my eyes for a moment, but that only made things worse. Visions of her danced behind my eyelids, tormenting me with the impossibility of my situation. If I had been able to, I would’ve jerked off right there and then, unable to resist the desire that was flowing through me. But that wasn’t a possibility. The same woman I had just watched in the video was the only person who could free me. To her, I thought with another delicious stab of shame, I was just another chastity slave. Whereas to me, she was the center of all my wild desires. 
 
    Sitting up, I picked up my phone. I couldn’t help it. My fingers flew over the keyboard as though they didn’t need any input from my brain. 
 
    That video was incredible, I typed. I set the phone down. 
 
    I had to calm down. As I stood, my legs felt weak. I was dizzy with lust, and the ache between my legs continued to radiate through my lower body. For lack of anything better to do, I walked toward the kitchen and poured a glass of cold water. For a moment, I toyed with the idea of taking a cold shower. Maybe that might help me to calm down, to think about something other than the beautiful woman who owned my penis. But I decided against it. Taking a gulp of water, I carried my glass back toward the bedroom. When I saw a notification of a new message on the screen of my phone, my heart began to race. Elizabeth had responded to me.  
 
    In some absurd way, that gave me a strange kind of hope. If she had just sent out this video to her followers, I had no doubt that many of them would have messaged her, all clamoring for our mistress’s attention. How many slaves did she have? It was strange to be part of this group of submissive men, all owned by a single incredible woman. A bizarre kind of brotherhood of men I didn’t know and didn’t want to know. But the speed of her response to me made me feel absurdly good as I read the words. 
 
    Glad you liked it. Is my cock aching for release right now? 
 
    Even that, the way she so casually called my cock hers, made my tormented manhood throb all the more in its tight prison. 
 
    Of course it is, I typed. You looked so beautiful. 
 
    Did you wish it was you fucking me with that strap on? 
 
    Of course I did, I replied. That guy is so lucky. 
 
    Yes he is. But maybe one of these days you’ll get to pleasure me in person. 
 
    God, I wish I was there right now. 
 
    Why? Elizabeth responded. Even if you were here, there’s no guarantee I would let you out of your cage. 
 
    I know. But even just to lick your pussy would be an honor. 
 
    LOL. I cringed even as I wrote the humiliating words. But the real humiliation came from knowing they were true. In the state of wild arousal I was in, I would’ve given just about anything to be in that man’s position, to be on my knees with my face buried between Elizabeth’s thighs. Of course, I would have given even more to have sex with her. But I hardly dared even to dream of that. 
 
    Chastity boys like you don’t deserve mercy, Elizabeth wrote. Besides, I’ve only had you locked for for week. That’s nothing. 
 
    It feels like much longer than that, I replied. When will I see you again? 
 
    LOL I only just left. You miss me that badly already? Or do you just miss being able to cum? 
 
    Both, I responded. 
 
    LOL. 
 
    Maybe I can come to you? 
 
    My fingers were a blur as they moved over the screen of my phone, typing out and sending my message. My heart was in my throat, my pulse racing as I waited for an answer. I hadn’t thought about it in any detail. I could probably afford a flight, but I had no idea if I could get time off work. Still, in the state of wild arousal I was in, details meant nothing. I was desperate to see her, and I felt as though my heart would explode if I didn’t get to be around her soon. I groaned in despair as I read her reply. 
 
    No, it read. It is not convenient for me. Besides, it’s only been a week. I know you think you’re suffering now. You have a long way to go when it comes to being a chastity slave. Besides, the hornier and more desperate you are, the more it turns me on denying you. So no. No orgasms for you, Alister. You just get to watch my sexy videos and dream about what you can’t have. 
 
    You’re such a bit, I typed reflexively, and stopped. It was the sort of comment you might get away with in person, delivered with a cheeky smile. Then again, with a woman like Elizabeth, you never know. And in text, it was far too easy for my tone to be misconstrued. Besides, I wasn’t at all sure we had that kind of relationship anymore. She was my mistress. And even though I might hesitate to admit it to myself, I was her slave. Or one of them. She hadn’t yet insisted on me addressing her as Mistress the way the slave in the video had. But I didn’t dare call her anything insulting, even as a joke. 
 
    This is brutal. 
 
    That’s what makes it so fun. For me, anyway. But don’t worry. I have your keys safely talked away here with the rest of them. And I sent a copy to my other slave who lives in your city. I’ll send you his details in case there’s ever a medical emergency you need to be released for. But don’t try begging him. He’s under strict instructions never to give you the key unless it’s absolutely necessary. And trust me, he’s not going to disobey his Mistress. 
 
    I bet he isn’t. 
 
    LOL. 
 
    I didn’t try typing anything else. In fact, I got the sense that the more I begged and pleaded, the less likely she was to give me what I wanted. It was clear that this beautiful woman got off on denying me and other men, on having the power to prevent men around the country from feeling sexual pleasure. It was, I had to admit to myself, unbelievably hot. But for now, as dull pain radiated out from between my legs, I knew the best thing I could possibly do was try to forget about my predicament. Even if that seemed completely impossible. 
 
    Setting my phone down on the bed, I picked up my glass of water and made my way toward the living room. Lying in bed with the laptop open in front of me only increased the temptation to watch the video again, or watch some of the other videos Elizabeth had posted on her website. And that, I knew, could only make things harder. So instead, I sat down on my sofa and turned on the TV and tried to find something, anything, to distract me from the reality of what had just happened. Having your cock owned by a dominant woman, I had already learned, is anything but easy. And clearly, my cruel and beautiful mistress had every intention of making it is difficult as she possibly could. 
 
    

  

 
   
    8. Humiliated by a Stranger 
 
    Do it. I think it will be fun. 
 
    My heart raced. Standing in the bathroom of a bar with my phone clutched in my hand, I could barely believe what I was reading. I don’t know what I had expected. I didn’t even know what I wanted. But when Elizabeth texted me her answer to my question, I knew that once again, a whole new chapter of this strange adventure was opening up in front of me. 
 
      
 
    The last couple of weeks at been a journey, emotionally speaking. When Elizabeth locked the chastity device onto my cock, I had been in no way prepared for the powerful psychological effects it would have. The idea sounded hot, even as it scared me at the time. And it was. But I guess I hadn’t realized the full force of sexual desire, and that once it was blocked, all that energy would have to go somewhere. I’ve been single for a while, and I had gone for much longer periods without sex. But without an orgasm of any kind? That was new. Plus, just wearing the device was enough to fill my head with thoughts of the woman who held the key. And that kept me in a near constant state of arousal, aching for release that I knew was impossible. 
 
    I got angry. I got depressed. Just as Elizabeth must’ve known I would, I began to beg. I sent her text messages pleading for release, but she always denied it. I would have given anything to have her let me go. I would have flown her out to me or flown to wherever she was and prostrated myself at her feet for the chance of an orgasm. But it wasn’t going to happen. Elizabeth made that undeniably clear when she replied to my texts. Meanwhile, she kept sending me videos and pictures of her dressed up in outrageously sexy outfits, dominating other men. It was driving me crazy. I mean that literally. My thoughts were continually orbiting around her, my obsession growing in her absence. At times, I felt as though I was slipping into depression, grieving the loss of the life I had which hadn’t seemed all that great at time, but now appeared like an oasis of pleasure and freedom. 
 
    In one of her more merciful moments, Elizabeth assured me that my feelings were typical. It gets easier, she promised, though it never gets easy. After all, she insisted, it wouldn’t be any fun if it was. At the time, in the depths of my frustration and despair, I didn’t believe her. But it turned out she was right. After a few weeks, my attitude changed. It’s not like it suddenly became easy to be locked in chastity. I was still a raging ball of desire, still horny and frustrated and desperate for release. But somehow, those feelings lost a little of their edge. Maybe I was just learning to accept my new reality. A reality in which my manhood and my sexual pleasure were owned by a woman who was thousands of miles away. 
 
    And then, one evening, I went to the bar. 
 
    I don’t even really know why. I’m not much of a barfly, and had never been the type of person to go to a bar by myself. But I had had a rough day at work, and the chastity was feeling especially restrictive, and the thought of spending another night at home staring through the TV and thinking about Elizabeth sounded too awful to endure. So instead, I went to a bar on the way home. I would get myself a meal and a couple of drinks, I thought, and maybe be able to distract myself for an hour or so from my predicament. 
 
    I didn’t have high hopes that it will work. And almost as soon as I took a seat inside, I realized I had been right not to expect too much. An unsurprising side effect of my captivity was that all women, not just Elizabeth, were more attractive to me now. I couldn’t keep myself from noticing them wherever they were, and my lust raged like a beast inside me at the site of any remotely pretty girl. Of course, none of them compared to Elizabeth. But they didn’t need to. The merest glimpse of female flesh was enough to get me drooling, to make me dizzy with desire. 
 
    And of course, in the bar, there was plenty of that. The friendly waitress who took my order made my trapped cock ache with her low-cut shirt, and it was all I could do just to place an order without drooling. As the bar began to get busier, I tried to keep my head down, to focus on a TV tuned to the sports channel. Looking at women only made things worse. 
 
    And so I ate my dinner and had a couple drinks and was thinking about heading home when I looked up straight into the smiling gaze of a stranger. She sat at the bar beside me, her red hair tied in a braid at the side of her head before flowing freely down over her shoulders. Her blue eyes were as bright and clear as a summer sky, and her pink lips were pleasantly full as she smiled at me. Almost before I even realized what was happening, my eyes went traveling over her body, an action that was guaranteed to make my suffering worse. And it did.  
 
    She was wearing a red top and white skirt that sat high on her toned thigh as she sat with her legs crossed, a pair of ankle boots on her feet. Forced to guess, I would have said she was no older than me, and maybe a couple of years younger. Mid-twenties or so. She was a pretty girl, and what I could see of her toned young body only made her more attractive to me. I would have noticed her even if I wasn’t in the state of constant frustrated arousal Elizabeth had me in. But as it was, she was a knockout. It took an effort of will to wrench my eyes away from her body and return them to her pretty face, even though that didn’t make things much easier. 
 
    “Hi,” she said. 
 
    “Hi,” I hesitantly replied. Another effect of the chastity was that it had made me more timid, especially where women were concerned. I couldn’t shake the weird feeling that somehow they would guess about my predicament. Besides, the device meant I could never forget the ridiculous power of beauty. After all, I was living proof of it. And it made me hesitant with women in a way I had never been before. It made me nervous around them, as though I was some blushing virgin or inexperienced boy. And with the six cents of humor the world sometimes seems to display, this beautiful girl was striking up a conversation with me in a bar. Literally the first time that had ever happened to me in my life. Now that I was locked in chastity, meet impotent by my cruel mistress, now pretty girls with striking up conversations with me. 
 
    “Can you believe he missed that catch?” She nodded toward the TV above the bar as she spoke, and I followed the direction of her gaze. The sports channel was showing the bloopers of the week or the month or whatever it was, and I watched as an outfield player completely mishandled a ball, letting it drop between his waiting hands when he should’ve easily made a catch. 
 
    “Oh yeah,” I said, forcing a smile on my face. “That’s embarrassing.” 
 
    “I could’ve made that,” the girl said beside me, “and I don’t even play.” 
 
    I kept smiling as she spoke. Locked in chastity as I was, it was hard to imagine what purpose this conversation would have, at least from my point of view. But there was no reason not to be polite. And maybe old instincts kicked in, despite my predicament.  
 
    “Drop him an email and see if you can get a tryout,” I said. “It’s about time pretty girls got a chance to go somewhere in this world.” 
 
    She laughed, and I felt my heart quicken in my chest. It’s always a good sign when you can make a woman laugh, but I was painfully aware that I had made Elizabeth laugh too on our first meeting, and look where that got me. Flirting with this girl was the opposite of what I have come to the bar to do, serving only to make my chastity more painful as my cock throbbed madly in its prison. But for whatever reason, I couldn’t help myself. The sound of that laughter was intoxicating. And in its own strange way it fed my ego. Another side effect of being locked away in chastity was that I had been feeling like less of a man. Chatting up this beauty was helping with that, even if I knew that it couldn’t go any further than harmless flirting. 
 
    “I know, it’s really tough,” she said, playing along with me. “I mean, constantly turning down free drinks, and never having to pay to get into a nightclub is a real drag. I’m glad you understand.” 
 
    “Oh, I do,” I said with a grin. “I mean, look at this face. Barely a day goes by that people aren’t offering me modeling gigs and first-class tickets to the Caribbean. It’s not easy being this beautiful.” 
 
    She laughed again. It was like music to my ears. This was a girl I might have been hesitant to approach back before Elizabeth made that impossible, intimidated by her looks. But for whatever reason, she was clearly enjoying what I was putting out. Maybe because I didn’t care. Maybe because I knew it couldn’t go anywhere. It gave me the freedom to joke around and have fun without any pressure for anything else. 
 
    “Is anyone sitting there?”  
 
    As she spoke, she indicated the empty barstool between us. And she batted her eyelashes too, a flirtatious little smile showing on her face to demonstrate she knew how cheesy she was being. Not that I was going to complain. I had no idea why this girl was flirting with me. Maybe she liked me, and maybe she was just bored. I’m not a bad looking dude, all self-deprecating jokes aside. After all, Elizabeth had been willing to play with me in the plane that day, and she was a world-class beauty. I’ve been with more than my share of good-looking girls in the past. But in my experience, pretty girls don’t hit on strange men at bars, even if they find them attractive. I had no idea why this stranger was bucking the trend. But I was enjoying it. 
 
    “Nope,” I said. 
 
    “Mind if I —“ 
 
    As she spoke, I pushed the stool back, its wooden legs growling on the floor of the bar as I made room for her. Smiling, she picked up her purse and rose from her seat, taking the two steps necessary to bring her to the closer seat. I watched her rearrange her skirt after she boosted herself off onto the stool, recrossing her legs as she sat. Once again, my cock surged in its unignorable prison. 
 
    “My name’s Hannah,” she said. 
 
    “Alister,” I responded. 
 
    “Nice to meet you. So are you, like, a raging alcoholic or something?” 
 
    “Me? Why do you say that?” As I spoke, I lifted my beer to my lips, my eyes darting shiftily around the bar. Hannah laughed again. 
 
    “Oh, no reason,” she said. “Just the whole drinking by yourself in a bar on a weekday thing.” 
 
    “Well, you’re doing that too,” I pointed out. 
 
    “True,” Hannah smiled as she lifted her own glass to those tempting lips. “I didn’t say I wasn’t an alcoholic.” 
 
    “I guess those of us with crippling substance abuse issues should stick together then,” I said. 
 
    “As long as it doesn’t ruin our looks.” 
 
    “God, I hope not. This face is my moneymaker. Without that, all I have is my trust fund and a girthy nine inches. Basically nothing.” 
 
    Hannah spluttered with laughter, setting down her drink on the bar as her shoulders shook. I smiled too. You never know with a risqué joke like that. But I always figure it’s better to get them in early. And even as that thought ran through my mind, I asked myself again why I was hitting on this girl when I knew nothing could come of it. And I didn’t get any more of an answer to that question than I had the last time I asked it. 
 
    “Do you always bring up the size of your penis within a minute of meeting a new woman?” Hannah asked. 
 
    “Not just women. I like to let the guys know what I’m packing too. Helps determine the pecking order.” 
 
    “You guys and your dicks,” Hannah said, shaking her head. “Do you ever stop thinking about them, or thinking with them?” 
 
    “Speaking on behalf of all four billion men on the planet… No,” I replied, punctuating my joke with a theatrical swig of beer. And I smiled, but I couldn’t ignore the reality that Hannah had no idea how true what I just said was. Thanks to Elizabeth and her chastity device, it was impossible for me not to be thinking about my cock constantly. 
 
    “Well, at least you’re honest about it,” Hannah said. I couldn’t fail to note the irony of how well this was going, the best random interaction I had had with a woman in a long time. Well, unless you counted that day on the plane with Elizabeth. Predictably, my cock surged again at the thought of its beautiful owner. 
 
    “I figure it’s best to get all your flaws out of the way when you first meet a person,” I said. “That way, there are no nasty surprises later on. For instance, I’m pathologically humble. Probably the humblest person you’ll ever meet.” 
 
    “I see that,” Hannah grinned. 
 
    “So, how about you? What’s your worst characteristic?” 
 
    Hannah took a sip of her drink before answering. Some fruity concoction that glowed pink in her class. 
 
    “Aggressive nymphomaniac,” she finally said, turning dramatically in her seat to face me. It was my turn to be shocked, and for a moment, I just stared at her. My cock ached painfully inside its prison. I knew she was joking. At least, I was about 90 percent sure she was. But there’s always that faint hope. And why should I even be feeling hope? Hope of what? She could be 100 percent serious, the biggest slut in the city, and it wouldn’t matter. I wouldn’t be able to do anything about it. 
 
    “That’s unfortunate,” I said. “Why didn’t I meet you a month ago?” 
 
    “Why? Did you get married or something?” she asked. 
 
    “No. It’s just — forget it. Private joke with myself.” 
 
    “Well that’s not fair. I like jokes.” 
 
    “Don’t feel left out. It’s not that funny.” 
 
    “So do you live around here?” There was that smile again. The same self-conscious smile she had when she asked if the seat beside me was taken. The lopsided smirk that showed she knew that she was using a cliché, but she was going to use it anyway. 
 
    “Yeah. Just a couple blocks up the street.” 
 
    “Convenient.” 
 
    “Is it?” 
 
    “It could be.” 
 
    For a moment, Hannah’s finger trailed around the edge of her glass. There was a thoughtful look in her eyes, as though she was trying to make some decision. I waited, and for reasons I couldn’t begin to explain, my heart thumped rapidly in my chest. I had the strange feeling something important might be about to happen. 
 
    “I’m not actually a nymphomaniac,” Hannah said at last. 
 
    “Well, you just broke the hearts of every guy in this bar,” I said, and she chuckled. 
 
    “I’m not a nymphomaniac,” she said again, “but — can I be honest with you, Alister?” 
 
    “As long as you don’t need me to be honest in return.” 
 
    “I just got out of a bad relationship. Like, really bad. I stayed in it way too long because the sex was so good. That’s almost the only thing I miss about him. And — well, I came here tonight in the hope of meeting someone.” 
 
    “Oh really?” 
 
    “So how about it? Want to take this back to your place?” 
 
    “Seriously? Where’s the hidden camera?” I joked, looking wildly around the bar as I spoke. A joke to hide behind, an attempt to calm myself while my mind raced. 
 
    “No joke. I just want to have some fun. You’re not a serial killer, are you?” 
 
    “That’s your screening process? That’s a pretty low bar, I have to say.” 
 
    “Well, I’m not looking for a husband. I’m just looking for some fun.” 
 
    “Awesome. Yeah, let’s go.” 
 
    To this day, I don’t know why did it. It was like I had forgotten I was in chastity. That wasn’t possible. Especially with this beautiful woman sitting next to me and making me an offer unlike any I had ever received. Maybe it was just instinct I was operating on. An inability to turn down something so tempting, even when I knew I couldn’t take full advantage of it. Once I said yes, Hannah smiled, and my fate seemed sealed. And then, I thought of Elizabeth. Even though we were in no way exclusive. Even though we were in no way in any kind of conventional relationship. Even though she constantly sent me videos of her playing with other men. For whatever reason, I felt like I needed to talk to her about this. To get her permission. And maybe, just maybe, get more than that. 
 
    “I need to go to the bathroom,” I said. 
 
    “Go ahead,” Hannah smiled. 
 
    Sliding off my barstool, I hurried to the back of the bar. Looking the bathroom door behind me, I texted my mistress, explaining the situation. I didn’t have to wait long before her reply came. 
 
    Do it. I think it will be fun. 
 
    I don’t suppose this constitutes a medical emergency, does it? 
 
    Haha no. Nice try though. And I’ll want to hear all the juicy details. 
 
    Of what? I can’t really do anything. 
 
    Don’t be ridiculous. Of course you can. Stop being so phallocentric. 
 
    I don’t know the meaning of the word. 
 
    Lol. 
 
    At least I could make my mistress laugh, if nothing else. But internally, I was in turmoil. I didn’t really understand what Elizabeth meant, but she seemed very onboard with this new development. Still, a voice in my head screamed at me that I shouldn’t go through with it. Just go out there and tell Hannah I felt sick or something. Turn down what a few weeks ago would have been the opportunity of a lifetime, but was now guaranteed to only bring me frustration. 
 
    But I didn’t. Slipping my phone back into my pocket, I stepped out of the bathroom and walked toward her. She turned to smile at me as I approached. She really was beautiful. Maybe not quite as beautiful as the woman who held the key to my pleasure, but still stunning in her own way. And as she picked up her purse and swung her long legs down toward the ground, I couldn’t believe what was happening to me. I couldn’t believe what I was doing. I just felt as though I had no choice, as I was caught up in events too big for me to influence anymore. 
 
    For the second time in a month, I let a woman I barely knew into my apartment. Hannah took a quick look around, showing far more nervousness than Elizabeth had in a similar position. She sat down on the couch and accepted my offer of a drink. As I returned from the kitchen, I sat beside her, and we both drank in silence. Then she turned toward me. Close enough to me that our knees were touching, close enough that I could smell the scent of her perfume and the shampoo in her hair. The intoxication of desire was coming over me, and I felt that familiar ache of the chastity device as my cock tried yet again to swell and harden. An ache that only grew worse as she reached out and touched my leg. 
 
    Her face approached mine. Her lips were still smiling as she pressed them against mine. They were unbelievably soft as she kissed me, and I kissed her back. All the wild frustration of the last few weeks rose up like a wave inside me, and soon, I found I was kissing her with desperate passion. She responded, her mouth opening wider as instinct took over. Soon, my hand was on her leg, running over her smooth thigh as it crept up underneath her skirt. It was impossible to forget I was in chastity, but somehow, that didn’t seem to matter anymore. I was caught up in the quest for unreachable pleasure, and desire has nothing to do with rational thought. I kissed her over and over, and my hand slid underneath her skirt, and I felt the soft shape of her lips through her thin panties. She moaned into my mouth as I touched her, running my hands over her sex through the cloth. Caught up in what I was doing, I didn’t notice her own hand reaching toward me until it was too late. 
 
    “Oh my God, what the fuck is that?” 
 
    Hannah tore her lips away from mine as she spoke. All at once, fear washed over me. Putting her hand between my legs, she had felt the hard shape of the chastity device inside my pants. As she recoiled on the sofa beside me, I stared helplessly at her. This was what Elizabeth wanted, I knew. My complete humiliation as I was forced to tell a woman I barely knew about what she had done to me. 
 
    Hannah had felt what she felt. There is no way out of this. Taking a deep breath, I resigned myself to the fact that at least I would never see again. 
 
    “It’s — it’s a chastity device,” I said. 
 
    “Are you serious?” 
 
    “Yeah.” 
 
    “Why are you wearing a chastity device?” 
 
    “It’s a long story.” 
 
    Hannah waited, her artfully shaped eyebrows slowly rising on her smooth brow. Clearly, my dismissive answer wasn’t going to be enough. 
 
    “It’s — there’s this woman. She’s — well, a dominatrix.” 
 
    “So this is some kinky shit?”  
 
    “I guess so. It’s just — she locked me in this thing, and I don’t have a key.” 
 
    “You can’t get out of it?” 
 
    “No. I even asked her in the bar. I texted her. She said no.” 
 
    “Just my luck. I go out looking for some strange dick, and I find a guy who can’t give me any.” 
 
    “I know. Look, this is really embarrassing for me. I probably shouldn’t have brought you back here, I guess. It’s just, you’re so pretty, I guess instinct kind of took over, and —“ 
 
    “Show me.” 
 
    “What?”  
 
    “You heard me.” Hannah’s eyes were shining now, her full lips compressed in a mischievous smile. “I’ve never seen someone locked in chastity before outside of TV. And definitely not a man. I want to see it.” 
 
    “I don’t know, Hannah. It’s pretty embarrassing for me” 
 
    “Do you want to ask your dominatrix’s permission first?” 
 
    “No. I have a feeling I know what she would say.” 
 
    “So show me. Come on. If we can’t have sex, at least I’ll get to see something interesting.” 
 
    Heaving a big sigh, I reach for the front of my pants. Hannah watched with glowing eyes as I unfastened them. There it was, my cock trapped in its shining steel prison, pressing against the bars as it tried to harden. She shrieked with laughter, pressing both hands to her open mouth as she rocked back and forth on the sofa beside me. 
 
    “There,” I said sullenly. “Everything you hoped?” 
 
    “Oh my God, that’s amazing,” she said. “Can I — can I touch it?” 
 
    “I guess, if you want.” 
 
    Almost immediately, she leaned forward. Lightly, she ran her fingers over the steel. The whole cage twitched as my cock throbbed desperately, aching to feel that teasing touch. 
 
    “It looks painful. Does it hurt?” 
 
    “Yeah, sometimes,” I said. “When I get… excited.” 
 
    “Does it hurt now?” 
 
    Hannah’s voice was quieter now. The smile never left her face as she stared deep into my eyes. I couldn’t read her expression. When she first discovered my situation, she had seemed annoyed more than anything, but that annoyance hadn’t lasted. Now, there was something else going on, and I hardly dared to let myself imagine what it might mean. 
 
    “Well, yeah,” I admitted. “If I wasn’t locked into this thing —“ 
 
    Hannah lunged forward. Her lips on my mouth stopped my words as she kissed me, and now her hunger was as great as mine had been a moment before. I kissed her back, still confused about what was happening. And when she lifted her lips away from mine at last, she was smiling again. 
 
    “How about now?” She said. 
 
    “Yep. Still hurts.” 
 
    She giggled, and I heard the wild edge in her voice. Leaning forward again, she reached out and wrapped her hand around my trapped manhood. Gripping firmly, she slid her hand up and down along the cage, making the lock rattle as she played with it. 
 
    “And now?” 
 
    “Yep. Really hurts now.” 
 
    “God, this must be torture for you. Having me here in your place and not being able to fuck me.” 
 
    “Yep. That’s exactly what it is.” 
 
    “Well, it’s no picnic for me either. I met a cute funny guy at the bar and thought I’d be getting laid tonight. Instead, I discover this freaky shit. It’s very disappointing.” 
 
    “Sorry to disappoint.” 
 
    “So why do you let her do this to you?” 
 
    “I don’t know. It’s complicated. It seemed like it would be hot. And it was when she did it. But she doesn’t live in town, and it’s getting really hard to stay locked up like this. You’re not helping with that.” 
 
    Hannah giggled again. 
 
    “No, I guess I’m not,” she said. “But I can’t help it. I mean, this is about the weirdest thing I ever heard. But I can kind of see how it would be fun for her. I wish I had my last boyfriend in one of these things. Maybe then he would’ve treated me right.” 
 
    As she spoke, Hannah shifted on the seat beside me. She lifted her legs up into my lap, lying back on the arm of the chair. It took me a moment to see what she was doing. But as she reached up under her skirt, my breath caught in my throat. She pulled her panties down, tossing them carelessly onto the living room floor. Then, she hiked up her skirt around her waist. As she spread her legs, my eyes dropped to her pussy, drawn inevitably to the soft folds of her sex. And she smiled as she let me look, letting me see her most intimate area while my cock ached with frustrated desire. 
 
    “Well, I guess we can’t have sex,” she said with a smile.” But there’s more than one way to please a woman. Go on. Get your head down there and eat me out. It’s the least you owe me for this disappointing night.” 
 
    For a moment, I just stared at her in disbelief. My whole life, I had never met women so sexually aggressive, and now I had met two in a few weeks. Hannah’s eyes were shining in a way that reminded me of Elizabeth as I stared at her, even if she didn’t have the older woman’s limitless confidence. Despite her smile, I could see a trace of doubt in Hannah’s expression, a trace of nervousness that was entirely missing when Elizabeth Bost me around. 
 
    But she needn’t have worried. In the state of high arousal I was in, desire took over. Hannah laughed triumphantly as I moved, and she lifted her legs from my lap so that I could reposition myself. Kneeling on the sofa, I lowered my face down between her thighs and began to lick. 
 
    

  

 
   
    9. A Morning Tease 
 
    I woke up early. Lately, I usually did. Usually, I woke to pain, the tight restrictiveness of the chastity device tearing me away from sleep as my cock tried stubbornly to harden inside the unyielding metal. This day was no exception. Only this day, as I woke up, I registered a split second of surprise as I opened my eyes and realised there was someone sleeping next to me. Of course. Hannah. What had happened the day before hadn’t been a dream. I really had picked up some beautiful girl in a bar only to be completely humiliated when she found out about my predicament. 
 
    She seemed fast asleep. Her breathing was steady and even as she lay beside me, her gorgeous body obscured by the blanket that covered her. She hadn’t removed her makeup before going to sleep, and now it was smeared and flaking on her face. But it did nothing to detract from her prettiness. I felt the ache between my legs more keenly as I looked at her, observing her oblivious beauty. I had meant what I said when I wondered where she was a month or so ago. Back before I met Elizabeth. Back when I was free. Back when maybe, this could have turned into something. And now? I had no idea what any of this was, or where it was going. I knew that I wanted her badly. Wanted her so badly that my desire crystallized into something razor-sharp inside me. And there was nothing I could do about it. Nothing except lie there and stare at what I couldn’t have. 
 
    Carefully, I slid out of bed. Anxious not to wake her prematurely, I crept toward the bathroom. Another tiny dose of humiliation as I had to sit down to pee. Rising from the toilet, I moved over to the sink and began to brush my teeth. A tired – looking man stared back at me from the mirror, his face drawn with frustration and unrelieved desire. 
 
    The night before, I had licked Hannah to orgasm. Then, I had done it again. She demanded it of me. As though having my cock locked away made every woman feel like they could boss me around. As it turned out, they could. It’s not like Hannah had any more access to the key to my chastity than I did. She had no real power over me the way Elizabeth did. Still, I found myself doing what she said. I barely even knew why. Only that space being humiliated like I had been seemed to strip away any defiance I might’ve felt. It seemed to rob me of the ability to say no. It somehow made me feel as though I couldn’t say no, as though doing what she told me was my natural role in life. Besides, I’m not going to lie. I enjoyed eating her out, even though it made my cock surge and ache inside its prison just as it was doing now as I thought back over the events of the night before. 
 
    After multiple orgasms, Hannah had been exhausted. She asked if she could stay the night, and of course, I said yes. We had retired to bed, and she almost immediately drifted off into a deep and contented sleep, the kind of sleep that comes after orgasm. While I lay there for what felt like hours awake, barely able to believe what had happened. And when I finally did fall asleep, it was a restless and uneasy sleep, fragmented by dreams and fantasies and strange recollections. I felt tired. But that unrelieved sexual energy seemed to animate me, keeping me going as I stumbled around the bathroom. 
 
    As I returned to the bedroom, Hannah rolled over. Her eyes opened, and I saw her pupils contract in the light as she saw me. A broad smile crept across her pretty face, and in her expression, I saw the same feeling of disbelief I felt myself. What we had done the night before had been outside the bounds of either of our previous experience. I had to imagine she was having some of the same difficulty processing it all as I was. But from the look on her face, it seemed clear she didn’t regret a thing. 
 
    “Good morning,” she said. 
 
    “Good morning,” I replied tentatively. I felt a trickle of hot shame rise to my cheeks as I saw her eyes drift down over my body to the chastity cage. I had slept naked beside her, or as naked as I was able to get now. It’s not like she would have forgotten what I was wearing. But still, I cringed inwardly with embarrassment as I saw her smile grew even wider at the site of the cruel device. 
 
    “Fuck, that was good last night,” she said. “For me, anyway. And I guess that’s the main thing. You know what? I think your mistress might be a genius. It feels good to be selfish.” 
 
    “I bet it does,” I said as I climbed back into bed beside her. Hannah giggled as she rolled over onto her side to face me. 
 
    “Oh, come on,” she said. “Don’t act like you didn’t enjoy it. I mean, I know it must’ve been frustrating for you. But you didn’t exactly seem reluctant to lick my pussy. Seemed like you were having a great time down there.” 
 
    “I was,” I admitted. “But this isn’t easy, you know?”  
 
    “No,” Hannah smiled, “I really don’t. But that’s because I would never let someone lock my pussy away and leave the state with the only key. Anytime I want to cum, I can. But I get why she doesn’t let you have that same privilege. You’d be jerking yourself off 24 7, wouldn’t you?” 
 
    “No,” I scowled, while Hannah giggled. 
 
    “No? You’re telling me wouldn’t be jerking off right now if you could?” 
 
    “That’s different,” I said, while she laughed out loud. “I’m really turned on right now.” 
 
    “Good,” Hannah said. Her voice dropped as she spoke, noticeably shifting into a soft purr as she squirmed her way closer to me across the bed. With a rising sense of excitement mixed with fear, I could see she was getting excited again. I could only guess what that might mean for me in my frustrating predicament. 
 
    “I like that you’re turned on right now,” she said. “I like that there’s nothing you can do about it. You really want to fuck me right now, don’t you?” 
 
    “Yes,” I growled, making Hannah laugh again. Under the blanket, she moved, and I grunted as I felt her run her hand over the cruel steel of the chastity device. 
 
    “How badly do you want me?” she said, her voice little more than a whisper now that she was close to me. Her pretty face swam in front of mine, close enough to be out of focus. But the bright blue of her eyes gazed deep into mine, and just as I so often did with Elizabeth, I felt as though I was losing myself in the radiance of those gorgeous eyes. 
 
    “Really badly, Hannah,” I said, for lack of any other response. It seemed to have the intended effect. She smiled, a soft sound of amusement rising from her throat. 
 
    “What would you do to be free right now?” she whispered. While she spoke, her hand never stopped its maddening movements over the cage that contained me. It was all I could do not to groan in desperation as I felt only the faintest echo of her hand moving against my cock. 
 
    “Anything,” I blurted out. “I’d do anything to fuck you right now.” 
 
    “Oh, I like the sound of that,” Hannah giggled. “You’re making me wish I had the key. I could get you to do all sorts of perverted things. You know, when I first saw this thing locked onto you, I almost left. I thought you must be crazy. And maybe you are. But I’m starting to see what your mistress sees in all this. The power. It’s intoxicating.” 
 
    Still, that hand moved relentlessly over the cage. I felt strangely breathless, my heart beating a mile a minute in my chest as Hannah lay beside me. I wanted to reach out, to take her in my arms, and — what? What would I do then? Nothing. There was nothing I could do. I could finger her or eat her out, but I knew there was nothing I could do to relieve the unbelievable tension I was feeling in my body. In fact, any of those actions would only increase it. 
 
    Lifting her hand out from under the blanket, Hannah rose up in the bed. Placing her hands on my shoulders, she shoved me back onto the mattress, pinning me down. As she tore the blanket away, I didn’t resist. I just gazed over at her, this incredible beauty discovering the joys of sexual selfishness the way Elizabeth already had. Kneeling beside me on the bed, Hannah reached down and hurriedly tore away her panties. Then she climbed on top of me. I groaned as she straddled me, her bare pussy against my caged cock as she began to slide it back and forth. A low moan escaped her trembling lips, and her blue eyes shone from under half – closed lids as she smiled down at me. 
 
    “I’ve got to get to work,” she said. “Which is a shame. Because I think I’d rather stay here and play with you all day.” 
 
    “We could both call in sick,” I suggested, and as Hannah giggled, I immediately cursed myself for my own stupidity. Why had I suggested such a thing? Spending a whole day helping her get off without any relief of my own sounded like a form of torture. Once again, I was forced to confront the humiliating truth about myself and the situation I found myself in. It was a torture I wanted. The torment I longed for. The kind of wild adventure I dreamed of in my fractured nights, unable to believe what my life had become. 
 
    “Nice idea,” Hannah purred in a voice that was heavy with pleasure. “But I can’t. We’ll just have to pick this up another time.” 
 
    By now, her voice was dripping with pleasure. Her movements on top of me had acquired a steady rhythm, her beautiful young body rocking back-and-forth as she ground her pussy against my caged cock. I was virtually whimpering with frustration as I gazed up her, unable to look away from her tormenting beauty. And she loved it. Delight shone in her eyes, mingling with obvious sexual pleasure as she continued to tease me. Her lips were parted now, the sounds of her pleasure growing louder as her body convulsed. She was using me as a kind of sex toy. And I loved it. 
 
    “Another time?” I asked. I was short of breath myself. Desire was raging inside me, even though I knew there would be no relief. Even if Hannah wanted to, she couldn’t free me from Elizabeth’s chastity. Judging from the sadistic glow on her face, so similar to the same look I had seen on Elizabeth, I doubted she would if she could. Certainly not without making me work for it, anyway. What was with these women and their sadistic tendencies? Then again, I asked myself, what was with me that I allowed this to happen? That with my cock currently inaccessible, I had fallen into the clutches of some new dominant woman. What did that say about me? 
 
    “Sure,” Hannah giggled. “If you want to. I had fun last night. Even if we didn’t have sex. Well, you didn’t. I did. I like that. I like that it’s all about me for a change. I like that I don’t have to reciprocate. I don’t feel like I have to blow you or let you fuck me or do anything I don’t want you to do. Such a refreshing change from ordinary dating. So yeah, I want to do this again. Obviously. It means more orgasms for me. I don’t know why you would want to do it again. Then again, I don’t know why you let any of this happen in the first place.” 
 
    “That makes two of us,” I said, and Hannah laughed. Her bubbling laughter soon merged with a cry of desire, and her body shook on the edge of ecstasy. She was riding me hard now, her pussy pressed against the chastity device, and I felt lightheaded as her juices washed over me. I could feel the warmth against the skin of my caged cock, and I whimpered helplessly as the bruised flesh ached anew. 
 
    “I’m going to give you my number,” Hannah said. Her voice was completely breathless now, her words torn apart by moans and gasps of pleasure as her orgasm approached. “Next time you need someone to come round and torture you for fun, I’m your girl.” 
 
    “Okay,” I said. But Hannah’s only response was a loud moan of pleasure. Wordless now, she rocked back and forth on top of me, her hands gripping my shoulders as she pressed me down against the mattress. Her breasts heaved as the spasm of pleasure took her, making her pussy spasm against my cage as a new flood of her juices poured over my body. I just lay there, moaning in utter frustration, as this pretty girl use me for her pleasure. 
 
    Once her climax had passed, Hannah rolled off me. She flopped down onto the bed with a big sigh, sprawling naked on the sheets beside me. From moment, I just lay there beside her, staring up at the ceiling with thoughts racing through my head that seemed impossible to put into words. A night and a morning of this should have been about enough. But clearly, Hannah wanted to repeat our adventure. And I already knew I was going to let her. I already knew I had no more power to say no to her that I did to Elizabeth, even though Hannah had nothing like the leverage the older woman did. I had to obey Elizabeth, I thought to myself, and my teased cock surged again at the delicious thought. But Hannah could do nothing for me. All she could do is use me for her own pleasure, without regard to how I felt about it. I had no idea why that thought was so incredibly sexy to me. I only knew that it was. 
 
    “Fuck, I’ve got to go,” Hannah said abruptly. Rising from her position on the bed, she stood and hurried toward the bathroom. I still lay there astonished, listening to the water running through the pipes and feeling things I had no names for. I was still lying silently in my bed when Hannah re-emerged from the bathroom. She had removed last night’s makeup and done her best to reapply an amount more suitable for daylight hours. I watched as she pulled on last night’s clothes, the white skirt and ankle boots that had so appealed to me at the bar, back when I had had no idea where all this might lead. Dressed again, Hannah stood at the foot of my bed, and I sat up. 
 
    “Guess I’ve got to do a walk of shame back to my car in last night’s clothes,” she said with a smile. “Though somehow, I don’t think I’m the one who should really be ashamed. More like a stride of pride in my case. Knowing I used a man my own pleasure and gave nothing in return. God, that’s going to keep me horny all day.” 
 
    “Glad I could help,” I said thickly, and Hannah laughed again. 
 
    “There’s no need to take a tone with me,” she said. “I’m not the one who locked you up. I’m not the one who has the only key to your cock. If you want to be mad at someone, be mad at your mistress. All I did was find a way that I could get something out of you without using your dick.” 
 
    I said nothing. Hannah was right, of course. I was the idiot who had brought her back to my place, knowing I would be unable to do what I wanted with her. I was the idiot who had let a woman who didn’t even live in my state lock away my manhood and take the only key with her. Truthfully, I wasn’t mad at Hannah. I wasn’t even mad at Elizabeth. I was mad at myself. Because this whole humiliating ordeal had happened with my consent. And my cock was still throbbing and raging in the chastity device, still turned on by this complete humiliation. There was no one to blame for that but myself. 
 
    “Well, I’ve got to go,” Hannah said at last. “Call me.” 
 
    With that, she turned. I watched her walk out of my bedroom, her white skirt swaying from her hips with every step she took. Still sitting up in bed, I listen to the front door of my apartment open and close. She was gone. Just like that, she was gone, hurrying off to work with a spring in her step and a smile on her face as she recalled the wild night we had spent together. I had to go to work as I was, boiling over with pent –up desire and no way to relieve it. Ever since Elizabeth locked my cock away, every day had been difficult. But somehow, with the memory of Hannah’s beautiful young body fresh in my mind, I knew that today would be the hardest one in a long time. 
 
      
 
    That must’ve been so humiliating for you. 
 
    There was no one there with me in the room to see, but still I nodded. It was true. Just recounting the details of what had happened that night added to the deep humiliation I was feeling. But Elizabeth demanded the details, and I was powerless to say no to her. That night, after work, I texted her with a full blow-by-blow of the previous night. I told her everything Hannah had said and done, leaving out nothing. Another ritual of humiliation that I had to endure for my mistress’s pleasure. 
 
    Yes. It was. 
 
    You must need an orgasm so bad right now. 
 
    Yes, I do. Please! 
 
    LOL. Of course not. You haven’t suffered nearly enough to earn that privilege, chastity boy. But I like this new arrangement. Are you going to see her again? 
 
    I don’t know, I replied. 
 
    You should. I like the idea of you having a mistress to keep you in line while I’m not around. And she sounds like a natural. Plus, I don’t have to worry about her touching my cock without my permission. She can help you get lots of practice in pleasuring a woman and make sure you never forget your place. 
 
    This is crazy.  
 
    This is fucking hot, Elizabeth replied. Don’t try to pretend it doesn’t turn you on to have to serve her as well as me. 
 
    Yeah, it does, I admitted. 
 
    Of course it does. Because you’re slowly learning your place. Which is to be horny and denied and frustrated while women use you in any way they see fit. That’s what it means being a chastity slave. May as well learn to enjoy it. 
 
    You have any plans to come to town anytime soon? 
 
    Nope. Keep dreaming, chastity boy. 
 
    I sighed bitterly. Elizabeth’s response wasn’t a surprise to me. Right from the get-go, she had told me she didn’t come to town all that often. But with each passing day, my logic and reason were collapsing under the assault of wild desire. I hoped maybe she was lying. Exaggerating just to terrify me. After all, it worked. I was scared that I would never see her again, scared of what I might become before my next release. I had felt like I was getting used to chastity, and then Hannah had come along. Now, the wild frustration and unignorable desire were worse than ever. I was a trembling ball of helpless need, and I felt surrounded by women that took endless pleasure in exploiting that fact. It only made my desire grow. 
 
    My phone buzzed again. Picking it up, I saw that Elizabeth had sent me another link. The domain was to her website. With a sigh, I clicked on it. I knew what was coming, at least in broad strokes. Not content with what Hannah had done to me, Elizabeth wanted to tease me further with a new video. But I knew there was no point resisting. The woman had me right where she wanted me, absolutely desperate for her favor and willing to do anything to get her. Terrified of disappointing her in even the smallest way, knowing it might jeopardize my hopes of a release anytime soon. 
 
    So I followed the link to the member’s area of her website and pressed play on the video. Elizabeth sat on a sofa, her long legs crossed. Tall black boots shone on her feet, and above them, sheer black stockings gripped her legs. She was wearing a leather miniskirt and a black leather corset, with long black leather opera gloves covering most of her arms. Her jet-black hair flowed freely around her shoulders, completing the monochromatic look of her outfit. As always, she looked incredible. She was staring right into the camera, and the camera was positioned a little below her, looking up at her. Those incredible eyes were glowing with delight, making me feel as though she were looking straight at me. Making me feel as though I were in the room with her. My cock surged and throbbed in recognition of its owner as she smiled that devious smile. 
 
    “Hello, boys,” Elizabeth said. “I’d ask if you’ve missed me, but I know you have. All those locked cocks out there, throbbing and aching for me. It really makes a woman feel good to know she owns all of your pathetic peckers.” 
 
    Lifting a hand, she raked her dark hair back from her face. Her leather outfit creaked as she leaned a little further forward, a deep cleavage mouthwatering in the top of her black corset. 
 
    “Today, I want to tell you all a story,” she said. “It’s a true story. A story about my latest chastity boy. That’s right. I added yet another cock to my collection. Another needy boy out there who now doesn’t get to cum unless Mistress decides he can. It’s this boy’s first time in chastity. His first time submitting to a woman. And I’m going to train him to be just as pathetic and obedient as the rest of you slaves. I’m going to teach him where men like you belong. Which is on your knees, serving a goddess like me.” 
 
    Her outfit creaked again as she shifted her weight, leaning back on the sofa now. The seductive darkness under her skirt showed as she uncrossed her legs and recrossed them the other way, flicking her hair again. She was good at this. I watched, my cock aching fit to burst the metal chastity that contained it, and even in the depths of my desire, I could see what she was doing. She was seducing us all, however many of us there were out there. And it was working. I could only speak for myself, but all of her flirtatious movements were driving me to despair with the desire I felt for her. I had no doubt that any other men watching had to feel the same way. 
 
    “Now, this new chastity boy of mine has been pining for his mistress, just like you all have,” Elizabeth went on. “So last night, he did something very foolish. He went to a bar and met a pretty girl and took her home with him. With my permission, of course. Because I knew what would happen. The minute he got her home, just as things were starting to get exciting, she found out he was in chastity. Oh, she must’ve laughed and laughed.” Elizabeth laughed too as she spoke, a deep chuckle rising from her chest and making her breasts jiggle and shake in her tight corset as she giggled with glee. 
 
    “So humiliating,” she said as a slight mocking frown appeared on her smooth brow just for a moment. “Luckily, she was clearly a resourceful girl. Because instead of leaving, she realized that a chastity boy doesn’t need a cock to make a woman happy. In fact, it’s usually the least useful part of him anyway. Let’s face it. If any of you boys had cocks that could please a woman, I wouldn’t have needed to lock them up in the first place. So my new chastity boy did what this woman wanted. He served her as an oral slave all night and licked her to several orgasms. Isn’t that funny?” 
 
    I was trembling as I sat staring at the phone in my hand. She hadn’t named names. And I tried to tell myself it wouldn’t matter if she had. Presumably everyone she was talking to was in the same situation I was, locked in chastity by this cruel and demanding woman. They couldn’t exactly laugh at me for doing what they were all doing too. Still, I felt shame coursing through me, a deep embarrassment boiling inside my guts as Elizabeth shared my humiliating night with an unknown number of total strangers. 
 
    “I hope that’s a lesson to you all,” Elizabeth went on. Her leather boots shone as she meshed her fingers together and hooked her hands over her knee. “You can’t escape my power, even when I’m in a different state. And every woman who finds out about you is going to find you as ridiculous and pathetic as I do. We’re just going to use you for our pleasure, little chastity sex toys that deserve to be used by beautiful women. I hope you never forget that.” 
 
    For a moment, Elizabeth paused. Her multicolored eyes held the camera for a moment, her red lips faintly parted as she let the moment land. As always, her confidence was incredible. She was so comfortable in front of the camera it was like it wasn’t there at all. Like she was in the room with me, talking to me and telling me things I already knew. 
 
    “Anyway, that’s all for now,” Elizabeth said at last. “I just wanted to share a funny little story with you boys and remind you of your place in this world. See you next time.” 
 
    Elizabeth leaned forward. As she reached for the camera, my cock throbbed at the best U yet of her deep and arousing cleavage at it showed on the screen for just a moment before the video went black.  
 
    Taking a deep breath, I tried to calm myself. After all, there was nothing else I could do. Elizabeth said what she said to turn me on, me and every other guy got in her strange web of desire and frustration. But that didn’t mean that every word of it wasn’t true. And as always, there was nothing I could do about any of it. All I could do was sit there in my own frustration and shame and remember who owned my cock. 
 
    

  

 
   
    10. A Date Night To Remember 
 
      
 
    I was nervous. I hadn’t been on a date in a while. And there’s always a certain amount of nervousness that goes with that. Deep down, we all want to be liked. In my case, it was too late to make a first impression. But whatever this relationship was, it was very early. I still needed to be on my best behavior, even though I barely knew why. I barely even knew what I wanted from any of this. All I knew was that the strange situation I found myself in exerted an unignorable call on my blood. There was something dark but magnetic in what was happening, a wild kinky thrill unlike anything I had experienced before. And it was that which kept me even more excited than I would otherwise have been. The not knowing. The deep lack of control I felt about the direction things might take. I couldn’t even imagine the future. I couldn’t even put a name to what I was feeling, let alone to what I was doing here, in an upscale restaurant, waiting for my date to arrive. I just knew that I couldn’t keep myself from following the strange impulse that led me here. I couldn’t stop myself from doing what I was told. 
 
    Finally, Hannah arrived. I saw her coming from across the restaurant. I sat facing the door, and saw her smile at the hostess. Seeing me, she turned and began to walk toward me. Her red hair was tied in that same side braid as on the night we met, the rest of it falling loose over her shoulders. She smiled as she approached my table. I could see her bare legs underneath her coat, the high heels on her feet making her body sway provocatively with every step. But nothing prepared me for what was beneath as she reached my table and shrugged her coat off her shoulders.  
 
    Underneath, she wore a dark green dress, made of satin or silk or some shining material. It had thin spaghetti straps that clung to her shoulders, the deep square –cut neckline showing a delicious glimpse of her cleavage. The hem of the dress sat just a little above her fingertips with her arms down by his side, showing off those incredible long legs of hers. But most arousing of all, the dress was unbelievably tight. So tight it looked as though it had been painted on. The fabric rose in creases and then grew smooth with every movement she made, and as I stared at her, I noticed that I could see nearly every detail of her body through the clinging fabric. The slight indentation of her navel was visible, the dress was so tight. So tight that as she set aside her bag and coat, she had to sit very carefully in the chair opposite me. As tight as the painful chastity device around my surging cock as I stared at her in astonishment. 
 
    “You look amazing,” I said. 
 
    “Thank you,” Hannah smiled. “You know, I bought this dress a long time ago, and I wasn’t sure I would ever have the guts to wear it in public. It’s a little bit too sexy, don’t you think?” 
 
    “I think it’s just the right amount of sexy,” I said, and Hannah smiled. 
 
    “Well, I never imagined a situation quite like this,” she said. “When I bought it, I knew there might come a time when I wanted to really turn a guy on. But I didn’t think it would be so that I could tease him this badly.” 
 
    Hannah giggled as she spoke. Even as my cock throbbed, I glanced around the restaurant. The diners closest to us were engrossed in their own conversations, oblivious to what we were saying. Hannah had attracted attention as she shed her coat and revealed her provocative dress, but only for a moment. Now everyone seemed to have turned their attention back to their own partners. Desperately, I hoped it stayed that way. And all the while, I watched Hannah’s breasts rise and fall in the top of her dress as she breathed. If it hadn’t been for Elizabeth, I reflected, Hannah would be by far the most attractive girl I had ever been with. If you could call what we had done being with her. Just my luck that the two hottest women I had ever met were both demanding dominatrixes that considered me unworthy of sex with them. Then again, in its own way, it kind of made sense. At least in the echoing chambers of my submissive heart, it did. Why else would women who looked like this give me the time of day? Hannah and especially Elizabeth could have any man they wanted. As far as I was concerned, there wasn’t a man in the world who deserved either of them. 
 
    “Well, this is nice,” Hannah said, her red hair glowing like fire on her shoulders as she looked around the restaurant. “No one’s ever take me anywhere this fancy before. And the best part is I don’t have to put out afterwards. In fact, I can’t. Even if I wanted to fuck you, I couldn’t. It’s a bit of a tease for me too, you know.” 
 
    She giggled as again, I looked around the restaurant. The threat of discovery made me deeply uncomfortable. As far as I was concerned, too many people already knew about my predicament. Elizabeth, and now Hannah. I didn’t want anyone else to find out that I had lost control of my own penis. 
 
