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A Mother's Revenge: Parts 1-5

 

1. The Apology

 

Look, I'll be the first to admit to some stupid stuff in my time. Especially when I was younger. Age is supposed to bring wisdom, but I wouldn't say it's done that for me. Still, I've learned a trick or two over the years. I would have to, wouldn't I? Make enough mistakes, and you more or less have to learn from at least some of them. And I've made them all.

But somehow, even to this day, I can’t quite bring myself to really regret what was, without a doubt, one of the biggest mistakes I ever made. I think about it sometimes, even to this day. Okay, okay – I think about it a lot. Sometimes, I find myself wondering how life might have been different if I had handled things differently. It was one of those moments in life that you can point to and say that this, this right here, is where everything changed.

I was 22 years old at the time. Still young enough to make bad decisions, and old enough to be forced to deal with the consequences. Your only hope at that age is that you still have so much time ahead of you that you can afford a couple of setbacks. I'm not going to lie – I enjoyed being in my early 20s. It was fantastic. I don't just mean the physical capability which I can see slipping away more and more these days, although that was part of it. Remember being able to spend all night partying and shrug off the hangover in the morning? Remember being able to run up flights of stairs without getting out of breath? I do. I wouldn't say I was in great shape at that time; it's not like I trained anything. But I worked a physical job, and it kept me in decent condition. That, and the magic of youth.

I worked in construction, laboring at the bottom rung of the ladder. I didn't care. There was so much time ahead of me. I could figure out what I wanted to do later. For now, I needed a roof over my head. I needed to pay rent and buy food. But most importantly of all, I needed money for beer. I needed money to go out on the weekends, to meet girls and have a good time. That's all my job was to me. My employer might as well have sent my wages directly to the bar. And to be honest, I don't regret any of that. I'm more responsible now, but if you can't be reckless when you're young, when can you?

I met Gemma at the bar. Another pretty girl, her cheeks flushed with alcohol as she danced under the moving light. My confidence had never been higher. I don't want to sound like some kind of chauvinist, but I was a young guy having fun. I had had a run of success with women lately, and I was feeling pretty impressed with myself. Of course, back then, I was as good-looking as I was ever going to be, for what that's worth. But I had only just learned at the time a fact that all men come to discover sooner later. Girls like good-looking guys, but there's a lot of things they like more than that. If you can be charming, and funny, and project confidence, you can get away with being distinctly average when it comes to looks. In fact, I had friends at the time who were downright ugly and still did okay. They just knew how to talk to women. I was learning. From being a shy kid, my early 20s had been a period of growing confidence and self-possession. And poor Gemma was the recipient of all of that.

I'd be lying if I said I remembered much about that first conversation of ours. I was pretty drunk, and so was she, and as the night wore on, we only got more wasted. She was a year younger than me, only just old enough to drink, and the whole bar scene was new to us both. New, and exciting. We were both just figuring out what it all meant. And while she still lived with her mom, I had a place of my own. That by itself was apparently enough to impress her. We ended up back there that same night.

Nothing wrong with that, of course. I've never been the type that judges a woman by a different standard to a man. We were both young, both drunk, both horny. And she looked good. To this day, I can remember the way her jeans clung to hips as she moved on the dance floor, and the tight black tank top she wore that exposed a deep cleavage. Her long blonde hair was streaked with darker tones as it tumbled in loose curls around her shoulders, framing her pretty face as she smiled. Gemma was hot. As far as I know, she still is.

But she was also very sweet, and fun to hang out with. I wasn't looking for anything serious, but these things have a way of finding you at certain points in your life. I'd been a bar star for a little while, enjoying my casual hookups with different women who made no more claims on me that I made on them. But Gemma was someone I wanted to see again. So we did. For a few weeks, we would meet at the bar and inevitably end up going back to my place together. Then we started meeting before going to the bar, saving a little money by getting loaded before heading out. Soon enough, we found we were having just as much fun hanging out together at my place as we would at the bar. A relationship kind of snuck up on me if I'm being honest. As though I just turned around one day to find that all of a sudden, I had a girlfriend.

I have to admit, it made me uneasy. Mistake number one. I'd been doing well with girls, and I was starting to get an inflated opinion of myself. I didn't want to be tied down. In the heart of any man, there's that distant echo of the ape that craves variety. Our mutinous genes commanding us to go forth and be fruitful. I'm not anti-monogamy, not now. Maybe I wasn't even back then. But I was painfully aware that for whatever reason, I was doing well with women, and I was in no hurry to be tied down to anyone. Even someone as cool and fun as Gemma was.

And all might've been well if I had simply sat her down and told her that. But I would like to remind you again that I was 22. I was as dumb as a bag of rocks, and wildly inexperienced in human relationships to boot. I didn't say a word about my fears and doubts, scared of having to endure an awkward scene. Instead, I let them fester.

Until one night, I was at the bar with my friends. Gemma was out of town with her mom. My friends were being guys; giving me shit for having settled down, for being whipped. They called Gemma my wife, and it irritated me. Sometimes I think that a man's entire life is one long struggle with his ego. And in your early manhood, the ego is very much in charge. That's when the approval of your friends means more to you than anything else. That's part of why you do such stupid things.

Not that I'm trying to blame anyone but myself. Again, that would be childish. No one made me do what happened. No one forced me to go up to a girl sitting at a corner table with her friends and strike up a conversation. A girl whose name I don't even remember anymore. I just remember her dark hair and her red lips and her – well, I don't mean to be crass. But her boobs were absolutely huge. My friends and I had noticed that from across the bar. And that as much as anything else is what drew me over to her. Toni with an I - that was it! Her name just came back to me after all these years.

Anyway, Toni came home with I. It probably surprises me even more now that I think back on it than it did at the time. I don't even remember what I used to say to these women. I don't think it mattered. It was more about the way I talked to them, as though it was a foregone conclusion that they would like me. Somehow, it worked. And when I woke up in the morning next to Toni with an I and her magnificent breasts, I felt a deep sense of shame. For the first time in my life, I had cheated on someone. Gemma and I had only been dating for a few months, but I couldn't pretend that I didn't know that what I had done was wrong. It was. And knowing that it might impress my friends was very little consolation.

I felt even worse a few days later when Gemma confronted me. She may have been out of town, but some friends of hers were at the bar that night. They saw me leave with Toni with an I. After some halfhearted denials, I gave in and confessed the truth. After all, it was plainly obvious. Gemma may have been young, but she wasn't stupid. She saw me at that moment for what I was, what I truly was. And through her eyes, I saw myself. I didn't particularly like what I saw. It was one thing to say that I was just a young guy having fun. I was. But that didn't give me any right to hurt anyone else. Especially a girl like Gemma, who had only ever been nice to me.

But hey –life goes on. Especially when you're young. After my breakup with Gemma, I stopped going to the bar where we had met. The last thing I wanted was to run into her there. But it's a big city, and there were plenty more bars for my friends and me to go to. Plenty more girls. Only something had happened. It took me a few weeks to realize it, but things were different now. My confidence wasn't as unassailable as it had been. It only took me a little soul-searching to figure out why. After what had happened with Gemma, I felt like, quite frankly, a bit of an asshole. And that's not a feeling that helps you seduce women. After Gemma, I went through a significant dry patch. Week after week, I'd hit the bars, but my old lines weren't working the way they used to. All of a sudden, the girls were laughing at me more than they were laughing with me. Confidence is a funny thing. Whether you have it or whether you don't, it tends to reinforce itself. A self-fulfilling prophecy. And I knew that, but that knowledge didn't help me gain my old swagger back.

So maybe that goes some way to explaining what happened next. Going weeks without sex may not sound like a lot, but when you're in your 20s and used to getting it multiple times per week, it can feel like a long time. My confidence was shaken, and there was some residual guilt bubbling away in a dark part of my heart. Alongside all that, I was horny, too.

It was about two months after my breakup with Gemma that I got an unexpected message through social media. Back when we had been dating, I had received a friend request from Gemma’s mom. Unthinkingly, I had granted it. But Gemma and I had split up before I ever met the woman. And I had more or less forgotten about her until she reached out to me.

Can you meet me? her message read. I need to tell you something.

Now, a message like that can be very worrying for an otherwise carefree young man. What could she possibly want? It couldn't be anything good, could it? A horrible fear gripped my stomach with an iron claw as I wondered if Gemma was pregnant. We had been careful, but you never really know. Surely she would tell me that herself?

What do you need to tell me?

Not here. In person. Meet me on Saturday at Don Leone’s.

What could I do? Curiosity got the better of me. And to this day, I'm glad it did. Even if the path that I took by choosing to meet with Gemma's mother wasn't always the easiest road to walk. I wouldn't change those experiences for the world. No matter what they cost me.

 

*

 

“I’m – I’m meeting someone here?”

The pretty hostess smiled as she guided me into the restaurant. It was a new experience for me at the time. This restaurant was far fancier than any I had been to in my life, and I had no idea what the protocol was. I felt like a fraud as I followed the young woman to an empty table. Putting on a button-down shirt to go with my jeans was about as dressed up as I was capable of getting at that point in my life, but I could see at once that it wasn't nearly enough for this place. The hostess smiled again as she pulled out the chair, and I unthinkingly took the other one, as though she was going to sit down with me.

"Your server will be along to inform you of the specials," she said, and I nodded as though I knew what she was talking about. I watched her disappear back through the maze of tables, her print dress seeming to float around her body as she moved, and that familiar hunger growled inside me again.

The restaurant was busy. The server I had been promised didn't arrive for a while. I passed the time by looking around the restaurant, observing just how out of place I really was. The place reeked of money. Nobody in there was even close to my age, with the possible exception of the staff. So this is what you do when you get old, I thought to myself. Instead of going to the bar, you come to a place like this. With your wife, presumably. Or, I mentally added as I glanced at some of the other tables, perhaps not. Everyone in the place might have been older than me, but I would have had to have been blind not to notice that there was a marked difference in age between some of the women and their male companions. A difference in age that was unsurprisingly reflected by a disparity in their relative attractiveness. No one stays young forever. But money offers something to men that it usually doesn't to women: a chance at a second youth. Or at least a rough approximation of it.

As soon as the hostess came towards my table again, I knew. I looked up while she was still on the other side of the restaurant. But I knew. Somehow I knew that the woman who followed a pace behind her was Gemma's mom. Even if I didn't recognize her at once. It was all in the eyes. The way her eyes were fixed on me as she moved between the tables. As though I was a target she was aimed at like a bullet from a gun. As though she were a lioness, and I was her prey. Honestly, that's what it felt like. Even at the time.

Now, I had an inkling of what Gemma's mother looked like. When she'd sent me the friend request, I had taken a look at some of her pictures. I knew that she was an attractive woman, even if she looked nothing like my former girlfriend. It wasn't even that Gemma's mom looked young; she didn't particularly. She looked good for her age, but you would never take the two of them for sisters. Jenna's mom looked in her social media photos like exactly what she was; an attractive older woman. But when she appeared before me in the restaurant that night, I didn't recognize her. Not at first. Her hair was jet black, falling in loose curls over her shoulders. Her brow was smooth and free of wrinkles. Some fine lines showed around her mouth as she smiled, but they only served to emphasize the beauty of that smile. Her eyes were hypnotic. I couldn't know at the time how much of the overall effect had to do with the skillful usage of a makeup brush, but Gemma's mom's eyes seemed to glow even from across the crowded room. You could call them blue, I suppose, but that would be like describing the surface of the sun as a little warm. They were far more than blue. As she came closer, I could see how the blue of her eyes tended one moment towards a cool gray, and at other times towards a bright and glittering green. They were eyes unlike any I'd ever seen, before or since. I can still see them even now, whenever I think of her. That's how striking they were.

Do I need to remind you that I was 22? Frankly, it was a miracle I noticed that she had eyes at all. Especially in the dress she was wearing.

It was silk or satin or something like that, the kind of fabric that shines in the light. It was a deep and vibrant red, and it fit her body like a glove. The spaghetti straps bared her shoulders and what looked like acres of her chest, her breasts threatening to spill out of the low-cut cups with every step she took. The dress clung to her hips, and the rounded shape of her thighs showed with every step she took, the hem ending just above her knees. In short, Gemma's mom was sexy as hell. And sexy in a way that women of her daughter's age almost never are. There was a classiness about her look, an elegance, even if there was no denying that she was as hot as any 20-year-old. Her body would be the envy of women half her age, but the smile on her beautiful face spoke of experience. I was honestly tongue-tied as I watched her come up to my table and bend her body into the seat the hostess pulled out for her. The smell of her perfume rolled around me in a narcotic cloud as she sat and smiled and held out her hand to me.

"Hi," she said. "I'm Crystal."

"Hi," I managed, my tongue feeling suddenly three sizes too big for my mouth as I spoke. "I'm Brandon."

"Nice to finally meet you," she said. Her voice was deeper than I had expected as I took her hand in mine. It was a kind of low purr that sent a deep thrill racing up and down my spine. Her palm was soft against mine, her fingers delicate in my grasp as I gently shook her hand. Gemma's mom was utterly beautiful. Far more attractive, I quickly realized, than her pretty daughter. More attractive, too, than the woman I had cheated on Crystal's daughter with.

"Vodka martini," Crystal said. In the state I was in, it took me a moment to realize a waiter had appeared beside the table and asked us for our drink orders.

"I'll take a beer," I mumbled, and the waiter curtly nodded. As he disappeared, Crystal shifted her weight in her chair, moving her hips slightly as she crossed her legs. I had never envied a chair before in my life. She placed one bare elbow on the table and laid a long finger on her cheek, supporting her elegant chin on her thumb. For a moment, she sat like that in silence, her breathtaking eyes moving over me and the same slight smile on her face. I felt as though I had forgotten how to breathe in her presence. In my young life, I had never met a woman like that before. Sure, I'd encountered female beauty. Not like this. I'd never met a woman who seemed so confident, so comfortable in her own skin. So sure of herself. And it made her incredibly sexy. For the first time, I began to understand just why confidence was so attractive to the women I used to seduce. But even at my best, I had never been a match for Crystal. I could see that at once. She was so beautiful and so sexy that it was deeply intimidating. It was a new feeling for me at the time. And even as I sat at the restaurant table, I had to admit to myself that it was exciting.

"I wanted to talk to about Gemma," she said finally. I drew a deep breath before speaking.

"Is she okay?" I said. "I feel bad about the way things happened between us."

"She'll get over it," Crystal said. "But you're right. You didn't handle that situation very well at all."

"I know," I stammered. "I tried to tell her I was sorry. It was a shitty thing to do."

"It was,' Crystal nodded. "I'm glad to hear you acknowledge that. Gemma doesn't know I'm here, and I'd like to keep it that way."

"She doesn't?" I probably should have been more curious. Crystal had still not explained why we were meeting. But I was too enraptured with the way she looked to care. The truth was, I had never felt anything quite like that before. I'd been infatuated with a girl in high school, a typical puppy love situation that was as unrequited as it was juvenile. But this was totally different. From the moment I saw Crystal, I couldn't turn my eyes away. As though I was trying to memorize every line of her face and curve of her body. I was smitten. The effect was instantaneous, even if it took a while for my own realization to catch up. Sitting across the table from those gorgeous eyes, I was finding it difficult to remember anything about Gemma, or any other woman I had been with. Seeing Crystal was like seeing the female of the species for the first time. This was a woman. Up until that moment, I realized, I had only been with girls.

"No, she doesn't," Crystal smiled. "I don't think she would thank me for interfering. But I can't help being protective of her."

“Of course,” I said. I found it impossible to disagree with this woman. And from the smile on her face, I was guessing that she could tell.

"I have to say, you seem like a nice young man," Crystal said. "Not the heartless frat boy I expected. Your manners could use some improvement. But that can be taught." Her glistening white teeth showed as her smile widened, and I felt something surge within me. I'll say it again; I was 22. Hardly a surprise, then, that under the table, I could feel my cock beginning to swell. Just looking at Crystal was enough, even apart from that voice of hers and the words she said. The space between us felt at once like the span of the galaxy and the breadth of a hair. I wanted to touch her. I wanted to kiss her. I wanted to run my hands all over that incredible body and peel that sexy dress right off her, right there in the restaurant. And there was something in the bright multicolored pools of those eyes that encouraged me somehow. As though Crystal knew exactly what I was thinking about. As though it pleased her. As young and dumb as I was, I felt sudden hope flaring inside me as I looked at her.

I jumped, and the table between us jumped with me as my knees collided with it, sending the silver forks clattering. Heads turned in our direction as other diners looked our way. Something had touched me under the table. Crystal smiled at me, saying nothing as her foot slid up my leg. The long tablecloth hid her actions from view, but I could feel everything. I could hardly believe what was happening. But her foot never stopped. I saw her shift her position in her chair, and her foot slid between my thighs, pressing finally against the bulge of my erection. I saw her eyes flash as she opened them wider, just for a moment. And I sat as though turned to stone, completely without any frame of reference to tell me what to do next. All I knew was that the feel of her foot against my cock was amazing, and that whatever was happening here, I didn't want it to stop.

"I can see what Gemma saw in you," Crystal said. "You're a decent looking guy. And you certainly seem…Eager." Crystal laughed as she spoke, a bright ringing sound that made my stomach flutter. Her foot was moving between my legs, describing slow circles as she manipulated my cock. I could feel my breath getting short. I gripped the sides of the table as my head began to spin. I felt as though I was falling into the twin whirlpools of those eyes as Crystal stared at me.

“I think you need to apologize to me though,” she went on. “For upsetting my daughter.”

"I'm sorry," I blurted out at once. Crystal left again.

"Not like that," she said. "I want a proper apology." A silver fork flashed in her hand as she picked it up. She leaned across the table toward me, and I studied the way her breasts rose inside her tight dress. Her foot was still teasing me, and I tried to control my breathing, to arrest the unstoppable urge welling up inside me. She was going to make me cum right there in the restaurant. And I couldn't bring myself to stop her.

"I want you to get on your knees," she said in a voice too low for anyone but me to hear. "Under the table. No one will know. And who knows? You might enjoy it." Sitting back again, Crystal tossed the fork she held under the table with a loud clatter. "Oops," she said in a loud voice. "Could you get that for me, Brandon?"

I had only a split second to decide what to do. A simple choice: yes or no. I had no way of knowing at the time the ramifications of what I chose. I only knew that Crystal was the most beautiful woman I had ever seen. And I wanted to make her happy. Instantly, I dropped to the floor and crawled under the table to retrieve her fork.

The tablecloth came all the way to the floor. Underneath the table, I couldn't be seen. I crawled forward on my hands and knees, picking up Crystal's fork from the floor. Slowly, she uncrossed her legs. I listened to her dress whisper as she moved, her hands appearing underneath the table as she pulled it slowly up her thighs. Speechless with disbelief, I watched as she drew her dress higher and higher, revealing more and more of her toned thighs until the dress was bunched around her hips. And slowly, Crystal parted her legs. I gasped as I saw that she wore no underwear beneath the dress. Between her thighs, her pussy was exposed, framed by a patch of trimmed black pubic hair. Her lips were swollen and pink, already glistening with excitement. Every rational cell in my brain screamed at me not to do what I was doing, but my body took over. I lunged forward and felt the softness of Crystal's skin on my hands as I grabbed her legs. She slid forward in her chair, sitting closer to the edge as I lowered my face between her thighs. The smell of her arousal drove me to new heights of desire as I breathed in, and the soft moan of pleasure she gave as my lips touched her pussy made my cock surge urgently in my pants. To my undying shame, it pushed me over the edge. While I kissed Crystal's pussy under the restaurant table, my own orgasm washed over me. My cock exploded, my hot semen filling my underwear as I kneeled at the feet of Gemma's mom.

And that was how my new life began.




2. An Agreement

 

Look, I was 22. I'm saying it again because it's important. If what happened that night happened to me now, things would go differently. At least, I think they would. But who can really say? Take away the experiences that made us who we are, and we would necessarily be different people. You can never know how different your life might have been if, at these critical moments, you made different choices. We're stuck with our pasts, ultimately. The things we have done become inescapable. That's if I could ever bring myself to want to escape this particular part of my history.

But being 22 has its advantages. As I felt my ejaculate cooling in my pants, a deep sense of shame washed over me. I was between the thighs of the most beautiful woman I had ever seen, and I had humiliated myself by creaming my pants. But Crystal didn't know that yet. And even as I kneeled under the table, hidden from the rest of the restaurant's diners by the tablecloth that reached all the way to the floor around me, I could still feel desire burning inside me. Despite my orgasm, my cock refused to soften completely. While it shrank from its full tumescence, it never softened completely.

And the intoxicating taste and smell of Crystal's pussy had everything to do with that. As I gave in to my excitement, I paused for a moment, crouching between her feet while I tried to master my own body. But Crystal wouldn't stand for any of that. One manicured hand appeared under the table, and I felt her grab the back of my head. Inexorably, she pulled me forward, guiding my face back between her thighs until my mouth sat squarely on her sex again. The message couldn't be more clear. And as ashamed as I felt, as nervous of discovery as I was, I couldn't help myself. I kissed her fragrant pussy again, sliding my tongue over her swollen lips and feeling her legs tighten around me. Up above, Crystal kept quiet. It seemed she, too, was trying to avoid discovery. But I could feel her body responding. Warm juices began to flow freely from her quivering sex as I licked. I slid my tongue inside, savoring the tightness of her wet folds and the slickness of her flesh as she opened her thighs further to me. Crystal raised one foot from the floor, and her high-heeled shoe blindly found its way toward me, sinking once again between my own legs. By the time it found the bulge in my pants, I was already hard again. And Crystal slid her foot up and down, toying with my cock in a way that made me moan into the folds of her womanhood. Her thighs trembled in my hands. Even as I went down on her, it was hard to believe that this was actually happening. I was eating out a sexy older woman in a restaurant, and as far as I could tell, no one knew.

Crystal's body stiffened. She was still trying not to make a sound, but I could feel the wild spasming of her pussy against my lips. I nodded my head up and down, driving my tongue in and out of her while her juices poured forth into my mouth. The sudden tension of her body just as suddenly relaxed, and her chair groaned faintly underneath her. I had made her cum. But the only outward sign to the other diners in the restaurant was a faint sigh that she allowed herself up above me.

Hidden by the tablecloth, I sat back. Crystal reached under the table to pull down her dress again and crossed her legs, depriving me of the view of the pussy I had just licked. After taking a moment to collect myself, I rose up from under the table, still holding the fork that had been the pretext for my journey down there. Crystal's beautiful eyes shone as she smiled wickedly at me. It was as though she had gotten even more beautiful in the interval since I had last looked at her face. As though I couldn't adequately remember just how stunning she was. My heart contracted at the sight of her in a way that was completely new to me, and completely mysterious. And the faint flush on her smooth cheeks made me feel like a king as I once again sat across the table from her.

"No," she said, her voice quiet but sharp as I reached a hand to my face. "Don't wipe it off. Leave it there. I want to mark you." I smiled as I set my hand back on the table, even as an erotic shiver ran through me. Already, I could see that Crystal was unlike any woman I had ever been with. There was an aggression to her that was totally unfamiliar to me, completely absent in the younger women I usually consorted with. It turned me on. And under the table, my cock was as hard as ever, even as my semen still cooled in my pants.

"Not bad," Crystal grinned as she leaned toward me again. "I've definitely had worse apologies from men. It kind of makes me hope you'll do something bad again so that you have to apologize to me like that."

"I'm sure that can be arranged," I smiled. Crystal said nothing. I was trying to seem as sophisticated as she was, as experienced and uninhibited. But inside my chest, my heart was racing. Nothing even close to this that ever happened to me before. It was all I could do not to cry out with joy that it was happening at all. And all the time, my cock throbbed and raged in my pants as desire flowed relentlessly through me.

At that moment, the waiter appeared at the side of our table, holding a tray with our drinks. I couldn't meet his gaze as he set the glasses down in front of us. I could feel Crystal watching me, studying my reaction. But I couldn't look at her either. I could still feel her juices on my cheeks and chin, and I felt as though everybody else in the restaurant could too. It seemed to take forever, but I heaved a sigh of relief as the waiter set down the drinks and vanished. While Crystal raised her glass and studied me over the rim, I took a sip of beer that tasted of her.

"I'm going to go out on a limb here and guess that you've never been with a woman like me." Crystal took a careful sip of her martini after she spoke, leaving a faint impression of her lipstick on the glass. I swallowed my beer as I pondered how best to answer. I didn't want to reveal my inexperience. And after all, I wasn't some blushing virgin. I had been with my share of girls. But not like this. Never like this. I got the feeling the Crystal could see that for herself.

“Like you? No,” I smiled, shaking my head and hoping that I was coming across as charming.

"That's what I thought."Crystal took another slow sip of her drink. "But naivety has its charms. I like a clean slate. Someone I can mold into exactly what I want." Another shiver raced through me as Crystal spoke. I hadn't missed the sinister edge to her words. It was matched by the glow in her eyes, as though she wanted to possess me. To consume me. But I was too turned on to worry. The truth was, looking the way she did, I was all too willing to be consumed.

"You obviously want to fuck me. Don't you?" Crystal's vulgar words were at odds with her gorgeous appearance. She leaned forward again as she spoke, keeping her voice low, her words meant only for me. I gulped. Girls my age were never this forward. And even when they were, it came off like an act. With Crystal, it seemed a simple statement of fact. Even if the way in which it was delivered startled me.

“Well – yes,” I nodded. A slight smile lifted the corners of Crystal’s mouth and made the lines rise in her cheeks.

"Maybe one day, I'll allow it," she said. "But not today. I'm not some slut you just picked up at a bar."

"Of course not," I protested. Crystal took another sip of her drink before she spoke.

"Listen, Brandon," she finally said," at my age, you know what you want. And you get tired of waiting for it to fall into your lap. I've learned if you want something, you need to take it for yourself. And I do want something. That's why I wanted you to meet me here tonight. And after that lovely apology," and now her smile grew, her teeth shining between her lips as she grinned wolfishly, "I feel like you might be interested in what I have in mind."

"Okay," I said slowly as I took another sip of beer. My heart was racing in my chest. As inexperienced as I was, I knew enough about negotiation to not tip my hand too early. But I couldn't wait to hear what Crystal had in mind. What we had done already, right there in the restaurant, ranked among the most erotic experiences of my life. She was right; she wasn't like any woman I had ever been with. That much was abundantly clear.

"I'm not looking for a boyfriend," she said, softening her words with another dazzling smile. "At the risk of sounding conceited, I don't lack for male attention. But there is something that men your age have that you don't find with older men, no matter how wealthy or successful they may be." I sighed as I felt Crystal's foot between my legs again, pressing once more against my erection. "Besides, look around you," she went on. Her dark hair tumbled over her shoulders as she turned her head from side to side, taking in the restaurant we sat in. "All these old man with their trophy girlfriends. Why should they have all the fun? I could use a little boy toy of my own. So that's what you would be. A boy toy for me to play with whenever I feel like. Nothing more serious than that."

"Okay," I grinned. Honestly, nothing she was saying sounded anything short of fantastic to me. It's not like I was looking to get into a relationship with my ex-girlfriends mother. But some casual sex sounded like exactly what I was after. It was only when Crystal's beautiful face darkened that I realized she hadn't yet made her point.

"I have a lot of rules," she said. Her foot was still between my legs as she placed one hand on top of mine above the table. My breath grew short again as she continued to tease me with her touch. "You would need to be available to me. And you would need to be…willing to please."

“No problem,” I said.

"I'm serious. This wouldn't be a relationship between equals. I don't worry about my toy's feelings. I just want them to do what I say." Again, I could hardly believe what was happening to me. At the age I was at, regular sex was more than exciting enough for me. I had never gotten involved in anything too kinky. That didn't mean I was unaware. After all, I grew up with the Internet. There wasn't much in the way of human sexuality that I hadn't at least heard of. And what Crystal was describing sounded like some kind of S&M type situation. Was I ready to be a sex slave to this woman? If I said no, would I ever forgive myself? Chances like this don't come along too often. Especially after the dry spell I had been going through, everything Crystal was saying sounded fantastic to me. And to be honest, it almost felt like a kind of promotion. I had been banging my way around the bar scene for a while, and it was fantastic. But it's never a bad idea to change things up. What she seemed to be proposing would most definitely be that.

"That's cool," I said, trying to fake a confidence I didn't feel. As though propositions like this from sexy older women were a common occurrence for me, instead of a once-in-a-lifetime deal. "As long as you're not looking for anything too crazy."Like I say, I had seen some wild things on the Internet. We all have our red lines.

“Those are the kinds of details that would be best discussed elsewhere,” Crystal said. “Let’s get out of here.”

"Okay. We can go back to my place." Crystal snorted with laughter, as though the idea was utterly ridiculous.

“And what does that look like?” She mocked. “Are there posters on the walls?”

"No," I said uneasily. Crystal seemed to see something in my face that made her soften her tone.

“Do you have a roommate?”

"Yeah," I admitted, "but he's not there tonight." My voice trailed off at the look on Crystal's face. Already she was shaking her head.

"Absolutely not," she said. "We'll go to my house." Fear gripped my heart, warring momentarily with the rising lust that filled my body.

“What about Gemma?” I asked.

“Don’t worry about her,” Crystal said. “She got a place of her own.”

“She did?”

"She did. We'll have the house to ourselves." I didn't need any more convincing. If Crystal had asked me to go with her to the bathroom of the nearest bus station, I would have done it. Going back to her house with her was exactly what I wanted. It was only as she made the suggestion that I realized I had never actually been to her house in all the time I had been with Gemma. We had always gone to my apartment instead. I won't deny it added a strange little thrill of excitement to the proposal. My confidence was climbing again. If a woman like this wanted me, for whatever purpose, I couldn't be that undesirable.

"Are you ready to order?" I almost jumped as the waiter appeared soundlessly at the side of our table again. The guy might as well have been a ghost, the way he materialized out of thin air. Crystal gave him a smile that was paper-thin as she raised her eyes towards him.

"No, thank you," she said. "Just the check. We're leaving." The waiter simply nodded. Crystal spoke in a tone that suggested she didn't want to hear any further words on the subject. In moments, the waiter returned with the bill, and Crystal snatched it up as I reached for it. Sliding a credit card from out of the purse that dangled from the back of her chair, she handed it to the waiter. Once the transaction was complete, I stood, and the waiter pulled Crystal's chair out for her as she rose to her feet. As we made our way to the door of the restaurant, I felt as though limitless possibilities were dawning like doors opening out in front of me. I was entering a strange new world, and this incredible woman would be my guide.

"I'm parked over here." Crystal's high heels echoed on the sidewalk she led me towards a sleek black sedan. I climbed into the passenger seat as she got behind the wheel. Her tight dress rose up her silky legs as she sat and pulled the door shut behind her. Without another word, she turned on the engine and steered the car into the night.

We drove most of the way to her house in silence. I could think of almost nothing to say. Intuitively I felt that my usual cocky banter would not be welcome here. As Crystal had said, she wasn't some girl I was picking up in a bar. Besides, it seems redundant. We were already going back to her house. The juices of her orgasm still shone on my face. We were long past the point of doubt. We were going to have sex. And my cock strained against my pants as I sat in my seat, my erection making a bulge in my lap. I groaned as Crystal wordlessly reached toward me, cupping her hand over my cock while she kept her eyes on the road ahead.

“So horny, aren’t you?” she chuckled. “Look at that young cock, just desperate for me.”

"Yes," I groaned. I shifted in my seat and felt her hand caressing me through my jeans. I placed my hand on her leg, sliding it upward toward the hem of her dress. But without so much as looking at me, Crystal took me by the wrist and pushed my hand away.

“Not now,” she said firmly. And so I sat beside her in an agony of desire while she manipulated my cock through my jeans without letting me touch her.

Finally, we arrived at her house. She swung the car up the long curve of the driveway and pulled into the garage that opened to greet her. As she killed the engine, the garage door swung shut again. Crystal finally turned to me with a sly smile.

“Take off your clothes,” she said. “You can leave them in the car. Rule number one is that my boy toy doesn’t wear clothes in the house.”

"Are you serious?" Crystal's face darkened, her brow furrowing as she scowled at me.

"Don't ever ask me that question again," she said firmly. "I don't like to be questioned. If you're going to fight me every step of the way, we may as well end this thing right now."

"No, no," I protested.  My cock was rock hard, and my hands were already reaching for the buttons of my shirt as though my body no longer cared to hear my brain's intervention. It knew what it wanted. Of course I had no problem getting naked in front of Crystal. I was just unfamiliar with things being so one-sided. Normally, the girl and I would undress one another. But nothing about this was normal. It seemed as though Crystal intended to reinforce that fact with everything she said and did.

As I unbuttoned and removed my shirt, Crystal sat watching me. At least she was smiling again. Her momentary frown had frightened me. It would be just like me to fuck up a good thing like this. Sure, Crystal was kinky. But there was no point pretending that that was a bad thing. In fact, it excited me. And as I shed my shirt and kicked off my shoes and reached for my belt, I felt vulnerable and exposed in a way that added to the thrill of what was going on. I pulled down my pants and my underwear, my cock springing free. Crystal grinned as she stared at it, shamelessly studying my erection as it rose before her.

“Good,” she said. “That’s how I like my boy toys. Hard and ready. That’s rule number two. I want you to have an erection at all times unless otherwise instructed.”

"I – I don't think that will be a problem," I said. As I spoke, I twisted in my seat, leaning toward her as I tried for a kiss. But Crystal simply laughed. Opening her car door, she climbed out of the seat and swung the door shut behind her. I had no choice but to open my own door and hurry after her as she headed deeper into the garage. A door connected it to the house, and my hard cock swayed from side to side as I hurried after her, through the door and into the huge kitchen of Crystal's house.

It had been obvious to me from the moment we pulled up that Crystal had money. If her car didn't prove that, the house certainly did. It was big, far bigger than any single woman needed. Even when Gemma had lived with her, the two of them had had plenty of space. I had no idea what Crystal did for a living. If Gemma had ever told me, I had forgotten it. I certainly never realized that my ex-girlfriend came from money like this.

And I felt extremely foolish as I followed Crystal deeper into the house, with her fully dressed and me completely naked. Her high heels echoed on marble floors, and she walked in the sexy shoes as though she was born in them, as though they were a natural part of her gorgeous body. Half a step behind, I followed her into a large sunken living room. I longed to touch her, to pull her body against mine, but after the episode in the car, I guessed that would be a bad idea. Crystal liked to be in charge. That much was obvious. And as she lowered herself onto a massive white leather couch, she patted the seat behind her as she crossed her long legs. I sat. Idly, she reached out to me, wrapping her soft fingers around my hard shaft as she began to slowly stroke. The leather creaked underneath me as I gripped the cushion while pleasure coursed through me.

“I’m going to show you pleasure unlike anything you’ve ever experienced,” she said as she turned those magnificent eyes on me. “But as I said over dinner, there will be rules. So let’s see if we can come to an agreement here. This is the only time I’m going to ask you for your input into what we do. So if there’s anything you know you don’t want to do, tell me now.”

My mind raced. All of my experience with this kind of kink was secondhand. I had no real idea of what to expect. As though being naked didn't put me at enough of disadvantage, I felt as though I was walking into a trap. But I've never seen bait more alluring than Crystal. I never really stood a chance.

“I – I’m not really into being hurt,” I tried. Crystal’s lower lip projected as she pouted.

"Well, that's no fun," she said. "How am I supposed to train you if I can't show you the error of your ways? Besides, pain can be a part of pleasure. Didn't you know that?" As she spoke, her hand moved a little faster on my cock, squeezing a little tighter, and I sighed as my balls tightened against my body. I couldn't resist her. Crystal clearly knew that. In fact, I found I was barely capable of speech as another orgasm boiled inside me.

"I tell you what," Crystal went on. "I may have to hurt you sometimes, if you disobey me. Or if it just seems like fun. But I won't make any permanent marks. You'll be left just as you are. Physically, at least." She laughed out loud at that, a laugh that made fear flutter in my stomach at the sound. But I nodded.

“Okay,” I gasped.

"Good," Crystal grinned. Her hand moved faster, and I saw her eyes on my face, studying my reaction. "You've never done anything like this before, have you?"

“No,” I panted.

"Didn't think so," Crystal smirked. "So how about this? I'm going to do what I want with you. If I'm doing something you really don't want me to do, you can ask me to stop. But bear in mind that there will be consequences. If we're not compatible, then this isn't going to work. So if you don't want to play with me, you can stop at any time. But be warned. I play hard." I cried out as Crystal savagely squeezed my cock. But the cry was one of pleasure, not pain. My manhood surged in her hand, and it was all I could do not to erupt there and then. Not just at the feel of her hand on my skin, although that was most definitely part of it. But the things she was saying were driving me wild. I had had girls talk dirty before, but never like this. And they certainly hadn't been sitting fully clothed with my cock in their hand while they said it.

"Okay," I gasped, "okay! I'll do what you say!"

"Of course you will," Crystal grinned. "You boys always do in the end. I wish I had known that when I was Gemma's age. But it's never too late. Now, since you been so agreeable, I'm going to give you a little treat. I'm going to let you cum. But don't think that this is how it's going to be all the time. Rule number three is that from now on, you need my permission to have an orgasm."

"Oh my God," I gasped. But it was already too late. Crystal's hand moved faster and faster, up and down my cock, and in a matter of seconds, I lost control. I cried out, throwing my head back against the couch as another orgasm tore through me. Semen spurted from my twitching cock, jetting through the air to splatter on the floor several feet away from where we sat. Crystal laughed triumphantly as my cock throbbed in her hand, my balls emptying themselves of a fat load of cum while she toyed with me.

“That’s it, get it all out,” Crystal chuckled as she milked my cock of every last drop of my orgasm. “That’s the last orgasm you’re going to have as a free man.”




3. Punished By His Ex’s Mom

 

Crystal stood. I sat on the couch in a kind of daze, watching every move she made. I didn't know what to do with myself. The dull narcotic fog that often follows orgasm had descended upon me, and I was as content as a tranquilized animal. But the strangeness of the situation had not diminished, not even a little bit. I was sitting naked in my ex-girlfriend's mother's living room, and she was still wearing a stunning red dress, standing over me as I sat on the couch. Nothing in my life had prepared me for a situation anything like this.

And Crystal didn't help. She didn't say a word. Turning on her tall heels, she strode across the living room and disappeared down a hallway. I listened to her footsteps recede into the echoing space of the large house. It sounded like she was going upstairs. I felt my cheeks grow warmer as embarrassment overwhelmed me. What now? Was I supposed to leave? My clothes were still in the car. For all I knew, the car was locked. In my list at lust-addled state, as I followed Crystal into her house, I hadn't even noticed whether she locked the car or not. Either way, the idea of running out the garage naked didn't sound all that appealing to me, even though I knew no one would see.

And I didn't want to leave. That was the truth of the matter. My cock was finally soft, vanquished by Crystal's skilled hand. But my orgasm had only dulled the edge of the desire I felt for her. It hadn't made it go away. And as I sat there, painfully conscious of my nakedness and the power this woman already had over me, I could feel my member beginning to swell again. I was young enough at the time that such events weren't all that remarkable. Besides, I had to admit to myself that I had never been more turned on. Crystal did something to me that no other woman did. She excited me like no one else ever had. The young women I picked up in bars were attractive, certainly. But none of them had anything close to the outrageous sexiness possessed by Gemma's mother. Why would I want to leave?

I heard Crystal's footsteps on the stairs again. My breath caught in my chest, and it took an effort, as though I had to remind myself to breathe, as I waited for her to reappear. I couldn't even guess what was in her mind. Already, Crystal had demonstrated to me that her imagination was far beyond my own. And when she reappeared in the doorway of the living room, wearing nothing but the same pair of towering high heels she had worn to dinner, my cock finally swelled back into full erection at the sight of her.

Her body was incredible. Of course, I knew that from our adventure in the restaurant. And the tight red dress she had been wearing didn't leave a lot to the imagination. But Crystal was a woman who knew how to dress. Far more so than my usual weekend conquests. You never know what you're going to get with a woman like that. The right clothes can conceal a multitude of sins. But when it came to Crystal, there was nothing to conceal. Her body would be the envy of women half her age. Her breasts were large and full, the round nipples pink and raised as I stared at them. Despite her nudity, they seemed to defy gravity, rising proudly from her chest as she stood in the doorway and smiled at me. A long line of muscle ran vertically down her toned stomach, her waist narrowing dramatically before the expanse of her hips. There was that dark patch of pubic hair I remembered from the restaurant, and her exposed six glistening between her legs. My body couldn't help but respond at the sight of her. A handjob on the couch was all well and good, but I wanted more. My heart soared at the thought that so did she.

With the total confidence that set her apart from almost anyone I had ever met, Crystal stood in the doorway to the living room for a while, letting me look at her. Letting me study every line and curve of her spectacular body. Then, she stepped forward. Her high heels rapped loudly on the floor with every step she took as she made her way towards where I sat on the couch. She took her time. Each step was careful, deliberate, calculated for maximum effect. The way she walked was enough to clutch at my stomach and tie my nerves up in knots. That was true even when she was dressed. When she was naked, the effect was that much stronger. So strong, in fact, that I didn't even notice immediately that Crystal carried some objects in her hands. Objects that were meant for me.

"Stand up," she said. Her voice was soft, but there was no doubting the command in her words. And I did as I was told. It never even occurred to me to do anything else. I rose to my feet, and Crystal smiled as she felt my cock rub against her hip. I hadn't broken her rule. Just as I had imagined, staying hard in her presence wasn't a difficult task.

I gasped quietly as Crystal wrapped her fingers around my cock again. Still looking me in the eye, she took a step backward. And another. I had no choice but to go with her as she pulled gently but firmly on my manhood. I stepped away from the couch, following her to the center of the large room. The feel of her hand on my skin was all I could think about. I didn't even notice the objects she held.

Once I was positioned in the center of the room, Crystal released her grip on my cock. She stepped behind me, and I turned my head to keep my eyes on her. But her hands on my arms kept me standing where I was.

"Give me your hands,"she said. And I didn't argue. No thought of defiance so much as entered my head as Crystal slid her hands down my arms to reach my wrists. Gently, she guided my arms behind my back. I felt something soft against my skin, and I turned my head again to look over my shoulder and see what she was up to. But all I could see was Crystal's smiling face, and her spectacular boobs rising from her chest and making my cock hum with lust. Gasping for breath, alive with lust in a way I had never been before, I let her do what she wanted. I didn't resist as Crystal wrapped something around each of my wrists. Some kind of fabric that grew tight as she fiddled with the fastening. Then there was a metallic click, and Crystal chuckled as she let go of my arms. They were held now behind my back. She had put handcuffs on me, locking my arms together behind my back. No one had ever treated me like this before. My cock raged with excitement, and I realized my sudden helplessness. Cuffed as I was, I could no longer touch her, and couldn't even touch myself. A strange combination of fear and excitement flooded my veins. Crystal was kinky, that much was for sure. The only thing in doubt was whether I was ready for her.

But Crystal didn't worry about that. She was a woman who knew what she wanted. Circling around me again, she stood in front of me. I didn't even try to prevent my eyes from wandering again over her beautiful body, as though I was seeing it for the first time. She smiled approvingly. Crystal basked in my obvious adoration of her beauty. It was that, far more than the handcuffs or anything else she might do, that kept me exactly where I was.

"I'm not going to let you fuck me," Crystal said, and I gasped as she ran the tips of her fingers lightly along the underside of my shaft, making my cock bounce in response to her touch. "Not tonight. I'm going to teach you that there are other ways to please a woman. I'm going to train you to devote yourself entirely to my pleasure. That's what my toys are for. To please me. That's all that matters."

"Oh my God," I gasped. If Crystal hadn't so recently milked my cock of an orgasm, I had no doubt that I would have come there and then. Even with the orgasm she had given me, I felt myself hovering on the edge of another. But Crystal knew what she was doing. She was comfortable and knowledgeable about the male anatomy like no one I had ever been with. She was playing me like an instrument, I realized. Keeping me trembling on the very edge of ecstasy without letting me slip over. It was such divine torture to be her plaything. Nothing mattered except the orgasm she dangled in front of me, and yet part of me didn't want that. Not yet. Not that it mattered, apparently, what I wanted. Crystal had her own ideas.

"That's right," Crystal grinned. Those beautiful eyes of hers shone enchantingly as they gazed into mine. "You need to learn. Luckily for you, I enjoy training boys to serve me. I can't promise it will always be easy. But I think you'll learn to enjoy the process."

"Yes," I gasped, eager for whatever it was that she had in mind. Her hands moved, and it was only then that I realized that along with the handcuffs, she had brought downstairs a short length of dark blue rope. I groaned as she took my manhood in her capable hands, deftly holding my balls with one hand while she wrapped the rope around them with the other. Looping the rope around the shaft of my cock a couple of times, she tied it all up in a neat package, leaving one long end of the rope trailing. Taking the trailing end in her hand, she gave a gentle little tug, and I groaned again.

"See?"Crystal said. "I've got you by the balls now. Metaphorically, and literally." With an amused little chuckle, Crystal turned her back on me. She looked just as good from behind as she did from in front. Her ass was full and round, almost at odds with the narrowness of her waist. My cock throbbed against the rope she had bound around it at the mere sight of her as she stepped forward. The high heels she still wore elongated her toned legs and made her hips sway with every step, and my eyes were locked on the motions of her ass as though her body was hypnotizing me. As she walked away from me, the rope grew taut between us. I grunted in discomfort as Crystal tugged on my balls. I had no choice to follow her, hurrying along after her as she led me on a leash through the house. When she turned to smile at me over her shoulder, my heart missed a beat at the sight of her beautiful face, framed by the cascading locks of her dark hair.

"Come on, puppy," she left as she gave another tug on the rope. "Learning to walk on a leash is part of every boy toy's training. You should stay close enough behind me that there's some slack in the rope. But you walk behind me, always. Your Mistress goes first." I gulped at her words. Shame and humiliation made my skin prickle. This was all so bizarre. The more rational part of my brain demanded that I put a stop to this, that I tell this woman in no uncertain terms that I was not some dog to be trained by her. But my cock surged all the more against the rope wrapped around it, and another playful tug on the line only made my desire grow. Crystal led me to the foot of the stairs, and I watched her buttocks tighten as she began to climb. I followed a single step behind her, trying to maintain the slack in the rope that she had ordained. The bedrooms, I guessed, were upstairs. And despite what Crystal had said, I allowed myself to entertain some hope of what might happen once we reached her room.

Crystal led me down a long hallway where multiple rooms opened on either side. What a spectacle the two of us made, I thought to myself. I had met this woman a matter of hours ago, and now she already had me leashed and cuffed and following where she led. It was embarrassing how easily she took control of me. But I wanted this. I wanted her to control me, even as I feared it. And while embarrassment tugged at my jangly nerves, I had to acknowledge that there was nowhere else at that moment that I wanted to be.

Crystal's bedroom lay at the very end of the long hallway. It was huge. As I followed her inside, I wondered if the place was the same size as the apartment I shared. But I had as little time for such thoughts as I had interest in them. My focus was all on the woman in front of me. Having your cock and balls tied up does wonders for your focus. Not that she needed it. All Crystal needed to command my entire attention was the spectacular way that she looked.

Crystal's bed dominated the room. It was a vast four-poster affair, with a tall canopy from which curtains hung. The kind of bed that would seem more appropriate in the castle of some beautiful queen. It suited her. To someone who had spent the few years of his adult life on a series of cheap futons, Crystal's bed look like paradise. Especially knowing that it belonged to her. And Crystal led me to the foot of the bed, making me stand so that I faced the mattress. Still holding the end of the rope that was tied around my genitals, she wrapped it around a bar that ran from one of the posts at the bottom of the bed to the other. I groaned as she pulled the rope tight, binding my cock and balls tightly to the furniture. Pleased with her work at last, she stepped back. I was growing more helpless by the minute. Which was exactly what Crystal wanted.

"Does that hurt?" I turned my head to look at Crystal as she stood beside me. The faint smile never left her face as she studied me. She crossed her arms, and her bare breasts rose above them.

"A little bit," I said truthfully. The ache in my balls wasn't nearly enough to mask the arousal I felt. But it was there nonetheless. And there even more so when I tried to move. I would stay tied to the bed until Crystal decided otherwise, that much was clear.

"Good," Crystal smirked. "Remember what I said about pain being part of pleasure? Don't try to pretend that you're not enjoying this." Crystal raised one foot suddenly, and I winced as she brought her high heel down on the bar my cock was tied to. I felt the vibration as her shoe collided with the hard wood, missing my tender flesh by inches. Grinning delightedly, Crystal slid her foot forward until her toe was on top of my cock, pressing it down gently but firmly against the wooden bar. My balls tried to retract closer to my body in fear as she demonstrated the power she held. Panic bloomed in my stomach. This woman was a complete stranger to me. I had no idea of what she might be capable of. How had I let her get me in such a venerable position? The answer to my question throbbed right underneath her shoe. My cock had led me into this situation, my lust the lever she used to get me to do what she wanted. Clearly, it worked.

"You've never had a woman tie you up before?" Crystal's shoe pressed down a little more firmly on my cock as she spoke.

“No,” I gasped.

"So we're starting from scratch. Good. But that means I need to teach you the basics. Such as obedience. And respect. And the consequences of your actions." I groaned as Crystal push down even harder on my cock with her foot before lifting it away. I turned my head to watch as she made her way across the vast room. What I had taken to be a separate room was, in fact, a huge walk-in closet, and Crystal disappeared through the open door as she went to fetch something. I heard a drawer open and close. When Crystal reappeared in the doorway, she held a black leather paddle in her hand.

Menacingly, Crystal strutted across the bedroom toward me, rhythmically tapping the paddle lightly against the palm of her other hand. I opened my mouth, but no sound came out. I had been about to tell her to stop, that things had gone too far. A little bit of kinky sex is one thing, but the weapon she held terrified me. But her words downstairs came back to haunt me. If I told her to stop, she would stop. But that would be an end to this journey of discovery. Our relationship, such as it was, would be over before it began. And that was the thought I simply couldn't bear. So I kept silent as Crystal advanced on me, sauntering in the full knowledge that there was nowhere I could go. Finally, she stood behind me, and I felt her free hand on my shoulder as she pressed her body against mine. The warmth and softness of her skin drove me to distraction, making my cock surge against the ropes that bound it as she ran her hand over my chest behind.

"First of all, you need to show me the proper respect." Crystal's voice was low, but I heard every word as she spoke. Her lips brushed against the skin of my ear as she held me from behind. "From now on, you will address me as Mistress. Is that understood?" I gasped as her paddle tapped against my bare ass. The blow was soft, but the implication was clear. Crystal was going to make me do what she wanted. And there was nothing I could do to stop her.

"Yes," I gasped. Crystal's laugh in my ear was chilling.

"Yes, what?" This time I cried out as the paddle slapped my ass. The blow was much harder this time, and I felt the stinging heat spreading out from the site of impact across my skin. I had never been spanked, not even as a child. But at the mercy of this older woman, I was quickly learning that it was foolish to cross her.

“Yes, Mistress,” I growled between gritted teeth. I heard a sharp hiss of drawn breath as Crystal reacted, and the fingernails of her free hand against the skin of my chest as she raked them over my body.

"That's better," she whispered in my ear. Her voice had changed. There was an edge to it now that made some wild part of me want to run. But I was going nowhere. We both knew that. Crystal had me completely at her mercy.

"You need to learn that disobeying me will bring punishment," Crystal went on. "And besides, I think you need to be punished for what you did to my daughter. This is how cheaters are born. They get away with it once, and they are certain to do it again. I'm going to teach you never to treat a woman like that." Crystal could say whatever she wanted. But I knew the truth. You could hear it in her voice. She wanted this. The thought of what she was about to do excited her. And the fact that it excited her couldn't help but excite me. The rope grew ever tighter around my cock and balls as my erection swelled frantically.

"Bend over," she ordered. I felt her hand on my shoulder pushing me down, forcing me to bend at the waist. My chest hit the mattress. I turned my head, trying to keep her in view as she stood behind me. I felt ridiculously vulnerable. I was. And I knew what was coming next. The cuffs she had put on held my wrists firmly behind my back, just as the rope tied around my cock and balls kept me anchored to the bed. There was nowhere to go, no way to stop what was about to happen without bringing this whole kinky game to an end. And so I determined myself to endure.

The paddle cracked against my ass with a sound that filled the bedroom. The pain bloomed just a moment later, and I groaned as I felt it slowly spreading.

"Don't be a wimp," Crystal snarled behind me. "Take your punishment like a man. The more you protest, the more I'm going to beat you."

"Yes, Mistress," I winced as the paddle fell again. Crystal struck me over and over, making sure there wasn't an inch of my skin that didn't feel the sharp sting of the implement. And it hurt. Make no mistake about that. But the pain was unlike any I had felt before. Each blow seemed to send another jolt through my bound cock as I lay bent over Crystal's bed. I recoiled uselessly from the blows she landed, and yet a good part of my writhing owed more to pleasure than to pain. She was right. I had told her I wasn't into being hurt, and I didn't think that I was. But when Crystal was the one doing it, everything changed. The helplessness and humiliation of my position served to fuel my desire, so that I had never wanted anyone more than the woman who was torturing me. It was my first encounter with the dark waters of submission. I've never forgotten it since.

Ten times, the paddle cracked against my ass. Crystal did not take it easy. She swung each blow with full strength, laughing with glee at the way I bucked against my bonds and the cries of protest that escaped my clenched teeth. When she finally set the paddle down, laying it on my back just above my cuffed hands, I heaved a sigh of relief. Beneath me, my cock raged, as hard as ever. But I hoped desperately the punishment was over, and we could get to the more enjoyable parts of the evening.

“Have you learned your lesson?”

"Yes, Mistress." Crystal laughed out loud at the speed of my response. The pain in my ass told me that I would never forget to address her properly again. Crystal was so beautiful and so sexy that I inherently wanted to do whatever she wanted. But this demonstration of her power was not wasted on me. Crystal could reward, but she could also punish. My best course of action was to do everything I could not to displease her.

"I hope so," she said. "I hope you've learned the error of your ways. You shouldn't have cheated on my daughter."

“No, Mistress,” I panted. “I’m sorry. I’ll never do it again, I swear.”

"Well, you say that right now," she said. "But we'll see. Lots of men will say whatever they think they need to say to escape punishment. Once I'm done training you, you won't even think about disrespecting a woman like that again."

"No, Mistress." It shocked even me how readily the humiliating words tripped off my tongue.  But it was impossible not to see the truth of it. In a matter of hours, Crystal had reduced me to exactly what she said she would – a toy for her amusement. I was entirely at her mercy. And even with the pain she had delivered, I loved it. To be taken like this, to be owned, to be made helpless by the most beautiful woman I had ever seen was a giddy thrill. And as I lay on the bed, the pain in my beaten backside slowly fading, I listened to Crystal make her way across the vast bedroom towards the closet again. What else did she have in store for me? All I could do was wait and see.

Crystal took her time, as always. There was no need to hurry. She reinforced that fact with every second that trickled past. She finally returned from the walk-in closet, and I raised my head from the mattress to look at her. She was carrying the cardboard box in her hands. Smiling faintly, she made her way across the bedroom and set the box down on the bed in front of me. Then she climbed onto the mattress, her high heels shining in the light as she sat up on her knees. Her hands disappeared into the box, and she smiled at me as she rummaged through its contents.

“I told you I wasn’t going to fuck you tonight,” she said. “And I’m not. But breaking in a new boy toy always gets me excited. I deserve to cum, don’t I?”

"Yes, Mistress." I craned my neck to look up at her from the mattress. Strangely enough, it never even occurred to me to stand up straight again. Crystal hadn't told me to, and so I never even thought of it. Even then, on the first night we met, I could feel myself losing my will to her. I never stood a chance.

“I’m glad you feel that way,” Crystal grinned. “So now, I’m going to have some fun. And all you get to do is watch.”




4. The Threat

 

Crystal sat on the bed in front of me. I craned my neck to look up at her as I lay on my stomach, right where she had left me. My ass burned from the spanking she had given me, but every throb of my hot skin only served to remind me of the arousal that I felt. And underneath my stomach, another merciless throb reminded me of the perverse pleasure I was getting from being in this submissive position. My cock was trapped underneath my body, pressed between my stomach and the mattress I lay on, and the pressure of my own weight was doing interesting things to my organ. I could feel the rope she had tied around my manhood tighten as I struggled against it. I couldn't help myself. The desire for orgasm was just too strong. Slowly, subtly, barely noticing myself what I was doing, I moved my hips back and forth, even as the tight rope grew tighter. I was humping the mattress, so overwhelmed with lust that I couldn't help myself. If Crystal noticed, she said nothing.

Instead, she reached into the box that sat on the mattress in front of her. I watched as she produced a plastic toy. All of her movements were slow and deliberate as she put on a show for me. Crystal knew exactly what she was doing. And a stray thought ran through my mind as I wondered how often she had done this kind of thing before. It was all completely new to me. But Crystal was twice my age. And the confidence she exuded left me in no doubt that this was a woman who had been around the block. Her toy collection alone demonstrated that.

A low buzz filled the air in the bedroom as she flicked the switch on the toy she held. Sitting back on the bed, Crystal spread her legs in front of me. Already, it seemed like days since I had gone down on her under the table in the restaurant. My frustration was turning minutes into hours. And although I had cum not long ago, looking up at Crystal on the bed above me made it feel as though it had been weeks. Her body was incredible. I had never been with a woman as old as she was, but Crystal did not need to be envious of the 20-year-olds I had been with up to that point. She was sexier than any of them. Her black hair cascaded over her shoulders, framing her delicate features. Her multicolored eyes glowed as she stared fixedly at me.

I watched her eyelids slowly lower as she pressed the buzzing toy against herself. The rounded head moved up and down between her spread thighs, buzzing against the swollen lips of her pussy and the emerging bud of her clit. Crystal let out a long moan, and I watched her beautiful body convulse with swelling pleasure. Whatever the toy was doing to her, its effects were virtually immediate. Her voice rang out in the bedroom, and for the first time in my adult life, I realized that we didn't have to try and be quiet. The walls in my apartment were paper-thin. But Crystal's house was huge, and attached to no one. We could be as loud as we liked. And a combination of delight and nervousness filled me at the realization that no one would hear us. It's not that I didn't know already that I was completely Crystal's mercy. That was what made what was happening so thrilling. But the fading remnants of the rational part of my brain screamed at me that I must be mad to allow this. To place myself so completely in the hands of a total stranger.

And yet there was nowhere else I wanted to be.

"Oh God," Crystal gasped, her eyes rolling in her head as she thrashed on the mattress above me. One of her slender high heels caught in the sheets as her legs thrashed, but she didn't seem to notice. Crystal moaned, lost in a world of pleasure of which she was the sole occupant. A beautiful and endlessly alluring world that I could only peer into as though through the bars of the cage. The blood pounded in my ears, and my bound cock throbbed mercilessly underneath my stomach.

"Oh, that feels so good," Crystal gasped. And I could hear the truth of what she was saying in the raw edge that had entered her voice. "That's it," she panted. Her eyes were closed now, and her long dark lashes cast faint bars of shadow on her skin in the overhead light. "That's it. Keep watching," she moaned, and the plastic toy in her hand creaked as she squeezed it tighter in her fist. "I want you to see what you can't have," she growled, as though every word cost her an enormous effort. "I want you to see what my toys are for." The words trailed off into a high shriek, and the bed quaked beneath us as she writhed and thrashed in what, if I had known better, would have looked almost like pain. But it wasn't. It was pleasure, the kind of pleasure I could only imagine. As I watched Crystal squirm and yell, I wondered if I had ever felt anything quite so overwhelming as the orgasm that tore through her. I'll admit it; I was jealous. As much as I craved another orgasm of my own, I knew it would never compare to hers.

The all-body sensation of female pleasure seems so much more profound than the brief bright release of my own climax. Still, that was what I wanted above anything else. And that was what I couldn't have.

Crystal yelled, and I saw her body stiffen. I had seen women cum before, of course. But never like this. Usually, when it happened, I was deeply involved in the process, too bound up in my own pleasure to notice every subtle sign and nuance. But not this time. This time, I saw it all. I saw the way Crystal's closed eyelids fluttered, and the way her nipples hardened. The way her shoulders shook, and her stomach flexed. The way her legs thrashed, the thighs trembling uncontrollably as the toy buzzed against her pussy. I saw it all. As though her body was connected to my own, the vibrating string that I was being tuned to. The music of her pleasure filled not only the air of the bedroom around us, but also the hollow space inside my chest and stomach. I could feel nothing, yet I could feel everything. Crystal's orgasm washed over me through all of my senses but one. I couldn't touch her. She was so close, and yet she might as well be on the other side of the planet all the good it did me. All I could do was watch and breathe in the air perfumed with her lust and listen to her moan and sigh in pleasure as she slowly descended from the dizzying peak of orgasm.

When Crystal opened her eyes, their fearsome beauty struck me again as though I was seeing them for the first time. She stared down the mattress at me, her white teeth showing in the gap of her parted red lips as her chest rose and fell. The buzzing noise stopped as she turned off her vibrator and set it down on the mattress beside her. She was glowing with pleasure, her cheeks flushed and her body still trembling with the aftershocks of orgasm. But the way she was looking at me told me that the night wasn’t over. Far from it. She wasn’t done with me yet.

Crystal swung one leg over the other, crossing them at the ankle and depriving me again of the sight of her wet pussy. I remembered how she had done a similar thing in the restaurant early that night. Like any good performer, Crystal knew not to show too much at any one time. That might no longer be any real mystery for me between her legs, and yet I still yearned for the sight of her womanhood, and felt the torment of frustration as it was denied me. The high-heeled pumps she still wore glistened in the light right beside my head as one of her feet twitched. Crystal looked endlessly pleased with herself she gazed down at me, basking in her complete control of the situation. I stared up at her open-mouthed, my cock throbbing mercilessly underneath me as I gazed at her ravishing beauty and waited to see what was next.

"You silly boys," she finally said with a girlish giggle that was at odds with her middle age. "You always think with your cocks,  don't you? That's what makes you so easy to control." I could hardly deny the truth of her words, even if I had been in a position to do so. After all, I was bent over the foot of her bed with my hands cuffed behind me and my ass burning from the spanking she had given me. It certainly wasn't rational thought that had led me to this position.

"You want to fuck me so bad, don't you?"

"Yes, Mistress," I gasped, my words accompanied by a bright burst of laughter from Crystal. The expressions moved across her face like the shadow of a cloud sweeping over a mountain, her obvious amusement quickly replaced by a mocking pout that made her project her lower lip outward as her smooth brow furrowed.

"Poor little boy toy," she teased. "You have to earn that privilege. Maybe you never will. Maybe I'll just keep you as a teased toy, and make you watch me cum without ever getting to yourself. Would you like that?"

"No, Mistress," I said as respectfully as I could manage while fear clawed frantically at my stomach. Was she serious? Part of Crystal's power came from the fact that I never really knew.

“That’s too bad,” Crystal smirked. “Little boys like you want to cum, but they need to learn that their pleasure doesn’t matter. It’s mine that counts. Isn’t that right, boy toy?”

"Yes, Mistress," I groaned as Crystal laughed again. There didn't seem to be much point arguing with her. No matter what humiliating declarations she wanted me to say, there was nothing I could do to stop her. And Crystal was right. I did want her. I wanted her more than I had ever wanted any woman, maybe more than I had ever wanted anything in my life. I wanted her the way a drowning man longs to feel the earth beneath his feet. It was a strange spell this older woman had woven over me, but I was helplessly ensnared. She could tease me all she wanted, and it would only make me desire her more. Even I could see that much. And Crystal, of course, already knew. She knew everything.

“Good,” Crystal smirked at my answer. “You’re already getting more obedient. That beating has done wonders for your attitude. Or maybe it’s watching me orgasm that has brought you in line.”

"Yes, Mistress," I gasped, nodding my head in agreement while she burst out laughing. The bed rocked to the laughter that shook her body as she gazed down delightedly at me.

"I've trained enough boys like you to know what works," she said, and her tone of complete confidence made me tremble as I gazed up at her. "Some react better to punishment. While others are motivated more by reward. I guess we'll find out which you are in time."

"Yes, Mistress," I humbly replied. I had to admit, even if only to myself, that the spanking Crystal had given me had not been as unpleasant as I feared. Yes, it hurt. It was supposed to. I could still feel the heat of the blows radiating out from where she had struck me on my backside. But somehow, having a woman like her do it made it more erotic than I ever would have imagined. Still, it wasn't an experience I was keen to repeat. I wanted Crystal, in whatever way she might let me have her. I could still taste the flavor of her pleasure from our time at the restaurant, the only dinner I had had. I wanted more. I wanted to see and hear her cum again, even in the knowledge that it would only make my predicament worse. I didn't care. My body was firmly in charge of my brain, my manhood throbbing and aching beneath me as I pressed it against her mattress. It was shocking how easily Crystal had brought me under her control. But now that I was there, there seemed to be only one thing to do. To obey her completely and hope she would grant me at least some of what she knew I wanted most.

But Crystal was in no hurry. She never was. Still smiling down at me, her full breasts rising and falling on her chest with every slow breath she took, she uncrossed her ankles and moved her feet close to my face. The toe of her shoe ran over my cheek, and her high-heel scraped the bedsheet as she used her foot to raise my chin toward her.

"You know what I like?" Crystal asked as she stared into my eyes. Speechless, I shook my head. Something told me I was about to find out. "I like making boys beg," she said. "Especially boys like you. Cocky little boys who just found out how to use their dicks and think that that somehow makes them God's gift to women. Boys like you have so much to learn. You're lucky I'm here to teach you. To teach you a lesson for cheating on my daughter."

"Yes, Mistress," I managed to say between clenched teeth. Crystal's foot under my chin didn't allow me to open my mouth. She could say what she wanted, about what happened between Gemma and me. She could pretend this was some perverse kind of revenge, and maybe there was some truth to that. But the look in Crystal's eyes told me that she was doing what she was doing because she wanted to. Because she enjoyed it. And her words only confirmed what I already knew. This was how Crystal was wired. She had played these games before, even if I hadn't. What excuse had she used on the last man she had in such a compromising position? I tried not to think about it. But the idea that this was something that Crystal did, that I wasn't the only man she had tormented and humiliated like this, was doing strange things to my brain. As though she was rewiring me, remaking me in the image of what she wanted. The relentless pressure of her teasing, the insupportable weight of my own desire, was warping my responses. Or at least that's how it felt. If I had ever had any desire to play these kinds of games, it was buried so deep that I might never have found it without her. But now that she was here, I couldn't deny the simple truth that nothing in my life had ever been this exciting.

"So beg," Crystal giggled. "You know the rules. You no longer get to orgasm without my permission. So I want to hear you beg my permission. Go on."

“Please, Mistress,” I hissed through clenched teeth, surprising even myself with the speed of my response. Crystal laughed delightedly as I did as I was told. “Please let me cum, please Mistress! You’re so beautiful, and you’re so sexy. I’m sorry for cheating on Gemma, really I am. Please forgive me, Mistress! Please let me cum!”

"That's good," Crystal said, her voice a low growl now that raised the hairs on the back of my neck as she spoke. "I like a boy that's learned his place. You should probably kiss my feet to show me you understand your new position." Crystal bent one knee, removing her foot from under my chin to set it on the mattress in front of me. I gulped. Just like being made to call her Mistress, I knew there would be no going back from this. If I did what she was asking, how would I ever be able to look at myself in the mirror again? I would always know what I had done. So would she. But then, how much difference could it possibly make at this point? She had already tied me up and spanked me. She had made me beg. For the rest of the time that we were in one another's lives, neither of us would forget what she had already made me do. In her presence, I already knew I would never be able to pretend to be anything other than what I was, horny and submissive.

And Crystal waited. Her beautiful eyes glowed as she stared challengingly into mine. I never could resist those greenish grayish bluish whirlpools that tugged at something deep inside me, that made me feel as though she could strip the flesh from my bones with just a look and see deep into the most hidden corners of my psyche. Crystal was undeniably beautiful, but she was more than that. She was sexy and powerful unlike any woman I ever knew. If she wanted me to grovel, to worship her like a goddess, it hardly seemed unjustified. Humiliating, yes. But somehow appropriate. And if there was any doubt that I would do exactly what she said, driven on by my desperate desire that only she could alleviate, it vanished as I lunged forward. Crystal laughed loudly, and my cock throbbed more urgently than ever beneath my body as I pressed my lips to the toe of her shoe. The patent leather was smooth and warm against my skin. I felt my cheeks burning with shame as I repeatedly kissed her foot while she lay back on the bed, watching my every movement with a smug smile on her pretty face.

"I didn't say you could stop begging," Crystal said in a quiet voice that nevertheless cut through the smacking sound of my lips against leather. Like anyone with real power, Crystal saw that she didn't need to raise her voice to make me bend to her will.

"Please, Mistress," I groaned as I continued to shower her foot with humble kisses. "Please let me cum, please! I'll do whatever you say."

"That's right," Crystal grinned mockingly. "You will do whatever I say. I'm going to enjoy training you to be my toy. By the time I'm done with you, you won't have a thought in your empty little head other than how better to please your Mistress."

“Oh my God,” I gasped between frantic kisses, and Crystal laughed again.

“That’s right,” she said again. “Or goddess might be more appropriate. You’re going to worship the ground I walk on.”

"Yes, Mistress," I groaned. Every kiss of her foot seemed to be pushing me further and deeper into total submission to her will. I didn't even notice that I was openly humping the mattress now, oblivious to the constraints of the rope that she had tied around my cock and balls and around the foot of her bed. Every nerve in my body crackled with unrelieved lust, and the room seemed to spin around me as I moaned and gasped. The leather cups wrapped around my wrists held my hands firmly behind my back, no matter how I struggled against them. My body writhed and bucked, no longer in my control as I lost what faint composure I had still possessed. My lips were pressed against my new mistress's shoe, and the smell of her recent orgasm still filled the air just as the taste of her still haunted my mouth, and my ass burned from the beating she had given me. The sensations I was feeling, both physical and psychological, overwhelmed me completely. I gave out a loud shout, half pleasure, half despair, as my orgasm overwhelmed me. My cock twitched under my stomach, and I felt the hot explosion of my cum as I spurted onto the mattress. My shameful ejaculate coated my stomach as I moaned and twitched, gasping out my pleasure against Crystal's foot.

And she watched the whole thing. Her gorgeous eyes never left me, not even for a moment, as she studied the physiological reaction traveling through me. The tremors shook my body and the bed we lay on. It was my third orgasm of the night, and yet I came as though it had been months since my last climax. It went on and on, spurt after spurt, as I emptied myself all over Crystal's bed. And when the spasm finally passed, a deep sense of shame and fear settled down over me. I had broken the rules. Crystal had been more than clear about that. She had not given me permission to let myself go, and I dreaded what her reaction might be. I hardly dared raise my eyes to hers as she sat above me in silence, letting the anticipation feed the fear I was feeling while the seconds ticked agonizingly by.

“Are you finished?” I couldn’t miss the new steel in her voice as she spoke. A tremor raced along my spine as I lay in front of her, totally humiliated by my loss of self-control.

“Yes, Mistress,” I gasped.

With sudden movements that made her bare breasts bounce, Crystal swung her legs over me to the side of the bed. In one smooth motion, she stood. I watched her with a rising sense of panic as she circled around behind me. What awful torment did she have in store for me next? Sharp pain bloomed in my scalp as she took hold of a handful of my hair and pulled.

"Stand up," she briskly ordered. Wincing at her grip on my hair, I raised myself up off the mattress. My cock stood at half-mast, the final drops of semen still leaking from its receding tip. The dark stain on the mattress where I had lain surprised even me with its size. I felt Crystal staring down at it, and I watched her beautiful face in the corner of my eye. Her nostrils flared in anger, and a faint muscle twitched in her cheek. Her wrath would be terrible; I was sure of that.

But I wasn’t prepared for what she did next.

Still holding her tight grip on my hair, Crystal reached down towards the rope wrapped around my genitals. She tugged swiftly at one end of the rope, and the knots fell apart, releasing me from her bed. Her eyes blazed as she flung the rope to the floor, turning to face me as I shifted uneasily on my feet.

"Get out," she snarled, pointing toward the open door of her bedroom. "I have no time for boys who can't follow simple instructions. You agreed to the rules, and then you broke them. Get out of my house. Put your clothes on and call a taxi. I never want to see you again."

And now it was my turn to surprise her. But not nearly as much as I surprised myself.

"No," I cried out, the word leaving my mouth before I could even think about what I was saying. Crystal's sculpted eyebrows rose on her smooth brow. "Please, Mistress," I went on, inwardly despising myself for the sob of desperation I knew she would hear in my voice. But I had already made my feelings clear. There was nothing to be gained from backpedaling now.

And my spontaneous reaction to her words had been utterly genuine. As terrified as I was of what perverse punishment Crystal might inflict on me for my disobedience, her threatened absence was worse than anything I could imagine. I didn't want to go. I couldn't explain it myself, and I struggle to explain it even now. But the thought of not seeing her again, of never playing these kinky games with her, terrified me. Anything was better than that.

"Please don't send me away, Mistress," I moaned, while a beautiful and dazzling smile broke across Crystal's face. "I'm sorry. Please forgive me. I promise I'll try harder. I'll do what you say." Young as I was, my cock had still not entirely softened despite my orgasm. With Crystal's beauty in front of me, I had a feeling it never would, not completely. And even though I had only just cum, my desire, though lessened, had not gone away. Crystal still had her most potent weapon, the one she used so skillfully against me. Or was it me using it against myself? In the days that followed, I often replayed this moment. There were times, I'll admit, I wondered why I hadn't simply taken the opportunity to leave and never see this crazy bitch again. But generally, I remembered why. To think about Crystal and the things we had done was to become turned on all over again, and in that state, I was hers. From the moment I met her, the very moment I saw her striding across the restaurant in her sexy red dress to meet me, I had fallen hard for my ex-girlfriend's mother. It was that, the desperate infatuation the source of which I could hardly guess, that made me unable to walk away.

"Is that so?" Crystal's eyes flickered dangerously, and my heart fluttered in my chest as she smiled wolfishly at me. "You really want me that bad?"

"Yes, Mistress," I gasped. "I do." Crystal's smile widened. She tapped a manicured finger against her chin as her devious brain kicked into high gear.

"Well, I could let you stay," she mused. "But you have to atone for your little accident. You have to make it up to me. And you're not going to like it." But I didn't care. Her warnings fell on deaf ears. Hope surged inside me at the thought that there was some way for me to get back into her good graces. I was that smitten already.

“Yes, Mistress,” I said, my heart brimming with joy. “I’ll do whatever you say. I promise, Mistress.” Even in my state of utter yearning, I couldn’t entirely suppress the fear that went scuttling in some low level of my stomach at the way Crystal smiled at me.

“That’s what I like to hear,” she grinned.




5. Boy Toy’s Humiliation

 

"On your knees." I still hadn't gotten used to the abrupt tonal shifts of Crystal's voice. Maybe I never would. One more tool she used to keep me forever off-balance, always on the back foot whenever I was near her. As though her staggering beauty wasn't weapon enough. Crystal pointed at the floor of her bedroom as she spoke, in front of her feet. Still wearing the high-heeled shoes she had worn to dinner, she was close to my height. But for the difference in power and authority between us, she might as well have been ten feet tall. And she looked so beautiful, standing there naked except for her provocative shoes, the patent black leather of one still glistening with the marks from my desperate kisses. One foot was in front of her, the knees slightly bent, her heels not quite touching the floor. The long muscles of her legs drew my eyes upwards, toward the intoxicating expanse of her hips and the dark patch of pubic hair that seemed to point the way to her glistening womanhood.

The air in the bedroom still smelled of her, the mixture of her perfume and the scent of her skin and the residue of her toy-assisted orgasm that still hung in the air and tugged at every taut wire of lust inside me. The faint line of muscle that showed on her toned stomach reached up to just under her breasts, where the round mounds of flesh rose from her heaving chest, their nipples pink and puffy. Her dark hair cascaded over her slender shoulders, and the deep black strands made her incredible eyes stand out all the more. Between dark bars of eyelashes like a cage, her eyes glittered, their color shifting as they caught and reflected the light. Now green, now blue, now gray, her eyes were a restless sea that only got more beautiful the more I looked at them. There was nothing in me that wanted to say no to her, no matter what she had in mind. The fear of being banished from her presence hung over me like a dangling sword, compelling me to do whatever lay in my power to ensure she would let me stay. My ass still burned from the beating she had given me earlier, and my heart rose toward my throat in fear of what she might do to me now, to punish me for an unauthorized ejaculation. But it didn't matter. Nothing she could do would be worse than refusing to see me ever again. I might have met Crystal only that night, but already I could see that I didn't want to be without her. Being with her, playing these wild games, was the most exciting thing that had ever happened to me. It felt almost as though I hadn't truly been alive until the minute she walked through the door of the restaurant and strutted towards my table, her bright red dress clinging to every curve of her beautiful body as she lowered herself into the seat in front of me. Everything that followed that moment was my real and true life. The rest was just a succession of chores and tasks I needed to perform while I waited to truly live.

So course, I dropped to my knees. Crystal had untied the short rope she had bound around my cock and balls and used to anchor me to the footboard of her bed. But she hadn't removed the handcuffs that held my hands behind my back. I lowered myself awkwardly to the floor, kneeling right where she pointed while she watched my every movement. The look of triumph on her pretty face was both chilling and exquisitely sexy. As young as I was, my cock twitched as I gazed up at her. No matter that I just had my third orgasm of the night. In Crystal's presence, my manhood couldn't seem to be tamed. Unlike the rest of me.

"You really want to stay, boy toy?"

“Yes, Mistress,” I replied breathlessly.

"All right. But you need to clean up your mess." Crystal took a half step toward the bed, and I watched the muscles move under her soft skin as she bent slightly over the mattress. Her hand reached the wet spot I had left, the alarming eruption of semen that had exploded out of my body while I groveled before her. Smiling faintly, she dabbed with a single finger at the viscous fluid. Her fingertip shone as she held it in front of my face.

"Open wide," she giggled as she lowered her hand to my mouth. I grimaced. Of all the humiliating things I'd been made to do already that night, this was without a doubt the worst. I had never even contemplated doing anything like what crystal now ordered me to do. The last thing I wanted, after all that had happened, was to disobey her and risk her further displeasure. But I hadn't anticipated this.

Crystal saw my reluctance, and it was like a beacon to her. Wherever she found the faultlines of fear and disgust in me, that was where she knew to dig. I was an open book to her. Half her age, I lacked even a tenth of the sexual experience she had. It was as though she could see right through me. And she knew how to shape her charges.

Crystal's face darkened as she stepped closer to me. Her free hand gripped the back of my head, pulling my face toward her. Her other hand grew blurry in my sight as she held it in front of me.

"Do it," she snarled as her index finger hovered in front of my mouth, glistening with my cum. "You said you would do whatever I wanted. Or should I send you away after all?" That did it. Just as Crystal knew it would. I had revealed my biggest fear, and Crystal wouldn't be who she was if she didn't exploit it. As though she was determined to see just how much this all meant to me, Crystal was going to use the threat of ending this game to draw me further into submission to her. Even as I kneeled before her, I could see that. But I couldn't resist. Couldn't, and didn't want to.