    “Are you going to talk like that all night?” I asked. And her slender shoulders rose and fell as she shrugged, her breasts bouncing deliciously in the top of her dress. 
 
    “Probably,” she said. “Why? Are you embarrassed?” 
 
    “Of course.” 
 
    Hannah laughed.  
 
    “Good,” she said. “You should be. But I’ve been thinking. This is all very nice. The date. The fancy dinner. Taking me out for an expensive meal. It’s all very romantic. The problem is, guys normally only do that because they want something. Which is fine, as far as it goes. But I really like the idea of dating you and knowing you can’t have sex with me. It just takes all the pressure off and means I can really enjoy the date itself. I’m really starting to think that all guys should do this.” 
 
    “I bet you are,” I said, and Hannah giggled again. 
 
    “Now, let’s see what I want,” she said, opening the menu and lowering her eyes to the page. Her bright blue irises glowed between her darkened eyelashes, her eyelids glittering with powder that emphasized the striking color of her eyes. Her lips were dark red, like cherries just at the sweetest point of ripeness. Her makeup and her hair were flawless, and as I watched her scanning the menu, I wondered how long she had spent getting ready for our strange date. I wondered what she had been feeling while she prepared. Excitement, probably. Disbelief at what was happening, if she was anything like me. Delight at the strange power she held, if her words were anything to go by. Just sitting there looking at her, I felt lightheaded, overcome by her radiant beauty. And miserable as I felt, sat there with my cock throbbing remorselessly inside an inescapable chastity cage, I felt strangely elated. Fortunate, even. Fortunate that a beautiful woman like this would give me the time of day. Even though I knew there was a strong streak of sadism in her willingness to go out with me. 
 
    “I assume you’re paying?” Hannah lifted her eyes from the page she spoke, flickering them toward me. 
 
    “Of course,” I said. 
 
    “Well, in that case… “ she smiled. “I might order something expensive. But I think you’d agree I’m worth it.” 
 
    “Yeah, you are,” I said, making her laugh again. “Honestly, I can’t believe how good you look. It’s driving me crazy.” 
 
    “Thank you,” Hannah said again as she turned her attention back to the menu. 
 
    “Welcome to Lumiere,” said a young waiter as he appeared at the side of our table. “Can I start you off with anything to drink?” 
 
    “Oh, I haven’t even looked at the drinks menu,” Hannah said, raising her face to bestow a dazzling smile on the waiter. Tearing my gaze away from her for a moment, I watched his eyes travel surreptitiously down her body. He spent his whole shift seeing women dressed up to the nines, but still, Hannah was something else. And in his position standing above her, I could well imagine the temptation he must be feeling to look down the front of her dress and see more of that spectacular cleavage she was displaying. Even as jealousy burned my heart, my cock pressed relentlessly against the bars of its cage. 
 
    “What’s your best wine?” Hannah asked, eyes flickering toward me for just a second before returning to the waiter. 
 
    “Depends on what you like,” the waiter replied with an easy smile. 
 
    “I like what most girls like,” Hannah said. “Just bring us a bottle of what you would drink if money were no object. My date is paying, and he says I’m worth it.” 
 
    “I don’t doubt it,” said the waiter. He didn’t even look at me as he turned and made his way back across the restaurant. Hannah heaved a deep breath and turned to me with a smile. 
 
    “He was kind of cute,” she said. “Did you see him looking at my boobs?” 
 
    “Yeah,” I said. 
 
    “God, I love this dress already,” Hannah said. “Look what it does to you boys. You all treat a girl so nicely when you want something from her.” 
 
    “True,” I said. 
 
    “The only problem for you is that you can’t get it,” Hannah laughed. “But you can take me out to dinner and imagine what it would be like to be my boyfriend. That will have to be enough.” 
 
    Soon, the waiter appeared with a bottle of wine and two glasses. Opening the bottle, he let Hannah taste it, and she approved. We ordered our dinners. She went for lobster and steak, the most expensive dish on the menu. I went for steak myself. The damage was already done, financially speaking. Might as well try and enjoy my dinner. But when the food arrived, I found I had little appetite for it. The desire that raged inside me left little room for any other kind of craving. Instead, I sat there and watched Hannah eat and drink, her face glowing with pleasure as she tasted every morsel and asked in her own incredible sexiness. 
 
    “Want to come back to my place tonight?” Hannah asked. The question came out of nowhere, following a brief lull in our conversation, and it took me a moment to compose myself to answer. 
 
    “Yes. Definitely,” I said, and Hannah smiled as she swirled wine around her mouth before swallowing. 
 
    “Good,” she said. “Wearing this dress has got me horny.” Setting down her glass, she leaned across the table. She lowered her voice, and I leaned closer to her to catch her words. “You can come back to my place and help me cum,” she said with a smile. Wordlessly, I nodded. My mouth felt dry as I sat there across the table from her, shocked into submission. Of course, in my way, I had hoped that was the direction the night would take. Even though I knew that would only make my torment worse. Her body in that dress was irresistible, and I wanted to please her anyway I could. 
 
    “Can I get you guys a dessert menu?” It was the same waiter again, smiling at Hannah with a gleam in his dark eyes. And she smiled back at him, the radiance of her beauty powerful even at this remove as I watched her gaze up at him. 
 
    “No thank you,” Hannah replied. “I’m completely full. And I have dessert waiting for my date back at my place. Just bring him the bill when you get a minute.” 
 
    “Of course,” the waiter nodded and disappeared back among the tables. I stared at her in disbelief. Maybe the waiter hadn’t noticed what she said, or hadn’t caught her meaning. But I had. And even though my cock throbbed, even though my mouth watered at the hint of what we would be doing back at her place, I felt shame radiating through me, turning my cheeks red as I sat across from her. 
 
    “Too much?” she asked as she turned to me. 
 
    “I don’t even know anymore,” I said, shaking my head. “You’re incredible. That’s all I know.” 
 
    Hannah smiled. She had barely stopped smiling from the moment she walked in the door. Her happiness seemed to radiate off her, her total confidence in her beauty and power visible in every line of her lovely body. But this smile was the deepest and most genuine yet. It seemed my compliment had really landed. As it should. It was from the heart. I wasn’t attempting to gain her favor or flatter her into doing what I wanted. After all, as we knew, she couldn’t release my cock even if she wanted to. But she was incredible. Not just her looks. But her whole attitude. The way she had taken this unusual situation and run with it, relentlessly cranking up the sexual pressure and making me weak for her. It was unbelievable. Though she and Elizabeth were entirely different women, they seem to have that in common. As though Hannah was quickly learning what my mistress already knew about beauty and desire and the power they gave her. 
 
    The waiter reappeared at the side of our table. As I fished a credit card from my pocket, he tapped a few buttons on the machine and handed it to me. While I slid my card in and entered my pin, he turned to Hannah once again. 
 
    “So, big plans for the rest of the night?” he asked. Again, I felt Hannah’s beautiful eyes flicker for a moment toward me before returning to him. 
 
    “Sex,” she said, and I felt as though my heart stopped in my chest. “I mean, I didn’t wear this dress so we could make conversation all night.” 
 
    “Well. That’s — that’s more honest than the answers I’m used to,” the waiter said. As the machine on the table in front of me spat out a receipt, I sat in astonishment, looking at Hannah. 
 
    “Well, it’s nothing to be ashamed of,” she said. “We’ll do it. Well, almost all of us, anyway.” 
 
    This time, she turned directly to me, her pretty eyes staring deep into mine. I cringed into that stare, seeing at once the meaning behind her words even if the smiling waiter didn’t. Bending over the table, he picked up the machine. 
 
    “Well, enjoy,” he said. For the last time, he turned away and vanished among the other tables. 
 
    “I hope you tipped him really well,” Hannah said. 
 
    “Why? All he did was flirt with you.” 
 
    “Exactly. He helped me feel sexy. Now, come on. Let’s get back to my place for some fun.” 
 
    Hannah stood. I stood too, almost wincing in pain as I watched her stride across the restaurant in front of me. Her ass swayed from side to side with every long step she took, the gleaming dress clinging to her curves and making me wild with desire for her. Heads turned as we passed, following her progress across the restaurant. Hannah held her head high, confidence oozing from her every pore as she let me to the door. 
 
    Outside, I helped her put her coat back on. I walked her to her car, and she climbed inside, the dress sliding even higher on her thighs as she got behind the wheel. She told me to follow her, in my own car, and that her place was only a short drive away. Closing her door for her, I hurried across the lot to my own vehicle. Hannah’s taillights led me out of the parking lot and through the dark street, my heart thumping with every mile we traveled until she pulled into the underground parking lot of an apartment building. I followed her, and found a spot designated for visitors. Stepping out of my car, I followed the sound of her high heels on the concrete as I rejoined her.  
 
    Unexpectedly, she took my hand. I felt the soft warmth of her skin as she led me through the parking lot toward the elevator. We were dating, but I would never have called us boyfriend and girlfriend. Still, that touch, that little trace of affection, meant more to me than it probably should have. 
 
    We rode the elevator together in silence. Anticipation was crackling in the air between us now, and I felt the same excitement as I would have felt if I were actually going to have sex. Meanwhile, Hannah was practically glowing with delight. When the elevator reached her floor, she led me down the hallway and into the door of her apartment.  
 
    Dropping her bag at the door, she turned to me. Her lips were soft against mine as she kissed me, and instinct took over. Reaching my hands into the warmth of her coat, I slid it down off her shoulders, letting it fall to the floor. The fabric of her dress was smooth and slick under my hands, and I could feel the firm muscle of her toned ass as I put my hands on her hips and pulled her against me. Hannah chuckled, still kissing me, her tongue moving against mine as she draped her arms around my neck. She was pressing her body against me, and I realized she was grinding her hips against the hard bulge of the chastity device. 
 
    “This is so awesome,” Hannah said softly. “My roommate is out. Come on. Let’s go to bed and make me cum.” 
 
    Lifting her arms from my shoulders, Hannah took my hand again. Just as enraptured with her beauty as I had been in the restaurant, I followed along at her heels. I barely noticed her apartment as we hurried through it, my mind fixed on a greater purpose. Leading me to her bedroom, Hannah swung the door shut behind us. Letting go of my hand, she turned and sat on the bed. Her dress was too tight to allow her to cross her legs, so instead she sat with her knees together, her hands in her lap. That mischievous smile still showed on her face as she looked up at me. 
 
    “Would you be a good boy and do as you’re told tonight?” 
 
    “I don’t know about that,” I said, even as my cock surged in the cage at her words. 
 
    “Well, it’s not like you can fuck me,” Hannah said. “You’re just here for my pleasure, not yours. So I think you need to do as you’re told tonight. I want you to devote all your attention to getting me off, since we can’t do anything about that cock of yours. Now, I want to see you. Strip for me.” 
 
    Hannah smiled as she spoke, and I smiled too. As I reached for the buttons of my shirt, she placed her hands on the bed behind her and leaned back. Stripping off my shirt, I hold down my pants and boxers, stepping out of them and pulling off my socks at the same time. When I straightened up, I was naked except for the chastity device, while Hannah sat in front of me fully clothed. Her eyes wandered over my body, her teeth showing as she bit her lower lip and breathed deeply. 
 
    “God, I never get tired of looking at that thing,” she said, her eyes locked onto the cage. “Is your cock trying to get hard in there?”  
 
    “Of course it is,” I said. 
 
    “I bet,” Hannah growled. “I bet you’d love to slide your hard cock deep inside me right now.” 
 
    “God yes,” I groaned. 
 
    “Too bad. Your mistress won’t allow it. Go over to my dresser. In the top drawer, there’s a vibrator. Bring it here.” 
 
    “Yes ma’am,” I said. Taking a few steps across her bedroom, I opened the drawer and found a toy inside. Picking it up, I returned to the bed. As I stood above her, Hannah held out one hand, and I took it. She shifted on the bed, and I helped her rise to her feet. 
 
    “Take my dress off.” 
 
    Her voice was quiet as she spoke, her lips now pressed tightly together as her eyes studied my face. 
 
    “Gladly,” I said. Tucking the vibrator under one arm, I reached around behind her. Hannah kept watching, observing my face as I found the zipper of her dress and pulled it down her back. The dress sprang apart, and the green fabric shone as I slid it off her shoulders. All its magic evaporated as it fell to the floor at her feet, and she stepped out of it. Underneath she wore a strapless seamless bra and a pair of thong panties.  
 
    Tentatively, I reached for the fastening of her bra. Hannah made no move to stop me. The bra fell away, and her breasts heaved on her chest as she breathed slowly. My hands traveled down her beautiful curves, over her narrow waist, toward her broad hips before plucking at the thin string of her panties. I pulled those away too, and now she was naked in front of me, that gorgeous body that had been calling to me all night finally exposed. 
 
    “On your knees.” There was a new edge in Hannah’s voice she spoke. At the same time, she sat back down on the bed, facing me. I did what I was told. Smiling in spite of myself, I kneeled on the floor at her feet. And Hannah spread her legs slowly, exposing her pussy to me as I kneeled trembling with desire in front of her. 
 
    “You know what to do,” she said, nodding toward the vibrator still tucked under my arm. “Make me cum.” 
 
    “All right,” I grinned. The vibrator clicked into life as I pressed a button on the shaft. The bulbous head buzzed as I guided it between her legs. As the toy made contact with her sensitive lips, Hannah moaned. Again she leaned back, on her elbows this time, closing her eyes as sensations of pleasure swelled through her. And her moans and cries of pleasure swelled along with them. Her mouth was wide open, and she held nothing back as she moaned in physical bliss.  
 
    The vibrator was clearly a powerful tool, bringing her to a high plateau of pleasure almost immediately. I had never in my life used to vibrator on a woman, but it wasn’t exactly rocket science. I slid the buzzing had up-and-down her pussy lips, seeing her juices shining on the plastic as her excitement grew. I watched her clitoris swell in front of me, her whole body responding, and she screamed in pleasure as I gently touched the buzzing head of the toy to her clit. 
 
    “Oh my God,” Hannah panted, her eyes tightly shut, her pretty face screwed up in an expression that almost mimicked pain in the intensity of pleasure she was feeling. “My God, this is so fucking hot! “Make me come, bitch boy!” 
 
    The vibrator buzzed. Hannah screamed. I won’t pretend that her words didn’t sting just a little, but I did my best to ignore it. Around the shining head of the toy, I could see her lips convulsing in the unmistakable pattern of orgasm. Her pussy clenched, and her hot juices streamed over my trembling hand. Her heavy breasts bounced on her chest, her nipples puckered with desire as they seem to twist toward the ceiling. Her legs trembled, her thighs clenching selfishly around the toy, as though I was about to snatch it away. Instead, I pressed it more firmly against her, letting the vibrations swell through her convulsing body. 
 
    With a high and wild scream, Hannah came. Her arms gave out, and she flopped back heavily onto the bed. Reaching down with warm blind hand, she pushed the vibrator roughly away. I switched it off, setting it down on the floor beside me. She was practically sobbing with pleasure, one arm draped over her face as her rib cage swelled and sank.  
 
    I waited. I didn’t know what else to do. I stayed kneeling at her feet, gazing at the pussy that shone with her fragrant juices right in front of my face. I could see it still twitching and clenching, swollen and flushed with the pleasure I was denied. As usual, a deep ache spread from between my own thighs, my captive cock trying desperately to harden. Even though I knew it was doing me no good, I couldn’t tear my eyes away. I couldn’t look at anything except her shining womanhood, the swollen sex dripping with pleasure and tormenting me with everything I couldn’t have. 
 
    “Oh my God.” Hannah moaned softly on the bed above me. “Oh my God, that was amazing. You know what? Having you as my personal sex toy might be even better than sex.” 
 
    A wave of emotion swelled under my heart. Emotions I couldn’t even give names to. Desire, of course. Humiliation, naturally. But I felt a strange tenderness for this beautiful woman, so radiant and exposed in front of me. Leaning forward, I kissed her thigh, and heard Hannah gasp in astonishment. But her skin was warm and smooth against my lips, and her beauty bewitched me, and I kissed her again, hungry to press my lips against any part of her gorgeous body I could have. 
 
    Hannah sat up. With some difficulty, she pushed herself upright. I watched her breasts bouncing as she breathed, her eyes shining as she looked down at me with a quizzical expression on her face. I stared up her, not trying to hide the inner turmoil I was feeling. Waiting for something, anything. Desperate for something we both knew she couldn't give me. And eager to take whatever I was allowed. 
 
    “You really love this, don’t you?” she said. “You really love being used to make me cum and not being able to orgasm yourself. You love being treated like a pathetic sex slave, don’t you?” 
 
    “Yes, Hannah,” I growled, kissing her thigh once again. “I do. You’re so fucking sexy when you take what you want. I can’t help it. You’re amazing. I just want to watch you cum again and again.” 
 
    “Well, then I guess this is pretty much a match made in heaven,” Hannah said with a wild smile. “Because I feel like I could really get used to having you completely devoted to getting me off. So now, I think we both want the same thing. Get your fucking face between my legs and make me cum again.” 
 
    “Yes, Hannah,” I said. Immediately, I inched forward on my knees. Hannah leaned forward too. Grabbing the back of my neck with one hand, she pulled me closer to her. My cock surged painfully at this new expression of dominant aggression from her. And as I ran my tongue over her fragrant lips again, tasting the orgasm I had just given her with the vibrator, I heard this young goddess moan in another spasm of selfish pleasure. I didn’t know where all this was leading. But at that particular moment, I didn’t care. All I knew was I wanted her, any part of her that I could have. For now, that was enough. 
 
    

  

 
   
    11. Hannah’s New Toy 
 
      
 
    Cringing, I followed Hannah around the store. As it did so often did these days, shame bubbled and boiled inside me, making every moment a trial. I wanted to run away. I wanted to get the hell out of there, to run off and hide somewhere so no one could see me. But Hannah was in her element. She led me through the printed shelves of the sex shop, buzzing with excitement and cooing over this item or that. Her eyes were shining with that look I had come to know so well, that look of wild excitement and mischief. She knew she was embarrassing me. And in turn, I knew that was making this even more fun for her. 
 
    “What about something like this?” 
 
    As she spoke, Hannah held up some mysterious item, some obscene toy shining under plastic as she held it up. The store was mostly empty. I tried to tell myself there was no reason to be embarrassed. Everyone has sex. Well, kind of, anyway. And everybody in thee was there for the same reason. But somehow, that didn’t seem to help. I still felt deeply embarrassed as I followed this woman around the store. Day by day, my agency seemed to be falling away. 
 
    “I — I don’t know,” I said quietly. Hannah just smiled. A deep smile of glee, of total satisfaction with how things were going and where they were headed. If she didn’t look so beautiful, maybe none of this would ever have happened. Certainly, I wouldn’t be as overwhelmed by her as I was. But she was beautiful, standing there in the aisles of the sex shop with her pretty face glowing with excitement, her red hair streaming around her shoulders like a sunset caught in flight. She was incredible. There was no denying it. 
 
    My relationship with Hannah had fallen into its own strange rhythm. It seemed odd to think of us as boyfriend and girlfriend, as dating in any conventional sense. After all, we couldn’t have sex. Not the kind I wanted, anyway. But as Hannah was often quick to point out, sex doesn’t necessarily mean a penis has to go into a vagina. The truth was, we were doing everything but. And as Hannah once confided in me, she probably wouldn’t have jumped into bed with me as quickly as she did if not for the fact I was locked away. It gave her a feeling of safety. A sensation of control that I couldn’t even begin to argue with. With Elizabeth’s chastity device locked onto me, I seemed to have lost my ability to stand up to a beautiful woman. Assuming I had ever had it in the first place.  
 
    Hannah couldn’t release me from chastity, and sometimes in the quiet of my own brain, I questioned why, then, I let her treat me this way. No matter how readily I submitted to her, she couldn’t release me even if she wanted to. But somehow, that didn’t seem the point. And in some way I struggled to explain to myself, I felt as though Hannah had inherited Elizabeth’s power. Some beautiful princess reining under the authority of my dominant queen. That was the best way I could think to put it. And just thinking that was enough to get my cock surging and aching in its steel prison once again. 
 
    “We’ll need these two,” Hannah said without turning to look at me as she picked something off a rack and tossed it in the basket she carried. A pair of restraints, I noticed with a sinking heart. No question as to who would be made to wear those and be at the mercy of the other. “And maybe one of these. And what about… oh my God, yes! We need this for sure!” 
 
    Plastic crackled as Hannah pulled something quickly off the shelf and threw it in the basket. Turning to me, a cheeky smile showing on her compressed lips, she held the basket behind her so that I couldn’t see inside. I was only mildly curious. After all, I knew I would find out soon enough what she had bought. And I also knew it would be intended for her pleasure, not mine. 
 
    “Okay, I think I’ve got everything I need,” she said. “Give me your credit card so I can pay for this stuff.” 
 
    Fishing my card out of my pocket, I handed it to her without question. I didn’t know how much money Hannah made, but I was pretty confident that I made more than she did. Not that it mattered. In this as with so many other things, the symbolism with everything. Hannah wanted to make the point that my role was to serve her, and that included paying for everything. I didn’t complain. After all, if I were going to start complaining, it wouldn’t be about that. Besides, I was glad for the excuse to get out of that store. While Hannah carried her basket of goodies to the front counter, I took advantage of the chance to escape. Pushing aside the door of the sex shop, I all but ran to my car and climbed inside. 
 
    While I waited for her, I had plenty of time to think. That was one thing I never lacked these days. My thoughts always orbited the same familiar patterns. I knew I couldn’t think myself out of the bizarre lifestyle I had fallen into, but that didn’t stop me trying. I supposed that Hannah and I were dating. She was my girlfriend, I guess. We did couple things, when we weren’t having sex that focused solely on her. We went out on dates, went to movies together, did all those things you do when you’re dating someone. Just that morning, the day had begun with a far more wholesome trip to the farmers market before Hannah suggested this latest kinky excursion. It’s hard to deny that we were a genuine couple. But this was so unlike any relationship I ever had in the past that it was hard to think of it that way.  
 
    The power imbalance between us made it feel less like a relationship and more like one extended sex game. Even when we did those couple things, sitting beside her in the movies or wandering around the farmers market, all I could think about was sex. All I could focus on was her beautiful body and her gorgeous face and her total sexual dominance of me. The only remotely similar situation I had ever found myself in was my relationship with Elizabeth. And that was most certainly and emphatically not romantic. That was a purely sexual thing, and was never any hint from either of us that it would ever be anything more. With Hannah it was different. Was there something more behind all the kinky sex? Or was that just wishful thinking? Did I even want her to be my girlfriend, if this was what it meant? And for as long as I was locked in chastity, did I have any choice? What were the chances of meeting another woman who was okay with this? Of finding someone else who could handle dating a man who could never have real penetrative sex with her? Would I even want to if I could? No matter how many times I asked myself these kind of questions, no further answers were ever forthcoming. 
 
    The door of the sex shop swung open. I watched as Hannah emerged, a spring in her step as she hurried across the parking lot. The weather was cool, and she was dressed in a coat that was pulled in around her narrow waist. A pair of tight jeans and sneakers completed her outfit. She didn’t always dress to impress. She didn’t need to. I would want her no matter what she wore. And in its own way, that added to the boyfriend – girlfriend by I was getting. Take away the chastity device, and we were just two young people having a fairly conventional relationship. But the whole point of the chastity device was that I couldn’t take it away. I couldn’t ignore it or forget it, not even for a moment. That was the dark genius of what Elizabeth had done to me. 
 
    “That was fun,” Hannah said as she swung open the passenger door of my car and dropped inside. “But it’s got me horny. Come on. Let’s go back to your place and try some of this stuff out.” 
 
    Hannah beamed with joy as she spoke. Without a word, I reversed out of the parking spot and drove across the parking lot. I didn’t argue with Hannah any more than I argued with Elizabeth. Lately, now that my cock was locked away, it was starting to feel like I didn’t have it in me to argue with any woman on earth. 
 
      
 
    “Okay, strip.”  
 
    Back at my apartment, Hannah wasted no time. The moment we were in the door, she began ordering me around. At this point, that was no surprise. Right there in the living room, I stripped off my clothes, shedding everything except the chastity device while she smilingly watched. Her sex shop purchases hung in a black bag from her hand, and I still couldn’t see what she had inside. Carefully, Hannah reached into the bag and pulled out the handcuffs I had seen her pick out. Tossing the bag carelessly onto the couch for the moment, she carried the cuffs over toward me. 
 
    “Hands behind your back,” she said in a soft voice. It wasn’t a question. She didn’t seem to have any doubt as to whether I would obey or not, and as usual, she was right about that. Meekly, I did as I was told, clasping my hands behind me and letting her bind my wrists. Hardly an unfamiliar feeling at this point. Still, it never failed to give me another little jolt of excitement, another painful surge of my cock inside its cage. I was growing to like tied up. Coming to appreciate the relief it paradoxically offered. When Hannah or Elizabeth had me bound and at their mercy, it was harder to criticize myself for doing what they wanted. I could tell myself I had no choice. The indignities they subjected me to became somehow more bearable that way. 
 
    “All right. Bedroom,” Hannah said. “Let’s go.” Picking up the bag from the sofa again, she turned toward me. I winced as she took hold of my caged cock with her free hand. I had to hurry along behind her as she led me across my own apartment with my trapped genitals in her hand, an unmistakable symbol of her power over me if ever there was one. And Hannah walked with her head held high, fully conscious of her sexual superiority over me. Which of course, only made him more attractive to a guy like me. 
 
    In the bedroom, she released her grip on the cage. My cock was throbbing wildly inside, matching the staccato beat of my heart as my excitement grew. Dropping the bag on the bed, Hannah turned to me with her blue eyes glittering with passion and power. 
 
    “I need a pair of scissors,” she said. “Stay there, and no peeking.” Without waiting for an answer, she turned and strode out of the bedroom. I listened to her footsteps as she moved through my apartment, toward the kitchen. I still didn’t try to peek inside the bag. With my hands bound, it would’ve been tricky. And it didn’t matter anyway, I told myself. As curious as I was, I knew I didn’t have long to wait to find what this dominant young woman had in store for me. 
 
    Hannah returned with kitchen scissors in her hand. Reaching into the bag, she took out an item and began to attack the plastic blister packaging with the scissors. While she did that, I stared at it. In a glance, I saw what it was, and my heart sank. The big secret she had been concealing from me. A strap on dildo, a large fake phallus that could be tied on to a person to simulate the real thing. My heart trembled as I wondered what she had planned for it. 
 
    “This is going to be awesome,” she said as she freed the toy from its wrapping. “I mean, you’re a good little pussy licker, and you’re getting better all the time at pleasing me without a cock. But sometimes, a girl just really wants to take a dick. I figure this way, I can have the best of both worlds. A submissive boy toy locked in chastity that I can fuck with, and a nice big cock to have inside me. Let’s see how it looks on you.” 
 
    “Oh my God,” I groaned at this new indignity. But I didn’t try to fight Hannah as she stepped toward me. Giggling, she held the fake cock in her hands, pressing its base against my body just above the cage that contained my own manhood. Fiddling with the straps, she wrapped them around my hips, slowly buckling them in place and tightening them as she figured out how it all worked. By the time she was finished, the obscene toy rose up from my body as though it were a part of me, yet another mocking reminder of my reduced condition. It didn’t escape my notice that the toy was significantly bigger than my natural size, and a strange look seemed to come over Hannah’s face as she ran her loose hand up and down the dildo. 
 
    “How does that feel?” she asked, staring deep into my eyes as she continued to stroke the toy. “Does it make you feel like a man again?” 
 
    “No. The opposite,” I said through gritted teeth while Hannah chuckled. Of course, Elizabeth had effectively emasculated me before I ever met Hannah. But this latest humiliation only added to that sense of losing my manhood and my dignity. My superfluous cock, deemed unworthy by two beautiful women, had now been replaced. And from the way Hannah smiled, I could tell she was enjoying every minute of this. 
 
    “Where’s your phone? I want to take a picture,” she said. 
 
    “What?” I said as fear clutched in my throat. 
 
    “I want to send this to your mistress. To let her know what I’m doing with her property. Don’t worry, I’ll take it on your phone. I won’t have a copy. Much as I’d like one.” 
 
    “It’s – it’s in my pants,” I said in a strangled voice, a voice I barely heard over the pounding roar of my own heartbeat in my ears. 
 
    “Wait there.” 
 
    Again, Hannah hurried out of the bedroom. I heard her head to the living room, and the rustle of my clothes as she picked them up off the floor. When she returned, she had my phone in her hand. I just stood there, utterly defeated, as she pointed the camera me. 
 
    “Head up,” Hannah ordered. “Look at the camera.” 
 
    Reluctantly, I did as I was told. Hannah smiled, and the camera clicked a couple of times as she made sure she got the shot. Then she quickly navigated through my phone’s menus, her thumbs crawling rapidly over the screen. 
 
    “What’s her name?” 
 
    “Elizabeth,” I said with a sigh. Hannah’s smile grew as she found the name in my list of contacts and sent the picture. 
 
    “She’s going to love that,” Hannah said. “She likes the fact that were dating, doesn’t she?” 
 
    “Yes, she does,” I said. Hannah was right. Ever since that first night when Elizabeth had encouraged me to pursue this adventure with another woman, she had remained curious about how the relationship was progressing. It’s not as though I expected her to be jealous. After all, as the regular videos she sent me showed, Elizabeth was by no means exclusive to me. She played with other men and even fucked them sometimes, and used that fact to torment me with my own inadequacy and sexual frustration. All part of the kinky power dynamic we were living out. Having Hannah around to keep me teased and turned on and deeply frustrated was very much to Elizabeth’s tastes. 
 
    “Okay, that’s enough of that,” Hannah said. Setting my phone aside, she walked toward me. There was something predatory now in her glance, something feline and almost menacing in the way her body moved. It was undeniably sexy. Placing her hands on my shoulders, she pushed me down onto the bed. I sat, and her hand strayed to the front of her jeans. Slowly, teasingly, she unhooked the button and drew down the zipper. I watched, my mouth watering uncontrollably as she wiggled her hips, pulling her tight jeans down inch by inch. Once she had shed those along with her shoes and socks, she lifted her shirt and dropped it to the floor. Her bra came next. Smiling, she hooked her thumbs under the waistband of her panties, pulling them away from her body without pulling them all the way down yet. 
 
    “You want this pussy so badly, don’t you?” 
 
    “Yes, Hannah,” I moaned, unable to turn my eyes away from her incredible body. “I want it so bad, please?” 
 
    “Maybe now with the help of that toy, you can finally please me properly,” she said. “I mean, I love oral sex. Especially now that I don’t have to give it to get it. But this adds a whole other dimension. You should be grateful to me for doing this. If I didn’t, who knows what I might have had to do to get the dick I need? Maybe I’d have had to find another man, one who isn’t locked in chastity. Wouldn’t that be so humiliating for you?” 
 
    “Yes,” I growled, as a bright burst of jealousy stabbed me in the gut. I’d be lying if I said I hadn’t considered that possibility. After all, these were the same waters Elizabeth liked to swim in. Teasing me with her ability to have sex whenever she wanted with whoever she wanted while I was forced remain exclusive to her. Hannah was a beautiful girl, and I knew she would never struggle to find willing sexual partners. I found myself wondering, during one or another dark nights of doubt and fear, how long this would continue. How long before she decided she wanted something more conventional? Well, as it turned out, that wasn’t what she was after. But the thought of her being with another man while I was locked away thrilled and terrified me, making me breathless as I imagined it. 
 
    Finally, Hannah slowly pulled her panties down. Completely naked now, she climbed onto the bed, crawling on top of me. I lay back, and she lay down, straddling me as the dildo rose up between her legs. But despite her obvious desire, Hannah was in no rush. Another way in which she reminded me of Elizabeth. Despite her relative inexperience in these games, Hannah seemed to intuitively understand that a mistress is never in a hurry. That taking her time and making her movements slow and languid only reinforced her total control over the situation. Things would happen how and when and at what pace she said. As she slowly crawled up my body, I was reminded of that all over again. 
 
    Hannah kept moving. Inch by inch, she crawled toward my face. Once she reached the head of the bed, she turned. As she straddled me, her firm round ass hovered above me, tantalizing me as she spread her legs. Then, without a word, she lowered her pussy down onto my mouth. My task was clear, and I set to it with a desperate enthusiasm. Hannah moaned above me as she felt my tongue on her lips, my mouth pressed against her sex as I tasted her intoxicating flavor. I licked and kissed her womanhood, and soon, her juices began to flood, filling my mouth with more of her as I licked and lapped. 
 
    Hannah moaned and writhed above me. Soon, she was rocking her hips back-and-forth, rubbing her pussy all over my captive face. Then, she leaned forward. Trapped underneath her shapely ass, I couldn’t see a thing. But I could feel a faint tugging on the straps wrapped around my hips as she began to play with the dildo rising from my body. As though it were real. As though it could feel anything. And with her other hand, she gripped the cage locked onto my cock, holding in her hand as if to reinforce her ownership. 
 
    “That’s it, lick me, chastity boy,” Hannah purred, her voice dripping with dominant pleasure. “Get me ready for this nice thick cock.” 
 
    As always, I did as I was told. I licked her just the way she liked, having had more than enough practice by now to know what got her motor running. I slid my tongue deep inside her, pushing aside the tightness of her wet walls, and she let out a sob of ecstasy as she bounced her ass up and down on top of my face. She was in her element now, completely overcome with selfish desire. Never more beautiful than when that happened, when she gave in completely to her own dominant nature. From the day we met, Hannah had seemed to know exactly how to take advantage of my situation. But each time we played, her confidence seemed to grow. She was getting used to being selfish, getting used to being the only one whose pleasure mattered. She was enjoying it more and more. And more and more, I had little faith that if Hannah had the key to my chastity device, she would use it. I saw no indication she would be any more merciful than Elizabeth was. Especially now that she had replaced my cock with this humiliating toy. 
 
    Hannah screamed. I felt her pussy spasm against my mouth, and I braced myself for the hot flood of her juices. She came, and I drank it all down gratefully, even as I vibrated with despair underneath her. Both of these women, in their own ways, had taught me well that it’s perfectly possible to feel many different things at once. To feel pleasure and desire and even a certain sense of triumph at a job well done, while simultaneously feeling completely humiliated and disgraced and used. And knowing that those negative feelings only make the positive ones that much more intense. It was a lesson Hannah was reinforcing almost every day lately. 
 
    When she raised her pussy off my face, I could feel her juices dripping over my skin. Lifting her leg, she swung it over me to kneel at my side. Her face was flushed as she looked down at me with shining eyes, clearly delighted with what she had done. And delighted too with what she was going to do. 
 
    “That was nice,” Hannah said, tilting her head to one side so that her fiery red hair tumbled down one shoulder. “But now you’re finally going to get to fuck me. Not the way you want, of course. But that doesn’t matter, does it?” 
 
    “No, Hannah,” I said, prompting a bright burst of laughter from her. I watched, numbed with desire and frustration, as she crawled back down toward the bottom of the bed. Reaching my hips, she turned and lifted her leg to straddle me again. As she settled down on top of me, the fake cock rose up between us. I watched as she rose up on her knees, reaching one hand down underneath herself to run her fingers over her streaming pussy. As she ran that same hand over the shaft of the dildo, I saw her juices glistening on the toy. She was lubricating it with her own copious cum, and all I could do was watch with the taste of her pleasure still hanging in my open mouth as she took her selfish pleasure. 
 
    Gripping the dildo at its base, Hannah rose up above it. As she lowered herself slowly down, the bulbous head slid between her swollen lips. She closed her eyes for a moment, groaning in theatrical pleasure as she impaled herself on the toy. But then she opened her eyes again, staring at me as she slid down inch by inch. I didn’t look her in the eye. I couldn’t tear myself away from the sight of the fake cock penetrating my girlfriend in a way I never had. And she kept lowering herself down, the toy filling her more and more until she sank down on top of me. My caged cock was trapped between the cheeks of her ass, and she sat there like that for a moment, her hands on my stomach, her breathing short and her eyes glowing with pleasure. 
 
    “That’s what I’m talking about,” she said with a smile. “I feel so full, and it feels fucking amazing. This was a great idea. I hope your mistress likes it. Because I’m not sure we ever need to let you out now.” 
 
    Hannah laughed as I groaned in fear. There was a wildness in her laughter, a kind of shrillness that spoke of the pleasure she was already feeling. And as I watched, she leaned forward, placing more of her weight on me as her red hair hung down around her face. Her thighs clenched as she began to move, bouncing up and down on top of the toy. Her cries of pleasure filled the room, her juices pouring forth and sliding down over the toy to anoint my trapped manhood. I was practically marinating in her pleasure and my own humiliation, completely objectified and reduced to a frustrated toy for her to tease. Soon, Hannah was bouncing up and down on top of me wildly, the whole bed shaking with her exertions. And her cries of wild pleasure echoed in my ears, each one like a nail being driven into my brain, driving my humiliation deeper and deeper by the second. 
 
    Hannah was tireless. I knew that many of the things she said were meant to tease me, but judging by the enthusiasm with which she rode the fake cock, it seemed she really had missed having a phallus inside her. She didn’t stop. She kept bouncing up and down, and her cries became louder and more erratic until I wondered if the neighbors would complain.  
 
    I felt the straps of the dildo tugging at my hips, almost lifting me off the bed as her pussy clenched desperately around the toy. One hand was a blur as she manipulated her clit while she slid up and down on top of the toy, completely lost in orgasmic pleasure. I watched her cum. I watched her carry on, taking only a brief moment to savor the sensations of pleasure swelling through her before starting to fuck the toy again. 
 
    She was like a force of nature. She was unstoppable. A wanton sex goddess who couldn’t get enough, who would take what she wanted whenever she wanted it and use me in any way she saw fit. And as I lay there beneath her, gasping in frustration, I could hardly believe that this was my new girlfriend.   
 
    

  

 
   
    12. His Keyholder Returns 
 
    I want to meet her. 
 
    For a moment, I sat staring at the text message, not saying a word. Next to me on the couch, Hannah was eating, tucking into the omelette she had made with obvious appetite. I was hardly surprised. It had been a strenuous night for my dominant girlfriend, and she needed to replenish her energy. 
 
    I had almost forgotten about the picture Hannah had sent. The one of me with my hands bound and the strap-on dildo anchored to my body above my locked cock. But when my phone buzzed in the morning, a cold thrill of fear spread through my chest. My keyholder had seen what my girlfriend had done to me. And while I might not know Elizabeth all that well, I had no doubt she would be pleased with what she saw. 
 
    “What’s the matter?” Hannah turned toward me, setting down her fork, and for a moment I didn’t know what to say. It’s not like I hadn’t considered that this day might come. But I had never really expected it to. As the weeks went on from when I was first locked in chastity, I began to despair of ever seeing Elizabeth again outside of the videos and photos she loved to send me. Now that Hannah had settled into a groove of taking sexual pleasure from me without needing to unlock me, the pressure was off in a way. But I didn’t want to be freed, of course. Not that my cock didn’t ache and throb every single day in its tight captivity. But Elizabeth had given no indication that she had any plans to set me free. Now, as my mind raced with what this new development might mean, it took me a moment to put my thoughts into words. 
 
    “It’s Elizabeth,” I said. “She saw the picture you sent her.” 
 
    “Oh yeah,” Hannah said, her lips rising in a bright grin at the reminder. “What did she think?” 
 
    “She wants to meet you.” 
 
    “Really?” 
 
    Without saying anything, I turned the screen of my phone to Hannah so that she could see the message Elizabeth sent. I watched her blue eyes move as she read the message. Then, her brow furrowed slightly. I could see the faint bulge of her tongue in her cheek as she thought to herself. 
 
    “Why?” She finally asked. 
 
    “How would I know?” I said. “I gave up asking why with that woman a long time ago” 
 
    “Is she coming here?” 
 
    “I’ll ask.” 
 
    I tried to keep my voice casual as I spoke. Trying not to show the wild hope that bubbled now inside my heart. Our strange and interlocking relationships didn’t lend themselves to regular feelings of jealousy. Still, I found myself reluctant to appear too anxious to see Elizabeth in Hannah’s presence. Even though I knew it was stupid. Even though I knew perfectly well that the steel prison locked around my cock was a constant reminder for Hannah as well as for me that another woman had nearly limitless sexual power over her boyfriend. Still, I tried to downplay it as I tapped out a message on my phone. Both Hannah and I waited in silence until the reply came back. 
 
    Yes. In two weeks. Make yourself available to me. 
 
    “What does that mean?” Hannah asked as I read Elizabeth’s message aloud. 
 
    “Exactly what it says, I would imagine,” I said. “She wants us to be available during her visit. Maybe she wants to… I don’t know. Do stuff with us.” 
 
    “Do stuff with us?” Hannah said, her sculpted eyebrows climbing up her forehead in surprise. “Like, with me as well?” 
 
    “I have no idea,” I said. “The thing about Elizabeth… I mean, she does what she wants. That’s the whole thing. She’s a professional dominatrix, and not a woman who takes no for an answer.” 
 
    “What do you think she’ll do?” 
 
    As I looked at Hannah, there was no longer any denying it. The smile that beamed out from her face made it obvious. She was excited. She might be nervous at the thought of what could happen between the three of us. But it thrilled her too.  
 
    She wasn’t the only one. The thought of my keyholder mistress returning town, even if I didn’t know the details of what would go on what she got here, delighted me. I knew it was dangerous to assume anything as far as Elizabeth was concerned. The woman was capable of just about anything, and my imagination was nowhere near equal to the task of guessing what she had planned. For the first time since she had locked me away, the key to my chastity would be in the same city I was in. That couldn’t fail to give me hope of release, no matter how much I tried to stay calm and unruffled. 
 
    “There’s no telling,” I answered. “I mean, I know what I hope she’ll do. I hope she’ll unlock me. I hope she let me have sex.” 
 
    “With her?” 
 
    “With you.” Hannah giggled at my quick answer. 
 
    “Well, who knows? Maybe she’ll let you have sex with both of us. Imagine that. Imagine a threesome with both of us.” 
 
    “Oh my God,” I groaned, while Hannah giggled again. In spite of myself, I was imagining it. I couldn’t prevent myself. The thought of the two of them, two of the most beautiful women I had ever seen, in bed together and with me. Hanna’s fiery red hair and Elizabeth’s jet black, swirling together in the throes of passion. Hannah’s bright blue eyes and Elizabeth’s indescribable ones, shining with lust and excitement. Hannah’s gorgeous body and Elizabeth’s amazing one, a woman in the first youthful flush of beauty and another gorgeous with the ripeness of age. It was enough to make my head spin. It was enough to make me breathless as I sat there trembling on the sofa, unable to get the idea out of my mind. 
 
    “How tight is that cage around your cock right now?” Hannah asked with a wicked smile.  
 
    “Oh my God, it feels like it’s going to burst,” I said. 
 
    “You wish,” Hannah said. “If that was going to happen, I think it would have happened already. But I agree. This is a pretty sexy development. You know what I hope she does?” 
 
    Hannah leaned toward me conspiratorially as she spoke. She swept her red hair back from her face, pinning it behind one ear. Her breath was warm against my skin she whispered to me. 
 
    “I hope she gives me the key to your cock,” she said, and I groaned as her hand drifted down between my legs, gripping the chastity device through my pants. “I hope she makes me your keyholder so that I can decide when and how and if you get to cum. I want to taste that power myself. And something tells me you want me to have it too.” 
 
    “Yes, Hannah,” I groaned while she chuckled in my ear. 
 
    “Just talking about this has got me all hot and bothered,” Hannah said, still manipulating my caged cock through my pants. “Come on. Let’s go to bed and make me cum. Just because you can’t doesn’t mean I shouldn’t. Let’s go to bed and you can use that toy to make me happy again.” 
 
    “Yes, Hannah,” I said. Overcome with submissive desire, I followed her to the bedroom. Hannah shed her clothes unceremoniously, stripping down to nothing in a matter of seconds. A naked body tormented me as I did the same, feeling increasingly breathless as the sexual tension in the room swelled. Once I was as naked as she was, Hannah picked up the handcuffs that lay on the bedroom floor after she had freed me last night. Carrying them toward me, she gently pulled my arms behind my back. As always, I let her do it. Hannah enjoyed having me helpless, and I enjoyed feeling that way too.  
 
    Once the cuffs went on, she picked up the strap – on. As meek as ever, I let her buckle it around me, the toy rising mockingly above my own caged member. I was resigned to my fate as Hannah prepared me for her exclusive use. But at least now I had hope. A faint and Full on hope maybe, but hope nonetheless. I hardly dared to dream of what Hannah had suggested. But I couldn’t shake the thought either. And the fact that she had brought it up seem to suggest that she, at least, might be willing to do it was making me dizzy with lust. 
 
    But for now, I had other things to focus on. With the dildo strapped around me, Hannah looked suddenly thoughtful. 
 
    “Where’s your laptop?” She asked.  
 
    “In the living room,” I said uncertainly. Smiling, Hannah turned, and I watched her naked body recede from my view as she stepped out of the bedroom and hurried toward the living room. She came back with my computer tucked under her arm and set it up on the bed. Then she lay down on her stomach, her face turned toward the glowing screen and her beautiful ass rising up from the mattress and making my cock ache in its prison. 
 
    “She has a website, right? What is it?” 
 
    I told Hannah how to get to Elizabeth’s website, and gave her my password as she opened up the member’s area. Thumbnails of different videos bloomed like flowers on the screen, and Hannah scrolled slowly through them. Pausing for a moment, she turned to smile at me over her shoulder, strands of her red hair clinging to her flushed cheeks as she grinned. 
 
    “I feel like watching some porn,” she said. “And I guess I should do a little research on this woman before I meet her. See what she’s like. See what is about her that made you give her your cock so easily. So I’m going to watch some of these videos, and you’re going to fuck me while I do. Get up here.” 
 
    As she spoke, Hannah moved on the bed. She rose up onto her knees, spreading her legs, keeping her head down close to the mattress. Her pussy shone between her thighs, making me breathless with lust as I lurched forward. Climbing onto the bed awkwardly with my hands cuffed, I shuffled toward her until I was positioned behind her. Rising up, Hannah reached down behind herself to take hold of the strap – on dildo. Bending forward again, supporting herself on her other hand, she guided the toy toward her exposed pussy. I thrust my hips forward, and heard her sigh as the toy slid inside her. She lay her head down on her arms again, her ass up in the air as I slid the toy deep inside. 
 
    “Fuck, that feels so good,” Hannah moaned. As I slid the dildo in and out of her beautiful body, I saw her juices shining on the shaft of the toy. She moaned in pleasure, her eyes open and fixed on the screen in front of her as a video began to play. I heard the steady clicking of Elizabeth’s high heels rising from the speakers of my laptop as she approached another helpless male slave. I felt like I might go insane with desire, buckling under the unbelievable weight of sexual frustration. I was fucking one beautiful woman and watching another dominate a man, yet my cock felt nothing. Nothing but the unyielding steel embrace of the chastity device locked onto it. I was nervous about Hannah meeting Elizabeth, more nervous I could possibly say. Because if this was what one of these women could do to me, I could barely imagine what two of them were capable of. 
 
      
 
    My heart lurched when I saw her. I mean that. I almost wish it weren’t true, that Elizabeth didn’t have the hold over me that she so clearly did. But there’s no point denying the facts. I wasn’t in love with her. No more than she was with me. But my adventures with Hannah over the past few weeks had distracted me from the wild obsession I had with Elizabeth. Seeing her again, and in the flesh no less, brought it all rushing back to me. 
 
    She appeared like a vision out of the tired looking and poorly – dressed airport crowd. Those movie star sunglasses on her face again, a no – doubt expensive bag draped over one elbow. Her black hair merged with the black coat she wore, matching the gleaming black leather of her knee-high boots and the skintight black leather pants she wore. She strode across the airport with her usual confidence, the echo of her high heels announcing her presence and turning heads toward her as she moved. She walked along with her head held high as though she owned the place, as though the airport existed only for her convenience. I felt Hannah’s hand tighten on my arm as she squeezed it. 
 
    “That’s her, isn’t it?” 
 
    “Yep,” I said. 
 
    “I can’t believe this is happening,” Hannah said in a voice that bubbled with excitement. “I’m finally going to meet your mistress.” 
 
    Hannah finish speaking as Elizabeth strode right up to us. Behind those glasses, it was impossible to tell where she was looking. A man drew up behind her, dressed in uniform, and I realized he was carrying her suitcase. 
 
    “Give it to him,” Elizabeth ordered, flicking her finger in my direction. The man rolled the suitcase toward me without a word. Elizabeth didn’t even look at him as he turned and headed back into the crowded terminal. In her world, men existed to serve. Whether it was an airport employee or a submissive sex slave, she felt perfectly comfortable dishing out orders. And even though I didn’t turn to look, I could feel Hannah thrilling at the way I wordlessly took the suitcase. As though that was what I was there for. Another humble servant for a woman who barely needed anymore.  
 
    “I take it you’re Hannah?” Those glasses turned toward my girlfriend, and I felt her nervousness in her hand that trembled slightly on mild as she stood close to me. 
 
    “That’s me,” Hannah said brightly. “Nice to meet you.” 
 
    “You’re very pretty.” 
 
    “Thank you,” Hannah blushed. “So are you.” 
 
    “I wasn’t fishing for compliments,” Elizabeth said. “Nor was I giving you one. Just stating a fact. I can see why he’d be willing to submit to a woman like you.” 
 
    Again, I could feel Hannah thrilling to Elizabeth’s words beside me. I said nothing, gripping the handle of the suitcase and waiting. Hannah had a surprising gift for domination, but now that she was in the same room with Elizabeth, it was plain to see the difference between them. For Hannah, sexually dominating me was a kinky game she played with her boyfriend. For Elizabeth, it was the way of the world. And it wasn’t just men. I could already tell that Hannah was deeply impressed by Elizabeth, almost overwhelmed by her. It was a feeling I knew well. 
 
    Reaching up toward her face, Elizabeth removed her sunglasses. The bright light of the airport caught the swirling whirlpools of blue and green and brown that swirled in her eyes, and even though I knew to prepare myself, I felt suddenly breathless at the glimpse of their beauty. She looked from Hannah to me and back again, sizing us up. Finally, a faint smile lifted the corners of her mouth. 
 
    “You two make a cute couple,” she said. “Now, please tell me one of you has a car?” 
 
      
 
    Back at my apartment, the air felt so heavy I could hardly breathe. As we drove home from the airport, Hannah had tried to make small talk with Elizabeth. She was clearly nervous, and that nervousness led her to keep chattering away, filling the silence with empty words. Elizabeth responded politely, but curtly. She was a direct woman by nature, I suspected, but also, it was part of her mystique. Part of her dominatrix persona, to be this demanding bitch who made people uncomfortable with her incredible self-confidence. I almost felt sorry for Hannah. Even though I knew the person I should really be feeling sorry for was myself. 
 
    Reaching my apartment building, I led them upstairs, carrying Elizabeth’s bag. Once inside, Elizabeth shed her coat and took a seat on the couch, acting as though she owned the place. As I wheeled Elizabeth’s bag to my bedroom, Hannah tentatively took a seat beside her. When I reappeared in the living room, Elizabeth turned her incredible eyes on me. 
 
    “What do you have to drink?” 
 
    “Water. Beer. Wine.” 
 
    “Fetch us both a glass of wine. We have some talking to do.” 
 
    “Okay.” As I turned toward the kitchen, I felt Hannah’s eyes following me. I got the feeling she was enjoying this, getting a kick out of seeing another woman boss me around. Alone in the kitchen, I poured a couple of glasses. I didn’t even bother pouring for myself. I knew that wasn’t how the evening was going to play out. As I carried the wine back toward the waiting women, I was struck all over again by their beauty. They looked so different, and yet they were both captivating. Hannah sat beside Elizabeth with her legs crossed, wearing a blue dress that was light and feminine and flirty in comparison to Elizabeth’s Stock black outfit. And my cock twitched and surged in its cage, knowing that both these women could make me do just about anything they wanted. 
 
    Wordlessly, I handed them the wine. Elizabeth’s eyes flashed as she looked up at me. 
 
    “And why are you wearing clothes indoors?” she said. “Strip. I want to see my cock again.” 
 
    “Yes, Elizabeth,” I said. While Hannah watched me with a smile of delight on her face, I quickly shed my clothes. There was no point being coy about it. Both of these women had seen me in situations of unbelievable humiliation. Still, I felt that familiar stab of desire as I dropped my clothes on the floor to stand naked in front of them both, fully clothed and enjoying the view as they sipped their wine. 
 
    “Do you let him wear clothes inside?” Elizabeth asked Hannah. 
 
    “Sometimes,” Hannah answered. 
 
    “You shouldn’t. Being exposed helps remind him of his inferior position compared to us. Plus, it’s just fun making him serve us naked. Shouldn’t you be on your knees now you’re in our presence, chastity boy?” 
 
    Hannah laughed out loud as Elizabeth turned her flashing eyes on me. I didn’t protest. I kneeled on the floor, looking up at them both from a prison of desire. 
 
    “That’s better,” Elizabeth said. “Tell me, Hannah, had you ever dominated a man before you met Alister here?” 
 
    “No, never,” Hannah said. “But I have to say, I’m really enjoying it. I mean, it seemed super weird to me at first that he had his cock locked away. I guess it still does. But I cannot argue with the results. It’s just so much fun having a guy want you so badly and not being able to do anything about it.” 
 
    “It is,” Elizabeth smiled. “Take away their sexual release, and they’re totally powerless. You can make them do anything you want. Literally anything.” 
 
    “I know,” Hannah said. “I watched a couple of your videos before you arrived.” 
 
    “Did you now? So you’ve seen what a dominant woman can do to a man. Did you like them?” 
 
    “They were hot,” Hannah admitted. “You looked really beautiful in them. I love your outfits. Where do you get them?” 
 
    “Most of it’s custom-made,” Elizabeth said. “It’s expensive. But it’s not like I have to pay for them. I have men lining up to buy me whatever I want. Especially if it’s something sexy they think they might get to see me wear one day.” 
 
    “That’s amazing,” Hannah said, shaking her head as she giggled. Elizabeth was smiling too. I got the sense the two women were warming to one another, and I wasn’t sure how to feel about that. There was no denying they would make an unbelievably formidable team together. 
 
    “I was very impressed with the photo you sent me,” Elizabeth went on. “You really seem to understand the potential of this lifestyle. Have you ever thought about being a dominatrix yourself?” 
 
    “I hadn’t until recently,” Hannah said. “I never really thought I had it in me to be such a bitch. No offense,” she quickly added. 
 
    “None taken,” Elizabeth said with a smile. “I am a bitch, as your boyfriend here knows. But being a dominatrix isn’t all about being evil. Sometimes, it’s good to be nice too.” 
 
    As she spoke, Elizabeth reached into the top of one of her boots. As she withdrew a small silver key, I gasped. And Hannah’s pretty eyes went wide as she stared at the key in the other woman’s hand. 
 
    “Is that —?” 
 
    “The key to your boyfriend’s cock? That’s exactly what it is. Now, you two have never actually had sex, have you?” 
 
    “We have sex every day,” Hannah said with a smile. “Just not the kind of sex where he gets to cum.” 
 
    Elizabeth laughed out loud, and Hannah laughed with her. They were getting on famously now. It was just a shame that the laughter was at my expense. Then again, as I kneeled down the floor in front of them, I was hardly surprised. I was what these women had in common, and I had known from the moment Elizabeth suggested this meeting that it would end in humiliation for me. Still, hope blazed in my heart as my eyes followed the key in Elizabeth’s hand. 
 
    “Well, it’s been a long time since he had an orgasm. If it’s alright with you, I was thinking about letting him spurt his pathetic load.” 
 
    “Oh, please!” The humiliating words burst out of me before I could stop them, and a gale of female laughter accompanied my desperate begging. “Please let me cum, please! I’ll do whatever you say, I promise!” 
 
    “See? Control the cock, control the man. It’s just too easy. But begging’s not going to get you anywhere, Alister. It’s not up to you whether you get to cum, is it? It’s up to me. And it’s up to your girlfriend too.” 
 
    “I don’t know,” Hannah said, her eyes shining wickedly as she smiled at me. “A week ago, I would have definitely said yes. But I’ve kind of gotten used to having him horny and frustrated. I’ve grown to like it.” 
 
    “It’s the best, isn’t it?” Elizabeth grinned. 
 
    “Please, Hannah,” I said from my pathetic position on the floor. My voice was hoarse with desire, my breath ragged and my cock raging inside the prison with the pain of arousal. 
 
    “Why don’t you beg her properly?” Elizabeth suggested. “Crawl over here on your hands and knees and grovel at her feet. Kiss them. Show her you know she’s superior to you in every way.” 
 
    “Oh my God,” Hannah giggled.  
 
    I didn’t hesitate. My caged cock hung down beneath my body as I crawled toward her, pressing my lips against her bare feet. Humiliation raged inside me, but it was no match for the outrageous arousal I was feeling. Nothing mattered, my body screamed at me, except release. Whatever I had to do to secure an orgasm was a small price to pay. And so I humbly kissed Hannah’s feet as I crouched on the floor of my living room, both beautiful women laughing at my pitiful submission as they sat high above me. I debased myself for their amusement, desperately hoping it would get me what I wanted. 
 
    “Oh, all right then,” Hannah finally said. I lifted my head from her feet as she uncrossed her legs. Her eyes were shining as she stared down at me, her cheeks flushed pink with desire. The need for sex raced up and down my spine like a lightning bolt, making me tremble with its undeniable force. 
 
    Elizabeth held out the key, and Hannah took it from her. Edging forward on the couch, she reached out and took my caged cock in her free hand. My own hands clenched into fists at my sides as I waited. Hannah stared deep into my eyes as she slid the key into the lock and twisted it. The lock clicked, and she removed it. Under Elizabeth’s direction, she disassembled the chastity cage and took it off.  
 
    I felt dizzy as the blood rushed finally to my cock, my erection swelling rapidly in the air to throbbed angrily in front of the two women. As I stared up at Hannah, I thought for a moment of hurling myself at her. Of taking her there and then, of releasing weeks of pent-up frustration in a beautiful young body. But I didn’t. I could feel Elizabeth’s eyes on me too, and I knew the power the two women wielded. 
 
    Setting the chastity device aside, Hannah stood. I watched astonished, still on my knees, as she gathered up her blue dress and pulled it toward her hips. And she pulled down her panties, wiggling out of them right there in front of a total stranger. Elizabeth laughed, her tight pants creaking as she leaned back against a cushion to enjoy the show. 
 
    Hannah stepped toward me. Still holding her dress up around her hips, she lifted one foot from the floor. I felt her warm skin on my shoulder as she pushed me back, straightening her leg to press me down to the floor. Panting with desire, I lay down right there, and she stood above me, her pussy shining between her thighs as she smiled down at me. 
 
    “You ready for this?” she asked. “Are you ready to finally have your cock inside my pussy after all this time?” 
 
    “Yes, Hannah,” I groaned desperately, curling my hands around her smooth calves as she stood over me. “Please, I’ve never wanted anything more in my life!” 
 
    “Fantastic,” Elizabeth said on the sofa. Still smiling, Hannah lowered herself down onto me. Straddling me on the living room floor, she reached underneath herself and took hold of my cock. We groaned together as she guided it into her already wet pussy, more proof that this whole wild scene had excited her just as much as it had excited me. She was still wearing her dress, and it fell down around us, the light fabric tickling my skin. But I barely noticed. All I could feel, all I could focus on, was the tight warm feeling of her pussy clenching around my cock, her juices flowing already over my skin as I held her by the hips. 
 
    “I hope it was worth the wait,” Hannah said. As she spoke, she began to move up and down, slowly at first, riding my cock at a leisurely pace. 
 
    “Yes, it is,” I panted, while Hannah laughed giddily above me. 
 
    “Glad to hear it,” she said. “But don’t you think you should be thanking Elizabeth for giving her permission to let me fuck you?” 
 
    “Yes,” I growled through gritted teeth. “Thank you, Elizabeth! Thank you, Hannah! You’re both fucking goddesses! You’re both fucking amazing!” 
 
    “The best part is that you know he means it,” Elizabeth said from the sofa. Inside my girlfriend’s pussy for the first time since we had met, I felt a spasm of desire as the women laughed together. Elizabeth was right. She usually was. In that moment of wild delight, I meant every single word. 
 
    

  

 
            
                
     
    13. Teased By Two Goddesses 
 
      
 
    “Let’s put him back in the cage.” 
 
    I still hadn’t recovered. I was lying down on the living room floor, underneath Hannah, my body slowly relaxing from the spasm that had so deeply shaken it. After such a long time denied, my orgasm had been unbelievably powerful. It made me see stars, made me dizzy with its outrageous explosion. And as my passion cooled, there was little I could do except lie there sucking down air and reflecting on what had just happened. I had finally had sex with Hannah, but true to form, it had been in the most humiliating way possible. Still, I didn’t regret a thing. As a potent cocktail of hormones swirled inside my head, I gazed up at this beautiful girl in wonder, barely able to believe my luck. And she looked hardly less amazed than I was. She had cum too, her pussy tightening and spasming around my cock as she howled in bliss. As though she had completely forgotten that Elizabeth was watching. Or more likely, she simply didn’t care.. Honestly, though I would never have admitted it aloud, I had almost forgotten that Elizabeth was there too. All that mattered, as Hannah rode up and down on top of my cock, was pleasure. All that mattered was sex. And now, I lay there spent beneath my conquering girlfriend, and all the awful truth of my submission to these women came roaring back to me. 
 
    It was Elizabeth who spoke first. She was a woman who never let her dominant façade slip, who never seemed out of control no matter what was happening. And even though a shudder of fear seized my heart at her words, I just lay there. After my brief moment of freedom, going back in the restrictive chastity cage was more or less the last thing I wanted. But as always, the truth was a little more complex than I liked to admit. After all, being caged and dominated by these two was a thrill unlike any other, and the thing I wanted most in the world, even though it hurts. 
 
     “Already?” Hannah asked in a voice that dripped with the residue of pleasure. 
 
    “Of course,” Elizabeth said. “Now is the best time. you won’t be able to get it on when he’s hard. And with a young guy like him that has been denied and teased as much as he has, I don’t imagine it will be longed before he’s fully hard again. Let’s get him locked back up before that happens.” 
 
    Ever a woman of action, Elizabeth matched her deeds to her words. She moved on my sofa, and I saw her reaching for the chastity device Hannah had so recently removed from my body. Her leather pants creaked as she rose to her feet, her boot heels echoing on the floor with every step she took. As always, Elizabeth looked like an absolute goddess as she towered above me, the prison of my desire held in one hand. A woman not to be taken lightly. And as she approached us, Hannah climbed off me. Awkwardly, she pulled her dress down around her again, as though suddenly modest after the show we had just put on for Elizabeth. I knew that Elizabeth wasn’t the type of woman to care about a thing like that. I knew only some of the things this woman had seen and done, but that was enough. It would take more than a little nudity, or a lot of it, to shock her. Somehow, I got the impression that Hannah and I weren’t the first people Elizabeth had watched fuck. Nor, I suspected, would we be the last. 
 
    As Hannah stepped away from me, I gazed up at them both. Such different women, and yet united by a taste for dominance. They were both incredible in their own way, and there were times when I told myself no man in my position would be able to resist them. Of course, there were other times when I wondered why I let them treat me this way. As Elizabeth crouched above me and reached between my legs, taking my slippery cock in her hand, I took a deep breath, battling with the urge to try and fight her. There was no way to know how long they would keep me locked up this time, and I had a better idea this time of what I was getting into than I did when Elizabeth first locked me away. Back then, I had hoped it might just be a kinky game for an hour or two. Now, I had no excuse. Now, I knew it was likely to be weeks before the cage came off again. Though of course, you never know. That faint trace of hope that keeps you guessing, keeps you working to win the approval of two women who seem hell-bent on owning you completely. What a life this was turning into. Now that my mistresses had met, it almost felt as though their individual power was growing even stronger by being merged. They were both too much for me, both of them beautiful and dominant in a way I couldn’t even contemplate resisting. But together, they became something else. A force of nature. They ruled me completely. And so I just lay there as Elizabeth skillfully slid the tube of the chastity device over my limp cock and locked it in place once more. Just like that, I was captive all over again, my tiny period of freedom over almost before it had begun. 
 
    “What should we do with him now?” 
 
    Hannah’s beautiful eyes were shining with delight as she looked over at the altar woman, eager for Elizabeth’s guidance. At first, Elizabeth said nothing. Instead, she rose slowly to her feet, those tight pants creaking once again as they clung to her beautiful legs. Standing tall above me, she raised one booted foot and placed it on my stomach, the sharp high heel digging slightly into my skin. Reaching out, I held the shaft of her boot, feeling the toned muscle of her leg through the tight leather as she slowly ground her heel into my stomach. With her hands on her hips, sneering down at me, Elizabeth looked like exactly what she was. A conquering goddess who held my fate entirely in her hands. A woman who could do anything she liked with me. She could give me the greatest pleasure or send me down into torment, and I would accept it either way. All part of the price I paid to worship at the altar of her beauty. 
 
    “Let’s take him to the bedroom,” Elizabeth said at last. “I think you know by now that just because his worthless cock is locked away doesn’t mean we can’t have some fun. Here, help me with him.” 
 
    Bending over me again, Elizabeth took one of my arms. Seeing what was going on, Hannah moved to the other side of me and took my other arm. Once again, I was completely passive, letting them do whatever they liked. Holding my arms, the women pulled me to my feet, and I stood between them, their hands gripping me. Already, I could feel the chastity device beginning to grow tighter. Already, I could feel my excitement coming back. Not that it had ever really left. All that was missing was the physical capability to do anything about it. Of course, now that the chastity device was locked on me again, I still lacked any physical capability to do anything about it. 
 
    Each holding an arm, the two women pulled me toward the bedroom. My heart seemed to beat faster with every step he took, my excitement rising even though I knew I wasn’t going to get what I wanted. At least, I didn’t think so. Part of the power these women had over me was their unpredictability. After she had just locked me away again, I didn’t dare imagine that Elizabeth was likely to release me anytime soon. But I didn’t know that for a fact. And as always, that hope kept me going, kept me submissive and compliant to the wild whims of these women as they let me captive toward my bedroom. 
 
    “Kneel, worm,” Elizabeth barked as the two women positioned me at the foot of my own bed. As always, I did as I was told. Elizabeth stepped away as she let go of my arm. I listened to her footsteps recede as she returned to the living room. Meanwhile, Hannah stood behind me, running her fingers through my hair as she smiled down at me. She knew I wasn’t going to try and escape. She knew I would stay exactly where my mistress had put me. In very little time, Elizabeth returned. I heard the rumbling roll of the wheels of her suitcase on the floor of my apartment, announcing her arrival. My heart contracted in my chest. There was no knowing what manner of things she might have in that bag. Elizabeth seemed to have no shame about what she did for living, and I knew she wasn’t above bringing a range of sex toys in her luggage. All I could do is wait and see what she intended to do with me as she unzipped her case and crouched over it. 
 
    “I came prepared,” Elizabeth said, and there was a sly smile in her voice as she spoke. Rummaging in her suitcase, she produced a plastic bag full of mysterious hardware. When she pulled out a cordless drill, I almost gasped in fright. What on earth could she have planned for that? But for once, Elizabeth didn’t keep me waiting long. Picking up the hardware, she moved to the foot of my bed. I watched her drill a hole in one of the top corners of my footboard. Both Hannah and I watched as she slid an eyebolt through the hole she had just made and bolted it into place. Then, stepping past us, moving toward the other side of the footboard. She drilled another hole and slid another eyebolt through it. When she was finished, two silver eyebolts shone in the corners of my footboard, and realization began to dawn on me as I reflected on what they might be for. 
 
    “I should have had him do this himself,” Elizabeth said as she turned to us, the cordless drill still in her hand. “But it’s done now.” Stepping past us again, she returned to the suitcase. Dropping the drill back inside, she removed two pairs of handcuffs. I wasn’t in the least bit surprised as she stepped toward me, locking one pair around my wrist and handing the other to Hannah. Hannah mimicked Elizabeth’s movements, locking one end of the handcuffs she held around my wrist. As Elizabeth pulled me forward toward the foot of the bed, I inched along on my knees, my arms held out by the women on either side of me. Together, they locked the other ends of the handcuffs to the eyebolts Elizabeth had just installed. Hannah giggled as she stepped back, delighted by my helplessness. Once again, I was immobilized and at the mercy of two women so plainly lacking in that quality. 
 
    “That’s better,” Elizabeth grinned. Stepping toward the suitcase again, she picked up the drill and another bag of hardware. Both Hannah and I watched as she climbed onto the bed, moving toward the headboard. Her tight leather pants clung like a second skin to her gorgeous round ass as she bent forward, drilling more holes in my bedframe and installing more hardware on the headboard. Now, anyone who saw my bed would know what kind of weird sex I was into. Then again, I told myself, who was likely to see it? I was in a relationship with Hannah now, as well as with Elizabeth, in a way. It’s not like I was going to be inviting any other women over. Not after doing that with Hannah. 
 
    Rising from the bed, Elizabeth returned to the suitcase. Pulling something else out, she stepped toward me. Standing behind me, she wrapped a black scarf around my head, over my eyes. Circling the scarf around my skull twice, she tied it together behind my head. Now I could see nothing. As though I wasn’t already at enough of a disadvantage. I had Hannah laughing with glee at what Elizabeth was doing to me, always pleased to see me humbled. 
 
    “I don’t want him looking at us for this next bit,” Elizabeth said by way of explanation. “Now, I have a few things I want you to try. They were custom-made for me, but we’re pretty close in size. Let’s see how they look on you, since you like my outfit so much.” 
 
    “Okay,” Hannah said, and I could clearly hear the enthusiasm in her voice. Despite her outrageous power over me, there was something so charmingly girlish in her voice as she got excited at the thought of trying on new clothes. Temporarily blinded, I could only listen as both Elizabeth and Hannah moved toward the open suitcase on the floor near the door. I heard the rustle of clothing as Elizabeth rummaged around in her case, looking for whatever she had in mind. By now, my cock was throbbing as powerfully as ever inside the chastity as I wondered what was going to happen. I knew the women were going to tease and torment me, and it was working already. Even just the thought of what might be about to happen was enough to have me all but drooling with desire. 
 
    “Yeah, this is going to look really nice on you,” Elizabeth said. “It’s probably not the right color for you. After all, it was made for me. But you’re a pretty girl. You’ll pull it off. Take that dress off and let’s give it a shot.” 
 
    Unable to see anything, I was reduced to listening and imagining. Hannah said nothing, but I imagined her hesitating slightly before giving in. After all, from her voice alone, it was clear she wanted this. She’d only just met Elizabeth, and I couldn’t fault her for having a certain shyness around the older woman. Then again, after Elizabeth had watched us have full sex for the first time in the living room, it seemed kind of silly being coy anymore. Hannah would see that just as I did. As I listened to my girlfriend taking off her dress, I knew that she had given in to Elizabeth’s whims just as easily as I did. 
 
    “It’s really tight,” I heard Hannah say at one point. 
 
    “Just relax,” Elizabeth said, her voice coming from somewhere close to Hannah’s. “It’s supposed to be. But you’ll get used to it. Just keep breathing, and you’ll adjust.” 
 
    In the darkness, I listened to Hannah’s steady breathing. I was practically trembling with desire as I wondered what kind of exotic outfit Elizabeth was putting Hannah in. I heard fabric rustle and glide. I heard someone sit down on the bed. I heard the groan of zippers being pulled up. I kneeled and waited in breathless anticipation, knowing that I wouldn’t find out until these two decided to let me. 
 
    Finally, they seemed ready. I heard once again the creaking of Elizabeth’s leather pants as she moved around behind me. I felt her tugging at the knot behind my head. As she unwound the black scarf from my eyes, I blinked in the light. There on the bed in front of me, Hannah sat, smiling at me as she let me gaze at her. 
 
    Elizabeth had dressed her up in a corset. A red and black full corset that thrust her breasts high on her chest and gave her an unbelievably slender waist. I saw what Elizabeth had meant about the color, but she was right about Hannah pulling it off. My redheaded girlfriend looked absolutely spectacular as her hair tumbled around her bare shoulders and her breasts swelled and jiggled with every breath she took. A black garter belt hugged her hips, and black thigh-high stockings were suspended from it, accentuating the smooth shapeliness of her toned legs before disappearing into the top of a pair of knee-high black patent leather high-heeled boots. She sat on the bed supporting herself with one hand, and her pose accentuated the irresistible hourglass shape of her figure. She looked like a pinup girl, an image of desire and outrageous male fantasy. Hannah was never anything less than beautiful. But as I gazed at her from the pit of my wild desire, I reflected that she had never looked better than this. 
 
    “You look amazing,” I breathed, and Hannah’ s eyes flashed as she smiled at me. 
 
    “Thank you,” she said. Immediately, I heard Elizabeth click her tongue behind me. 
 
    “Don’t thank him,” she said. “He’s a slave, and slaves don’t get thanks for anything. Besides, he’s just stating a fact. You do look amazing. You know that worthless cock of his is just aching inside that cage from looking at you.” 
 
    “Is it, Alister?” Hannah teased as she looked at me. “Are you trying to get hard in there?” 
 
    “Yes, Hannah,” I admitted, provoking another burst of laughter from my dominant girlfriend. 
 
    “Well that’s just too bad, isn’t it?” Hannah smiled sweetly. “Because I don’t think Elizabeth is in the mood to let you out.” 
 
    “Not likely,” Elizabeth said. “I’m in the mood for something much more frustrating for our poor little chastity boy here.” Beside me, I could hear her rummaging in her suitcase again, no doubt looking for some other implement of torture. But I couldn’t take my eyes off Hannah. And she carried on smiling down at me, no doubt enjoying the look of helpless desire and adoration on my face as I stared at her. She really did look incredible. I would’ve sacrificed years of my life to touch her, to kiss her, to hold her in my arms. Not to mention to fuck her. And the growing pain in my caged cock only served as a reminder of the impossibility of that as I gazed up at her from my lowly position on my knees. 
 
    But when Elizabeth finally stood from the suitcase, my eyes were torn away from Hannah at last. I gasped, and Hannah gasped too, and Elizabeth grinned, standing triumphantly with her hands on her hips as she let us take in the view. She had shed her shirt, and now wore only a black push-up bra on her torso. She had gathered her jet black hair behind her head in a loose ponytail. She still wore her leather pants and boots, still every inch the gorgeous dominatrix. But now, she had added an appendage. A large black strap – on dildo projected from the front of her pants, its black straps barely visible as they hugged her hips and buttocks, holding it in place. 
 
    “I know you know what this is,” Elizabeth said, taking the toy in her hand. “Just because chastity boy’s cock is locked away doesn’t mean there can’t be a cock involved somewhere. It’s just that I’ll be the one using it.” 
 
    Elizabeth climbed onto the bed, her tight pants shining in the light as she moved over the mattress. Hannah shifted over to the other side of the bed with some difficulty, her movements restricted by the tight corset. Finally, both of them sat side-by-side on the mattress, facing me. Hannah looked nervous yet excited, thrilled about what Elizabeth might have in mind. For her part, Elizabeth looked like she always did. Calm and amused and completely in control. My eyes moved from one woman to the other, taking in their incredible bodies, their heaving breasts, their long legs, their beautiful faces. I tried to ignore the black cock that projected from Elizabeth’s lap, matching her boots and pants and seeming to exude menace. It wasn’t easy. 
 
    “Look at him down there,” Elizabeth said, her breasts shaking as she laughed. “Just the way a man should be. All locked away and wondering when we’re going to let him out again.” 
 
    “I know,” Hannah said. “It’s so awesome. The only problem is I don’t get to fuck him. But I’m learning there are ways around that.” 
 
    “Oh, absolutely,” Elizabeth said, her dark hair shining like silk as she turned her head toward the other woman. “Lots of ways. Lots of toys, like that strap – on you made him use. His mouth, too. And if you like, there are other men. I’m sure there’s no shortage of men more than willing to have sex with a pretty girl like you.” 
 
    Hannah simply stared at Elizabeth. Her eyes went wide and round as she stared in shock at the other woman. As though somehow, that had never occurred to her. It had certainly occurred to me. I thought back to how she had flirted with the waiter right in front of me at the restaurant I had taken her to, how she had hinted at her ability to do as she pleased. Now Elizabeth was making it explicit. And my mind was a swirling vortex of fear and arousal as I contemplated once again the possibility of my girlfriend cheating on me. After all, it wasn’t like we had in any sense a conventional relationship. We hadn’t been equals from the get-go. In its own way, Hannah doing that would simply be the logical extension of her dominance over me, her total power in contrast to my helplessness. Still, it made my heart ache to think about it, not to mention what it did to my cock. The ultimate humiliation, I thought to myself as I kneeled trembling at the foot of the bed. I had learned not to put anything past these women. 
 
    “That’s crazy,” Hannah said at last. 
 
    “That’s because you used to think of men as your equals,” Elizabeth said. “That’s something I hope to teach you not to do anymore. They exist for our amusement and use. I mean, I’m guessing you never had a boyfriend locked in chastity before, either. You’re a beautiful young woman, and you have the same needs we all do. That includes getting fucked. Don’t worry. Chastity boy here won’t mind. In fact, he’ll love you even more for it. Isn’t that right, cuck? 
 
    “I don’t know,” I panted. “The thought of it… I don’t know if I could handle that.” 
 
    “Well, you watch me fuck other men all the time,” Elizabeth pointed out. 
 
    “Yes, and that’s bad enough,” I said. Both women laughed at that, the sound like tormenting music in my ears. 
 
    “Well, I guess it’s not really up to you, is it?” Hannah said with a smile. She slid closer to the foot of the bed. “You don’t get a say in what I do or don’t do. You just have to do as you’re told like a good chastity boy. Now, kiss these beautiful boots.” 
 
    As she spoke, she lifted one leg and propped her boot up on the footboard close to my head. Elizabeth watched, her bright eyes glowing with delight as she watched the young woman dominate me. I pressed my lips to Hannah’s foot, feeling the slickness of the leather. Hannah bit her lip as she watched me, her excitement growing at the spectacle of my submission. She was thrilled with everything that was going on, wrapped up in a sense of her own power as she sat on the bed above me like the goddess she was. She wore no panties, and between her thighs, I could see the faint sheen of moisture on her pussy, a testament to her arousal as I groveled for her amusement. 
 
    “See? He knows his place,” Elizabeth said. “If we wanted to, we could make him beg you to fuck other men. Trust me, you don’t know what power feels like until you’re getting fucked by some stud while another man who wants you desperately can only sit there and watch.” 
 
    Both women laughed again. At the same time, Elizabeth lifted one of her own legs and propped her own boot on the footboard on the other side of my head. I knew what was expected of me. Lifting my lips from Hannah’s shining boot, I pressed them instead to Elizabeth’s foot. Both women smiled down at me as they watched me worship them, completely caught up in their own power. 
 
    “Would you like to try?” Elizabeth said softly. 
 
    “What do you mean?” 
 
    Both women were looking at each other now, as though they had momentarily forgotten I was even there. And I kept on kissing their feet, moving my head from one to the other as I showed my total adoration and submission to them both. 
 
    “We have the equipment,” Elizabeth said with a smile. I saw Hannah’s eyes drop to Elizabeth’s lap, watching her hand curling around her fake cock and slowly stroking it. “To be clear, I’m not into girls. But I am into disgracing and humiliating horny men. And I know no better way to do that than fucking you right here and now. Besides, you look so sexy that even a straight girl like me would love to fuck you. And I know how horny you are.” 
 
    As she spoke, Elizabeth practically slithered across the bed toward my girlfriend. Soon, her hand was on Hannah’s thigh, stroking the silk stocking and the bare skin that showed above it. Hannah smiled as she gazed from Elizabeth to me and back again. She seemed uncertain of herself. But she wasn’t exactly resisting. And to me, it seemed insane that she would. Elizabeth was offering to fuck her, and I couldn’t imagine anyone, man or woman, turning down an opportunity like that. While I went on kissing their boots, I saw Anna’s cheeks flush, and the glow of desire in her eyes told me her answer before she needed to speak. 
 
    “Okay,” she said quietly. Elizabeth grinned wolfishly. 
 
    “Good girl,” she said. “Get on your hands and knees, facing your boyfriend.” 
 
    Hannah did as she was told. Lifting her shining boot from the footboard, she tucked her legs underneath her and rolled up onto her knees. her beautiful breasts hung in the front of the corset she wore, her cleavage making my mouth water and my cock ache in its inescapable prison. Her red hair hung down over one shoulder, her glowing eyes peering deep into mine. 
 
    Meanwhile, Elizabeth positioned herself behind her. Crawling across the bed, she rose up on her knees and took Hannah’s hips in her hands. I watched my girlfriend arch her back, biting her bottom lip again and mewing in pleasure as Elizabeth ran the bulbous head of the toy up and down Hannah’s pussy, teasing her with it. 
 
    “Now I’m going to show you how to really fuck a woman, chastity boy,” Elizabeth said, sneering down at me from behind Hannah’s raised ass. Both women were looking at me, both their eyes burning with desire and power as they taunted me. “Not that it’s a skill you really need to master. You may never get the chance again. But I like to show you what you’re missing out on. It helps to keep men like you in their place.” 
 
    “Oh yeah,” Hannah moaned, growling in pleasure as Elizabeth guided the fake cock inside her. Hannah’s gorgeous eyes rolled as she felt the pleasure of the toy entering her. When she opened them again, they were fixed on me. She gripped the footboard right in front of my face, lowering her head down to the same level as mine while raising her ass submissively toward Elizabeth. And I heard the wet sound of the toy sliding in and out of my girlfriend’ s well–lubricated pussy as Elizabeth began to fuck her. 
 
    “Oh my God, that feels so good,” Hannah said, her breath warm against my face, her lips inches from mine. “It feels so good to get fucked while you watch. Oh my God, this is so fucking naughty.” 
 
    Lunging forward, Hannah pressed her lips against mine, kissing me deeply and passionately. And after a moment of surprise, I kissed her back. Desire raged inside me, racing up and down my spine like lightning. But there was nothing I could do as I felt my girlfriend’s moans of pleasure echoing in my own mouth. Nothing I could do but kiss her and watch her while my keyholder fucked her. 
 
    

  

 

   
    14. They Make Him Watch 
 
    Chained up and helpless at the foot of the bed, I watched my girlfriend’s body contort. Nothing could be clearer than that Hannah was in the throes of deep sexual ecstasy. She held nothing back. She wailed and screamed, she bucked and thrashed, and through it all, Elizabeth kept fucking her. My gorgeous mistress kept driving her fake cock in and out of Hannah’s dripping pussy, driving shrieks of ecstasy from her throat. 
 
    It was beyond frustrating. It was an ordeal. My arms spread out and cuffed to the eyebolts Elizabeth had attached to my bed, there was nothing I could do but watch. Hannah’s flushed face was right in front of mine, her loud cries of pleasure ringing in my ears. From time to time, she kissed me. At other times, she would reach out and grip my hair, painfully pulling on a handful of it to remind me of my place. Her lips were smiling even as they trembled with the power of her passion. At other times, she had her eyes closed, lost in a world of selfish pleasure. But no matter what she did, she tormented me. Her wild pleasure was the shadow of my deep need, my complete frustration as my cock ached inside its unyielding chastity. Rejected and found unworthy of the joy she was experiencing, I felt as humiliated as I ever had. 
 
    Hannah came again and again. There was no hiding that, even if she had wanted to. But of course, she didn’t want to. She wanted me to see everything. She wants me to taste in full my complete humiliation and inadequacy. She wanted me to witness what I couldn’t have, the sex I craved and had been granted only once. And Elizabeth seemed tireless. Kneeling behind Hannah’s crouching body, she kept pounding away, driving the unfeeling deep inside Hannah’s shivering pussy. 
 
    After several orgasms, Hannah collapsed. Unable to hold herself up anymore, she flopped down on the bed, lying on her side. Still, Elizabeth didn’t relent. Still kneeling behind Hannah, she continued to forgo from behind, pushing her legs up toward the chest to give her access. And Hannah lay there, ravished and overcome, moaning wordlessly as though Elizabeth had fucked all the sense out of her. 
 
    It was intoxicating. A display unlike any I had witnessed before. As tormenting as it was to watch Elizabeth play with the lucky slaves she occasionally allowed to fuck her, this was on a completely different level. This was teasing and torment unlike any I had ever known. And Hannah had never looked more beautiful, her beautiful body surrendered to the wild pleasure of kinky sex. 
 
    Eventually, both their bodies were shining with sweat. I can see it gleaming on Hannah’s corseted breasts, making them even more desirable to me as I gazed at her in open mouthed silence. And Elizabeth’s hair, pulled back into a ponytail, shone with the sweat of her efforts too, plastered against her scalp. After Hannah gave one final cry of pleasure, yet another orgasm tearing through her and leaving her struggling to breathe as she lay on the bed, Elizabeth finally stopped. Hannah groaned as the other woman pulled back, the slick toy sliding out of her pounded pussy. 
 
    For a while, the echo of their passionate cries seemed to ring out still in the bedroom. Hannah lay trembling on top of the blankets, her thighs pressed together, her hands between her legs and her eyes closed. She was shivering, as though what felt like hours of sexual pleasure had been too much for. She needed time to recover, to regain her senses after what had happened. My cock ached brutally as I looked at her, her closed eyes, her parted lips, her shining breasts threatening to spill out of the tight red corset that barely contained them. She looked magnificent, and the glow of orgasm in her cheeks taunted me with what I couldn’t give her and Elizabeth could. 
 
    But Elizabeth was far from done. Tired as she must undoubtedly be from what she had just done to my girlfriend, she wasn’t ready to end things yet. I watched as she crawled forward on her knees, coming around from behind Hannah’s body. Elizabeth loomed above me in her black outfit, black dildo projecting lewdly from between her legs and shining with the copious flood of Hannah’s juices. There was a slight sneer on Elizabeth’s beautiful face as she moved closer toward me. Finally, she kneeled above the footboard I was cuffed to, towering above me as she held the toy in her hand. 
 
    “How did it feel watching that, chastity boy?” She mocked. “How did it feel watching your girlfriend take a real cock?” 
 
    “Completely humiliating, Elizabeth,” I said truthfully. Elizabeth laughed, and in the depths of her slowly fading pleasure, I heard Hannah chuckle too. She opened her eyes, and the green orbs fastened on me, glazed with pleasure but still shining with malicious glee as she basked in my complete helplessness. 
 
    “Good. It should be,” Elizabeth answered. “You should be ashamed that you can’t please her the way she deserves. Lucky for you, I can. You are lucky a girl as pretty as her even gives you the time of day. You’re lucky she lets you watch her get fucked. What do you say, chastity boy?” 
 
    Both women’s eyes were fixed on me now, both of their gorgeous faces waiting in anticipation for me to debase myself further. And I wasn’t in any position to defy them. 
 
    “Thank you, Hannah, for letting me watch you get fucked,” I said in a hollow voice. “Thank you, Elizabeth, for fucking my girlfriend properly.” 
 
    “My God,” Hannah groaned in a voice that still dripped with her wild pleasure. “He’s such a fucking pussy.”  
 
    “Yeah he is,” Elizabeth said with a smug smile. “Then again, they all are once you lock their little cocks away.” 
 
    Elizabeth’s leather pants creaked as she leaned forward. I winced as she gripped a handful of my hair and pulled on it, tilting my face toward her. She stared down at me from over the swell of her breasts, pushed high on her chest by the black push-up bra she wore. 
 
    “If you thought that was humiliating, wait till you see what I have planned next,” she said, staring deep into my eyes. A shiver of fear passed through me as she spoke. I knew what this woman was capable of. And as she shifted her weight on the mattress, spreading her knees and leaning closer toward me, I felt a terrible wave of despair as I realized what she wanted. 
 
    “Suck my cock,” Elizabeth ordered, while Hannah gasped in surprise and delight. “Suck the cock that just fucked your girlfriend in front of you. Lick all her cum off it so you can see how many orgasms I gave her. I want you to taste what you can never have.” 
 
    My policy was one of total obedience. To Hannah, of course, and especially to Elizabeth. The power she held over me was too tremendous to argue with. She owned my cock, and my only chance of any sexual pleasure in the future came through obedience to her wishes, no matter how depraved. And yet, for the first time in a long time, I resisted. And her eyes were on me, and I could feel her scrutiny while I gazed up at Elizabeth. I didn’t dare say no. But I couldn’t bring myself to do what she wanted. And Elizabeth let the moment sit, staring down at me as her eyes bored into mine, as though trying to overcome my will through the sheer force of her own desire. 
 
    “Suck it,” she said again, and her free hand slapped against my cheek. “You’re going to have to. Otherwise, I’ll throw away the key and never let your pathetic cock out ever again. You’ll just have to watch your girlfriend getting fucked over and over again by another man, knowing you’ll never be free to do it yourself. Knowing that the best you can do is watch and beg her to fuck other men. Do you want that?”  
 
    “No,” I growled. 
 
    “Didn’t think so. So suck my cock. And make it sexy.”  
 
    Hannah laughed out loud as she lay on the bed in front of me, watching everything. Still holding me by the hand, Elizabeth wrapped her other hand around the toy and slapped it against my cheeks. I could feel it leaving a smear of Hannah’s fresh juices on my skin. I could smell a pleasure rising from the toy, my cock throbbed with desperate lust. Elizabeth guided the toy toward my mouth, taking her time. Reveling in my disgrace. I looked at Hannah. And she was looking at me. Her chin propped up now on her hands as they rested on the mattress, she was completely engrossed in this outrageous spectacle. I sighed, giving in to yet another outrageous humiliation as Elizabeth slid her fake cock into my mouth. 
 
    “Don’t just sit there. Suck it,” Elizabeth ordered as she slipped the toy in and out my mouth. “Show us how you’d like us to suck your cock. It’ll probably never happen, but you never know. Suck my cock like it’s real, like you’re trying to get it to cum in your mouth, and maybe one day, one of us will return the favor.” 
 
    Hannah laughed again. As well she might, I thought to myself. I knew the chances of Elizabeth or Hannah ever doing anything like that were remote, to say the least. But Elizabeth already had all the leverage she needed. She could deny me any kind of sexual pleasure for however long she wanted to. We all knew it. 
 
    What choice did I have? I knew that Elizabeth was more than capable of carrying out the threat. I knew I had no choice but to do what she said. So I tried unsuccessfully to ignore the outrageous humiliation I felt as I wrapped my lips around the toy and began to suck. Elizabeth cackled in delight, and Hannah gasped with sadistic glee as she watched me debase myself. The taste of her orgasm made me long more than ever for the sex I was so cruelly denied. All I could do was submit, gazing up at Elizabeth with undimmed lust as she rocked her hips back and forward, slowly fucking my mouth. 
 
    “Look at this little bitch,” Elizabeth growled, turning her head toward Hannah for a moment. “Your boyfriend is sucking my cock.” 
 
    “He’s a little bitch,” Hannah said, still smiling at me as she spoke. “That’s what I like about him. He’s so cute and submissive and just does whatever he’s told.” 
 
    “You’re welcome,” Elizabeth grinned. “If it wasn’t for my chastity, he’d be just like every other man. Selfish and arrogant and disobedient.” 
 
    “Well, I have to hand it to you. You trained him well.” 
 
    Hannah’s eyes never left my face as she spoke. From the glow I could see in them, I could tell she was really enjoying this latest display. And even as my jaw ached, I kept my lips wrapped around the toy, licking her juices off the shaft and letting their exquisite taste fill my mouth. 
 
    “Not well enough,” Elizabeth said. “They can never be well-trained enough for me.” With her free hand, she reached behind herself, her hips no longer thrusting. The straps around her hips grew loose as she unbuckled them, slowly removing them. “Keep that there,” she said to me, and I kept my lips tight around the dildo, holding it in place. Meanwhile, Elizabeth sat back. The way her black leather pants grew tight around her thighs made my cock Throbbed as I kneeled before her, the dildo filling my mouth. 
 
    “You tried to define me earlier,” Elizabeth said, still staring down at me with flashing eyes. “When I told you to suck my cock, you thought about resisting. You didn’t do it, of course. You don’t have the balls for that. But you hesitated. And now I’m going to make you pay for that.” 
 
    Elizabeth turned. Her sleek ponytail swung behind her head as she climbed off the bed. She went back to her suitcase. Meanwhile, I just looked at Hannah. She was looking at me, still resting her chin on her hands, still smiling sweetly with delight at everything that was happening. Like she was drinking in my humiliation. Like she was trying to memorize it for some future date. Behind me, Elizabeth found what she was looking for. I heard footsteps on the floor as she took a position at my back. 
 
    “Why don’t you take a turn in your boyfriend’s mouth, Hannah?” Elizabeth suggested. “It’s not like you feel anything sexual, really. But I think you’ll enjoy the feeling of power it gives you.” 
 
    “Okay,” Hannah giggled. Slowly, she pushed herself upright on the bed. Her breasts trembled in the tight corset, bouncing with every movement she made and increasing the desire that imprisoned me. Rising up on her knees, she inched toward me in her gorgeous lingerie, her exposed pussy framed by the garter belt and the stockings she wore. Once she was kneeling in front of my face, I could smell the scent of her arousal, matching the taste of it that still hovered in my mouth. Carefully, Hannah began to wrap the straps that hung from the base of the dildo around her body. Her pussy was mere inches from me as she pressed it against the base of the toy, pulling the straps tight around her. Soon, it was fastened in place. And just as Elizabeth had done, Hannah reached out and grabbed hold of my hair, forcing me to bob my head up and down while I sucked the fake cock. 
 
    “Go ahead, bitch. Suck it,” Hannah said, smiling down at me as I did as I was told. “You know what? You’re right. This does feel pretty awesome. The power.” 
 
    “I told you.” But then, a sharp sound rang out in the bedroom, followed almost immediately by a bright burning pain on my ass. And Hanna’s eyes went wide as she stared over my head at Elizabeth, and outraged laughter poured out of her, her breasts bouncing wildly in the corset she wore. Elizabeth swung again, and I felt another bright burst of pain on my ass. She was whipping me, and every blow hurt. Her blows left a red bar of pain across my ass, and I writhed on my knees at the foot of the bed, unable to escape and unable to defend myself. 
 
    “Keep sucking, slut,” Elizabeth growled behind me as she swung again. “This is what you get for not enthusiastically obeying the orders of your female superiors. From now on, you’ll suck what you’re told to suck and be grateful for the privilege.” 
 
    Hannah howled with laughter. She began to rock her hips back and forth again, fucking my mouth just as the other woman had done. I kneeled between two beauties, tortured and teased, the constant ache of desire in my cock drowned out for a moment by the newer pain of Elizabeth’s whip marks on my ass. I moaned around the cock that filled my mouth, the cuffs that held me rattling against the eyebolts that Elizabeth had installed. They weren’t going anywhere. Therefore, neither was I. All I could do was endure, to soak up punishment and humiliation. 
 
    “I think he’s learned his lesson,” Elizabeth said at last. As she stepped away from me, my whole ass was throbbing with pain. I hadn’t counted the blows, but I knew there had been more than enough. It felt as though her whip had raised angry welts on my skin. I felt like I wouldn’t be able to sit down without pain for a month or more. I already knew Elizabeth was a dangerous woman to displease. But she had never put me through anything like that. It was as though having Hannah there fueled her cruelty, making her want to show off what she could do to me. And I’ll admit that my desire for Elizabeth was sharpened, not dulled, by a healthy dose of fear. After the beating she gave me, I feared her even more. 
 
    “Now it’s my turn to cum,” Elizabeth said. “Beating a slave always gets me going.” Hannah laughed again as she continued fucking my mouth. Over the side of the bed, Elizabeth sat down. I watched her take off her tall boots and wiggle her way out of the tight leather pants. Her tiny black underwear came next. Wearing only a bra now, she climbed onto the bed. The dildo slid easily out of my sore mouth as Hannah made way for her. 
 
    “Make me cum, bitch,” Elizabeth said. As she spoke, she crawled toward the foot of the bed where I was tied, then lay back. Propping herself up on her elbows, she slid toward me, hooking her legs over the headboard and over my shoulders. As she inched toward me, her pussy shone in front of me, and I could see the shine of her juices on her swollen lips. I didn’t hesitate this time. I stuck out my tongue, tasting the unique flavor of my keyholder as I licked her pussy. The pain was still throbbing in my ass and in my caged cock, but desire pushed it to the side for a moment. As I tasted Elizabeth, a jolt of pleasure raced through me, and I wasn’t the only one. Elizabeth moaned happily as she felt my submissive tongue on her pussy, dedicated to bringing her pleasure after she had just brought me nothing but pain. 
 
    “That’s right, eat that pussy,” Elizabeth panted. “Eat my cunt like your next orgasm depends on it. Because it probably does.” 
 
    Hannah laughed. She was kneeling to one side of Elizabeth, her hands resting on her thighs near the tops of the stockings. The wet dildo still projected from between her legs, looking completely out of place compared with her ultra feminine lingerie. She still looked amazing, even with the fake cock attached to her. I raised my eyes to look at her while I ate Elizabeth out, the older woman raising her hips from the mattress and pressing her pussy rhythmically against my mouth. Another new experience for us. I had just watched this woman fuck my girlfriend. And now, my girlfriend was watching me eat her out.  
 
    Soon, Elizabeth was moaning with pleasure, her cries filling the bedroom again. She panted and gasped, and I felt some strange level of pride as her pussy spasmed against my mouth, gripping my tongue as it tightened around it. I had made my mistress cum, and her hot juices came as a blessing as they spurted out of her, filling my mouth and washing away the taste of Hannah’s ecstasy. 
 
    Of course, Elizabeth wasn’t content with just one. I was only too happy to oblige. My jaw was really aching now, but that was nothing compared to the ache in my caged cock and in my whipped ass. Elizabeth had just demonstrated what she can do to me when she was displeased, and I had no intention of taking any more pain. Besides, I loved licking her pussy, even though it only added to my frustration and torment. I was happy to be between the legs of this goddess. 
 
    Elizabeth moaned again. Soon, she was climbing the hill of pleasure again, seeking that next peak. I kept licking her, picking up the pace as her pleasure grew. I pressed my face against her, my lips working against hers and my nose rubbing against her swollen clit. Meanwhile, my tongue plunged inside her, scooping out her juices as I greedily drank them down. I wanted her to cum. Before long, she did. I felt the growing tension in her body, her legs crushing me against the footboard I was shackled to. I felt her hands on my head, pulling me forward, pressing my face against her one as she did, anointing me with her free-flowing juices. I heard her cry out, and felt the wild burst of another orgasm on my face. 
 
    Releasing her grip on my head, Elizabeth flopped back on the mattress. I panted as I sucked in air that tasted of her, blinking in the light as she let me go. She lay sprawled on the mattress in front of me, her legs spread, her pussy still visibly twitching from the pleasure I had given it. 
 
    And over on the other side of the bed, Hannah was watching everything. Her green eyes shone in disbelief as she stared at me, her face flushed with excitement. There was no way either of us were ever going to forget what happened that day. Every time I looked in those radiant eyes, I knew, I would remember what they had seen. I would remember that Hannah had watched me suck a fake cock and get whipped, then orally serve the woman who tortured me with enthusiasm. My girlfriend already knew that I was a horny and submissive man that she could treat however she liked. But she had never seen such a potent demonstration of my submission before. Then again, neither had I. Just a few months earlier, I never would have imagined such a thing. Yet there I was, my face shining with female cum, and my ass aching from the blows of a dominatrix’s whip. Funny where life takes you sometimes. 
 
    “That’s more like it,” Elizabeth sighed. “I need a nap after that. You must be tired too.” 
 
    “Yeah, I am,” Hannah answered. As she spoke, she rose up on her knees a little, and I watched her unfasten the straps of the strap-on. 
 
    “Let me help you.” Now, Elizabeth’s voice was soft and warm, so different to the sneering tone she used with me. Rising up on her knees, she moved toward Hannah. I watched her embrace the younger woman as she reached around behind her, unfastening the laces of her corset. Gently, she removed it, and Hannah sighed as Elizabeth pulled it away, finally able to breathe from her stomach instead of high in her chest. Hannah’s bare breasts hung from her chest, her puckered nipples making my mouth water as I watched. Unzipping her boots, she slid them off and tossed them to the bedroom floor. Both she and Elizabeth fiddled with the garters that held up her stockings, sliding the hosiery down her legs. Completely naked now, Hannah sprawled on the bed in front of me, resting her head on the pillow. 
 
    Meanwhile, Elizabeth got up. I turned my head to watch her return to her suitcase. As she pulled more items out, I found myself wondering if she had even brought any clothes, or if the suitcase was full of nothing but sex toys. And hardware. Because this time, she produced a length of steel chain and two padlocks. 
 
    “Bring that cock here,” Elizabeth ordered as she stepped closer to me. I rose up on my knees as far as I could, and she reached down between the footboard and took hold of my caged manhood. She slipped the lock she held through the lock that was already attached to the cage, then through the end of the chain, locking it altogether. Hannah raised her head from the pillow to watch as Elizabeth moved toward the corner of the footboard. She unlocked the cuff from my wrist, and immediately locked it to the other end of the chain. Then she stepped over me to unlock my other wrist. Now my hands were free, but my caged cock was still locked to the footboard. The chain was long enough to allow me some freedom of movement, but the implication was clear. I wouldn’t be able to leave the bedroom until Elizabeth decided otherwise. 
 
    “You can sleep at the foot of the bed like our little pet,” Elizabeth grinned, prompting another burst of laughter from Hannah. “We’ll sleep in your bed. And I don’t want to be disturbed. I don’t want to hear any begging or whimpering out of you. Be quiet unless one of your owners gives you an order.” 
 
    “Yes, Elizabeth,” I said. Rubbing my wrists where the handcuffs had irritated the skin, I sat down on the floor. It was a relief to be able to move, at least a little bit. My desire was as unignorable as ever. I watched Elizabeth shed her bra and climb into my bed, lying naked next to my naked girlfriend. Giggling like two old friends, they pulled the blankets over themselves. 
 
    “Sweet dreams, chastity boy,” Elizabeth said as she reached over to the bedside and turned out the light. 
 
      
 
    It was a long night, to say the least. I had no blankets and no pillow, and I knew better than to ask for any. I lay there on the floor, uncomfortable and desperately horny. After the beating Elizabeth had given me, I couldn’t lie on my back, and instead I curled up on my side. Every time I moved, the chain rattled, an unnecessary reminder of my pathetic place in the lives of the women I served. And as far as I could tell, they slept like babies. Worn out by orgasmic pleasure, they quickly slipped into unconsciousness. I could hear him even breathing tormenting me through the night, their beautiful bodies so close to me and yet so unreachable. 
 
    Somehow, I managed to get a few hours sleep. As I dozed, I dreamed Wilde dreams that were somehow no more wild than the reality of what I had just been through. As though my imagination couldn’t keep up with the truth of serving Elizabeth and Hannah. And when morning came and an alarm rang out from Elizabeth’s phone, I was already awake. As Elizabeth groaned and rubbed the sleep out of her eyes, I was already sitting up, ready to see what came next. 
 
    “Morning, chastity boy,” Elizabeth said with a smile. Climbing out of bed, she walked toward me, stopping to take something from her bag. Something small. As she unlocked the end of the chain fastened to the footboard, I realized it was a key. “Come on, chastity boy,” she said, tugging lightly at the chain that swung between us. “You must need to go to the bathroom.” 
 
    “Yes, Elizabeth,” I said. As I rose to my feet to follow her out of the door of the bedroom, I heard Hannah roll over behind me. 
 
    A new humiliation waited in the bathroom. The chastity device forced me to sit down to pee. And Elizabeth stood there watching, still holding the chain locked onto my caged cock. Enjoying the spectacle. When I was finished, she let go of the chain and sent me to go wash my hands while she used the toilet. After washing her own hands, she picked up the chain again and led me back to the bedroom. 
 
    Hannah was fully awake now. She was sitting up against the headboard, her red hair a mess around her beautiful face. The blanket covered her breasts, but I could clearly see their shape through it, and her bare shoulders called to me as my cock throbbed in its cage. Still holding the chain, Elizabeth climbed onto her side of the bed, completely unashamed in her nudity. And with a body like hers, she had nothing to be ashamed of. 
 
    “You know, I’ve been thinking,” Elizabeth said, turning to Hannah. “You can see how well I’ve got your boyfriend trained. And you’ve been doing a fine job with him, really. I think you’re a natural at this, at dominating men. But there’s a lot you have to learn. You know what I’d like to do? I’d like to take you with me and train you to be a real dominatrix.” 
 
    “Are you kidding me?” Hannah’s eyes shone as she stared at the other woman, a smile of delight creeping across her face. “That would be awesome.” 
 