So while my heart pounded in my chest, while my stomach flipped like an eager dog, I closed my eyes and opened my mouth. Crystal crowed in triumph as she slid her finger between my lips, and I tasted my own ejaculate on my tongue for the first time in my life.

"That's right," Crystal cooed above me, "get it all. Lick it up. Suck it. Suck my finger like you're sucking a cock. Suck it the way you'd want me to suck your cock. Like that would ever happen," she finished with a giggle that made my heart contract. I hadn't even dared to imagine Crystal doing such a thing. But now that she had said it, I could think of little else. More shame burned my heart as though I was slowly being roasted from the inside. While my cheeks turned red and my lips trembled, I did as I was told. I wrapped my lips around Crystal's finger and gently sucked, grimacing and swallowing as the last traces of my cum vanished from her fingertip.

"Good boy," Crystal purred, and there was an edge to her voice that made me tremble to hear it. Desire burned in her words, desire to disgrace and humiliate me, to make me bend to her will and lose my identity in service to her. It was exactly what I wanted too, my own desires repeated back to me in a different key. Doing this to me excited Crystal, and the thought that anything I did could excite a woman as beautiful and sexual as her felt like a victory. Even in the midst of total shame, I felt a perverse kind of pride to know that Crystal was getting turned on.

“Stay there,” Crystal said. Her fingers slid out of my mouth with a wet pop, and I gasped quietly as I trembled on my knees. I couldn’t explain the tremors that shook my body. Was it lust or shame or fear or some combination of all of them made me shake like a tree in a gale? I didn’t know. All I knew was that my body no longer seemed like my own. It was an instrument for Crystal to play, a tool for her to use. Even as I kneeled there at the foot of her bed, my cock rose ponderously into the air again, swelling unstoppably until it was fully erect again.

Crystal turned away from me. Placing one hand on the top of my head, she raised her foot to the mattress in front of us. Using me as a support, she climbed onto the bed, balancing precariously as her high heels sunk into the mattress. With one hand holding onto the tall post at the corner of the bed, she turned to face me again as she towered over me. I saw her sly smile as she raised a foot and ran it over the mattress, right at the spot where I had cum. She moved her foot back and forth, and I felt as though an iron fist was squeezing my heart as I saw what she was doing. Still smiling, she stepped toward me, standing at last on the footboard of the bed. She held with both hands to one of the tall posts of the canopy bed now, allowing me to gaze up at her naked body high above me like the goddess she was. Tossing her black hair back from her face, Crystal smiled as she pointed to her feet.

"Clean your cum off my shoe," she ordered, her glowing eyes peering deep into mine as though she was looking for the faintest hint of defiance. But I had none left. The task she had assigned me made my cheeks burn with shame, but I knew I had no choice. Not if I wanted to keep playing this thrilling game with her. I shuffled forward on my knees, my face level with her feet as I bent over her shoe. I could see my smeared semen on the black patent leather of her right foot, and as I got closer, I could smell my own fluids. It was utterly shameful. But I had no choice. And if I was going to do such a humiliating task, it was better just to get it over with as quickly as possible.

Crystal laughed loudly as I pressed my mouth to her foot. My cum slid over the leather as I tried to lick it up, trying not to taste the fluid as I took it into my mouth. There was nothing quick or easy about the job she had given me. My cum clung to Crystal's shoe as though it never wanted to leave, as though it wanted to remain on her body no matter what. I had to lick every inch of her foot to get it clean of the semen that she had wiped up from the mattress. And Crystal was in no hurry. She watched, laughing and giggling to herself the whole while as I debased myself at her feet. She had me. She knew it. She knew it as surely as I did.

Finally, Crystal's black shoe shone with nothing more than my own saliva. Every trace of my cum was finally removed. But from where I kneeled at the foot of the bed, I could see how much of the dark stain remained on the mattress, and how much of my cum still pooled on the sheet. Such a monstrous orgasm she had drawn from me. More of my fluids were clinging to my stomach as I gazed up at her in total humiliation, total rapture. The image of her standing so tall above me, her feet level with my face, felt as though it was burning itself onto my brain. It was an image I would return to again and again, on those empty nights when Crystal wasn't with me. That, and a million other images of the night we first met.

“I’ve got an idea,” Crystal said. The beautiful smile on her face sent a chill through my bones. Releasing her grip on the tall post of the bed, she sank to her knees on the mattress. She turned away from me, reaching for the cardboard box her vibrator had been in. It was all I could do not to sigh out loud at the curve of her ass presented in front of me, so close and yet so far away. Her body only seemed to get more incredible, more unbelievably sexy, the more time I spent gazing at her. I couldn’t tear my eyes away. Everything about her was sheer perfection.

When Crystal turned back toward me, sweeping her ink-black hair away from her face, I saw that she held a dildo in her hand. A black rubber cock that looked large and obscene in her fist as she kneeled on the mattress in front of me. Her thighs were spread, and I didn't even try to stop my eyes sinking to the dark patch of her pubic hair and the pussy that shone underneath. Crystal was monumentally turned on, as excited in her own way as I was. But she didn't experience the fear I felt of what was coming next. She didn't share in my helplessness. She was fully in control. And I watched as she rubbed the dildo over the wet spot on the sheet, just as she had done with her shoe. It didn't take a genius to know what was coming next. Once the dildo glistened with more of my semen, Crystal moved forward. Shifting her weight, she sat on the end of the bed, draping her legs over the footboard in front of me. While one hand held the base of the dildo against her body, the other reached out to grab a fistful of my hair and pulled me closer.

"Get over here," she growled, but the smile on her face as she spoke was even more terrifying than her voice. Her grip on my hair was remorseless. She held the dildo against her pubic bone so that it rose up from between her legs as though it was a part of her, as though she had been somehow transformed into a creature once male and female. I tried to banish such thoughts as I shuffled closer to her. Once again, I could smell my orgasm rising from the toy as it hovered in front of my face. Of course I knew what Crystal wanted. She hadn't been joking when she said she was going to make things hard for me. She was making me earn the privilege of her company. The cuffs rattled behind my back as I tried to move my shackled arms. But it was no use. Crystal's toy shone in front of my lips, and the way out, I knew, was the way through.

"Your pussy eating in the restaurant showed potential," Crystal grinned down at me as she pressed the toy to my lips. "But now I think you need to work on your cock sucking skills. Get this toy nice and shiny and clean for me." She pulled harder on my hair, and I had no choice but to open my mouth and take the toy inside. It's just a toy, I told myself, over and over as the dildo invaded my mouth. Just a piece of rubber. It's not the real thing. Even if I could taste my own semen on the dildo. Even if it filled my mouth until my eyes began to water. Crystal laughed in sadistic delight as she used her grip on my hair to make my head bob up and down, just like some slut in a dirty movie sucking cock on her knees.

"That's it," she snarled, her eyes half-closed as she stared down at me between her legs. "Suck that cock. And make sure you swallow like a good slut." And I did. I had no choice. The sooner my punishments were over, I hoped, the sooner we could get back to more pleasant activities. My tongue moved over the toy, scooping up my semen before I swallowed it. The humiliation was total, the situation utterly mortifying. I found myself wishing that Crystal had chosen to paddle my ass again. The physical pain she gave me was nothing compared to this. But Crystal had her own desires and pleasures. And as I watched, I noticed that she was grinding her hips against the base of the dildo, using the end of the toy to pleasure herself. The smell of her arousal gradually overcame the taste of my own cum, and the deeper she forced me to take the toy into my mouth, the closer my nose came to her divine pussy. Trying not to gag on the dildo, I let her fuck my face while her pussy streamed with a fresh flood of excited juices.

"That's good," Crystal snarled above me, her arousal getting the better of her as she surrendered to her deviant lust. "That's a good boy." I hardly noticed, distracted as I was, that she had raised a foot until I felt her sharp heel press against my shoulder. The dildo slid free of my mouth as she pushed me away, and I fell backward with a cry. I sprawled clumsily on the floor, flopping like a landed fish while Crystal rose to her feet. She stepped quickly forward and put her foot to my shoulder again, pinning me to the floor with one slender leg. As she stood above me, the dildo in her hand, I stared up at her dripping pussy as it hovered above me. My cock throbbed with unrelieved desire. She was remorselessly beautiful. She looked so dominant and commanding as she stood above me with the menacing toy in her hand. Another image I would never forget.

With an agility that belied her age, Crystal stood over me and swiftly crouched. She hovered close above me now, her feet on either side of my shoulders as she brandished the dildo above me. Her free hand seized me by the chin, her fingers digging into my cheek as she stared down at me.

"Open your mouth," she ordered. And I did as I was told. I opened my mouth, and Crystal pushed the dildo between my lips again. Only this time, she'd reversed it. The base of the toy was between my teeth, and the sculpted head rose into the air above my face.

"Hold that there," she said firmly. "Don't move." And her knees thumped on the floor on either side of my head as she shifted her weight forward. Her pussy hovered above me, and I watched in an agony of frustration as she straddled the dildo that rose from my face. Her wet lips parted easily for the head of the toy as she descended on it, groaning happily as she took its rigid length into her body. At close range, I watched her womanhood gripping the shaft lubricated by my saliva, sliding easily over the toy while she trembled with pleasure. My cock surged. Rejected, I could only watch as she favored the toy over me, and my body that was primed and ready to give her what she wanted. Crystal began to slide up and down on the dildo I held as firmly as I could with my lips and teeth, and almost immediately, her juices began to run down the shaft. Steadily, drip by drip, she anointed my face with her fluids, and I began to taste her extraordinary flavor around the base of the dildo that filled my mouth.

Crystal's movements grew more and more frantic, more and more aggressive. Soon, she was bouncing up and down on top of my face, driving her body down onto the dildo before rising up again with gasps and screams of unstoppable pleasure. I lay still beneath her, my cuffed hands pinned behind my back and my hard cock completely ignored. Crystal gripped her thighs as she bounced up and down, the juices of her desire streaming down the inside of her thighs to splatter all over my eager face. My whole attention was on her, her smell and taste flooding my senses while I gazed up with desperate need at her womanhood. As though she were driving a nail deeper into my soul with every bounce she made on top of the toy, I felt myself falling more and more into her power, if such a thing was possible. As if I wasn't already hers. As though she was baptizing me with her juices, preparing me for a new life in service to her. She was the sun around which I would orbit from now on. I knew that much already. And as more and more of her nectar dripped into my mouth, I swallowed eagerly, desperate for any part of her that I could have.

With a loud cry, Crystal came. Her body stiffened, and everything went dark as she gripped my head between her thighs. Both hands were in my hair, two tight fistfuls pulling on my scalp while she growled and moaned and rocked her hips back and forth over my face, the dildo buried almost entirely inside her spasming pussy. I lay helpless beneath her, unable to move, barely able even to breathe while she came. And her orgasm seemed to go on and on, her beautiful body bucking and writhing above me.

But finally, Crystal gave out a great gasp and rose off my face. Instead, she sat on my chest, and I watched her rise and fall slightly with my heavy breathing as she grinned down at me. There was that flush in her cheeks again, the one that made her even more incredibly beautiful if that was possible. Satisfied, but not yet content. Crystal was as insatiable as she was beautiful.

Grinning, Crystal reached toward my face and wrapped her fingers around the dildo. I opened my mouth as she lifted it away from me, turning it around in her hand so that the head pointed toward me again. My jaw ached from holding it still for her, and I welcomed the chance to work the muscles and relieve some of the tension. A faint chuckle rose from her as she watched me lick my lips.

“That was good,” she said in a voice that dripped with pleasure. “Somehow, I’m not quite as angry at you as I was. Not quite. But you need to keep doing as I say if you want to keep me happy.”

"Yes, Mistress," I panted. There wasn't a moment of hesitation or doubt in my mind. I had endured what she had put me through, and the idea that she was in a better mood filled me with hope. She had told me she wasn't going to let me fuck her, and I had already learned that she was a woman of her word. But I hoped there might be some other reward in the near future for my total submission to her.

“Lick it,” Crystal giggled as she waved the toy in front of me. “Lick my cum off this cock.” Again, Crystal held the base of the dildo against her body as though it were her own natural appendage. And again, I did as I was told. She laughed out loud, raking her dark hair back from her face so that nothing would obstruct her view as she watched me lick the shining rubber of the dildo. I licked it eagerly, hungrily this time, relishing the taste of her rather than the taste of myself. And Crystal watched my every move, smiling down at me like the summer sun as I did as I was told.

"That's a good boy," she said as I licked her dildo clean. "See? It turns out you can obey orders with the proper motivation."

"Yes, Mistress," I said. There was nothing else to say. Nothing else my mistress wanted to hear. And that, after all, was exactly what she was. After only a few hours, she had taken control of me so completely that it almost seemed difficult to imagine another life. She was my superior in every way. The evening had made that much abundantly clear to me. And obeying her orders and cruel whims didn't seem like a price I needed to pay to be with her. At least, not entirely, anyway. Instead, that was the essence of the game itself. That was what made it so thrilling. My remorselessly throbbing cock was proof of how I felt about what my ex-girlfriend's mother had done to me.

"Well, that's enough for now," Crystal said. I watched as she set the dildo down on the floor beside my head. "I'm tired. And I've had my orgasm. That's all it matters." A bright peal of laughter bubbled up from deep inside her chest as she stared down at me. "You should see the look on your face," Crystal laughed, pressing one hand to her mouth. "You look so disappointed. You didn't think I was going to let you cum again, did you?"

"No, Mistress," I sighed ruefully. Perhaps I didn't think she would. But I had hoped for it. I had done everything she said. But although I hadn't known Crystal for long at that point, I ought to have seen already how cruel and capricious my new mistress was.

"Good," Crystal smirked down at me. "Because you're here for my pleasure. Don't ever forget that." Abruptly, she rose to her feet, stepping over me to stand beside my stretched out form. "Get up," she ordered. With an effort, I rolled over onto my side and then on to my knees, hindered by my hands still cuffed behind my back. My cock swayed ludicrously from side to side with every movement I made. But finally, I was able to struggle to my feet, with no help from Crystal. She simply stood watching me. I groaned as she took my cock in her hand.

"You can stay here tonight," she said, peering deep into my eyes as she gave my manhood a squeeze that drew another groan from my throat. "What do you have to do tomorrow?"

"Nothing, Mistress," I said. Faint creases appeared in the smooth skin of her cheeks as she smiled. "That's right," Crystal said. "Your life just got a lot simpler, boy toy. Your only purpose now is to keep me happy." Crystal turned, and I stumbled after her as she led me across the room by my cock. I followed her to the open door of her walk-in closet, and she led me inside.

"You can sleep in here, with the rest of my things," Crystal said with a wicked little smile. "If I feel like using you tomorrow, I will. But until then, I don't want to hear a sound out of you. Understand?"

"Yes, Mistress," I said. It took monumental effort not to sigh in disappointment as Crystal released her grip on my cock.

"You'll stay cuffed," she said, and her stunning eyes flickered down my body to look at my engorged cock. "I can't trust you not to touch yourself. And you are forbidden any more orgasms tonight. If I find out you had one, even by accident, you're going to be very, very sorry."

"Yes, Mistress." Already at that stage, I was incapable of arguing with her. Crystal smiled smugly at my response. Then she turned and stepped toward the door. I watched her naked beauty disappear from my view as she swung the closet door shut with me inside. I heard a lock turn, and another shudder raced through me as I realized that she had locked me in. A second later, the light went out. The closet had no windows, and the darkness was absolute. Carefully, I lowered myself to the floor. I could barely believe all that had happened that night. And clearly, my adventure with Gemma's mother was far from over. But as horny and frustrated as Crystal had left me, I was also exhausted. Stretching out on the floor, I closed my eyes and fell almost immediately into a deep sleep.
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I was awake long before the door opened. In fact, I was awake before I heard the first stirrings of movement from Crystal's bedroom. I don't know how long I lay there alone in the dark, listing to her even breathing as she slept. It wouldn't be accurate to say I got no sleep tall. Get tired enough, and you can sleep anywhere. I fell asleep right away. But I didn't sleep much. How could I? I had neither a blanket nor a pillow, only the carpeted floor of the walk-in closet to stretch out on. My hands were still cuffed behind my back, forcing me to sleep curled up on my side. But most pressingly, Crystal had sent me to bed horny and unsatisfied, with strict instructions not to come. That was part of why she had left me cuffed, to ensure that I wouldn't touch myself in her absence. Though of course, that wasn't the only way to relieve myself. I'll admit, as I lay there, I gave in once or twice the temptation to rub my throbbing member against the carpet. The thought of the dominant beauty who slept on the other side of the locked door from me was too much to tolerate. But I stop short of orgasm. Was it fear of Crystal that made me obey her orders? I could still feel the ache in my buttocks from when she used her paddle on me. She had warned me not to come, and I did not doubt that she meant it. But the sleepless night gave me plenty of time to think. There was more than fear at work here. I wanted to cum, of course. At times during that night, it seemed there was nothing I wanted more. But I also wanted to obey her. I wanted to follow her orders. I don't know why. I can't explain it now any better than I could then. But already, after such a short time together, I was starting to feel as though Crystal had every right to treat me the way she did. Or perhaps right was the wrong word. But the truth was, it turned me on. It turned me on like nothing in my life up to that point ever had. I had been plenty sexually active before I met her, but what Crystal had introduced me to that night was like some new form of sex. As much more exciting and pleasurable than regular sex as regular sex was to everything else in life. And the strange thing was, we hadn't even had sex. Not technically, anyway. Crystal hadn't allowed me that reward. And that, as I had no doubt she knew very well, only made me want her more.

But I lay there silently in her closet, and what sleep I managed to get was made fitful by wild dreams. Once or twice, I awoke in the middle of the night and had to take a moment to remind myself where I was and what I was doing, lying naked on the floor in handcuffs. Each time I did, my arousal soared again, my desire sleeping even less well than I did. But I was awake before Crystal. I was awake to hear the even breathing of sleep suddenly shift into a long sigh, and the springs of her mattress groan as she turned over. I had been ordered not to make a sound, and I didn't. But I hoped that my new mistress was awake. Even if I feared what other wild ideas she might have in store for me. I had only known her for a short time, but already I realized that even being tortured by Crystal was preferable to being ignored by her.

Crystal lay in bed for a while. Long enough that I started to wonder if she was awake at all, or if she had simply shifted to a new phase of sleep. I could no longer hear her breathing. All I could hear was the faint rustle of the bedsheets as she moved her body on the mattress. And as I thought of her, lying there in the luxury of her extravagant bed, an absolute beauty slumbering on a cloud, it only made my own position seem all the more wretched. It only served to highlight the power imbalance between us. And that, of course, only turned me on more.

But finally, to my relief and nervousness, I heard Crystal move more emphatically, and felt her faint footsteps through the floor I lay on. With difficulty, I sat up. As usual, my cock seemed determined to betray me. After all, it was morning, and I was 22. I probably would have had an erection no matter what had happened the night before. But with Crystal's presence on the other side of the door and the memory of our kinky games fresh in my mind, there was no possibility of me not being hard and ready for her. Which was just as well, given that she had made that one of her rules. So far, it had been the easiest one to follow.

Hope surged within me as I listen to Crystal walk across a large bedroom, but she didn't come to release me right away. Instead, I heard water begin to flow through hidden pipes in the walls, and I realized she was in the bathroom. As it happened, I needed to use the facilities myself. But fear of Crystal made me keep quiet. My needs didn't matter to her.

She finished in the bathroom. Again I listened to her footsteps on the floor. This time, they stopped on the other side of the closet door. I could tell that it was light outside from the faint glow at the edges of the door, and I saw the shadow of her feet on the floor. The lock turned, and the door swung open, and the bright light of day flooded into my nocturnal prison as I blinked rapidly.

My eyes were slow to adjust to the sudden illumination. For a while, Crystal was nothing more than a dark silhouette against the invading light. But gradually, I adapted, and as the light grew less intense, her features emerged from the gloom. Crystal was somehow even more beautiful than I remembered. Her black hair tumbled messily over her shoulders, and her eyes glittered from within its shadow as she smiled at me. She was completely naked, just as she had been the night before. She was a woman entirely without inhibitions. As she should be, with a body like that. The curves of her hips stood out against the light behind her, making my cock throb even more urgently with primal desire. Crystal stood for a moment with her hands on either side of the door frame, letting me look at her from where I sat on the floor with my manhood at full attention. Then, she stepped inside the walk-in closet and stood above me.

"Good morning, boy toy," she grinned at me. Just that, just her voice and the words she used, were enough to make me tremble with desire. And I remembered my manners, taught to me the night before in the most unforgettable way.

“Good morning, Mistress,” I said in a voice that was thick with disuse.

"Get up," she ordered. As she spoke, Crystal bent at the waist, reaching out to grab hold of one of my arms. Her breasts swayed beneath her as she moved, her pink nipples already hard and erect. I struggled to do as she said, rising awkwardly to my feet with her assistance. My cock rose into the air between us, pointing directly at her as she stood in front of me. Without shoes on, she was shorter than I was. But I didn't feel anything other than vulnerable and utterly submissive to her as she stood for a moment with her hands on her hips and a calculating look on her face.

"Looks like you followed my instructions and didn't cum during the night," Crystal said, casting her eyes over the carpet in the closet for a moment. "I guess there's still some hope for you after all." I gasped as I felt her wrap her hand around my cock, slowly stroking the shaft while her glittering eyes peered up into mine. The smile never left her face. Crystal was completely in control, and she knew it. She had come to fetch me from the closet like the toy she said I was, an object to be used by her. And I was happy to be used if it felt like this. I could smell the perfume that still clung to her skin as she leaned in close to me, and the warmth of her body cried out to me and made my cock surge in her hand as she held it.

"You stink," she giggled. "And I could use a shower too. I'm going to take these cuffs off, but I don't expect you to try anything. Will you?"

"No, Mistress," I said. In reality, I wanted nothing more. Every fiber of my being screamed at me to reach for her, to grab her beautiful body the moment the cuffs were off. She was driving me wild, gently squeezing my cock in her hand she smiled at me, making it impossible for me not to think about how it would feel to bury myself inside her. But she had not given permission.

Crystal stepped past me, taking a few steps deeper into the closet. I heard her picking through the contents of a drawer, unseen objects rattling under her hands as she searched. I didn't turn to look. In the state I was in, it took a huge amount of concentration on my part not to ejaculate there and then. From the mere touch of Crystal's hand, my cock was throbbing and twitching at the very edge of orgasm. Looking at her beautiful naked body would only make things more difficult for me.

I felt Crystal take my cuffed hands in hers. Metal clicked, and suddenly, my arms were free. Crystal didn't remove the cuffs; she only unfastened them from each other. But I sighed with relief as my arms hung free at my sides for the first time in hours. My shoulders ached as I rolled them. Crystal waited. As though she was giving me a moment to recover. Then she reappeared in front of me, taking my hands in hers again. I hardly dead to breathe as, holding my wrists, she raised my hands and placed them on her breasts. Her eyes held mine as she smiled at me.

"You like these, don't you?" she grinned.

"Yes, Mistress." My breath was short as I gently caressed her boobs, uncertain of how far I would be allowed to go. But the weight of the soft flesh in my hands and the feel of her swollen nipples under my thumbs was driving me crazy. And the tension in my body grew even greater at the sound of Crystal's little gasp of pleasure as I touched her. Her eyelids fluttered, and my cock throbbed desperately between us as I gently squeezed her boobs. Crystal threw back her head and closed her eyes, letting her long dark hair cascade down her back as she moaned. With all my attention fixed on her, I barely noticed her fingers reaching for the clasp on the cuffs. Not until the quick snap of metal told me that she had locked them together again, in front of me this time.

"Wait there," she said. As though I had any choice. I stood rooted to the spot as Crystal stepped away from me again, removing her beautiful breasts from my hands as she disappeared behind me. I heard her rummaging in the same drawer as before, and my heart quickened as I wondered what else she had in mind. My freedom, if it ever really existed at all, had been short-lived. The cuffs were too close together for me to be able to reach the clasp between them. Having my hands in front of me gave me a little more freedom, but I was still very much in her power.

When Crystal stepped in front of me again, I saw that she was holding a short chain. The light from the bedroom outside shone on the metal, and I realized that there was a steel cuff at either end of the chain. Like a set of police handcuffs, only with a longer chain between them. Crystal took my cuffed hands in hers and locked one of the cuffs around the metal clasp that held together the cuffs I already wore. Pulling on the chain, she took my balls in her free hand, making me moan with nervous desire as she gently cupped them. The other cuff clicked as she locked it around my scrotum, tightening it above my balls so that it couldn't be removed. The chain allowed me to raise my hands to around the level of my stomach before the cuff began to pull my balls uncomfortably. Crystal smiled, evidently pleased with her handiwork and my silent obedience. I never could say no to her.

"This way, I can make you do stuff," she smiled as she plucked playfully at the chain. "But you can't get away. Now, come with me." Crystal turned, and I winced as she reached behind herself to take hold of the chain close to where it was locked to my testicles. I hurried along behind her as she pulled, making my balls ache slightly as she led me out of the closet and into the bedroom. My cuffed hands hung ineffectually in front of my stomach as I hurried along at my mistress's heel. Walking quickly, she led me to the en suite bathroom connected to her bedroom. I followed her to the glass-walled shower on one side of the room. Crystal turned on the water, and almost at once, steam began to rise into the air. She stepped inside, and I watched the water cascade over her skin, making her body shine as it ran down over her enticing curves. Crystal pushed her hair back from her face as the water plastered it to her skin. My cock surged as I watched her. Reaching out of the cubicle, Crystal took hold of the chain again and pulled me towards her. I stepped into the shower, feeling the warm water on my own skin. Her shower was easily big enough for the two of us. And Crystal smiled as she handed me a sponge and a bottle of body wash.

"Clean me, boy toy," she smirked. "And make sure you do a good job if you ever want to touch me again."

"Yes, Mistress," I said eagerly. I wanted nothing more than to touch the beautiful body that shone and glistened in front of me. Squeezing soap onto the sponge, I worked it into a lather and began to scrub Crystal's immaculate skin. She sighed softly, filled with pleasure at my desperate attention. And I took my time, sliding the sponge carefully over her body. I tried to ignore the wild throbbing of my cock as I cleaned her. The soapy lather slid luxuriously over her breasts, and I felt myself growing short of breath. I moved the sponge over her arms, over her shoulders, over her breasts and her toned stomach, coming closer and closer to what I most desired. And Crystal didn't stop me. She only sighed with pleasure and leaned back against the wall of the shower as I ran a soapy hand over her pussy.

I was trembling with desire. My cuffed hands were shaking as I gently massaged her skin. The feel of her silken folds against my fingers fueled the fire of lust inside me, but nothing could tear me away. Crystal watched me from under half-closed eyes as hot water poured down on us both, her white teeth showing between her parted lips. And slowly, carefully, waiting all the while for her wrath to ignite, I pressed my slick fingers deeper inside her.

Crystal closed her eyes for a moment. The makeup of the night before was smeared and smudged by time and warm water, but she was no less beautiful for that. I could feel the tightness of her pussy around my invading fingers, and her clitoris swelled against my hand as I rubbed her rhythmically. A gentle moan escaped Crystal's lips as I touched her. It was almost the first time since we had met that I felt any kind of control. And I loved it. Even if my body was crying out for release. Even if I longed to bury my cock inside the same pussy that I was fingering. I devoted myself instead to pleasuring her, knowing that that was the best way to get what I wanted. And Crystal let me do it. She didn't say a word as I stroked and rubbed her, sliding my fingers in and out while my other hand rubbed her clit.

Suddenly, Crystal cried out. Her voice echoed in the resonant space of the shower, and I felt her pussy spasm around my fingers. A great tremor shook her body, and her hands gripped my shoulders tightly as she tried to maintain her balance.

"Down," she gasped through the cascading water, eyes still closed as she spoke, her hands pushing suddenly down on my shoulders. "Get down on your knees." I didn't argue. Under the stream of water, I dropped to my knees in front of her. Crystal's hand on the back of my head was hardly necessary to guide me into position. I leaned forward on my knees, gratefully pressing my lips against the swollen lips of her pussy as I ran my tongue along the sensitive skin. Above me, Crystal moaned and shuddered. The shower water cascaded down her body, and I swallowed it as I licked her, drinking it up along with her streaming juices as I worshiped between her legs. The chain attached to my cuffs trailed on the floor of the shower.

Unable to control myself, I took my cock in my hand. Almost instantly, I felt my balls tightening, pressing against the cuff locked around them as I stroked myself. But Crystal didn't seem to notice. She was lost in her own world of pleasure, bucking her hips forward as she pressed her pussy desperately against my face. Even watered-down, the taste of her was incredible. I rubbed my nose against her swollen clit while I plunged my tongue between her soft folds until I felt her pussy spasm against my mouth. Crystal raised her foot and draped one leg over my shoulder, allowing me to press my head even more between her legs. And just like that, she came. I heard her orgasm echoing back from the wet walls of the shower, rising above the noise of the falling water as she cried out in ecstasy. I tasted the sudden rush of her fluids, her juices filling my mouth along with the shower water as I desperately swallowed.

 

Abruptly, Crystal lifted her leg from off my shoulder. She turned away from me, leaning against the wall of the shower that I faced. A perfect ass filled my view, the skin shining as the warm water poured over it. Crystal leaned against the wall, her feet apart.

“Kiss my ass,” she ordered without looking at me. “Tell me who you belong to.”

And I didn’t waste any time. Her beautiful ass was right in front of me, and I pressed my lips against the firm muscle just as she instructed.

"I belong to you, Mistress," I said between kisses, and a loud howl of triumph rang out from her as she listened. While I showered her ass with kisses, Crystal reached between her legs and slid two fingers inside herself. I could hear the wet sound of her masturbating as I worshiped her glorious ass. And while she kept touching herself, I kept kissing her, covering every inch of her ass with my lips until she was screaming in pleasure. Her whole body shuddered as she came again. I could see her juices streaming down the inside of her thighs, moments before the shower water washed them away. I was almost as breathless as she was as I watched her cum, her whole body overwhelmed by a pleasure I wanted nothing more than to share.

When the spasm of pleasure passed, Crystal straightened up. She turned, and I saw the giddy grin on her face as she stared down at me. Her smooth cheeks were flushed pink with the glow of pleasure, and I felt the corresponding growl of desire in the pit of my stomach as I stared up at her. But I knew better than to ask. Even though I wanted nothing more than an orgasm of my own, and my desperate desire urged me to beg her for release. That wasn't Crystal's style. I had only known her a single night, but I already knew that much.

"Look at that cock. Nice and hard for me." I winced as Crystal raised one foot and ran it gently along the underside of my shaft. "You didn't cum, did you?'

"No, Mistress," I groaned. Though it had been as close as it could possibly be. My cock twitched and throbbed at her every touch, at her every word. Crystal was too much for me. That was abundantly clear. And it had taken every ounce of restraint I had to resist the urge to cum while I ate her beautiful pussy.

"Good," she said. "You don't have permission. Wait here while I get something. And don't you dare touch yourself." Ashamed, I simply nodded. Crystal stepped past me, one hand on my head for balance as she stepped out of the shower. She didn't even bother to dry herself off, letting water pour from her skin all over the floor as she disappeared into the bedroom. She was only gone a matter of moments. I waited, kneeling on the floor of the shower while water continued to stream over my naked body. When Crystal returned, she stepped back into the shower with me, holding a small key in her hand.

"Stand up," she ordered. I rose to my feet. I sighed in muted pleasure as Crystal took my balls in her hand again and unlocked the cuff she had fastened around them. But the relief was only momentary. Quickly, she fed the chain through a grab bar set into the wall of the shower before locking it in place around my scrotum again. Then she stepped back toward the door of the shower and set the key down beside the sink. Well out of my reach. Locked to the wall of the shower now, all I could do was wait.

"I think you've gotten a little too excited," Crystal finally said. "We don't want any little accidents, do we? So you're going to stay here until you cool off." She took another step back so that she was outside of the shower cubicle, standing in the open door as she reached for the brass handle that controlled the water. I watched her turn the handle, and cried out as the water turned suddenly cold. Crystal laughed out loud, her sadistic glee echoing in the small space of the bathroom as I began to shiver under the assault of cold water.

"You'll get used to it," she mocked. "This is what happens when you can't control yourself. But look. Your cock's not even going down."

She was right. Despite the coldness of the water and the numbing chill I could feel spreading through my body, my cock continued to rage and throb. I was so turned on by her that my manhood seemed to refuse to soften in her presence. And the crueler she was to me, the more it turned me on. My cock struggled valiantly against the cold water, and Crystal watched with a sly smile on her face as I shivered and trembled.

"Well, I'm going to leave you here for a while and see what happens," she said. "Maybe once you calm down, we can play a little more. But only if you behave yourself."

"Yes, Mistress," I mumbled through lips that trembled frantically. The handle I was chained to was too far away from the shower controls for me to adjust the water temperature, even if I had dared to do such a thing. But I wouldn't. And Crystal knew that. I would have to endure this new torture, and all for the amusement of my cruel mistress. Under the cold water, my cock continued to throb.

 

"Okay," Crystal shrugged. She slid the door of the shower shut behind her, watching me through the clear glass. "No complaining," she ordered.

"You'll stay there until I decide otherwise. And if I hear a peep out of you, I'll only add to the time you have to spend there."

"Yes, Mistress," I said. I felt completely broken by that point, with no power in me to resist a single thing she wanted to do to me. And maybe that had been true from the moment we met. But it only became more true with each cruel torture she devised for me. Crystal was turning me into exactly what she had said she would, a living toy for her amusement and pleasure. It all seemed so easy for her. There was nothing easy about it for me. But I couldn't deny the pure excitement of submitting to her will.

Crystal turned. I watched longingly through the glass as she headed for the bathroom door and disappeared. Her shining naked body vanished from my view, but not from my mind. Her image danced in front of me while I shivered under the endless stream of cold water. And my cock still throbbed, despite the cold. As though it would never be soft again.

But I couldn't reach it. I couldn't do anything. All I could do was wait and see what Crystal had in store for me next.




7. Caged

 

The body has its limits. Even when you're only 22. Even when you've found yourself inexplicably in the expensive house of a sexy older woman, submitting to her sexual dominance in a game more exciting than anything you've ever experienced. Crystal had ordered me to stay hard in her presence, and up until that point, it had never been a problem. Even orgasm rarely seemed to soften my manhood for long. Not when Crystal was around. And that was exactly what she wanted.

But now, it seemed, she had a different goal in mind. Or maybe she just wanted to determine exactly what my limits were. Either way, as I stood in her shower, chained to a grab bar anchored to the wall while cold water streamed over my naked body, my cock finally began to soften. It seemed to take forever, and my skin felt entirely numb by the time my erection abated. But it happened. If that was what Crystal had been waiting for, it had arrived.

But the truth about Crystal was that I never really knew what she wanted. Not entirely, anyway. That she wanted to dominate and humiliate and use me for her pleasure was clear. But I never could anticipate what she had in mind from one moment to the next. She was wildly creative when it came to sex, far more so than any woman I had been with up to that point. Far more so than her daughter. I could never think of what happened between Gemma and me without a stab of guilt. Crystal was right; I shouldn't have treated Gemma the way that I did. The fact that her mother had made me pay for it so profoundly did little to lessen the sense of shame I felt whenever I thought about it. But young as I was, I wasn't so stupid as to think that Crystal's only aim in tormenting me like this was to get revenge for the way I had treated her daughter. In fact, standing there under the cold water of the shower, I suspected that it had very little to do with it anymore. Crystal had made me pay. She had made me kneel and apologize and beg her forgiveness. Everything that followed was just an expression of what she wanted. And, as it turned out, what I wanted, too. The fact that she was my ex-girlfriend's mother barely registered in my mind anymore. Crystal was - well, there was no other word for it. She was my mistress. Pure and simple. I never would have dared to call her my girlfriend, and even the word seemed out of place for a woman as elegant and dignified as she was. I could hardly call her my lover. I had only met her the night before, and as far as I could see, there was very little love involved in our relationship. Lots and lots of lust. But no love. We didn't even know each other. Besides, we still had not had sex. And the way crystal was going, I was starting to wonder if we ever would. Yet we had done everything besides that. I still had the faint taste of her orgasm on my tongue as I shivered under the shower. I had fingered her and licked her, and she had stroked me to orgasm almost the minute I stepped inside her house. But actual sex with Crystal, the thing I longed for most, the thing that kept me submitting to her will over and over again, was starting to seem like a distant mirage that recedes as you approach it.

I might have been young. But I wasn't stupid. I could see what Crystal was doing. She was holding out the faint promise of sex with her to get me to do the bizarre, humiliating, and occasionally painful things she wanted me to do. I knew that. But the truth was that for whatever inexplicable reason, I wanted to do these things too. As I trembled into the cold water of the shower, I wanted the ordeal to be over. But the thought that she was putting me through this for her own twisted pleasure turned me on enormously. Even if my erection had finally succumbed to the cold and softened completely, I still felt desire burning inside me. No amount of water could extinguish that flame.

I sighed with relief as I heard footsteps echoing through the bedroom outside. Crystal had left the door of her en suite bathroom open. I had no idea what she had been doing in there while she left me to freeze in the shower. But my heart fluttered in excitement as I listened to her footsteps approach. She was wearing shoes again. I knew that immediately. And I waited in breathless anticipation to see what my mistress was wearing as she appeared in the doorway of the bathroom.

Crystal didn't disappoint. While I suffered under the assault of the cold water, she had been getting ready. She must've had a store of makeup somewhere other than the bathroom, because I could see that she had reapplied mascara and eyeliner to make her dazzling eyes glitter all the more as they shifted from blue to green to gray and back again under the bathroom light. Her lips were a deep and flawless red, just as they had been the night before when she had so bewitched me in her gorgeous red dress. But there was no dress this time. Instead, Crystal appeared before me as a vision of unutterable loveliness in exquisite lingerie.

She was wearing some kind of basque, her breasts cupped and pushed together by purple fabric trimmed with black lace. Besides the purple panel that ran down the front of her stomach, the basque was sheer black lace, her skin showing under the material as she moved. Black lace panties clung to her hips, cupping the ass I had so recently kissed while Crystal touched herself in front of me. Sheer black stockings clung to her thighs, supported by nothing more than their grip on her beautiful legs. Black leather ankle boots with a wicked spike heel shone on her feet. As always, Crystal looked amazing. I had dated my share of attractive girls, but girls my age didn't generally have Crystal's extensive collection of clothes and toys. Nor did they have her confidence. Crystal watched me through the glass walls of the shower cubicle as she approached, clearly savoring the way my eyes traveled over her body. I couldn't help myself if I tried. I had seen her naked minutes ago, yet this lingerie of hers was somehow even more provocative. And the way she walked in her heels was enough to make a spasm of lust sweep through my body. Crystal was never less than utterly stunning. And although the constant stream of cold water had softened my cock at last, I desired her at that moment no less than any other moment since we had first met.

Crystal slid the door the shower cubicle open and reached inside. I sighed with relief as she turned the water off. For a moment, the only sound was the dripping of cold water sliding off my skin to disappear down the shower drain. Crystal kept her distance. Her eyes seemed to glow as she looked at me, her gaze traveling brazenly over my body. Despite the coldness of my skin, I felt a faint prickle of heat in my cheeks as she stared at my limp cock. It was the first time she had seen me without an erection, contrary to her rules. My stomach churned as I wondered if there was some devious punishment in store for me next.

"That's better," Crystal smiled at me. "Have you calmed yourself down now?"

"Yes, Mistress," I panted. Of course, I wanted her as badly as ever. But physically, I was in no condition to have her even if she had allowed it. At least there was no chance of an unauthorized orgasm anytime soon. Not until I warmed up a little and the blood began to flow more easily through my veins again.