    “It will,” Elizabeth smiled. “Honestly, you have no idea. I think with a little guidance, you could easily turn professional. And you wouldn’t believe the money and the lifestyle you can get from being mean to men. But even if you don’t want to be pro, I can tell you’re enjoying this. I can teach you how to make any man your slave. I can teach you how to make men beg to serve you and spoil you like a goddess.” 
 
    “You don’t need to sell it to me,” Hannah answered. “That sounds looking amazing.” 
 
    “Then it’s settled,” Elizabeth grinned. She smiled as she turned her bright eyes on me once again. “I’m going to take your girlfriend away from you now, chastity boy. But don’t worry. There will be plenty of videos for you to watch while you fantasize about what you’ll never have.” 
 
    Again, the two women laughed at my misfortune, and the sound haunted me, tugging at the tight wires of desire tangled up in my chest. There was nothing I could do to stop any of this, even if I had wanted to. And the idea of my keyholder training my girlfriend to be even more of a dominant goddess than she already was made my head spin and my cock ache with unrelieved desire. Somehow, these two women always found another way to keep me desperate for them. 
 
    

  

 
   
    15. Long Distance Mistress 
 
    My ass was still sore as I sat down on the bed. Every time I moved, my pain was an ever present reminder of Elizabeth’s beating. The bruises seemed slow to fade. And it’s not as though I needed another reminder of her power. With my cock locked away, it was impossible to forget about her. Or about Hannah, my girlfriend. A woman that engendered even more confusing feelings in me than Elizabeth did. At least with Elizabeth, cruel as she could be, the relationship was relatively straightforward. It was a sex thing, an outlet for her whenever she felt the need to be with a man who wasn’t paying for her services. That much was clear. Besides, I barely knew her. She lived a long way away and was only in town rarely. Things between us were only ever going to be about sex, and I was more than fine with that. 
 
    With Hannah, it was different. I hadn’t known her as long as Elizabeth, but since we had met in the bar that night, I had spent a lot more time with the younger woman. And maybe it was kinky sex that had kickstarted our relationship, but don’t most relationships start from sex? I called her my girlfriend, and she called herself the same thing. It was a real relationship. It was only the strange sex we had that confused the issue. She was my girlfriend and my mistress, and I told myself that maybe that wasn’t so unusual. If the Internet was anything to go by, lots of people were living lives not too dissimilar from mine, and lots more wanted to. Still, when your girlfriend has such incredible sexual power over you, it’s hard to know exactly where you stand. 
 
    But for now, I wasn’t standing. For now, I was sitting on my bed, opening my laptop in front of me. Just as I had been instructed via text message by Elizabeth. I knew what was waiting for me. The broad strokes, if not the details. Hannah had been able to get time off work, and Elizabeth had whisked her away. She was coy about where they were going, and I didn’t press the issue. Elizabeth never liked to tell me too much. What I did know, what the women had gone out of their way to make sure I understood, was that Elizabeth would be training Hannah to be a dominatrix. 
 
    Not that my sexy girlfriend seemed to need much help in that area. She had taken to that aspect of our relationship better than I would ever have imagined. But Elizabeth insisted there was plenty she had to teach Hannah, and Hannah readily agreed. I saw the excitement that shone in her eyes when she accepted Elizabeth’s offer. I could see how much it thrilled her to think of herself dominating men with the incredible ease Elizabeth did. And I’m not going to deny the thought was sexy to me. All that teasing about Hannah being with other men had set my nerves on fire, but it was incredibly hot. Especially when I imagined her dominating them. Using them for their selfish pleasure the way Elizabeth did. I both pitied and envied the men who would get used by them. But for now, once again, my only role was to watch. 
 
    Opening up Elizabeth’s website, I entered the member’s area. I saw the new video right away, the icon floating near the top of the screen. Even through the growing excitement I was feeling, I cast a professional eye over my mistress’s website. I had to admit, in a world of cheap -looking online porn, Elizabeth was offering a premium product, and her website reflected that. 
 
    But I soon pushed all critical thoughts away as I opened the video and began to watch. And as my beaten ass throbbed underneath me, as my caged cock raged against its prison, I watched silent and helplessness at the latest chapter of my sexual humiliation. 
 
    It began, as Elizabeth’s videos so often did, with the sound of footsteps. The camera faded in on an empty room, Elizabeth’s well appointed dungeon with its menacing tools of domination hanging on the walls. The sound of my mistress’s high heels echoed with every step she took, a sound at once threatening and exciting. Even more exciting this time, as I realized there were two sets of footsteps. Of all the watching fans, I knew, I alone knew who those other footsteps belonged to. And as the sharp crack of high heels on a hard floor continue to echo from my speakers, Elizabeth entered the frame from the left. At the same time, Hannah entered from the right. Both of them moving slowly, with the same languid self – possession, they approached the padded bench that filled the center of the shot, a bench that had a sturdy – looking cage underneath it for luckless prisoners. Smiling at one another, the women sat down, both crossing their long legs. 
 
    Hannah was wearing a dress I had never seen her in before. It was black leather with an eye-catching swirl of bright red down the front. It was relatively modest, the ham ending only a little above her knees, and the neckline unexpectedly high. But it fit like a glove, the glossy leather straining over the curves of her young body in a way that was impossible to ignore. Along with her dress, Hannah wore a pair of knee-high black patent leather boots that laced up the front, the Shoppe heel making them deeply sexy and totally appropriate for a dominatrix in training. Her red hair was loose on her shoulders, a small braid at one side of her head giving her the trademark look that had attracted me to her the moment I saw her in the bar. Her beautiful eyes were shining the way they did when she was excited. 
 
    I could tell she was nervous, too. I could see it in the way her small hands gripped the padded leather seat of the bench, and the way she pressed her lips together from time to time. But I had to admit, for someone unused to being on camera, she was doing remarkably well. If I hadn’t known her as well as I did, if I was just one of Elizabeth’s submissive male audience, I don’t think I would have noticed Hannah’s nervousness at all. 
 
    And as usual, Elizabeth was doing her best to provide plenty of distraction. She sat on the bench beside Hannah wearing a pair of boots similar to the younger woman’s, but taller. They rose up the middle of her thighs, giving way at last to a skintight pair of black latex pants that hugged my mistress’s hips and flaunted the shape of her thighs as I stared at them. Above that, a black shiny PVC corset hugged her torso, emphasizing her hourglass figure. Beneath the corset, she was wearing a kind of black mesh top that covered her shoulders and arms, see-through in places but with an artful pattern of darker lace flowers to hide other parts of her. The severe and shiny black outfit matched the glossy raven hair that she wore pulled back from her face in a sleek ponytail. As always, Elizabeth looked incredible. As always, I felt a surge of wild arousal at the sight of her. As always, there was absolutely nothing I could do about it. 
 
    “Hello, slaves,” Elizabeth said, smiling as she spoke. The vibrant red of her lips was the only pop of color in her dark outfit, and it served to draw attention to that inviting mouth as she spoke. “I have an extra special treat for you today. This is my friend Hannah. Recently, Hannah started dating one of my chastity boys. You can imagine her surprise and his humiliation when she discovered that his cock belongs to me. But she soon adjusted. She quickly learned how a dominant woman can take advantage of a pathetic chastity boy. Didn’t you, Hannah?” 
 
    “Yes,” Hannah said shyly, her eyes flickering toward Elizabeth before turning toward the camera again. “Yes, I did.” And already, I could see her confidence growing just a little as she warmed to her role. Knowing Elizabeth, I was sure she would have briefed Hannah before the video began. She was a professional. All Hannah really had to do, I guess, was follow Elizabeth’s lead and look beautiful while she did it. She was already doing that remarkably well. 
 
    “So I decided to show Hannah here how much fun it is to dominate pathetic slaves like you guys,” Elizabeth said, still addressing the camera. “Over the next few weeks, I’m going to teach her how to use and abuse pathetic men. I’m going to train her to be a dominatrix just like me. Because really, all women should know what it feels like to have men groveling at our feet. All women should be able to experience that. Unfortunately, I can’t teach it to everyone in the world. But I can teach her. I’m sure you guys are going to enjoy watching Hannah come in to her power as a dominant woman. Say hi to everyone, Hannah.” 
 
    “Hi, everyone,” Hannah said, smiling bashfully at the camera. As she spoke, she raised one hand, waggling her fingers at the screen. “Hi, babe,” she added, and my heart froze for a moment in my chest as both she and Elizabeth giggled, knowing exactly who that was aimed at. 
 
    “Yes, we both know your submissive boyfriend is watching,” Elizabeth said, her dark ponytail shining on her shoulder as she turned for a moment towards Hannah. “I’m going to give him a good show. It’s going to drive him crazy seeing you play with other guys. That’s just something he’s going to have to get used to.” 
 
    Both women laughed again. And I sat on my bruised ass, numb and silent and watching this latest humiliation. There was something surreal about seeing Hannah like this. I had grown used to watching Elizabeth and her videos, but to see my girlfriend take part in them was a bizarre experience. It was every bit as teasing as I knew the women wanted it to be. Every bit as humiliating and frustrating for me to know they got to do whatever they liked, and there was nothing I can do about it. Worse, it would only make me want them more. 
 
    “Let’s get started, shall we? Elizabeth said, turning to address the camera again. “Since this is Hanna’s first session as a domme, I chosen one of my most obedient and submissive slave boys. Of course, that doesn’t mean we should go easy on him. After all, he is a man. And that means he deserves whatever punishment we decide to give him.” 
 
    Hannah laughed again, and Elizabeth smiled. I had seen this dynamic in the flesh myself, but it was working beautifully all the same, as though they had worked out in advance. Elizabeth was playing the confident and capable mentor to Hannah’s blushing novice, and it brought out the beauty in both of them. I tried not to think of all the men who were watching along with me, lusting after my girlfriend just as they lusted after my mistress. That could only make my frustration worse. 
 
    “Get in here, slave.” Elizabeth turned her face slightly to one side of the camera. I saw Hannah’s eyes grow brighter and more excited than ever at the sound of movement off-camera. Then, a man crawled into the shot on his hands and knees. Naked, or almost so. His cock was locked into a chastity device, exactly the same as the one that enclosed mine. He looked to be in his mid-40s, still in relatively decent shape, still with a full head of dark brown hair. But that was about all the attention I had to devote to him. After all, I wasn’t there to look at men. 
 
    “Now, you need to be a very good boy for Hannah,” Elizabeth said, talking down to the man crouching in front of her as though he were a child. “Since this will be her first time dominating anybody except her boyfriend, I want her to have a good experience.” 
 
    “Yes, Mistress.” The words left the man’s lips easily, and I suspected he was used to saying them. But Elizabeth shook her head, clicking her tongue as she placed the toe of one boot under the man’s chin and slowly lifted his face toward her. 
 
    “There are two mistresses present, worm,” he said, her arched eyebrows rising on her smooth forehead as she instructed her submissive. “From now on, you will have to address me as Mistress Elizabeth. And this over here is Mistress Hannah.” 
 
    “Yes, Mistress Elizabeth. Yes, Mistress Hannah.” 
 
    “Oh, I like that,” Hannah said, and the women giggled together again. I watched Hannah shift her weight on the padded seat, squeezing her thighs together in her leather dress, and I knew she wasn’t lying. I could see how much it excited her to be addressed with a term of respect, and I felt a tightness in my stomach as I suspected I would probably have to call her that when she returned, too. 
 
    “It’s important that they always show proper respect to a female superior,” Elizabeth said, addressing Hannah even as she kept one eye on the camera. “of course, as a mistress, you have to constantly keep their pathetic male egos in check. Otherwise, they start getting all kinds of silly ideas. Now, slave. You know what to do when you enter my presence. Kiss my feet and show Mistress Hannah that you know your place.” 
 
    The humiliated man didn’t hesitate. By the way he lunged toward Elizabeth’s feet, he seemed eager to debase himself in that fashion. Or maybe he just wanted to hide his face. Either way, in no time at all, he was kissing Elizabeth’s shiny boots with genuine passion, his lips moving over the leather while both women smiled down at him like beneficent goddesses deciding his face. Which, I supposed to myself, was more or less exactly what they were. 
 
    “That’s it. Lick them. Get them nice and shiny for your mistress. There better not be a single speck of dust anywhere on them.” 
 
    “Yes, Mistress Elizabeth.” 
 
    The man barely seemed able to tear his mouth away from Elizabeth’s boots long enough to answer her. His tongue slid easily over the leather, and he kept his eyes closed, And Almost rapturous look on his face as he slowly rose higher up Elizabeth’s beautiful legs. For a while, the two women just watched him, smiling in delight as they savored his humiliation. When his mouth reached Elizabeth’s knees, she reached out and placed her hand on his head. Then she tipped his head back so that he was looking up at her again. 
 
    “What about my friend?” Elizabeth said in a soft voice that nevertheless reached the camera and broadcast her words to who knew how many watching slaves. “She’s a beautiful goddess who deserves to be worshiped too, isn’t she?”  
 
    “Of course, Mistress Elizabeth.” Placing his hands back on the floor, the man crawled toward Hannah. I gritted my teeth as I watched him approach. He was gazing up at her with a look of obvious desire on his face, but his glances were furtive, as though he was afraid to be caught looking. But Hannah noticed. I knew she would. She was watching his every move, smiling down at him with an expression of glee I had seen on her face before. But Hannah had never played with anyone like this except me, and I felt a deep jealousy as I watched Elizabeth’s slave press his lips to the toes of my girlfriend’s shining boots. As shameful as it was to admit even to myself, I wanted to be him in that moment. I wanted to be the one kneeling naked for these two beauties and groveling at their gorgeous feet. Even though I knew that any contact with them would only make my deep frustration worse, would only make my cock ache all the more in its prison. That didn’t matter. 
 
    “Doesn’t it feel good when a man knows his place?” Elizabeth said to Hannah. “Doesn’t it feel good to be worshiped by a man you don’t even know? To have your female superiority acknowledged?”  
 
    “It really does,” Hannah said with a smirk. And she even turned her face to the camera as she spoke, growing in confidence seemingly by the second as she got comfortable being filmed. Then again, why wouldn’t her confidence be growing? As Elizabeth pointed out, she had a man she had only just met groveling at her feet just because of the way she looked. I could only imagine what that felt like, but I had to assume it made being confident a lot easier. 
 
    “This is very important part of a slave’s job,” Elizabeth went on. “Making sure his mistress looks good and showing her that he knows his place is groveling at her feet. Worshiping her. Of course, not all slaves are as well trained as this one. Sometimes, they need a little extra encouragement.” 
 
    Elizabeth’s skintight clothes shone as she slid off the bench. Her high heels rapped on the floor as she stepped for a moment out of the frame. Meanwhile, the submissive man went on licking Hannah’s boots. And she went on smiling down at him, wiggling again on the bench to give him better access to both her feet. I watched as she swept strands of her loose red hair back behind one ear, her beautiful eyes fixed on the man worshiping her.  
 
    It couldn’t be any clearer that my girlfriend was deeply enjoying this. That she was thrilled by her position of power. Of course, I knew she would be. After all, she so clearly loved dominating me. It was hardly a stretch to imagine she would also enjoy bossing around other men. Still, it made my heart tremble to watch. And the exciting road we were both traveling together for the first time had become something else thanks to Elizabeth. Of course, it was she who’d given it to me in the first place. And now, she was taking it away again. 
 
    Elizabeth returned to the view of the camera with a variety of implements in her hands. She set them down on the padded bench and ordered the slave to stand. Lifting his face from Hannah’s boots, he did what he was told. He stood with his hands at his sides, his eyes on the floor, completely defeated by the beauty of his mistress. He didn’t try to resist as she wrapped leather cuffs around first one wrist, then the other. On Elizabeth’s instructions, Hannah stood. I watched her pluck at her tight leather dress as she adjusted it around her body. Elizabeth ordered the man to bend over the bench, and he did as he was told. 
 
    “Lock his wrists to the bars,” Elizabeth said. Hannah was standing closer to the man’s head as he bent over the bench, and he raised his face to look at her as she tentatively approached him. When she took his wrists in her hands, I noticed she was far more gentle than she was with me. Almost hesitant. After all, this was a stranger. But she did what she was supposed to do. I watched as Hannah clipped the man’s cuffed wrist to a ring set into the bench. Then, her sharp heels echoing on the dungeon floor, she circled around behind the bench to do the same with his other arm. 
 
    Elizabeth crouched at the man’s feet. Wrapping more cuffs around his ankles, she clipped them in place at the bottom of the cage. In no time at all, the man was rendered helpless. Lying down with his chest and stomach on the padded surface the two women had just been sitting on, his bare ass exposed in front of Elizabeth. I had a feeling I knew what was coming next. I had to imagine he did too. 
 
    “It’s very important to make sure they understand the consequences for not obeying you,” Elizabeth said, adopting once again her lecturing tone as she spoke to Hannah. “Of course, when you have your slave in chastity, as all women should, it’s very easy. Either he does what you say, or he doesn’t get to cum. Still, I like to sometimes remind my boys that there are more immediate and painful consequences. Of course, this particular boy has been nice and obedient so far.” 
 
    As she spoke, Elizabeth ran the palm of her hand over the man’s buttocks, and I saw him tremble with anticipation as she teased him with her touch. “That doesn’t mean he can avoid punishment. Sometimes, I punish my slaves just because I can. Just because it’s fun for me. And that’s something they have to accept as well. Isn’t it, slave?”  
 
    As she spoke, Elizabeth smacked her hand hard against the man’s bare backside. The sharp sound echoed in the space of the dungeon, and Hannah yelped with laughter as she watched the man jump as far as his bonds would allow. 
 
    “Yes, Mistress Elizabeth,” he said at once. 
 
    Elizabeth reached for the items she had brought. She picked up one and showed it to the camera. A flat leather paddle that she hefted in a practiced hand. 
 
    “Now, the secret to a good paddling is to be thorough,” Elizabeth said. “You’ll want to hit him hard, especially if he’s pissed you off. But I would warn against that. That’s why I rarely punish a man when I’m angry. It’s better to hit a little softer but be more thorough. The pain becomes cumulative. You want to make sure you cover his entire ass so that he won’t be able to sit down for a week without thinking about how he displeased you.” 
 
    While she spoke, Elizabeth laid into the man’s ass. The paddle cracked against his bare skin, and he grunted in pain with each blow. I could see the skin reddening as Elizabeth went about her work, standing to the side of the bench and swinging the paddle in a steady rhythm. She knew what she was doing. Again, I found myself wondering how may times she had done this. How many men did she have at her beck and call? Not that it mattered. 
 
    “That’s turning a nice shade of red now,” Elizabeth said, raising her head to look over the prostrated man at Hannah. “Come over here and feel the heat coming off this thing.” 
 
    I watched, along with Elizabeth’s other nameless, faceless slaves, as Hannah circled around behind the bench. Her leather dress grew tight around her thighs with every step she took, and I groaned with unrelieved desire at the sight of her ass as she passed in front of the camera. Smiling, she stood next to Elizabeth, behind the man. At Elizabeth’s bidding, she held out her hand close to the man’s reddened backside, feeling the warmth coming off it. 
 
    “Here. You try.” With that, Elizabeth handed the paddle to Hannah. Hannah took it, her eyes wide and a broad grin showing on her face as she felt its weight in her hand. Still, she hesitated. 
 
    “I’ve never hit a man before,” she said. 
 
    “Don’t worry, it’s easy,” Elizabeth said. “Besides, he deserves it. I know he’s been a good boy today, but that’s only because I trained him to be one. When he first came to me, he was just like the others. Selfish. Arrogant. A man, in other words. He deserves a paddling just for having a penis. Don’t you, slut?” 
 
    “Yes, Mistress Elizabeth,” the man said, his voice muffled as his face was pressed to the padded bench. “Please, Mistress Hannah. I deserve this for being an inferior male.” 
 
    Hannah laughed out loud, and after a moment, Elizabeth joined her. 
 
    “See?” Elizabeth said as her laughter subsided. “Besides, being spanked by a pretty girl like you will be the highlight of this pervert’s month. So go ahead. And make it count. Let him know you were there.” 
 
    With that, Elizabeth stepped back. Her high heels rang out as she circled around behind the bench, standing near the middle and placing one hand on the submissive man’s back. Still with some hesitance, Hannah took up the spot Elizabeth had just vacated. She lifted the paddle in her hand and swung it toward the man, gasping as the blow landed. 
 
    “Good,” Elizabeth said. “Again. Harder this time.” 
 
    And Hannah did as she was told. She swung the paddle again and again, and the crack of the blows was hardly less than it had been when Elizabeth was delivering them. In a matter of minutes, I could see Hannah warming to her task. Soon, her eyes were blazing as she laid into the man, the muscles of her arms flexing as she beat him. The man was yelping in pain, the blows accumulating to make his ass burn, and I felt a sympathetic throb my own skin as I watched. 
 
    “Excellent,” Elizabeth said with a grin. “What do you say, slut?” 
 
    “Thank you for teaching me the error of my ways, Mistress Hannah,” the man said at once, and Elizabeth chuckled. 
 
    Meanwhile, I looked at Hannah. She had stopped beating the man, and was standing still behind him, the paddle now hanging from her hand at her side. The leather of her tight dress gleamed as her chest rose and fell. A stray strand of red hair clung to her cheek. Her eyes were wide and wild, her teeth showing between her painted lips as she sucked in air. She looked at the man exposed in front of her, then at Elizabeth, then back at the beaten man. The wildness in her gaze made my cock throb. Right there on the screen, I was watching Hannah taste again the intoxicating power I knew she loved. Tasting a new flavor of dominance. It was enough to make a cold thrill of fear race through me as I wondered what it would mean for me. My ass was still aching from the beating Elizabeth had given me, and I worried that Hannah would develop a taste for doling out punishment. Of course, I would take whatever she wanted to give me. That seemed a foregone conclusion. 
 
    Stepping toward the head of the bench, Elizabeth unfastened the man’s wrists. Then she circled around to where Hannah stood and unlocked his ankles too. Without a word, she pointed to the floor at her feet. At once, the man dropped back onto his hands and knees. Elizabeth took up her spot sitting on top of the cage again. After a moment, Hannah joined her. 
 
    My girlfriend was smiling once again, smiling for the camera as she settled into her place. But I noticed the way her body moved. I noticed the way her thighs rubbed together as she sat, the way her hand plucked at the hem of her dress. I knew what it looked like when Hannah was turned on. And there was no denying that that was what I was seeing. Beating this stranger had gotten my girlfriend’s pussy wet, and that knowledge made my cock ache as he submissively began to kiss both Elizabeth’s and Hannah’s feet again. 
 
    “And that’s how you paddle a slave,” Elizabeth said, addressing the camera as she sat next to Hannah. “Tune into my next video to see Hannah’s next lesson in dominating men. By the time I’m done with her, she’s going to be the mistress of all your submissive fantasies.” 
 
    Elizabeth smiled as she spoke, and Hannah giggled. I wondered if I was the only person watching who detected the wildness in that giggle, the burning excitement that seemed to possess my girlfriend. I didn’t have to wonder what it meant for me when she returned. 
 
    

  

 
   
    16. Reuniting With His Dominant Girlfriend 
 
    I almost winced at the sight of her. As though her beauty were a weapon that wounded me on contact. In a way, I Suppose it was. It was what kept me serving her so pathetically and humiliatingly. It was what kept me trapped, besides the unyielding steel device locked onto my cock. The chastity device gave Elizabeth all the power in the world to do with me as she saw fit. But that was merely physical. Mentally, I was a prisoner too. Of Elizabeth, and increasingly of Hannah. The two women were all I could think off, and even sleep was no escape. Their faces and their bodies were grafted onto my dreams. 
 
    Of course, the endless stream of videos didn’t help. It seemed as though Elizabeth uploaded a new one every few days. And I was compelled to watch them all. Under orders to do so. But it wouldn’t have mattered if I hadn’t been. I wouldn’t have been able to not watch them. Even though I knew it could only increase my torment. Even though I knew it could only make my suffering worse. It didn’t matter. For now, for as long as she was away, all I could have of Hannah or of Elizabeth was the videos. And so I would take what I could get. Even though the chastity device bit into my cock as it tried to swell while I watched their adventures. Even though shame burned inside me like some hidden sun, driving me ever deeper into submission to them. It didn’t matter. I was hooked. 
 
    The videos were certainly arresting. In each one I watched, Hannah seemed to grow in confidence and comfort with her new role. As Elizabeth walked her through the finer points of female domination, Hannah seemed to become ever more comfortable with being in charge. Not that that had really been a problem, even from the day we met. But soon, I could see my girlfriend was talking and walking and carrying herself just like Elizabeth did. 
 
    Soon, she was the one giving the orders. Like any good teacher, Elizabeth let her take on more and more of the dominant role while she herself supervised. The two of them made an unbelievably erotic team. As I watched Hannah order strange men around, as I watched her make them grovel at her feet and submit to her with and beg to be used by her, I knew that everything I was seeing would eventually be practiced on me. 
 
    To say nothing of the outfits. Just like Elizabeth, Hannah never wore the same outfit twice in a video. Though the women were close in size, Elizabeth had mentioned that most of her stuff was custom-made to fit her. And judging by the way these new outfits fit my girlfriend, I suspected they were going to the same tailor. I had to assume Elizabeth was paying for it. After all, she had plenty of money. Her submissive slaves couldn’t seem to throw enough dollars in her direction.  
 
    I didn’t blame them. Had I been instructed to, I had little doubt I would’ve done the same. After all, it’s not like I was able to resist her any other way. I was just lucky that Elizabeth didn’t demand that from me. She wanted what we had to stay free of money. She wanted it to remain fun instead of business. But every sexy outfit she dressed my girlfriend up in made me desire Hannah more. And as Elizabeth knew better than anyone, the more I desired her, the more readily I would submit to her wild whims. 
 
    For three long weeks, I waited. Three weeks without even the faintest hope of release. Three weeks of unbelievable frustration, with my cock locked away and the only woman who could release it in an unknown location, bombarding me with regular videos of her and my girlfriend. Maybe my only bit of luck in that time was that, while it seemed at times things might go that way, Hannah didn’t sleep with any of the men she dominated. Nor did Elizabeth in her presence. Sometimes, Elizabeth did that with slaves, even on video. But not this time. The men they dominated remained just as frustrated and denied as I was. At least on camera. Then again, who knew what went on behind closed doors? 
 
    And these were just some of the thoughts that plagued me as I stood in the airport, waiting for Hannah to return. I checked the arrivals board as though a change in the flight status could possibly bring her to me faster. The plane had already landed, and all I could do was wait for her to appear from behind the security cordon. And while I waited, I was plagued by doubts and fears. Would she be the same girl she had been when she left with Elizabeth? A girl who was already unbelievably dominant and well aware of her sexual power, of course. But now, she’d seen more of this dark and beautiful world. She had seen just how far she could push things. She had seen just what her beauty and her desirability would let her get away with. Elizabeth, as I had seen in the videos, had created a dominatrix in her own mold. I knew that Elizabeth was capable of seemingly anything. I wondered if the same now applied to Hannah. 
 
    When she finally appeared out of the crowd, my heart lurched at the sight of her. Her eyes caught mine across the busy arrivals hall, and the slow smile that crept across her face made me melt with desire for her. She was wearing a sleeveless black top with drawstrings at the front and a pair of tight blue jeans tucked into black leather knee-high boots with a tall square heel. A thin silver chain around one ankle caught my eye, shining with every step she took. I’d never seen a woman wearing an anklet over her boots before. But I didn’t have much time or interest in thinking about it further. Hannah was striding toward me, pulling her suitcase after her, and her clothes flaunted her gorgeous body as she approached, making my cock surge and ache as though in recognition of her feminine power as she walked toward me. 
 
    I hurried forward. I couldn’t help myself. It was impossible to disentangle feelings of lust from other emotions, given how powerful they were. But I was genuinely glad to see her. Even though it was Elizabeth, not Hannah, who was my keyholder. Hannah couldn’t give me what I so deeply needed, at least sexually. But as I wrapped my arms around her, inhaling the familiar scent of her shampoo and perfume, I realized there were other things I wanted that Elizabeth couldn’t provide. And maybe Hannah could. 
 
    Was I falling for this girl? This woman who treated me so badly and took such pleasure in teasing and humiliating me? Certainly, as I held her gorgeous body in my arms, I felt like I never wanted to let go. And even though I was never free of sexual desire thanks to the chastity I was in, I had the feeling that wasn’t all that was going on. 
 
    “Oh my God, someone’s happy to see me,” Hannah murmured in my ear. 
 
    “You have no idea,” I said. I pressed my lips against hers, kissing her wildly and passionately, as desperate for her touch as a drowning man is for air. She kissed me back, wrapping her arms around my shoulders. Perhaps the whole airport was watching, but I didn’t care. It was our reunion, and it dawned on me that I hadn’t realized just how much I missed her until that moment. Now that she was back in my arms, I felt complete in a way I hadn’t in weeks. 
 
    Finally, with a giggle, Hannah lifted her lips away from mine. I didn’t stop kissing her. Instead, I trailed kisses down her neck, breathing in the smell of her hair with every breath. She squirmed in my arms, but I didn’t let her go. Finally, she raised one foot from the floor, and I grunted as she pressed her thigh against my groin. Her leg slid up and down against the chastity device, and I saw her eyes shining as she peered into mine. 
 
    “It’s nice to know you’re glad to see me,” Hannah said. “But we don’t want to make a scene here, do we? Or do we? Because if you do, trust me. I could make quite the scene. But I don’t think you’d like it. What if I ordered you to get on your knees and kiss my boots right here in front of everyone?” 
 
    “Oh my God,” I groaned, and Hannah burst out laughing. 
 
    “See? I bet I could make you do it, too. Couldn’t I?” 
 
    She still had her arms around my neck, loosely now, her wrists draped over my shoulders as she leaned back. Her gorgeous blue eyes studied my face, moving over my expression the way they so often did when it seemed she was trying to read my mind. In its cage, my cock throbbed at her words, and I felt my cheeks burning with red shame under her gaze. 
 
    “Probably,” I admitted. Anna threw back her head, a stream of laughter bursting like birdsong from her throat. 
 
    “That’s what I thought,” she smiled. “So consider yourself lucky I’m not making you do it. I can wait until we get home for you to worship me properly. Now, get my bag.” 
 
    With that imperious command, Hannah untangled herself from me. Grabbing the handle of her rolling suitcase, I turned to follow her through the busy airport. Her words had shocked me, even though I knew they probably shouldn’t have. I expected her to come back changed. Who wouldn’t, after what she had seen and done? And anyway, it was what I wanted. Seeing her come into her power as a dominatrix was one of the sexiest things I had ever witnessed. Still, it scared me. Hannah had been plenty dominant before her sessions with Elizabeth. But now, I suspected, her power over me would be completely unstoppable. 
 
    “Where are you parked?” 
 
    “Just over here.” 
 
    Taking the lead, I lead Hannah through the airport’s multistory car park. Her boot heels rapped on the concrete as she followed me. I tried to slow down. I was desperate to get her home, even though I knew we wouldn’t be having sex. Her threat of having me worship her was buzzing inside my skull, and I was practically drooling at the thought. Because deep down, that was what I wanted. To take my gorgeous girlfriend home and worship her the way she deserved. It was all I could think about as I tried not to rush her toward the car. 
 
    Opening the trunk, I lifted her suitcase and hurled it inside. Meanwhile, Hannah climbed into the passenger seat. I hurried around to the driver side, climbing in beside her. It was already apparent to me the new confidence she had. It showed in her every move. The way she seemed to expect me to serve her and to wait on her. Of course, I was more than willing to do it. As I turned on the car’s engine, I turned to look at her again, and Hannah smiled at me as she turned in her seat, leaning against the door. 
 
    “You look incredible, by the way,” I said. 
 
    “I know,” Hannah grinned. My mind flashed back to something Elizabeth had once said, about how slaves don’t deserve thanks, and that anything they do for their mistress is no more than their duty. She had trained my girlfriend well. While I watched, Hannah lifted her feet from the floor and placed her boots on the dashboard in front of her, each foot thumping as she put it in place. 
 
    “Did you see this?” she said with a smile. As she spoke, she hooked one finger under the thin chain around one ankle, lifting it slightly. 
 
    “Yeah, I did. It’s very – oh my God. Is that –?” 
 
    “Yep,” Hannah giggled. “It’s the key to your cock cage. Elizabeth felt I did such a good job learning to be a dominatrix that she made a copy, so now she has one and I have one.” 
 
    “Oh my God,” I said again. I felt lightheaded as I sat there in the car, its running engine drowned out by the roaring of my blood in my ears. I had hardly dared hope for such a thing, even though I was painfully aware of the possibility. Deep down, it was what I wanted. Holding the key to my release would give Hannah tremendous power over me, but it was better than having the only key held by a woman who only saw me a few times a year.  
 
    Still, I knew better than to expect any special favors. Even the old Hannah would have milked the power she held for all it was worth. This new, even more dominant version was sure to make me earn any possible release. But I couldn’t help myself. As I looked at the small silver key hanging from the chain around her ankle, it seemed as though everything I had ever wanted in the world hung from that tiny piece of jewelry. As Hannah was deeply aware, I would do just about anything to get what I needed. 
 
    “Please, Hannah, I’m begging you,” I said. “Please, I need to cum so badly. I need to fuck you. I’ll do anything you want. I mean it. I’ll go back into the airport and lick your boots right there if that’s what it takes.” 
 
    Throwing her head back against the headrest, Hannah exploded in laughter. She gripped her knees as she rocked with joy in her seat, the key swinging on its tiny chain. For a fleeting moment, I thought about grabbing it. Of snatching it and letting myself go there and then. Even though I knew that would spell the end, it was a hard thought to dismiss. I needed a release so badly that just about anything seemed permissible. 
 
    The only thing that stopped me was the thought that if I did that, it might spell the end of our relationship. If I broke the rules in such flagrant fashion, maybe Hannah would decide she didn’t want to see me at all. And that was just about enough to make me behave, even though the lust I felt seemed almost impossible to resist. When I told her I would do anything for sex, I had meant it. But clearly, there were some things I wouldn’t do. And the realization that I didn’t want to jeopardize our strange relationship managed to echo in some dull hollow of my heart even through the wild desire I was feeling. 
 
    “That’s what I like to hear,” Hannah grinned. “Still, I am going to make you earn it. I don’t think Elizabeth would be very impressed if I came home and released you straightaway. What kind of mistress would I be then? No, I’m going to have to make you do some stuff for me first. You wouldn’t want it any other way, would you?” 
 
    Hannah batted her eyelashes playfully at me as she spoke. I stared at her with a mix of desire and anger and admiration. She was incredible. As amazing as Elizabeth, in her own way. Maybe even more so. Because Elizabeth may have taken years to become who she was. Hannah, on the other hand, had gone from being a girl who never played these kinky games to being an absolute master of them. I had to grudgingly admire that, even though I was the recipient of her cruelty. 
 
    “I guess not,” I growled as I turned my face away from her, gripping the steering wheel. 
 
    “That’s what I thought,” Hannah said smugly. “Now, get us out of here. Let’s go to your place. I’ll decide what I want to do with you on the way.” 
 
    In silence, I drove us out of the parking lot. For now, we both stayed silent. As I drove, I glanced over at her now and again. She was staring out of the window with a dreamy expression on her face. Maybe she really was plotting what she would have me do to earn my release. Maybe she was reliving the tumultuous events of the last three weeks. Either way, I would’ve given anything to peer inside her thoughts that moment. But I knew that I would only learn what was on her mind when she decided to reveal it to me. 
 
    “Good trip?” I asked. 
 
    “Amazing trip,” Hannah said, without turning away from the window. “God, that woman is incredible. I can see why you’re so into her.” 
 
    “I’m not that into her,” I said. “I mean, sexually, obviously. But I don’t even really know her. You probably know her better than I do at this point.” 
 
    “Probably,” Hannah said. “Did you like our videos? 
 
    “They were amazing,” I said, while Hannah Left again. “I don’t know how many subscribers she has, but you must have driven them all fucking crazy. You were so beautiful in those videos. I mean, oh my God.” 
 
    Hannah laughed again, but said nothing. Meanwhile, my doubts and fears were talking at my heart again. I open my mouth, then closed it again, trying to think of the best way to broach the subject I was nervous to bring up, even though I knew I couldn’t leave it alone.  
 
    “Did you… I mean, all those menu played with,” I said at last. From the corner of my eye, I could see Hannah turning to face me with a quizzical expression on her face. “I know in the videos, you didn’t,” I went on, speaking hurriedly to get the words out before I lost my nerve completely. “But did you –?” 
 
    “Did I fuck them?” Hannah spoke the words as though there were no more normal question in the world. Dumbly, I nodded. As casually as she spoke, I thought I detected an edge in her words that made me nervous. Beside me in her seat, Hannah stretched slowly before answering. 
 
    “I did so many things, with so many men,” she said at last. “Things you wouldn’t believe. Things I never thought I would do in my life. She has, like, an endless supply of submissive little bitches who will do whatever she says. I could have fucked every single one of them. I could’ve made them beg to fuck me. Some of them were even more submissive than you. If I wanted to, I could have had them eating my pussy from morning till night and thanking me for the privilege. Is that what you wanted to hear?” 
 
    “No. Yes, kind of. I don’t know,” I said. My eyes on the road, I almost jumped when Hannah suddenly placed a hand on my leg. 
 
    “Do you think I’m a slut?” She asked quietly. 
 
    “No,” I protested, “not at all.” 
 
    “Then why would you ask me something like that?” Hannah said. “I’m not Elizabeth. I’m not your mistress. I mean, I guess I am. But not like that. You said yourself, with her, it’s just about sex. I thought you and I had something more than that.” 
 
    “We do,” I said. “We totally do. I just asked because I know you could if you wanted to. And I know Elizabeth has talked about it.” 
 
    “About how you couldn’t stop me fucking other men if I chose to do so?” Hannah said, speaking slowly and enunciating every word she spoke. “About how I deserve to get fucked by better men than you, with better cocks. That kind of thing?” 
 
    “Yeah, that kind of thing,” 
 
    “Pull over here.” 
 
    Hannah lifted her hand from my leg as she spoke, pointing toward an insignificant sidestreet. This wasn’t the way home. And my nervousness, already heightened by her return and the conversation we had been having, bloomed inside me. 
 
    “Why?” 
 
    “Don’t ask why. Just do as you’re told.” 
 
    I turned down the street, and Hannah directed me to turn down another. We were in some industrial area not far from the airport, surrounded by the blind windows of shipping warehouses. It was the weekend, and everywhere seemed closed. As my car rolled down the quiet streets, there seemed to be no one around us. 
 
    “Park here.” 
 
    As I steered my car toward the curb, Hannah unbuckled her seatbelt. An alarm chimed as she opened her door and stepped out of the car. 
 
    “Hannah, where are you going?” I called after her. But she didn’t answer. Walking behind the car, she opened the trunk. In the rearview mirror, I watched her reflection rummage in her suitcase. That was a minor relief, at least. For a moment, I had felt she might storm off, insulted by my questions. Instead, Hannah found what she was after and shut the trunk. Her boot heels rang out with her rapid steps as she circled around the car and climbed back into the passenger seat. 
 
    “Give me your hands,” she ordered. Swiveling in her seat to face me, she reached toward my arms. I held them out, and steel flashed in her hand as she snapped a cuff onto my wrist. Then she looped the chain through the steering wheel in front of me and locked the cuffs on to my other wrist. 
 
    “Hannah, what are you doing?” I asked. My protests were halfhearted. In fact, my cock was raging with desire as she bound me. I could only hope this was the precursor to some exciting game. And if so, I was all in. 
 
    “I’m too nice to you,” Hannah said. Finally smiling at me and making my heart contract with relief. 
 
    “Yes you are, Mistress Hannah,” I said, and Hannah giggled at my use of her title. 
 
    “One of the pieces of advice Elizabeth gave me was to not let you out unless your hands are tied or you’re otherwise immobilized,” Hannah said, her bright eyes peering into mine. “Let’s face it. You’re much stronger than me physically, anyway. Once the cage is off, she said, you’ll have an overwhelming temptation to touch yourself, and I might not be able to stop you. This way, I can let you out but still control when you get to cum.” 
 
    “Oh my God, Hannah,” I breathed. “Right here?” 
 
    “You told me you needed it,” Hannah shrugged. “Are you telling me now that you don’t?” 
 
    “No, Hannah, please,” I said, making her laugh again. “I’ll take it. I’ll take it here or anywhere else you’ll give it to me.” 
 
    “Damn right you will.” 
 
    I watched as Hannah raised her feet to the dashboard again. Slowly, smiling at me the whole time, she unfastened the chain around her left ankle. Holding it in one hand, she reached for the front of my pants and unzipped them. It was clear that she had mastered Elizabeth’s languid control as she slid the key into the cage and unlocked it. Removing it, she set it on the dash. Meanwhile, my cock swelled alarmingly, rising to a full and throbbing erection in a matter of seconds. Grinning, Hannah wrapped her hand around it. 
 
    “You wouldn’t believe what we made those men do,” she said as she began to stroke. “Not just in the videos. That’s how Elizabeth lives her life. She has this rotating cast of men serving her everywhere, just desperate for some of her attention. They clean her house. They do her shopping. They pay for everything. They worship the ground she walks on. That’s what it’s like being a pro domme, she told me. It seems pretty amazing.”  
 
    “Are you thinking of going pro?” I asked, through the rising tide of lust that was overtaking me as Hannah played with my cock. 
 
    “I don’t know,” Hannah said slowly. “It’s tempting. But look how jealous you get. I don’t think you could handle it.” 
 
    “I don’t know either, Hannah,” I said true. “You looked so fucking sexy dominating those men though.” 
 
    “Did I?” Hannah grinned. 
 
    “You were incredible,” I sighed. 
 
    Releasing her grip on my cock, Hannah turned in her seat. Now, she lay her legs across my lap, one black boot on either side of my throbbing cock. I groaned as she trapped it between her calves, sliding her boots up and down to tease me while I writhed helplessly. 
 
    “Did you see that video where Elizabeth made her slave cum on her boots and then lick them clean again?” 
 
    “Of course.” I had seen every video they made. I remembered that one as vividly as all the rest. The deep humiliation the man had been forced to endure. It wasn’t my kind of thing. In fact, the idea repelled me. But Hannah’s eyes had a faraway look as she studied my face, half lost in reminiscences. 
 
    “He would have cum on my boots too, if she ordered it,” Hannah said. “But I was nervous about it. Having some strange man come on any part of me just felt — I don’t know, weird. Now, you’re a strange man too. But at least I know you.” I groaned as Hannah’s boots slid up and down my shaft endlessly. 
 
    “That’s right,” she grinned. “It seems like the ultimate show of submission to me. You said you would do anything. As fun as it would be to make you kiss my feet in the airport, I think this will be even more fun. Just between the two of us. So that’s what’s going to happen. I’m going to let you cum right now, and you’re going to have to lick it up afterward. Deal?” 
 
    The competition was in no way fair. My stomach churned at the thought of doing what Hannah wanted, but my lust drowned out everything else. My cock was raging, trapped by her legs, and I felt almost ready to pass out from the intense pressure of the moment. Still, I hesitated. But I couldn’t resist her, and Hannah knew that. She giggled as she watched me struggling, caught between the desire to serve and the reluctance to be so brutally humiliated. I hissed through gritted teeth, and Hannah exploded with laughter. 
 
    “Yes, Hannah, I’ll do it. I’ll do whatever you say. Just, please, let me cum.”  
 
    “That’s what I thought,” Hannah said with a sly smile. Leaning forward, she took the head of my cock in her hand. Squeezing her legs together, she stroked the top of my cock. I groaned as pleasure overtook me. “Go ahead then, slave,” Hannah grinned, emphasizing the word slave as she toyed with me. “Come on you mistress’s boots to show her how happy you are that she’s home, and then you can lick it all up again.” 
 
    “Oh fuck!” I cursed and cried out as pleasure overtook me. My orgasm exploded inside me, leaving me breathless, and my cock erupted in Hannah’s hand. She shrieked in delight as I spurted my cum high into the air, my semen splattering all over her boots as it fell back down. Still my cock went on throbbing, pouring forth molten rivers of my pleasure to pool on the leather of her boots. 
 
    For a while, I just sat there, panting in my seat and overcome by the power of the sensations I was feeling. Hannah sat back against the door, letting me recover but watching me closely. As my lust cooled, my sense of disgrace and humiliation only grew. In some optimistic corner of my heart, I hoped she might relent. But deep down, I knew better than that. Hannah was a great many things, but merciful wasn’t really one of them. 
 
    “You know what you have to do,” Hannah purred, and as I turned to her, the sly smile on her face terrified me. “Don’t tell me you’re not as obedient as Elizabeth’s slaves? Don’t tell me you’re going to make me regret unlocking you?” 
 
    “No,” I croaked. Smiling, Hannah lifted one foot from my lap, propping her boot heel on the door beside me. 
 
    “Do it then,” she ordered. “Get my boots nice and shiny to show me you know your place in my life from now on.” 
 
    And Hannah’s wild laughter rang in my ears as I did what she wanted. Closing my eyes, grimacing through the shame and humiliation. I did it. I licked my own cum off her boots. Then, as she lifted the other, I licked that one clean too. I swallowed my own clinging semen while Hannah laughed and laughed at what she had made me do. There was no more doubt in my mind. A new chapter of our lives had begun. 
 
    

  

 
   
    17. A Chastity Boy’s Reward 
 
      
 
    Back in my apartment, the washing machine was humming. Hannah had come home with plenty of laundry that needed doing, and the moment we got into the house, she made it clear that it was my job to do it all. In the meantime, she just sat there looking pretty. She still wore her boots over her tight jeans, and the anklet with the key to my chastity over the left boot. She sat with her legs crossed, left foot raised off the ground, the silver chain sparkling noticeably against the black leather of her boot to taunt me. I recognized the smile she had on her face. An expression I had seen many times before. A deep satisfaction with what she was doing and how easy I was making it for her. An endless delight in how everything was progressing. 
 
    And why shouldn’t she be delighted? Hannah had everything she wanted. A submissive man ready to do whatever she said, no matter how degrading it might be. Even though I knew it was all in my head, I could still feel my own cum in my belly, like a deep humiliation I just couldn’t get rid of. As though that pathetic act of submission had changed everything. It wasn’t like I had been able to resist her up to that point. But now, it seemed a line had been crossed. If Hannah hadn’t known it already, she knew for sure now that she could get me to do absolutely anything. If I would do that for her, what line wouldn’t I cross? 
 
    And of course, that key gave her all the power she needed. After our adventure in the car, she had slid the chastity device back onto my cock and locked me up again. Once the key was secured around her ankle once again, she unlocked my hands from the steering wheel and instructed me to drive her home. Of course, I did as she said. And once we were back at my place, she wasted no time in ordering me around. 
 
    “Oh chastity boy?” Hannah said as I reentered the room, after feeding her dirty clothes into my washing machine. 
 
    “Yes?” I asked.  
 
    “Fetch me a drink, that’s a good boy,” Hannah grinned. As she spoke, I could see the way she squeezed her thighs together in her tight jeans, one hand between them as she smiled at me. I didn’t doubt that she was excited. After all, it was obvious. And that in turn excited me. Once again, I was conscious of the tightness of my chastity device as my cock tried uselessly to swell. It didn’t matter that I had had an orgasm on the way home. With Hannah around to tease and taunt me, I felt just as desperately horny as ever. Just as she knew I would. 
 
    Returning to the kitchen, I did as I was told. I fetched my young mistress a drink. Lately, I had started keeping things in the house I knew she liked. Particular items of food and certain drinks. More and more, I reflected as I poured her a glass, we were slipping into the roles of boyfriend and girlfriend. But also, we had this other side to our relationship. The dark and deviant delight that came from playing at mistress and slave. It was that that occupied most of our time. But not all of it.  
 
    Sometimes, I got the sense that I was almost sleepwalking into a relationship with her. The kinky sex was disguising what was really going on, making it seem bolder and more unconventional than it really was. But set that aside, and the naked truth was that I had a girlfriend. For the first time in a long time, I was in a relationship, and just because it might be somewhat unconventional, that didn’t mean it wasn’t real. 
 
    “Good boy,” Hannah beamed at me as I returned to the living room and handed her a drink. She didn’t thank me, I noticed. And I thought of Elizabeth and her training, how she had taken a woman who was already surprisingly good at being a dominatrix and instructed her in how to be more effective at controlling men. Not thanking me was all part of that, I knew.  
 
    “You’ve become quite the little tyrant, haven’t you?” I said. I would never have talked to Elizabeth that way, and we both knew it. But my relationship with the two women was completely different. Even though both were based on domination and submission, I was far more comfortable around Hannah that I was around Elizabeth. Even now that Hannah also held the key to my release. 
 
    “Well, that was the whole point, wasn’t it?” Hannah said. “You know you love it. Doing as you’re told. Doing all my errands for me. All I have to do is sit here and look beautiful.”  
 
    “Which you’re doing an excellent job of, by the way.”  
 
    Hannah smiled as I spoke. Her lips parted, showing her white teeth, and for a moment, I wondered if she was going to thank me out of force of habit. But she didn’t. Elizabeth had trained her well. She just smiled and, tossing her red hair back from her face, took a sip of her drink. 
 
    “What are you thinking about right now, chastity boy?” Hannah said in a quiet voice as she lowered the glass from her lips. 
 
    “Sex,” I said plainly, making her giggle. 
 
    “With me?” 
 
    “Of course with you.” 
 
    “You can’t have that, chastity boy. Such a shame.” As she spoke, Hannah raised her left foot, pointing her toes as the leather of her boot creaked. The chastity key dangled from its chain around her ankle, swaying back and forth hypnotically as I stared at it. The tone of her voice suggested she didn’t think it was a shame at all. In fact, I knew she reveled in it.  
 
    “You know what I sometimes wonder? Why you don’t just rip this key off me and set yourself free.” 
 
    “I’ve thought about it,” I admitted. Hannah shifted her weight on the sofa, wiggling in her seat with evident delight.  
 
    “Really? Are you thinking about it now?”  
 
    “Yes,” I admitted. 
 
    “Naughty boy,” Hannah replied. “And what would you do after that? After you took the key off me, what then?” 
 
    “I’d unlock myself,” I said slowly. Standing in front of Hannah, I stared down at her, noticing the gleam in her gorgeous blue eyes. I knew what she wanted. I had spent enough time with this woman and explored our complementary fetishes long enough to have an idea of what she needed to hear. Besides, it was no more than the truth. “I’d take you to the bedroom. I’d throw you down on the bed. I’d pull off your boots and peel off those jeans. And I’d fuck you.” 
 
    “Really?” Hannah beamed. 
 
    “Of course,” I said. “I’d plunge my hard cock deep inside your pussy and fuck you until you screamed.” 
 
    Dirty talk had never really been my thing. But at that moment, it was all I had. And in the state of sexual arousal I was in, the words came easily to my lips. Besides, it was working. Hannah was gazing up at me from the couch with a look of absolute joy on her face. She loved hearing this. As though she didn’t already know what she was doing to me. As though my unquestioning submission to her wild whims wasn’t proof enough of how badly I desired her, how desperately I needed her. As unbelievably self-confident as Hannah generally appeared, she was as susceptible to a compliment as any other woman. 
 
    “That sounds like it might hurt,” Hannah said quietly. 
 
    “It might,” I shrugged. “But that would be your problem, not mine.” 
 
    “Oh you brute,” Hannah giggled. She uncrossed her legs, and I watched the key dangling from her ankle as she extended her left foot until her boot heel touch the floor. This was starting to feel like a dangerous game. Hannah’s obvious excitement inspired me to keep going, and I could hardly believe the things I was saying in her presence. But at the same time, we both knew where the real power lay. A single word from Hannah could bring me to my knees. And yet something was stirring inside me all the same. And inside her, too, I could see. 
 
    “I forgot to make you take your clothes off,” Hannah said. “Elizabeth insists on that. Behind closed doors, a boy like you should always be naked. Go ahead. Strip off and let me see that locked away cock again.” 
 
    After the little fantasy we had just shared, her words seemed even more jarring. But I knew how little choice I had. Hannah smiled smugly as she watched me undress, shedding my clothes until nothing remained but the chastity device. It felt as tight as ever as I stood in front of her, desperate for her gorgeous body yet terrified of displeasing her. And still, those wild ideas raised in my mind. Thoughts of overpowering her and making her bend to my will for once. Thoughts of reclaiming my manhood, of being for once as selfish and demanding as she always was. Those thoughts still buzzed in my head as I stood naked before my dominant girlfriend. 
 