"Good." Crystal's red lips bent upwards in a sly smile. She looked endlessly pleased with herself. And why not? The woman had played me like an instrument. She had been in firm control from the moment she sat down across the table from me in the restaurant. And she knew it. I was just discovering the dark thrill of these sexy games, but Crystal was clearly an expert. In her house and playing by her rules, I was very much in her territory. And nothing about her let me forget that fact for even a moment.

"I had an idea," Crystal said. I watched from inside the shower as she leaned back against the sink, supporting herself with her hands on the countertop. The key to the chain that held me anchored to the shower's grab bar was there, right next to her hand. Hope surged inside me. I wanted to be released, to towel the remnants of the cold water off myself and warm up. But that basic desire was almost lost in the more pressing desire for her. So madly in lust with her, I felt as though I could ignore every other need I had. As though I wouldn't need to eat or drink or even breathe air so long as I could be with her. As though my whole life had been leading to this.

“You seem to like my ideas, don’t you?” Crystal teased.

"Yes, Mistress,'" I replied. Some of them, anyway, I mentally added. I hadn't enjoyed my time into the cold shower, any more than I had enjoyed being locked in her walk-in closet overnight. But that was what Crystal wanted.

"Well, you might not be quite as keen on this one," Crystal said. I watched her hand sink down her body, and it was only as her fingers grazed the smooth skin of her thigh that I noticed a bulge in the top of one stocking. There was something there, tucked under the elastic that held the stocking up, and I watched as Crystal reached inside and retrieved the item. It was a small metal device that sat in the palm of her hand, made up of narrow bars of stainless steel. Crystal held it out in front of her, but no matter how I stared at it, I had no idea what I was looking at.

“Do you know what this is?”

"No, Mistress." Crystal smile deepened slightly.

"Well," she said, and her breasts strained against the purple fabric that contained them as she drew in a deep breath and let it out in a sigh, "I've decided that the best way to keep you in line is to make sure you can never have another orgasm again without my permission. This will help with that. You see, I want to put your cock in there." Crystal's finger showed between the bars of the device as she slid it inside. "Then I lock the device. Once it's locked, you won't be able to get it off. And you won't be able to touch your cock. In fact, you won't even be able to get an erection. Can you imagine that?"

I said nothing. Until that point, I had thought being speechless was just a phrase. But as I stared into Crystal's shining eyes, I found myself incapable of speaking a word. Thoughts raced through my brain faster than I could examine them. Surely she couldn't be serious? But when had Crystal ever not been serious in the short time I had known her? In less than twenty-four hours, this woman had made me do things I had never even imagined, let alone thought I would find myself doing. Still, this was a big step further. Everything we had done up to that point had been part of a kinky game that I wanted to play, even when it was painful or humiliating. This new twist would be both, but it would be more than that. After all, I couldn't stay at Crystal's house forever, even if I wanted to. Sooner or later, our adventure would end, and I would return to my regular life. But with this… thing locked onto me, Crystal would maintain her control over me even when she wasn't around. And at that thought, I felt a faint surge in my cold cock. It would be the ultimate act of submission to her. The power she held over me was already incredible. But with this, it would be complete. Was I ready for that? More importantly, could I bring myself to refuse her?

"As you can imagine, this can be very… challenging for a man. Especially for a young man like you. Horny as you boys are, you get embarrassing little boners all the time, don't you? Well, this will put a stop to that. But more importantly, it will allow you to focus solely on my pleasure. Your orgasms will become mine to gift or withhold as I see fit. You'll need to work very, very hard to please me. And you'll find quite quickly that you will be willing to do absolutely anything I say. If I order you to drop to your knees in the middle of a busy street and worship my feet in front of a crowd of people, you'll do it just for the promise of an orgasm. Believe me. I've broken stronger men than you with devices like this."

"I…" My voice trailed off weakly. I didn't know what to say. Fear bloomed inside me, an icy fist squeezing my heart in my chest as I looked at Crystal and the device she held. And yet through the fog of fear and arousal, I could see the truth of what she said. Already, this woman could make me do the unthinkable. With that kind of power over me, she would rule me completely. She would own me. And slowly, my cock began to swell again as it recovered from the cold water torture.

"It's not a decision to be taken lightly," Crystal went on, her eyes peering deep into mine as she spoke. "You know that I'm in charge here, and you need to do what I say if you want me to keep playing with you. But I want you to say it. If I put this device on you, you'll have no more say in anything. Quicker than you think, you'll find yourself begging me to do terrible things to you.  The male sex drive is just that powerful. Control his cock, and you control a man. That's what I'm offering you. Total and complete servitude to me."

The tremors that shook my body had little to do with the cold anymore. The chain that held me against the grab bar of the shower rattled as Crystal stared at me from across the bathroom. I watched as she tossed her head, her black hair streaming down her back as she waited for my response.

"Last chance," she said at last. "Either I unlock you and let you go, and we never speak again. Or else you wear this cage for me. You give me your cock and become my slave forever. What do you say?"

"Yes, Mistress," I croaked, and I hardly believed the words as they came out of my mouth. It was the same as the night before. Nothing Crystal could do, no matter how outrageous it seemed, terrified me as much as the thought of her sending me away. The idea of giving her control of my physical pleasure was frightening. But it was also wildly erotic. And as a beautiful smile broke across Crystal's delighted face, I was reminded yet again of the awful truth: I never could say no to her. If she wanted me to be her slave, that's what I would be. That's what I was, from the moment I saw her across a crowded restaurant.

 

"Excellent," Crystal grinned. Straightening up from where she leaned on the sink, she took a step across the bathroom and reached into the shower cubicle. I groaned as she took my cock in her hand. The lingering effects of the cold water prevented me from becoming erect, but my member swelled to her touch all the same. With some difficulty, she slid the steel tube over my cock, and I grunted as she pressed it hard against me. Now, just too late, my cock was desperately trying to swell, aroused by her touch and the shocking reality of what she was doing. But Crystal was firm. A steel bar swung into position behind my scrotum, and the device clicked as she locked it into place. Already, I could feel the tightness of the steel bars gripping my cock in a way that did nothing to alleviate the growing arousal I felt.

"Good boy," Crystal grinned. For a moment, she stood in front of me, taller than I was in her high heels. Her eyes flickered over my face as she smiled. She looked so out of place, standing in her sexy lingerie in the shower cubicle. But she looked amazing. I could only guess what wild thoughts were swirling inside her head as she looked at me.

I wasn't in the least prepared for what happened next. Crystal reached out and placed a hand on the back of my neck, pulling me towards her as she stepped in closer. My locked cock pressed against her hip, and her boobs swelled against my chest, and the breath felt as though it were being crushed out of my lungs as she pressed her red lips against mine. Her tongue invaded my mouth, and as she kissed me, I kissed her back. A dull ache spread from between my legs as my cock tried to harden. My first kiss from Crystal, after all the other things we had done. As though her lips had unleashed some strange cocktail of chemicals inside my body, I felt all manner of feelings swirling in my head. The kiss was so unexpected, it took my breath away. And while it lasted, I forgot almost everything else. I forgot I was standing in her shower, wet and naked, my cock locked into a chastity device. I forgot that she was my ex-girlfriend's mother, exacting a terrible revenge for the way I had treated her daughter. I forgot everything except the feel of her lips against mine and the warmth of her body and the impossibility of wanting anything more than this.

Finally, our kiss broke. As Crystal stepped back from me, her eyes sparkled, and a giddy smile showed on her face. She looked years younger, as though rejuvenated by my complete submission to her. The key to the chain that kept me in the shower was in her hand, and she unfastened one end from my cuffed hands. She threaded the chain through the grab bar and kept hold of the other end, the slack metal hanging between us like a leash that connected her hand to my balls. The steel cuff clicked quietly against the chastity device as I moved.

“How badly do you want to come right now, boy toy?” Crystal grinned at me.

“Badly, Mistress,” I answered truthfully. “Really badly.”

"Well, that's just too bad, isn't it?" Crystal giggled. "There's only one key to that device, and I've hidden it away. I don't feel like letting you come today. And tomorrow is not looking good either. But maybe you'll find a way to persuade me to be lenient." Carefully, conscious of the wet floor, Crystal stepped backward out of the shower cubicle. The chain between us grew taut, and she tugged on it lightly, making my balls and locked cock bounce. "Out you get," she said brightly. And I stepped forward, my cuffed hands held in front of me like a penitent as I emerged from the shower cubicle. Crystal had never looked more pleased with herself. Her breasts rose and fell in the lace trimmed cups of her basque, and I could see that she was excited. Reducing me to this was turning her on. And that, in turn, made my cock ache as it tried to swell in the chastity device.

"It's thinking with your cock the got you into this mess in the first place," Crystal mocked as she stood in front of me, still holding the end of the chain. "So it's probably a good thing that it's mine now. You won't be able to cheat on anyone ever again, will you?"

"No, Mistress." I had no thought in my head of other women besides Crystal. But she was right. The device would enforce monogamy on me for as long as she intended to use it. Not that that worried me unduly. If only she would let me fuck her, I would never need to so much as look at another woman.

"Orgasms are for women," Crystal taunted. "And you'll need to give me a lot of them if you want to be let out of your cage anytime soon. We can start right away. Come with me." As though I had a choice. Crystal turned away from me, facing the bathroom door. But before leaving, she bent over. I tried not to groan in lust and despair as her soft ass pressed against my caged cock. I heard the faint click of the locking mechanism as Crystal attached the cuff on the end of the chain to her ankle. Then she straightened up, raking her black hair back from her face as she turned to smile at me over her shoulder. The chain was too short to allow me to stand. I sank to the floor behind her to alleviate the painful pressure on my balls.

And without another word, Crystal set off. She walked in high heels as though she was born in them, striding purposefully across the floor. I yelped in pain at every step of her right leg as it pulled painfully on my testicles. All I could do was scurry after her as fast as I could on hands and knees, my movements further hindered by my wrists being locked together. Crystal laughed out loud at my shrieks as she led me back into the bedroom, while I hurried along at her heel like a chastised puppy.

In the middle of her bedroom, close to the foot of her majestic bed, Crystal finally stopped. I gasped in relief as I crouched at her feet, trying to catch my breath while she stood above me. I could feel her looking down at me, studying her handiwork and what she had reduced me to. But I could hardly bring myself to look up at her. Shame burned me out from the inside. Besides, I knew that seeing her, looking so high and proud as she stood above me in her sexy lingerie, would only increase the pain of my cock trying to swell, trapped by steel bars. But Crystal had no intention of making things easy on me. I had barely regained my breath before she began to move again, stepping backward until she stood at the foot of her bed and dragging me along with her. My knees ached as I scuttled after her, kneeling at her feet as I had done so many times before.

Crystal turned. The box of toys she had used the night before was still on the mattress, and she bent over the footboard of the bed as she reached for it. Her ass was right in my face as she moved, the pale skin contrasting with the deep black lace of her panties. Retrieving what she was after, Crystal straightened up and turned to face me again. The chain locked on my scrotum jingled against the floor as she moved her feet. She was holding the dildo she had used the night before in her hands. And I watched, on fire with desire and burning with shame, as she began to pull her panties down.

The fabric slid easily over the nylon of her stockings as she dropped her underwear to her feet. Crystal's pussy was directly in front of me, the now familiar pink lips already swollen and wet with what she had accomplished. As I gazed up at her in a kind of wonder, a dream of frustrated desire, she held out the dildo toward me.

"Nothing turns me on like locking a man's cock up," Crystal growled. "Take this and make me cum. Now." I couldn't look her in the eye. Raising my cuffed hands, I took the toy from her. Crystal boosted herself up onto the bed and lay back, her legs spread as I inched forward. She sighed in pleasure as I ran the head of the dildo over her wet lips, making the rubber shine with her moisture while she purred in pleasure. A dull pain rose from between my legs as Crystal kicked out with her right leg, tugging at the chain locked to my balls.

"Get on with it," she ordered. And I did as I was told. The thick toy slid easily between the silken folds of her pussy, and Crystal moaned loudly as pleasure swelled inside her. I slid the toy in and out, in and out, using my thumb to simultaneously stroke her swollen clitoris, and Crystal moaned and thrashed on the bed above me as she took her selfish pleasure. The steel bars of the chastity device gripped my cock like a vice as I squirmed in discomfort beneath her. At once, I could see just how awful this device would be. The more turned on I got, the more it would hurt. And Crystal had already proven that she was an expert at turning me on.

Still, it didn't matter. Neither my pleasure nor my pain was relevant now. All that mattered was Crystal. And just as she wanted, I focused all my attention on her, as though nothing in my life had ever mattered as much as making my mistress cum. After all, I was her q toy. An object for her to use. And while my manhood ached in the cage to which she held the only key, I did what my mistress wanted.




8. His Mistress Returns

 

I should've seen it coming. Say what you will about Crystal, but at least she's consistent. She doesn't pretend to be anything other than what she is. Which is selfish. Utterly selfish, and utterly demanding. In the sexiest way possible. She doesn't just say what she wants; she takes it. Right from the start, that was what drew me to her. Besides her looks, of course. From the moment I first saw her in the restaurant, I could tell by the way she moved and the way she carried herself that this was a woman who knew her value.

So I shouldn't have been surprised. Crystal had made it abundantly clear that what counted in our relationship was her pleasure, not mine. I was there to serve her needs. She said it over and over again. In case the words weren't enough, the steel device locked around my cock that denied me access to my manhood was all the proof I could possibly need.

But I was surprised. At least a little. Perhaps a part of me thought she would never actually go through with what she said, that it was just some kind of strange dirty talk in the heat of the moment. The game had to stop eventually, surely?

Well, apparently not. Because once Crystal was fully satisfied, every physical need tended to by me, she simply sent me away. As simple as that. Once a few more powerful orgasms had made her body shake and shudder on the bed, and her cheeks glowed with the hot blood of the pleasure I had given her, Crystal had decided that was that. And even though I had known it was coming, even though she had been abundantly clear about my place in her life, part of me was still a little surprised at the callousness of it all. There I was, with my cock raging inside the cage she had locked onto it, the tender flesh straining against the unyielding steel bars as my member tried uselessly to become erect. I was as horny as I had ever been, driven to distraction by being made to pleasure this beautiful woman in front of me. But she was finished with me. For now. Speechless with desire and frustration, I had sat back on the floor of her bedroom while she took a moment to recover herself. Then, Crystal got up and got dressed. She had uncuffed my wrists and removed the cuffs from my hands, then told me to follow her. She led me downstairs, through the echoing emptiness of her large house to the garage. There, I reluctantly put my clothes from the night before back on under her watchful eye, and Crystal drove me home.

"Can – can I see you again?" Even as I spoke the words, I could hear how ridiculous they sounded. Crystal smiled, amused no doubt by my unremitting desire for her. I didn't know how else to say it. This was all so new to me. My usual relationships were far more casual. Don't get me wrong; what I had with Crystal was purely about sex and nothing else. Unless you count vengeance, too, the older woman taking revenge on me for the way I had treated her daughter. But if this was revenge, I was all for it. Even as I felt the steel bars of the chastity device pressing again around my cock as I looked at Crystal in the driver's seat. As crazy as it may sound, I didn't want to leave. I wanted to stay in her palatial house and continue to pleasure that incredible body of hers.

"You will," Crystal said, while a sly smile lit up her face. Her beautiful eyes didn't even look at me as she spoke, staring instead out through the windshield of her car at the empty street in front of her. "I have your number. I'll be in touch." Of course. It would all be her way, whether in the bedroom or outside of it. I ought to have known. Some people like to change it up in the bedroom, role-playing and becoming someone they're not to live out fantasies they never could in the real world. That was never Crystal's style. Crystal liked to be in control, and that desire for control extended past the kinky games she had introduced me to. Even outside of the bedroom, Crystal spoke in a way that made it clear she was not to be argued with.

And so I didn't. Opening the door of the car, I stepped out onto the sidewalk in front of my apartment. Everything felt strange. Should I have tried to kiss her? Normally I would, after a night with someone new. But Crystal was nothing like the young women I usually consorted with. Everything was different, as though I was having to learn the rules of entirely new games that bore only the most superficial resemblance to the ones I had been playing up to that point. I felt almost dazed as I stepped out of her car and swung the door shut. Crystal didn't even say goodbye. By the time I made it to the door of my apartment building, her car was already pulling out into the street and driving away. I felt, I realized, exactly the way she wanted me to feel. Used. Disposable. As though my feelings didn't matter at all. And with a faint prickle of shame that was becoming ever more familiar to me, I realized that it was exactly the way I must've made Gemma feel when I cheated on her. As though she didn't matter at all. As though she were an object for my pleasure, to be discarded when I found someone else that better suited my needs.

You might say that Crystal had made her point. And if the story had ended there, maybe I might have learned a valuable lesson about treating people with respect. But even if that had been Crystal's intention initially, I got the distinct sense that events had slid out of even her control. Had she meant to go as far with me as she had that night and the morning that followed? There was no way for me to know. But for all her cool control, I got the sense that Crystal might have gone further with me than she had meant to. Her intention may have been to avenge her daughter's humiliation and teach me the error of my ways, but she had done far more than that. And for all the confusion and doubt that I was feeling as I climbed the stairs towards my apartment, I felt a slow smile spreading across my face. Crystal fetishized being in control, but perhaps she wasn't quite as in control of her desires as she would like me to think.

My apartment was empty as I entered it. Returning to the familiar surroundings of my home felt almost like stepping onto a different planet. I had the strange feeling that I had returned from a long and arduous voyage, though I had only been away for a single night. So much had happened in the last 16 hours. Enough to make the world feel very different to me. But as I shut the apartment door behind me, a great weariness overcame me. My night had been anything but restful, and Crystal had made things easy for me from the moment she woke up. Stumbling toward my bedroom, I flung myself down on the mattress. My cock ached inside its steel prison. The memories of the night before and the morning that followed haunted me, parading through my brain in an unbroken succession of outrageously sexy images. But there was nothing I could do. I pulled down my pants and examined the chastity device Crystal had locked on me for the first time. The steel band that looped around the back of my scrotum made it impossible to remove. The lock held firm. The steel it was made of was clearly high-quality, the thin bars completely unyielding and totally inescapable. Crystal never denied herself the best of everything. As hard as it was to believe, as desperately as I wanted to masturbate and relieve myself of the relentless sexual frustration she had implanted in me, I couldn't. That much was clear.

And so, overcome with tiredness and dull disbelief at what had happened, I lay back on my bed and closed my eyes. In a matter of seconds, I was asleep.

 

Crystal couldn't know everything. Even if at times it might seem like she did. She liked to cultivate an aura of unflappable calm, as though nothing could surprise her. As though she could see into the future. But she didn't know me. She had met me for one night. Besides that, all she had to go on was whatever Gemma might've told her about me, and I doubted that was very much.

So my new mistress couldn't know how I felt in the days that followed our night together. She couldn't know about the sleepless nights I spent thinking of her. She couldn't know how I went back and forth in my mind, alternately berating myself for being so easily controlled and reminding myself that this might be the best thing that ever happened to me. She couldn't know about the strange mixture of shame and excitement I felt whenever I remembered what she had done to me. And with my cock locked in inescapable chastity, I had no choice but to think about it a lot. Every time I went to the bathroom. Every time I woke up in the morning to feel that steel embrace around my sensitive flesh. Every time the cruel cage pinched my skin as I moved. Every time my cock tried to harden. Which, at my age and with all that I was dealing with, was a lot.

In fact, it was torture. It wasn't just Crystal and the memory of the things we had done together, although that was undoubtedly the chief culprit. It was everything. Every mildly pretty girl I saw on the street. Every sway of a skirt or curve of the female body. There was no escape at home, either. You don't truly realize how attractive virtually every woman on TV is until you get a painful reminder of how many times during the day you become aroused. As the days went by, I felt myself sinking into a dull fog of pain and frustration. And the arousal only grew. Crystal's punishment, I realized, was the kind that fed on itself. The longer I went without an orgasm, the more easily I became aroused. The more I became aroused, the greater the pain the chastity device gave me. And with every throb of my caged cock, I was reminded once again what Crystal had done to me. I was reminded just how badly I needed her.

There was no way to get the cage off. I learned that quite quickly. Not without doing myself some permanent damage. I supposed that if I wanted to, I could have a professional pick the lock. But how could I bring myself to do that? The shame would be unbearable. Still, as the days went by with no call from Crystal, I started to weigh up my options. What if she never called again? What if this was her real and true revenge, far more humiliating and painful than anything she had done to me at her house? What if this had been her plan all along? Crystal had taken my phone number, but I had not missed the fact that she hadn't given me hers. I could reach out to her on social media, I supposed. After all, that was how we had gotten in touch in the first place to arrange our meeting. And I won't lie. I couldn't tell you how many times my hands hovered above the keyboard, ready to do just that. And yet something always stopped me. Maybe a misguided sense of pride. Maybe intuition that Crystal might not appreciate my meddling. Everything had to happen in her way and at her pace. I had learned that much very quickly. Intuition told me that my mistress would not appreciate me bothering her with my needs. After all, she had made it abundantly clear how little those mattered. And Crystal hadn't been lying when she spoke of the power the chastity device would give her. As the holder of the key to my cock, she had a terrifying level of control over me. Nothing was more frightening to me than the idea that I might say or do something that would annoy her and make her less likely to free me.

And so I waited. Somehow, I managed to muster the self-control not to message her and beg for mercy. When I say that it was three days before she called, that hardly does justice to how it felt for me. For me, it felt closer to three years. Long, dry, arid years in which everything was drenched with frustrated sexual desire. I could barely sleep. My work suffered. All day long, all I thought about was Crystal, and the endless beauty of her gorgeous body. I could feel an obsession growing inside me, day by day and hour by hour. And that part, I have no doubt, Crystal did intend.

So when I got a call on my cell phone from a private number, a faint spasm gripped my heart. It was the middle of the work week, a bright but blustery Wednesday with clouds of dust swirling across the construction site. All around me, the usual sounds of my workplace rose up to the clear sky above. Power tools whirring. A truck's engine growling as it slowly reversed. The voices of my coworkers yelling to one another across the open site. I pressed the phone to my ear and stuck a finger in my other to hear more clearly as I answered.

“Hello?”

"Hello, boy toy." The breath caught in my chest at the sound of Crystal's voice. She practically purred her words down the phone, as though her throat was dripping with honey. Just that, just the sound of her voice on the phone, made me wince with pain as my cock tried once again to harden inside the chastity device. And yet a strange relief rose inside my chest. She had called me at last. I knew what it might mean. Pain. Humiliation. Submission. But above all else, it meant I might finally have a chance to earn an orgasm from her. And a dull ache spread through my stomach as my cock pressed relentlessly against the insides of the chastity device.

“Uh… hi,” I said. There was a pause.

"Hi, what?" Fear gripped me. I knew what Crystal wanted to hear. But I was on a construction site, surrounded by my coworkers. The thought of discovery terrified me. Nothing was scarier to me than the idea that this newly discovered kink of mine might be found out. Desperately, I hurried across the site, leaping over walkways and pits as I stumbled into the portable toilet close to the fence and swung the plastic door shut behind me.

"Hi, Mistress," I breathed. Crystal's laughter echoed in my ear as I winced in pain and shame. Even there, in the appalling chemical reek of the toilet, my cock raged inside its inescapable cage. Crystal didn't even need to be anywhere near me to humiliate and disgrace me. All she needed was a phone. And the confirmation of that fact was clearly endlessly amusing to my beautiful mistress as she giggled like a schoolgirl at my instant capitulation.

"That's better," she said. "You know you need to address me with the proper respect, don't you?"

"Yes, Mistress," I panted. "I'm sorry. I just – I'm at work, and –"

“I don’t care where you are,” Crystal cut me off. “Have you been thinking about me?”

“Yes, Mistress,” I said truthfully. Crystal laughed again.

"I bet you have," Crystal said. "I bet you've been thinking about all the naughty things I made you do, haven't you?"

"Yes, Mistress."

"And has your little cock been trying to get hard when you think about me?"

"Yes, Mistress." Crystal shrieked with laughter at my response. As though it was ever in any doubt. I had no choice with her, and the pain in my cock was an unnecessary reminder of that fact. She knew the power she held. I hadn't missed the fact that she had mentioned using a device like this on other men in the past. You could accuse Crystal of many things, but being naïve wasn't one of them. She knew exactly what she was doing to me. But she liked hearing it from my mouth. And as she laughed, I detected a certain looseness in her sounds of joy. A loudness to her voice that I didn't remember being there before. A tiny crack in Crystal's façade of total calm. The thought that she might be excited to talk to me was almost enough to take my breath away.

"Good," said. "Although it's not your cock anymore, is it? Tell me who owns that thing between your legs, boy toy." I gulped. With the noise of the site outside, I was confident no one would hear me unless they decided for some reason to press their ear against the flimsy plastic door that hid me. Still, that didn't make it easy to say the words Crystal wanted to hear. And the fact that it was true only made things harder.

“You do, Mistress,” I said at last, with all the humility I could muster. “You own my cock.” I winced again in the foul air of the toilet as though she had struck me a blow while her laughter echoed in my ear. It was as simple as that. As simple as calling me up in the middle of the day and reducing me in a few words to a submissive slave. Crystal was good at what she did. The age difference between us was never more apparent than in how easily she took control of me.

"That's right," Crystal chuckled. "I do own that cock. And when I'm not using it, it stays locked away. I don't like other people touching my things without my permission." I closed my eyes and tried to suppress the shudder of desire that swelled through me. Hearing her talk this way was a kind of ecstatic torture that only made my predicament worse. And yet I longed for it, happy to hear her voice like a dog whose owner has returned. Embarrassing, the way she toyed with my emotions. But Crystal had warned me that this would happen. And even in the depths of despair, I couldn't bring myself to regret my decision to go along with her crazy game. At least, not for long.

“I’m bored today,” Crystal went on. “What time do you finish work?”

"Three o'clock," I said. Hope was rising inside me at the thought of what was coming.

“Good,” Crystal said. “I want you to come to my place when you’re finished work. Take a taxi. You know the address?”

"Yes, Mistress," I said. It was all I could do not to pant with eagerness at the invitation. I wasn't so foolish as to think that an invitation to Crystal's house necessarily meant she would release me. But it was a vital first step. I couldn't control the excitement rising within me any more than I could control my cock as it pressed relentlessly against the bars of the chastity device in anticipation. "I'll go home, shower, change, and come right over."

"No, don't do that," Crystal said. "I want you to come straight from work."

“Okay,” I said uncertainly. It was never wise to argue with my mistress. But I doubted she wanted me showing up at her immaculate home covered in the filth of a construction site. Still, I didn’t question her.

“You work in construction, don’t you? Where are you working right now?”

"Downtown," I said.

"Then I will expect you at my house no later than 3:30. You remember the rules, don't you, boy toy?"

“Yes, Mistress.” I didn’t need my memory refreshed. Every detail of the night we had met was burned onto my brain indelibly. Every word Crystal had said had been replayed in my mind in the days that followed, sifted and scanned for meaning. Of course I remembered the rules she had imposed on me.

"Then I will see you at 3:30." Crystal didn't even say goodbye. The phone simply went dead in my hand. The implication was more than clear. I was her property, her boy toy, as she put it. Basic courtesy was something I had no right to expect from her. Crystal didn't miss the faintest detail when it came to putting me in my place.

Slipping my phone back into my pocket, I tried to compose myself before stepping out from the toilet and returning to work. The next few hours, until I was in her presence, would feel like forever, I knew. And while I worked, trying to stay busy in a futile effort to distract myself, my cock throbbed relentlessly inside Crystal's cage.

At precisely 3 PM, I downed tools and signed myself off-site. An advantage of working downtown was that I had no trouble hailing a cab. But the car crawled slowly through the maze of traffic and one-way streets in the city's core, and I could feel my anxiety growing with each passing minute. Crystal's house lay out in the leafy suburbs where the rich folk live, and I was terrified of being late. Finally, the taxi emerged from the downtown traffic like a cork pulled from a wine bottle and began to pick up speed as I made my way across the city. It pulled up on the curb in front of Crystal's house just in time. I fished some money from my pocket and handed it over to the driver, not even caring that I overtipped. It didn't matter. Nothing mattered, except the faint hope of physical release that Crystal had offered.

It was all I could do not to run up the broad driveway that led to Crystal's house. The garage door was open. In a flash, I realized what my mistress wanted. Stepping into the garage, I pressed the button on the wall that brought the overhead door down to the ground. Shielded from prying eyes, I quickly stripped off my clothes, leaving them in a dusty pile on the floor of the garage. Crystal did not permit me to wear clothes inside her house, and I suspected that would go double for my dirty work clothes. I wished she had allowed me time to shower as I made my way up the few steps that led to the door to the rest of the house. But Crystal wanted what she wanted. Drawing a deep breath, I turned the door handle and stepped into Crystal's house.

"Is that my boy toy?" Crystal's voice echoed through the large space of the house. It seemed to be coming from the kitchen. My heart pounded steadily in my chest, the blood roaring like a jet taking off in my ears as I followed the sound deeper into my mistress's house. There was no way of knowing what she had in store for me. Crystal had already demonstrated that her imagination was as far beyond mine as her experience was. But whatever it was, I was ready to face it for the hope of an orgasm. My cock ached reliably inside the cage. The only way out was through Crystal's mercy.

And so, as I stepped around the corner into the house's well-equipped kitchen, my anticipation was sky high. But what I saw in front of me made my heart freeze in panic.

Crystal was waiting for me. Her dazzling eyes glowed over the rim of a wine glass she held to her lips, paused in the act of taking a sip. That explained the way she had sounded on the phone. It was early in the day, but she had clearly been drinking. She sat on a tall stool in front of the marble-topped island of her kitchen, a variety of plates of food laid out in front of her. Somehow, she looked even more stunning than I remembered. She wore a simple black dress with a print of red flowers on it, the thin fabric clinging to every curve of her body as she sat on her stool with her legs crossed. She was gorgeous. The constant ache in my caged cock got instantly worse at the sight of her, and I wondered if she knew why I winced in pain when I laid eyes on her. Something told me that she did.

But that wasn't the only thing that made me wince. Crystal wasn't alone.

Beside her sat a woman I had never seen before. I guessed her to be around Crystal's age, which would make her a good twenty years older than I was. Red hair cascaded in gentle waves over her shoulders. She wore a gray sleeveless dress, holding a wineglass just as Crystal was. Thick dark lashes framed sparkling brown eyes that widened at the sight of me. A gold watch glittered on her wrist, matching the rings on her fingers. She looked exactly like what Crystal was, a well-preserved and wealthy older woman with time on her hands. She didn't have Crystal's breathtaking beauty, but she was still an attractive woman. And in my hyperaroused state, every kind of feminine beauty was exaggerated.

But the arousal I felt was nothing compared to the shame that flowed through me. I had had no idea that Crystal intended to expose me like this. Yet there I was, standing in her kitchen, naked apart from the steel cage locked on to my cock. And as I stood as though rooted to the spot with shock, the unknown woman's eyes drifted down my body, and her white teeth showed in a scandalized smile as she saw my imprisoned manhood.

“Oh my God, Crystal,” she said, her eyes never leaving my body as she spoke. “You weren’t kidding, were you?”




9. Mistress’s Friend

 

Crystal never made it easy. Not once. She kept changing gears faster than I could keep up, ramping up the kinkiness and the humiliation so that I never knew what was coming next. Anytime I thought I was starting to get to grips with what was going on between us, she would take it to another level. Remember that I had only known this woman for less than a week. I never met Crystal while I was dating her daughter Gemma. It was only after we had split up that Crystal got in contact with me. And in that short space of time, she had made me do the most unspeakable things. She had bent me to her desires as though I had no will of my own, as though I was hers to do with as she pleased. I was. I may never know exactly how Crystal realized that so quickly. She had a lot more experience than me, of course. But how did she know I would go along with her crazy games? The truth is, she didn't. I didn't know it at the time, and only learned much later, that Crystal had been around enough to know what she wanted, from her life and from the men she welcomed into it. She was no longer interested in settling for second best. If I hadn't bent to her will so readily, if I hadn't gotten on my knees under the table in that restaurant and eaten her pussy at her command, that would've been the end of it. I would never have seen her again. And Crystal would've moved on to some other man, someone more ready to submit to her outrageous demands.

But I had. I had done what Crystal said, almost from the moment we met. And because of that, she felt encouraged to keep pushing my boundaries. Crystal wanted more than merely a submissive man. She wanted a man that she could mold to fit her desires exactly. She wanted a man who was inexperienced in these games, yet ready to acquiesce to her wishes. She wanted a younger man she could train to be her boy toy. It might've been anyone. But instead, it was me.

Still, this was unexpected. Before the weekend, I had never so much as worn handcuffs. And now I was standing naked in the kitchen of a woman who made me call her Mistress, who had locked away my cock in an inescapable chastity device. And it wasn't just Crystal's beautiful eyes that were witnessing my ongoing shame. A complete stranger was staring at me in disbelief, a broad smile spreading across her scandalized face as she looked at me. I could hardly bring myself to meet her eyes. And part of me wanted to run. My muscles twitched, my body ready to dash for the door and try to hide my shame. But I didn't. After all, Crystal and her friend had already seen me. Running away wasn't going to wash away the shame of exposure. Maybe that was what I told myself, but it wasn't the truth. Not the whole truth. What kept me there was the faint hope that Crystal forever dangled in front of me, the desperate desire for an orgasm I had been feeling since the morning she locked her cage around my cock. The one and only way to get what I wanted was to do as Crystal said.

And so, while the two women stared at me, one in disbelief, the other with a kind of smug satisfaction, I simply stood there. My skin flushed with shame, red waves of it rising all the way from my toes to the roots of my hair as I blushed before them. But I didn't leave. I couldn't. As long as Crystal held the key to my chastity device, I would have to do what she said. And the knowledge of that, my total helplessness in the face of this fresh humiliation, made my cock ache all the more as it tried yet again to swell inside the steel device. There was no way to pretend otherwise: being humiliated like this was turning me on. And Crystal had been counting on that fact.

“I told you,” said Crystal, her eyes flickering briefly toward her friend before returning to me. “I picked up a new toy on the weekend. What do you think?’

There was a pause before her friend replied. The other woman's mouth was open, revealing the dark cavern behind her flawless white teeth. What had Crystal told her? The woman was clearly shocked. But then, who wouldn't be? The story of what had happened to me at Crystal's hands over the weekend was barely believable. If I hadn't been there myself, I might not have believed it either. But there was no denying the truth of it now. I was the living proof, standing in front of the two of them naked except for my caged cock.

"Where did you find him?" Crystal's friend might be surprised, but I noticed that she wasn't exactly appalled. In fact, she couldn't keep the smile from her face. Under her painted eyelids, her brown eyes glittered. She could barely keep her eyes off me. And I clenched my hands at my sides, resisting the urge to try to cover myself. Crystal would never allow it. Besides, there was nothing left to hide. This stranger had seen everything.

"Funny story," Crystal smirked. She let the words hang in the air for a moment while she took another sip of wine. Always completely in control, letting us both hang on her every word. "He used to date my  Gemma."

“He did not!” Finally tearing her gaze away from me, Crystal’s friend turned with an expression of shock on her face toward my mistress. Crystal nodded as she took another sip of wine, as though there was nothing more ordinary in the world. As though the relationship between us, whatever it was, was as natural as the sunrise.

"He did," Crystal confirmed. "And then he cheated on her. And I decided that dirty little cheaters who can't be trusted need to be taught a lesson. So now I've locked his cock away. He doesn't get to use it at all anymore without my permission."

"Oh my God," the other woman gasped, covering her open mouth with both hands for a moment as she turned back to me. Her eyes dropped again to the device locked around my cock. Completely humiliated, I stared at the floor. But at the sound of Crystal's stool being pushed back from the kitchen island, I raised my head again. Crystal was walking toward me, her movements as slow and controlled and deliberate as ever. She was wearing a pair of black patent leather pumps that made her sway with every step she took, the hem of her light dress brushing against her mid-thigh as she walked. She was so beautiful it all but took my breath away. It was almost enough to make me forget the pure insanity of the situation I found myself in, the deep humiliation I was enduring in front of this stranger. Almost.

"I recommend it highly," Crystal said as she drew level with me. Her high heels echoed on the floor as she circled slowly around me. I felt like some cornered prey animal about to be devoured as she circled me. "You know how men are. They only ever think with their cocks. So control the cock, and you control the man. It's really that simple." I gasped as Crystal stood beside me, facing her friend, and seized my caged cock in her hand. The cruel steel bars made it all but impossible to feel her touch, yet it excited me anyway. Just her physical presence, so close to me, the smell of her perfume wafting over me as I trembled at her side.

"And he agrees to this?" Crystal's friend sounded incredulous.

"Of course," Crystal smirked. "Deep down, men know that we're superior to them. Secretly, they want to do as they're told. My boy toy knows his place now. Don't you?"

"Yes, Mistress," I groaned. A shriek of laughter from the watching woman pierced my heart as I spoke.

"Really, I'm doing him a favor," Crystal went on. "It's tough for these poor boys to run their own lives. They don't have the mental capacity for it. By taking away his ability to make decisions, I've made things nice and simple for him. All he has to do is obey my orders, and maybe one day I'll let him cum. But only if he does exactly what I say." I groaned as Crystal's fingers massaged my balls. The women laughed together, the joyful sound filling the echoing space of the kitchen as they savored my humiliation. And there was a wildness in that laughter that I could detect, fueled by the wine they had drunk, and fueled by more than that. Fueled by power. Fueled by knowing that what Crystal said was true, and that I was completely in their control. Just like Crystal always said, I was a toy to be used for her amusement. And now apparently, that included the amusement of her friend.

“This is Morgan,” Crystal said, turning to me for a moment. “She’s a very good friend of mine. And I expect you to treat her with the same respect as you treat me. The same respect you should show all women. Is that clear?”

"Yes, Mistress," I said. I didn't need to look over at Morgan to know that her eyes were shining with glee as she stared at me.

"You see?" Crystal grinned at Morgan. "He only met me on Saturday, and already he worships the ground I walk on. Don't you, boy toy?"

“Yes, Mistress.”

"Then show her. Show Morgan that you know your place in my house. Get down on your knees and kiss my feet." Morgan shrieked with laughter again, clapping her hands together joyfully as she watched from the kitchen island. My cheeks burned. But Crystal never joked. I could feel the tension in the air as she stared at me, knowing that the consequences for showing her up in front of her friend would be dire. My mistress might never forgive a social embarrassment like that. And the ache in my imprisoned cock was nothing compared to what she might do to me if I failed her now. So while a gale of female laughter swelled around me, I sank to my knees. Placing my hands on the cool floor, I lowered my face to Crystal's feet. The leather of her shoes was as warm as her skin as I kissed her feet, over and over, from her toe to her ankle, first one foot, then the other. I heard Morgan move, rising up from her stool to get a better view of my disgrace. And I went on kissing Crystal's feet until she told me to stop, my cock aching desperately in the confines of the chastity device as I degraded myself in front of the two women.

"Good," Crystal said at last when she was finally happy with my submissive adoration. "Stand up." Wordlessly, I rose back up to my feet. Morgan was standing now, one hand resting on the kitchen island as she watched Crystal and me. Slowly, Crystal began to circle around me again. I sighed as I felt her fingertips on my skin, sliding over my shoulders. Standing behind me, Crystal suddenly wrapped an arm around my neck and pulled me back against her. Her slender body was much smaller than mine, and we both knew that I was physically stronger. But what did that matter when she had my cock under lock and key? If I ever could have resisted her, the time to do so was long ago, long before things went this far. The feel of her body pressed against my back drove hot nails of desire into my spine as Crystal spoke.

"You stink," she said, drawing another burst of laughter from Morgan as she sniffed theatrically. "Have you been working hard on the construction site all day long?"

"Yes, Mistress," I said. Raising my eyes from the floor, I saw Morgan staring directly at me. One painted finger sat at the corner of her pink lips, her mouth slightly open as she gazed at me. And Crystal's hand made its slow way down from my shoulder over my body, sliding over my chest, feeling the ridges of my abdominal muscles as it crept ever southward.

"Tell Morgan how old you are," Crystal's voice echoed in my

ear.

"Twenty two, Mistress," I said. The title was addressed to Crystal. But I saw the quick intake of breath Morgan made as I spoke. The glow in her eyes alternately terrified and excited me. It reminded me of the way Crystal sometimes looked at me.

"Twenty two? My God," Morgan breathed.

"Well, our husbands do it all the time," Crystal said. I could hear the smile in her voice she spoke. "Why shouldn't we have some eye candy for ourselves? Who needs a saggy beer gut and  a cock that only gets half hard you can have a boy toy like this?" Crystal's hand lay on my stomach, feeling my breath going in and out as I stood between her and Morgan. "There's so much we can have him do," Crystal said, in a voice that raised the hairs on the back of my neck. "But first things first. You need a shower."

"Yes, Mistress," I groaned. I remembered all too well what had happened to me last time Morgan had me in her shower. But there was no point in arguing. As overmatched as I always was by Crystal's presence, I had even less chance of resisting the two of them.

"Can you give me a hand, Morgan?" Crystal asked. I watched Morgan smile as she set her wine glass down on the kitchen island.

“Sure,” she giggled.

"Come on then," Crystal said as she unwrapped her body from mine and stood beside me. I felt her take my hand in hers, and the gesture seemed oddly affectionate, given its context. Morgan stepped toward the two of us. There was a momentary pause, and I shrank inwardly under the bright gaze of her brown eyes as she stared at me again. Then she reached out, this total stranger, and took hold of my other hand.

"Let's go upstairs," Crystal said. And the two women led me forward, each holding one of my hands in theirs as I stumbled behind them in a kind of daze. The two of them were so elegant, so beautiful, so in control. Along with her gray dress, Morgan wore a pair of brown leather boots that clung to her calves, and the way her body moved in her dress as she climbed the stairs ahead of me was almost enough to make me cry out at the pain from my trapped cock. Whenever I could bear to look away from Crystal, anyway. My raven-haired mistress led me up the stairs, walking in her tall heels as though born in them, and just the faint whispering of the material of her dress against her skin was almost enough to drive me to distraction.

The two women led me through Crystal’s bedroom to the same en suite bathroom we had used on Sunday. Standing me in front of the shower, they released their hold on my hands.

"Wait here," Crystal said with a smile. "I need to get something." Her high heels rapped rapidly on the bathroom floor as she headed back into her bedroom. I knew where she was going. The walk-in closet that had been my overnight prison, where she kept all of her toys. While we waited, Morgan leaned back against the bathroom sink, her hands on the countertop behind her. I couldn't stop myself from noticing the way her round breasts rose and fell under the gray fabric of her dress as she breathed.

"When Crystal told me about you, I didn't really believe it," Morgan said at last. "Is it true you used to date Gemma?"

“Yes, I said uneasily. Crystal insisted that I address her as Mistress, but I had received no such order regarding Morgan. Still, the silence hung heavily after my word. Was I supposed to obey Morgan too?

"And now your Crystal's slave?"

I shrugged in silence. These things are difficult to talk about even with someone you know. It wasn’t something I wanted to get into with a stranger, even if I had somehow known what to say. But the relationship between Crystal and me was barely any clearer to me than it must be to Morgan. I didn’t think of myself as a slave, even while the word sent another bright bolt of arousal racing along my spine. But I could hardly claim to be her boyfriend, either. What label do you put on something like this?

"Does it hurt? Having your… thingie all locked up like that?" I would have welcomed Morgan's change of subject if she had chosen to speak of something else. But as though it knew it was being discussed, my cock again attempted to swell in the cage as Morgan stared at it.

“Yeah, it does,” I admitted.

"So why do you let her do it?" Morgan's brow furrowed quizzically as she asked the question. My eyes darted around the bathroom, as though I might find some answer there among the smooth tiles and shining fixtures. How could I possibly explain it to her? How could I admit to this complete stranger that bowing to Crystal's will made me feel more alive than anything else in my experience? How could I hope to convey what it did to me when Crystal took control like this? I could barely even explain it to myself. But Crystal had told me to respect her friend. And Morgan was waiting for an answer.

"I… It turns me on, I guess," I mumbled, staring at the glossy shine of Morgan's brown boots as I spoke. "I don't know. It's hard to explain."

"What's hard to explain?" Crystal swept back into the bathroom like the wind, her footsteps accompanied by the metallic clinking of the objects she held in her hands.

"Your… boy toy here was trying to explain why he lets you keep him locked up like this," Morgan smiled. I could feel her eyes on me again as she crossed her arms under her breasts, leaning back against the sink as though savoring my discomfort.

"Oh, that's easy," Crystal said as she stepped towards me. "I don't give him any other choice. He either does exactly as I say, or I get rid of him and find someone else who knows how to follow orders. Besides, now that he is all locked up, he knows he'll never get to cum again unless he pleases me." While Morgan laughed loudly, Crystal slid aside the door of the shower cubicle and pushed me inside. I didn't try to resist as she looped the long handcuffs I had worn on the weekend around the same grab bar she had shackled me to then. Resigned to my fate, I let her fasten the cuffs around my wrists, imprisoning me in the shower. Crystal stepped back out of the cubicle before turning the water on. I gasped at the sudden cold, but to my relief, the water soon turned warm. I blinked rapidly under the streaming liquid, trying to keep my eyes on the two women that stood just outside the cubicle.

As though there was nothing more normal in the world, Crystal reached for the hem of her dress and pulled it up over her head in one smooth motion. Morgan gasped in shock as she watched her friend disrobe, kicking off her high heels and unfastening her bra before tossing it to the bathroom floor. Crystal's full breasts were considerably larger than Morgan's, and yet they rode high on her chest, defying gravity as the swollen pink nipples puckered in the open air.

"What?" Crystal shrugged as Morgan stared at her open-mouthed. "I'm going to give him a shower. You're welcome to join us if you like." Morgan laughed, more in surprise than in genuine amusement, but Crystal seemed not to hear. Hooking her thumbs under the waistband of her panties, she pulled them quickly down and stepped out of them. Naked now, Crystal stepped into the shower cubicle with me. The pain in my trapped cock was incredible as she squeezed soap onto a sponge. On the weekend, I had been forced to bathe her, and it was utter torture to caress every curve of her body without being granted the release I sought. Now, clearly, she intended to return the favor. And Crystal smiled as she ran the foamy sponge over my chest, the cascading water slicking her black hair back over her shoulders as she began to wash me.

I was panting for air. The steel cage locked on my cock twitched with every throb of my imprisoned member. The long chain of the handcuffs that held me rattled against the bar attached to the wall as I tried to reach out and touch my mistress's gorgeous body. But it was no use. Crystal stayed maddeningly out of reach, like a mirage that taunts a man dying of thirst in some endless desert. And all the while, the sponge kept moving, over my chest, my stomach, my legs, slowly and steadily making its way towards the stainless steel of the chastity device. I closed my eyes, struggling to breathe as I considered what it would feel like to be free in that moment. Not even free; my hands could stay cuffed for all I cared, so long as she would unlock my cock. But she didn't. Soapy water flowed through the bars of the cage, washing my manhood yet denying me the pleasure that should have accompanied the sensation.

And there was worse to come.

Absorbed as I was in what Crystal was doing, I didn't immediately notice that Morgan had begun to remove her clothes. Only as she shimmied her way out of her gray dress and began to unzip her tall boots did I realize what was happening. I groaned out loud, and Crystal chuckled as she looked back over her shoulder to see her friend undressing. Once she was as naked as Crystal was, Morgan slid open the door of the shower and stepped inside. The three of us stood naked under the cascading water, and my eyes darted from one woman to another and back again. Even Crystal's oversized shower was cramped with the three of us in there, and every movement of the two women caused some piece of soft flesh to rub against me in a way that made my nerves jangle. Morgan's skin glistened under the water just as Crystal's did, and her nipples were as hard and swollen as her friend's. Smiling, Crystal handed Morgan the sponge, and Morgan began to wash me, her movements more tentative than Crystal's had been but her excitement just as apparent. Crystal ran her fingers through her hair, turning her back to me as she began to wash herself, too. When Morgan started to scrub her back, I couldn't take it any longer.

"Please, Mistress," I sobbed with irresistible desire. "Please let me cum, please! I'll do anything you say!" There was a terrible silence as two sets of beautiful female eyes turned on me. Morgan and Crystal stood still for a moment under the falling water, both staring at me as though unable to believe what they had heard. Then, as though reacting to some hidden cue only they could hear, the two of them dissolved in laughter. Laughing at me. I groaned as my cock ached inside the gleaming steel cage. One cruel mistress had been more than I could handle. How could I possibly survive two?

"Silly boy," Crystal said as she stepped closer to me. I sighed as she took my caged cock in her hand again, tugging gently but firmly on the cage until my balls ached. "You know that orgasms are for girls. You're not even close to earning that privilege yet." Morgan's bright laughter bounced back from the glass walls of the shower as she listened.

"But I called you over here so you could entertain me and my friend," Crystal continued. "Maybe if you do a really good job of serving us both and keeping us happy, we might let you have your little orgasm. Or maybe not. It's not up to you, is it?"

“No, Mistress,” I gasped between trembling lips.

"That's right," Crystal said. Her beautiful eyes were even more striking with her hair slicked back from her face by the running water. They moved over my face as she studied my expression, her tongue showing momentarily just inside her lower lip as though she could taste my anguish like the finest wine. "It's up to me," she said. "But with Morgan here, you're going to have to work even harder to keep us happy. Because it's no longer just me that you need to impress."

I groaned loudly, a mixture of desire and despair that was all but torn from my body as Crystal continued to toy with my caged manhood. Both women laughed again, delighted with what they had reduced me to. Crystal, of course, was all too aware of the power her beauty gave her over me. But Morgan's face shone with the delight of someone who's discovered something entirely new. And that almost worried me more than Crystal's level calm.

Still, what choice did I have? Crystal was right. Fear and lust went to war inside my heart as I recognized that now, I had two mistresses to please.




10. A New Game

 

Morgan and Crystal took their time. I had noticed before the way that Crystal never seemed to be in a hurry, her movements always purposeful and unhurried as though to emphasize the fact that she was in no rush. Drawing attention to the power imbalance between us. And Morgan was taking her cues from her friend. The two women were all smiles, giggling like young girls as they touched one another in front of me. Judging by the way they were reacting, I suspected that neither of them had ever done anything quite like this before. I couldn't decide if that made watching them more erotic or not. Either way, desire growled inside me like a caged animal as I watched, the shower cubicle in which I was a prisoner ringing with female laughter and shining with the reflection of water on soft desirable bodies. Of course it was torture; it was supposed to be. Locked in the steel chastity device to which Crystal held the only key, my cock ached painfully as it tried to harden. There was no relief. Even if my hands had not been cuffed to the grab bar anchored to the wall of the shower, anything I might've done would only have increased the torment. I couldn't cum, the thing I most wanted to do at that particular place and time. Crystal had made sure of that. And she and Morgan were enjoying the feeling of total freedom, frolicking naked in the knowledge that there was nothing I could do about it.

Not that they hesitated to involve me in their fun. The two of them washed one another, and they washed me too, rubbing lather into my skin again and again, making sure to touch every part of my body. I had never been so clean, and rarely felt so dirty. Both women were older than me by a good 20 years, and yet you would think that they were giddy girls, the way they were carrying on. New experiences can keep anyone young, I guess.

Crystal's supply of hot water seemed limitless, unlike the meager allowance in my own apartment. But eventually, even the longest shower of my life had to come to an end. I might almost have been relieved if it hadn't been such a maddeningly delightful experience in its way. Besides, I knew that more was coming. Crystal hadn't called me over here after work just so she and her friend could wash me. I knew her well enough already to know that she had other ideas in mind.

After a final rinse, Crystal turned the handle to cut off the water. Sliding aside the glass door of the shower cubicle, she stepped out into the bathroom and reached for a fluffy towel on the rack. I watched as Morgan followed, casting a sly smile in my direction as she reached for the towel Crystal offered her. Her copper-colored hair was plastered to her neck and shoulders, the slick tendrils clinging wetly to her damp skin. The shower had removed most of her makeup, but her brown eyes still shone with mischief as she dried herself off. She was a very attractive woman in her own right. If I'd seen her on the street or in some bar somewhere, I most definitely would have noticed Morgan. But in Crystal's company, she was easier to overlook. My mistress was truly beautiful, in a way most women aspire to be but that very few ever attain.  Morgan looked great for her age, but Crystal looked fantastic for any age. If she had ever let me sleep with her, Crystal would most definitely have been the most beautiful woman I had ever slept with. And that included her daughter Gemma.

Still smiling at one another, as though not quite believing what had happened between them, the two women dried themselves off. I noticed that Morgan wrapped herself in her towel, some trace elements of shyness still lingering within her and making her unwilling to stand naked in front of a man she had just met. Crystal, of course, had no such qualms. The fact that her friend was in the bathroom with her seemed to mean nothing to her as she set aside her own towel and stepped back through the open door of the shower cubicle. She unfastened the long cuffs that held me chained to the bar inside the shower, letting the cuffs trail from one of my wrists as she led me out into the bathroom. Morgan watched every moment of my humiliation as though she was trying to memorize it. And predictably, being watched so closely only ensured that my cock throbbed all the more urgently inside the chastity device I wore.

Like a trained animal, I followed Crystal out of the shower. Morgan's gleaming eyes stayed on me as Crystal led me past her and through the bathroom door into the bedroom. Unfastening the cuff that still hung from one of my wrists, she carelessly tossed the handcuffs onto the bed behind her. I heard the floorboards creak as Morgan followed us into the bedroom, still wrapped in her towel and watching from the bathroom doorway.

"I could use a drink after that," Morgan said, her gorgeous multifaceted eyes sparkling as she stared at me. "How about you, Morgan?"

"Sure," Morgan said, shrugging her slender shoulders above the towel wrapped around her body.

"Go get us both some more wine," Crystal said to me. "And bring up some of the snacks from downstairs, too." I nodded. I heard Morgan spluttering with laughter again as I wordlessly turned and made my way toward the bedroom door. What was I going to do, argue with Crystal? That would be beyond stupid. I was as worked up as ever, boiling over with unrelenting desire, and the only way out of my predicament was to do what Crystal said. Or else I could leave. But why on earth would I do that? Two sexy older women were naked in front of me and clearly in the mood to play. Even if the games could feel like torture to me, there was no part of me that wanted to leave.

So I hurried downstairs, my caged cock bouncing at every step like an unnecessary reminder of my lowly position. I found an open bottle of wine in Crystal's massive fridge and poured two fresh glasses. Setting the wineglasses down on top of a platter that held a spread of meats and cheeses and olives, I picked up the entire thing and carried it back upstairs. I had eaten my lunch hours ago, and my stomach rumbled at the smell of the food in front of me. But hunger was so low down on my list of priorities that I barely even registered the sensation. My appetite could wait. I was sexually starved, and compared to that, the first stirrings of hunger were nothing.

Back in the bedroom, Crystal and Morgan were both lying on the bed. Both of them raised their eyes to me as I came through the door, and my cheeks burned at the bright burst of laughter that rose from the two of them at the sight of me.

"Look at him," Morgan gasped in disbelief as her eyes roamed up and down my body yet again. "You've got him so well-trained!"

"It's easy," Crystal said. "Once the chastity goes on, they'll do whatever you say. Trust me. It's easier than training a puppy."

"Maybe you're right," Morgan said, her eyes never leaving me as I approached the foot of the bed. "Maybe I should give it a try with Dan. Although I have no idea how I would talk him into it." Among the rings that glittered on Morgan's fingers, I saw the ostentatious diamond on her ring finger, and my heart contracted. It never even occurred to me to wonder about Morgan's relationship status. Crystal so far as I knew was single. Or if she wasn't, she didn't seem to care. And perhaps Morgan was the same way. As far as I was concerned, it made very little difference. As turned on as I was, I would have done anything for the chance to fuck either of these two women, married or not. But I couldn't deny that the thought of Morgan adopting some of Crystal's kinky practices in her own life sounded hot. Even as I pitied whatever man she was talking about, wild images of Morgan as a mistress like Crystal raced through my mind.

"I'm sure you have your methods," Crystal grinned at her friend. "You know how men are. Get them hard, and you can convince them of nearly anything." The two women laughed again as I carefully set down the platter I carried on the bed between them. Crystal's canopy bed dwarfed them both as they lay on either side of the mattress, both lying on their sides as they faced one another. Crystal sat up as I set down the food, and her bare breasts moved as she reached for one of the wine glasses. Her breathtaking eyes watched me over the rim of the glass as she took a slow sip. I could almost see her brain working inside her beautiful skull, concocting more delicious torments for me to endure.

Shifting on the bed, Crystal reached across the mattress to set her wine glass down on the bedside table. Then she climbed off the mattress. I watched her breasts bounce as she moved, rising to her feet at the side of the bed. With that same slow deliberateness in her movements, she circled around the bed to stand in front of me. I watched along with Morgan as she reached for the handcuffs she had tossed onto the mattress earlier.

My hands were free. But I didn't try to resist as Crystal took my balls in one hand. I just groaned faintly at the feel of her fingers against my sensitive skin. Crystal placed one of the cuffs around my balls and the base of my cock, just below the chastity device that was similarly locked onto me. The mechanism of the cuff clicked as she closed it in place. And with the chain swinging between us, she locked the other end of the cuffs to the rail on the footboard of her bed. Releasing her hold on me, Crystal sauntered back around to climb back onto the bed again, taking another sip of wine in the process. Like some kind of living ornament, all I could do was stand there facing the two women as their gleaming eyes stared at me.

"He doesn't try to resist you at all," Morgan said.

“Of course not,” Crystal replied. “He knows if he does, I’ll never let him cum. He has to let me treat him however I want if he ever wants another orgasm.”

“Are you going to give him one?” I tried not to react as Morgan asked the very question that was burning inside my own mind. Crystal smiled slyly at me, letting the silence lengthen while she studied my reaction.

"I haven't decided yet," she said at last. "He's been fairly obedient, but there's always room for improvement. Besides, when I'm having this much fun, I have to wonder if it's worth unlocking him at all."I could feel my heartbeat inside my chest, my breath short as I listened and wondered just how genuine Crystal was being. There was always an element of the theatrical with her, a sense in which she was playing a role. But she played it so well that it was impossible to say where it ended, and the real woman began. If there even was a division. After all that had passed between us, it was almost hard to believe that I had only known Crystal for a few days at that point. I barely knew her at all. And yet she seemed to know me, or at least the part of me that she was most interested in. As though she had a detailed plan of my entire psyche, and was using it to control me

expertly.

"But you can't – you know," Morgan said. "With that thing on."

"Fuck him, you mean?" Crystal said bluntly. "That's true. But there are lots of other ways he can please me. For one, his oral skills are really coming along nicely." Morgan shrieked with laughter at that, and Crystal allowed a faint smile to spread across her pink lips. She took another sip of wine while Morgan's laughter slowly subsided.

“Did I tell you that I had him go down on me in the restaurant the night we met?”

“Shut up!” Morgan shrieked. “You did not!” Morgan turned her dazzling eyes on me.

"Tell her, boy toy," she ordered. I drew a deep breath before speaking, my hands clenching uselessly at my sides as the chain hung slack between my genitals and the bed frame.

“Yes, Mistress,” I said, as Morgan threw back her head and laughed loudly at me. “You did have me go down on you in the restaurant.”

"Such a dirty boy," Morgan said, her voice taking on a faint edge of aggression as she spoke between her teeth. She was looking at me now. The slight shyness she seemed to feel in front of me was slowly evaporating. I could almost see it disappear. Inspired by Crystal's unassailable confidence, Morgan seemed to be understanding more and more the true nature of this game we were playing. And it both excited and terrified me to watch it happen.

"He is," Crystal agreed. "That's how I like them. Tell Morgan how my pussy tasted, boy toy."

"Delicious, Mistress." I could hardly be surprised as Morgan laughed again. But there was only one correct answer. And in this case, it happened to be the truth. I tried not to wince as my cock ached inside the chastity device again at the thought of that first night, and the thrilling humiliation I had felt as I hid beneath the table and licked my ex-girlfriend's mother's pussy. It had felt dirty and wrong at the time, thrillingly so, and everything that had happened since had had the same flavor of outrageous delight. This bizarre interrogation was doing nothing to mitigate the rampant lust I was feeling.

"You want to try him?" It took me a moment to understand the meaning behind Crystal's words as she spoke to Morgan. But when I did, a tremor raced through my body. That she would so casually offer me like that, without so much as checking to see how I would feel about it. But of course, that was the whole point. Crystal wanted to reinforce the idea that I was her property, to lend to her friends she saw fit. And she was right. Another wave of shame washed over me as I acknowledged the fact that if Crystal ordered me to go down on her friend right there and then, I would willingly do so. Morgan was endlessly sexy, lying there with her gorgeous body barely covered by the fluffy towel she still wore. I didn't need a chastity device locked onto my cock to make me comply with a demand like that.

"Are you serious?" Morgan gasped. Her white teeth showed in her open mouth as she looked with shock at Crystal, then at me, then at Crystal again. Crystal merely shrugged, as though she had been offering her friend a cup of coffee.

"If you want," Crystal said casually. "He's here for our entertainment, after all." Morgan pressed a hand to her chest, as though scandalized at the offer. But I saw the sly smile on her face, and could read the meaning behind it. She was actually considering it. And pain swelled again in the pit of my stomach as my cock predictably tried to harden.

"I've got an idea," Crystal suddenly said. Setting a wine glass down on the bedside table again, she leaned forward over the platter of food I had brought. I watched as she scooped up some of the pitted olives in her hand. "Best of three wins," she said with a sly smile. "The winner gets their pussy eaten."

"Best-of-three what?" Morgan asked. But Crystal turned to me.

"Open your mouth," she ordered. Morgan laughed as Crystal kneeled on the mattress, holding one olive between her fingers. I did as I was told, while shame and humiliation raced through me again. There was nothing else I could do. Crystal threw an olive, and it bounced off my forehead before falling to the floor.

"This is so ridiculous," Morgan said. But I noticed that she was climbing up onto her knees as she spoke. Reaching for the dish of olives, she scooped a few up in her hands. Ridiculous or not, she was willing to play Crystal's game. Adjusting her towel slightly, still reluctant to let me see her naked again, she positioned herself on the mattress and threw another olive. I managed to catch this one in my mouth, and Morgan cheered as I hurriedly chewed and swallowed.

"Better catch this one, boy toy," Crystal growled as she lined up her next shot. "You don't want me to have to spank you again, do you?" While Morgan laughed, Crystal took her shot. I shifted my feet, trying to anticipate where the olive would go, and this time, I was successful. The olive Crystal threw landed in my mouth, and I quickly ate it before opening my mouth to receive the next one.

Morgan's next shot went wide. Crystal's subsequent attempt bounced off my chin. Morgan tried again and managed to score another point as I caught the olive in my mouth. Crystal's next shot followed quickly, and was wildly inaccurate, flying past my head without so much as touching me.

Silently, mouth open, hands at my sides, I waited for Morgan's next shot. Fear bubbled inside me, fear of what Crystal might do if she lost this humiliating game. The thought of being beaten by her again was not something I welcomed. Would she do it in front of Morgan? Somehow, that would make it even worse. Maybe I ought to throw the competition, to do my best to make sure Crystal would win. Or would that make her more mad? With Crystal, I never knew. Besides, as much as Crystal might like to treat me like an object, I had desires of my own. I wanted to eat crystal out again. Of course I did. To see her squeal and convulse in physical pleasure on that huge bed, and to taste her ecstasy on my tongue. But Morgan was beautiful too. Not as beautiful as Crystal, maybe. But she was different. And I was a young man whose urge for variety had gotten him into this ridiculous situation in the first place. As I stood at the foot of the bed waiting for Morgan to take a shot, I wasn't sure what exactly I was hoping for.

In the end, it didn't matter. Morgan took her shot, and the olive flew from her hand, too quickly for me to react. It darted into my mouth like a bullet, and I had to struggle not to choke as it hit the back of my throat. Morgan cried out in triumph, the towel she wore slipping further down her body as she raised her arms in the air, and I chewed and swallowed the olive without tasting it as I watched Crystal's reaction.

“You win,” she said coolly. “He’s all yours, if you want him.”

"Really?" Morgan's brown eyes darted between Crystal and me again. I could hardly blame her being unsure of herself. It was another bizarre situation that Crystal had engineered, and I got the sense that Morgan was as new to these games as I was.

"Of course," Crystal shrugged. "That was the deal. The winner gets eaten out. Besides, when was the last time Dan did that for you?" Morgan didn't answer. Her teeth showed as she bit her lower lip, smiling almost despite herself at the thought of what she could do. I knew right there and then what was going to happen. Morgan might still be convincing herself, but I knew which way she would decide.

"Does he – do you want to?" Morgan's hands gripped the top of the towel she wore as she spoke to me. But Crystal interrupted before I could answer.

"Of course he does," she said. "Not that it matters either way. He's my toy, and he does what I tell him to. But he's a horny little boy. I bet he'd love to eat you out. Wouldn't you?"

"Yes, Mistress," I said. Morgan gasped in shock. Crystal's eyes glittered as she stared at me, another enigmatic smile shining on her face. At least she didn't seem angry to have lost her little game. And in some dim corner of my mind, I wondered if that had been her intention all along. I hoped so.

"Then ask her nicely," Crystal smirked. "Beg her for it. On your knees."

Both women laughed as I dropped to my knees on the floor at the foot of the bed. The chain attached to my caged cock grew tighter as I crouched. Morgan looked down at me, her eyes half-closed as she watched in silence. She shifted her position, sitting down on the mattress and inching closer to the foot of the bed to get a better view. Crystal did the same.

"Please," I said in the humblest voice I could manage, while my cock ached inside the steel chastity device, "please let me lick your beautiful pussy."

"Oh my God," Morgan said in a voice that was barely more than a whisper. " I've never had a man beg me for that before. "

"Get used to it," Crystal chuckled. "He'll do this every single day if I tell him to. Why don't you show my friend the proper respect by kissing her feet? Maybe then she'll let you kiss her in other places." One of Morgan's legs dangled off the foot of the bed, as she sat with the other tucked underneath her. She spluttered with laughter as I bent forward, placing my hands on the floor as I pressed my lips against the top of her foot. I could still smell the perfume of the soap from the shower as I kissed her toes.

“Please,” I groaned again. “Please let me lick you.”

"I think you should call me something," Morgan said, my heart contracted as I listen to her gradually taking control. "You call crystal mistress. You can call me… My lady."

"Yes, my lady," I said at once, to a chorus of laughter from the watching women. "Please, my lady," I begged, punctuating my words with ingratiating kisses on Morgan's foot, "please let me lick you."

“See?” Crystal said. “See how easy it is to control these horny young guys?”

"It really is," Morgan murmured. She shifted on the mattress, and her other foot appeared in front of me as she sat on the edge of the bed. While I showered it, too, with humble kisses, Morgan slowly unwrapped the towel from around herself and cast it to the floor beside the bed. She sat above me naked now, bare breasts rising and falling on her chest she breathed, her naked thighs slightly parted. Her hands on the mattress on either side of her hips for balance, she stared down at me as I kneeled at her feet.

"Okay, boy toy," she said, the faint tremble in her voice betraying her lack of the confidence Crystal so abundantly possessed. "You can lick me." While Crystal sighed in approval, I rose up on my knees. Gently, tenderly, I kissed my way along Morgan's legs, from her feet to her shins, over her knees and thighs, steadily moving closer toward her womanhood. And she let me. With every kiss on her fragrant skin, I could feel her hesitation, her reluctance, her inexperience with anything quite like this. But she didn't stop me. In fact, she inched closer to the edge of the bed, spreading her thighs slightly so that I could get between her legs.

Her pussy was completely shaved. I could see the swollen puffiness of her lips, and the faint damp sheen of her arousal as I kissed my way along her inner thighs. The scent of her filled my nostrils, so different from one woman to the next, and yet equally arousing every time. The chastity device felt smaller than ever as my cock strained against it. But I tried to ignore the pain as I lowered my head between Morgan's legs and ran my tongue over the silken folds of her pussy. Morgan sighed in pleasure, and I felt the bed move underneath her as Crystal rose up on her knees to get a better look.

"Remember, he's here for your pleasure," I heard Crystal say. "You can make him do it however you want." And I felt Morgan's long manicured nails against my scalp as she placed her hands on the back of my head, pulling me closer toward her. Another long gasp of pleasure filled the room as I licked and kissed, feeling her growing wetness as her arousal soared.

And while I devoted myself to the pleasure of a total stranger, my mistress watched it all. Between Morgan's thighs, I could see nothing but her dripping sex. But I could feel Crystal's scrutiny, those beautiful hypnotic eyes watching my every move, watching and enjoying the sensation of bending me to her will and humiliating me completely. I felt a tight knot of frustration in the pit of my stomach, and my caged cock screamed for relief. It was torture. So why did it feel so much like pleasure?
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11. Shared By His Mistress

 

"How was your day at Morgan's?"

I didn't raise my head as Crystal spoke. I knew better than that. Kneeling on the living room floor in front of the sofa, I kept my head between my mistress's spread legs. Crystal lay back on the couch, her dark hair contrasting sharply with the white furniture as it pooled around her beautiful face. And the faint moan of pleasure that rose from her throat as I slipped my tongue once again between the wet folds of her pussy made my aching cock throb painfully inside the steel chastity device that contained it.

"It was hard, Mistress," I said truthfully. Crystal laughed, a laugh that soon turned to another moan of pleasure as she gripped my head in her hands.

“I bet it was,” she said. “I bet she was almost as mean to you as I am.”

"Yes, Mistress," I said. It was true. Crystal was a woman with a great deal of experience, but Morgan was as new to these kinky games as I was. However, she had quickly taken to them. And why wouldn't she? For her and for Crystal, it was all upside. I was at their beck and call, ready to serve them at a moment's notice. In the months that passed since I had first met Morgan, the two of them had had enormous fun having me wait on them hand and foot. It wasn't even purely sexual. Sometimes, they would just use me as a kind of servant, having me bring them food and drinks. One memorable weekend afternoon, Crystal had summoned me to her house in order to give the two of them manicures. Once the job was complete, I had been dismissed, sent home without so much as a thought for my own desires. Ever since Crystal had locked the chastity cage on me, my life had gotten very difficult. Because Crystal and I both knew the truth that Morgan had also come to understand. I couldn't say no. The promise of orgasm dangled in front of me, and Crystal used it to push me further and further into submission to both of them. And even on the few occasions when she allowed it, when my humble servitude earned me permission to cum, it never seemed to do much to mitigate my desire. At least, never for long. I was young, and Crystal and Morgan were just too sexy for me. Especially Crystal. This might be hard to believe. In fact, I found it difficult to believe myself. But I couldn't deny the truth of my feelings. When Crystal had sent me over to Morgan's house to serve her friend, I had actually missed my mistress.

"Well? Cat got your tongue?" Crystal laughed softly at her own joke as I licked and kissed her streaming pussy on the sofa. "Tell me what happened. I want all the juicy details."

 

Morgan lived in the same neighborhood as Crystal did, the broad tree-lined streets near the edge of town where the rich had their homes. If anything, her house was even bigger than Crystal's. After I pressed the button at the gate and announced myself, it seemed to take forever just to walk up the driveway toward the front door of the house. And it wasn't just because the driveway was exceptionally long. Every step was taken against resistance, some part of my brain screaming at me that I shouldn't be doing this. It was one thing to submit to Crystal, and even to Morgan when she came to Crystal's house – something she had been doing more and more lately. But this was different. Crystal wouldn't be joining us. I would be completely in the hands of Morgan. And Morgan, of course, didn't have a key to my chastity device. No matter how well I served her, I wouldn't be getting released that day. That much was certain. So why do this at all?

Because Crystal had commanded it, of course. And with the inescapable chastity device locked onto my cock, Crystal owned my manhood. My orgasms were hers to award or deny as she saw fit. And for the most part, she denied them. Following her orders to the letter was the only method I had to achieve some kind of physical release. And I would be a fool to think that Morgan wouldn't gladly report any disobedience or infractions of the rules on my part to her friend.

So despite the feeble protests in my heart, I dragged myself up Morgan’s driveway and knocked on the front door. I waited a while on the broad step in front of the door, listening to footsteps echoing through the large house. Finally, the door opened.

Morgan looked fantastic. Her vibrant red hair hung in loose waves around her shoulders, framing her pretty face with its high forehead and delicate, slightly upturned nose. Her brown eyes glowed like syrup between dark lashes. Her lips were full and pink, carefully made up to look infinitely kissable as she smiled at the sight of me. Not that I had ever kissed Morgan. Not on the mouth, anyway.

"There you are, boy toy," she said, her adoption of Crystal's humiliating name for me causing a fresh bloom of pain to spread from my caged cock as she spoke. "Come inside." Morgan turned and stepped into the house, and I followed her, swinging the door shut behind me. Walking behind her gave me a chance to check her out, and my eyes roamed uncontrollably over her body while my trapped cock ached inside its cage. Morgan wore a green and black patterned shirt, the neckline a deep V that revealed the tempting swell of her breasts beneath the fabric. A wide black patent leather belt hugged her stomach, accentuating the provocative tininess of her waist. A black pencil skirt clung to her hips and ass, the fabric straining against her thighs with every step she took. Tall black high-heeled pumps completed the look and made her body as she moved. It was a look designed to turn me on, to make my cock try and fail to swell inside the tight metal that confined it. And it was working. Crystal kept me in a state of near-constant arousal as it was, my brief periods of release serving only to ramp-up the desire for her and her twisted games. Seeing Morgan like this was more than enough to tease and frustrate me. And there was no doubt in my mind, as I followed the beautiful older woman deep into her house, that she knew exactly what she was doing to me.

In her palatial kitchen, Morgan pulled open the door of the closet and reached inside. I waited while she pulled some items down from the shelves. Uncomprehendingly, I took them from her as she handed them to me. A plastic bucket with a brand-new sponge inside and an unopened bottle of detergent. Besides that, there was nothing but a folded white cloth. Morgan raised one eyebrow challengingly as she turned to face me.

"What – what do you want me to do, my lady?" The term of respect never failed to please Morgan. I saw the way her pink lips twitched at the corners as she smiled.

"You're here to do whatever I say, right?" she asked.

“Yes, my lady.”

"Good. So you're going to hand wash my car. It's outside in the driveway. And you're going to do it wearing nothing but these." As she spoke, Morgan picked up the folded white cloth from the edge of the bucket and held it out between her hands. I realized that it was a pair of shorts. Shorts that were smaller than the underwear I usually wore. God only knows where she got such an item of clothing from. I gulped back the urge to argue with her as she stared directly into my eyes. An order from her, Crystal had made abundantly clear, was the same as an order from my mistress. Morgan was not to be disobeyed. And something in her eyes gave me the impression that she might like nothing more than to get me into trouble with Crystal.

“You – you want me to wear that, my lady?”

"Yes. I do. So get changed. Right here." I glanced around the kitchen as she spoke, taking in what I could see of the sprawling house. But so far as I could tell, we were alone. I had only noticed one car parked in the driveway outside, and there was no sound of anyone else that I could detect. There was nothing to do but comply. I set the bucket down on the floor and took the shorts from Morgan's hand. She stood watching me, folding her arms under her breasts as I quickly stripped in her kitchen. I heard the faint chuckle of laughter she gave at the sight of my cock trapped in the inescapable chastity. It never failed to get a laugh from her. And once my clothes lay in a pile on the floor, I struggled into the shorts she had provided for me. They were brand-new, clearly bought especially for this. And they were far too small. The thin fabric was stretchy, but I felt as though I was pushing the limits of its tensile strength as I pulled them up over my legs. The bulge of my balls and caged cock showed through the front of the shorts as they sat high up on my thighs. Morgan's brown eyes studied the shorts thoughtfully, and she tapped one finger against her chin as though deep in thought as she stared at me.

"Turn around," she said at last. "Bend over. Touch your toes." My cheeks burned with humiliation as I did what she said. On display for her amusement, I bent at the waist, the shorts straining over my ass as my fingers brushed the floor. Morgan's high heels clicked on the floor, and I sucked in air she delivered a stinging slap to my ass. Her fingernails pressed against my skin through the fabric as she squeezed one cheek possessively. And I groaned as her hand journeyed slowly downwards, between my legs, gripping my balls and caged cock in one hand.

“Good,” she said in a low voice that made the hair stand up on the back of my neck. “That’ll give me something to look at while you serve me. Now, off you go. And you’d better do a good job. I want my car spotless. Don’t think I won’t check.”

"Yes, my lady," I breathed. Morgan released her grip on my balls, and I straightened up. Picking up the bucket from the floor, I began to reach for my discarded clothes until Morgan stopped me.

“Leave those there,” she ordered. “You’ll get those back when I decide to let you go.”

"Yes, my lady." Morgan had come a long way in a month. She seemed almost as comfortable giving me orders now as Crystal did.  Still, there was that slight smile on her pretty face as she did so, as though she was waiting for me to refuse. Her eyes, I had noticed, often scanned my face, as though she was looking for some sign that I had had enough. As though she never quite believed in what was happening, even as it happened right in front of her. But I was never going to resist or refuse. Crystal knew that. And with every day I spent submitting to her will, I could see that Morgan was beginning to doubt her power less and less.

“I’m very busy today,” Morgan added. “When I need you for something, I’ll come get you. Otherwise, I don’t want to be disturbed.”

"Yes, my lady," I said. With a faint nod, Morgan turned on her heels. Her footsteps echoed through the house as she strode off down the hallway, her swaying body silhouetted by the light from a large window at the far end of the hall. She was gorgeous. Just because she wasn't Crystal didn't change that fact. And my cock cried out for release inside the steel cage that held it; a release I knew would not be coming that day, no matter what happened.

So instead, I made my way back to the front door and stepped outside. Morgan's European sports car crouched in the driveway like some jungle cat ready to spring. It was a machine as gorgeous as its owner. With all my nervousness and anticipation as I arrived at the house, I had barely noticed it. But now, there was little else to focus on.

Filling my bucket from a hose that lay coiled close to the closed garage, I added some of the detergent and swirled the sponge through the mixture. I didn't even own a car of my own. This was just another way to humiliate me, to remind me of my lowly status in the eyes of both Crystal and Morgan. And it was working. I ran the sponge over the hood of the car, the metal warm from the sun. The bright light turned the many windows of Morgan's house into mirrors, and the relative darkness inside made it impossible for me to guess where she was. She might be watching me from one of those windows. She might be on the phone to Crystal, the two of them laughing at me and my total humiliation. Or she might be doing something else entirely. In a way, it was that possibility that scared me most of all. That she might set me some menial task and then forget about me, leaving me to function as some kind of unpaid servant without even the reward of playing with her. The relentless throbbing of my caged cock wasn't necessary to remind me how much it all turned me on. Whoever knew that washing a car could be so exciting?

Mindful of her instructions, I took my time washing Morgan's car. At least her driveway and property were large enough that I was confident no one could see me from the street in my ridiculous outfit. Working in construction had kept me in decent shape, and being as young as I was didn't hurt, either. I never went to the gym in those days; I didn't need to. My body fat percentage was low enough that my muscles showed through my skin naturally. And no doubt it flattered Morgan's ego to have a fit young guy in his early 20s washing her car in shorts that were more like underwear. If that's what Morgan wanted, that's what I would do.