    “I think you’re getting ideas above your station,” Hannah said, her blue eyes blazing as though our relative positions change the whole tenor of our interaction. Now that she loomed above me, she had reclaimed her power. Of course, I reminded myself, she had never really lost it. I still carried some wild hope that my words might excite her enough to let me act out my little fantasy. But even if she did, it would be on her terms and at her say-so. If I were allowed to be dominant for change, it would be just that: her allowing me to do it. These webs of power and submission only seemed to get more tangled the more we explored him. 
 
    “On your knees,” Hannah said sharply, and giggled when I did what she said without question. Almost as though she had been in doubt. Almost as though for once, she wasn’t completely sure that I would follow her orders immediately. 
 
    “Crawl over here,” she ordered, her voice gaining confidence now. I shuffled forward on my knees, stopping as I reached her feet. Hannah lifted her left foot and tapped the toe of her boot against the shining steel of my chastity cage. 
 
    “Look at that useless thing, all locked away in there,” she said, her eyes burning now as she stared down at the device. “I have the ultimate power over it. You can’t even get hard without my permission. Elizabeth is a genius. This is fucking amazing.” 
 
    The toe of her boot moved over my cage, and I just stayed there, on my knees, my hands at my sides as my beautiful young mistress toyed with my captive manhood. Sliding her toe under it, she lifted it slightly and let it drop, laughing again as it bounced. Inside, of course, my cock was raging at all this attention, trying to burst the bonds of the device that held it. Useless, of course. If that were possible, it would’ve happened a long time ago. 
 
    “Look how close the key is,” Hannah smirked. I followed her eyes to the key dangled from her ankle, mere inches from my throbbing cock. “It would only take a second to reach out and grab it and set yourself free right now. I doubt I could stop you. You’re stronger than me, at least physically. Though not in any other way. You could have your way with me. And who knows? Maybe I’d even enjoy it. Nothing makes you feel more like a woman than when a real man just takes you and does what he wants with you. God, it’s so fucking hot.” 
 
    Hannah bit her lower lip as she spoke, her eyes shining and her voice dripping with lust. My head was buzzing. Was that what she wanted? If so, I was more than ready to give it to her. Down by my side, my right hand clenched and unclenched as I slowly lifted it toward her leg. I studied her face, the look of lust there driving me on as I tentatively reached toward the chain that held my key. 
 
    “Not so fast.” 
 
    Hannah’s face suddenly transformed into a grin as she lifted her left foot. As I raised my hand toward it, she placed her foot on my wrist, pushing it down toward the floor. My wrist was caught under her high heel. Hannah grunted as she pressed it to the floor, shifting forward in the seat to put more weight on it and hold me in place. Her red hair hung around her pretty face as she leaned forward, her elbows on her knees as she peered deep into my eyes the way she often did when it seemed she wanted to taste more deeply my humiliation. 
 
    “You didn’t think I was actually going to let you do that, did you?” she grinned. “You didn’t think I would let you take this key off me and have your way with me?” 
 
    “I kind of hoped you would,” I said, making Hannah laugh out loud. 
 
    “Well, I won’t deny I was tempted,” she said. “But keeping you horny and frustrated and submissive to me is just too much fun. Besides, there’s a reason you’ve never tried to take the key by force before. Because deep down, you want to do exactly as you’re told. You want me to make you do embarrassing, degrading, sexy things for my amusement and pleasure.” 
 
    “Yes,” I groaned, while Hannah cackled in delight. 
 
    “Good,” she said with a smirk. “Because I like that too. And let’s face it. You’re not really a real man, so there’s no point pretending you are. Instead, you can go ahead and kiss my boots. Go on. Get your face down on the floor and show your mistress you know your place.” 
 
    I hesitated for only a moment. After all, it was hardly the most degrading thing she had ordered me to do. With one hand still trapped underneath her boot, I slid backward on my knees and lowered my face to the floor. I kissed her left boot, the one keeping my hand trapped, the one with my key attached to it, and Hannah sighed in pleasure she felt my lips on her toes through the leather. 
 
    “That’s a good boy,” she purred. “That’s my submissive chastity boy who knows his place is worshiping a goddess like me. You love groveling at my feet, don’t you, chastity boy?”  
 
    “Yes, Hannah,” I groaned. 
 
    “Mistress Hannah,” Hannah gently corrected. 
 
    “Yes, Mistress Hannah,” I said, to her obvious delight. 
 
    “There’s the key,” Hannah ordered, her eyes glowing she stared down at me along the length of her extended leg. “Show me how glad you are that I’m your new keyholder. That I own your cock now, and I decide when or if or how it gets any pleasure.” 
 
    “Yes, Mistress Hannah.” Fully in a trance of submission now, I move my lips along her foot, toward her ankle. I felt the coolness of the shining key against my lips as I kissed it, and heard Hannah crow in triumph at this latest act of total submission. 
 
    “This is fucking awesome,” she said. “I knew it would be fun being your keyholder. But I never imagined it would feel this good. Elizabeth was right. Power really is sexy. And this is the ultimate power over you, isn’t it?”  
 
    “Yes, Mistress.” 
 
    “Okay. Let’s take this to the bedroom. But on my terms, not yours.” 
 
    Finally, Hannah lifted her foot from my wrist. I sat up on my knees, watching as she rose to her feet. But not for long. Taking a step toward me, Hannah grabbed the back of my head and pushed me forward roughly. Under her instructions, I placed my hands on the floor. Leather boots creaked as she swung a leg over me and straddled my shoulders. I felt her weight as she settled down on top of me, riding me like a pony. 
 
    “Come on,” she said, leaning back to smack her hand against my bare ass. “Take me to bed, slave boy.” 
 
    I started forward. Hannah’s legs gripped my sides for balance, her hands on my shoulders as I carried her to the bedroom. Once inside, she ordered me to stop at the foot of the bed. Shifting her weight, she swung one leg over my head so that she was sitting sidesaddle on my back. I turned to watch over my shoulder as she fussed with her clothes.  
 
    First, she unfastened the anklet that held the key to my chastity and fastened it around her left wrist instead. Then, she pulled down the long zippers of her boots, sliding them off and dropping them to the floor. Then she stood. I watched, still on my hands and knees, as she pulled down her skin tight jeans with considerable effort. Then, her shirt followed. Unfastening her bra, she slid it down over her shoulders, smiling at me as it fell away. Then she hooked her thumbs into the waistband of her panties. Swaying her hips from side to side, she teased me for a moment with anticipation. Then she pulled her underwear down and let it fall to the floor before stepping out of it. Now my beautiful goddess was completely naked in front of me, and yet there was no doubting the power imbalance between us as I crouched naked on the floor at her feet. 
 
    “Get on the bed,” she ordered. “On your back.” 
 
    “Yes, Mistress.” I wasted no time. Hope soared inside my heart, and my cock throbbed desperately. Even though she had just given me an orgasm on the way home, I desperately hoped she was turned on enough to give me another. I didn’t care how it happened, just that it did. And while I did her bidding, climbing onto the bed and lying on my back, I watched as she moved toward her suitcase. As she removed a couple of pairs of handcuffs from it, she reminded me of Elizabeth and how the older woman didn’t seem to care at all about bringing implements of bondage through airports in her suitcase. Hannah seemed to have inherited the older woman’s shamelessness and undeniable confidence. 
 
    Holding the restraints, Hannah climbed onto the bed beside me. I knew exactly where they were going. I even held up my hand to make it easier for my girlfriend to lock a cuff around my wrist. Then she pulled my arm up to the side, fastening the cuff to the eyebolt Elizabeth had installed in the headboard. Climbing over me, she did the same with my other arm, locking me in place. Once I was immobilized, Hannah paused, kneeling at my side with her hands on her thighs. My eyes traveled up and down her body, drinking in her flawless skin, her dangerous curves, her extravagant beauty that made me tremble with desire for her. That made me weak enough to submit to anything. 
 
    “That was easy,” Hannah smiled. “Then again, I suppose it would be. You know that if you’re going to have any chance of me releasing that cock, I’m going to have to tie you up first. It’s safer that way. It means I get to stay in control.” 
 
    “Yes, Mistress.” 
 
    “Now then.” Hannah reached for the key that hung now from her wrist, sliding it playfully along its slender chain. Without unclasping the chain, she leaned forward, guiding the key into the lock of my chastity device with her right hand. She turned the key, and the lock opened. Removing it, Hannah disassembled the chastity device, sliding the steel tube off my cock. Two releases in one day was unheard of, but clearly Hannah was in the mood to play. A kind of wild joy surged inside me as I wondered if she had missed me while she was away having her sexy adventures with Elizabeth. I had certainly missed her. Then again, our situations during those three weeks were hardly the same. I still hadn’t quite figured out exactly what Hannah had gotten up to in her absence, and she didn’t seem keen on telling me. For now, I let it rest. Nothing mattered except pleasure as my cock swelled urgently. 
 
    “Look at this thing,” Hannah said, smiling down in my penis she took in her hand. “So hard and desperate for its owner. You just had an orgasm, but look at you. You’re already desperate for another one.” 
 
    “Yes, Mistress Hannah, I am,” I said, the cuffs that held me rattling against the eyebolts as I squirmed on the bed. Hannah was stroking me slowly, her hand moving gracefully from base to tip and back again, making my pleasure boil inside me. She knew exactly what she was doing. 
 
    “Well you’re lucky I’m feeling charitable today,” Hannah said, raising her eyes to my face. “You’re lucky I’m feeling horny at all the naughty things I did with Elisabeth’s slaves. You’re lucky I’ve gotten a taste for using men the way she does. You’re lucky it turns me on to be in control.” 
 
    “Yes, Mistress, I’m lucky,” I babbled, willing to say anything if it got me what I wanted. “You’re so beautiful and so sexy and so powerful. I’m so lucky you’re my girlfriend. I’m so lucky you own my cock.” 
 
    “Damn right you are,” Hannah chuckled. “Now, I gave you an orgasm in the car in the hope you might be able to control yourself a little. Long enough for me to get some pleasure out of this thing. You think you can manage that? You think you can manage to hold back your orgasm until your mistress gives you permission to cum?”  
 
    “Yes, Mistress Hannah,” I said at once, as she must have known I would. 
 
    “Well, we’ll see,” Hannah said uncertainly as she continued stroking me. “Personally, I have my doubts. But I’ll give you a little incentive to hold back. If you don’t satisfy me completely, it’s going to be a long, long time before I let you out again. You’ll just have to find other ways to make me cum. With your mouth. With toys. Maybe some other stuff too. Maybe I’ll do what Elizabeth says and find men that can satisfy me properly.” 
 
    “Oh my God, please, Mistress Hannah,” I groaned while she cried out with wild laughter. 
 
    “That would be the ultimate mindfuck, wouldn’t it?” Hannah said. “Knowing I’m fucking other men who mean nothing to me while you’re locked away pining for me? Just like Elizabeth does to you. The ultimate power. To receive pleasure and deny it to you at the same time. Don’t tell me that’s not fucking sexy.” 
 
    “Yes, it is, Mistress,” I panted. Releasing her grip on my cock, Hannah smiled as she climbed on top of me. Straddling my hips, she lowered herself down on top of me, using one hand to guide my rigid cock inside herself. She moaned as I slid inside her, but not nearly as loudly as I did. Pleasure crackled and sparked all through my nerves, and I raised my hips from the mattress to sink my cock deeper into her warm and welcoming pussy. It felt like forever since I had been with her. And despite all the things we had done together, actual penetrative sex with Hannah with something I still hadn’t had a lot of. Her slick pussy felt like heaven as it surrounded me, the wet walls pleasingly tight around my shaft. 
 
    “Remember,” Hannah said. For once, she was no longer smiling. Instead, she leaned forward and placed her hand on my throat. Not hard enough to cut off the air, but hard enough to demonstrate she could if she wanted to, and there was nothing I could do about it. “I cum first. Don’t you dare cum until I give permission. Otherwise I might just throw away that key of yours.” 
 
    “Yes, Mistress Hannah,” I moaned, completely swept up in wild desire. And with her hand still on my throat, Hannah began to rock up-and-down on top of me. Her eyelids fluttered as pleasure swelled inside her. And I groaned in rising pleasure to, bless radiating out from the pit of my stomach like some hidden sun. But even in the depths of my deep desire, I remembered Hannah’s words. I knew I had to hold back. I feared what she might do if I disappointed her, if I disobeyed her latest command, the hardest one to obey yet.  
 
    And so even as my pleasure grew, I tried to think of something else. I tried to ignore the physical sensations of my body. I had to squeeze my eyes shut, to not watch Hannah’s perfect body bouncing up and down on top of me. But there was nothing I could do to shut out her cries of pleasure, the deep moans of bliss that made my cock surge and throb inside her. Releasing my throat, she leaned back, her hands gripping my thighs and her fingernails digging into the skin as she arched her back and ground her hips against me. She was completely lost in pleasure now, and I gritted my teeth as my balls drew up tight against my body, ready to explode. 
 
    When Hannah finally came, it was a relief. I felt her pussy tighten around me, and heard the breath catch in her throat. Her warm juices spread all over my cock and balls and thighs, coating my skin in her liquid pleasure. At least I had achieved that much. At least I had managed to hold back until she had one orgasm. 
 
    But I knew that was never going to be enough for Hannah. And after only the briefest moment to recuperate, she started bouncing up and down on top of me again. I opened my eyes to see her staring at me, her own eyes half closed, her face flushed with bliss and her mouth open as her cries of sexual pleasure rang out in the bedroom air. She leaned forward again, and this time I felt her fingernails digging into my chest as she raked them over my skin. The pain at least gave me something to focus on other than the pleasure of my surging cock. After all, I still didn’t have her permission. 
 
    Before long, Hannah cried out again. Her whole body stiffened as another orgasm, more powerful than the first, swept over her. In the height of pleasure, as she thrashed and moaned, I heard her say the words I was longing to hear. 
 
    “Cum for me, chastity boy,” she said, her words tailing off into a high shriek as she grabbed her own breasts. And she didn’t need to tell me twice. With a yell, I came, spurting my cum deep inside her while she moaned again at the sensation of my cock erupting inside her. 
 
    Hannah collapsed on top of me. I felt her warm breath against my skin, and I was panting just as vigorously she was in the afterglow of pleasure. I felt the contentment that follows orgasm glowing inside me, a final relief from weeks of deep frustration. But I should’ve known Hannah would not let me rest for long. 
 
    My cock slid out of her wet pussy as she sat up. I watched as she crawled slowly up my body, her eyes fixed on mine. Finally, she lifted her knees and placed them down on either side of my head, straddling my face so that her dripping pussy hovered above me. I stared up at her wet sex, shining with our mingled juices, and the smell of pleasure washed over me. 
 
    “Guess what you have to do now, chastity boy?” Hannah grinned. “That’s right. Now you’re going to eat your mess out of me. That’s the only way you get to cum inside me from now on. Get to work.” 
 
    

  

 
   
    18. Hanna’s Birthday Party 
 
      
 
    My bedroom was quiet. For a while, the only sound was the wet noise of my tongue moving against Hannah’s body. That and her breathing, shallow and slightly quickened. I was trying to tease more pleasure out of her, to make her lose control. But so far, she was holding firm. The taste of her pussy filled my mouth, driving me wild with desire. But I knew better than to ask for anything more than what she was already giving me. I kneeled at her feet, lapping at her pussy and doing my best to bring her to orgasm with every trick I had learned about pleasing her in the last little while. That’s what you do for your keyholder. 
 
    “So how are things going?” 
 
    Elizabeth’s voice broke the silence of the bedroom. Rising from the speakers of my laptop where it sat on the bed beside Hannah. Given the angle of the camera, I suspected Elizabeth couldn’t see me as I went about my submissive task. But she knew I was there. She knew exactly what I was doing; Hannah had been only too proud to show her dominatrix mentor what task she had assigned me. And at the sound of Elizabeth’s voice, my cock throbbed even more in its tight chastity. 
 
    As I licked Hanna’s pussy, I thought back to that fateful day I had met Elizabeth on a plane. Everything that had happened since had come from that meeting, and when I looked back over it, it seemed like some strange dream. I now had a girlfriend who owned my cock and a mistress who made a living dominating men. I had gone from 0 to 100 in an incredibly short time, and sometimes it made my head spin to think of it. From a relatively normal life, I had descended into this. The submissive sexual toy of two beautiful, devious women. It’s not like I had any regrets. It’s just that I sometimes struggled to believe that this was really my life. 
 
    “Yeah, it’s going really well,” Hannah answered. She lay sprawled on the bed, wearing a T-shirt but nothing below the waist. Neither of us had anything to hide from Elizabeth anymore. The pro dominatrix had seen us both at our most intimate. And as I continued to lick Hannah’s pussy, I glanced from the corner of my eye at the screen. The angle made it difficult to see much. Elizabeth seemed to be sitting crosslegged facing the camera, wearing some kind of black leather outfit. That was about all I could make out before I turned my attention back to my girlfriend. 
 
    “Looks like he’s getting more and more obedient by the day,” Elizabeth said. 
 
    “Yeah, it seems that way,” Hannah said. “You know how sometimes he used to hesitate? Like, he’d still do what he was told, but he’d think about it first, like he was contemplating resisting. He doesn’t really do that anymore. Now he just pretty much does whatever I tell him all the time. Don’t you, chastity boy?” 
 
    “Yes, Mistress Hannah.”  
 
    Intuitively, I knew what Hannah wanted. We spent so much time having such kinky sex that it often seemed like that was all we were about. But that wasn’t true, and it felt like it was becoming less true by the day. Really powerful sex, I had learned, is very confusing. It can make you question what you’re feeling, and make you feel things you otherwise might not. But the more time I spent with Hannah, the more attached to her I became. And it wasn’t just the sexy stuff. When I thought of her, all kinds of wild images of kinky adventures flashed through my mind. But often, they were accompanied by more prosaic scenes. Meals we had together. Movies we watched. Laughter we shared over some stupid joke. Ordinary couple stuff. Those stories aren’t as easy to tell, those feelings more difficult to convey than feelings of pleasure and arousal. But they were no less real. Still, Elizabeth wasn’t interested in those. And I knew that my girlfriend wanted to show off to the other woman. She wanted to demonstrate that she could dominate me just as effectively and completely as Elizabeth could. My girlfriend might not be a professional like Elizabeth was, but she had all the power she needed to bring me to my knees. Hannah wanted to demonstrate that to Elizabeth, and I was happy to help. 
 
    “That’s the beauty of male chastity,” Elizabeth said. “The longer it goes on, the more obedient they become. You’ll soon have him perfectly trained just the way you want him.” 
 
    “I was thinking of doing something special for my birthday,” Hannah said. As she spoke, I caught a sigh of pleasure in her voice, and my heart expanded. She was trying to act casual, but I was getting to her. Her pleasure was growing inside her, and with every lick and kiss I delivered to her gorgeous pussy, that fact became harder to hide. 
 
    “Really? What did you have in mind?”  
 
    I could hear the smile in Elizabeth’s voice as she spoke. She was very happy with her little protégé, delighted at the influence she had had in our relationship. Sometimes I wondered what would’ve happened if I never met Elizabeth. I might have been in that same bar and met Hannah that same night, but I wouldn’t have been in chastity. Maybe we would still be dating, but would have a more normal sex life.  
 
    Or maybe this was inevitable. Maybe these inclinations were bound to come out. My desire to be dominated and Hanna’s to be in control were powerful things, and sometimes I suspected that my meeting Elizabeth was just the catalyst. Maybe it made things happen earlier and more quickly than they otherwise would have. But maybe what happened would have happened either way. Of course, we’ll never know. All we know is what we currently have. 
 
    “Well, he still hasn’t met my friends.” 
 
    I paused. Hannah’s words made some synapse glow brightly in my brain. I didn’t have her imagination when it came to sex, and certainly didn’t have Elizabeth’s. But more and more, I was getting familiar with the way my girlfriend’s mind worked. And her seemingly innocuous words, I knew, were probably anything but. 
 
    “Interesting,” Elizabeth said. “Were you thinking of introducing them to the lifestyle?” 
 
    “Well,” Hannah said in a voice that now dripped with arousal and desire, “I was thinking about it. I mean, it would be kind of hot, wouldn’t it? So embarrassing for him. That’s what makes it sexy.” 
 
    “Absolutely,” Elizabeth said. “But I will warn you to be careful. Times are changing, but people can still be surprisingly prudish about these things. Only you know your friends. Just be warned that their reactions might not be as positive as you would hope.” 
 
    “I thought of that,” Hannah said. “But they’re pretty cool. Besides, I’d only invite my closest friends. I just think it would be so hot to see him humiliated in front of them. Wouldn’t it, chastity boy?”  
 
    With that, Hannah reached down toward me and grabbed a fistful of my hair. Pulling it, she tilted my face up toward her. I could see her eyes shining as she stared down at me, her cheeks flushed with the pleasure I was giving her. I hesitated before answering. 
 
    “It would be… very humiliating, Mistress Hannah,” I said at last. I tried to keep my voice level, but I knew my nervousness showed. 
 
    “That’s the idea,” Hannah grinned at me. “I tell you what. I don’t give you a lot of choices about things. But I will give you a choice here. I want you to be cooperative and enthusiastic in front of my friends while we show them what a submissive bitch you are. If you do it, I’ll let you fuck me. If you don’t, it’ll be… At least a month before I unlock the cage again. Maybe longer. What do you say?” 
 
    Elizabeth’s laughter rose from the laptop speakers. She had trained her protégé well. Hannah had learned all too quickly the enormous power the chastity device gave her. And after all, it was Elizabeth that had given her that power by giving her a copy of the key. I was totally dependent on my girlfriend for sexual pleasure, and she knew exactly how to use that as a weapon. Of course, she also knew just how much it excited me to see her do that. 
 
    “Okay, Mistress Hannah,” I said. “I’ll be good.” 
 
    Smiling, Hannah pushed my head back down. At the same time, she raised her hips a little, pushing her pussy toward my face. Taking the hint, I began licking again, returning to my humble task while both women savored my defeat. 
 
    “That was easy,” Hannah remarked. 
 
    “Of course it was,” Elizabeth said. “You know there’s a big part of him that wants exactly that.” 
 
      
 
    We decided on my place. 
 
    More correctly, Hannah decided on my place. It made sense. I lived alone, while she had a roommate. For whatever nefarious schemes she had in mind, it seemed like privacy would be best. A kind of privacy, anyway. The privacy of her and her friends enjoying my humiliation. Ever since she announced her plans, I had been haunted by fear and nervousness. After all, the things we did behind closed doors were deeply humiliating. The last thing I wanted was for more people to be brought into the circle of our confidence. 
 
    But the same time, I had plenty of time to ponder the truth of Elizabeth’s words. That woman seem to have a remarkable ability to see right through me when it came to sex. We all like to think of ourselves as unique individuals, but Elizabeth dealt with submissive men every day of her life. She knew all the patterns. And she was right, I realized. The thought of being exposed like this terrified me. But it also turned me on. 
 
    Finally, the day of the party arrived. I had cleaned my apartment spotlessly front top to bottom, hoping to make a good impression. Shortly before the party was about to start, Hannah stepped out of my bedroom. Striding into the living room, she stood and struck a pose one hand on her hip as I gazed at her. 
 
    “How do I look?” She said. 
 
    “Amazing, Mistress Hannah,” I said. 
 
    I wasn’t lying. Hannah’s bright red hair fell loose around her shoulders, gathered at the sides into two braids instead of her usual one that trailed behind her head to join in a ponytail. Her makeup was impeccable, her blue eyes glowing merrily between dark lashes and her lips outlined in eye-catching red. She wore a white dress that may as well have been painted onto her beautiful young body, accentuating every right curve of her incredible figure. The dress had deep scoop in the neckline, revealing an incredible cleavage enhanced by a push-up bra. Her painted toes, the same read as her lips, were bared by a pair of dressy high heels. And around her left ankle, the silver anklet shone, the cage to my chastity shining against her skin and making me groan internally with monstrous lust. 
 
    “Good,” Hannah said. “Our guests will be here soon. Remember, I want you to behave yourself. I want you to treat them like queens. Most of all, I want you to do everything I say, without question or defiance. Do all that, and you might get to fuck me later. Deal?” 
 
    As she spoke, Hannah stepped toward the couch. I watched her bend her body down into it, the dress growing even tighter around her ass and sliding even higher up her thighs as she crossed her legs. She knew how magnificent she looked. She knew how her beauty exerted its unstoppable gravity on me, forcing me to watch her intently and bask in her radiance as much as I was able. 
 
    And of course, she knew how badly I wanted her. It had been two weeks since my last release, when Hannah had unexpectedly fucked me and then made me clean my mess out of her dripping pussy. Since then, nothing. Not for me, anyway. Of course, there had been plenty of orgasms for her, courtesy of my mouth or fingers or any of her toys. But she had kept me horny and frustrated for exactly this purpose. She knew that the more badly I wanted her, the more readily I would do what she said. 
 
    “Yes, Mistress Hannah,” I said, trying to suppress my fear. My humiliating secret was about to be exposed, and I couldn’t give words to the conflicting emotions that aroused in me. Part of my brain screamed at me to stop this madness, to call it all off. And I suspected that if I did, Hannah might even honor it. Maybe she actually would cancel this humiliation. But he also knew she would make me pay, just as she said she would. The thought of more weeks locked in chastity while serving this gorgeous woman made my blood run cold. No, it was better this way, I thought to myself. There was no point fighting Hannah. In the end, she always won. Better just to get it over with and keep her happy in the hope of a reward. 
 
    “Go get me a drink then,” Hannah instructed. “And since this dress isn’t exactly the easiest to move around in, you can let my friends in when they arrive. Make sure to get drinks for them too. Basically just serve us like a waiter. Except you won’t be getting any tips.” 
 
    Hannah laughed at that, amused by her own joke. I nodded. 
 
    “Yes, Mistress Hannah.” Hurrying to the kitchen, I opened a bottle of wine and poured her a glass. I knew better than to pour one for myself. Instead, I carried the single glass back to the living room and handed it to my girlfriend. She smiled as she looked me up and down, obviously pleased with this new scenario she had concocted. Looking forward to a night of total humiliation for me and total triumph for her. She knew I could deny her nothing. 
 
    “Kneel,” Hannah ordered as she sipped her wine, her free hand pointing to the floor at her feet. At once, I dropped to my knees. The key to my chastity dangled from her ankle, her legs crossed so that it was her left foot that hung in the air. Gazing at it, I long to kiss it, to show my humble adoration for this beautiful woman. But that was outside the scope of my orders. Instead I just kneeled there, watching her in wonder as she sipped her wine, overcome by her beauty and confidence and devious sex appeal. 
 
    When the intercom of my apartment buzzed, I rose to my feet. There were female voices at the other end as I answered it. I buzzed them in, my heart beat wildly in my chest as I waited by the door. Hannah turned slightly in her seat to watch me, grinning at me over the glass of wine she still held. It was too late to turn back now. Her friends had arrived. 
 
    There was a knock on the door, and I opened it. Evidently, Hannah’s friends had all come together. Three young women stood on my doorstep. Three sets of eyes looked at me as I looked back at them, trying to mentally prepare myself for what was about to happen. And her friends still had no idea. But I did. I might not know the details of what I was in for, but I knew the basic theme. 
 
    “Please come in,” I said, holding the door wide for the three girls to step inside. 
 
    “Hi,” Hannah called to her friends from the sofa. “Keep your shoes on. They’re part of the outfit.” Hannah had told her friends to dress up for her modest birthday party, and her friends had obliged. Three sets of high heels drummed on my floor as the women made their way into living room. I closed the door behind them, feeling trapped inside with all this feminine energy. 
 
    Hannah set aside her wine glass and rose from the sofa. She embraced her friends one by one, all of them giggling in pleasure. There was no mistaking the glow in her eyes as she finally turned to me and introduced them. 
 
    “Alister, this is Keeley. And this is Rachel. And this is Tonya. Guys, this is Alister.” 
 
    “Pleased to meet you,” I said, moving my eyes from one woman to the other as they responded to my greeting. Keeley had blonde hair that tumbled in soft waves around her shoulders from a center parting. Her pretty face was enhanced with makeup, and her dress, dark blue on top with a black skirt, clung tightly to her body. She was on the chubby side, certainly heavier than Hannah. She had chosen her outfit well to complement her curvy body, the impressive swell of her breasts and her hips accentuated by a relatively narrow waist so that even though she was on the bigger side, she still looked attractive. Especially to me in my deep state of frustration. 
 
    Beside her, Rachel had jet black hair and jet black eyelashes that framed her glowing brown eyes. She was closer to Hannah’s own body type, curvaceous but still slender and deeply desirable. She wore a pink top that bared her toned arms and a black pencil skirt that hugged her thighs tightly, accentuating her broad hips. Even from the front, I suspected that if she turned around, I would see an ass that rivaled Hannah’s for geometric perfection 
 
    Next to her, Tonya was another blonde. She had her hair pulled back from her face and tied in a loose ponytail behind her. She wore a red dress with a low neckline that showed a modest cleavage. She was thinner than Hannah and Rachel, and certainly much more slender than Keeley. Her build was more athletic compared to the other girl’ s mouthwatering curves. But the toned thighs that showed under her dress and the glimpse of her boobs were enough to make me desire her too.  
 
    I had a feeling that Hannah’s friends would be attractive. In my admittedly limited experience, that tends to be how things work. Beautiful girls have beautiful friends. And even if none of them quite compared to my stunning girlfriend, each one of them was desirable in their own way. 
 
    “Drinks,” Hannah said, her curt order snapping me out of my thoughts. While the girls sat on the living room furniture, I hurried to the kitchen and poured more wine. By the time I was finished, one bottle was already done, but I had bought more in preparation. Taking a deep breath, I tried to prepare myself. I set the glasses on a tray I had also purchased for this event and carried them to the living room. One by one, I served the wine to the girls, and found their eyes following me as I moved. 
 
    “So you’re the famous Alister,” Rachel said. “You’re the reason we’ve barely been seeing Hannah lately.” 
 
    “Oh, that’s not true, Rachel,” Hannah said, shaking her head as she sipped her wine. “I mean, yes, we’ve been a little busy. You know how it is when you first start seeing a guy.” 
 
    The women laughed at that. 
 
    “So what do you do for living, Alister?” It was Tonya who asked, gazing up at me from her seat beside Hannah. The women had taken every available seat in my living room, and there was nowhere for me to sit. Then again, I’m not sure I would have even if I could. Hannah had made my position clear before her friends arrived. My stomach churned at the thought that she was about to do so once again. 
 
    “I’m a software developer,” I said, and saw Hannah’s friends exchange meaningful glances. 
 
    “But mostly, he does whatever the fuck I say,” Hannah said. A burst of startled laughter rose from the women. Hannah’s eyes flashed toward me for only the briefest of moments before she turned her beaming smile on her friends. I gulped. I knew what was coming. Exactly what I have been dreading ever since Hannah announced her birthday plans. But after all, it was her birthday. And this was what she wanted. She had been in no sense unclear about that. 
 
    “It’s true,” Hannah said. “Isn’t it, Alister?” 
 
    “Yes,” I grudgingly admitted, to more female laughter. 
 
    “Why don’t you show us? Get down on your knees in front of my friends,” Hannah said. She was wasting no time in exposing our secret. Maybe it was better that way, to get it over with. These women were never going to look at me as a real man after I was exposed, so there was no point pretending. While Hannah’s friends gasped in astonishment, I sank to my knees on the floor of my living room. 
 
    “Oh my God, what the fuck is this?” Rachel said. “Is this some kinky shit?” 
 
    “That’s exactly what it is,” Hannah smiled, taking another sip of her wine. She was completely in her element now, completely full of herself as she posed and preened in front of her friends. I felt another thrill of fear raced through me. If she was enjoying showing off her power in front of them so much, there was no telling how far she might go. “He’s one of those guys who gets off on being bossed around. And it turns out, I’m one of those women who gets off on bossing guys around. Check this out.” 
 
    Hannah raised her left foot high in the air, shaking it so that the key to my chastity dangled unmistakably from her silver anklet. Her friends looked at it in confusion, exchanging glances with one another as they wondered what it meant. 
 
    “What is that?” asked Keeley. 
 
    “Tell him.” Hannah looked straight at me as she spoke. 
 
    “It’s… It’s the key to my chastity,” I said. There was a slight pause, and then laughter burst out in the room. Hannah joined in, enjoying my humiliation as she rocked with laughter along with her friends. 
 
    “What do you mean?” said Keeley. 
 
    “Well, go on, Alister,” Hannah said. “You may as well show them now. They already know. So they may as well see why you’re such an obedient little bitch boy.” 
 
    More laughter. Their laughter tormented me as I kneeled on the floor at their feet. And it only grew louder as I reach for the front of my pants and unfastened them. Slowly, I pulled them down. My eyes were on the floor. I couldn’t bring myself to meet the gaze of any of the women as I expose myself in shame to them. And they howled and spluttered in disbelief as they looked at my caged cock dangling between my thighs. 
 
    “That’s fucking nuts,” Tonya said, shaking her head. “Why would you let her do that to you?” 
 
    “Because he loves it,” Hannah answered for me. “Because he needs to be bossed around. Because like all men, he thinks with his dick, and now that I control it, now that I own it, I own him. Honestly, guys, I know it’s weird. But it’s so much fucking fun. You wouldn’t believe it. He’ll do anything I say just for the chance of an orgasm. Meanwhile, I don’t have to worry about what he’s doing or who he’s thinking about. The only way he ever gets to cum now is with my permission.” 
 
    “Are you serious?” Keeley asked. “You mean he can’t cum at all in that thing?” 
 
    “Exactly,” Hannah grinned. “He can have sex. He can’t even masturbate. And you’d be amazed how quickly a guy becomes your pathetic little love slave when you take that away from him. Now, he has to do exactly as I say if he wants any sexual pleasure at all. It’s made him so submissive. Come on, Alister. Why don’t you crawl over here and kiss mistress’s feet in front of her friends so they can see how badly you want me?”  
 
    “Yes, Mistress Hannah.” As I knew it would, my use of Hannah’s title made the women laugh louder. My cheeks burned with shame as I crawled across the floor, my caged cock exposed by my open pants. A murmur of delight swept through the room as Hannah’s friends watched me press my lips to her toes, my face close to the key that gave her such incredible power. 
 
    “I didn’t know you were into this kinky shit,” Rachel said. From my position on the floor, I could only see the feet of the women. Their high heels seemed like a symbol of their beauty and authority, reminding me of my place as I groveled before them. 
 
    “You have to try it,” Hannah said, turning slightly in her seat to address her friend. “I know it seems weird. You can imagine how weird I thought it was when I first saw it for myself. But then I realized how much fun it could be. To have a man who will do literally anything just for the hope of sex. It’s amazing.” 
 
    “I bet it is,” Rachel said. “I dated a guy once who wanted me to whip him, but I wasn’t into it. Do you whip him?”  
 
    “Not often,” Hannah replied. “I don’t need to. He’s too scared of how long I’ll make him wait for his next orgasm to defy me. Isn’t that right, Alister?”  
 
    “Yes, Mistress Hannah.” The women laughed again. 
 
    “Okay, enough,” Hannah said. “Time to take those clothes off. I don’t normally allow him to wear clothes in the house. And we’ve all seen your shameful secret anyway. So strip for us, chastity boy.” 
 
    “Yes, Mistress Hannah.” Totally disgraced, I did as I was told. Still on my knees on the floor, I pulled off my pants and lifted my shirt over my head and tossed them aside. In a matter of seconds, I was naked but for the chastity device, my cock throbbing and aching inside its prison at the wild arousal I felt as four women smiled at me from the couch above me, enjoying my predicament. 
 
    “Now you can greet my friends properly,” Hannah went on. “Go ahead and kiss Rachel’s feet and thank her for coming to the party.” 
 
    In her seat beside Hannah, Rachel stiffened. Her dark eyes turned toward her friend, but the smile never left her full lips. And I hesitated too, but only for a moment. I bristled at the humiliation, but I knew I couldn’t resist. It was already too late. And now, all I could think of was the reward Hannah promised. Her body called to me in its tight white dress, and I longed for her as deeply as I ever had. As far as I was concerned, I had already earned the pleasure of sex with her. But as always, it wasn’t up to me. 
 
    And so, accompanied by the music of female laughter, I crawled forward on my hands and knees and pressed my lips to the feet of a woman I had only just met. Above me on the sofa, Rachel sighed, chuckling under her breath as she swept her dark hair back from her face. 
 
    “Thank you for coming to the party,” I mumbled between kisses. 
 
    “I’m glad I did,” Rachel replied. “Although I’m not sure why you’re not calling me Mistress Rachel the way you should be.” 
 
    “Yes, Mistress Rachel,” I replied. Above me, beside her friend, Hannah shrieked with laughter again. 
 
    

  

 
   
    19. Used By The Girls 
 
      
 
    I should’ve been afraid. In one sense, I was. The truth was, I had no chance even when the contest was simply between me and Hannah. But now she had reinforcements. There were four women in the room, and even without my cock locked away, I would have been overmatched. But with it, I was helpless. These women were going to be able to do anything they wanted with me, and Hannah and I both knew that, even if her friends didn’t yet. Plus, if they haven’t already, they would soon get the message. Rachel was sitting next to Hannah, watching me as I debased myself, and even as I kept my attention on her feet, I could practically feel her pleasure at what was happening. These games might be relatively new to her, but she was clearly no blushing young girl. Already, she was into this. 
 
    As for the other women, from where I was, I couldn’t see them. But I could feel their attention on me. I could feel them watching my every move, and I wondered what they were thinking. Surprise, of course. What else? Were they thinking about how ridiculous I looked, there on the floor kissing the feet of a woman I didn’t know? Did they pity me? Were they turned on? As I kneeled there, I found myself wondering if Hannah’s friends had the same taste for dominant games that she did. Of course, I told myself, it didn’t really matter. All that mattered was that I was pleasing my keyholder. If that meant worshiping at her friend’s feet the way I did at hers, that was what I would have to do. 
 
    “You’ve got him so whipped,” Rachel said. 
 
    “It’s easy,” Hannah replied. “Own their cocks, and you own the man. A professional dominatrix taught me that.” 
 
    “You went to see a pro?” 
 
    “Yeah,” Hannah said, and I could hear the smile in her voice as she spoke. “You know when I went on that surprise vacation recently? I didn’t tell you guys what it was all about. But I was seeing a mistress. His mistress, actually. The woman who first locked his cock away and turned him into the submissive boy toy you see before you now.” Female laughter rang out in the room. 
 
    “What was it like?” Rachel asked. 
 
    “Honestly? Incredible. I mean, I knew this kind of thing goes on. And I’d always been curious about it. I always wanted to try it out. But I guess I didn’t realize just how far you can go. Just how many men out there actually want to be treated like shit. You should see how this woman lives. She’s rich. She has slaves lining up to serve her, begging to buy her gorgeous clothes and pay her mortgage and basically do whatever she wants. And she doesn’t even have to have sex with them. She’s got cocks locked up all around the country, and she just travels from place to place, dominating men and making them serve her however she wants.” 
 
    “That’s crazy,” Tonya said. 
 
    “Well if it is, who would want to be sane?” Hannah replied. “Let’s face it. Every single one of us has been treated like shit by at least one man in the past. Why do we let that happen, when there’s a whole world of men out there who would happily worship the ground we walk on? It’s not even that hard. That’s what shocked me the most. I thought this stuff had to be all about leather and chains and things. And it can be if you want. But it doesn’t have to be. These men, these slaves, get off on being made to do whatever you want. If that means a foot rub and a glass of wine, that’s what they do.” 
 
    The sofa creaked as Hannah moved. I raised my head from Rachel’s feet as she leaned down toward me, her red hair hanging around her face and her eyes glowing as she looked down at me. 
 
    “That’s enough,” she said softly. “I know Rachel’s feet are beautiful, but you have to greet my other friends properly too. Go on. Crawl over the and show these women you know your place.” 
 
    Hannah pointed to the other end of the sofa she spoke 
 
    “Yes, Mistress Hannah,” I said humbly, provoking more laughter. On hands and knees, I crawled across the floor of my own living room, toward where Tonya sat. As I lowered my face to her feet, I heard her chuckle and saw her shift her legs. Practically choking on my own shame, I began to kiss her feet while she squirmed above me. 
 
    “It tickles,” Tonya said. 
 
    “Doesn’t it make you feel powerful though?” Hannah said. “Doesn’t it make you feel like an absolute goddess who can do anything she likes? It does for me. It makes me feel like anything is possible. Like all that matters is what I want. Which is true, isn’t it?” 
 
    “Yes, Mistress Hannah,” I dutifully said between humble kisses. 
 
    “So what else shall we do with him?” It was Rachel who asked the question, and my cock surged inside its prison as I noticed that she seemed the most intrigued by everything that was going on. Or at least the most vocal about that. Her curiosity about the relationship between me and Hannah only increased my shame as I groveled at the feet of her friends. 
 
    “I like to tease him,” Hannah said. “I like to wear sexy outfits and have him pleasure me, then deny him when he begs for something in return. It’s such a rush to have a man begging you for an orgasm and knowing it’s truly up to you whether you give him one or not. Most of the time, I don’t. He’s much more obedient when he’s horny. Which is all the time, thanks to that little device locked onto his cock.” 
 
    “How did you get him to wear that?” Rachel asked. 
 
    “That’s the thing,” Hannah said, beaming with happiness as she spoke. “I didn’t. He was already wearing it when we met. Elizabeth, the dominatrix I was telling you about, locked him into it. For a while, she had the only key. When we first started dating, we couldn’t have sex. At first, I thought it was a drag. Then I realized that just because he couldn’t use his cock didn’t mean he couldn’t please me in other ways. He’s gotten really good at licking pussy and using toys to make me cum. And now, I have the key to his release, and he’s become even more obedient than ever. Alister. Do Keeley now.” 
 
    “Yes, Mistress Hannah.” 
 
    My face burning with shame, I made my way across the room, feeling the eyes of the women on me the whole way. Keeley sat by herself in an armchair next to the sofa, and I saw her adjusting her dress as I approached. The tight fabric slid over her full thighs as she uncrossed her legs, and I pressed my lips to her toes. She sighed as she felt me kiss her, a sigh that made my cock throb inside the chastity device in recognition of her arousal. I didn’t know about Tonya. Maybe she just found the whole thing amusing and bizarre. The same might be true of Rachel, though I suspected her interest was more than merely academic as she probed Hannah for details. But that wordless sigh told me everything I needed to know about Keeley. She was turned on. 
 
    “Hannah, this is amazing,” she said above me, shifting in her seat and plucking at her tight dress again. 
 
    “I know, right?” Hannah grinned. “I’m telling you, he’ll do whatever we say. We have the pussy; that means we have the power.” 
 
    Hannah’s crude words provoked more laughter from her friends. I kept kissing Keeley’s feet. The darkness underneath her dress called to me as I sneaked glances up at her. Her thick thighs were testing the tensile strength of her skirt, and her outfit was well chosen to flaunt her ample curves. Keeley might not be the classic supermodel women are told they are supposed to be, but from where I kneeled on the floor at her feet, she looked intensely desirable. Almost as desirable, only in a different way, as my beautiful girlfriend. 
 
    My cock was raging inside its cage, and I knew better than anyone there the truth of Hannah’s mocking words. The hornier I was, the more ready to obey I became. Hannah was absolutely right. I felt like there was nothing these girls could tell me to do that I wouldn’t immediately perform, all in the hope of getting some kind of release. I wanted Hannah as much as I always wanted her, as much as I had ever wanted anyone. But her friends were also powerfully sexy, and getting sexier by the minute as they came to understand the power their beauty gave them. 
 
    As I kneeled there kissing Keeley’s feet, I felt as though Elizabeth had started a strange chain reaction of dominance. When we had met, I had had no idea how much I needed this. Now, she had created a powerful dominatrix in the form of Hannah. And Hannah, in turn, was introducing her friends to this bizarre but thrilling lifestyle. The ripples kept radiating outward, and my cock surged as I thought of every woman in the world discovering their sexual power and using it against me. There on the floor groveling at a stranger’s feet, I was beginning to feel lightheaded. 
 
    “That’s right, slave,” Keeley said above me. “Keep kissing my feet.” 
 
    Her voice was quiet and timid, totally at odds with her words. I remembered how hesitant Hannah had been when she first discovered my fetish, but she had always had more confidence than her friend. Keeley’s voice quavered as she spoke, a night and day difference from the way Hannah and even more so Elizabeth gave me orders as though they were born to do it. But I knew from my time with Hannah that that kind of attitude can be slow to develop. And I knew exactly how to encourage it. 
 
    “Yes, Mistress Keeley,” I said, glancing up at her again as I pressed my mouth more forcefully to her foot. She groaned as she watched me, raking her long blonde hair back from her face as her blue eyes shone down at me. There was a flush of pink on her rounded cheeks, testament to her desire as she watched me humiliated. My lips moved over her foot, rising over her instep, and she sat back in my armchair, gripping the cushions as she was afraid she might fall off at any moment. Her tight dress struggled to contain her body, and with her skin against my lips, I felt as though I could almost feel her trembling with the pure power of the moment. 
 
    Hannah was creating a dominatrix right in front of me, and I was helping. But I couldn’t help myself. There was something so sexy about seeing a woman come into her power. It was unbelievably erotic when it happened to Hannah. And now, seeing it happen to her more timid friend, the effect was even more striking. 
 
    “I bet you’ve never had a man call you that before, have you?” Hannah said behind me. 
 
    “No,” Keeley breathed. Her huge breasts rose and fell, straining against the dark blue fabric of the top of her dress. She didn’t take her eyes away from me, even for a moment. She seemed entranced by what she was seeing, and I felt a strange shiver race through me. The air was crackling with sexual tension, and with the other women out of my sight, I felt almost as though it was just me and Keeley in the room. But I couldn’t forget that we had an audience. I certainly couldn’t forget that Hannah was watching all of this, that she was no doubt delighted with my pathetic submission. And that thought made the pain between my legs bloom as my cock tried once again to get hard. If Hannah wanted a show, I was giving her one. I was giving her something she and her friends would never forget. And I suspected that went double for Keeley. Judging by the expression on her face, being worshiped by me was already one of the most thrilling experiences of her young life. 
 
    “Awesome, isn’t it?” Hannah prompted. 
 
    “Oh my God, yes!” Keeley finally tore her gaze away from me, just for a moment, to smile in wide-eyed delight at her friend. Then she turned her face back to me to watch me debase myself. She lifted one foot from the floor, and I raised my head to follow it, showering it with kisses as though I were in love with her. Of course, I wasn’t. But I was deep in a labyrinth of lust. 
 
    She wasn’t as beautiful as Hannah, nor as Elizabeth. But she was gorgeous in her own way. And more than that, she had sex appeal oozing from every pore of her thick body. Her obvious pleasure with what was happening only made that appeal more powerful. 
 
    Slowly, I let my lips travel higher up her leg, over her ankle, away from her shoe as I kissed her skin. Gently cradling her foot in my hand, I went on kissing, moving slowly up her leg. She was practically quivering now where she sat in the chair, gripping the armrests, biting her lower lip frantically and unable to turn her face away. I had turned her on just by kissing her feet. I allowed myself a tiny feeling of accomplishment at that, small yet noticeable through the ongoing shame and humiliation I was experiencing. 
 
    “You know what would be funny?” Hannah said. Hairs rose on the back of my neck at the sound of her voice. I knew that tone. I knew what it meant. I knew my gorgeous girlfriend had come up with some new wild idea, and I knew it would mean more humiliation for me. But maybe, just maybe, there would be some pleasure in it for me too. I remembered her offer before the night started, that if I was a good boy and pleased her in front of her friends, she would let me sex with her. As pathetic as it was to debase myself for that reward, that only made me want it more. Hannah never ran out of ammunition. 
 
    “You should have some fun with him,” Hannah went on. I went on kissing Keeley’s smooth leg, as though I didn’t hear what was happening behind me. As though I didn’t hear my mistress handing me over to her friend like a toy she was willing to lend. “Take him into the bedroom and let him show you what he can do with that mouth of his.”  
 
    “Are you serious?” Keeley’s voice bubbled with joy as she turned to her friend. 
 
    “Why not?” Hannah said with a shrug I could hear in her voice. “His only purpose in life is to please superior women. And look at the way he’s kissing your feet. He wants you badly, Keeley. Don’t you, Alister?”  
 
    “Yes, Mistress Hannah,” I immediately said. “Mistress Keeley, you’re so beautiful. I would be happy to serve you in any way you desired. Please, Mistress Keeley, use me however you want.” 
 
    Keeley burst out laughing, and the other women joined in. I knew how pathetic I looked and sounded. My skin burned with deep shame as I kneeled there on the floor. But I knew what Hannah wanted. She wanted to see this, to show off to her friends how completely she controlled me. And I wanted it too. In a strange submissive part of myself, I wanted nothing more than to be embarrassed and humiliated used by each and every one of these women. To surrender to their beauty and admit my inferiority. To worship at the altar of desire and treat them like the goddesses they were. 
 
    “This is crazy,” Keeley said. She ran her fingers through her long blonde hair as she spoke, smoothing it away from her face and over her shoulders. Her eyes darted from me to Hannah and back again, her pink lips smiling with disbelief. She hesitated, and I couldn’t blame her for that. What Hannah proposed was wild even for us, and for someone getting their first taste of domination and submission, it must seem truly bizarre. 
 
    But Keeley wasn’t saying no. And while I crouch there on the floor in front of her, kissing her feet and legs and feeding her sense of superiority over me with every kiss, I had a feeling I knew what was going to happen. The sheer strangeness of it all gave her pause. But underneath that, I could tell she wanted nothing more than to do exactly what Hannah suggested. 
 
    “Here. I’ll help you. If you’ll excuse us a moment, ladies.” Behind me, I heard Hannah stand. Her high heels echoed on the floor as she stepped behind me. I felt a strand of her long hair tickle my bare back as she bent over me, reaching down to grab a fistful of my hair. I winced as she pulled my head away from her friend, making me sit back on my knees. Hannah’s gorgeous face was in front of me now, peering deep into my eyes with a wild smile as I looked up to her. 
 
    “I want you to make my friend happy, understand?” she said. “If you ever want me to let you cum again, you’re going to do everything in your power to please her in any way she sees fit. An order from Mistress Keeley is an order from me as far as you’re concerned. And you’re going to make her feel like the gorgeous goddess she is.” 
 
    “Yes, Mistress Hannah,” I said. 
 
    “Come on, Keeley. Let’s head to the bedroom. You, crawl.” Hannah straightened up, but she didn’t release her grip on my hair. Instead, she turned. I had no choice but to follow, to crawl after her across the floor like a beaten dog as she dragged me along. Her friends laughed loudly, and I heard Keeley rising from her chair to follow us. Hannah dragged me down the hall to the bedroom, and as I crawled after her, I gazed up at her beautiful body tightly constrained in her revealing white dress, her long legs moving with a hypnotic rhythm and the key to my freedom dangling around her ankle. She had never looked more powerful or in charge. 
 
    “Up on the bed.” Hannah emphasized her command with a tug on my hair. I climbed onto the mattress and lay down where she instructed. Finally letting go, Hannah moved toward my closet and came back with a pair of restraints in her hand. Over by the open doorway, Keeley was watching. She leaned against the doorframe, her arms folded under her huge breasts, her eyes shining she watched everything that was happening. 
 
    As always, I didn’t try to resist as Hannah bound my arms to the eyebolts in my bed. In only seconds, she had me tied down and immobilized, ready to be used. As she trailed her fingertips down my chest, over my stomach, my breathing got shallower and shallower as I hoped she would reach for the key that hung around her ankle. But she didn’t. Instead, Hannah took hold of my caged cock and shook it slightly, chuckling under her breath as I groaned in frustration. 
 
    “Come up here, Keeley,” Hannah said, turning her smiling face to her friend. “He won’t bite. Unless you tell him to.” 
 
    Wordlessly, Keeley stepped further into the bedroom. I watched her coming, watched her tight dress straining around her legs with every step she took. There was an intoxicating sway to her body, her big boobs and broad hips counteracting one another as she moved. She climbed onto the bed, and my eyes moved from one mistress to the other, one I knew all too well and another I had only just met. I was always helpless. But that helplessness was brought home to me as I lay there looking up at them both and hoping they would have pity on me. Even if I knew how unlikely that was. 
 
    “I’m not going to unlock his cock,” Hannah said to her friend. “He doesn’t deserve to be inside you like that. Besides, that cock belongs to me. I like the thought of making him pleasure you and knowing he won’t be having an orgasm. But there’s lots of other stuff you can do with him.” 
 