In situations like this, it's hard to keep track of time. I wore no watch. Only the slow movement of the sun told me that the minutes were passing. And Morgan did not reappear. Whatever she was doing in the house, she had clearly decided I needed no part of it. All I could do was perform the task I had been assigned to the best of my ability and hope the rest of the day might involve some more exciting activities. So I scrubbed and rubbed, sponging off the dirt of the road from Morgan's sleek car, and the soapy water ran down the sloping curve of the driveway toward the gate, shimmering under the sun.

I had worked my way from the front of the car all the way to the rear wheels when I heard the gate open at the bottom of the driveway. I lifted my head as a car crawled slowly toward the house. Another European model, even more expensive than Morgan's was. The car slowed to a halt in front of the house, and the engine fell silent. I rose to my feet as the door opened and someone stepped out.

It was a man. He wore a light blue shirt, unbuttoned at the neck, and a pair of tan pants with a brown belt. Brown leather shoes shone on his feet. I'd have guessed him to be in his mid-40s to mid-50s, his forehead lined with creases and his hair silvered with gray. He swung the door of his car shut behind him and paused for a moment in the driveway, staring at me. His blue eyes glowed under dark brows drawn down in what looked like a habitual expression of disapproval.

“Hello,” he said guardedly.

"Hi," I said. And then, because something more seemed to be needed, "I- Morgan hired me to wash her car."

"Did she now." The way he said it, it wasn't a question. I saw the plain wedding band on his finger, and my heart skipped a beat as I wondered if this was Morgan's husband.

“Yeah,” I said weakly.

“Well then I suppose you had better get back to it,” the man said. “Is my wife inside?”

"Yeah, she is," I nodded. But the man made no move toward the door. Instead, he simply stood watching me. I felt horribly exposed in the tiny shorts Morgan had forced me to wear, my bare skin glistening with water from the sponge. Could he see the outline of the cage I wore through the fabric of the shorts? Carefully, trying not to draw attention to myself, I attempted to hide the lower half of my body behind Morgan's car.

Just then, the front door opened.

"Hi, honey," Morgan said. Her high heels scraped on the cement of the driveway as she hurried forward, wrapping her arms around her husband's neck. His quick smile made deep lines appear in his cheeks as he turned to her and embraced her. Morgan pressed her body against his, one foot off the floor as she kissed him. I tried not to watch. But Morgan was putting on a show. As her husband tried to pull away, she held him tighter, moaning slightly in the back of her throat as she continued to make out with him. I saw his eyes briefly stray toward me as they continued to kiss. Clearly, this was unusual.

"Let's go upstairs," Morgan said in a breathless voice as their lips finally parted. Her husband simply nodded. Taking him by the hand, she led him toward the open front door.

“You go on up, Dan,” Morgan said as her husband stepped inside the house. “I’ll be up in just a moment.” Dan’s footsteps receded as he made his way toward the grand staircase of the house. Morgan pulled the door closed behind her before walking quickly toward me.

"What did you say to him?" she demanded.

“Nothing,” I said. “I told him you hired me to wash your car. That was it.”

“That was it?”

“Yeah, that was it.”

“That was it what?" Morgan hissed the last word between her teeth, and I realized at once my mistake. But before I could say another word, she glanced around to make sure no one was watching and then seized me by the ear. Savagely twisting it, she forced my head down. I put my hands on the trunk of her car, wincing in pain while she stood close to me.

"Are you forgetting to show me the proper respect?" she hissed into the ear she held.

"No, my lady," I gasped. 'I'm sorry, my lady."

“Don’t talk to my husband,” she said. “Do you know what I’m going to do now?”

“No, my lady.”

“I’m going to go upstairs to my bedroom, and Dan’s going to fuck my brains out. And while he’s doing that, do you know what you’re going to be doing?”

“No, my lady.”

"Well, after you finish washing my car, you're going to wash his. And it better be sparkling. When he comes down here with his balls emptied, I want him to find his car immaculate. Then I might forget your lack of respect just now. Understand?"

“Yes, my lady.”

"Good." Morgan released her grip on my ear and stood back. For a moment, she stood watching me as I slowly straightened up and reached for my sponge again. I could hardly bring myself to look in her direction. Inside the locked chastity device, my cock was throbbing as urgently as ever. After a long pause, Morgan turned and disappeared inside the house, leaving me alone in the driveway to do her bidding.

Though I wasn't alone for long. At least not in a certain sense. As I finished Morgan's car, setting aside the bucket and turning to the hose to rinse the soapy water from the gleaming vehicle, I heard a faint sound from up above. Turning off the hose, I listened. There it was again. Attuned as I was by the frustrated desire that never slept in me, not for a moment, it didn't take long for me to understand what I was hearing. The window upstairs was open, and Morgan was crying out in pleasure as her husband fucked her.

I knew for myself how incredible her body was. I knew all too well the taste of Morgan's pussy and the ecstatic expression on her face as she achieved orgasm. But I had never had sex with her. By her strange logic, that would be cheating. Instead, she used me the same way Crystal did, as a kind of living sex toy whose sole purpose was to pleasure women, and whose own desires were irrelevant. I groaned in frustration has Morgan's cries grew louder and more frantic, a climax tearing through her unmistakably as I listened from below.

And still, the noises went on. Clearly, Dan had more stamina and skills that I would have given him credit for at first glance. Remembering Morgan's words, I began to work on his car, sponging it down just as I had done for Morgan's. And all the while, he was upstairs, fucking the woman who dominated me so easily.

This new torture went on and on. By the time the noises stopped, and the two of them seem to have finished, I was close to finishing Dan's car. I was just setting aside the sponge and placing the bucket on the floor when the front door opened again.

It was Morgan. Her provocative clothes had been shed, and she was wearing instead a short silk robe that she held closed over her stomach. The mere sight of her was more than enough to confirm what I already knew. Her cheeks were glowing, flushed with ecstasy. I knew the faint smile I could see on her face, as though she had a secret from the world. She looked like what she was: a woman who had just been well fucked. And jealousy and rage burned my heart at the sight as she all but skipped across the driveway on bare feet, all sweetness and light now that she had had the pleasure that I was constantly denied.

“Not bad,” she said as she cast her eyes over the two gleaming cars. “And just in time, too. Dan has to get back to work. You’d better rinse his car off quickly.”

"Yes, my lady," I said in a low voice, hoping that my words wouldn't be as audible through the open upstairs windows as Morgan's cries of pleasure had been. But discovery by her husband seemed like the lesser danger compared to failing to address her properly again. Morgan barely seemed to notice. Still holding her robe closed, she crouched to the floor near the nose of her husband's car and swept up the hose from the ground. Before I could react, she turned it on me, and I gasped under a sudden stream of icy water as she sprayed me down. Squeezing my eyes shut, I turned my face away. I could hear her laughing as she turned the hose off.

"Back to work," she giggled as she dropped the hose to the floor. "I'll be back to deal with you later." Morgan hurried back into the house and shut the door behind her. The shock of the cold water quickly subsided under the warm sun. But I realized with a faint sense of horror that the white shorts she made me wear were virtually see-through now. Even someone who didn't know what the chastity device was would clearly see that there was some kind of mechanism attached to my cock.

And I barely had time to snatch up my bucket in an attempt to cover myself before the front door opened again. This time, it was Dan. He strode out of the house, barely looking in my direction as he walked toward his car. I watched him go, inwardly despising him for the reward he had just been given, for the relief and contentment that showed in every line of his face. Turning to me, he gave only the slightest nod of greeting, and it was all I could do to return it just as curtly. His eyes moved over me again, and his eyebrows drew together as he frowned to see me soaking wet. But fortunately, he said nothing. Shaking his head, he climbed into the car I had just washed and drove away.

I watched the gate open and close behind him, and listened to the drone of his engine slowly fading.

He had barely left before the front door opened again. Morgan stood in the open doorway, raising one hand to lean against the doorframe as she smiled at me. She was still in her robe, and I was as horny as ever. She looked utterly beautiful, and the glow of orgasm that still showed on her pretty face only made her more desirable to me.

 

"Come here, boy toy," she said, crooking one finger at me. Setting my bucket down on the floor, I hurried towards her. I stepped into the house, and she shut the door behind me. Taking my hand, she led me still dripping through the large hallway of the house and up the grand stairs, down the hallway toward her bedroom. I followed her inside.

The room smelled like sex. Morgan led me over to the side of her bed, and her short robe rose up her thighs as she sat down on the edge of the mattress. Her eyes glowed as she bent forward, her breasts hanging against the soft silk and threatening to spill out the open front of her robe as she dug for something under the mattress. Finally, she found what she was looking for. Metal rattled as she produced a pair of steel handcuffs from under the bed.

“Crystal gave me these,” she smiled up at me. “Get down on your knees and put your hands behind your back.”

I did as I was told. Morgan rose from the bed and crouched behind me, quickly locking my hands together in the small of my back. Then she stood in front of me again. The silk robe slid gently over her skin as she smoothly shed it, and I gazed upwards in helpless desire at her naked body. Her nipples were red and puckered, hard with desire. Between her legs, her bare pussy shone wetly. My heart thumped in my chest as Morgan sat down on the edge of the bed in front of me and spread her legs, revealing her freshly fucked pussy in front of my hungry eyes.

"This is what a real man does to a woman," Morgan grinned. 'Come closer. I want you to get a good look. You smell that? You smell my orgasm, and his?"

“Yes, my lady,” I growled through gritted teeth.

"Good," Morgan sneered. "And now, do you know what you're going to do? You're going to clean me up." Without another word, Morgan placed her hand on the back of my head and pulled me toward her. Off-balance, I stumbled forward on my knees, and she quickly clamped her thighs around my head. Laughing gleefully, Morgan rubbed her dripping pussy against my face.

“Eat it up, boy toy,” she snarled. “Eat my husband’s cum out of me so you can taste what you can’t have.”

And that’s exactly what I did.




12. In Public

 

I lay awake. From the road that ran below my window, the occasional droning noise of a passing car swelled and receded into the night. Headlights moved across the far wall of my bedroom, casting strange shadows as they swept through the glass and vanished. Besides that, the dull orange glow of the streetlights outside was the only illumination.

I should have been asleep. But how could I even think of sleeping with the noise that rose and swelled through the apartment? My roommate's bedroom was right next to mine, the two separated solely by a single paper-thin wall. And Josh had a girl over. That much was obvious. I could hear her next door, screaming her head off in paroxysms of pleasure as he fucked her. I could hear him too, moaning and groaning as he pumped away, the bed creaking and shaking and trembling beneath them to the rhythm of their passion. As far as I knew, Josh didn't have a steady girlfriend. Who knew where he had picked this woman up? I hadn't seen her. But that didn't mean I couldn't picture her with horrible clarity in my mind. Young, no doubt. Like Josh was, like I was, like we all were at the time. Pretty, probably. She was certainly uninhibited, if the volume of her ecstatic cries was anything to go by. She sounded as though she was having the time of her life next door. And while hatred bloomed in my heart, I tried to keep my jealousy in check. It had been two weeks since my mistress last allowed me to cum. And in the steel cage that encased my cock, my bruised flesh strained uselessly against the bars. Crystal had the only key. And no matter how bad things got, I wasn't going to call her. It would only make things worse. To hear her voice now, to hear her smiling on the other end of the phone as I begged and pleaded. She would listen, and laugh at me, and then tell me no. I knew the twisted pathways of Crystal's mind well enough at that point to be able to guess her answer. If Crystal wanted me freed, she would free me. Otherwise, there was no point begging for mercy. She had none.

If only they would finish up, I caught myself thinking as I sat up in bed, alone in the darkness with my manhood aching for release. Who knew Josh had it in him? He did okay with girls, I guess, but not as well as I used to. Back when that was still an option. Back before Crystal took away my ability to be with any woman but her.

And predictably, thinking of Crystal only made things worse. More than that, I had long ago learned that the cage acted as its own fuel. Wearing the thing was enough to remind me of the position I was in, and of the person who held this awful power over me. And that in turn was enough to get my heart pumping, to get my stubborn cock trying to swell in the device again. You'd think I would have gotten used to the discomfort at that point, but maybe there was no getting used to it. Maybe the whole situation was too wild and strange for me ever to be able to process it.

But this wasn't helping. The mysterious girl in the room next door was yelling and screaming, her throat hoarse with passion as she howled ecstatically. I could hear everything, as though the wall between us wasn't there at all. Like a bat, I reconstructed every detail of what was happening through sound alone. I could see the way her lips trembled as she cried out, and the way her body stiffened. I heard the arch of her back in the growl of her throat as she stiffened and suddenly erupted in orgasm. The long moan Josh made told me that her pussy was spasming around his shaft, gripping him tightly as though she never wanted to let him go. It felt like long, barren years since I had experienced the same blissful sensation. And my cock ached in its steel prison is I reflected that I had no way of knowing how long I would have to wait before feeling it again.

The girl next door had cum, and I had felt every tiny instant of her pleasure as I listened forlornly from the next room. But my torment wasn't over yet. Josh wasn't done. My roommate was holding back, clearly savoring the same pleasure whose absence tormented me on a daily basis as he continued fucking his latest conquest. The bed continued to creak and groan, and both our bedrooms continued to echo to the music of their passion as Josh plunged his manhood deep inside the screaming girl.

It was an impossible situation. And in that kind of predicament, useless thoughts race through your mind. At least, they did through mine. The metal of the cage that held me prisoner was smooth and slick under my fingers as I rubbed it pointlessly. If there were any way to escape its cruel embrace, or to give myself pleasure while wearing it, I would have discovered it a long time ago. But I couldn't shake the reflexive action of stroking my cock, even though I knew it could do me no good. My cheeks prickled with shame as I remembered the way Morgan had used and abused me at her house. The way she had treated me like a lowly servant, having me wash her car along with her husband's while the two of them fucked upstairs. And the greatest shame of all: her forcing me to eat her pussy and clean up the mess her husband had left inside her. It hardly bared thinking about. And yet, as I sat there in the darkness tormented by the sounds of other people's pleasure, it was impossible not to think about what I had been through. Strange urges flared inside me as another passing car painted the wall of my bedroom momentarily white. No one knew my secret, except for Crystal and Morgan. And the thought of discovery stabbed at me, one of the nails that kept my sexual prison sealed shut. And yet…what if I went next door, right now, where Josh and this unknown girl were having so much fun? What if I begged them to let me watch, just to see what she looked like while he fucked her? I didn't know what to do with the thoughts the rattled around my head, as though they had been put there by someone else. It didn't take a genius to guess who. Crystal was training me, slowly remaking me into what she wanted me to be. Rewiring my desires and my most basic urges to more closely fit her wishes. Josh would never go along with it, and his lover would most probably be horrified at the suggestion. Besides, I knew that to stare at what I couldn't have would only make my torment worse. But what if she would let me touch her? What if she would let me taste her? What then?

My body moved as though no longer under my control, obeying the call of forces far more powerful than I as I rose from the bed and made my way across the room. I hardly even noticed that I was pressing myself against the wall between my room and Josh's, listening to the cries of passion of a girl I had never met. And there I stood, the orange streetlight reflected dully in the steel bars that encased my cock while my roommate fucked a stranger and frustrated lust tore at my guts.

Even as I stood there, helpless and ashamed, I knew that what I was doing would come back to haunt me in the cold light of day, when I was confronted once again with my own inadequacy, my own pathetic submission. But it didn't matter. I was helpless. And it was Crystal that had made me that way.

*

 

Every head in the bar turned as we entered. Both men and women turned to stare, albeit for different reasons. The perfect gentleman, I held open the door while the women stepped inside, strutting like show ponies as they basked in the attention. The door swung shut behind me as I followed them inside.

Crystal and Morgan both looked incredible. That was the truth of it. Only I knew how much work they had put into their appearance before heading out. But it was worth it. Crystal's bright pink dress clung to her enviable curves, accentuated by the thin belt tightened around her narrow waist. I watched the fabric stretch and tighten over the delicious curve of her ass as I followed her into the bar, her toned calves swelling under the hem of the dress with every step she took in her matching hot pink pumps. Women half her age, I knew, struggled to walk in shoes like hers, but Crystal moved on 6-inch stilettos as though she was born in them. As though there was some extra joint in her spine that mortal women didn't possess, that allowed her hips to roll and sway the way they did as she carved her way through the crowd, moving toward the bar. Her black hair tumbled in loose waves over her shoulders and down her back, and the pale skin of her bare arms contrasted it as she moved through the room.

But it wasn't just Crystal that was turning heads. Morgan's dress was black, a deep black that made her fiery red hair seemed to glow that much brighter against the fabric. The dress's long sleeves were offset by the plunging neckline that bared her mouthwatering cleavage. A swooping asymmetrical split ran up the dress, from its hem in the middle of her thigh, over her stomach and the swell of her breasts, finally reaching her shoulder. Crisscrossed laces held the two edges together, and Morgan's skin showed provocatively through the gap between. Bright red stiletto pumps, every bit as tall and sexy as Crystal's, shone on her feet. Despite the wedding ring that glittered on her finger, Morgan didn't look like a married woman. Not that night. She looked like a woman who wanted all the male attention she could get, and knew that she would get it. Just being in the presence of two women who looked the way these two did was enough to make me short of breath. If my cock hadn't been locked away, I knew it would stand at full mast, tenting the front of my pants in an embarrassingly obvious display of desire. But it was locked away, and the key hung from a silver anklet on Crystal's left leg. Every step she took was a fresh reminder of the power she held over me. As though I needed one. With the two of them looking the way they looked, the dull ache of my manhood trying and failing to harden in its tight cage was ever-present. My only consolation as I followed them into the bar was that I got to look at them for a moment from behind, to admire their beautiful bodies that they would not allow me to possess. Crystal's victory was total. Once, I had been a cocky young man, even arrogant. I had seen women as objects to use for my sexual gratification. Now, I was the one who longed to be used by these two beauties. And even that humble desire was something I had to earn.

While every eye in the place followed them, Morgan and Crystal made their way to the bar. There was one free chair, and Crystal slid into it, her already tight dress tightening even further as she crossed her legs elegantly. With a smile, a man beside her got up to offer his seat to Morgan, and she smilingly took it. For women who looked like they did, people made room. I saw the man who had given up his seat looking at Morgan, his eyes lingering on her crossed legs as her dress rode higher up her thighs. He glanced at me briefly before returning his gaze to her. He knew I was with the two women. For all he knew, I could've been Morgan's husband, the man who had given her the ring that shone on her finger. He didn't care. I could practically see the gears turning in his head as he struggled to come up with something to say, an icebreaker to open the conversation with the goddess who had taken his seat. I didn't catch what he said over the music of the busy bar, but Morgan's red hair shone as she turned toward him and laughed, her teeth showing between her parted red lips in a wicked smile. She was beautiful; there was no question of that. In most bars even in a city as big as this one, she would have been the most beautiful woman in the place, even if she was close to twice the age of some of the other pretty girls out drinking. But this bar had Crystal in it too.

I stood behind the two women, not even trying to get a seat of my own. I watched the barman turned to the two of them, his eyes straying from Crystal to Morgan and back again as he studied their clothes and their bodies beneath the fabric that barely concealed them. Ridiculous jealousy scorched the edges of my heart with green flame. I had no claim on either woman. Whatever relationship Crystal and I had, she had never put a name on it. And I would never dare. Meanwhile, Morgan was married, and I knew better than anyone that she and her husband had an active sex life. Not that that held her back from playing with me. Still, as hard as it was even for me to believe, I had never had sex with either of them. Not in the strictest sense of the word, anyway. And even while my cock ached and strained painfully against the unyielding cage, I wondered if I ever would.

Neither of them asked if I wanted a drink. And I didn't dare speak up. But at a few words from Crystal, the barman turned and poured them a couple of martinis. A sly smile showed on his face as he slid the glasses to the two women, and I noticed he didn't take any money from them. These two could get anything they wanted. I was living proof of that.

Finally, drink in her hand, Crystal turned in her chair until she sat side on to me. Her gorgeous eyes glittered under her painted eyelids, and her lips parted in a devious smile that made the blood roar in my ears as I looked at her. I had never gotten used to the effect she had on me. I had never gotten over that sudden rush of beauty, the unstoppable desire I felt every time I looked at her. Different and sometimes contradictory desires raged on different levels of my psyche as she smiled at me. There was that part of me, the animal part that cared nothing for social convention, that screamed at me the key to my cage was within reach, dangling teasingly from Crystal's raised ankle as she sat with crossed legs in front of me. I could snatch it and free myself and end my torture and frustration in one single movement.

But on another, stranger level of my mind, a different desire entirely roared at me. The desire to drop to my knees right there in the crowded bar and worship the goddess who sat in front of me. And for the thousandth time, I had the eerie feeling that Crystal knew. She stared deep into my eyes, and I felt as though she was reading my twisted thoughts right off the surface of my brain. It was that, along with her incredible beauty, that gave her the power she wielded so well.

"How are you feeling, boy toy?" Crystal asked. A shiver raced along my spine as she spoke. In the noise of the busy bar, I hoped her words had gone unheard by anyone but me. But I couldn't be sure. Clearly, she wanted to extend our games outside of the bedroom. And the word no completely vanished from my vocabulary when it came to her.

"Okay," I said slowly, and the faintest flicker of Crystal's exquisite eyebrow made me add, "Mistress." Her smile deepened as my cheeks burned with shame. Morgan had turned to look at us now too, and her brown eyes glowed like copper as she watched her friend work.

“Are you horny?”

"Yes, Mistress." That was the understatement of the century. The relentless teasing the two women subjected me to kept me in a constant state of frustrated arousal. Watching them get ready for this night out had been an unending torment. Being humiliated like this in public was only feeding my bottomless desire. And Josh's conquests the previous night had me in a state of almost feral lust. Icicles of fear bloomed in the pit of my stomach as I realized I was ready to do just about anything. Crystal had the power to let me cum, and in the state I was in, it seemed more important than life and death. She could have me do anything she wanted.

"Of course you are. You always are. That's what I like about young boy toys like you." Crystal's perfume rose around me in a faint cloud as she leaned closer, and I tried and failed to resist the urge to peer down the front of her dress as the pink fabric struggled to contain her large breasts. I winced as I felt her hand on the front of my jeans, her fingers taking hold of my caged cock through the fabric.

"Remember when I told you the rules?" My breath grew short in my chest as Crystal's fingers continued to caress my caged cock, causing tendrils of pain to radiate out from my stomach as she teased me. "I told you you must always be hard in my presence, didn't I? If I let this cock out right now, would it be nice and hard for me?'

"Yes, Mistress," I panted. "Of course, Mistress."

"And what would you do to have me unlock you right now?" Crystal teased. As she spoke, she moved her leg, making the key sparkle and shine on her ankle under the lights of the bar. I could barely believe what she was doing to me in public. But no one besides Morgan seemed to have noticed her hand between my legs. Not that I would have realized if they did. I had eyes only for my mistress as my heart rose ever higher in my chest, my pulse roaring in my ears with hope and fear as I stared at her.

"Anything, Mistress," I answered truthfully. "Anything you say." Crystal laughed out loud at that, her dark hair tumbling down her back as she tossed her head. I cringed, dreading other people looking over and seeing the way she held my cock in her hand. But I didn't even attempt to stop her.

"Careful, boy toy," Crystal warned, her eyes flashing and sparkling as they found mine once again. "You know I'll hold you to that."

“Yes, Mistress.” I knew she would. But it hardly mattered. As long as Crystal had the key to my cock, it was as though she owned my soul. We both knew she could get me to do anything she wanted. The only way for me to have an orgasm was by her indulgence, and the only chance I had of getting that was to obey her completely.

"Come with me." Crystal s slid off her barstool, releasing her hold on my cock to tug at her tight dress as she adjusted herself. I could feel Morgan's eyes watching us as Crystal brushed past me, the movements of her body hypnotizing me all over again as I followed her. Neither Crystal nor Morgan carried a purse; why would they need to with me around? One of Crystal's many bags hung from my shoulder, another subtle humiliation I was forced to endure for my mistress's sake. And I meekly followed Crystal through the bar, as obedient as a well-trained puppy as we made our way through the crowd.

Crystal was leading me toward the women's bathrooms. Without a second glance in my direction, she pushed open the door and stepped inside. The fear that had been tugging at my nerves all day swelled like music inside me as I wondered what she had in mind. But I had meant what I said when I told her I would do anything. What was one more humiliation set against what I had already endured? The door hinges squeaked as I pushed the door out of my way and followed her inside.

A woman gasped. As Crystal made her way to a sink and the mirrors on the wall behind it, a young woman stared wide-eyed at me. Her blonde hair was cut to fall just above her shoulders, its highlights and dark low lights accentuating her pale blue eyes that stared at me while color rose to my cheeks. Crystal was already staring at her own reflection in the mirror, raising one delicate hand to brush an imaginary hair back from her face.

"Don't worry about him," she said without so much as looking at the younger woman. "He's totally harmless. Hand me my lipstick." That last line was meant for me. I slid one strap of her bag from my shoulder as I rummaged inside, grateful at least for the opportunity to look away from the young woman who was still staring at me in disbelief. Crystal's lipstick was as pink as her dress, different enough from Morgan's that even I could tell them apart. My hand trembled as I handed the item to my mistress.

"Wow," the blonde woman said as Crystal uncapped the lipstick and began to reapply it. "Does he just do what you say?"

"Absolutely," Crystal smiled at the mirror. "I own him. Don't I, boy toy?"

"Yes, Mistress." I could barely get the words out in front of the stranger. I could barely hear my own voice over the roaring of my blood in my ears. But Crystal was evidently in the mood to test me. I could see the mischief in her eyes every time she looked at me. As though she wanted me to defy her, so that she could have the pleasure of bending me once again to her will.

"Oh my God," the young woman said, and I could hear the laughter in her voice now, the familiar humiliating sound of feminine laughter that seemed to follow me around wherever I went these days. You'd think that I'd have gotten used to it, but it never stopped stinging. Especially when it came from a total stranger, a girl no older than I was myself. "Is he, like, your slave?"

"Basically," Crystal said calmly, as there was nothing more natural in the world. "Boy, why don't you get down on your knees and show this young lady how well-trained you are by kissing my feet?" The woman gasped again. But I did as I was told. Trying not to look at the woman who stood watching us, I sank to my knees and bent over my mistress's feet. I kissed her skin tenderly, hungrily, painfully aware of the tiny key that dangled right in front of me, its metal tip just brushing my lips as I kissed Crystal's left ankle.

“That’s awesome,” the watching girl laughed. “How do you get him to do what you say?”

"It's easy," Crystal said. Her lipstick tube clicked as she pushed the cap back on and pressed her lips together. Finally, she turned away from her reflection to look at the blonde woman. "We all know men only want one thing. So I use that to make him behave himself. Boy, take the key off my ankle." Crystal didn't even look at me as she spoke. And I knew better than to disobey. My hands shook even more violently as I carefully unclipped the key from her anklet. It was the first time I had ever held it in my hand, the closest I had been to sexual freedom since the day my mistress caged my cock and took control of my sexual pleasure. Tiny as the key was, it seemed to weigh a ton in my hand as I waited for Crystal's next command.

"What's your name?" Crystal asked the other woman.

“Serena,” the young woman said.

"Nice to meet you," Crystal said. "Boy, hand her the key." I raised my head. Crystal stared down at me coolly, her gorgeous multicolored eyes sparkling as she watched me from what seemed an unassailable height. My mistress didn't joke around; I knew that. But this was something else. This was a woman neither of us knew the first thing about. Crystal's command terrified me.

But what terrified me more was the thought of disobeying her. Still kneeling, I raised my eyes toward Serena and held out the key. Tentatively, she took it, a slight wrinkle forming on her smooth brow as I placed the key in her warm palm.

"Open your pants," Crystal ordered finally. "Show Serena what she's holding the key to." My mouth opened by itself, ready to protest. But I caught myself in time. Crystal had promised to put me to the test. My mistress wasn't above playing games with me, just to test me. My hands shook as I tugged at the fastening of my jeans, and I turned my gaze to the floor again as I heard Serena gasp at the sight of my caged cock.

"Oh my God!" she shrieked, raising her hand to her open mouth. But she didn't look away. In fact, she bent slightly at the waist, peering down at me to get a better look at the device that imprisoned me. And I kept my eyes down, trying not to look at her breasts showing in the top of her shirt as she bent over me. "What the hell is that?'

“It’s a chastity device,” Crystal said in a matter-of-fact tone. “My boy toy doesn’t get to cum unless I say so. That’s why he’ll do anything I say. Won’t you?”

"Yes, Mistress." Under the scrutiny of the two women, I could hardly breathe. But my cock ached inside the steel prison at what Crystal was doing to me. There was always some new humiliation, always some fresh disgrace. My mistress played me like an instrument.

"Why don't you hold onto that for me?" Crystal said, while my heart hammered in my chest. "Be careful. It's the only one I have. I know he was hoping to be released tonight, but he'll last a little longer if he has to."

“Okay,” Serena giggled, barely able to believe what was happening. I felt the same way.

"Why don't you give me your phone number?"Crystal said. While Serena read out a string of numbers, I struggled to contain my fear and shame. Crystal was handing over the power she held over me as though it meant nothing to her. As though every woman on earth had a right to control me and my orgasms. It was utterly embarrassing, and unbelievably erotic.

"Good," Crystal said finally, as though that settled that. "That's one less thing I have to worry about. And if I were you, boy toy, I would show Serena here the same respect and obedience that you show me."

“Yes, Mistress,” I said forlornly. Resigned to my fate, I inched forward on my knees. Crystal’s high heels tapped on the bathroom floor as she took a step back, making way for me as I bent over the feet of a stranger. Serena shrieked with laughter as I crouched on the bathroom floor and pressed my lips to her feet.




13. Humiliated At The Bar

 

I used to run these places. I practically lived in bars. Big as the city is, I knew almost every one of them. And in the few years since I had reached legal drinking age – and, let's be honest, the year or two before that when I got my hands on a fake ID – bars like this one had become a second home to me. Or maybe a first home. I felt more comfortable in these drinking establishments than I did the apartment I shared with Josh.

And yet there I was, running myself ragged as I hurried around the packed space. Crystal and Morgan remained at the bar, two extravagant beauties in their provocative dresses, drawing the eyes of men half their age. Men my age. And I didn't dare neglect them. Crystal had a power over me that only a few months before I would never have believed possible. Even on the first night we had met, she had taught me the foolishness of disobeying my Mistress. And Morgan was just as bad, if not worse. Crystal's best friend seemed to take bottomless delight in ordering me around, in treating me like some kind of servant as she abused the power Crystal had given her.

But Crystal seemed to be on a one-woman mission to teach other females how to control me. She had given the key to my chastity device to a stranger, and said that it was the only one. If I wanted to be freed, I needed Serena to give that key back to Crystal, if not directly to me. And the only way I could think to make that happen was to do what Serena said, too.

So that's how I found myself hurrying back-and-forth through the busy pub, racing from bar to table and back again.

Serena was no older than I was. She and her friends had to be in their early 20s, just like me. Somehow, that made it even worse. Even more humiliating to be forced to obey a young girl like that than it was to be bent to the will of a mature goddess like Crystal or Morgan. Crystal carried herself like the mistress she was, as though it was simply part of the natural order that men would obey her every whim. And although Morgan had only recently been introduced to the kinky game Crystal was playing with me, she had taken to it like a natural. They were women who had been around the block more than once, women who had seen the world and all it had to offer in the way of pleasure. Women who were surprised by very little any more when it came to the dark parts of men's minds. But Serena wasn't like that at all. Fresh-faced and wide-eyed, she was every inch the kind of pretty girl that I once would have targeted on a night out in a bar like this. While she was clearly extremely open-minded, I had no doubt that this kind of power was completely new to her. And why wouldn't it be? Most women Crystal's age had never been involved in anything like this, let alone young girls like Serena and her friends.

But Serena was taking to her new position of power like a natural.

"Go get us more drinks." She raised her voice to be heard over the loud music of the bar, and I nodded in compliance as my cheeks burned. Serena's pale eyes flashed every time she spoke to me, every time she looked at me. I knew the memory of me kneeling on the toilet floor, humbly kissing her shoes, still glowed in her brain the same way it did in mine. Neither of us were ever going to forget it. And it hung between us like a threat, a ticking bomb that she held in her hand, another nail in the coffin of my ego. Without a word, I turned and headed to the bar to follow her orders.

"How's the new girl treating you?" Morgan beamed at me as I approached the bar where she and Crystal sat, savoring the drinks that no one was going to ask them to pay for.

"Okay, my lady," I said, doing my best to pitch my voice at a level where Morgan would hear it over the music but nobody standing nearby would. Although why it mattered anymore, I couldn't say. Anyone paying even the slightest bit of attention would have noticed the way I was rushing back and forth across the bar as though I worked there, at the behest of multiple women. Deeply ashamed of the position I was in, I was still trying to keep a lid on my lowly status as much as possible, even while knowing that Crystal took great pleasure in revealing it to strangers. And all the while, my cock throbbed and ached inside the steel chastity device that contained it. Being treated like this, being reduced to this, a lowly servant for the pleasure of beautiful women, was turning me on more than I could say. And the weeks of chastity I had endured had me writhing on a spike of my own desire. Morgan knew that, as she grinned at me over the rim of her glass, her lips puckering as she took a careful sip, and I watched every movement of her beautiful body, every expression on her pretty face. These women were driving me crazy with every single thing they did. And they knew it. At least, Morgan and Crystal both knew it. Serena and her friends still had a lot to learn. But they were quick studies.

"She's certainly got you working," Morgan said, and Crystal laughed in agreement. The barman managed to tear his hungry eyes away from Crystal and Morgan's bodies for long enough to take my order of a round of drinks for Serena's table, and I waited, standing between my two mistresses while he began to make drinks.

"That's good," Crystal said. In the dim light of the bar, her eyes appeared to be a deep emerald green that bordered on blue, like two different seas meeting and mingling in her cool stare. It never failed to make something tremble inside me to have my mistress look at me like that. "You need to keep her happy if you want her to give me that key back. In fact, I've got an idea." My heart spasmed as Crystal leaned forward, her dark hair hanging down around her pretty face as she inclined her head closer to mine. I saw Morgan lean forward too, anxious to catch every word her friend said to me as she set down her drink momentarily on the bar.

"If Serena gives me the key back," Crystal said, speaking very slowly and clearly as she laid a hand on my shoulder, "I might let you cum tonight. But only if you're a very good boy. And only if she decides to give the key back of her own free will. I'm not going to ask her. And if she decides to keep it, you're out of luck."

"Yes, Mistress. Thank you, Mistress." The words burst from my mouth before I could even think to stop them, and both Crystal and Morgan laughed out loud as I spoke. It was ridiculous, of course. To be thanking this cruel woman for even the faint chance of an orgasm, when not so long ago, I had had total autonomy over my body. But that felt like another life. The calendar lied when it said it had only been a matter of weeks. My life now was sharply divided into the days before I met Crystal, and the time since. And every moment I spent in her presence, or Morgan's, served to make the days before I had met them seem duller and grayer by comparison. This was my real life, the agony and ecstasy of serving these gorgeous women, the bright light and deep black of this kinky new life. Nothing else could compare.

The barman reappeared and set the drinks I had ordered down on the bar between Morgan and Crystal. Summoned by a customer at the other end of the bar, he moved off without a word.

“Well, you’d better get going,” Morgan said. “You don’t want to keep her waiting.”

"But don't forget about us," Crystal added, giving my shoulder a slight squeeze as she spoke. "Don't forget who really owns that useless cock of yours." Morgan laughed loudly at her friend's words while I meekly nodded.

"Yes, Mistress," I muttered under my breath as I reached for the glasses in front of her. I was just about able to pick all four of them up together so that I wouldn't have to make two trips. Feeling the eyes of Morgan and Crystal locked on me, I turned and carefully carried the drinks back to Serena and her friends.

"There he is," Serena said as I appeared beside her table, my hands full of drinks. She watched me carefully as I set the glasses down in front of her and her friends. They all did. And each one of Serena's friends was maddeningly pretty in their own way. And each one seemed fascinated at what was going on. I wondered if Serena had explained who I was, and how we had met. Had she told them why I was so obedient, so submissive? Did every woman at the table know my most humiliating secret? There was no point thinking about it. Women talk about everything. If her friends didn't already know, there is no doubt in my mind that Serena would tell him eventually. But there was nothing I could do to stop it, and thinking about it only made me feel more ashamed. Still, if we could simply tell ourselves not to think about the things we shouldn't, life would be infinitely easier. That's just not how it works.

"Can I talk to you for a minute?" Four sets of female eyes watched me closely as I spoke. I didn't turn around to see if Morgan and Crystal were still watching from the bar. I felt exposed enough, as though the whole world was watching me in this bizarre predicament. As though everyone could see my hidden shame, and I was about to become a laughing stock for the entire city.

"Sure," Serena said. These weren't the first drinks I had fetched for her and her friends, and I detected the slight beginnings of a slur in her voice as she spoke. The position I was in was bad enough, I reasoned, without having to deal with a drunk and less inhibited version of this stranger.

"In private," I added. A faint smile danced across Serena's pretty face. Her friends exchanged knowing glances. But they couldn't possibly know what was in my heart. Or so I told myself.

"Okay," Serena said. Taking a quick sip of her drink, she rose to her feet, sliding out from behind the table she sat at. While her friends watched, saying things to one another that I couldn't hear but were evidently highly amusing judging by the laughter they elicited, Serena set out through the crowd in the bar. She was heading toward the women's bathroom again. With a sinking heart, I followed her. I suppose it was the closest thing to a private space in the packed saloon.

Serena pushed open the swinging door of the bathroom, and I followed as she led me toward a stall. It was like a sickness, the way I couldn't keep myself from looking at her. The tightness of her jeans around her hips and the way she walked in her high-heeled boots could only bring me more pain, could only cause the cage I wore on my cock to feel even tighter. But I couldn't help it. I wondered if Serena had even the faintest idea just how difficult this all was for me. I wondered if she would care if she knew. Were all women secretly like this, capable of the same selfish cruelty that Crystal specialized in? Was it simply a question of opportunity? Given a chance, would all women find within themselves some spark of the same dominant nature that made Crystal rule over me so easily? The chastity device Crystal had put on me was the greatest weapon I could imagine to make men submissive and compliant. Maybe any woman would jump at the chance to taste that kind of power for herself.

I followed Serena into the bathroom stall and swung the door shut behind me. The last thing I wanted was to be discovered in the women's bathroom and have someone make a scene. At least inside the stall, no one could see us. But I tried to keep my voice low as I spoke, painfully aware that other women would be coming and going while we talked.

Serena's blue eyes glittered in the bathroom's bright light as she stared at me expectantly. She stood with her back to the toilet, her hands on her hips and her feet apart as she waited. A network of silver chains hung from her neck and over her chest, set off by the sparkly black top she wore.

Crystal had undoubtedly picked a very attractive girl to be my new keyholder. I wondered if that was deliberate on her part, or just a happy accident. I wondered for a moment, while I tried to formulate my thoughts into words, which would be worse. To be made to submit to and serve a beauty like Serena and her pretty friends, or to be forced to obey someone to whom I wasn't attracted at all. Because there was no doubt in my mind any more that Crystal could make me do anything. Anyone she handed the key to from now on would have the same power over me that she herself did. And that thought terrified and thrilled me in ways I didn't bother to analyze as Serena waited for me to speak.

"I need that key back," I finally said. The blonde waves of Serena's hair bounced slightly as she tossed her head, a smile spreading across her face. She could hardly be surprised at my request.

"Why?" I had to admit, Serena had it down. The note of command in her voice. The power posture she had adopted. The direct and challenging stare she turned on me she spoke. If I hadn't gotten to know Crystal so well, maybe I wouldn't even have noticed the faint, barely perceptible hesitation in her voice. The tiny scintilla of doubt. But it was there. Serena, I guessed, had never had this kind of control over anyone before. She was only just awakening to the power that she held. Whereas Crystal wielded power as though there was nothing more natural, as though she was born to rule over others. Serena was too young and too inexperienced to come across like the aloof goddess that my Mistress was. But she was certainly trying. And I was in no position to challenge her.

"Because…" I said, and paused. Because I wanted her to? Because we didn't even know each other? These were not arguments that I had much faith in. Serena might not have Crystal's natural flair for dominance, but I could tell she was enjoying having me as a servant to show off in front of her friends. I could appeal to her mercy all I wanted, but the glow in her eyes as she looked at me was too similar to Crystal's for me to have much hope. Still, I had to try

.

"Because Crystal said she would let me cum if you do," I said. The words left me in a rush of air as though I was a balloon rapidly deflating. Serena let out a short burst of laughter, and her white teeth showed against her lower lip as she grinned wolfishly at me. But her expression abruptly changed. I watched her brow furrow in mock confusion as she shook her head slowly.

"Crystal?" she said.

“My mistress,” I said, lowering my head in shame as Serena nodded.

"I see," she said. Taking a step backward, she leaned against the back wall of the stall, perching herself on the toilet tank. Then she sat, lifting her feet onto the toilet seat as she stared up at me. "Does she let you cum often?"

“No,” I said. “It’s been two weeks.”

"Two weeks?" Serena's brow furrowed again. "That doesn't sound very long."

“It is,” I said uncomfortably, shifting my weight from foot to foot under her scrutiny. “For a guy. Especially since she teases me.”

"She teases you?" The smile had reappeared on Serena's face. "How does she tease you?"

"She wears sexy clothes in front of me," I began. "She makes me do things to her. To please her. Use toys. Things like that. Her friend Morgan made me wash her husband's car while I could hear them having sex in the house." Serena howled with laughter, just as I had known she would. But there was no point trying to hide the truth. After all, for all I knew, Serena could go up to Crystal right after this conversation and see if my story checked out. And knowing Crystal, she would tell Serena, too. I knew what my mistress wanted that night, and it was for me to be completely and utterly humiliated. And I had learned long ago that it was impossible to fight what Crystal wanted.

“How did you two meet?” Serena was leaning back against the wall behind her, making herself as comfortable as possible as she sat on top of the toilet. I suppressed a sigh as I realized that she had no intention of making things easy for me. New shame burned my cheeks as I began to tell this stranger the story of my enslavement.

“I used to date her daughter,” I said, as Serena’s eyes opened wide and her eyebrows climbed her smooth forehead. “But we split up. I – I cheated on her. Crystal’s daughter, I mean. I guess she’s teaching me a lesson.”

"She sure is," Serena giggled. "But I guess if you're a dirty cheat, you deserve it. Maybe every guy who cheats should be locked up in one of these things. If a guy can't control where he sticks his dick, maybe he should have it locked away." I hung my head as Serena spoke. There was nothing I could say. I had treated Gemma badly, and in the past few weeks, I had had plenty of time to think about my mistake. Admittedly, it had brought Crystal into my life. And for all the suffering and humiliation she put me through, I couldn't bring myself to regret that. But that didn't mean I wasn't ashamed of what I had done.

"Show me your cock," Serena said. There was that look on her face again, that mischievous smile as she bit her lip. I reached for the front of my jeans and began to unzip. Her eyes dropped at once to my crotch as I exposed myself, my cock straining against the bars of the cage that held it so tightly, preventing the erection I would otherwise have attained.

“That’s so crazy,” Serena said. Her eyes never left my caged member as she spoke. “Does it hurt?”

"Sometimes," I admitted. "When I get turned on."

"Does it hurt now?" Serena finally raised her eyes to my face as she spoke, and I returned her stare. A fresh bloom of pain rose deep in my stomach as my cock throbbed. There was no mistaking the glint in her eye now.

“Yes,” I said in a low voice.

Serena's hand moved slowly, reaching for the tiny pocket at her hip. I watched with rising hope as she fished out the tiny key to my chastity device. This stranger was turned on. I had no doubt about that any longer. And wild hope bloomed inside my heart at what she was about to do.

"You want to fuck me?" There was someone outside the stall. I could hear the splash of water in one of the sinks. Serena spoke quietly, but I heard every word as though it was carved on the surface of my brain. The key shone in her hand like the promise of heaven as she offered me everything I had wanted for what felt like forever. Serena was beautiful, and her hot young body was driving me wild with temptation. I would have wanted her even if I hadn't been denied and teased relentlessly for the past couple of weeks. But in the state I was in, I wanted her desperately, as though my life depended on burying my free cock in this gorgeous beauty.

Serena was beautiful, all right. But she wasn't my Mistress.

"Yes," I growled through gritted teeth, "I do. I really do. You're so hot, and I want you badly. But I don't cheat anymore." Serena's eyes opened wide in surprise again. I was barely any less surprised than she was at my words. Every cell in my body screamed at me that I was being stupid, that I should take the offer she had made and seize the pleasure the Crystal so cruelly denied me. But my heart said something else. The entire reason I was locked up in chastity was to teach me a lesson. And it was a lesson I had learned well. Crystal wasn't my girlfriend, at least in any traditional sense. But being with someone else felt somehow disloyal to her. And as much as I wanted to, I couldn't bring myself to do it.

"Good," Serena said finally, a pale smile returning to her face. "That was a test. You passed." I nodded. I had no idea if that was true, but I suspected that Serena was saying it to save face. It didn't matter. I watched as she pulled down the front of her top, exposing a cleavage that made my mouth water as she slipped the key into one of the cups of her bra. "I'll give this key back to your mistress,"  Serena said, and my heart expanded with joy at her words. "But first, you have to do something for me." As she spoke, she was already reaching for the front of her pants. There was no need to say any more. Serena unzipped her jeans and wiggled her hips from side to side as she pulled them down, past her knees to bunch around her ankles. Her pink panties went the same way, until she sat naked from the waist down on top of the toilet tank, her legs parted and her glistening pussy revealed in front of me. I didn't hesitate. I knew exactly what she wanted. For the second time that night, I sank to my knees on the floor of the women's bathroom.

Serena's thighs felt firm yet soft under my hands. Her pussy was already wet as my lips made contact with hers, her juices running freely from deep inside her body at the arousal she felt. A faint whimper rose from her throat as I gently kissed her sex, teasing her swollen lips with my tongue. Crystal had taught me well. Oral servitude was one of my mistress's favorite things to have me do, and it had become one of my favorite duties as well. Serena tasted differently from Crystal and from Morgan, but her free-flowing juices were no less delicious as I lapped them up and tried to ignore my cock aching in its steel prison. Serena tried to keep quiet, fearful of discovery in the busy bathroom, but her pleasure overwhelmed her. The sounds from the bar outside grew louder momentarily every time someone stepped through the door into the bathroom. And every time they did, I heard a strange silence fall over them as they listened to the sounds Serena was making. The fact that any woman who came to the bathroom knew that I was going down on Serena only made the whole experience more powerfully erotic.

Crying out at last, Serena gripped the back of my head and pushed my face harder against her pussy as she came. Her whole body spasmed, and a hot flood of her juices poured over my face as I licked her to orgasm. With a loud gasp, she slumped back against the wall behind her, finally releasing her grip on my head. I sat back, feeling the warmth of her moisture on my skin as she stared at me with glassy eyes. She hardly seemed to believe what had just happened. And I couldn't blame her. Unless she lived a life like Crystal's, as wild and strange and thrilling as that was, I suspected young Serena might never have an experience quite like the one I had given her ever again.

Finally, she pulled up her pants and got dressed again. Rising to my feet, I offered her my hand as she climbed down from the top of the toilet. Her cheeks were glowing with the obvious flush of pleasure as she brushed past me, and I winced at the feel of her ripe young body against mine. Regret tugged at some base layer of my brain as I wondered if I hadn't made a giant mistake. I could have had this beauty, and I had missed my chance. But it was too late for second thoughts. Serena carefully opened the door of the bathroom stall, checking that the coast was clear.

"Come on," she said as she led me out into the bathroom. She didn't look directly at me as she made her way to the door and back into the bar. She didn't want to turn her head to see if I was following as she made her way through the crowd with me at her heels. It was as though she couldn't bring herself to look at me after what we had just done, as though she was suddenly embarrassed by what had happened. But I was used to embarrassment. Not to say that I ever stopped feeling it.

As we approached the bar, I saw Crystal and Morgan raise their heads from some private joke they had been sharing to watch us approach. Serena stopped in front of Crystal, and I saw her reach down the front of her shirt. Retrieving the key from inside her bra, she slapped it down on the bar in front of Crystal. Then she leaned forward. I couldn't catch the words Serena spoke to my mistress, but I saw the wicked smile that spread across Crystal's pink lips as she listened. When she was finished, Serena turned on her heel. She gave only the quickest of glances in my direction as she stepped past me and vanished into the din of the bar, returning to the table where her friends waited.

“Well,” Crystal grinned at me, shifting slightly on her stool as she spoke. “It seems you have been a very good boy. Serena gave you a glowing report. So maybe you will get that reward I promised you after all.”

"Thank you, Mistress," I gasped, while Morgan and Crystal laughed again. Serena's juices still clung to my face; I hadn't had a chance to wash them off. My cock raged expectantly inside the cage. I had pleased my mistress, a woman it normally seemed almost impossible to please. The thought thrilled me.

But if I had known what form Crystal's pleasure would take, I might have regretted earlier, as I came to many times later, not taking Serena up at her offer. Because my dominant mistress's pleasure was destined to cause me a great deal of pain.




14. Her Reward

 

The air in Crystal’s bedroom sang with the sounds of pleasure.

She lay on her gigantic fourposter bed, her gorgeous body contorted with the bliss she could scarcely contain as she howled in ecstasy. My beautiful mistress had never looked more stunning. Her eyes were squeezed shut as another wave of joy tore through her, her brow furrowed and her mouth wide open in an expression you might mistake for pain if you didn't know any better. But I did. There was no way to mistake what she was experiencing for anything other than total satisfaction. And when she finally rode the wave of another powerful orgasm and opened her glittering eyes to stare right at me, the purity of her pleasure pierced my heart.

Crystal's bedroom was no stranger to scenes like this. In the short time I had known her, I had watched this woman cum over and over again. At times, I had been allowed the privilege of being involved. At other times, crueler times, her ecstasy was dangled in front of me as a reward I kept striving for and so rarely attained. The glittering prize that kept me on the treadmill of servitude and submission to Crystal and to any other woman she saw fit to hand me over to. Like Morgan. Like Serena. But no matter how many times I saw this outrageous beauty, it never lost its power to thrill me. Crystal was beautiful in whatever she did, but she was never more beautiful than this. She was always so in control, so poised and deliberate in everything she said and did. It was a big part of her bewitching beauty. But it made the rare moments when she lost control, when she screamed in ecstasy and surrendered at last to something even more powerful than she was, that much more striking. I had seen my mistress orgasm many, many times, especially in this bedroom, where she lay on her giant bed like a sacrifice on an altar, a minor goddess offered up to a greater one to be consumed and devoured. But I never got used to it. And every one of her spasms, every orgasm my beautiful mistress had ever had in my presence, was burned onto my brain. Each one unique and beautiful in its own way, even as the combined total of these images added up to a kind of hymn of physical pleasure. The rapture, the ecstasy, was something that once seen, could never be forgotten.

But it wasn't a kind of sympathetic bliss that filled my heart as Crystal's loud cries echoed once again between the walls that seemed to forever ring with them whenever I was in her room. And it wasn't longing for physical release, the bright shining prize on the distant horizon that she so expertly used keep me in her power. No, what I felt in that moment as I watched crystal cum again and again, soaking the mattress beneath her as she roared and convulsed in absolute joy, was closer to hatred.

Not even Crystal could deny that I had done my part. I had played the submissive boy toy to the letter, humiliating myself in a bar full of strangers for her amusement. I had turned down Serena's offer, and with every minute that passed, I became more sure that the young woman had been lying when she said it was a test. She would have unlocked me there and then, in the toilet of the bar, and let me fuck her. I was sure of it. But somehow, I had resisted one of the greatest temptations of my life, and I had done it all for Crystal. Because it was thinking with my cock that had gotten me into this predicament in the first place. And more than that. Being with Serena, even just for a moment, would have felt like a betrayal, no matter how much I wanted it. No matter how cruelly Crystal treated me. And when she had heard that I had resisted the great temptation on her behalf, my mistress had been pleased. She herself had admitted I deserved an orgasm of my own.

But it wasn't the weight of my body that caused Crystal's massive bed to shake with every thrust. It wasn't me that was drawing those cries and squeals of pleasure out of her, driving myself deep inside her body and enjoying the sensation of her wet pussy spasming around my cock. It wasn't me that had made her cum over and over, that had reduced her to a quivering wreck of greed and desire, of pleasure and ecstasy. It wasn't me that was fucking her.

Instead, I kneeled on the floor at the foot of the bed where I had kneeled so often before. Gazing up at a beauty that seemed more unattainable than ever before, and more desirable because of that fact. I kneeled on the floor as though praying at that same altar, and no prayer could be more fervent and more desperate than my humiliated desire for my mistress. The sense of injustice stung me, the anger flaring up and mingling with the unstoppable lust I felt as I watched Crystal getting fucked by a stranger.

*

 

Crystal's barstool wobbled slightly underneath her as she shifted her weight. I knew that look in her eye. My mistress, never short of kinky ideas, had come up with something new. It never failed to send a shiver down my spine when she looked at me like that. The taste of Sabrina's orgasm still haunted my mouth, causing my cock to press painfully against the inside of the chastity device I wore. The key shone on the bar in front of Crystal, where Serena had slapped it down before returning to her friends. Everything felt as though it was poised on a knife-edge, as though I moved in some strange dream with consequences I could only begin to guess.

And Crystal moved. Her pink dress tightened around the outrageous curves of her body as she shifted. Her dark hair hung down from her head as she leaned back in her stool, raising her legs. She gripped her chair with her hands for balance as she lifted her long legs to the bar. No one who didn't look like she did would be able to get away with it. But Crystal was too beautiful and too confident to argue with. She put her feet up on the bar, crossing them at the ankle, and her gorgeous multicolored eyes shone as she smiled at me.

"Put the key back on my anklet," she ordered. I could feel Morgan's eyes on me as I stepped forward to do as Crystal said. In fact, I could feel many sets of eyes on me, as people in the busy bar turned our way to see what was happening. Crystal and Morgan had no trouble attracting attention, and as Crystal's tight dress slid up her toned thighs, I felt as though the whole world was watching.

My hand trembled as I picked up the key from the bar. Once again, I had the chance to be free. To shake off Crystal's power over me and return to a more normal life. But if I hadn't succumbed to the temptation when Serena boldly offered me her body in the bathroom, I wasn't about to now. Holding the key in one hand, I carefully took hold of the thin silver chain around Crystal's ankle with the other. There was a tiny clip on the chain that allowed me to fasten the key back where it had been when we left for the bar earlier that night. Once again, my release dangled like a piece of jewelry from my mistress's delicate ankle. And her smile as I meekly did what she ordered chilled my heart, even as it caused my cock to try and swell yet again in the merciless chastity device I wore.

"Good boy," Crystal smirked. She was no longer even trying to keep her voice down. Busy running back and forth from Serena to Crystal, I had barely noticed how much Crystal and Morgan had been drinking. I didn't know if it was alcohol that was loosening her inhibitions, or if she was simply losing herself in her dominant role. From my perspective, it didn't matter. What mattered was that Crystal was looking to humiliate me further.

“You must really want that orgasm,” she grinned, knowing that I could only answer her question one way.

"Yes, Mistress," I said, watching her smile grow along with Morgan's, and hearing a faint ripple of laughter from the strangers who were watching us.

“Good,” Crystal purred. “I like it when you’re nice and horny. It makes you so much more obedient, doesn’t it?”

“Yes, Mistress.” More laughter from the growing crowd around us. Crystal had been toying with me all night, teasing me with the possibility of exposing the true nature of our relationship. Now, it seemed, she had decided to go all the way. She knew as well as I that there was nothing I could say or do to stop her. As always, things would go the way Crystal wanted them to go.

"Then show me the proper respect," Crystal went on. A single manicured finger pointed at her raised feet on the bar she spoke. "Kiss my foot right here in front of everyone." Morgan laughed out loud, and the sound of her amusement only drew more attention to us. My face, still shining with Serena's juices, burned as I blushed deeply. But Crystal was staring right at me. Her gorgeous eyes were boring into mine, the way they did whenever she seemed to suspect I might try and defy her. I  trembled under her bright gaze the way I always did. Morgan inched backward to make room as I stepped up to the bar, where Crystal's feet waited.

My hands on the wood, I bent over my mistress's feet. The skin exposed by her high-heeled pump was soft and warm as I placed my lips against it. My cock surged as I heard a gasp echo through the bar, followed by the mocking laughter of strangers as they watched me debase myself. As though they would do any better in the same situation, I angrily told myself. There wasn't a man here that would have done any better resisting Crystal than I had. I was sure of that. But I was the one she had chosen. I was the one who had cheated on her daughter and been made to pay this terrible yet thrilling price. I was the one kissing her foot on a bar in front of what felt like the whole world.

"Good," Crystal said again. I raised my head from her feet as she swung her legs down to the floor, her high heels rapping sharply on the ground as she sat up. "Such a good boy. When you want something."

"You guys are crazy." The barman stood on the other side of the bar, grinning at Crystal and Morgan. I couldn't bring myself to meet his eye, staring instead at the floor close to Crystal's feet. He couldn't be much more than my own age, maybe in his mid-20s. Much younger than Crystal. Not that that mattered. She was more stunning than any other woman in the bar that night. And I knew the barman had had his eye on her and on Morgan from the minute we entered. Just like every other man there.

"You have no idea," Crystal said. Placing one elbow on the bar, she leaned forward, her breasts rising against the pink fabric of her tight dress as she ran a finger around the rim of her glass. Her hair tumbled in silken black waves around her face. It was as though I had vanished completely from her thoughts as I watched her flirt the stranger. The shape of her body in her tight dress was driving me wild as I watched in sullen silence. And Morgan's eyes darted from Crystal to me and back again to her friend as she watched the scene playing out in front of her.

"Well, maybe I'll see you down here again sometime," the barman said. He was the arrogant type, the type who thinks nothing of trying his luck with a woman as far out of his league as my mistress was. But Crystal threw back her head and laughed, as though she had never heard anything funnier in her life, tossing her head so that her hair shone in the dim light as he smiled at her.

"Maybe," Crystal said coquettishly. Still smiling, the barman turned and reluctantly headed down toward the other end of the bar to serve somebody else. I could see him glancing back at Crystal from time to time over his shoulder, and jealousy stung my heart as Crystal smiled at him.

“He’s cute,” Morgan said.

"He is," Crystal agreed. There was a dreamy expression on her face as she toyed with the glass in front of her, still staring down the bar toward the young barman. Abruptly, she twisted in her seat, turning back to me.

"I want you to ask him to come home with me," she said firmly. Morgan gasped. But it was nothing compared to the moan of despair that rose from my throat at Crystal's cruel words.

"But -" I started, and stopped. The sudden flash of Crystal's beautiful eyes was all the warning I needed. She had only physically punished me one time, but I had never forgotten the unpleasant sensation. Besides, Crystal had other ways to punish me. More subtle, and more devastating. The key to my release hung once again around her ankle, and only she could grant me the orgasm I so desperately desired. Defying her was a sure way to guarantee it would be a long, long time before I got to cum again.

"You heard me," Crystal said in a voice that sounded like the groaning of thin ice under my feet. "Making you my bitch in public has got me wet. I want to fuck. And you need to make that happen for me."

My mouth opened and closed, but no sound came out. Crystal was a woman with a gift for pushing my boundaries, but this felt like the most outrageous demand she had yet made of me. To freely give what I so desperately wanted to a stranger, when I had worked so hard to earn her favor. The idea horrified me. I knew that I couldn't argue with her, and that any protest I might make would only make things worse for me. But the terror of what she was proposing kept me rooted to the spot, trembling under her firm stare like a sapling in a storm.

"Better be quick," Crystal said at last. "Every minute you spend deciding makes me less likely to unlock you tonight. Don't keep me waiting."

For a moment more, I stood rooted to the spot in front of her. Crystal stared at me, the faint bulge of her tongue visible at one side of her mouth as she waited. One long finger tapped rhythmically against her glass. She said nothing more. And while I couldn't tear my eyes away from her, I could feel Morgan staring at me too. Waiting. Wondering if I would finally take a stand, or if this was one more boundary of mine that Crystal would easily shatter.

As though there was ever any doubt. Something inside me seemed to suddenly give way, my faint resistance folding back in on itself as it collapsed. I lurched suddenly forward, stumbling toward the far end of the bar where the barman was plying his trade. The sound of Crystal and Morgan laughing at me and my pathetic capitulation echoed in my ears the whole time.

"Hey," I said. The barman closed the cash register and turned to me, his dark eyebrows rising in an unspoken question. I swallowed, trying to find the right words to say while he leaned across the bar toward me expectantly. "That – that lady over there. The one you were just talking to." I nodded my head back in Crystal's direction, and felt my heart spasm again as the barman looked back at her and smiled.

“Yeah,” he said. “The one who made you kiss her foot.”

“Yeah,” I said through gritted teeth as my cheeks burned anew.

“Is she your girl?”

"I – not rea - I - she told me to ask you if you want to," I stammered, choking on the hateful words while Crystal watched from the other end of the long bar. Clearing my throat, I tried again, staring down at the bar where the barman's hairy hand rested, unable to meet his eyes. "She wanted to know if you want to go home with her. Tonight." A horrible silence followed my words. The noise of the bar seemed to shrink and recede until I could barely hear anything but the pounding of my own heart. My question had clearly taken the man by surprise. Before answering, he looked toward Crystal again. I didn't look up.

"Are you serious?" he asked at last.

“Yes,” I growled. “She asked me to ask you. You can ask yourself if you like.”

The barman shook his head in disbelief. I glanced up at him from under my eyebrows, still struggling to make eye contact with the stranger who had seen me so utterly humiliated.

"Sure," the barman said at last, and my stomach knotted up in helpless rage as he spoke. "She's hot as hell, bro."

 

*

We got back to the house, and Crystal wasted no time. The front door was barely closed behind us before she was all over him, kissing him, embracing him, her hands moving over his body as his moved over hers. Brad, his name was. The name I knew at once I would hate forever after what I was forced to witness.

Morgan was there too, of course. She wouldn't miss a humiliating ordeal like this for all the world. And as usual, Crystal had no inhibitions at all in front of her friend. She had led Brad up to her bedroom and encouraged Morgan and I to come with them. Of course, Morgan had complied. While Crystal and Brad undressed one another on the bed, Crystal's tight dress finally shed like the close-fitting sheath of a beautiful weapon, Morgan had dropped her own dress and ordered me to strip. Busy as he was with Crystal, Brad given only the most cursory of glances at my chastity cage as Morgan ordered me to kneel on the floor at the foot of the bed. Crystal had soon taken his mind off it with her wandering hands and mouth. And if Brad had had any reservations about what was happening, Crystal knew how to sweep them away as though they had never existed.

While I watched in dull horror and Crystal and Brad embraced naked on her bed, Morgan disappeared inside her friends walk-in closet. She soon returned, a set of handcuffs dangling from her hand as she strutted towards me in nothing but her underwear and high heels. I didn't try to fight Morgan as she crouched behind me to cuff my hands behind my back. I didn't expect anything else. Rising to her feet again, Morgan stood beside me, one hand resting possessively on top of my head as the two of us watched the show unfolding before our eyes.

Crystal took her time. There was a glimmer of the aggressiveness in her that I knew so well as she pushed Brad onto the mattress. But it was only so she could toy with him more. Smiling dazzlingly, Crystal crawled down the bed to take the stranger's cock in her mouth. Morgan laughed as I whimpered in despair, and Brad groaned in pleasure as my mistress tightened her lips around his shaft. Sweeping her long hair back from her face and pinning it behind her ear, Crystal bobbed her head up and down, her jaw working as her tongue teased the young bartender until he was groaning in pleasure. Crystal certainly knew her way around the male anatomy. In no time at all, he was writhing and squirming on the mattress beneath her, as though his muscular body could barely contain pleasure that she incited.

Crystal sat up. I felt Morgan's hand tightened on my scalp she seized a fistful of my hair, keeping me focused on what my mistress was doing. As though I could possibly look away. As though there was anything else on earth that compelled me to watch, even though every moment of it burned a hole in my heart. I watched as Crystal straddled her young lover, facing me at the foot of the bed as she took his slippery cock in her hand. With a low moan, Crystal lowered herself down onto him, impaling herself with his manhood as the two of them sighed in pleasure. And her thighs tightened and bunched as she rode on top of him, her dripping pussy sliding up and down his cock in time with her cries of passion and pleasure.

The key to my chastity still dangled from the chain around her ankle. The steel cage still held my cock tight, pressing my erection back on itself and making me whimper with unrelieved desire. Crystal threw back her head and cried out in ecstasy, screaming out every quantum of the pleasure she was feeling and would not allow me experience as she had her first orgasm on Brad's cock.

And the night went on and on. The young barman seemed tireless, and Crystal was more than ready to keep up. Again and again, I watched her pussy spasm around his cock, her beautiful body contorting in the throes of orgasm. Again and again, I heard her cry out, and listened to her scream in wild desire. As pleasure overtook the two of them, they moved from one position to another, Crystal now on top, now below, Brad arcing his body over her, then holding her hips he fucked her from behind. They ran through every sexual act I had ever experienced in my life in a single night. Drunk on one another, they turned the hours into passion, into explosive joy and deep satisfaction. I had never seen anything like it. And with every thrust of the stranger's cock inside my beautiful mistress, I felt my own inadequacy driven home, over and over again.

Crystal was on her back, Brad pumping away on top of her, when Morgan finally lost her self-control. Releasing her grip on my hair, she hurriedly pulled down her panties and stepped out of them, kicking them savagely aside. Then she gripped a fistful of my hair again. From the bed above me, I heard Morgan cry out in delight as she watched her friend use me. Morgan pulled me toward her, and the carpet burned my knees as I shuffled forward, pressing my face between her legs as she guided my mouth to pussy. Morgan moaned as I licked her, ignoring the ache in my jaw from pleasuring Serena earlier. This was my role in life, to give pleasure and not receive it, to be used like the boy toy Crystal always said I was while another man fucked my mistress. My heart trembled with shame and lust, but I did what Morgan wanted. I licked and kissed her streaming pussy until she was howling as loudly as Crystal was, the two of them drunk with their shared pleasure that came from very different sources.

Morgan moaned, and I felt her pussy convulse on my tongue. I did my best to swallow the juices of her pleasure as she surrendered to orgasm. And almost at the same time, Crystal cried out. Brad was moaning louder than before, his breath catching in his throat as he thundered toward orgasm. Envying and despising him for getting what I couldn't, I drank down Morgan's juices and felt her grip on my hair relax as she released me. Crystal cried out, and I closed my eyes as I listened to Brad cum inside her, claiming the body that I had been teased with and denied for weeks on end. In a single night, he had gone further with Crystal that I ever had. And, I was starting to fear, further than I ever would.

Sighing, Brad rolled away from Crystal, and they clumsily disentangled themselves from one another. I looked up to see Crystal staring at me, her face made even more beautiful by the red flush of orgasm that shone in her cheeks. I was the only one in the room who hadn't felt that intense physical pleasure. And I couldn't have felt more disgraced as I kneeled naked on the floor, my hands cuffed behind me.

"That was amazing," Crystal gasped. She wasn't looking at Brad. She was looking straight at me as she spoke. And I watched her breasts heave and sway as she sat up in the bed, sliding across the mattress until her feet found the floor. Crystal stood, and I watched her naked body with its hourglass figure sway as she approached. Morgan stepped back to make room as my mistress stood above me, her hands on her hips, her cum-filled pussy shining directly in front of my face as I stared up at her with utter longing. The smell of sex filled my nostrils as I breathed in air scented by her presence.

Abruptly, Crystal crouched down in front of me. I watched her reach for the anklet, freeing the key to my chastity from the silver chain. Smiling deviously, she slid the key into the lock of my cage and twisted it. The metal bar around my balls fell away, and Crystal gently pulled the device off my manhood. Immediately, my cock swelled to full hardness, bursting with blood as the dense network of veins ignited. I felt lightheaded as my body rerouted the hot blood that coursed through me.

Still holding the empty device in her hand, Crystal stood. Just as Morgan had, she placed her other hand on top of my head as I kneeled at her feet.

"You were such a good boy tonight," Crystal beamed at me indulgently, as though I was some spoiled pet. "So you've finally earned some pleasure. Hurry up and cum before I change my mind."

I gasped as she raised one foot and ran it along the underside of my cock. My member swelled at her touch, even the slightest contact feeling like heaven after the long absence I had endured. I whimpered and groaned as my pleasure grew, and Crystal went on stroking me with her foot, giggling along with Morgan as she did so. I had given up sex with Serena for this, the halfhearted stroke of my mistress's bare foot. But in the moment, I didn't care. Almost at once, I felt my balls tightening against my body as my orgasm approached.

The bed creaked as Brad moved to get a better view. Morgan was staring at me, her face wearing an expression of disbelief. Crystal continued to grin down at me as she toyed with my manhood. Everyone's eyes were on me. And everyone in the room saw the humiliating spectacle as, with a loud groan and a visible shudder, I finally came. My eyes rolled back in my head as my orgasm overwhelmed me, and my cock spurted my semen across the floor with the force of my pleasure. More of my fluids dripped from my straining shaft to pour over Crystal's bare foot as she held it out in front of me. Evidently pleased with herself, she stroked my head affectionately as I gasped and convulsed in the last throb of ecstasy.

“There,” she giggled girlishly. “All done. Now, let’s get you locked back up again.”



15. Crystal’s Game

 

The strain was palpable. I could feel it in every fiber of my body, in every nerve and sinew as I lay stretched out on the mattress. I was a taut string that Crystal plucked on expertly, keeping me vibrating for her amusement. And these breaks were part of it. She was in the bathroom, no doubt keeping herself as beautiful as she always was, all the better to tease me. Crystal sometimes seemed to know my body better than I did. She knew I needed a break. At least, if she didn't want me to cum right there and then. Which Crystal evidently didn't.

It would have been so easy for her, too. The slightest touch. Almost any part of her body would done. But she knew what I wanted. Every time she straddled me where I lay helpless in her bed, I felt that faint twinge of hope that experience should have cured me of. The faint but ever-present hope that she would finally climb on top of me, impale herself on my hard cock, ride me to ecstasy the way I so badly wanted her to. Her selfishness drove me wild with desire, and her cruelty was the most potent aphrodisiac I knew. And yet, sprawled out in her bed with my limbs tied to the tall posts of the canopy, there was nothing I could do but wait.

And think. Ever since she had come into my life, it seemed as though I was incapable of thinking of anything that wasn't related to her. And that was deliberate, too. Even at work, or alone at home, I couldn't get her off my mind. The steel grip of the chastity device around my cock ensured that. I could never forget the power she held over me, not for a moment. Just as she wanted.

But there was more than that going on. I could try to deny the truth all I wanted, or stick my head in the sand and pretend that this wasn't happening. But lately, I had started to wonder what would've happened if Crystal took the chastity device off me and never put it back on. Not that she'd give me any reason to think that she would. But with all the endless fantasies and memories of my mistress that raced through my head whenever we weren't together, this one surfaced from time to time. What would I do then? She would no longer have the unstoppable power over me that she currently possessed. But would anything really change? I would always want her. I was sure of that. My desire for her was unlike anything I had felt before for any woman, including Crystal's daughter Gemma. The way I had treated her daughter brought me to where I was now, Crystal's helpless love slave, and I couldn't bring myself to regret a moment of it. But in my more tender moments, I found myself wondering what Crystal was getting out of all this. And what her true intentions were.

There was the sex, obviously. No way to look past that elephant in the room. Our relationship had been about sex from the moment she shimmied into the restaurant where we met in her tight red dress, her exquisite beauty blowing away every woman I had ever seen before in my young life. Sex and revenge. Those were the two poles around which we circled, the beat to our dance. But surely Crystal had been revenged on me enough already? Yes, I had cheated on her daughter. But I had paid for that a thousand times over. I had been tortured and humiliated, reduced to the status of a pathetic slave for Crystal and her best friend. And, I remembered with a shudder of blissful shame, for a total stranger in the bar too. Surely that was enough?

I had been down this road before, of course. And every time my thoughts went in the same direction, I tried – and usually failed – to rein them in. I couldn't remember when it had first occurred to me that perhaps Crystal was getting more out of this relationship than just sex. But once the idea had formed, there was no way to shake it. And I couldn't even say why I thought that way, beyond my hope that it was true. Nothing Crystal said or did encourage me to believe that I was anything more to her than an entertaining diversion. Whenever we were together, she used the same domineering tone of voice, the same arrogant command of me that she had been using since we met. And except for our excursion to the bar where we met Serena, we never went out in public. Our dalliances had assumed a familiar pattern. I would come to her house, and she would fuck with me. She would tease and torment me, and get me to do whatever she wanted. Sometimes, she would have me kneel at her feet and worship her like a goddess. Other times, my favorite times, she would allow me to pleasure her with her toys or even her mouth, my whole being dedicated to providing her with yet another orgasm while my own needs went completely ignored. Such sweet torture to be the instrument of her pleasure and yet be denied my own. And then, sometimes, she would simply have me do the housework. The various tasks and chores that she didn't feel like doing. She had me wait hand and foot on her and on Morgan, and there were times when that was all I did. Those were the worst times of all.

And yet… Sometimes, just now and again, there was something in Crystal that seemed different. The occasional look that I would surprise in those stunning eyes of hers, a look that wasn't predatory or mocking or devious at all. A look that made my heart soar whenever I caught it in her stare. And if I was wrong, if it was simply wishful thinking, what exactly was I wishing for? It was sex that had brought us together, and sex that kept me coming to Crystal's house, ready and willing to obey her every whim. Sex, and the promise of it. Because after all I had been through, after all Crystal had made me suffer the night we met, we still had not had sex. Not completely.

Maybe I should have hated her for that. Or maybe I should have just taken our relationship for what it was, a kinky game I was playing, being instructed by a gorgeous older woman in some of the darker parts of human sexuality. If I could have simply seen it like that, things might've been different. They might have been easier. But they certainly wouldn't have developed the way they did.

The hissing sound of water running through the pipes of the house abruptly stopped. Footsteps echoed on the tiled floor of the en suite bathroom. Crystal was wearing high heels, and my already hard cock throbbed even more urgently as I listened to her approach. The door of the bathroom opened, and there she stood in all her ravishing beauty. My mistress, my goddess, her dark hair tumbling in artful waves over her shoulders and her glorious eyes glowing as she smiled wickedly at me.

“Okay, boy toy,” Crystal purred as she stepped into the room, her movements as graceful and languid as ever. “Ready for round two?”

"Yes, Mistress," I groaned, and Crystal that out a quiet chuckle at my strained compliance. It didn't matter what I said. Crystal would have her way with me regardless. But it was the truth. Even though I knew she was going to drive me crazy, even though I knew what she was going to put me through, what she had been putting me through all afternoon, was a form of torture. I couldn't resist her. For once, the chastity device was unlocked from my cock. But there was more than the ropes around wrist and ankle to keep me in place. Crystal still held the only key to the invisible, unbreakable device locked around my heart.

I watched her approach, and she watched me watching her. No mirror on earth could show her to herself the way my eyes did as I gazed up at her in wonder. She wore a black bustier that hugged the curves of her body, emphasizing her narrow waist as it supported the mouthwatering swell of her cleavage. Long black gloves rose up above her elbows, as though she was participating in some formal event. But below the bustier, Crystal was naked. Her black panties had been long discarded, and her womanhood was nakedly on display. She approached the bed slowly, letting my eyes take it all in, as though I had never seen her before. As though I hadn't stared for what felt like hours at the pussy that dripped between her legs, desperately longing to sink my cock into it while knowing that she would never allow it. I couldn't help it. I stared again. And Crystal seemed to take years to walk over to the bed, carefully placing one high-heeled foot in front of the other so that her hips rocked from side to side, making my heart rise higher in my throat with every step she took.

"What are the rules?" Crystal stood at last at the edge of her huge bed, and I tried not to groan as she leaned over the mattress. Her boobs strained against the bustier she wore, and one gloved finger slid slowly up the shaft of my cock, barely brushing the hot skin as she teased me with maddening ease.

"I have to stay hard, mistress," I barked at once. As though there was any possibility of doing anything else in Crystal's presence. "I'm not allowed to cum without your permission, Mistress."

“That’s right,” Crystal grinned as she continued to slide the tip of her finger up and down my twitching cock. “And what happens if you break the rules?”

"I get locked up for three months, Mistress." Crystal laughed out loud as I repeated what she had told me when we began the day session. The threat filled me with terror. It hadn't been three months since the day I met Crystal, yet even within that time, I been allowed the occasional orgasm, if never the one I wanted. The thought of being physically prevented from orgasm for a full three months, knowing that Crystal would spend the entire time teasing me to the brink of madness, horrified me. My unlocked chastity device lay on the bedside table, and even without looking at it, I could feel the weight of its presence like some distant star tugging at my guts while Crystal bent over me. But… Maybe there's no better demonstration of the turmoil that raged inside me than to say that as soon as Crystal had mentioned her threat, my first thought had been that it meant she would keep me around for at least three more months. And while the idea of a period of denial so long scared the hell out of me, I couldn't ignore the way my heart skipped a happy little beat at the thought that Crystal was thinking so far ahead.

"Right again," Crystal grinned. I hardly felt her weight as she sat down on the edge of the mattress beside me. Everything Crystal owned was of the highest quality. With the possible exception of me. "Now, what were you telling me before we took a little break? You were telling me how you'd do anything, absolutely anything, to be allowed to cum, weren't you?"

“Yes, Mistress,” I gasped. “Please, Mistress, please let me come. I’ll do anything you say, I promise.”

"Oh, I'm sure you will," Crystal grinned. Her finger had never stopped moving on the shaft of my cock, and now another gloved digit joined it, stroking and teasing while I shivered and shook at every touch. "But you already do whatever I say, don't you? I think I've trained you pretty well."

"Yes, Mistress." I could hardly deny the truth of that. It was hard to believe it'd only been a matter of weeks since I met this woman. Already, she had made me do things I had never thought I would do. Things I would never even have imagined. She had made me kiss her feet in a crowded bar and kiss the feet of a stranger. She had made me watch while she got fucked by a barman, taunting me with what she knew I wanted, what she had never yet allowed me. She had loaned me to her best friend as some kind of domestic servant, and I had washed Morgan's car and that of her husband while they had noisy sex upstairs. I had never once said no. And the chastity device was part of that, the faint hope of finally being allowed to fuck her keeping me in thrall to her and making me submit to her wildest whims. But it wasn't all. What scared me more than anything else, far more than these torturous games Crystal played with me, with the fear that one day she might grow bored of me and stop playing them at all.

"So you have to do something really special," Crystal said. I gasped as she wrapped a gloved hand around my cock at last, gently stroking it while I bucked my hips into the air, trying to get more contact between her hand in my cock. "Obedience is what I expect from you. That's how a boy should be around his mistress. But if you want a reward, you need to go above and beyond."

"How, Mistress?" It was often dangerous to question Crystal. But this time, she simply laughed at the note of desperation in my voice that even I could hear. I didn't have her imagination. I didn't know what she wanted, besides my complete and total humiliation. My submission to her was all I had to offer, and Crystal had that already. We both knew that.