    “Like what?” Keeley’s voice was quiet again. She kneeled on the mattress next to Hannah, but her eyes were on me. I saw them moving up and down my body, taking in the embarrassing spectacle in front of her.  
 
    “Whatever you like,” Hannah said, frowning slightly at her friend. “Just think of this as an opportunity to get a guy to do all the things they wouldn’t do in the past. Anything you like. You can have him kiss your feet some more if that’s what you want. You could make him kiss your ass. You could tease him with those amazing boobs. You can sit on his face if you want.” 
 
    “Are you sure?” Keeley said in that same soft voice. 
 
    “Of course I’m sure,” Hannah replied. “That’s the whole point. I own him. Just like any other toy I own. If I want to lend it to my friends, that’s what I’ll do. Besides, look at him. You know he wants it. He’s desperate for you right now. Alister, tell Mistress Keeley how badly you want her to sit on your face.” 
 
    “Please, Mistress Keeley,” I said, without even the slightest pause. I let my wild desire echo in my voice, leaving the women in no doubt how I was feeling. “Please let me pleasure you. It would be a privilege to help you come, Mistress Keeley. Please, I’m begging you.” 
 
    “You can’t refuse an offer like that,” Hannah said, as Keeley laughed. 
 
    “This is just so crazy,” Keeley said. 
 
    “Just relax,” Hannah said, putting a hand on her friend’s arm. “It’s just a game. No one outside of these four walls ever needs to know. Just try something new. If you don’t like it, never mind. But I think you will. And if you do, slave boy here is always available. Trust me, he wants nothing more than to be used and abused by women like us. So have fun with it. Now, I’m going back to the party. Spend as long in here as you want. Have fun, you two.” 
 
    With a final smile, Hannah turned. I watched her tight white dress slide up her thighs as she climbed off the bed. Striding toward the bedroom door, she pulled it shut behind her. I listened to her footsteps recede through the house, and heard the raised voices of the other women in the living room as she returned to them. 
 
    Keeley looked at me. I looked at her. I could see her chest rising and falling, her breasts straining again against her dress as she looked down at me. She still had a look of intense excitement on her face. But there was uncertainty there too. Perhaps unsurprisingly, Keeley felt uncomfortable in this new situation. Alone in a bedroom with a strange and almost naked man. At least she knew she was perfectly safe. Chained to the bed, I couldn’t so much as touch her. 
 
    “It’s true, Mistress Keeley,” I said at last. “It would be a privilege to serve you. But we don’t have to do anything you don’t want. I mean, I can’t do anything.” As I spoke, I rattled the restraints that held me to the bed. That got a faint chuckle from her. 
 
    “So you really do like this?” she said. “You really like being ordered around by Hannah?” 
 
    “Honestly, Mistress Keeley, I love it,” I said truthfully. “It’s hard sometimes. I admit. I mean, this is humiliating. Look how ridiculous I look.” She laughed again, pressing her hand to her open mouth. I smiled. “But you have to admit, this is pretty sexy,” I went on. “The thought of being used like this. The thought that a woman like Hannah wants to use me badly enough that she’d do something this crazy. The idea that she owns my cock. It’s the sexiest thing ever. And the idea of a beautiful woman like you wanting to be part of that makes it even sexier. But there’s no pressure here. Not for you, anyway. I’m the one who has to do what Hannah says. You can do whatever you want. If you just want to hang out and talk for a bit, that’s fine too. You’re completely in control.” 
 
    There was silence for a moment after I finished speaking. Keeley just kneeled on the bed, looking down at me, her eyes shining and her teeth gleaming against her lower lip. Her eyes moved, flickering over my body once again. I wasn’t even sure what I wanted. I just knew that I wanted to keep Hannah happy, and the best way to do that was keeping her friend happy. But also, I wanted to calm Keeley’s nerves. Sometimes, Hannah goes too far. Personally, I love that about her. She’s an absolute sex vixen, a woman who was born to be a dominant goddess and be worshiped by men like me. But that’s not for everyone. I could see that the progress of the night so far excited Keeley, but that didn’t mean things had to go any further. 
 
    Finally, Keeley moved. Her tight dress hindered her movements as she sat back on her knees, sighing loudly. 
 
    “I think I should take this dress off,” she said, looking at me. 
 
    “I would love that, Mistress Keeley,” I smiled up at her. 
 
    Encouraged, Keeley reached around behind her back and began to pull down the zipper of her tight dress. I watched her struggle out of it, sliding it off her shoulders, pushing it down to reveal her incredible breasts in a green bra. Wiggling from side to side, she pushed the dress further down, over the swell of her hips, showing a matching pair of panties as she slid the dress over her legs and off. She sat down on the mattress beside me in her underwear and high heels. Tentatively, she reached out toward me. Her hand was soft and warm as she placed it on my chest, and I smiled at her. 
 
    “You’re so beautiful, Mistress Keeley.” I meant what I said. In the dim light of my bedroom, her body looked amazing, a series of mouthwatering curves looming above me, barely concealed by the little she wore. 
 
    “You’re pretty cute yourself,” Keeley smiled. “Hannah was probably right to keep you locked up. The way you keep complementing me, I might be tempted to climb on top of you and ride that cock like I stole it.” 
 
    “God, I’d love that, Mistress Keeley,” I said. Her smile grew wider. 
 
    “Well, too bad,” she said. “You’re just going to have to find other ways to please me.” 
 
    “Yes, Mistress Keeley.”  
 
    As I spoke, she shifted her weight, rising up onto her knees again. Both hands on my chest now, she smiled down at me through the curtain of her long blonde hair. Her confidence seemed to be growing by the minute, and it was a beautiful thing to watch. Even as shame and fear continue to echo inside my heart, they were no match for the deep and desperate desire I felt. 
 
    

  

 
   
    20. Mistress Keeley 
 
      
 
    Keeley climbed on top of me. I felt her weight, more significant than Hannah’s when she did the same. Her belly was soft, not toned like that of my girlfriend. But her big hips and huge boobs made Keeley infinitely desirable to me as she straddled me. 
 
    Her breasts swelled out over her green bra as she breathed, what looked like acres of soft flesh quivering and jiggling with every move she made. Her long blonde hair tumbled down around her shoulders, framing her pretty face as she smiled at me. For all her hesitation, she was enjoying this. Enjoying it more with each minute that passed, as far as I could tell. And for whatever reason, I wanted that for her. I wanted her to enjoy this experience of nascent dominance, to savor it the way Hannah did.  
 
    Maybe it was purely selfish on my part. Maybe I just wanted to play with her again. But as I stared up at her, I made no effort to hide the deep lust that raged like a fire inside me. I let it show in every line of my face, and from the smile on Keeley’s face, I could tell she noticed it. Beautiful as she was, her body didn’t conform to society’s ludicrous ideals, and so she didn’t have the confidence my stunning girlfriend did. But when it came to sex appeal, Keeley had absolutely nothing to feel inadequate about. 
 
    She sat on top of me, her thick thighs squeezing my hips. As I watched, she rocked back and forth, and my caged cock rubbed against the front of her panties. She sighed happily, enjoying the feeling as she used my cock like a sex toy to get her excited. Slowly, her movements became harder, faster, her pleasure growing by the minute. Soon, I could see the darkness of a wet patch developing at the front of her underwear. Her breasts heaved delightfully in the bra as I watched, and when she leaned forward, placing her hands on my stomach for balance, her cleavage made my mouth water. 
 
    “Can you feel that?” she said, tossing her hair back from her face as she looked at me. 
 
    “I can feel it, Mistress Keeley,” I said. “But not the way I want to.” 
 
    “Why? How do you want to feel it?” she asked breathlessly. I took a deep breath of my own before answering. 
 
    “I want to be inside you, Mistress Keeley,” I said. “I want to fuck you. I want to feel your pussy tight around my cock while I watch your beautiful body riding me.” 
 
    “Oh my God,” Keeley hissed, closing her eyes for a moment. “This is so fucking hot!” 
 
    “Yes it is, Mistress Keeley,” I said. “You’re so fucking sexy, Mistress.” 
 
    “Oh my God.” Keeley sighed again, and suddenly stopped her movements. Her eyes still closed, she kneeled there for a moment, her hands gripping her thighs. The tremor that ran through her body made her breasts jiggle even more, and for a moment, I wondered if she was having an orgasm right there and then. If she was, it was a minor one. After a moment, the spasm passed, and Keeley let out another long sigh as she opened her eyes to smile at me. Those eyes were shining more than ever with obvious lust as she looked down at me, her hand sliding over my stomach as she surveyed my body. Her temporary property, tied down on the bed and hers to use as she saw fit. There was no way she couldn’t feel endlessly powerful knowing that. 
 
    “You think I should take these panties off?” As she spoke, she smiled at me, plucking at the waistband of her green underwear teasingly. 
 
    “Yes, please, Mistress Keeley,” I said, playing my part in this sexual drama to the best of my ability. “Please, I want to see your beautiful pussy.” 
 
    “How do you know it’s beautiful if you haven’t seen it yet?” she said, the same smile on her pretty face as she teased me. 
 
    “The rest of you is so beautiful, I can’t believe your pussy isn’t,” I said. Keeley laughed out loud at that, tipping her head back and letting the sound of her amusement bubble from her throat. I wondered if the other women outside could hear. I wondered if Hannah was listening. At that thought, my cock surged predictably, responding at once to every stray thought of my goddess girlfriend. I hoped she would be happy with how I was treating her friend. That wasn’t why I was submitting to Keeley as enthusiastically as I was. Despite how badly I wanted the reward Hannah had offered me for my good behavior that night, I was hardly thinking of that. I was locked into this drama with her friend now, and Keeley took up all my attention as she laughed in newfound power. 
 
    “I think you should take them off,” Keeley grinned at me. “That’s more traditional, isn’t it?” 
 
    “Gladly, Mistress Keeley,” I said. “Although I’m not sure how.” The cuffs that held my wrists locked to the headboard rattled as I shook my arms again. But the smile on Keeley’s face never wavered. Instead, still with her thumbs hooked into the waistband of her panties, she began to crawl toward me. Her knees brushed my sides as she moved up my body. Soon, I realized what she wanted. 
 
    “Use your mouth,” she said once her knees were on either side of my head. “Tell me how badly you want it.” 
 
    “Badly, Mistress Keeley,” I smiled up at her. It was really remarkable the way her confidence was growing. Still looking up at her, I raised my head from the pillow and pressed my lips against the fabric of her underwear. 
 
    Keeley simply watched, kneeling above me and enjoying the show. Her hands were on her waist, emphasizing her intoxicating hourglass shape while I tried to grab hold of her panties with my teeth. Finally, I was able to get some of the material into my mouth. Pulling my head down awkwardly, I slid her underwear off one hip. Once I had pulled it down as far as it would go, I released it and moved my head to her other hip. 
 
    Keeley laughed as she watched me, enjoying my struggle. The underwear clung to her body, and I could feel the warmth of her against my mouth. Pulling her underwear down off her other hip, I returned my face to between her thighs. She moaned as I pressed my lips against hers. I could feel her pussy through the fabric, and I let my mouth linger there a while, tenderly kissing her sex and running my tongue over the damp spot of her underwear. Then, I gathered up some of the material between my lips, clamping as hard as I could before pulling it down. 
 
    It took a couple of tries. But eventually, I was able to pull her underwear down another few precious inches. Her underwear sat low on her hips now, barely covering the pussy I longed for. My mouth was watering, and the faint taste of her excitement danced on my tongue as I stared up at her. 
 
    “What’s the matter?” Keeley teased. “Is that all you’ve got?” 
 
    “I don’t think I can get them down any further, Mistress Keeley,” I said. “Not without ripping them.” 
 
    “Hmmm. Well, as tempting a proposition as that is, it’s probably better that we don’t do that. Do you need me to do it for you?” 
 
    “Please, Mistress Keeley,” I said without a moment’ s hesitation. “Please take your panties off, Mistress. I can’t do it. I’m sorry I’m not able to serve you better.” 
 
    “Wow. She really does have you completely broken, doesn’t she?” 
 
    “Yes, Mistress Keeley.” 
 
    Keeley lifted one leg. Sitting back on my chest, she lifted her other foot and slid her panties down off her feet. Her thighs hid her pussy from me, but I knew it was only a matter of time. Still smiling at me, she gathered up her panties in her hand. For a moment, she paused. I wondered what ideas were swimming inside that pretty head while I waited to see what my new mistress had in mind. 
 
    “You know what? Since you failed me, I think you should be punished.”  
 
    “Yes, Mistress Keeley. Of course, Mistress Keeley.” 
 
    Laughing, Keeley turned. I watched as she crawled down toward the foot of the bed, straddling me again but facing my feet this time. Her big round ass showed in front of me as she bent over my feet. I felt her grab one ankle and lift it from the mattress. Then the other. As unfamiliar fabric slid over my skin, I realized what she was doing. Obligingly, I lifted my hips from the bed as she pulled her underwear up around me. She giggled as she pulled her panties into place on my body, adjusting them so that they fit right. Through the bars of the chastity device, I could feel the faint moisture of her pussy against my skin, and it drove me wild with desire while she mocked me. 
 
    “You can wear my panties like the little bitch you are,” she said, patting my caged cock through the fabric as she spoke. “I mean, you’re not a real man anyway. So you may as well be humiliated and dressed up like a girl.” 
 
    “Yes, Mistress Keeley.” 
 
    “I’ve always wanted to do that” Keeley turned as she spoke, lifting one leg to climb off me. Her long hair whirled around her shoulders, and she pushed it back from her face. 
 
    “Dress a man up in panties, Mistress Keeley?” I asked. 
 
    “Yeah. You know, just to see what it looks like. Actually, it looks pretty cute.” 
 
    “Thank you, Mistress Keeley.” I tried not to groan as I spoke while Keeley patted my caged cock again. Her underwear actually fit me quite well, covering my cage cock and hugging my hips. But I didn’t have much time to think about that as Keeley straddled me again. Once more, she sat on my stomach, staring into my face. But this time, her pussy was uncovered. I could feel the warmth of her juices against my skin as she lay down on top of me. 
 
    “You keep staring at my boobs,” Keeley said. “You like them, don’t you? Most men do.” 
 
    “I like them very much, Mistress Keeley,” I said. “They’re magnificent.” 
 
    “You think you’re worthy of tits like this?” Keeley raised her chest toward me as she spoke, using her upper arms to push her boobs together and shaking them from side to side. 
 
    “No, Mistress Keeley, I don’t,” I said. “They’re too sexy for me. But I would love to kiss them and worship them if you would allow it.” 
 
    “Oh my God, you’re so pathetic,” Keeley giggled. “Most men just grab them and squeeze them. Some men have fucked them. Would you like to fuck my tits, slave boy?” 
 
    “I would love that, Mistress Keeley,” I panted. 
 
    “Well that’s too bad,” she said. “Because you’re locked away. Hannah owns your cock, and you don’t get to put it anywhere. Sucks to be you, doesn’t it?”  
 
    “Not really, Mistress Keeley,” I said. “At least I get to look at you.” 
 
    Keeley paused for a moment. Without another word, she leaned forward. Her vast cleavage filled my vision as she lowered her chest down toward me. I raised my head from the pillow, and she chuckled as she kept her boobs just out of the reach of my mouth. 
 
    “Beg for them, slave,” she said. “Tell me you’re Mistress Keeley’s panty boy and you’re not worthy to worship my boobs.” 
 
    “Please, Mistress Keeley,” I said as she raked her hair back from one side of her face, letting it fall over the other shoulder. “I’m your panty boy, Mistress Keeley. I’m not worthy to worship your beautiful boobs. But please have pity on me, Mistress Keeley. Please let me kiss you.” 
 
    “Since you asked so nicely.” With that, Keeley leaned forward. I moaned in pleasure as I pressed my lips to the soft skin of her boobs. She supported herself on her elbows, her fat breasts hanging above my face as I showered them with kisses. Moving from one to the other and back again, I covered every inch of her spectacular breasts with my mouth, my excitement growing by the minute as I felt the soft flesh against my face. 
 
    And then Keeley leaned further forward. Soon, I was engulfed by her tits. My face buried in her cleavage, I inhaled her intoxicating aroma. Her rack cut out all light, and I could hear her heartbeat as I nuzzled my face into her chest. I sucked in what little air I could get while she lay flat on top of me, pressing my head back against the bed, smothering me. 
 
    “Just my little tit slave, aren’t you?” 
 
    Keeley pushed herself up, raising her boobs from my face. I gasped as I sucked in air, filling my lungs before answering. 
 
    “Yes, Mistress Keeley,” I spluttered. 
 
    “Shut up,” Keeley snarled. I didn’t have time to ponder her rapidly growing confidence before she lowered her boobs down onto my face, smothering me again. I squirmed underneath her, totally helpless, engulfed by her soft flesh. Finally, she lifted herself off me again, and I breathed big lungfuls of air after being trapped underneath her. 
 
    “Hannah wasn’t lying, was she?” Keeley grinned down at me. “You really will do anything you’re told.” 
 
    “Yes, Mistress Keeley,” I said. “Especially when it’s a woman as beautiful as you telling me what to do.” 
 
    “You need to stop complimenting me like that,” Keeley said. But the smile on her face told me she wanted the opposite. “You’re going to give me a big head.” 
 
    “I’m not saying anything that isn’t true, Mistress Keeley.” 
 
    “Fuck.” Keeley swore in a long sigh. As though some kind of resistance within her had broken. As though something had overcome her. I couldn’t imagine what. But she sat up, rising tall above me once again. Then, she began to move forward.  
 
    Her big breasts swayed and bounced in the bra she still wore as she moved up my body. I knew what was coming, and I longed for it. Inside the chastity device, concealed under her wet panties, my cock throbbed in anticipation. And finally, Keeley straddled my face, her pussy displayed in front of me between her thick thighs. Her pubic hair was black, pointing like an arrow down toward her slit. In the dim light, I could make out the shape of her puffy lips, and could see the moisture of arousal that shone on them. I could smell that arousal too, the scent of her driving me wild as I lifted my head from the mattress and tried to reach her. Keeley stayed just out of reach, taunting me with her pussy just as she had with her boobs. 
 
    “You want this?” She said. “You know what you have to do. You know you don’t get to touch me unless you beg me properly.” 
 
    “Please, Mistress Keeley,” I said at once, making her burst out laughing with the speed of my reply. “Please let me kiss your beautiful pussy. It’s even more beautiful than I imagined. Please, Mistress Keeley, I want to make you cum. I want to give you all the orgasms you deserve. Please let me lick you, please, Mistress.” 
 
    “This is unbelievable,” Keeley said. As she spoke, she covered her pussy with one hand, depriving me of the sight of it. She began to rub her hand back and forth, and I heard the wet sound of her growing pleasure as she played with herself. Helpless, I lay there, staring up her beauty and longing to be part of her solitary bliss. And meanwhile, her breathing grew ever more as she tormented me with the sex that was just out of my reach. 
 
    “Please, Mistress Keeley,” I said again, my voice hoarse with desperate begging and pleading. “Please let me make you cum.” 
 
    “Most guys treat it like a chore,” Keeley said slowly in a voice thick with desire. “Most guys only do it because they want a blow job. You actually want to eat my pussy, don’t you?”  
 
    “So badly, Mistress Keeley. Please, Mistress, I need it so bad!” 
 
    “Okay then.” Keeley moved her hand away, and I saw the wet smear of her juices over her lips and inner thighs. At the same time, she leaned forward, gripping the headboard I was chained to. Inching forward on her knees, she lowered her pussy down toward my face. Soon, I was engulfed by it just as I had been engulfed by her boobs earlier. Her heavy thighs one either side of my head, the soft skin pressing against my face. As I slid my tongue over her sensitive lips, I tasted her. So different to the way Hannah tasted, but no less intoxicating. Everyone is different down there, but I had certainly had plenty of practice when it came to oral sex. I licked and kissed the outside of Keeley’s pussy at first, teasing her already swollen lips and clitoris with my mouth and my nose, lapping up the juices that streamed out of her while she moaned and trembled above me. 
 
    Then, I slid my tongue inside her. Raising my head from the mattress, I plunged it between her lips, my cock aching as I felt that warmth and tightness. Keeley groaned and convulsed, and I swallowed as more of her juices flooded my mouth. She ground her hips back and forth, rubbing her pussy over my face, and I licked and lapped at it, sliding my tongue in and out when I got the chance. When she moved, I shifted my position and began to lightly suck her clitoris. She cried out in sudden surprise, as though no one had ever done that before. As though she hadn’t expected the powerful wave of pleasure that raced through her. But soon, she was spreading her thighs further apart, sinking down further on top of me and pressing my head back against the pillow. I kept licking and kissing, using every trick I knew to please her. 
 
    And soon, my efforts were rewarded. 
 
    Keeley shrieked. I felt the headboard rattle and sway as she gripped it, leaning on it as the force of passion took her. Her pussy spasmed against my mouth, and her juices poured out of her while I drank them down. She trembled and thrashed above me, filling my bedroom with the sound of her ecstasy. And I went on licking, overcome with wild desire, until she sat back on my chest. 
 
    I looked up at her. She was panting, her juicy breasts bouncing in her bra as she breathed. She was looking at me with a new expression on her face, one almost of wonder. As though she couldn’t believe what I had just done to her. Or maybe that was wishful thinking. All I knew was that I wanted to please her, and I knew I had made her cum. With the tattered remnants of my pride, I hoped I had eaten her pussy better than any one had before. And I hoped she would tell Hannah that. 
 
    “Fuck, you’re good at that,” she said. 
 
    “I’m glad you liked it, Mistress Keeley,” I said. “Mistress Hannah makes sure I get plenty of practice. She says it’s one of the most important tasks of a submissive man.” 
 
    “She’s right,” Keeley said. “Oral sex on demand that I don’t have to reciprocate? Hannah is a genius.” 
 
    “She is, Mistress Keeley,” I said. 
 
    “God, you’re so… Agreeable,” Keeley said. “Not like every other man I’ve been with.” 
 
    “I’m guessing they didn’t have the cocks locked away, Mistress Keeley.” 
 
    “No,” she laughed loudly, “no, they didn’t. I wish they did, if it made them more like you.” 
 
    “Thank you, Mistress Keeley,” I said. “Mistress Keeley, may I ask you something?”  
 
    “Go ahead,” Keeley sighed. 
 
    “I don’t want to seem greedy. And all that matters here is what you want. But please, Mistress, please may I lick you to another orgasm?” 
 
    “Wow,” Keeley said. I saw her eyes go wide in the darkness as she shook her head, long strands of her blonde hair clinging to her shoulders. “You are such a little bitch. You know that?”  
 
    “Yes, Mistress Keeley,” I said. “I’m Mistress Keeley’s panty boy, and I can’t get enough of your delicious pussy.” 
 
    “Amazing,” Keeley said. Still shaking her head, she moved on the mattress next to me. Lifting one leg, she swung it over my body, her knee hitting the mattress beside my head once again. Again, her pussy hovered above me, and the scent of her orgasm filled my nostrils as I breathed in. 
 
    “Go ahead, slave boy,” Keeley said with a smile. “Make me cum while I laugh at you.” 
 
      
 
    “Heel.” Keeley pointed at the floor by her feet as she spoke. Obediently, I got down on my hands and knees. Turning, she opened the bedroom door and stepped out of it. I followed, crawling after her on all fours like a well-trained pet. I had licked her to another orgasm, even more powerful than the first. After that, Keeley had had enough. For a while, she just lay on the bed beside me, breathing steadily and enjoying the moment. Then, she said we should go back to the party. 
 
    Chained to the bed, I watched her rise and struggled back into her tight blue and black dress. I was still wearing her panties, and knowing she wore no underwear beneath the dress made my cock surge all the more in its cruel cage. Once she was dressed, Keeley unlocked my arms from the headboard. Then she ordered me to heel. I felt my skin burning with shame as I followed her down the hallway, toward the living room where I could hear the voices of the other three women. They were louder than ever. I didn’t know how long I had been in the bedroom with Keeley, but it hadn’t been quick. And I suspected my girlfriend and her friends had been drinking the whole time we were away. 
 
    Keeley swaggered into the living room, her voluptuous body swaying with every step, her tight dress straining around her and her high heels echoing on the floor. At the sight of her, the other women cheered. They could clearly see that things had gone her way. But as I crawled behind her, their cheers of approval turned to mocking laughter. They could see I was wearing Keeley’s panties over my caged cock, and the spectacle was evidently hilarious to them. 
 
    “Oh my God, you made him wear your panties?” Tanya said, pressing both hands to her mouth. 
 
    “I thought it would be nice and humiliating for him,” Keeley said. Turning, she took up her old seat in the armchair, crossing her legs with some difficulty as the tight skirt of her dress gripped her thighs. “And since he basically doesn’t have a cock unless Hannah decides otherwise, I figured it made sense for him to wear girl’s underwear.” 
 
    “Oh, he looks so cute in those,” Rachel said. She leaned forward on the sofa as she spoke, her dark eyes flashing. “Get that cute little ass over here, slave boy.” 
 
    Dreading what was about to happen, I crawled toward her and Hannah where they sat on the couch. As I approached, Hannah ran a hand affectionately through my hair. She guided my head toward her, laying it in her lap. Meanwhile, Rachel leaned forward and slapped my ass. The girls laughed out loud as she spanked me in front of them, pulling on Keeley’s underwear with her other hand to make it tighter while she slapped me. 
 
    “How was it?” Hannah asked. She was stroking my hair as she spoke, and as I lay my head on her thigh, I felt a strange feeling of contentment. Humiliated as I was, it was good to be in contact with my girlfriend again. To feel the warmth of her skin and smell her perfume and feel her beautiful young body. Even if it did make my cock ache all the more in its prison. 
 
    “Honestly, it was amazing,” Keeley said to the approval of the listening women. “I mean, it’s really hard to do at first. You feel like such a bitch. But then, it starts to feel awesome. Once you realize that this is what he wants. That he knows his job is to serve you. It gets really fucking good after that.” 
 
    “I want to try!” Behind me, Rachel clapped her hands together with eagerness. A bolt of fear raced through me. Of all Hannah’s friends, Rachel had been the most forward, the most ready to indulge in these kinky games. She had none of Keeley’s hesitation. And look how that had gone.  
 
    After our bedroom adventure, Keeley was already ordering me around, making me crawl at her heels like a dog. There was no way to know how far Rachel would push me, but it made me nervous. And of course, it excited me too. Rachel was an absolute stunner, and the thought that she might be another natural dominatrix like Hannah was entranced me as I crouched in front of her with my ass burning from the blows of her hand. 
 
    “Not just yet,” Hannah said, still stroking my hair. “Even a slave boy needs a break from time to time. Did Mistress Keeley tire you out, Alister?” 
 
    “Yes she did, Mistress Hannah,” I said, looking up at my girlfriend from her lap as she smiled down at me. “She’s very sexy, and it was a pleasure serving her.” 
 
    “Well, that’s nice,” Hannah said. “But it doesn’t really matter, does it? No one cares about your pleasure here. It’s female pleasure that’s all that matters.” 
 
    “Of course, Mistress Hannah,” and the women laughed again at that, the ongoing soundtrack to my night of group humiliation. 
 
    “You know what I should do?” Hannah smiled, caught up with the energy of a new idea as it gripped her. “I should lend you to Keeley for a weekend. To be her personal sex slave and houseboy. What do you think, Keeley? Want to borrow him for a whole weekend sometime?” 
 
    “Seriously? That would be fucking awesome,” Keeley said. As she spoke, her eyes moved from Hannah to me and back again, and the look of excitement on her face thrilled me as I gazed at her. 
 
    “Then we’ll do that,” Hannah said. “Hear that, Alister? I’m going to lend you to Keeley.” 
 
    “Yes, Mistress Hannah,” I said, without hesitation. I knew I had no say in it. I also knew that the idea excited me more than I could express. But as Hannah had made clear, my opinions were irrelevant. 
 
    “Okay. Well, I’m glad you’re back. While you are away getting used by Keeley, we had to get our own drinks. And goddesses like us should never have to do that. So back to work, slave boy. Fetch us some more drinks while we have fun.” 
 
    “Yes, Mistress Hannah.” Lifting my head from her lap reluctantly, I rose to my feet. I could feel the eyes of all four women watching me as I returned to the kitchen. My cheeks were still burning with shame, and my ass was burning now from where Rachel had spanked me. But I knew the night was far from over. I might have sexually satisfied one woman, but there were three other gorgeous mistresses to serve. This was going to be the longest night of my life. And, I had no doubt, the best so far. 
 
    

  

 
   
    21. Rachel’s Turn 
 
      
 
    The night was far from over. Even though I was tired, even though fatigue flooded the muscles of my body after my adventure with Keeley, I knew I had to keep going. Hannah demanded it. But more than that, I demanded it myself. All My fear and shame, I couldn’t deny to myself that this was exactly what I wanted. That clear in my apartment with these this wild women was exactly where I wanted to be. As nervous as I was about what the night might hold, I was getting more and more used to the idea that this was exactly what I craved. To be used like this. To be powerless against female beauty. To be forced to do the things I secretly wanted to do but felt embarrassed to admit, even to myself. It was thrilling. 
 
    And as I returned to the living room carrying drinks for the girls, I felt that thrill grow and spread inside me. I could feel their eyes on me, all of them watching me with a strange predatory stare. Keeley sat back in the armchair, her beautiful body tightly wrapped in her clinging dress, her face still flushed with the echo of the pleasure I had given her. She alone of the group seemed sated. The rest of them were still buzzing with excitement. I could see it in their pretty faces and in every line of their beautiful bodies. They sat upright on the couch, as alive to the wild sexual energy in the room as I was. And as I handed them their drinks, I felt their eyes moving over me, studying every line of my body and drawn to the humiliating chastity locked onto my cock. The tool of Hannah’s control over me, the symbol of her female authority. The cruel device that would guarantee I would do whatever they wanted me to. 
 
    “This is so great,” Rachel said as I handed her a drink and turned toward Hannah. “You have to let me take a turn with him.” 
 
    “You’re really into this, huh?” Hannah replied with a smile she took the class I offered her. 
 
    “A naked man doing everything we say and unable to even touch his cock? Damn right I’m into this,” Rachel grinned. “I just wish you’d told me about him sooner.” 
 
    “Well, late is better than never, I guess,” Hannah said. “Go ahead, Rachel. Use him, if you want to.” 
 
    My heart beat faster my chest. As she spoke, Hannah looked at me, not her friend. She knew what this was doing to me. She knew what she was doing to me, sitting there in her tiny little white dress and looking like sex personified. She knew the power the little key dangling around her ankle gave her, and she knew what using it did both of us. She wanted sex almost as badly as I did, I knew. Showing off like this was guaranteed to turn my girlfriend on. But she had more self-control than I did. She had more control in every conceivable way than I did. 
 
    “Yes!”  
 
    Rachel hissed between her teeth as she leaned forward to set her glass down on the coffee table. Her dark hair rolled over her shoulders as she turned her head toward me, her deep brown eyes glowing as though lit from within by her excitement. She was beautiful, of course. As beautiful as Hannah was, though in a completely different way. But the way she looked at me made fear go scuttling in some cavern of my heart. I found myself glad that Hannah was there. As cruel and dominant and occasionally sadistic as my girlfriend could undoubtedly be, there was a limit to what she would do to me. It sounds strange, but there was a kind of compassion in Hannah’s cruelty and a mercy in her dominance. I had no idea if Rachel had any of that. The way she was looking at me, the way a cat looks at a mouse it has cornered, didn’t make me feel especially safe with her. But that, too, was wildly thrilling in its own way. If you get off on losing control, fear only serves to make things more exciting. 
 
    “Down, slave.” Rachel pointed to the floor at her feet she spoke, her body poised and elegant as she held out her hand. She had none of Keeley’s hesitation or doubt. Rachel issued commands the way Hannah did, almost the way Elizabeth did. With the total confidence that they would be obeyed.  
 
    Of course, she was right. Turning toward her, I dropped to my knees without a word. A position I was becoming more and more used to as the night progressed, though it never lost its humiliating sting. Gazing up at the women on the couch made them look even more beautiful than they already did. And even though I kept my eyes on Rachel, I could feel Hannah watching my every move, pleasure seeming to radiate off her like heat from a lamp. 
 
    “Do you like being our property?” Rachel’s brown eyes stared into mine as she spoke, moving slightly from side to side as though she were reading my expression. The same thing Hannah did sometimes, peering deep into my eyes to savor more deeply my humiliation. How did I keep running into women like this? 
 
    “Yes, Mistress Rachel,” I said, drawing the expected laughter from the watching women. 
 
    “Even though you don’t get to fuck us?” 
 
    “Yes, Mistress Rachel. I’m so turned on right now. You’re all so beautiful.” 
 
    “Too bad. You’ll never get to fuck me. I’d never have sex with a guy like you. I like bad boys, not bitch boys. You’re lucky Hannah keeps a pathetic specimen like you around.” 
 
    “I know, Mistress Rachel. I’m very lucky to be owned by Mistress Hannah.”  
 
    More laughter. I was playing my role to the best of my ability, and it seemed to be pleasing them. Humiliation burned in by me, but I told myself it was nothing I couldn’t handle. It was nothing I hadn’t done before. These women already knew just how pathetic and submissive I was, and there was no longer any point pretending otherwise. The best thing to do now, I reasoned, was to try and be the best slave I could be for them and hope to earn the reward that Hannah promised me. 
 
    “Amazing. Well, just because you can’t fuck me doesn’t mean you can’t make me cum.” With that, Rachel abruptly stood. Her black skirt was tight around her thighs as she rose to her feet, and I watched as she pulled it down over her hips with some difficulty. Letting her skirt fall to the floor, she stepped out of it and pulled down her panties too. Around her, her friends gasped at her brazenness. She sat back down on the couch, spreading her legs so that I could see her swollen pussy between her toned thighs. I felt the familiar ache of my is to trying to harden in the chastity device as I stared at her sex, knowing exactly what was required of me and wanting nothing more than to please her. I crawled toward her, and Rachel smiled down at me as she watched me approach, a toy for her selfish pleasure. 
 
    “Oh my God, Rachel!” Tonya gasped beside her. Rachel turned to smile at her friend, her dark hair hanging in soft waves against her skin. 
 
    “What? We’re all friends here. I don’t care if you watch.” The other women laughed, giddy with the transgressive nature of what was going on. As I crawled to her, Rachel spread her legs further, hooking one knee over Hannah’s legs. I watched as Hannah laid her hand gently on her friend’s thigh. I could feel her watching every move I made as I leaned forward to place my mouth against Rachel’s pussy. 
 
    I licked her slowly at first. Ignoring the dull ache in my jaw from using my mouth so much already that night, I focused on her pleasure. I ran my tongue slowly over her pussy, feeling her damp lips swelling at the stimulation. Above me, Rachel sighed happily. She was watching me, and her dark eyes burned like to as she savored the spectacle of a humiliated man worshiping her. Again, I was struck by the difference in how other women tasted. The flavor was nothing like Keeley’s and nothing like Hannah’s, but had an erotic deliciousness all of its own. Moving my head up and down, I pressed my tongue more forcefully against her, making her groan with pleasure. Feeling her growing wetness, I slipped my tongue inside and began rocking my head back and forth more rhythmically, fucking her with my tongue. Rachel’s body responded. She slid her hips forward on the couch, hungry for more. I saw Hannah’s painted fingernails pressing into the soft skin of her friend’s thigh as she held her leg back, and Rachel sprawled back against the cushions, her head lolling and her eyes half-closed with pleasure. 
 
    I knew what I was doing. Hannah had made sure I had become a practice cunnilinguist. And soon, Rachel was mewing in pleasure. Soon, her juices were pouring out of her, coating my face with liquid pleasure as I gulped them down. Completely unselfconscious, she gave full voice to her growing bliss, crying out with wild abandon as she sat between her two friends and enjoyed my services. And they all watched me, their own excitement growing by the minute as they witnessed me serving their friend.  
 
    To say it was one of the wildest experiences of my life would be more or less meaningless. Lately, it seemed like every day crossed a new threshold for me. Every day with Hannah was a new adventure in devious delight and kinky sex. But this was certainly a new experience. To go down on a stranger while my girlfriend and two other women watched was something I never would have imagined doing. But there I was with Rachel’s taste filling my mouth, her juices spilling over my skin and my tongue buried inside her dripping pussy. Barely conscious of what I was doing, I tugged at the cage that held me with one hand. But there was no question of freeing myself. There never had been. Only Hannah could give me that. And for now, it was clear she had no intention of doing so. 
 
    So I kept licking. I kept pleasuring Rachel as her cries grew louder and louder, her body beginning to tremble and shake as she sprawled on the couch in front of me. I kept on licking and kissing her swollen pussy as it began to spasm, clenching around my tongue in the unmistakable signs of orgasm. Right there on my sofa, she came in front of her friends, crying out in wild abandon with her eyes closed and her mouth open, her voice bouncing back in the walls of my living room.  
 
    As her climax slowly subsided, she opened her eyes, turning that burning ferocity on me. Her slender high-heeled dug into my shoulder as she lifted one foot and pushed me backward. Beside her, Hannah laughed, clapping her hands together with glee as her friend dominated me completely. Rachel was far from done. Even still glowing with orgasm, she wanted more.  
 
    Lifting her leg off Hannah, she turned on the couch, her high heels scraping on the floor. Turning her back on me, she climbed back onto the couch in a kneeling position this time, her arms draped over the back of the sofa. Her black hair cascaded down her back as she turned her head to me. 
 
    “Lick my asshole, slave boy.” 
 
    I gasped at her command. I had never done that before. I had never felt any desire to, and no one had ever asked. Of course, if Hannah had commanded it, or if Elizabeth did, I would have had no choice but to obey. And for now, Rachel was every bit as powerful as those two women. It wasn’t like I had a choice. Still, I could feel my cheeks burning with shame even as my cock ached with desire. Rachel’s gorgeous round ass was right in front of me, her firm cheeks smooth and flawless, and I couldn’t deny her beauty. Slowly, while the watching women laughed, I inched forward on my knees. 
 
    “Get your fucking face in there.” Reaching back, Rachel gripped the back of my head and pulled me forward. She pushed her ass back at the same time, and I found my face engulfed by her buttocks. Now the other women were howling with laughter, but I had a job to do. Tentatively, I stuck out my tongue. Blindly, I found Rachel’s tight hole. Bristling with embarrassment and aching with desire, I began to lick her asshole while her friends watched and mocked me for my pathetic compliance. 
 
    Rachel’s skin didn’t taste of anything much. A slight tang of sweat; that was all. And as I licked her, she reached down between her legs and began to touch itself. I couldn’t see, but I could feel her body moving rhythmically as she rubbed her hand against her pussy. The woman had absolutely no shame. She was ferocious, caught up in her dark desires the way I had seen happen to Hannah before. And I kept on licking, my hands squeezing Rachel’s ass cheeks and holding them slightly apart as I moved my head up and down. I knew better than to stop without permission. Above me, I could hear Rachel panting and shrieking, the pleasure swelling inside her as she played with herself. Then, with a great roar of release, she came again. She slumped forward over the back of the sofa, her tight hole twitching under my tongue. I lifted my head from her ass at last, blinking in the light. Rachel’s sides heaved as she panted, her face turned away. But the other three women were all watching me intently, all of them laughing at the way their friend had so totally humiliated me. 
 
    “That was amazing,” Hannah said. “Good job, Rachel.” Turning slightly in her seat, she playfully slapped Rachel’s exposed backside, making the other woman yelp in surprise. My cock throbbed desperately as I stared at my mistress, silently begging for release. But Hannah was enjoying herself immensely, sitting on my sofa and looking beautiful. The heart of the power that ruled me, that made me do the most outrageously embarassing things for women I had only just met. My dominant girlfriend was in her element. 
 
    “You want to try him out, Tonya?” Hannah asked over Rachel’s back. Her other friend smiled, looking at me before turning back to my girlfriend. 
 
    “I’d be tempted,” Tonya said at last. “But not now I know he just had his mouth in Rachel’s asshole.” All the women laughed at that, including Rachel. Turning on the sofa, she sat back down, looking satisfied as she slumped against the cushions. 
 
    “Good point,” Hannah said. “Go wash your mouth out, Alister. Brush your teeth and wash your face and report back to me immediately.” 
 
    “Yes, Mistress Hannah.” Their laughter followed me as I rose to my feet and headed to the bathroom. As I closed the door behind me, I let out a deep sigh. It was a relief to be out from under their gaze, even if only for a moment. I could hardly meet my own eyes in the mirror as I bent over the sink. I didn’t want to see what they had reduced me to, what Hannah had turned me into. The submissive sexual plaything of her and her friends, ready to perform the most degrading acts of worship in exchange for the faint promise of release. Yes, it was thrilling and sexy in a way I had never imagined. But that didn’t stop it from being deeply embarrassing. And of course, that only turned me on more. 
 
    I brushed my teeth, letting the minty foam scrub away the mingled taste of multiple women. I washed my face, wiping the juices of sex off my skin. Then, cleaned and ready for more service, I stepped out of the bathroom and returned to the living room where my goddess was waiting. 
 
    “Stay there for a moment,” Hannah ordered as she pointed to a spot in the middle of the living room. “Stand up straight. Hands behind your back. Like you’re standing at attention.”  
 
    Wordlessly, I did as she said. I stood with my feet apart, hands clasped behind me, every inch of my body available for their inspection. I could feel the girls looking at my chastity device again, transfixed that any man would let himself be so ruthlessly imprisoned. For a while, no one said anything. Hannah’s eyes glittered she looked me up and down, parting her lips slightly to take a sip of wine without looking away. My heart throbbed with hope as I looked at her in her immaculate white dress, the gorgeous curves of her body revealed by the clinging fabric. She looked so beautiful, I just wanted to worship the ground she walked on. But of course, I wanted much more than that too. I could only hope that my humble service pleased Hannah enough that she would give me what I so desperately desired. 
 
    “So what do you think, ladies?” Hannah finally said, turning her head to look at each of her friends in turn. “What do you think of my new boyfriend?” 
 
    “I think he’s awesome,” said Keeley, provoking more laughter from Hannah. 
 
    “I think he’s a pathetic little bitch,” said Rachel, speaking slowly and enunciating each word, spitting them from her full lips like weapons designed to hurt. 
 
    “Well yeah, he is,” Hannah giggled. “But I like him that way. You have to admit, he’s very obedient.” 
 
    “And with his cock locked away like that, you know he can’t cheat on you,” Tonya added. 
 
    “Exactly,” Hannah smiled, taking another sip of her wine before speaking again. “That was one of the things that first appealed to me. Before I realized that it would also make him incapable of disobeying me. Before I realized it would make him my property. He does everything I tell him to in the hope I’ll let him have a tragic little orgasm. That’s what he’s thinking about now. Isn’t it, Alister?” 
 
    “Yes, Mistress Hannah.”  
 
    The watching women laughed again, but there was no point denying it. There was only one force that could possibly make me so submissive to them, so ready to do the most embarrassing and depraved things, and that was my desire for Hannah. They all knew it. They had all seen its effects over the course of a long and arduous night. It was a hell of a way to meet my girlfriend’s friends. And I knew that I would never be able to forget what they had seen whenever I met them from now on. I knew they would always have this power over me, that they would always know what they could make me do. But it didn’t matter. The night had been incredible, wilder than anything I could ever have imagined. I was a seething mass of excruciating desire, and I couldn’t bring myself to regret what had happened to me. No matter how shameful, no matter how embarrassing, Hannah’s birthday party had been the most exhilarating experience of a life getting increasingly full of kinky fun. 
 
    “I told him if he was a very good boy tonight, I’d fuck him,” Hannah went on. “What you think, girls? Does my boy toy here deserve to finally cum?” 
 
    Giggling with glee, the women looked at each other for a moment. I stood still, hardly daring to breathe. I didn’t want to say or do anything that might change Hannah’s mind, that might jeopardize what I so desperately needed. The hope that had already been vibrating in my chest grew stronger as I stood before them as though I was on trial, waiting on a verdict that felt like it mattered more than anything ever had in my life up to that point. 
 
    “I think so,” Keeley said slowly, her blue eyes shining as she looked at me. I felt a strange spasm of affection for her at that moment, a deep gratitude for her response. But even as she spoke, Rachel shook her head, making her dark locks tumble over her shoulders. She was still naked from the waist down, her skirt still on the floor at her feet while she drank wine as though there was nothing more normal in the world. Her confidence matched Hannah’s as she sneered at me. 
 
    “No he doesn’t,” she said. “If it was up to me, I’d never let him cum. I’d make him eat my asshole every single day just for the privilege of doing it, not for some selfish reward.” 
 
    “You make a good point,” Hannah said thoughtfully, while a shadow of fear passed over my heart. “What about you, Tonya? You think he’s been a good boy tonight?” 
 
    “I guess he has,” Tonya said. “He’s done everything you said. But I kind of agree with Rachel, too. He should do what his mistress says. That’s a slave’s job, isn’t it?” 
 
    “Uh oh, Alister,” Hannah said with a chilly smile that made her blue eyes glitter like ice. “It’s not looking very good for you, is it? Seems like my friends don’t agree that you deserve to cum.” 
 
    “Please, Mistress Hannah.” 
 
    The women laughed as the words escaped my lips before I could stop them. Not that I would have tried. I was desperate, and all I could do was appeal to Hannah’s sense of mercy. I knew it existed, even if it wasn’t especially evident at that moment. 
 
    “Please let me cum, please, Mistress,” I begged. My begging only made the women laugh louder until I had to raise my voice to make sure my girlfriend heard me. “I did everything you said. I’ll do whatever you want. Just please let me cum, please!” 
 
    “So pathetic,” Rachel said, shaking her head and drinking wine. 
 
    “I know,” Hannah said, smiling at her friend. “But he’s cute when he begs. Come over here, Alister. Come here and kneel for us again.” 
 
    “Yes, Mistress Hannah.” I stepped forward at once. I dropped to the floor at Hannah’s feet, and she shifted slightly in her seat as she smiled down at me. Seized by sudden submissive inspiration, I lowered my face to the floor. Without being asked, I began kissing my girlfriend’s feet, groveling at her toes while her friends laughed at me. 
 
    “Please, Mistress Hannah,” I begged again as I showered her feet with kisses. “Please, please!” 
 
    “Stop that,” Hannah said. But she was still smiling as I rose up once again on my knees. As she crossed her legs, her already tight dress grew even tighter around her thighs, and I watched the toned muscle of her legs swell underneath her skirt. She leaned forward, and I had to make an effort not to moan in frustrated desire as I stared down the top of her dress at her magnificent cleavage. Sliding her hands down her leg, she reached the anklet she wore and unclasped it. I could hear my heart beating inside my skull as she held the key to my release, and crossing her legs again as she leaned forward. Staring deep into my eyes, she took firm hold of my caged cock with her free hand. I held my breath as she slid the key into the lock and unlocked it. Then she removed the device. 
 
    I groaned as Hannah sat back. My cock roared into life, swelling urgently in front of me and throbbing with desperate desire. The women laughed and clapped as my erection bloomed in front of them in a matter of seconds, my desire unmistakable as I kneeled at their feet. I clenched my hands at my sides, feeling the powerful sensation of my manhood being freed at last. 
 
    “Normally I wouldn’t unlock him without tying his hands first,” Hannah explained to her friends. “But with all four of us here, I know he won’t try anything. We could overpower him if he did. Now, Alister. I want to fuck. But you know in the state you’re in right now, you won’t last two seconds inside me. So make yourself cum right now in front of us. Go ahead. We’re going to watch you jerk off like the pathetic horny loser you are.” 
 
    The women’s laughter rang in my ears. But in the state of desperate desire I was in, I was almost immune to it. The lingering shame I felt barely registered against the wild fury of my desire. 
 
    “Yes, Mistress Hannah. Thank you, Mistress.” And her friends laughed again. But I didn’t care. My hand closed around my throbbing cock, and as I began to stroke, pleasure exploded in the pit of my stomach. Sitting back on the sofa and watching me as though I were some diverting TV show, Hannah crossed her legs again. Her raised foot bobbed in front of me, inches from my manhood as I tugged at it. 
 
    “When I say so, you’re going to cum on my foot,” Hannah said. “Show me and all my friends how inferior you are by making a little worship puddle on my toes. And you know what I’m going to make you do after that?” 
 
    “No, Mistress Hannah.” I was already breathless as I spoke, panting with pleasure and desire. 
 
    “I’m going to make you lick it up, of course,” Hannah said, while her friends exploded in laughter. “You know the rules. Anytime you have an orgasm, I make you eat it. Isn’t that right?” 
 
    “Yes, Mistress Hannah.” Of course I was embarrassed. Of course the idea of doing that in front of her friends horrified me. But I shouldn’t have been surprised. And I was too aroused to care. All that mattered was climax. I could deal with the consequences later. 
 
    “Good boy. Go ahead, then. Cum on my footand lick it all up in front of my friends. Then I’ll consider that you’ve served me properly on my birthday.” 
 
    “Thank you, Mistress Hannah!” The words were torn from my throat, given a wild edge by my growing pleasure. While the women laughed at me, I stroked my cock more rapidly, my hand a blur as it raced up and down my shaft. My orgasm swelled inside me, and I cried out at my long-awaited release. My cock spurted in my hand, splattering hot cum all over Hannah’s leg and foot. My cock kept pumping, squirting a hot load of my semen high into the air. The women clapped and jeered as they watched, and as my climax subsided, I felt hot shame prickling my cheeks again. 
 
    “There we go,” Hannah grinned. “Okay, clean up your mess. Get it while it’s hot. Go on, chastity boy. Don’t embarrass me in front of my friends.” 
 
    I hesitated. Now that my passion was momentarily spent, I felt only the full shame of what Hannah was demanding. And it repulsed me. Bad enough she had made me do this once in private, but to do it now like this in front of an audience made my humiliation ten times what it would otherwise have been. But in the rational part of my brain, I also knew how little choice I had. Hannah had many ways of punishing me for not obeying her, and the most terrifying one of all was the thought that maybe she wouldn’t play with me this way again. Even more than the chastity device, her absence was her greatest weapon. 
 
    And so in full view of her friends, I bent my head over her foot and began to lick. Grimacing, I licked my hot cum off her skin. Above me, Hannah high-fived her friends as they rejoiced in my defeat. That didn’t matter. All that mattered was serving her. 
 
    

  

 
   
    22. Hannah’s Best Night 
 
      
 
    “Bye!” 
 
    The last of Hannah’s friends took their leave, and she closed the door of my apartment behind them. I watched from the small hallway as she leaned back against the door, taking a deep breath and letting it out in a sigh. The tight dress grew even tighter around her, her deep cleavage swelling against the U-shaped neckline of her dress that exposed her gorgeous breasts to my hungry eye. Catching me looking, Hannah grinned at me. 
 
    After my latest show of humble submission, the girls had left. By now it was late, and everyone but me had drunk plenty of wine. As thrilling as the night had been, forced to serve four beautiful women instead of just one, I was glad to see the back of them. I was tired out by my exertions, and now that I had gotten the release I craved, I was ready to call it a night too. But of course, that was up to Hannah. And as she looked at me, still grinning as she leaned against the door, I suspected the night was far from over. For that matter, I hoped it wasn’t. 
 
    “That was so much fun,” Hannah said at last. “Did you see their faces? I don’t think any of us are ever going to forget tonight.” 
 
    “I’m certainly not, Mistress Hannah.” Hannah’s grin only grew as I used her self-appointed title. I didn’t know whether the scene was over or not, and it seemed better to assume it wasn’t until informed otherwise. Besides, after everything she had put me through, it just seemed right to address her that way. She was a Mistress. For that matter, she was a goddess, or so she appeared to me in her tight white dress standing at my front door. Who else but a goddess could do to me what she did? Who else but a goddess could make me lick my own semen off her foot while her friends laughed and applauded? Who else but goddess could get away with that and have me still want her desperately? 
 
    “You were so good tonight.” 
 
    At last, Hannah stepped forward. Her red hair contrasted sharply with her white dress as she stepped toward me, her high heels cracking like gunshots on the floor of my apartment. She draped an arm around my neck, and as she pressed her body against me, tightly wrapped in her revealing dress, I felt my cock twitch against my leg. The chastity device lay abandoned on the coffee table, the key still in the lock. She hadn’t put it back on me yet. She rarely forgot such things. But my girlfriend seemed intoxicated with more than just wine, although that was definitely a factor too. She seemed drunk on a sense of her own power and delighted with how the night had gone. Delighted with the glimpse of our kinky life that she had shown to her friends. 
 
    With her arms draped around my neck, Hannah kissed me. I kissed her back, holding her hips in my hands as my tongue slid into her mouth. She knew where my mouth had been, and she didn’t care. As our lips moved against each other, her tongueexploring my mouth, savoring the taste of my own cum that she had made me eat. Probably to her, it tasted like power. The infinite power her beauty and my deep desire gave her. 
 
    “Come on, big boy. Time for your reward.” 
 
    As Hannah lifted her lips to mine, my heart skipped a beat. Hope swelled within me, and at the same time, my cock twitched against her leg. Stepping back, Hannah took my hand in hers. She stepped past me, walking toward the bedroom. I hurried after her, unable to keep myself from admiring the way her white dress strained against around her ass, the way her long legs stretched with every step, the way her body swayed seductively on her high heels. Inside the bedroom, Hannah turned and kissed me again, giggling as she felt my cock hardening and pressing against her. This was what I had wanted, the reward she had promised me for my complete obedience and submission in front of her friends. But with Hannah, you never know. Nothing is ever certain. That’s part of her charm. For all I knew, she might lock me up again and deny me what she had said she would give me. That was her prerogative. 
 
    “Take this dress off me,” she said. Untangling herself from my arms, she turned her back on me, raking her fiery red hair away from her face to watch me over her shoulder. My hands trembled as I reached for the zipper at the back of her dress and pulled it down. The fabric sprang away, revealing her slender back as I slid it off her shoulders. The fabric clung to her tightly, and I could hardly blame it. With some effort, I pulled it down over the swell of her breasts in their push-up bra, and down over her hips, letting it fall at last the floor. Hannah stepped out of the dress and kicked it away with one high-heeled foot. She turned to face me again, her hands on my shoulders as she ground her hips against my body. 
 
    “You’ve been my sex slave enough for tonight,” Hannah said. She spoke slowly, her voice barely more than a whisper as she enunciated each careful word. “Right now, what I want more than a chastity boy is a boyfriend. I want you to fuck me, Alister. I want you to fuck me the way you wanted to fuck me that first night we met in the bar.” 
 
    “Oh my God,” I groaned, and she laughed. I kissed her wildly, passionately, and felt her hot pulse under my lips as I moved my mouth down her neck. Taking her breasts in my hands, I buried my face in them, passionately kissing the soft flesh the way I had been longing to do all night. With one hand resting lightly on the back of my neck, Hannah sighed with pleasure. I reached around behind her to unfasten her bra, letting it slide off her shoulders as her boobs sprang free. Her nipples swelled under my lips as I kissed them, sucking them into my mouth and pinching them between my lips.  
 
    At the same time, my hands ventured south, over her slender stomach, toward her broad hips. I pulled off her panties, and she let me, the fabric falling to the floor as she stood naked before me. I felt the softness of her pubic hair as I placed my hand between her legs, gently pressing it against her pussy. I could feel the heat of her arousal and her obvious wetness. The whole night had been one long sexual tease for her as well as for me. She just handled it better than I did. But I could tell that my girlfriend was wet and ready, and all the kinky things she had made me do that night had only fueled that desire. 
 
    By now, my cock was raging. Fully hard and throbbing desperately as though the humiliating orgasm I had had in front of her friends in the living room had never happened. Smiling, she reached down and took it in her hand, slowly stroking my shaft. 
 
    “Come on, Alister,” she said, her soft lips brushing my ear as she spoke. “Fuck me like a man.” 
 
    “You asked for it,” I said. 
 
    Hannah shrieked as I wrapped my arms around her waist and picked her up. Her high heels flailed in the air as I threw her down on the mattress. While her body still bounced, I climbed on top of her. I pushed her legs apart. She gazed up at me, her blue eyes glowing with delight and her head framed by a halo of fire. As I pressed the head of my cock against the wet entrance of her pussy, she groaned. She closed her eyes momentarily, and I saw her eyelids flutter. Her teeth shone as she bit her lower lip. Her cheeks were flushed with desire. She let her arms fall back against the mattress on either side of her head, a look of rapturous submission on her face. Taking my cock in my hand, I plunged it inside her, and Hannah screamed with delight at the sudden intrusion. 
 
    The tight wet walls of her pussy felt like heaven. I had dreamed of this moment for I didn’t know how long, but my fantasies were never equal to the reality. Pleasure roared inside me, the furnace of my desire igniting into energy that pushed away the fatigue I felt. My hips bucked as I plunged my cock in and out of her dripping sex, growling like an animal at the feelings of pleasure that overwhelmed me. And clearly, Hannah felt the same way. Grabbing my shoulders, she scratched my skin with her fingernails, hooking her legs around me to grip my hips. She wanted me deep inside her, and I obliged, plunging forward until I was buried up to my balls in her soft wet sex. Hannah howled in pleasure, the cry catching in her throat, and her heavy breasts bounced on her chest to the rhythm of my thrusts. Her high heels scratched my thighs, but I hardly noticed. All that mattered was pleasure. And before long, as I pounded away at her like I was trying to hammer her body right through the bad, Hannah came. 
 
    She screamed. Her wild cries of passion tore the air of the bedroom as she moaned and shrieked underneath me. I knew the events of the night turned her on, and all that anticipation was now releasing itself in a powerful orgasm that left her shaking. I groaned as I felt her pussy spasm around my shaft, the silken walls growing suddenly tight as they clenched my cock, unwilling to let go. 
 
    With a loud wail of release, Hannah rode the waves of her sexual climax. As it came and went, I felt her body grow limp beneath me, ravished and overcome. She never looked sexier than she did in those moments, her face glowing with pure bliss, her body vibrating to the music of pleasure. But I wasn’t done. And I knew my girlfriend well enough to know that a single orgasm would never satisfy her. She wanted me to be her boyfriend tonight, not her slave. And I was ready to oblige. 
 
    Hannah groaned as I pulled my cock out of her. My member was dripping with her juices, twitching in the empty air. She opened her eyes, gazing up at me with an expression almost of anger on her face, greed shining in her eyes. I gathered up her thighs in my arms. 
 
    “Roll over,” I said, pushing her body as I spoke. It wasn’t a request. And to my delight, Hannah eagerly complied. She rolled over onto her stomach, lifting her ass. She spread her legs and folded her arms on the mattress in front of her, laying her head down on top of them as she arched her back. Her pussy shone between her spread thighs, hot and wet as rivers of her juices ran down the inside of her legs. Taking my dripping cock in my hand, I positioned myself behind her. Gripping her hips, I plunged my weapon inside. Hannah moaned ecstatically, and I moaned right along with her as I buried myself in her once again. 
 
    Soon, the bed was shaking all over again. My body slapped against her ass as I drove my cock in and out of her, and she took it all, moaning her frantic pleasure as she lay on the bed with her eyes closed, spread for my enjoyment. Swept up in the moment, I slapped her ass with my hand, and her yelp of pleasure only spurred me on to fuck her harder. Soon, I felt her pussy spasming again, and I tried to hold my own pleasure back as another orgasm swept over her. I wanted to cum desperately, of course. But I didn’t want this night to end. For two people who had been dating for a while now and who had such outrageous sexual chemistry as we did, we didn’t have a lot of sex in the classic sense. Of course, we played a lot of sexy games, but they were usually focused on Hannah’s pleasure and my frustration, which often amounted to the same thing. It wasn’t often I got to take her like this, to assert myself as a man and make her body sing with this wild melody. I intended to take advantage of the rare opportunity. 
 
    Hannah screamed again. She practically sobbed with pleasure, her face buried in her arms as her orgasm wracked her body. It felt even more powerful than the first, and I held on for dear life as her pussy exploded, squirting her juices all over my surging cock. I groaned in pleasure at the spasming tightness of her sex, savoring the sensation while I rode the waves of her orgasm. And as her pleasure slowly subsided, I started fucking her again. Lubricated by her free-flowing juices, I slid my cock in and out of her more easily. 
 
    Hannah moaned wordlessly. She arched her back more as she pressed her ass against me. She wanted more, and I was ready to give it to her. She seemed conquered by pleasure, ready for once to give up control and surrender to her most primal desires. The tips of my fingers sank into her soft skin as I gripped her hips tightly, pulling them back against me while I thrust forward. I could hardly believe my own stamina, but all I knew was that this promised reward had been worth it. Every moment of frustration and humiliation and embarrassment she had put me through in front of her friends was worth it for this wild reward. And the memory of what she had done to me spurred me on, making me thrust my cock into her harder than ever as though trying to punish her with pleasure. 
 
    Hannah came again. And again. My stomach muscles burned as I carried on pounding her, but I didn’t care. And eventually, as her pussy spasmed wildly, the tremors of the muscles running up and down my shaft erratically now as though she were locked into an unending cascade of orgasms, I finally let go. My cock exploded inside her, and she cried out at the feeling of my release. It seemed to go on forever, my cock throbbing as I pumped my semen into her, draining my balls completely. And she took it all, moaning and groaning and shaking with the afterglow of pleasure while I emptied every drop I had into her. 
 
    With a sigh, I pulled out. Now my weariness came crashing down on top of me like a great wave, and as I sat back on the bed, panting in exhaustion, I felt completely overcome. My head was heavy, and my eyelids drooped. In front of me, Hannah rolled over onto her side. I watched her squeezing her boobs in her hands, massaging her swollen nipples as she savored the aftershocks of multiple orgasms. Lunging forward, I flopped down on the bed beside her. We kissed, and kissed some more. The air of my bedroom seemed to echo with our cries of pleasure, and powerful hormones surged in the night air. As our case finally broke, I stared deep into her eyes. She stared deep into mine. That gorgeous smile was back on her face, the pure physical delight that she seemed to enjoy more than any woman I had ever met. She was radiant, her skin shining with sweat as she lay there beside me, her bare breasts rising and falling on her chest as she panted. 
 
    “Fuck, Hannah,” I said. “That was fucking incredible.” 
 
    “You’re telling me,” she grinned. “That might have been the best sex I’ve ever had.” 
 
    “Might have been?” 
 
    “One of the benefits of keeping you locked up, I guess,” Hannah said. “You never get lazy like other guys do.” 
 
    “I… I love you, Hannah.” 
 
    The words seemed to tumble of their own accord from my lips. As I spoke them, all the air seemed to rush out of the room at once. The smile dropped from Hannah’s face, and she just lay there, looking at me, her eyes moving over my face the way they did when she read my expressions.  
 
    I hadn’t meant to say it. But there was no doubt in my mind that I felt it. As though only in saying it did I realize the truth of those three powerful words. I really did. I had fallen hard for this woman, and the constant state of sexual desire and frustration she kept me in often obscured the deeper emotional connection we had formed. When I spent all day thinking about her, it was easy to blame that on the strict chastity she enforced. But as I lay there gazing at her after the most thrilling and humiliating night of my life, I knew without any doubt that my feelings went far beyond lust. 
 
    “I think I love you too,” she said. My heart leapt as a smile broke across her face like the sun reappearing from behind a cloud. Rolling over onto one elbow, I kissed her again, over and over again, our naked bodies pressed against each other and still glowing with the power of our orgasms. I never wanted the moment to end. I never wanted to stop kissing her. But the body has its limits. And as I held her in my arms, she closed her eyes, and I closed mine. Just like that, arms wrapped around one another, we fell into a deep and satisfied sleep. 
 
      
 
    When I woke up in the morning, I was alone in bed. Reaching for my phone, I swore when I realized how late it was. I had no idea what time we had finally gone to sleep. It had to be the early hours of the morning before we were done with our kinky games and energetic sex. And my tiredness has caused me to sleep in. Not that it mattered, course. It was the weekend, and I had nowhere to be. 
 
    Sitting up in bed, I listened. It sounded like Hannah was in the kitchen. Under the blanket, my cock was already hard, and I realized with a shock that I was still free. It was the first night I had spent without being locked in chastity since the day I met Elizabeth. After so long, it felt strange to be able to achieve an erection. And as my mind replayed the wild memories of the night before, my desire grew. I could indulge it right there and then, I realized. For the first time in months, I could make myself cum if I wanted to. But I wanted more than that. I couldn’t forget the way Hannah had looked when I fucked her the night before, the way her soft body yielded so beautifully to me. It was her I wanted. It was always her. 
 
    And with that recollection, another one shouldered its way to the front of my mind. I had told her that I loved her. And she had said it back. Outside of my family, I had only said those words to one other woman, years before. Now she was no longer part of my life. But Hannah was, and as I listened to her humming happily in the kitchen, I knew that I had never felt this way about anyone before. It wasn’t just the sex, although that was most definitely part of it. It was much more than that. I never wanted to be without her. And if being with her meant chastity and slavery and constant frustration and humiliation, that was fine by me. A small price to pay to bask in the radiance of the woman I loved. 
 
    “Good morning.” Hannah appeared in the open doorway of my bedroom like a vision of disheveled loveliness. Her red hair was a mass, gathering in clumps at the back of her head. Her makeup was smeared over her face, giving her an out-of-focus look. She wore nothing but one of my T-shirts, and the garment had never looked better than it did clinging to the curves of her body. 
 
    “Morning,” I said. Hannah approached the bed, a plate held in each hand. 
 
    “I made you some toast,” she said. 
 
    “Thanks. I’m starving.” 
 
    “I bet, after last night.” Hannah giggled as she sat on the bed beside me, curling her long legs under her as she took a bite of toast. It was an oddly domestic scene. Not that we didn’t have those sometimes. Our whole relationship wasn’t based around kinky sex. We also did plenty of more normal boyfriend and girlfriend stuff. But usually when we did, I was still locked away. When I was in the chastity device, nothing we did was free of the sexy power dynamic between us. Even our most tender moments were colored by the knowledge that she owned my manhood. This was different. While my cock throbbed under the blanket, I ate my toast, and Hannah ate hers like we were just some regular couple. 
 
    “What a night,” Hannah said finally, setting aside her plates. “Thank you for the best birthday of my life.” I tasted peanut butter on her lips as I kissed her back. 
 
    “Yeah, that was crazy,” I said. “I bet your friends can’t believe it.” 
 
    “Well, they better,” Anna said. “I never thought I would enjoy this so much. But I fucking love this life we’re living.” 
 
    “Me too,” I said truthfully. Hannah’s bright eyes moved over my face the way they so often did. 
 
    “Are you wondering why I haven’t locked your cock back up yet?” 
 
    “It did cross my mind,” I said, making her laugh. 
 
    “Well, you said something to me last night,” Hannah said. “Something very sweet. Remember?” 
 
    “Of course I remember,” I said. “I’m not the one who was drinking all night.” 
 
    “You said you loved me.” 
 
    “I do.” 
 
    Again, I had that faint feeling of all the air being sucked out of the room. Hannah paused, simply staring at me without saying a word. 
 
    “I love you too,” she said at last. Then she leaned in and kissed me again. “But I wanted to hear you say it today. Without your cock being locked away. You know you’ll say and do anything to get a release when I have you locked up. I wanted to make sure you meant this.” 
 
    “I really do,” I said, kissing her again. “I mean it. And it’s not about the kinky sex. I mean, that’s great and everything. I love that about you. I love what we do together. But that’s just sex. Love is different.” 
 
    “I agree,” Hannah said softly. “That’s why I wanted to be sure. If we’re going to see where this relationship goes, we need to be certain. So I left you a free man for the night. I hope you enjoyed it.” 
 
    “Enjoyed? Past tense?” 
 
    “Past tense,” Hannah nodded. Smiling, she took the empty plate I held and set it aside. Then, she pulled aside the blanket that covered me. My cock sprang out between my legs, and she rose up on her knees. She straddled me, and I felt har bare pussy against my shaft as she lifted the T-shirt over her head and flung it to the floor. Her big breasts bounced in front of me. I took them in my hands, trailing kisses over her skin as I sought out her nipples. 
 
    “Just because you love me doesn’t mean I’m going to let you go free,” Hannah said. “Far from it. I’m going to keep you locked up because I love you. Because you’re a better, more obedient man when I do. And the fact that you love me will make your captivity more powerful. So enjoy this, because it could be the last one for a while.” 
 
    Reaching down between her legs, Hannah took hold of my cock. Rising up on her knees, she sank down slowly on top of it. I gasped as my erection slid inside her, and she gasped too, her eyelids fluttering as she sank into my lap. Draping her forearms over my shoulders, she began to move up and down, sliding her pussy on my cock. As my pleasure grew, I kept kissing and fondling her breasts, sucking on her nipples while her cries of pleasure vibrated in the air. 
 
    Before long, she was bouncing up and down on top of me. The bed creaked to her movements the way it had the night before when I fucked her. But now it was Hannah who was setting the pace. And as her movements became wilder and more erratic, I felt her pussy spasming around me again. I felt her orgasm erupting inside her. In my wild state of arousal, I couldn’t hold back. I didn’t even try. As her womanhood clenched around my shaft, I exploded, pumping my cum deep inside her again. 
 
    “Fuck, that feels good,” Hannah said, opening her glowing eyes to smile at me as she finally relaxed in my lap. “That’s the one bad thing about locking your cock away. I really miss having your cock inside me.” 
 
    “Well, you can have that anytime you want,” I said. 
 
    “I know. But that’s not the game. The game is to keep you as horny and frustrated as I possibly can so that when I do finally let you fuck me, it’s so much better. For both of us. Now, that’s enough. Time to lock my cock away again.” 
 
    I groaned as Hannah rose from my lap. Not just at her words, but also at the sensation of her pussy sliding off my manhood. I could feel her juices cooling on my skin, and my cock lay limp and soft against my thigh. Completely naked, she headed out of the bedroom to the living room. In only a moment, she returned with the chastity device in her hand. Smiling brightly, she climbed onto the bed beside me. I raised my hands, my instincts telling me to push her away and stop her from doing what she was about to do. But I thought better of it. Instead, I just lay there as she slid the device back onto my manhood and locked it in place. It was just that easy. A few seconds, and my beautiful girlfriend had taken complete control of my body again. 
 
    “That’s better,” Hannah said. “It was fun to let you out for a while, but you belong in chastity. Now, I was nice enough to make you breakfast. And I’m not talking about the toast.” 
 
    I stared up at Hannah in confusion. As she placed her hand on my head and pushed me down onto the mattress, I realize what she was up to. She climbed on top of me, crawling over my body to position herself with her knees on either side of my head. Above me, her swollen pussy gaped, shining with our mingled juices. A wave of revulsion and humiliation washed over me. The orgasm I had had inside her that morning was still fresh, but there was the one I had the night before, too. I could smell our sex as she lowered her pussy down onto my face. 
 
    “Clean me up, chastity boy,” Hannah said, adopting once again her the dominant tone of voice. “And do a good job. It might be a long time before I let you cum inside me again.” 
 
    

  

 
   
    23. Serving Keeley 
 
      
 
    Hannah placed one foot on the edge of the bed. Her fiery red hair hung down around her face as she bent at the waist, pulling up the zipper of her high-heeled boot. The zipper closed with a groan, and I felt a similar groan of desire rising inside me. My wicked girlfriend knew exactly how to tease me. She seemed to be getting better and better at it all the time. But then, they say that practice makes perfect. And Hannah was getting almost constant practice in her new role as a dominatrix. 
 
    I loved it. Even with all the pain and frustration that came with it. Even with the endless humiliation I had to endure, just knowing that this woman could do just about anything to me because I wanted her so badly. It was all worth it. And now, ever since we had acknowledged that we were in love, things took on even more intensity. I would hardly have believed that was possible. But it was. The things Hannah did to me and with me were more than merely sexual now. And my confessed love for her gave her a whole new weapon to use against me. I like my girlfriend fully armed. 
 
    “Well, I’m heading out,” Hannah said. Her leather boot creaked as she lifted her foot from the bed and placed it on the floor. Now she stood with her hands on her hips, touching the tight denim of the jeans that gripped her gorgeous thighs. And once again, there was nothing I could do. I lay tied to the bed, my arms raised over my head and fastened to the eyebolts Elizabeth had installed. My cock throbbed painfully as I thought for a moment of her. The woman who had started us down this wild road that had led to the relationship I still could hardly believe was real. Without Elizabeth, none of this would have happened. Maybe I might have met Hannah anyway. Maybe not. But it was possible the two of us would never have discovered these wild games of domination and submission. And now, it felt impossible to live without them. The woman that I loved was a dominant and demanding bitch in the bedroom, and that was part of what I loved about her. We both owed Elizabeth a lot. Which is a funny thing to think about a woman who took away your manhood and turned you into a submissive and sexually frustrated slave. But it was the truth. 
 
    “Be a good boy for Keeley, okay?” Hannah said, her eyes blazing as she looked down at me. I could tell she loved this. She was lit up from within by the same fire that burned inside me. The only thing I couldn’t understand was how she could stand it. Unlike me, Hannah had the ability to have sex whenever she wanted to. She knew I was more than ready. Looking up her from my position on the bed, I would have loved nothing more than to slide my tongue between the silken folds of her pussy, or feel her sex tightening rhythmically around my cock. I would have given anything for that, and my girlfriend knew it. But instead, she was going to leave me in the care of her friend while she went out to hang out with some other friends of hers. Hannah’s self-control was part of what made her able to dominate me so effortlessly. She controlled me by controlling herself. 
 
    “I will, Mistress Hannah,” I said, smiling up at her in what I hoped was an ingratiating fashion. Hannah paused for a moment, looking down at me, some new and probably wild idea emerging inside her beautiful head. 
 
    “At least you haven’t forgotten your manners,” she said. “Keep that up when Keeley gets here. She deserves to be treated like a goddess, and she’s going to report back to me with how well you served her. Don’t let me down.” 
 
    “You know I won’t, Mistress Hannah.” 
 
    Hannah smiled. I watched her hands tighten at her sides, her teeth showing as she bit her lip. She was turned on. There was no denying that. Her eyes moved up and down my body, naked except for the steel chastity device locked onto my cock, and even though I knew it was stupid, hope surged inside my heart all the same. Maybe her desire would get the better of her. Maybe she would give me what I most wanted. Maybe she would call off her night out and stay here instead, playing with me and using me to fulfill her deviant sexual needs. 
 
    For a moment, it looked like it was going to happen. With a resigned sigh, Hannah reached for the front of her jeans. I hardly dared to breathe as I watched her pull down the zipper and reach her hand inside. She was touching herself right there in front of me, and every nerve of my body cried out for release from the cruel chastity as I watched my beautiful mistress. 
 
    Hannah stepped toward the bed. As she slid her hand out from inside her jeans, I could see moisture shining on her fingers. Placing one knee on the edge of the bed, she leaned over me, reaching toward my face. Her fingers traced the edges of my lips, and I eagerly stuck out my tongue, tasting her delicious arousal on her skin as I licked it up. Hannah giggled, delighted by my obvious arousal. But then, she drew back. Placing both feet on the floor again, she zipped her jeans back up. 
 
    “No time for that,” she briskly said. “I just wanted to leave you lying here with the taste of my pussy on your lips so that you know what you’re missing.” 
 
    “Thank you, Mistress Hannah,” I said, Hannah burst out laughing. Her shining eyes moved over my face again, as though she still didn’t quite believe what she was doing to me. Even after all these months. 
 
    “You’re so cute when you’re submissive like this,” she grinned. “Such a horny little bitch boy. But you’re not going to be getting any sex tonight. I’m taking the key to your cock with me.” 
 
    Again, she raised one foot from the floor and planted it on the side of the bed. I could see the chain she had fastened around the outside of her knee-high boots, and the key that dangled from it. I already knew all of this, of course. I knew what Hannah was planning. A night out with her friends while I stayed here, caged and frustrated and forced to serve one of Hannah’s friends. But Hannah never got tired of reminding me of the power she held. For that matter, neither did I. She was never sexier than when she showed off like this. 
 
    “Yes, Mistress Hannah.” 
 
    “Is it going to drive you crazy thinking of me out there with your key? Telling my friends all about the naughty things I make you do, and how you’ll do anything your mistress says?” 
 
    “Yes, Mistress Hannah. You know it will.” 
 
    “Yeah. I do know it will.” Again, Hannah placed both feet back on the floor. “That’s the whole point. It’s going to turn me on to knowing you’re here, being teased by Keeley and teased by me not being around. It’s going to be such a mind fuck for you. But you’re going to love it, aren’t you, you little pervert?” 
 
    “Probably, Mistress Hannah.” 
 
    “Well, remember, it doesn’t really matter whether you do or you don’t. Your job tonight is to keep Keeley happy. And I don’t care whether that means eating her pussy or running to the store to buy her ice cream. She deserves to have a man worship her the way you worship me. Do everything she says.” 
 
    “Of course, Mistress Hannah.” 
 
    “You’re basically subservient to all women at this point, aren’t you?” 
 
    “It seems that way, Mistress Hannah.” 
 
    “I kind of like that. I like that you acknowledge that women are superior to you, and that your role is to serve them.” 
 
    “Well, after everything I’ve been through lately, Mistress Hannah, it would be kind of hard to deny that, wouldn’t it?” Hannah grinned. 
 
    “Yeah, I suppose it would,” she said. Just then, the doorbell rang. Hannah’s eyes lit up, her face radiating excitement as she smiled down at me. There was no need to speculate who that could be; there was only one person we were expecting that night. And my heart spasmed with nervousness as I watched my girlfriend turn and walk out of the bedroom, her round ass looking infinitely inviting in the tight jeans that clung jealously to it until she disappeared from my view. 
 
    I listened. I heard the door open, and Hannah and Keeley exchanged greetings. Then I heard their footsteps on the floor, two sets of high heels drumming out the rhythm of female authority as they approached me. There was nothing I could do but lie there and wait until Hannah led her friend through the open door of the bedroom, and Keeley laughed out loud to see me so helplessly restrained. 
 
    “As you can see, he’s all yours,” Hannah grinned at her friend. “Don’t go too easy on him. Don’t take any shit. Trust me, he deserves this. He deserves to be tied up and teased by superior women. Don’t you, slut?” 
 
    “Yes, Mistress Hannah.” I didn’t hesitate to answer. I knew what Hannah wanted to hear. More importantly, what she wanted Keeley to hear. And I saw Keeley’s blue eyes glowing with excitement as she looked at me. Still, she looked nervous. Keeley’s confidence had grown enormously over the course of that wild night when she first helped Hannah dominate me. But she still didn’t have my girlfriend’s naturally dominant personality. She still seemed to find these games intimidating. I could relate to that. Until Elizabeth had come along, I had had only the vaguest idea about domination and submission, and had never thought it was for me. And now here I was, tied to the bed with my cock locked in a steel prison, being handed over to one of my girlfriend’s friends for the night. And in a way, I was glad it was Keeley. Rachel scared me. 
 
    Keeley stood at the foot of the bed in a pair of jeans and a green top. Her jeans clung to her body just like Hannah’s did, showing off her ample curves. Her magnificent breasts showed in the deep V-neck of her green top, the fabric seeming to strain to contain them. Part of Keeley’s relative lack of confidence, I suspected, came from the fact that her friends were so ridiculously beautiful. And she was too, in her way. But she was chubbier than Hannah, and even though I found her generous curves endlessly appealing, I knew that heavier girls have a harder time. Maybe that was why she wasn’t the natural dominatrix that Hannah and Rachel seem to be. Or maybe it was just her nature. Deep down, Keeley was a sweet girl. And even though she clearly enjoyed playing at being a mistress last time we did it, it didn’t come naturally to her. In its own strange way, I found that oddly endearing. There was something incredibly sexy about women like Hannah and Rachel and Mistress Elizabeth, who knew exactly what they wanted and seemed to take it as their right to order me around and make me serve. But Keeley’s hesitant style of domination had its own charm. Combined with her body and my new constant state of sexual arousal, it made her hard to resist. 
 
    “Well, have fun, you guys,” Hannah said with a smile. “Don’t do anything I wouldn’t do.” 
 
    “I don’t see how we could,” Keeley said, and both women laughed. Hannah paused for a moment to blow me a kiss, then turned and left the bedroom. In silence, both Keeley and I listened to her high heels receding down the hallway. The front door opened and closed behind her. She was gone. And I was alone and helpless with a woman I barely knew. 
 
    “This is… Crazy,” Keeley said at last. Her big boobs rose and fell as she took a deep breath and let it out slowly, as though to calm herself. 
 
    “Kind of, Mistress Keeley,” I said, and saw her face light up at my use of the title. “But it’s fun.” 
 
    “I still can’t believe you get off on this,” Keeley said. Her blonde hair shone like silk as she shook her head. Stepping toward the bed, she sat down on its edge, her movements tentative, as though she thought I might spring up somehow from my bondage. But that was impossible. I had had plenty of opportunities to test the strength of the eyebolts in my bedframe, and they weren’t going anywhere. Nor were the substantial steel cuffs Hannah had used the tie me down. The key to the cuffs lay on the dresser on the other side of the room, well out of my reach. Only Keeley could free me now. If she wanted to. 
 
    “I don’t really get off on it, Mistress Keeley,” I said, indicating my steel chastity device with my eyes. Keeley saw what I meant, and laughed, pressing her hand to her mouth as her eyes sparkled. 
 
    “No, I guess you don’t,” she said. “And that’s even weirder to me. Like, I can kind of understand wanting to submit. Wanting someone to just take you and dominate you. I get that. I like a man to do that to me sometimes. But I couldn’t do this. I couldn’t let someone take away my sexual pleasure and make me into a full-time slave.” 
 
    “It’s not for everyone,” I admitted. “But there’s something really sexy about giving up control. And something really sexy about a woman who knows how to be in charge. Like you.” 
 
    “Like me?” Keeley said, her smile growing by the minute. “I’m not a dominatrix like Hannah is.” 
 
    “No, you have your own style, Mistress Keeley,” I said. “But you didn’t have much trouble dominating me last time we met, as I remember.” 
 
    Keeley laughed again.  
 
    “I guess that’s true,” she said. “I was so mean to you. You really liked it?” 
 
    “I loved it, Mistress Keeley.” It was another strange situation I found myself in. Like I was talking her into dominating me. Like I was building up her confidence so that she could use it like a weapon against me. But after all, new experiences were what this wild adventure was all about. And this was certainly that. 
 
    “You’re right. It is fun.” As she spoke, Keeley inched closer to me on the bed. Finally, she was sitting beside my hip, one leg tucked underneath her. Tentatively, she rested her hand on my thigh, her eyes studying my face all the while. I tried to control my breathing as I gazed at her. Her smile made her radiantly beautiful, and my cock throbbed mercilessly in its tight prison. I knew she couldn’t release me. But that didn’t stop my manhood trying to harden at the sight of this pretty woman with her hand mere inches from my captive sex. 
 
    “This thing is amazing,” Keeley said, and I let out a groan as she ran her finger over the slick steel of my chastity device. “Hannah was right about that. It just turns you into such a submissive little puppy.” 
 
    “It does, Mistress Keeley,” I said breathlessly. I wasn’t even trying to hide my panting from her anymore. I wanted her to know how turned on I was. That even though I was tied to the headboard and locked in chastity, this was what I wanted. And of course, I wanted more. But being naked and captive in the presence of this beautiful woman was already an incredible thrill. 
 
    “I can’t even unlock you, even if I wanted to,” Keeley said. “Hannah took the key with her.” 
 
    “I know, Mistress Keeley,” I groaned. “Would you unlock me if you could?” 
 
    “I’m not sure about that,” Keeley said. Her sweet smile was taking on an increasingly menacing expression, and that only made me desire her more. Few things are more beautiful than seeing a woman discover her sexual power, and just as I had last time I played with Keeley, I was witnessing that all over again. After all, there was no way she couldn’t feel powerful in the situation we were in. She could do whatever she wanted with me. And I would probably thank her for it. “It depends on what you would do for me,” she said with a smile. And I stared at her open-mouthed, my cock raging in its prison at the sight of her. 
 
    “I’d do anything you want to me to, Mistress Keeley,” I said. “Anything you want. You know I will.” 
 
    “That’s right, you will,” Keeley said. Her hand continued sliding up and down the chastity device, driving me wild as I squirmed at her touch. “You’re going to do whatever I say anyway, aren’t you? Even though I can’t release your cock.” 
 
    “Yes, Mistress Keeley,” I said. The flush on her round cheeks told me how excited she was as she smiled at me, and the same excitement coursed through my veins, making my nerves crackle. Lifting her hand away from my cock, Keeley slowly moved onto her knees. Looming above me, she grabbed the hem of her green shirt and lifted it over her head. Her hair fell down like a fan of gold around her bare shoulders as she tossed her shirt aside. Underneath, she wore a black bra trimmed with delicate lace that struggled to contain her huge breasts. I groaned out loud at the sight of them, and Keeley laughed. The soft tempting flesh jiggled and bounced as she moved toward me, crawling toward my head. 
 
    “You remember these, don’t you?” Keeley said. Her bra creaked as she leaned toward me, balancing on one elbow so she could thrust her chest toward my face. “You remember how I made you my tit slave.” 
 
    “Yes, Mistress Keeley,” I gasped. “God, you’re so beautiful. Your boobs are amazing.” 
 
    “I know they are,” Keeley laughed. And as I raised my head from the mattress, turning my mouth toward her inviting cleavage, Keeley leaned back, just a little. Denying me the opportunity to press my lips against her skin. I groaned in frustration, handcuffs rattling against the eyebolts that held them to the headboard, and Keeley laughed with a new wildness in her voice. 
 
    “Beg for them,” she said, her eyes sparkling as her pink lips slowly formed the words in a soft voice. “Beg me to feed you my awesome tits.” 
 
    “Please, Mistress Keeley,” I begged at once. “Please let me kiss your tits. I am your tit slave, Mistress Keeley. You’re so beautiful, and your body’s incredible, and I just want to kiss every inch of you. Please let me kiss your beautiful boobs, please, Mistress!” 
 
    “You’re so good at that,” Keeley said. Her voice was still soft, and I struggled to hear it over the thumping of my heart in my ears. But at the same time, I felt as though every word she spoke was engraving itself on my brain. As though every moment of this new adventure was adding to the ever-growing store of memories I would never be able to forget. Thanks to Hannah’s insistence on my chastity along with Keeley’s significant beauty, I lusted after this woman I barely knew with passionate intensity. I had no doubt she could see it on my face as she smiled at me, becoming ever more comfortable with her dominant role while I groaned and begged and all but sobbed with frustrated desire. 
 
    “Okay then,” Keeley said. “Since you asked so nicely, you can kiss my boobs.” 
 
    “Thank you, Mistress Keeley,” I cried out, with genuine gratitude in my voice. At the same time, Keeley rolled over toward me, and I closed my eyes as the soft skin of her breasts engulfed my face. Buried in her magnificent cleavage, I kissed her boobs again and again, running my tongue over her soft skin. At the same time, Keeley pulled down one of the cups of her bra, and her breasts swelled out of it, the huge nipple pink and hard. Kissing my way down toward it, I took it into my mouth, sucking gently on the puckered flesh. Keeley moaned in pleasure, and I looked up her to see her smiling down at me, her eyelids fluttering, her cheeks more flushed than ever with pleasure. I heard the sound of her jeans rubbing against themselves, and as her body began to rock in a noticeable rhythm, I suspected she was rubbing her pussy through her pants. That thought only excited me more, and the pain of another denied erection spread out in waves from between my legs. But there was no point thinking about that. Instead, I knew I had to focus on the pleasure of my latest Mistress. 
 
    Keeley sat up. Once again, she rose onto her knees at my side. Her eyes were glowing with pleasure as she stared down at me, and I watched with bated breath as she killed her arms behind her back. 
 
    “I don’t think I need this anymore,” she said. I watched her unfasten her bra, sliding the straps down over her shoulders while her golden hair clung to her skin. Her breasts hung free at last, and my mouth watered at the sight. Dangling her bra from one hand, Keeley teased me with it, running it up and down my body, the fabric just brushing against my skin. I groaned as she slid it over my caged cock, and she giggled as she dropped it in a pile down on top of my manhood. Then, she raised her leg and straddled my chest. Her knees gripped my sides. All I could do was lie there and watch as she took her breasts in both hands, lifting them slightly and juggling them in front of me. 
 
    “Guys always like my boobs,” Keeley said. 
 
    “I like a lot more than that about you, Mistress Keeley.” 
 
    “That’s sweet. But for now, we’re going to focus on these. Maybe if you please my tits completely, I’ll let you do something else. Would you like that?” 
 
    “Oh my God, yes, Mistress Keeley!” 
 
    Keeley laughed at the passion in my voice. But I meant what I said. I meant every word. I was overcome with desire for her now, swept away by the intensity of my feelings. Keeley had never looked more beautiful as she sat on top of me, the skin of her big boobs spilling out between her fingers as she cupped them and her pretty face smiling down at me. Releasing her boobs, she leaned forward, placing her hands on the bed on either side of my head. Her blonde hair hung like a curtain around us both as she leaned forward, her huge boobs dangling right in front of me. I moaned with desire as she rubbed them over my face, her nipples tracing the shape of my lips. Raising my head, I licked and kissed, trying to get as much of her nipples into my mouth as I could while she teased me. I could feel her getting more and more breathless with desire, could feel her knees gripping my body more firmly. Finally, she lowered her breasts down onto my face again. I sucked a nipple into my mouth, teasing it with my tongue and lips while she moaned and squirmed above me. The handcuffs rattled as I struggled against them, longing to take her tits in my hands. But I couldn’t. All I could do was lie there and kiss and worship the beautiful femininity of her body, and for now, that was all Keeley wanted from me. 
 
    Lying on top of me, Keeley fed me one of her tits, then the other. Soon, her nipples were shining with my saliva, more erect than ever from my licking and teasing. When she sat up again, smiling down at me, I gasped for air, but was still reluctant to have those gorgeous boobs take away from me. Even though I knew feeling their weight against my face could only make my predicament worse. 
 
    “You really are my tit slave, aren’t you?” 
 
    “Yes, Mistress Keeley,” I said without a moment’s hesitation. “I’m Mistress Keeley’s tit slave. I’ll do anything for your beautiful boobs, Mistress.” 
 
    “God, this is so amazing,” Keeley said. “I don’t know what the rest of the girls are up to tonight. But I’m glad Hannah let me sit you. I hope we get to do this again a lot.” 
 
    “Me too, Mistress Keeley,” I said. “You’re incredible at this. And you’re so beautiful. I want you so badly right now.” 
 
    Keeley giggled again. Her growing confidence seemed to radiate off her like a halo, making her even more attractive to me. Her golden hair swung around her head as she climbed off me, swinging one leg over me to kneel at my side again. Flashing me a cheeky grin, she reached for the front of her pants. Slowly, teasingly, she unfastened them and wiggled her way out of the tight fabric, forcing it down over her hips and butt. Her panties, trimmed with black lace to match the bra, followed. Shifting over to sit on the bed, Keeley pulled off both her pants and panties while I lay there watching, breathless with desire and totally helpless. Kicking off her shoes, she pulled her pants down completely and kicked them to the floor. Now she was totally naked, her gorgeous thick body soft and pink and endlessly inviting. And as Keeley rose up onto her knees again, crawling slowly toward me, I knew what was coming. At least, I hoped I did. I wanted to please her, and bound and caged as I was, there weren’t many ways I could do that. 
 
    “Lick me,” Keeley ordered. At the same time, she lifted her knee and straddled my face. She pointed at her pussy, as though I wouldn’t know what she meant. But I did. Her puffy pink lips shone in front of me, her neat slit adorned by a puff of pubic hair, and I breathed in the smell of her arousal as I raised my head toward her. Keeley moaned in pleasure as I ran my tongue over her pussy, tasting at last the flavor of her desire. And as I pressed my lips against hers, engulfing her pussy with my mouth as I teased her sensitive lips with my tongue, I tried to ignore the unrelenting pain in my caged cock. I was there to serve and to please a beautiful young woman who was just discovering the joys of being dominant. That would have to be enough for a chastity slave like me. 
 
    

  

 
 
    24. Keeley’s Pleasure 
 
      
 
    Up above me, Keeley roared in pleasure. Her body spasmed, and she arched her back, grabbing her calves as she thrust her pussy against me. Buried beneath her, I licked and lapped as best I could, her weight pressing my head back to the pillow and trapping me underneath her. Not that there was anywhere else I would rather be. As the hot flood of her orgasm filled my mouth, I drank it down gratefully, tasting her pleasure while her juices flowed over my face. She had cum all over me, her pussy spasming tightly around my invading tongue as her orgasm took her, and it felt incredible. As always, I felt the cool tightness of the chastity device locked around my cock, made tighter by my own arousal. But the night wasn’t about me. Lately, the nights were never about me. They were about female pleasure, about me serving not only Hannah and Elizabeth but also Hannah’s friends. For now, making Keeley happy was the sole focus of my existence. And despite my frustration and humiliation as I lay chained to the bed like a sex toy for her use, I didn’t want anything else. 
 
    “Oh my God,” Keeley said. I felt her relax as her climax came and went. Swinging her leg over me, she all but fell onto the mattress beside me, the springs bouncing beneath her. I turned my head to look at her, lying beside me with her eyes closed, her pretty features partially obscured by long strands of her blonde hair. She was shivering in ecstasy, her hands between her clenched thighs, her magnificent boobs trembling just as her lips trembled while she struggled to recover her breath. It was a powerful orgasm I had given her, one that left her momentarily stunned. And the handcuffs that held me to the headboard rattled as I instinctively tried to roll toward her. To hold her. To touch that incredible body that tormented me as she lay beside me, radiating sexual satisfaction while I continued to wallow in frustration. That was how things went these days most of the time. I didn’t know when Hannah would be back, and even then, there was no guarantee she would release me. But while she was out of the house, having fun with her friends, she knew she could leave me here with Keeley and know that nothing would happen that she didn’t want to happen. The only kind of sex we could have was the kind that would be all about female pleasure. I knew that thought would give Hannah a little jolt of arousal all through the night while she discussed my submission with her beautiful friends. 
 
    But it was the beautiful friend right in front of me that I had to worry about now. Slowly, Keeley opened her eyes. Seeing me looking at her, a giddy smile spread across her flushed face. Her pupils were fat and swollen with pleasure, and the air in the bedroom crackled with sexual tension. Keeley had just had a powerful orgasm. But something told me that wasn’t going to be enough. In fact, if I knew dominant women, I suspected it would only make her want more. It would only make her realize the possibilities that were open to her with me completely at her mercy. It would only make her more dominant, more selfish, more sadistic. I welcomed that. I welcomed it all, abandoning myself to my darkest desires. This was what I loved. The raw edge of sexual frustration, the deep desire for sex that would make me submit to seemingly anyone with a pussy. Especially this Rubenesque goddess, her body an erotic explosion of mouthwatering curves. 
 
    Keeley sat up. Rising onto her knees, she sighed, placing her hands on her thighs. Her eyes traveled over my body again, taking in my pathetic predicament. She seemed to have no more self-consciousness about being naked in front of me, nor should she. Once you’ve sat on a man’s face, there’s nothing more you need to hide from him, and Keeley seemed to realize that. Instead, she sat there, looking at me while I looked at her, my desire not diminished one little bit. If anything, it was growing by the minute. 
 
    “I brought some things over,” Keeley said at last. “Hannah said I should. She said it would help me get in the right mood to dominate you. Want to try it out?” 
 
    “Yes, Mistress Keeley,” I said at once, making her laugh with my eagerness. 
 
    “You don’t even know what I’m going to do yet,” she said. 
 
    “No, but I’m sure it’s going to be fucking hot,” I said. “Everything you do is fucking hot. I just want to do whatever you say.” 
 
    “You really are submissive,” Keeley said, shaking her head. “Okay. You asked for it. Don’t say I didn’t warn you. You can stay here while I get ready.”  
 
    Keeley didn’t wait for my response. Already, she was climbing off the bed and heading toward the door. I watched her go, her broad hips swaying with every step until she vanished through the open doorway. Helplessly tied to the bed, I listened to her moving through my apartment, heading back to the living room. Then I listened to her footsteps make their way toward the bathroom and close the door behind her. 
 
    I waited. It was something I seemed to do a lot. Hannah had mastered the art of making me wait, of building anticipation until I was boiling over with desire. Maybe Keeley didn’t realize that was what she was doing. But it worked the same anyway. And it made me nervous to think what else this woman might have in mind for me. I would have happily lain there and eating her pussy all night long, but if Hannah had been advising Keeley on what to do with me, I suspected I wouldn’t be so lucky. Still, trying to guess what was coming did nothing to make it easier to bear when it arrived. So instead, I just lay there and waited until Keeley was ready to play with me again. 
 
    It took a long time. But finally, I heard her footsteps in the hallway outside as the bathroom door opened. I could tell at once she was wearing high heels. The rhythmic clicking of her shoes on the floor as she approached was like a warning and an invitation all at once, making my cock surge and ache in its unyielding still prison. I loved a good outfit. Both Elizabeth and Hannah had quickly learned that about me. And as Keeley stepped through the open door of my bedroom and presented herself in front of me, I could see that Hannah had imparted her wisdom to her friend with beautiful results. 
 
    Keeley stood at the end of the bed in a practiced pose. She wore a red corset made of satin that caught the light, trimmed and decorated with black lace. It was the real thing, a gorgeous garment with genuine boning that pulled in her waist and pressed her incredible boobs high on her chest to give her a cleavage I couldn’t ignore. I groaned in pain as my cock pulsed inside the chastity device, as though trying to break its way free and get to the gorgeous woman that stood in front of me. Keeley smiled, tossing her long blonde hair over her bare shoulder as she stood with her hands on her hips, one foot in front of the other. She wore knee-high boots with a tool heel and a series of shining buckles up the sides that pulled the shiny patent leather tight around her calves. Between the corset and the boots, she wore nothing at all. Her pussy was brazenly on display, and my mouth watered the sight of her. 
 
    “You look absolutely incredible, Mistress Keeley,” I said in a voice that cracked with frustration and desire. Keeley giggled, and even that slight movement of her shoulders made her juicy breasts bounce and jiggle in the top of the tight corset. 
 
    “Hannah said you would like this,” Keeley said. “I wasn’t sure when I tried on. But you have to make the most of what you’ve got, and I love what this corset does to my boobs. I guess I do look pretty hot, don’t I?” 
 
    “You look amazing, Mistress Keeley,” I said. I genuinely meant it, and I looked her in the eyes as I spoke, trying to impress on her just how sincere I was. I knew she sometimes lacked confidence, and there was no reason that she should. She was beautiful. And dressed up like she was in this expensive lingerie, she looked more beautiful than ever. Beautiful enough that any man would want her, that any woman would envy her. Beautiful enough that I longed to be released from my captivity and to take her in my arms and ravage that gorgeous body that I was doomed to be denied. 
 
    “I’m glad you like it,” Keeley said. “Now, let’s get out of the bedroom for a while. We have all night for you to make me cum. And there are lots of other ways you can serve me.” 
 
    “Yes, Mistress Keeley.” I didn’t hesitate. I didn’t question. When a woman looked as beautiful as Keeley did in her corset and boots, all I wanted to do was worship her and serve her in any way I could. Maybe Elizabeth had reprogrammed me to feel that way. Maybe Hannah had. It didn’t matter. That was the truth. And as Keeley moved toward the dresser in my bedroom and picked up the key to my handcuffs, then circled around toward the head of the bed, I felt my heart pounding in my chest. Her breasts jiggled again as she unlocked the cuffs from the eyebolts, but left them dangling around my wrists. Tucking the key into the top of her corset, she took my hands in hers and guided them down toward my stomach. I didn’t try to resist. Smiling to herself, Keeley locked the open bracelet of the cuff on my left hand to my right wrist. Then, she took the cuff dangling from my right wrist and pulled it downward. I grunted as she used her free hand to take hold of my balls and caged cock and Left them slightly. Carefully, Keeley locked the bracelet of the cuff around behind my balls, behind the chastity device, where it would be impossible for me to remove it. Just like that, my hands were anchored low down on my stomach, right in front of my throbbing genitals. For a woman who had only just discovered domination, Keeley had come up with some pretty effective bondage. 
 
    “Hannah taught me that,” Keeley said shyly, as though reading my mind. “Seems to work pretty well.” I grunted as Hannah lightly tugged on the short chain between my balls and my hands, making my manhood ache. “Now I can make you do things, but you can’t fight back. So let’s put you to work.” 
 
    “Yes, Mistress Keeley.” 
 
    Keeley’s long hair swirled out behind her as she turned toward the edge of the bed. Her boots thumped on the floor as she stood. Awkwardly, I followed, scooting along the mattress with my bound hands in front of me. Keeley turned to watch with a smile on her face, waiting for me to get out of bed. Finally, I stood in front of her. So close, and yet a million miles away, with my hands bound and my cock locked up. Standing so close to her, I could smell her perfume and feel the heat rising from her gorgeous body. Keeley said nothing, just standing there, looking at me. The tall heels of her boots made her almost my height, but it was hard to look her in the eye with her incredible cleavage swelling from her chest. I couldn’t help myself. Lowering my head, I lunged toward her. Keeley laughed out loud as I kissed her breasts again, burying my face in her incredible cleavage. She placed her hand on the back of my head, and for a moment, I thought she would push me away. But she didn’t. She just rested it there, so I went on kissing and licking her perfect boobs while she sighed in pleasure. 
 
    “I guess I should’ve expected that,” Keeley said indulgently. “After all, you are my tit slave.” 
 
    “Yes, Mistress Keeley,” I mumbled, without lifting my lips from her boobs. “I’m your tit slave, Mistress.” 
 
    “Okay. That’s enough.” Finally, Keeley gently but firmly pushed my head away. Breathless with desire, I stared at her. In some corner of my brain, I suppose I hoped that she might take me back to bed there and then. But Keeley had other ideas. Turning, she faced toward the bedroom door. At the same time, she hooked two fingers behind the chain connected to my caged cock and balls. As she stepped forward, I had no choice but to hurry along behind her, led quite literally by my cock across my own bedroom. Keeley’s boots thumped hypnotically on the floor as she led me captive through my own apartment, and my cock raged as I watched her beautiful body moving beside me. As she led me into the living room, she caught sight of herself in the full-length mirror near the door and stopped. I stopped two, her fingers still hooked behind the chain of the handcuffs keeping me in place. 
 
    “Fuck, this does look good,” Keeley said as she looked herself up and down. “You know what? Stay there. I need to get some pics.” 
 
    Sliding her fingers out from behind the chain, Keeley walked across the living room. I saw she had brought a large bag with her, and I could only imagine what other clothes and toys she might brought for the evening’s entertainment. I watched as she crouched, the laces in the back of the corset straining around her beautiful body, to produce her phone. Holding it in her hand, she walked back toward me. Ignoring me for now, she stepped closer to the mirror. I watched her hold her phone up in front of her, striking a series of poses. She thrust out her chest to make her boobs even more prominent, sweeping her hair back from her face and sucking in her cheeks. Then, a new idea seemed to occur to her. Stepping toward me, she took hold of the chain around my cock again. With her free hand, she held her phone at arm’s length, pointing it at both of us. 
 
    “Smile, tit slave,” she ordered as the camera clicked. I felt my stomach churn with nervousness and embarrassment. There was no telling what she intended to do with these humiliating photos. But it wasn’t like I had a choice. I was under strict orders to serve Keeley in any way she wanted. And clearly, this was what she wanted. So I stood there beside her, my hands cuffed and locked to my caged cock while she struck a series of poses and photographed us both. Letting the smile drop from her face, she glared at the camera for one photo. For another, she took hold of my caged cock in her hand. For a third, she crouched down on the floor, holding the camera close to her face she ran her tongue over the steel of the device, making me groan with frustration. Then, rising to her feet again, Keeley ordered me to my knees. She took another photo of me kneeling at her feet. 
 
    “Lick my boots,” Keeley ordered, with a new dominant tone in her voice that was very different from her usual sweetness. 
 
    “Yes, Mistress Keeley.” 
 
    As usual, I did as I was told. Having my hands cuffed to my balls made things difficult, but I bent forward at the waist, lowering my face down to her feet until I could run my tongue over the shiny patent leather of her boots. Her camera clicked again, and I cringed as though she had struck me. These women didn’t need any more power over me. The last thing they needed was more leverage to make me serve and obey them. But that was exactly what these photos gave them. I still lived in fear of my fetishes being discovered, even after Hannah had already revealed my submissive nature to her friends. Even though that had worked out so well. But as I kneeled there licking Keeley’s boots while she posed above me, I could feel my submission only growing. And along with it, her dominance. There was no way she couldn’t feel like a goddess as she stood above me, beautiful and untouchable, ordering me around like the slave I was. 
 
    “Good boy,” Keeley said at last with a faint chuckle. “Now, you can go get me a drink while I relax.” 
 
    “Yes, Mistress Keeley.” 
 
    As I rose to my feet, Keeley stepped away from me. Again, I watched her body swaying in her high heels as she moved toward the living room. She took a seat on the couch, and I headed for the kitchen. Inside the living room, I could hear her turn on the TV. I moved carefully, hindered by my cuffed hands as I pulled open the fridge. I had to thrust my hips forward in order to grab anything off the shelf, and I felt the cold air against my skin as it cooled the steel of the chastity device I wore. I was lucky there were clean glasses in the dishwasher; with my hands cuffed, I wouldn’t have been able to reach the high cabinet where they were usually stored. But I was able to pour Keeley a drink at last, and carry it in front of me back to the living room where my new Mistress waited to be served. 
 
    Keeley watched me coming. Her eyes sparkled and flashed as a sly smile shone on her face. She was enjoying this. Enjoying every minute of being served like a sexy dominant queen. As I handed her the drink, she took a long sip, looking me up and down over the rim of the glass. 
 
    “How’s it feel serving me, tit slave?” 
 
    “Incredible, Mistress Keeley.” 
 
    “Really? You like being bossed around and denied sex?” 
 
    “Yes, Mistress Keeley.” 
 
    Keeley laughed out loud, a sound that bubbled out of her and made her breasts shudder and shake invitingly in the corset she wore. Standing above her, I could see right down into her cleavage, and it made my cock ache for release. 
 
    “You’re such a weirdo,” Keeley said. “Still, I guess you have your uses. I can see what Hannah sees in you. I’m not sure if I would date a guy like you, but it’s fun to play with you once in a while. Actually, speaking of that, I’m thinking of dating again. I need some new shots for my profile.” 
 
    Once again, Keeley lifted her phone. This time, thankfully, I wasn’t in the picture. She held the camera out in front of her, taking several shots of her smiling with the glass in her other hand and her magnificent boobs on display. 
 
    “What do you think?” she said when she was done, holding the phone up toward me. “You think that will get a lot of responses from guys?” 
 
    “I think you’ll be inundated, Mistress Keeley,” I said, while she laughed. “I think any guy would be insane not to try and date you.” 
 
    “Too bad you’re already taken, huh?” Keeley said, looking me up and down thoughtfully. “Too bad you’re Hannah’s chastity slave.” 
 
    “I don’t regret it, Mistress Keeley,” I said carefully. “I love Hannah. But if I was single, I would consider it an honor to go on a date with you.” 
 
    “Well, I guess that will never happen,” Keeley said. “Oh, look. Here’s a message from your mistress now. I guess she sent it to me knowing you would be busy.” 
 
    Holding her phone so we could both see the screen, Keeley opened the message. I gasped as a video began to play. There was my beautiful girlfriend, sitting on the edge of a stranger’s bed. And beside her, a beautiful woman with dark hair lay on the bed, the two of them on either side of the lower half of a naked man’s body. He was clearly erect, his leg spread and his throbbing cock lewdly on display. Through the speakers of the phone, I could hear another woman moaning off-camera. 
 
    “Hi,” Hannah said. “Just thought I’d check in and let you know that we’re having plenty of fun here without you. Aren’t we, Alexis?” 
 
    “Mmm-hmmm,” the dark-haired woman said. Keeping her eyes on the camera, she stuck out her tongue and ran it slowly along the cock of the man beside her, making his body shiver with pleasure. I winced as my own cock ached in its metal prison. 
 
    “I’m teaching my friends all about what it’s like to have a submissive boy toy,”  Hannah went on. “I bet you wish you were here. But I’m sure Keeley is treating you well. Or I guess that’s Mistress Keeley to you. Anyway, slave boy. Don’t have too much fun without me. I’ll see you when I get home.” 
 
    With that, the message ended. Jealousy and desire raged inside my heart as the screen went blank. 
 
    “Oh my God,” Keeley said, spluttering with laughter that made her boobs shake as she spoke. “You’re girlfriend’s so crazy.” 
 
    “I know, Mistress Keeley,” I said. “But I love her.” 
 
    “You do?” Keeley’s eyes went wide as she spoke, her eyebrows rising up her forehead. My cheeks burned at my confession that even caught me by surprised. But it wasn’t anything to be ashamed about. It just felt like a weird situation to be confessing such potent emotions.   
 
    “I do.” 
 
    “Well that’s sweet. She treats you like that, and you love her anyway. Maybe there’s something to be said for dating a submissive man.” 
 
    “I hope so, Mistress Keeley.” 
 
    “Get down on your knees.” 
 
    The speed with which her tone changed was enough to make my head spin. But I did as I was told. Right away, I dropped to my knees on the living room floor, gazing up at her with unrelieved lust while she smiled down at me. She seemed to be planning her next move, and all I could do was wait and see what it might be. 
 
    “This is turning me on so much,” she said, sweeping her blonde hair back from her face. 
 
    “Me too, Mistress Keeley,” I said, making her laugh again. After all, it was the understatement of the year. I was a raging ball of desire, and knowing that there was no relief in sight only made it harder to endure. 
 
    “So funny,” Keeley said. Shifting on the couch, she raised one foot, tapping the toe of her boot against my chastity device. I caressed the shining leather with my fingertips while she idly toyed with my manhood. “There you are, desperate to fuck. And you keep telling me how beautiful I am and how badly you want me. And I’m horny too. If Hannah didn’t have your cock locked away, who knows? Maybe we would be having sex right now.” 
 
    “God, I would love that, Mistress Keeley.” 
 
    “But Hannah does have your cock locked away. You know, this is kind of a tease for me too. I feel like I really need a cock inside me right now, and yours is all locked away. Pretty frustrating.” 
 
    “I’m sorry, Mistress Keeley.” 
 
    She laughed again at that. 
 
    “That’s okay. We’ll figure something out.” 
 
    With that, Keeley lifted her foot away from my cock. I watched her rise from the couch, her epic boobs thrust out in front of her as she walked across the living room floor to the bag she had brought. As she bent over it, I groaned in desire, my eyes locked on her ass and the pussy that shone between her thighs. Keeley turned her head, smiling as she swept her hair back from her face to enjoy my suffering. Then she turned back to the bag. Rummaging around inside, she found what she was looking for. She stepped toward me, and my heart sank when I saw what she had brought. A strap-on dildo with a big fake cock. 
 
    “Stand up,” she said. I rose to my feet. Stepping behind me, Keeley pressed the base of the toy against my body, pulling the straps around my hips. Resigned to my fate, I held my cuffed hands out of the way as far as I was able while Keeley attach the toy to me. When she was done, the fake cock rose from my pelvis, replacing my own locked cock that hung beneath it. Keeley stepped around to stand in front of me again, and I watched as she placed one knee on the couch. Her eyes were shining with delight again, a goofy grin plastered on her face. 
 
    “That’s better,” she said. “Now you can fuck me. Get over here and make me cum, tit slave.” 
 
    “Yes, Mistress Keeley.” 
 
    At once, I stepped forward. Keeley turned, lying back on the couch. I climbed onto the cushions myself, and she spread her legs, inviting me inside. I shuffled forward on my knees, positioning myself between her thick thighs. Keeley moaned as I rubbed the head of the dildo against her pussy, her lips already swollen and wet and ready for pleasure. Carefully, I guided the toy inside, sliding it inch by inch between her wet walls. Keeley’s eyes rolled back in her head, and she reached behind her to grip the couch cushions. Her breasts swelled in her corset as she panted, and the heels of her boots scraped against the couch cushions. Every line of her beautiful body seem to radiate pleasure, and I could feel the wetness on her thighs as I rested my hands on her pelvis. 
 
    Keeley opened her eyes. They were shining now with a look of total lust, framed by dark eyelashes. Her mouth was open, her teeth showing, a faint furrow on her brow as she looked up at me with obvious hunger. And I tried to push away my own feelings of deep sexual frustration and inadequacy as I began to rock my hips back-and-forth, sliding the toy in and out of her beautiful body. 
 
    Keeley moaned. Her breasts bounced. Her legs trembled. Her whole body seemed electrified by pleasure as I fucked her with the big toy. While she screamed and moaned beneath me, I stared down at her, drinking in every detail of her beauty and feeling shame radiate through my body. Once again, I was reduced to an object, nothing more than a toy for female pleasure. And as fantastic as it felt, I could feel that frustration gnawing at me. Just the way Keeley wanted it to. Just the way Hannah wanted it to. 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
   



 
            
                
     
    25. Another Mistress to Satisfy 
 
    Keeley’s voice was ragged, the cries torn from her throat. Her body trembled beneath me, infinitely soft and yielding and beautiful as I gazed down at her. I could feel the silky skin of her thighs trembling under my cuffed hands, and the moisture that ran out of her trembling pussy as I fucked her. The tireless dildo slid in and out of her body, and I ignored the pain in my cramping stomach muscles and thighs, pushing all that aside to give her more pleasure. 
 
    It was working. There on my sofa, my girlfriend’s friend screamed and howled in sexual ecstasy. Her big breasts jiggled and bounced in the tight corset she wore, sculpting her body into a desirable hourglass figure that accentuated what she already had. Her eyes closed, her mouth open, strands of her long blonde hair clinging to her face as she moaned and shrieked, she looked magnificent. This vision of wild female sexual desire was completely different to the woman I loved, but in its own way, no less alluring. The steel chastity device I wore had never felt tighter as my cock strained against it, mere inches away from Keeley’s pussy and yet destined to be denied. As sweat gathered on my brow, as my breath grew ragged from my exertions, I carried on fucking my latest Mistress, knowing that she wouldn’t release me. That she couldn’t. Only cruel absent Hannah could do that for me. 
 
    It went on a long time. After all, the dildo strapped to my body could never get tired the way I could. And with each wave of pleasure that rippled through her body, with each wild moan and cry of bliss, Keeley seemed to lose herself more and more in the moment. All traces of her former doubt and lack of self-confidence were now gone. She lost herself in the moment, vanishing in the wild pleasure I was giving her, and it was a beautiful sight to see, even as it tormented me with my own inadequacy and denial. 
 
    Keeley seemed insatiable. I could tell when she reached orgasm. Her wild cries and breathless gasps reached a crescendo, and her whole body stiffened. Her boots scrabbled on the couch on either side of me, and I felt the strap-on dildo nearly pulled off my body by the forceful contractions of her hungry pussy.  
 
    But it was never enough. After each orgasm, Keeley would breathlessly demand that I keep on fucking her. And I would meekly comply. I knew what I was there for. As her free-flowing juices rolled down my thighs as well as hers to create a spreading damp spot on the couch beneath us, I knew I was a tool for her to use. A sex toy of the most humiliating variety, forced to give pleasure and receive none of my own. Except for the pleasure of simply being there and seeing the wild storm that took over this beautiful woman’s body. And the twisted masochistic pleasure I got from being used so cruelly. From knowing that it was Hannah’s power over me that was making all this happen, even though she was far away. And as I thought of her, my cock ached even more in its steel prison, and my heart raced as I wondered what she was doing, and with whom. The video she had sent to Keeley for me to see left me in no doubt that she was enjoying a night at least as wild as mine was. My heart burned with jealousy at the lucky man she was playing with, who clearly had more freedom than I did. The idea that she might be betraying me out there somewhere, and that there was nothing I could do about it if she did, filled my chest with fire. I thought of the key on its chain around her ankle, an unequivocal symbol of my submission to her, and an unbidden image of Hannah on her back with her legs spread and her boot heels up in the air as another man fucked her made me dizzy with that intoxicating mixture of lust and hate. 
 
    Keeley moaned loudly. Her body rocked, her tight red corset creaking as she arched her back, thrusting her hips toward me as I pounded her with the dildo. I was channeling all my rage and frustration and jealousy into her, and she loved it. She loved every minute of it. I watched, spellbound, as another orgasm tore through her, and her wild cries echoed in my living room. 
 
    “Oh my God,” Keeley gasped in a voice that dripped with utter delight. “Oh my God!” Like a mantra she repeated, as though incapable of forming any more complex words. I had seen this before. She was completely overcome with with sexual bliss, her existence boiled down to the most primal of needs. Raising her head a little from the couch, she placed one foot on my shoulder and pushed me away. I sat back, the dildo sliding easily out of her well-lubricated pussy and making her moan with desire on the way out. But Keeley wasn’t done. Not yet. I watched, dulled by desire, as she moved on the sofa in front of me, rolling over onto her hands and knees. Her big round ass rose in front of me, her dripping pussy exposed between her meaty thighs, and I knew at once what she wanted. She wanted more. 
 
    She turned her head to look at me over her shoulder, her pretty features almost lost in a clinging curtain of her blonde hair. But I could see the hunger that still shone in her bright blue eyes. I could see the fury of desire still at work within her. And without a word, I inched toward her. I positioned myself between her legs, feeling the slick leather of her boots against my knees. For a moment, I moved my hips up and down, holding the base of the dildo with my cuffed hands as I ran it up and down her trembling lips. Keeley squirmed and moaned, desperate for sex but enjoying the moment. The only tiny power I had at the moment, to tease this lustful woman with the toy she had strapped on to me. 
 
    “Fuck me, slave,” Keeley gasped in a voice that was little more than a raspy whisper. And my cock surged in its prison at her words. Leaning forward, I slid the toy inside, her silken lips putting up little resistance to the intrusion. Keeley moaned low in her throat as I slid the toy deep into her waiting pussy, and I buried it all the way inside until my caged cock was pressing against her and my hands could feel the soft curves of her ass. 
 
    Again, I began to fuck her. Right away, she began to moan and howl in pleasure. The dildo seemed to sink deeper than ever inside her as she leaned forward, resting her head on her arms and arching her back so that only her ass was in the air. My body slapped loudly against hers, matching the rhythm of my thrusts as I picked up the tempo. Keeley’s whole body shuddered and shook as she trembled and moaned, the intensity of her pleasure mimicking pain as it made her writhe and squirm. But I knew this was exactly what she wanted. And as the sweat rolled down my own face, I lunged forward again and again, pounding her with the toy while my own rejected manhood shone in its steel cage, anointed with her free-running juices as she screamed her way toward another gargantuan climax. 
 
    As her orgasm came and went, Keeley collapsed on the couch. Her ass was warm against my hands as I slowly pulled back. I heard her groan, muffled by the couch cushions, as I slid the dildo out of her again. As I sat back, she rolled over onto her side. I watched her flanks rising and falling as she breathed, her face buried in her hands, her beautiful breasts swelling and bouncing as she lay there recovering. 
 
    And there I sat, at her feet, awaiting further instruction. The fake cock rising obscenely from my body, strapped onto me just above my real and caged one. It was shining with Keeley’s juices, and so were my hands, and I could feel more of her fluids cooling on my thighs. As though I had been bathing in her pleasure, washed by her wild lust. 
 
    In a moment of inspiration, I rose to my feet. Lost in the afterglow of her pleasure, Keeley didn’t even seem to notice as I walked across the living room and into the kitchen. There, I got her a glass of water and brought it back to her. Only as I stood above her did she open her eyes and finally see me. A smile of delight spread across her face, her cheeks flushed with pleasure. I couldn’t take my eyes off her magnificent breasts as she awkwardly sat up, the movements constricted by her tight corset that made her look so incredibly desirable. Taking the glass of water from my cuffed hands, she took a big gulp, sighing happily as it settled down inside her. 
 
    “That was amazing,” she said. “I would ask how it was for you, but I think I know. Must be pretty frustrating, huh?” 
 
    “Incredibly frustrating, Mistress Keeley,” I promptly said, making her laugh. “But incredibly sexy too. You look so amazing right now. I want you so badly.” 
 
    “That’s what I like to hear.” Smiling smugly, Keeley took another gulp of water. “But unfortunately for you, chastity boy, I’m completely and utterly satisfied now. I don’t need any more orgasms. Of course, that doesn’t mean you can’t serve me in other ways.” 
 
    “Of course, Mistress Keeley.” Her eyes glittered dangerously as I spoke. But I knew the rules. Elizabeth and Hannah had both gone to great lengths to ensure I understood that my service of them wasn’t just about sex. In its way, that was the whole point of the chastity they kept me in. Sex was the motivating force, the driving engine behind how readily and completely I submitted to them. But serving a dominant woman can mean many things. Now that I had pleased Keeley sexually, I had to put aside my own raging libido and serve her however else she wanted me to. It was the best chance I had of convincing Hannah to unlock me and give me what I wanted anytime soon. 
 
    “Take my boots off.” 
 
    Keeley sat above me with her thighs pressed together, her shining boots on the floor. I lowered myself to my knees, my cuffed hands fumbling with the buckles that drew the shining leather tight around her legs. Keeley simply watched, smiling down at me like a goddess as she enjoyed my service. Having my hands cuffed to my caged cock gave me very little room to work with. And the shining dildo projecting from my body got in the way, leaving smeared trails of Keeley’s juices on the glossy leather of her boots as I unfastened the buckles one by one. To reach her knees, I had to get off of my own, crouching in front of her awkwardly to unfasten the last buckle and then pull down the zipper they covered. But Keeley was in no hurry. She simply watched, sipping at her water until there was none left, while I got back on my knees and pulled off first one boot, then the other. She sighed with pleasure as I set them aside, wiggling her pink toes in front of me. 
 
    “Those boots look amazing, but they’re not very comfortable,” Keeley said. 
 
    “They do look amazing, Mistress Keeley,” I said. 
 
    “Of course they do. That’s why you were kissing them earlier.” 
 
    “That, and because you ordered me to, Mistress Keeley.” 
 
    Keeley laughed out loud. She was trying to humiliate me by reminding me of what I had done. And it was working. But I was in such a constant state of humiliation that I felt there was no point in trying to deny it anymore. I had licked her boots on command, and it had turned me on doing it. It turned me on, too, to think that she had taken photos of me kneeling next to those sexy boots, my submission made plain and recorded forever. As though this woman needed more power over me. And seized by inspiration, I inched forward on my knees until my cuffed hands could reach one of Keeley’s feet. Gently, looking up at her the whole time, I took it in my hands and began to rub. I pressed my thumbs against her sole, running them up and down, and Keeley let out a moan of pleasure that echoed her wild cries of lust from moments before. 
 
    “Oh my God, yes,” Keeley moaned. “Give me a foot rub, you little bitch. This is fucking amazing.” 
 
    I kept on rubbing her feet, moving from one to the other as I worked the soreness out of them. Just touching her, even just her feet, made my cock throb inside the chastity device. Just being so close to her, feeling her soft skin under my hands, was enough to keep me intoxicated with wild lust for this incredible woman. Keeley sighed in pleasure, settling down deeper into the couch, enjoying this latest act of service as she watched me with shining eyes. 
 
    “What time is it?” Keeley said, looking around the room. I didn’t bother to answer. I saw her eyes find the clock on the wall, and they widened in surprise she saw how late it was. I had already noted when I went to the kitchen that we had been at this all night, that the clock had ticked way beyond midnight while Keeley was enjoying her selfish pleasure. But the pace of the night was not mine to control, anymore than anything else that was happening to me. 
 
    “It’s late,” she said, turning her face back to me, “and I’m tired. I would ask if I can stay here for the night, but it’s not really up to you, is it?” 
 
    “No, Mistress Keeley.” 
 
    “Then I’ll stay. Help me take this corset off.” 
 
    Sliding her foot out from between my hands, Keeley placed it on the floor and stood. I rose to my feet too, and Keeley gathered up her hair to pull it forward over her shoulder as she turned her back on me. I stepped up behind her, and she laughed as she felt the wet dildo pressing against her ass. With so little play in the chain that connected my cuffed hands to my locked cock, I had to stand right up against her in order to reach the laces tied in the small of her back. I grunted as I stretched my hands, pulling painfully on my cock and balls. But the bow she had tied in the laces came apart easily, and as it fell open, I tugged on the other laces, gradually loosening them. It was a long and teasing process, being so close to her incredible body. Now she was no longer wearing her high-heeled boots, I was taller than her again, and I could look over her shoulder and down into the enticing valley of the deep cleavage that swelled over the top of the loosening corset. Finally, I completed my task. Keeley unfastened the corset and slid it out from between us, tossing it onto the couch. Completely naked now, she turned back to me. Her massive breasts slid over my chest, and she smiled to see me looking at them. My cuffed hands couldn’t reach them, and so I had to content myself with touching her soft belly while her swollen nipples shone in front of me, practically begging to be kissed. 
 
    “Poor tit slave,” Keeley said mockingly, running her hands down my neck and over my shoulder as she smiled up at me. “You still want them so bad, don’t you?. You can’t get enough of them.” 
 
    “No I can’t, Mistress Keeley,” I said, prompting another bright burst of laughter from her. 
 
    “That’s just too bad,” Keeley said. “Because you can’t reach them. Not with your hands, anyway. But who knows? Maybe if you got down on your knees, where you belong, I might let you kiss them again.” 
 
    “Please, Mistress Keeley,” I said, dropping at once to my knees on the floor in front of her. This prompted the loudest laugh yet out of her, her breasts bouncing on her chest as she threw back her head and exploded with joy. Then, she leaned forward slightly, and her breasts hung down between us. I watched in an agony of frustration as she took them in her hands, juggling them in front of me. 
 
    “Go ahead then, tit boy,” she chuckled indulgently. “Go ahead and kiss these tits and dream about fucking your mistress.” 
 
    “Thank you, Mistress Keeley,” I said before pressing my lips to her soft skin again. Overcome with desire, I kissed every inch of her boobs, showering the soft flesh with my affection and desire. Keeley smiled as she enjoyed my worship, watching me press my mouth against her body over and over again. Then, when she had had enough of that, she stood up straight again. Her hands on her broad hips, she looked down at me, and I gazed up her. Look like some fertility goddess, some alluring symbol of fecund sex, completely irresistible and completely unreachable. I had groveled at this woman’s feet. I had worshiped her beautiful body. And I would do it all again just for the opportunity to touch her. To please her. Just because it felt right. Because Elizabeth and Hannah had rewired my brain so that my reaction to female beauty was to fall to my knees and long to serve. 
 
    “This is been so much fun,” Keeley said. “But come on. Let’s go to bed.” 
 
    “Yes, Mistress Keeley.” 
 
    At her command, I rose at once to my feet. Keeley turned, once again slipping to fingers behind the chain that connected the cuffs around my wrists to the ones locked on my balls. I shuffled along behind her, the wet dildo I wore slapping against her ass with every step we took as she paraded me through my own apartment toward the bedroom. There, she stopped. Letting go of the chain, she stepped away from me and looked me up and down. I could almost see her brain functioning as she pondered her next move. 
 
    “I’ll take the bed,” she said. “And I want it all to myself. You don’t get to sleep with me tonight.” 
 
    “Yes, Mistress Keeley.” After everything that happened that night, I was hardly surprised. Such a thing never even occurred to me. I was so lost in submission that it seemed absurd to even think it. Slaves don’t sleep with mistresses like her. 
 
    “I think I’ll have you… I know what I’ll do. Stay here.” 
 
    Leaving me standing in the bedroom, Keeley turned and headed back toward the living room. I knew she was returning to the bag she had brought, the same bag that produced her sexy outfit and the toy still projecting from my body. I didn’t doubt that she had other implements of delight and torture in there. When she returned to the bedroom, I saw she was carrying a long chain in her hands, along with a padlock. Smiling, she locked one end to one of the eyebolts in the footboard of my bed. Then, producing the key to the handcuffs, she unlocked the cuff that held the chain between my wrists. I winced as she pulled gently but firmly on the cuff locked around my balls, locking the empty cuff to the end of the chain. My hands were still cuffed together in front of me, but I had more freedom of movement now. The chain she locked me to function like a leash to allow me to move around the room a little, but not to leave it. 
 
    “There,” Keeley said brightly, tugging lightly on the long chain. “Now I’ll know where you are all night in case I need you for anything else. My submissive slave on a leash. God, I still can’t believe we’re doing this.” 
 
    “You’re a natural at this, Mistress Keeley.” It wasn’t entirely true. Not the way it was for Hannah and even for Rachel. Keeley had to work her way toward this, to learn from her friends how to be more dominant in the bedroom. She had learned incredibly well. Besides, I meant it as a compliment. And Keeley seemed to take it that way. Her smile was radiant as she looked me up and down, her eyes shining once again with the joy of conquest. 
 
    “Come here.” 
 
    As she spoke, Keeley stepped toward the edge of the bed. Still holding the chain in her hand, she tugged on it, making me follow her. She sat down on the edge of the bed and pointed at the floor in front of her. Obediently, I sank down onto my knees, gazing up at her with hope still burning in my heart. Leaning back, she lifted one leg and draped it over my shoulder. Her pussy shone in front of me. She bent her knee, pulling me toward her. I didn’t need any further encouragement. At once, I leaned forward, gratefully running my tongue over her pussy. I could taste her wetness from our earlier adventures, her arousal rising again inside her and causing her sex to spasm almost immediately against my mouth. As Keeley groaned above me, I felt the painful stab of my own denied desire, my lust surging and raging as it always did, contained and constrained by the unyielding steel of the cage I wore. 
 
    But it wasn’t about me. These days, it never was. It was all about whatever woman I was serving. And for now, that meant all my efforts went into satisfying Keeley all over again. Up above me, she moaned in pleasure. As I slid my tongue inside the wet folds of her pussy, she cried out in unignorable pleasure. Lost in lust, she closed her eyes, her leg still draped over my shoulder. My cuffed hands caressed her thighs, feeling the wild trembling of her legs as her pleasure grew. 
 
    “Get up here.” 
 
    I grunted as she tugged on the chain locked onto my genitals. Rising to my feet, I moved toward the bed. As I climbed onto the mattress, Keeley turned and rose up on her knees. I felt her hands on my shoulders as she pushed me down. Guided by her, I positioned myself on the bed, lying back with the fake cock projecting from my pelvis. And Keeley climbed on top of me, her knees pressing against my sides as she straddled her body. I watched her reach down, feeling her own wetness on the shaft of the toy I wore. Adjusting her position, she sank down on top of me, her eyelids fluttering as she impaled herself on the toy. 
 
    The bed rocked beneath us as Keeley began to fuck me. Her thighs tightened, and her heavy breasts bounced on her chest. I ran my cuffed hands along one of her thighs, desperate to touch her, and she leaned forward, her hands on my chest as her ass bounced up and down. Wild cries of passion rose from her again, her excitement getting the better of her and driving her on to new heights of pleasure after she had told me she was satisfied. The situation we were in was just too wildly erotic for her, I guess, just as it was for me. The only difference was, she had a choice. All I could do was lie there on the bed and take it, tormented by her beauty and her cries of pleasure while her body slammed open and down on top of me, the toy driven deep inside her with every movement. 
 
    Keeley cried out in pleasure. Leaning further forward, she thrust her chest toward me, engulfing my face with her breasts. Gratefully, I kissed and licked them, my cuffed hands fondling and caressing them as I moved my mouth from one nipple to the other. Keeley continued bouncing up and down on top of me, the toy sliding in and out of her pussy once again. Her breathless cries filled my ears, making my imprisoned cock rage and throb with desperate lust. I was overcome by her, pinned down by her, engulfed by her beautiful body, and there was nowhere else I wanted to be. My only regret was that it was a toy sliding in and out of her dripping pussy and making her juices pool on top of me instead of my actual cock. 
 
    Keeley howled in pleasure. Her whole body stiffened on top of me, shaking and trembling with the force of orgasm. Even through the insensitive toy, I felt her cum, her pussy clenching around the shaft and threatening to pull the toy right off my body. With a loud sigh, she relaxed, lying down on top of me while I lay beneath her, teased and frustrated and still burning with desire. 
 
    “Well, this is quite a show.” 
 
    Keeley shrieked, momentarily panicked by the sound of another voice in the room with us. As she lifted herself off me, I turned my head toward the door. Hannah stood there, her arms folded, a sly smile on her pretty face. In the heat of Keeley’s passion, neither of us had noticed her letting herself in. She had a key to my apartment. After all, how could I deny one to the woman who had the key to my cock? And so she had caught us in the act. Not that there was anything to be ashamed of from my point of view. After all, this was exactly what Hannah wanted when she set the whole night up. 
 
    Keeley sat on top of me as she turned toward the door. Instinctively, she covered her big breasts with her arms. There was no need to be so coy. We had all enjoyed wilder things before. And at the sight of my mistress, my heart soared in my chest. Not to mention the way my cock throbbed in its prison to know the key was so close. From where I lay, I couldn’t see the thin silver chain and the key dangling around my girlfriend’s ankle. But I felt almost as though I could feel its presence, just knowing that release was now a possibility, though perhaps a remote one. 
 
    “You’re back,” Keeley said. Climbing off me, she scrambled toward the edge of the bed, still trying to hide her nudity with her hands. But Hannah simply smiled indulgently at her friend. She, I knew, had absolutely no problem with female nudity. 
 
    “I am,” Hannah said. “Thanks for sitting him, Keeley. But I hope you’re going to stay the night?” 
 
    “Yeah, I was planning to,” Keeley said, sitting on the edge of the bed and looking up at Hannah. “We were just about to go to bed, actually. And then… Well, things happened.” 
 
    “I see that,” Hannah said. Still smiling, she stepped toward the bed. Itching past Keeley, I saw her lightly pick up the chain that locked me to the footboard and giggled to herself. 
 
    “I like this,” she said to her friend. “I hope you aren’t too tired though. Because I’ve had a really fun night, and now I’m super horny, and somebody needs to make me cum.” 
 
    

  

 

            
                
     
    26. Watching The Girls 
 
    Lying on the bed, I was trembling with anticipation. As if the night hadn’t already been wild enough. Everything Keeley had put me through crackled inside me like something about to burst into flame, and the tight steel prison of my chastity never felt crueler. Now Hannah was back, in all her beauty and terrifying power, and the look on her face as she grinned at me told me everything. Whatever strange adventures she had been having while I was left in the care of her friend had only fueled her deviant desires. And I expected to be the object of those desires all over again. I looked forward to it. I craved it. Serving Hannah as a submissive sex toy was the wildest thrill I could imagine, and I would take any opportunity to do it again. 
 
    Hannah stepped toward the bed. Her leather boots creaked as she raised one knee onto the mattress. She leaned over me, sweeping her red hair back from her face, and I raised my cuffed hands toward her as she kissed me. I felt her tongue moving inside my mouth, and mine moved inside hers, and desire roared inside me at the feel of her lips against mine. And more than desire, too. I was happy to see her for reasons that went far beyond sex. But at that particular time, that was virtually the only thing on my mind. 
 
    “Your mouth tastes like pussy,” Hannah said as she raised her lips from mine, kneeling on the bed with her hands on her thighs and smiling down at me. I felt my cheeks flush with the heat of embarrassment. Behind my girlfriend, I heard Keeley laugh. And Hannah’s hand crept slowly down my body, sliding over my chest, over my stomach, until she gripped the base of the strap-on dildo in her hand. She gave it a gentle tug, testing the straps that held my body, and nodded approvingly. 
 
    “I see you’ve been making good use of him,” Hannah said, turning to speak to Keeley. “I hope you drove him crazy?” 
 
    “I think so,” Keeley said with a smile. 
 
    “I bet you did,” Hannah chuckled. Her eyes blazed as she turned her attention back to me. “Did she, Alister? Did you want to fuck Mistress Keeley real bad?” 
 
    “Yes, Mistress Hannah,” I breathed, hearing the women laugh again at my response. “I still do.” 
 
    “I bet you do, you little slut,” Hannah laughed. “But I don’t really blame you. She looks fucking sexy, doesn’t she?” 
 
    “Yes, Mistress Hannah.” 
 
    Now it was Keeley’s turn to blush. Still sitting naked on the edge of the bed, she smiled gleefully at the praise we were showering her with. She still had her arms crossed over her boobs, her thighs clamped together to hide her nakedness. There was no need to be embarrassed. Not in front of us. And clearly, Hannah intended to make that abundantly clear.  
 
    Bringing her other hand toward me, she began to unfasten the straps that held the dildo onto my body. I raised my hips off the bed to help her access them, and soon, she removed the toy completely, setting it aside on the bed. Then, she took hold of the chain between my wrists. Shuffling back toward the edge of the bed, she pulled me after her. Rolling onto my knees, I followed her as she stood and pulled me off the bed completely. Now I could see the key to my release dangling on its chain around her left ankle as she led me around to the foot of the bed. I could feel Keeley watching us, alert for whatever might be about to happen. But only Hannah knew what that would be. 
 
    “Kneel,” Hannah briskly ordered, pointing to the floor at the foot of the bed. Without question, I did as I was told. The long chain that anchored me to the footboard rattled against the floor as I got on my knees. Beside me, Hannah turned. I listened to her boot heels thumping on the floor as she moved toward the closet where she kept a variety of toys. After rummaging inside for a moment, she returned with more restraints. Two sets of handcuffs with chains longer than usual, which she clipped to the eyebolts at either side of the footboard. Then she turned to Keeley. 
 
    “Where’s the key to his cuffs?” 
 
    “Over there on the dresser,” Keeley replied. As Hannah moved toward the dresser, I knew what she had in mind. And even though fear bloomed inside me, even though my stomach spasmed with nervousness at the thought of what was about to happen, I did nothing to try and prevent it. I even raised my cuffed hands so that Hannah could unlock them and remove the cuffs that held my wrists together. Then I allowed her to pull one arm out to the side and lock another cuff around my wrists, securing my arm to the footboard. Then she did the same with the other arm. Just that easily, I was chained down again, my arms stretched out to either side, kneeling on the floor at the foot of the bed facing the mattress. 
 
    Hannah climbed onto the bed. Both Keeley and I watched her, the absolute center of attention, as she moved to the middle of the mattress. She lay back, stretching out her long legs, the heels of her sexy boots pointing at me. Propping herself up on her elbows, she raised her left foot, laughing as she saw me watching the tiny key dangling from her anklet. 
 
    “I know what you’re looking at,” Hannah said in a singsong voice. “Go ahead and kiss it. Kiss the key to your cock that gives me so much power over you.” As she spoke, she slid a little lower on the bed, until her feet hung over the footboard in front of me. Feeling the eyes of both her and Keeley on me, I leaned forward and pressed my lips against the dangling key. Hannah laughed, a cruel little laugh of triumph and conquest. 
 
    “I had such a fun night,” she said, resting her feet on the footboard in front of me now. “It turns out that Alexis’ boyfriend is just as submissive as you. He’s her slave, just like you are mine. We had so much fun playing with him. Making him worship us. Making him serve. Well, you know what that’s like.” 
 
    As she spoke, Hannah playfully tapped one foot against my cheek. Sunk in submission, I turned my head slightly to kiss warm leather of her boots, feeling her toes moving in the sexy footwear. Hannah sighed with pleasure, sweeping her long hair back from her face again. 
 
    “She doesn’t keep him in chastity,” Hannah said, “yet. Personally, I think she should. I mean, it’s done wonders for your behavior. And it means I can leave you alone with a sexy girl like Keeley and know that nothing will happen. Well, not nothing, I guess. But at least I know you won’t be able to cum. That’s really the main thing, isn’t it?” 
 
    “Yes, Mistress Hannah,” I said softly, prompting another burst of bright laughter from both Hannah and her friend. 
 
    “Yes, it is,” Hannah said smugly. “If Alexis puts her boy toy in chastity, there’ll be two of you to play with. And maybe more in the future. Maybe you should get a slave boy of your own, Keeley. It’s a lot of work to train them, but the rewards are definitely worth it.” 
 
    “Oh, I know,” Keeley said, raising her eyebrows wickedly. “But don’t you miss having sex with them? I mean, don’t get me wrong, tonight was a blast. He made me cum over and over again. But still, I think if it was an actual boyfriend, I’d want him to fuck me now and then.” 
 
    “Ah, but you’re not thinking it through all the way,” Hannah said, turning her beautiful face toward her friend. “The chastity device just means he can’t fuck. It doesn’t mean I can’t.” 
 
    Keeley laughed out loud, the wild burst of sadistic glee erupting out of her. Involuntarily, I gasped. Hannah turned toward me at the sound, her bright eyes traveling over my face as she smiled at me. 
 
    “You see, right now, he’s wondering if I cheated on him,” Hannah said, speaking to Keeley while still looking at me. “He’s wondering if I fucked Alexis’s boyfriend. Because he knows I could have if I wanted to. He knows there’s nothing he can do about it, and he knows he would let me. He knows that I deserve more than one cock, and that his locked-up little thing isn’t enough to satisfy a woman like me. He knows I deserve more. That I deserve to have toe-curling sex with real men. Don’t I?” 
 
    “Yes, Mistress Hannah.” My voice cracked as I said the terrible words. For a moment, there was a strange hush in the air. Keeley seemed stunned into silence. But I had eyes only for my girlfriend in that moment. Because everything she was saying was true. The thought of her being with another man twisted my stomach into knots, made my heart feel like it was about to explode with rage and despair. But there was another fire inside me too, burning bright enough to drown out all the others. The thought of Hannah doing something so cruel, so unbelievably selfish, made her intolerably sexy to me. The ultimate expression of her dominance and power, the very thing that made her so attractive to me. She was absolutely right. Kneeling there at the foot of the bed, I was forced, and not for the first time, to confront the awful truth that if Hannah were to sleep with other men, I would only want her more for it. 
 
    “Unbelievable,” Keeley said in a soft voice. “Did you do it?” 
 
    Hannah paused before answering. And I waited, breathless and terrified of what her answer might be. Wondering if we are about to embark on another adventure, one even more outrageously humiliating than any that are gone before. I felt as though I was suspended over a chasm, waiting to fall and not knowing whether I wanted to or not. 
 
    “No,” Hannah said at last, and I breathed out in a long sigh of relief. “I’ve never cheated on him, even though it would be so easy. But I like him to know that I could. And that he needs to keep me happy in every way he possibly can if he doesn’t want me to find some other guide to fuck. I mean, only guys count as cheating, right? Girls don’t count, do they?” 
 
    Hannah raised her eyebrows as she spoke, looking right at me. It seemed a response was required. 
 
    “No, Mistress Hannah.” The smile returned to her face at my response. But Keeley looked confused as she turned toward her. 
 
    “You mean… You’ve been with other girls?” 
 
    “Oh yes,” Hannah said, turning that bright smile on her friend again. “I’ve been with his mistress Elizabeth. Funny, isn’t it? The woman who locked away his cock and made him into the slave he is has had sex with me more than she ever has with him.” 
 
    “What was it like?” Keeley asked. Tearing my eyes away from Hannah for a moment, I turned to look at her. There was something in her voice that intrigued me, even lost as I was in the depths of my own submission. 
 
    “Honestly? Awesome,” Hannah grinned. “Don’t tell me you never tried?” 
 
    “Never,” Keeley said in a soft voice. Her golden hair shimmered as she shook her head. Hannah grinned at her friend, then turned her lascivious smile on me before turning back to Keeley. Right then, I knew what was on my mistress’s mind. I knew exactly where the night was heading. My cock raged as always inside its tight prison as Hannah smiled seductively at her friend. 
 
    “You should really try it,” Hannah said. Lifting her boots off the footboard, she rolled over onto her side and began to crawl across the bed. Keeley sat where she was, naked and vulnerable, her eyes looking at Hannah as though seeing her for the first time. Hannah smiled encouragingly, that wicked smile that I knew could get people to do just about anything. It certainly worked on me. I knew just how seductive she could be when she wanted to be. And Keeley, glutted with pleasure as she was, seemed open to advance. 
 
    Hannah laid a hand on her friend’s shoulder. Shifting on the bed, she sat down beside Keeley. I looked at the two of them from the back, their figures different but equally appealing to me as I waited.  
 
    “You look so sexy right now. You looked so hot when you were fucking my slave boy.” 
 
    Hannah ran her hand through Keeley’s silken hair as she spoke, her movements soft and slow as though she were weaving a spell over the other woman. And Keeley seemed almost to be quivering, a ripe fruit dangling from a branch ready to be plucked. I couldn’t be sure from behind, but it seemed to me like her body relaxed a little. Like maybe she removed her arms from her breasts, opening up physically as well as emotionally to her friend. 
 
    “You look beautiful too,” Keeley said, and Hannah smiled. Sweeping Keeley’s hair back from her face, Hannah leaned forward. Keeley seemed to jump, just a little, as Hannah pressed her lips to her mouth. But then, she kissed her back. Hannah was her usual forward self, never shy about going after what she wanted. And Keeley was in the mood to be seduced. Soon, I heard a faint noise of pleasure rising from Keeley’s throat as she made out with my girlfriend in front of me. And I kneeled there, overcome with desire and unable to look away as Hannah did what she did best. Used her beauty and her sex appeal to get people to do what she wanted. 
 
    “God, your boobs are amazing,” Hannah said breathlessly as she finally lifted her lips away from Keeley’s. I heard her giggle as she took Keeley’s epic boobs in her hands, caressing the swollen nipples and making the other woman tremble. Grinning, Hannah kissed her way down Keeley’s shoulders and chest, pressing her lips against the magnificent boobs. Keeley sighed in pleasure, leaning back with her hands on the mattress behind her now. Hannah kept on kissing, and as Keeley’s body responded, she lay back on the bed. Ready to be overcome, to be taken. To give to Hannah what she had denied to me. 
 
    As Keeley lay back on the bed, Hannah stood. Her red hair fell around her face as she bent down, fussing with her shoes. I realized she was taking off the anklet that held my key, and my heart thumped dully in my chest at the knowledge. Setting it aside, she unzipped her boots and pulled them off. Straightening up again, she pulled off her jeans and her panties and lifted her shirt over her head. Both Keeley and I watched as she unfastened her bra and tossed it aside. Now she was as naked as her friend was, and with typical confidence, she stood like that for a moment in front of us, letting us both admire her beautiful body. Then, she sat down on the edge of the bed. I listened to her reach for her boots and slide them back on to her feet, zipping them up once again. When that was done, she climbed back onto the mattress, wearing nothing but her sexy leather boots with my key once again hanging from her ankle. 
 
    “He finds me sexier with my shoes on,” Hannah said to Keeley by way of explanation. “And you know how much fun it is to drive him crazy.” 
 
    “He’s right,” Keeley said with a smile. At the same time, Hannah lowered her lips down to Keeley’s again. Her red hair merged with Keeley’s blonde as they made out, sounds of pleasure rising from both of them now. I watched, ignored and abandoned as if I was no longer in the room, as my girlfriend’s hand crept down over the ample curves of Keeley’s body. I heard Keeley gasp against Hannah’s lips as Hannah’s hand slid between her damn thighs. Hannah moved her hand back-and-forth, sliding her slender fingers over Keeley’s dripping pussy, and Keeley mewed like a kitten as Hannah toyed with her. The chains that held me to the footboard and made me their captive audience had never felt more inescapable as I watched in a state of deep desire. In the last few months since my submission began, I had seen so many beautiful things. And yet again, I was a prisoner of beauty, forced to watch what I was not allowed to have. Once again, it felt incredible. 
 
    Hannah moved on the mattress. Lifting her lips from Keeley’s again, she turned. I had the wet sound of her lips kissing her way rapidly down Keeley’s trembling body, seeming to further ignite her passion with every kiss. Hannah pivoted on her knees, and I watched in disbelief as she lowered her face between the other woman’s thighs. Keeley cried out in surprise and pleasure, and Hannah’s face vanished between those thighs as she began to eat her friend’s pussy. Tendrils of her red hair spread across Keeley’s shaking thighs as she licked, and at the same time, she turned her body, climbing on top of the other woman and straddling Keeley’s face. Hannah’s pussy shone in front of me, her swollen lips and the moisture that glowed on them testament to her deep arousal, and my mouth watered at the sight. But Keeley didn’t lick Hannah’s pussy. Instead, she lay beneath her, fondling her own giant breasts, tugging at her swollen nipples and moaning with pleasure while Hannah licked her. 
 
    Keeley’s cries of ecstasy got more rapid and more intense. It was a sound I had been hearing on and off all night. But now, I wasn’t involved at all. All I could do was watch and long for what the women were enjoying as another orgasm approached. Keeley shuddered and moaned. Her whole body stiffened, and her fingers sank into the soft flesh of her boobs as she clutched at them. Her legs spasmed, shaking wildly on either side of my girlfriend’s head. With a loud roar of pleasure, Keeley came. And as she lay panting, overcome with desire, Hannah lifted her head from the other woman’s sex. 
 
    Her red hair hung around her face as she crawled slowly toward me. Her eyes were fixed on me now, finally acknowledging my presence as she grinned. I could see the moisture that shone on her lips and on her cheeks, Keeley’s juices still warm on my girlfriend’s skin. Keeley watched her, still moaning faintly in the afterglow of pleasure as Hannah crept like a panther toward me. Reaching the footboard, she swept her hair back behind her ears and leaned further forward. She kissed me, and I kissed her back, tasting the now-familiar flavor of Keeley’s pussy on my girlfriend’s lips and tongue.  
 
    “There,” she said with a grin as she took her mouth away from mine, sitting back on her knees to smile down at me. “Now you know how it feels to kiss your partner and taste Keeley’s pussy on their mouth. How does it feel?” 
 
    “Amazing, Mistress Hannah.” 
 
    “Good answer,” Hannah grinned. “All pussy tastes amazing to you. That’s your role in life now, to eat pussy and make women happy.” 
 
    “Yes, Mistress Hannah.” 
 
    Satisfied for now, Hannah turned on the mattress. I watched her move, and Keeley watched too. Both of us saw the same thing. Hannah picked up the strap-on dildo and held it against her body. Adjusting the straps, she tightened them around her pelvis. As the straps grew tighter, they lifted her gorgeous ass a little, making it even more desirable. And when she turned back toward us, that radiant smile on her pretty face, she had a fake cock projecting from her perfectly feminine body like a weapon. 
 
    “Come here,” Hannah said in a soft voice. Keeley sat up. Her face was shining with excitement now, her body ready for more pleasure. Following Hannah’s directions, she lay down on the mattress. Her head was down beside the footboard, right next to mine. She bent her knees, placing her feet on top of the mattress as she spread her legs. Yielding completely to my gorgeous dominant girlfriend. And Hannah positioned herself between the other woman’s legs, taking hold of the toy at its base as she guided it toward Keeley. She thrust her hips forward, and I heard Keeley moan loudly as Hannah slid the fake cock inside. 
 
    Hannah looked at me. She winked. And then, her hands on Keeley’s thighs, her eyes on me, Hannah began to fuck her friend. 
 
    Keeley moaned. She squealed in pleasure. Every sound she made was loud in my ears, her head right next to mine. I could smell her shampoo, could feel the heat of her body as Keeley fucked her. Keeley’s fat breasts bounced in time with Hannah’s thrusts, and Hannah’s boobs bounced too, her nipples as swollen with pleasure as Keeley’s were. I watched my girlfriend biting her lap, a faint frown now showing on her smooth brow as she exerted herself. Her thrusts grew faster and faster, and Keeley moaned in time with them, the center of a vortex of wild pleasure. I moaned in frustration, but my moans were lost in Keeley’s much louder cries of ecstasy and Hanna’s rhythmic grunts of effort as she fucked her friend. 
 
    “Roll over,” Hannah said in a voice that seemed impossible to argue with. Keeley didn’t even try. She moaned as Hannah withdrew the dildo from her dripping pussy, and rolled over onto her stomach immediately. Rising up onto her hands and knees, she looked at me. Her face wore an expression of absolute delight, pure pleasure, and my cock raged inside the cruel chastity. Keeley moved toward me, gripping the footboard I was chained to with her hands as she smiled down at me. And Hannah positioned herself behind her. As my girlfriend slid the dildo into Keeley’s pussy, I watched the other woman close her eyes, rolling them with pleasure as she felt Hannah enter. 
 
    “Oh my God,” Keeley groaned, completely lost in desire. And she yelped as Hannah began to slide the dildo in and out of her pussy once again. 
 
    “Don’t just sit there, chastity boy,” Hannah smiled as she gripped Keeley’s hips, plunging the toy deeper into Keeley’s body and making her moan even louder in my ears. “Suck her beautiful tits while I fuck her.” 
 
    “Yes, Mistress Hannah.” As always, I was quick to obey. Keeley moaned as I found a nipple with my mouth. I sucked it between my lips, squeezing it slightly, tasting her excitement. And her heavy breasts swung and slapped against my face as Keeley’s body rocked to the rhythm of Hannah’s thrusts. 
 
    Keeley was in heaven. Ecstasy tore through her whole body, lighting up my bedroom with her wild shouts and screams of pleasure. I kissed and licked and sucked her tits to the best of my ability while her body vibrated as Hannah plunged the fake cock deep inside her over and over again. Absorbed in my humiliating yet welcome task, I barely noticed as Keeley arched her back, thrusting her breasts toward me even more. The footboard creaked under her hands as she gripped it tightly, and her whole body stiffened. Yet another orgasm exploded inside her beautiful bouncing body, and Keeley panted and moaned and gasped with unbridled pleasure as her body responded to my girlfriend’s thrusts. 
 
    With a long moan, Keeley collapsed on the bed in front of me. She lay there panting, completely overcome with pleasure. As Hannah slid the toy cock out of her friend’s ravished pussy, Keeley whimpered. She lay on the mattress hugging herself, her naked body flushed pink with pleasure, her heart no doubt pounding just as mine was as I watched the whole spectacle. 
 
    And Hannah kneeled upright on the bed in front of me. I saw her grinning at me, one hand stroking the fake cock that rose from low down on her stomach, shining now with Keeley’s juices. I knew that look. I knew how excited Hannah got when she dominated me. I knew she was far from finished yet. 
 
    “Who fucks you better, Keeley?” Hannah asked, her eyes still on me. “Me or this pathetic chastity slave?” 
 
    “Oh my God, you, Hannah,” Keeley said without opening her eyes. Hannah laughed out loud at her friend’s response. “Or should I call you Mistress Hannah?” Keeley asked in a voice that trembled still, opening her eyes to flutter her eyelashes at my girlfriend. I knew that look. Keeley was seeing Hannah in a whole new light now that my girlfriend had made her cum so hard. Sex makes you feel things. That’s the reality. Even deviant, kinky sex like ours. Maybe especially that. Right about now, I was sure, Keeley was feeling things about Hannah she had never felt before. Things that hardly had names. Things that were hard to describe and impossible to ignore. But at least Hannah’s feelings seemed more straightforward. My beautiful, sexy, dominant girlfriend was horny as hell. And it turned me on just to be in the same room as her. 
 
    “You can,” Hannah said with a smirk. “If you like. But you’re a mistress yourself, and a gorgeous one. Isn’t that right, slave boy?” 
 
    “Yes, Mistress Hannah,” I said breathlessly. “You’re gorgeous, Mistress Keeley.” 
 
    “I bet you loved eating Mistress Keeley’s pussy while I was away, didn’t you?” 
 
    “Yes, Mistress Hannah.” 
 
    “I don’t blame you. She tastes delicious, doesn’t she?” 
 
    “Yes, Mistress Hannah.” 
 
    “Good. I’m glad you like it. Not that it would matter anyway. You’d still have to eat her out whether you liked it or not.” 
 
    “Yes, Mistress Hannah.” 
 
    As she spoke, Hannah crept along the bed toward me. The fake cock swung and swayed from her body as she moved, still shining with the residue of Keeley’s pleasure. Keeley watched as Hannah kneeled in front of me, still holding the toy at its base until it was right in front of my face. I trembled with nervousness as my mistress looked down at me, her face alight with sadistic glee. 
 
    “Well, it must be your lucky night,” Hannah said. “Because now you’re going to get to taste Keeley’s gorgeous pussy again. Only this time, you’re going to have to lick it off my cock. Go ahead. Get that slut mouth to work and suck my dick.” 
 
    “Oh my God!” Keeley spluttered with laughter at Hannah’s outrageous words. But even though Hannah was smiling, I knew she was serious. I knew the consequences of disobedience. Still, for a moment I hesitated. I looked up at Hannah, silently questioning. But she just smiled. 
 
    “Do it,” she said in a soft voice. “If you ever want me to unlock that worthless pick of yours again, you need to show me you know your place. Suck my cock like the bitch you are, and maybe, just maybe, we’ll take pity on you and let you cum.” 
 
    Keeley howled with laughter as I reluctantly opened my mouth and leaned forward. As I tasted her cum on the dildo, Hannah giggled with glee. She sneered down at me, watching me lick another woman’s juices of the obscene toy, enjoying every outrageous minute of my complete humiliation. Hannah was unstoppable. No one in the room that night could have any doubt that she owned me completely. 
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