Crystal's toned arms pressed her boobs together in the tight top she wore as she leaned over me. Her hand never stopped moving on my manhood as her glowing eyes peered into mine, the swirling blue-green sea that had entranced me from across the room the minute I laid eyes on my ex-girlfriend's mother. Her even teeth showed as she bit her lower lip, and the blood roared in my ears as I gazed at the perfection of her beautiful face, the undeniable appeal of her sexy body, and the delicious cruelty that sparkled in those fabulous eyes.

"I shouldn't have to come up with everything," Crystal said in a low voice. I struggled to hear her words over my ragged breathing as I bucked and rose on the bed beneath her, my orgasm boiling inside me as I battled to both suppress the urge and give into it. "You've been my boy toy for long enough now. You ought to know what I like. And you should be able to come up with ways to please me. Little things that will make me happy. That's what a good boy would do."

“Please, Mistress,” I groaned while Crystal laughed again. “I’ll do – I’ll do whatever you want. You know I will.”

"Be careful," Crystal said. Her hand stopped dead, still holding my cock but no longer stroking it. "You know I have a devious mind."

"Yes, Mistress," I panted. Who knew that fact better than me? Even at the height of my lust, I still had enough sense to be slightly intimidated by her words. After all, who knew just how far Crystal would decide to take things? And there I was, handing her a blank check to use me in any way she saw fit. But I couldn't help it. With my cock in her hand and my orgasm throbbing inside me, sending bright bursts of almost painful pleasure through my body, I was in no position to resist her. "I'll – I'll learn how to do pedicures so that I can look after your feet."

"That's a start," Crystal grinned.

“I’ll clean your house from top to bottom. Every day if you want. I’ll wash your car. I’ll do your laundry.”

"You already do that," Crystal said.

"I'll do it more," I wailed. "I'll wash your car. I'll scrub your floors. I'll – I'll –" gritting my teeth, I growled as I struggled against the pleasure welling up inside me. Crystal's hand was on the move again, stroking my cock more firmly as she sensed my pleasure approaching. And as always when the two of us were together, fear bloomed alongside pleasure in the pit of my stomach. What if she made me cum, there and then? There was nothing I could do to stop her. I was right on the edge of ecstasy, and I didn't know how much longer I could hold out. Three months of torture yawned in front of me, the grim sentence that I knew my cruel mistress was more than willing to carry out. For all I knew, that was her plan all along.

"You're going to have to do better than that," Crystal said, and a faint frown showed on her face as she stared at me. "That's just stuff any good slave would do. I'm going to need more from you if you want this orgasm."

"I'll help you fuck other men." The words were torn for me in a long groan, rising from my throat with origins I could hardly guess at. Watching Crystal have sex with Brad had been one of the most painful and humiliating experiences of my life, and there was no shortage of those. Even if it had finally ended in a rare orgasm for me, I hadn't been able to shake the pure shame of what had happened that night. And again, Crystal's hand paused for a moment on my cock as she listened.

“Help me how?”

"I'll help you get ready," I babbled, swept up in the excitement caused by knowing something I had said had finally interested her. "I'll help you bathe, and get dressed. I'll even buy the clothes for you if you want. Please, Mistress, I'll do –"

"Anything. Yes, you said that. Though I have to admit, it's an interesting idea." I moaned as Crystal's hand began to move on my cock again. It was slower now, as though her mind was elsewhere. Her eyes assumed a faraway expression as she looked away from my face, glancing across the room at nothing in particular as she considered what she had heard.

"It would be torture for you, wouldn't it? Knowing that other men are getting to do what you want to do and can't. And having to help them, too. What if you had to find the men for me? What if your orgasms depended on finding studs to please me?"

“Oh my God,” I gasped. Crystal chuckled, turning her eyes at last back to me as she began to stroke my member more vigorously.

“Yes, that would be awful for you, wouldn’t it? But so much fun for me.”

"Yes, Mistress," I gasped. As though it wasn't shameful enough being in the position I was in, knowing that this gorgeous woman could do whatever she liked to May. Now I would always know, if she went ahead with this, that it had been at least in part my idea.

"The thing is," Crystal said, as that maddeningly beautiful smile crept over her face again, "this could be really dangerous for you. I mean, I still haven't fucked you. And if I have lots of other men keeping me satisfied, better men than you, I might not ever feel the need to. Are you worried about that?"

“Yes, Mistress,” I gasped. “Of course I am.”

"But you'll do it anyway," Crystal said. "Just for the privilege of being allowed to cum right now."

"Yes, Mistress." It did sound ridiculous when she put it like that. But I couldn't fight with my body any longer. My cock pulsed in her hand, and every nerve in my body felt stretched to its absolute limit as my mistress toyed with me. I knew that I was making things hard for myself. But I couldn't resist.

"Interesting." A howl of rage rose from my open mouth as Crystal abruptly removed her hand from my cock. My whole body trembled, the ropes that held me tied to the bed lashing as I struggled against them. No matter how often it happened, I never got used to this. I never got used to the moment of absolute rage that filled me when I hovered on the brink of orgasm, only to have it denied. And Crystal's delight showed on her smiling face as she sat up. My cock pulsed and throbbed in the empty air, swaying from side to side as I struggled uselessly.

"Feels like you were about to cum there," Crystal beamed. "I'm not sure you deserve that yet. Your little idea was interesting, but I'm going to need to think about it before I decide if you've earned that orgasm."

With that, she stood. I turned my head to watch her adjust her bustier, the soft orbs of her breasts jiggling maddeningly in the tight confines of the garment as she stood above me.

"But in the meantime, I'm feeling a little excited myself," Crystal went on. "So I think we need to take care of that first before I decide if you should get to have your little orgasm. After all, you're always better at pleasing me when you're trying to impress me." With that, Crystal turned on her heels and strutted across the room, toward her walk-in closet. Where she kept her toys. I knew it well, having spent more than one night locked in there myself. Just another one of Crystal's toys. My cock surged predictably at the thought as I watch my mistress leave me. As intense as it invariably felt in the moment, my anger at being denied never lasted long. It was only a matter of seconds before it was overwhelmed by the same desperate list that held me so in thrall to my maddening mistress.

 

And so once again, I was left alone with my thoughts, while Crystal moved around inside the closet. I heard the rattle of a chain and the thump of some object being tossed aside, and my heart raced as I wondered what she had in mind. Caught up in my anticipation and desire, I barely noticed a noise from downstairs. It wasn't until I heard footsteps rising up the grand staircase of Crystal's home that I began to panic

"Mom? Are you up here?" Gemma. Fear exploded inside me, the fear of discovery that was almost the only emotion that could hope to pierce the lust that Crystal ignited within me.

"Mistress!" I growled, raising my voice in the hope that Crystal would hear me without giving my presence away to her daughter. And all the while, Gemma's footsteps rose up the stairs, coming down the hall toward the bedroom while I struggled uselessly against the ropes that held me. Crystal had done her job too well. If I were able to slip the knots that held me, I would have done it long before that moment. I was trapped, and I was naked, and every second brought Gemma closer to the door of her mother's bedroom and to discovering me exposed and erect in her mother's bed.

“Mistress,” I growled again.

"Quiet, boy toy," Crystal snapped imperiously from inside the closet. Gemma's footsteps kept coming down the long hallway of Crystal's house. The bedroom door was open. Crystal lived alone, and we never bothered trying to hide our activities. I was seconds away from being discovered by my ex-girlfriend, and terror gripped me. My eyes rolled in my head as though searching for some way out of my predicament, two rats in an inescapable cage. I had to do something. And whatever it was, I had to do it fast.

"Crystal." That did it. Dropping whatever she was holding, Crystal appeared in the doorway of her walking closet. Her face was a mask of anger as she stared at me. I never failed to address her by the title she had given herself, but desperation left me no other choice. I needed to get Crystal's attention, and I did what I had to do. Finally, she was looking at me again, abandoning her toy collection to address me at last. But it was too late. As Crystal opened her mouth to speak, Gemma stepped into the bedroom.

Crystal echoed the loud gasp of surprise that Rose from Gemma's open mouth. With a yelp, my powerful mistress ducked back into the closet, hiding her nakedness from her daughter. Gemma's eyes widened as she turned to me, taking in the sight of me sprawled in her mother's bed with my erect cock reaching for the ceiling. And for a long moment that felt like years, though it couldn't have been more than a second or two, she was silent. Between the space of two dull throbs of my heart, my entire existence seemed poised on a knife-edge. Everything seemed to take on a dreamlike quality, as though what I was experiencing wasn't real. It couldn't be real, could it? How could this really be happening? Every moment of shame and embarrassment I had ever felt in my life up to that point – and they were legion – seem to pale in comparison to this. My ex-girlfriend, the girl I had treated so badly, who I had cheated on and humiliated, now knew the truth. And tied to her mother's bed like I was, there was nowhere for me to hide.

"What. The. Fuck." Gemma's voice was quiet, but there was no way to miss the emotions that raged behind her words. from her hiding place in the closet, Crystal said nothing. It was the first time I had ever seen her uncomfortable or surprised. The first time my mistress wasn't in control. And helpless on the bed, all I could do was cringe in shame and wait to see what would happen next.
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16. Gemma’s Discovery

 

"What's going on, Mom?"

But Gemma had to know what was going on. She was many things, but stupid was never one of them. It didn't take a genius to know exactly what was happening when she stepped into her mother's bedroom and saw me, her ex-boyfriend, spreadeagle and tied to the bed. The hard part wasn't in understanding what was happening, but believing it.

"Oh my God, honey," I heard Crystal moan from her hiding place inside her walk-in closet. "I - I didn't want you to find out like this." Finally, my mistress emerged from the closet. She had found a robe and wrapped it around herself for stepping out to confront her daughter. Now, only I was naked.

And maybe it was the state I was in, the unrelenting arousal that Crystal inspired in me and used to control me. Maybe it was that. But Gemma had never looked better to me than she did at that moment. Standing just inside the open doorway of her mother's room, wearing a yellow T-shirt and a pair of jeans that did nothing to hide the curves and contours of her young body, I was reminded why I had dated her in the first place. Her blonde hair tumbled in gentle waves down her shoulders, framing a face as delicately pretty as her mother's. She didn't inherit Crystal's gorgeous multicolored eyes, that could change their hue according to the light or the mood she was in. But Gemma's eyes were clear and bright blue, like a cloudless sky in summer. With her golden hair, there was a summery look about her that contrasted with her mother's more autumnal appearance. They looked very different, the two of them. But there was no denying that Gemma was Crystal's daughter. There was no way for me, in the state I was in, not to notice the beauty the two of them shared.

Gemma's eyes darted from me to her mother and back again. Crystal approached her daughter, raising a hand to place it on Gemma's elbow. I noticed that Crystal didn't even look at me. Maybe she couldn't. Or maybe she didn't care. Their attention was all on her daughter now, trying to pacify Gemma after what she had seen.

"Are you fucking him?" Gemma nodded slowly, as though answering her own question while her mother struggled to find words. This was a side of Crystal I had never seen. She was always so in control of everything that happened. She was never embarrassed, never caught off guard. Not until that day. And maybe I should have taken some pleasure in the sight, seeing my mistress be the one to squirm in shame for once. But all it did was make Crystal seem more human to me. It was like a gap in her armor, or like peering through the keyhole of a door that was usually firmly locked. Crystal was only ever my mistress, and I loved that about her. But the reminder that she was a person too, a woman that loved her daughter and never wanted to hurt her, made my heart spasm with some unaccountable sensation as I watched. Pity, perhaps. Sympathy, maybe. Or maybe it was more than that. Something stranger and stronger that I wasn't ready to admit to myself at that point.

"Come on, honey," Crystal said, her hands still on Gemma's arm. "Come downstairs. We'll talk about it."

"What's to talk about?" Gemma's eyes blazed as she spoke. "This is fucked up, Mom! Him? Really? Of all the guys in the world, you had to fuck him?"

"Come on, Gemma," Crystal said, still in the soothing tone of voice I had never heard from her before. "Come on. We'll talk about it downstairs." Gemma snorted derisively and tore her arm away from her mother's gentle grip. But as Crystal turned toward the open door of the bedroom, Gemma followed. Casting one last outraged glance at me, she stepped out into the hallway with Crystal. And Crystal reached for the door handle, pulling the bedroom door shut behind the two of them as they left. I listened to their footsteps recede through the house as they made their way downstairs. Alone and helpless, I let my head fall back onto the mattress below me. It was almost as though Crystal had forgotten I was even there. Or, more correctly, that I no longer mattered at all. Her attention was all on her daughter now, and I would stay where she had put me. The restraints that pinned me to the bed made sure of that.

With plenty of time to think, fear took hold inside me. And what was I so afraid of? Discovery? That had already happened. Gemma knew, and there was nothing Crystal could possibly say that would change that fact.

Gemma knew, and maybe she would tell her friends. Or maybe she wouldn't. Maybe the shame at having her mom sleeping with her ex would keep her mouth shut. Either way, I reflected, it hardly mattered. Compared to the public humiliations I had already endured at Crystal's hands, Gemma's friends didn't matter to me at all. In all likelihood, I would never see any of them again.

So what was this fear rising up inside me? Tied up alone in Crystal's gigantic bedroom, I had plenty of time to analyze it. And perhaps I shouldn't have been as surprised as I was at the outcome. Because my true fear, I was finally forced to admit to myself, was that being discovered like this by her daughter would cause Crystal to put an end to the game we were playing. Sure, we pretended that she was doing this to get revenge on me for the way I treated Gemma. But we both knew that was no longer the truth, if it ever had been. Crystal was doing these things to me because she enjoyed them. Enjoyed what we were doing just as much as I did. If not more. But what if her daughter's reaction caused her to stop? What if Crystal now untied me and told me to leave, to never contact her again? What then? What would I do with the burning desire that simmered inside me at all hours of the day? Yes, I'd have my freedom back. I'd be free to masturbate as much as I liked, to sleep with any woman who would let me, to decide when and how I got to experience orgasm. But in the silence of Crystal's bedroom, I realized that none of that was worth losing Crystal. That was what I feared above all things. That was what kept me there, more than any amount of handcuffs and chastity devices. That was the true power this remarkable woman had over me.

And downstairs, the talk went on. I could hear nothing; the house was far too big for that. For all I knew, the two women could be having a blazing row about what Gemma had discovered. They could be tears and accusations. They could be hurling dishes at each other for all I knew. Up in the bedroom, I was completely isolated, cut off from anything that was going on downstairs. And the total silence of my luxurious prison allowed my mind to wander to strange places.

Finally, the bedroom door opened. My constant nervousness reached a new peak as I waited to see what the outcome would be. Still burning with the shame of being seen in such a compromising position, I dreaded the thought that Crystal would end our relationship there and then. But it wasn't Crystal who stepped through the bedroom door as it slowly opened. It was Gemma. And she was alone.

No tears, then. At least, I couldn't detect any sign that she had been crying. Her eyes were as clear as ever, and her skin was still pale around her eyes. Gemma walked slowly toward the bed where I lay, her footsteps soundless as she moved, and I watched her blue gaze glitter as her eyes traveled over my body. While I waited for the two women to finish their talk, my urgent erection had subsided only slightly. Exposed under the stare of my ex-girlfriend, I could feel my cock swelling and rising back to full hardness. There was nothing I could do to prevent it. And there was no way that Gemma didn't notice as she stood at the foot of the bed, her hands on her hips as she stared down at me

.

"Mom said I should talk to you," she said finally, breaking the silence in a soft voice that nevertheless seemed carved into stone to me.

“Okay,” I said guardedly. Talking to Gemma in the position I was in was more or less the last thing I wanted to do. But there wasn’t much I could do to stop it. May as well get it over with.

"How did you two even meet?" Gemma's smooth brow furrowed slightly as she spoke. It wasn't the question she most wanted the answer to; I was sure of that. But Gemma was having as hard a time with this new discovery as I was.

"On social media," I said truthfully. "She invited me to dinner, and I went."

“And then you had sex.”

"Not exactly." The faint lines in Gemma's brow deepened

.

"What does that mean?" she asked. The restraints that held me rattled as I shifted uncomfortably on the bed. There was nowhere to hide. No way for me to cover my nakedness, or mask the obvious arousal I felt. It seemed to be my role in life to forever be at a disadvantage compared to women.

"We've never really… done that," I tried to explain. "Not exactly. Not, like, all the way."

"I don't want to hear about that." Jenna's nose wrinkled in disgust as she spoke, and I fell silent. It didn't matter anyway, I supposed. Crystal used sex as motivation, the high prize she still had not seen fit to give me. Whatever was going on between us, whatever name you might want to give it, it was unquestionably sexual in nature. One look at me, lying in her bed naked and fully erect, was proof of that.

"How long has this been going on?" Gemma asked.

"A couple of months," I replied. Gemma nodded slowly, as though what I had said agreed with some private conclusion she had come to. I had no way of knowing what her mother told her. Was she testing me?

"So you must like her, then. My mom." Gemma's voice cracked slightly on the final word. But she stepped forward as she spoke. I felt the dent her slight weight made on the mattress as she climbed over the footboard and sat on the bed. Between my spread legs, she was alarmingly close to my manhood as it throbbed in the air between us. And that did nothing to relieve the inescapable tension of desire that I was feeling. Whatever other problems had existed in the course of my relationship with Gemma, desire had never been one of them. She was a beautiful girl. There was no question of that. And as Crystal's daughter, how could she be anything else

?

"Yeah," I sighed. Like was hardly the word. I had no idea at that time how to describe the way I felt about Crystal. Even to this day, I struggle with it. Back then, my feelings were far less clear than they are now. I was still in the grip of self-consciousness, still overly concerned with what I felt I should be feeling rather than what I actually was. She made me happy. That was undeniable. Even if I still felt as though she shouldn't, as though the torture she put me through ought to be enough to make me hate her. They clearly weren't. In fact, they kept me coming back for more. But I was a young man, and even after the time I had spent with Crystal, I was still struggling to accept who and what I was, what exactly I truly wanted

"I was really upset. When you cheated on me," Gemma said. She looked down as she spoke, no longer meeting my eyes.

 

"I know," I sighed. "I'm sorry. I should never have done that to you. I know that now. I was an asshole. I'm sorry."

"That's easy to say now." The ghost of a smile showed on Gemma's face as she raised her eyes to mine again, but it was a smile that had little to do with genuine happiness. "You have to say that now. Look at you." As she spoke, Gemma reached out for one of the ties that connected my ankle to the post of her mother's extravagant canopy bed. She tugged gently at the restraint, making my bound leg wobble slightly. My hard cock swayed from side to side with the movement.

"True," I admitted. "But I mean it. Crystal – she taught me a lesson. She showed me – what I did. How wrong I was." If Gemma didn't want details, I was happy not to provide them. The last thing I wanted to do was to list all the things that her sexy mother had done to me. I didn't want to relive the pain and humiliation of being forced to watch Crystal fuck another man in this very bed while I kneeled helplessly on the floor. And yet, predictably, my cock surged at the thought.

"That's what Mom said," Gemma went on. Her voice was quiet again, and I strained to hear it over the hammering of my heart. "She said she did this to teach you a lesson. She said you've changed. That she got revenge for what you did to me."

"She did," I nodded. Gemma's tiny smile deepened into a smirk as she looked at me.

 

"She told me you like to be dominated," she said. Her deep blue eyes looked right into mine now, staring at me over my erection as she tested me. "She said that the meaner she is to you, the more you like it. And she's made you do nasty, humiliating things. Is that true?"

"Yes," I admitted. I raised one hand, and the rope tied around my wrist flapped against the bedpost it was bound to. A tiny snort of amusement escaped Gemma's nostrils. It was pretty obvious what was going on between her mother and me.

"I never knew you into this kind of stuff," Gemma said. Excitement bubbled inside my gut as her hand brushed the inside of my thigh. Gently, teasingly, her fingertips slid over my skin, climbing steadily higher, towards my straining cock. I hardly dared to dream of what might happen. I had expected Gemma to be mad, to be furious, and I had feared a little for my safety when I saw that she had come upstairs without Crystal. But now, I was starting to wonder.

“I’m not,” I protested. “I wasn’t. I just – I don’t know. It’s hot, I guess. I just can’t say no to her. I don’t know what it is.”

"I do," Gemma said. She was smiling openly now, grinning at me from between my legs as she shifted her weight on the mattress. "You just like being my mom's bitch. Isn't that right? You're just a submissive little bitch boy." I gasped as Gemma reached out and closed her fingers around my balls. I squirmed on the mattress, but the ropes held me tight. There was nowhere for me to go, and no way to defend myself. Gemma held my most vulnerable organs in her hand, and I winced as she slowly tightened her grip. Not enough to hurt, but more than enough to demonstrate what she could do to me if she wanted. And how little I could do to stop her.

"Say it," Gemma said. And a terrible thrill raced along my spine as I heard the change in her voice, the change I had heard so often in that of her mother when Crystal was dominating me. Gemma had never seemed more like her mother that she did at that moment, and it terrified me almost as much as it excited me.

"I'm a submissive little bitch boy," I gasped, and Gemma howled with laughter as I spoke. Crystal. Morgan. That girl in the bar and her friends. And now Gemma. Was every woman I met from that point on going to learn the darkest secrets of my hidden heart? And was every single one of them going to exploit that knowledge to humiliate and torment me? It was a thought to make my cock ache with the pressure of an unstoppable erection as Gemma sat between my legs.

"Mom said she doesn't let you cum," Gemma went on, still holding my scrotum in her hand. "Hardly ever. She says you have to earn it. And that she locks your cock up so that you can't have an orgasm without her permission."

"True," I whimpered, tormented by desire as my ex-girlfriend held my balls in her hand. "It's true."

"Is that the thing over there?" Without waiting for an answer, Gemma released her hold on me and bounced off the bed. I sighed in a mixture of relief and regret as she moved away from me, circling around Crystal's giant bed toward the bedside where the chastity device sat. My eyes followed her movements as she picked it up tentatively, feeling its metallic weight in her hand as she frowned down at the tiny device. Such a small thing, to give Crystal such unstoppable power over me. I could almost see the thoughts churning in Gemma's head as she looked at the toy.

"Yes," I croaked. Gemma's curious frown softened again into a smile as she turned back toward the bed. My body moved on top of the mattress as she climbed back onto the bed with me. Curling one leg underneath her, she sat by my side, stopping just short of touching me as she balanced the chastity device in her palm.

"So when you're wearing this," Gemma began, brushing her hair back behind one ear with her free hand as she spoke, "you can't get hard? Like, at all?'

"No," I said, and I wondered if she noticed the way my mouth closed tight on the end of the word, my treacherous lips already forming the M that began the word mistress. Crystal was right; she had trained me well. And novice that Gemma might be, I could see the hint of steel in her inherited from her mother, the confidence and kinkiness that made Crystal so utterly irresistible. So impossible to disobey.

"Doesn't it hurt?" I could see now that Gemma could hardly contain her amusement. As angry if she might have been at discovering me in Crystal's bed, as shocked as the whole situation had made her, she was quickly coming around. I could see that much. I wondered, while my erection throbbed in the air between us, whether it was exciting her the same way I knew it excited her mother.

"Yes," I admitted. It was the same curiosity I seen in Selena at the bar when Crystal exposed my shame to her. The same curiosity Morgan had had. The same curiosity, I suspected, that I would encounter whenever my situation was revealed to a woman who had never come across such a device before. I wondered in some quiet corner of my brain how often that was going to happen.

"So your dick goes in there," Gemma said, pushing a finger into the curved tube of the device, "and then Mom locks it on. And you can't get it off." Gemma was no longer really asking as much as she was stating a simple fact. But I nodded in agreement anyway. She seemed fascinated by the steel device that shone in her hand, the secret to everything that happened between Crystal and I. "I wish I'd known about this when we were dating," Gemma said, and her eyes flashed menacingly as she smiled at me. "Then you wouldn't have been able to stick your dick where it didn't belong." I said nothing. What could I possibly say? There was no doubt in my mind now that Gemma had a plan. Somehow, Crystal had talked her down from the wild anger that had filled her when she first entered the bedroom. And maybe she was helped in that by some hidden taste for dominance that her daughter had. After all, she was Crystal's child. And even under the all-encompassing lust that clouded my thoughts and made it almost impossible to think of anything besides desire, I wondered what might have been if I had known this side of her when we were together. Or if I had known this side of myself. Was it always there, lying dormant until it was activated by the right situation, the right person? Or was it something Crystal had done to me, some desire she had implanted in me that I might never have had if she hadn't come along? I would never know the answer. The fact was, it was a part of me now, a part that seemed to be taking over all the rest, unignorably rewriting and rewiring my brain until I could think of little else. And now Gemma knew the secret as well as her mother did.

"So you must be pretty horny," Gemma giggled. Setting the device down on my chest, she rose up on her knees to loom above me. I moaned loudly as she reached out and took hold of my cock, and she giggled again. During our time together, Gemma and I had become intimately acquainted with each other's bodies. She knew exactly what she was doing. Her hand slid up and down, and at once, I was completely hers. Pleasure burned inside me, dancing on the very edge of orgasm as my ex-girlfriend toyed with my cock.

"You'd probably do anything for an orgasm now, wouldn't you?" Even through my inescapable lust, I felt the fear that accompanied her words. Gemma knew. She knew just as well Crystal did, just as well as Morgan did, how to control me. How to get me to do the unthinkable, to humiliate myself for their amusement just for the chance at a moment of physical pleasure. If there was any doubt at all how our encounter would go, it was banished now. Gemma was totally in control. And from the wide smile on her pretty face, I guessed that she loved the feeling of power just as much as her mother did.

"I can see why Mom likes this so much," Gemma smirked. My cock throbbed in her hand, ready to erupt as she skillfully teased it, keeping me just on the edge of bliss. Right where she wanted me.

"I could help you out," Gemma went on, raising her voice so that her words could be hid over the increasing noise of my moans and gasps. "I could let you cum right now. But what's in it for me?"

"Anything," I desperately gasped. "Anything you want, Gemma. I'll do whatever you say. Just, please, please let me cum, please." Gemma laughed in delight as I whined and bucked. She reminded me so much of Crystal at that moment that it was uncanny. But there was something I was seeing in her for the first time, something I would never get to see with Crystal. The discovery of her own power, the weapon that her beauty could be if used correctly. By the time I met Crystal, she was well aware of who she was and what she could do. But her daughter, as far as I could tell, was discovering it for the first time with me in Crystal's bedroom. And it was a beautiful and terrifying thing to behold.

"Okay," Gemma giggled. "From now on, you're my bitch, just as much as you are Mom's. You're going to do what I say, no matter what. Or else I'll tell her not to let you cum. And she feels so guilty about all this, she'll do it. You know she will."

I nodded frantically. I had long ago learned never to underestimate Crystal's cruelty. There was no doubt in my mind that she would happily go along with what Gemma was proposing.

"I'm going to ask Mom if I can borrow you this weekend," Gemma went on. I gasped and thrashed against the ropes that held me as she spoke, her hand never stopping its merciless teasing of my manhood. "You'll spend all weekend serving me, waiting on me hand and foot. Once you cum here today, that device is going back on. You won't have an orgasm all weekend, no matter how well you serve me. But if you disobey me, I'll tell Mom to make it a long, long time before she lets you come again."

"Yes," I gasped, my head thrashing from side to side as I begged, "yes, yes please, Gemma, please. I'll do it. Just let me cum, please."

Gemma giggled again. Shifting her weight, she placed her free hand on my stomach while the other pumped faster. I arched my back, driving my organ into her hand and howling with pleasure. Within seconds, my organ erupted in my ex-girlfriend's hand, spewing a hot load of my semen into the air to splatter across my skin while Gemma laughed in pure delight.




17. Princess Gemma

I stared up at the ceiling, barely seeing anything as the last throb of pleasure reverberated through me. My orgasm had been powerful, powerful enough to exhaust me as I lay in Crystal's bed. The ropes that held my limbs tight to the tall posts grew slack as I relaxed, splayed out on the bed beneath Gemma.

But I knew I wasn't going to be allowed to enjoy the deep contentment that comes with a long-awaited release. With the last dregs of semen still dripping from the tip of my cock, being a pitiful slave to my ex-girlfriend lost a lot of its appeal. But for Gemma, the whole game was as exciting as ever. And just like her mother, she knew when to press an advantage.

"Look at that," Gemma grinned, staring down at my dripping cock and the mess I had made on my stomach with my cum. "Looks like you really needed that. My mom must drive you crazy."

“She does,” I panted, while Gemma laughed again.

“I bet she does,” she grinned. “She’s hot, my mom. Isn’t she?”

"She's beautiful," I sighed. "So are you."

"Oh, please," Gemma laughed out loud. "You think you're going to get around me that easily? All the flattery in the world isn't going to make me go easy on you." Flattery hadn't been my intention. It was a simple expression of the truth. Gemma was beautiful, as beautiful in her way as her gorgeous mother. She had Crystal's fine features combined with the freshness of youth, like seeing an exquisite sunset reborn in the following sunrise. They were both utterly gorgeous. And that was the problem. They were totally beautiful, and totally in control. And I was totally theirs.

My heart raced at the sound of footsteps on the stairs. Crystal was coming. My mistress appeared in the open doorway of her bedroom, still wearing the black robe she had donned when Gemma appeared, and smiling devilishly as she took in the scene in front of her. She stepped forward, and Gemma smiled back at her, happy and flushed with the success of her first kinky game. The last shreds of my orgasm still echoed inside me, but at the sight of Crystal, I felt my soft cock twitch. Her rules demanded that I always be hard in her presence, at least when I wasn't caged. And my youth and her beauty combined to make that a possibility. In a matter of moments, I knew, my cock would be as hard as ever, as though it hadn't just erupted in orgasm in Gemma's hand. The sheer kinkiness of the situation, as I lay bound and naked between mother and daughter, would see to that.

"Looks like you two are getting along fine," Crystal grinned.

"This is so crazy," Gemma giggled. "I can't believe you're doing this to him. But - I have to admit, it's kind of fun."

"Kind of?" Crystal raised her eyebrows as she spoke, addressing her daughter as though I wasn't even in the room. "It's more than that. You've only just started seeing how much fun it can be to have a little boy toy like this." Crystal turned as she spoke, and I watched her make her way toward her walk-in closet again. That tiny room contained a seemingly inexhaustible supply of sexy outfits and evil toys to torment and tease me. All I could do was wait and see what was coming as I lay on the bed with Gemma kneeling beside me.

When Crystal emerged from the closet, my breath caught in my throat. She held a slender riding crop in her hand, menacingly tapping the leather flap against her open palm. She was still wearing her robe, though I longed to see her remove it and stand in front of me in her black bustier again. Not that it mattered. Crystal could wear a potato sack and still look absolutely stunning. And so could her daughter.

"I had a feeling you'd go too easy on him," Crystal said as she moved slowly toward the bed. I kept my eyes on the weapon in her hand as she approached. She had only beaten me once, with a paddle, and I could still remember its sting against my bare ass. Crystal didn't need corporal punishment to keep me in line. Her beauty and her control over my pleasure gave her more leverage than she would ever need. I couldn't deny the way she looked as she stood at the side of the bed with the crop in her hand, the very image of a dominant woman in charge. My sluggish cock was swelling by the second as I gazed up at her.

"You let him cum," Crystal added. The leather tip of the crop slid over the skin of my stomach, smearing my ejaculate as it moved, and I shivered at its touch.

“I made him beg,” Gemma said defensively. Crystal smirked as she continued to tease me with the riding crop.

"Of course he begged," Crystal said. "He's a horny boy. He's always going to beg. But a mistress knows that she decides when horny boys get to cum, not them." The tip of the crop tapped lightly against my stomach, slapping against the luminous skin coated in my semen.

“I did decide,” Gemma argued. “I only let him do it because he promised to do whatever I said. Can I borrow him this weekend, mom?”

"What for?" My cock continued to swell as the two women talked about me as though I wasn't in the room, my fate a trifle to be decided between the two of them without any input required from me.

"Just for… stuff," Gemma smiled. "I want to see just how obedient this slave of yours is." Crystal smiled. The riding crop continued to stroke my skin as she considered her daughter's request.

“Well, I did have plans of my own for him this weekend,” she said. “But I guess he was your boyfriend first. The two of you probably have a lot of catching up to do.”

"We do," Gemma smirked, and the look on her face made my heart contract nervously as I looked up at her. "It's gonna be fun. At least for me." Both women laughed at that. Lying on the bed beneath them, I gulped nervously. There was no doubt in my mind that Gemma would have her fun with me, just as Crystal did. If the younger woman was half the natural dominant her mother was, I knew I was in for a wild time.

"We should get that cage back on him," Crystal said. "Once he gets fully hard again, it's not easy." Gemma reached for the steel device that still lay on my chest where she had put it. Turning, she held it out toward her mother. But smiling, Crystal shook her head.

“Why don’t you put it on him, honey?” Crystal said. “It’ll remind him of his place beneath you.”

"Okay," Gemma giggled enthusiastically. Turning to face my feet, she leaned over my lap, and I winced as she took my cock in her hand. Already my manhood was swelling again, and her touch did nothing to alleviate that. I felt the steel against my skin as Gemma inexpertly slid the tube over my cock, forcing it down toward my body.

"That's right," Crystal said, stepping closer to the side of the bed to watch what her daughter was doing. "Slide it all away down. Good. Now swing that bar up under his balls. That's right. It goes in there. Just push it in there, and it should lock." The click of the device was disproportionately loud in my ears as Gemma locked it on. Already, my cock ached inside the tight confines of the toy. Gemma's eyes shone as she looked down at me. I could almost see the newfound sense of power flowing through her, filling her with all kinds of wild ideas. I could only imagine how it felt to lock away a man's cock for a pretty young girl like her. But judging by the look on her face, it felt pretty exciting.

"That's better," Crystal smiled. "Now, you'd better be a very good boy for my daughter if you want that thing to come off anytime soon. You are to do what ever she says from now on, just as you do for me. Just as you should for any woman. Understand?"

"Yes, Mistress," I said reflexively, and it was only when Gemma laughed loudly that I felt the flush of shame rise to my cheeks.

"Oh my God," she spluttered, clapping her hands together with glee. 'You really do have him whipped, mom."

"That's nothing," Crystal smirked as she stood over me. "You're going to find out yourself that once you lock away a man's cock, he'll do absolutely anything you tell him to. Isn't that right, boy toy?"

"Yes, Mistress," I promptly answered, to another peal of laughter from Gemma.

 

"Now, it seems you came without my permission," Crystal said menacingly. "You know that's against the rules."

"Yes, Mistress." It was useless to point out to Crystal that I had no choice, that it had been her daughter who had torn my orgasm from me. I couldn't have stopped it no matter what I did. But that didn't matter to Crystal. Her rules were her rules, and they were absolutely ironclad. My heart fluttered somewhere in my throat as the tip of her riding crop slid over my skin again.

"So we're going to need to punish you," Crystal smirked down at me. "Maybe you can help me with that, honey."

"Okay," Gemma grinned, a little too happily for my liking. But I couldn't pay much attention as Crystal raised the riding crop toward my face. Its tip shone with the faint sheen of my semen as she let it dangle in front of me.

"First things first. Clean up your mess," she ordered. And the gasp of shock that rose from Gemma only made my humiliation worse as Crystal pressed the leather flap to my lips. What choice did I have? Crystal didn't make jokes, at least not with me. The vulnerability of my position, splayed out naked on her bed while she held a whip, was all the motivation I needed. Grimacing, I humbly licked my semen from the tip of the crop while Gemma howled with laughter.

"This is unbelievable," Gemma said. And a sly smile shone on Crystal's face as she scooped up more of my juices with her crop and fed them to me.

"This is how all men should be," Crystal said, her gorgeous eyes still on me, watching every moment of my submission and humiliation as I licked her whip over and over again. "I wish every woman knew how easy it can be to control a man. The world would be a better place if losers like this knew their place."

“True,” Gemma giggled.

"To think he cheated on you," Crystal went on, while I cringed at the reminder of my bad behavior that could only harden Gemma's heart towards me. Not that she would have forgotten, not for a moment. "He should have been thanking his lucky stars that you would even give him the time of day. He should have been kissing your ass and worshiping the ground you walk on."

"Also true," Gemma giggled. She was enjoying this game. I could see the way her fingertips made tiny dents in her thighs as she gripped them, kneeling on the mattress beside me and watching the outrageous spectacle of her mother completely dominating me. Crystal's eyes fluttered toward Gemma too. For a moment, she seemed to be thinking, the faint bulge of her tongue showing in one cheek while that sly smile never left her face

"Well, there's no time like the present," Crystal said at last. "Why don't we make him kiss your ass? To show us that he knows his place is beneath you now."

“Really?” Gemma said. But I could see the bright smile on her face, the incredulous joy that Sean and her eyes as she turned her gaze from her mother to me and back again.

"Why not?" Crystal shrugged. "I make him do stuff like that all the time. He'll probably enjoy it, the little pervert." Gemma laughed again. But I could see the way she looked at me. I could see the way she bit her lower lip as she considered the offer. And inside the metal cage, my cock ached with desire as I watched her reach for the front of her jeans.

Crystal watched, too. The older woman beamed in approval as her daughter hurriedly pulled down her pants. She kept them on, pulling them down only far enough to expose her backside as she turned to face my feet. She wasn't about to get naked in front of her mother, even if she did want to do what Crystal had planned. Gemma shuffled back on the bed, lifting one leg to straddle my chest as she faced away from me. The smooth skin of her ass was in front of my face as she slowly backed up. I could feel the warmth of her young body, and my cock strained desperately against the steel that held it. Crystal was watching. Crystal was always watching. And her pretty face radiated delight at what was happening, moments before Gemma's ass blocked it from my view. The young woman sat back, until all I could see was her round buttocks and flawless skin. God, she was sexy. I had forgotten just how attractive Crystal's daughter was in the months since I had last seen her. But it was all coming back to me now as she sat on my face.

"Kiss it," Crystal barked sharply, and the riding crop whistled through the air to strike my inner thigh. I yelped in pain, a burning sensation spreading across my skin where the blow had struck. Lifting my head, I pressed my lips once again to Gemma's ass and heard her giggle in delight, wiggling her hips adorably at the sensation.

"Again," Crystal snapped, and my lips pressed again against Gemma's skin even before the crop struck me a second time. It didn't matter. Crystal was in the mood to punish me, to show off her total control of me in front of her daughter. Nothing was going to stop that. But I would do exactly as I was told. It was the only way I could even hope to soften Crystal's heart toward me.

"How does my daughter's ass taste, boy toy?" Gemma gasped at her mother's words.

“Delicious, Mistress,” I groaned.

"Apologize." The crop cracked again against my thighs as Crystal spoke.

"I'm sorry, Gemma," I moaned, desperately planting a flurry of kisses against her ass while she squirmed on top of me. "I'm sorry for everything. I should never have cheated on you. I was lucky to have you. You're better than me."

"Damn right," Gemma growled on top of me. Crystal chuckled as she watched the whole humiliating spectacle.

"Get your face in there, "Crystal snarled, and I cried out as the crop cracked this time against my caged cock. The steel took the sting out of the blow, but I was painfully aware of how exposed my balls were in the device. Crystal knew exactly what she was doing. Craning my neck, I pressed my face harder against my ex-girlfriend's ass, closing my eyes as the soft flesh enveloped me.

"Have you ever had a guy lick your asshole, honey?"

“No,” Gemma giggled, shocked yet intrigued by her mother’s words.

"Well, maybe you'll like it," Crystal said. "That's the nice thing about having a toy like this. You can try out anything you want, and he'll do it. He doesn't have a choice." I cried out as she struck again, the crop stinging my inner thigh. "Get your face in there and lick my daughter's asshole," Crystal snarled. And I did as I was told. Gemma gasped as I worked my face between her butt, running my tongue over the tight puckered hole of her ass. After a moment, I felt her relax, and her weight pushed my head back against the mattress as she leaned back, sitting more fully on my face as I tongued her.

"Look at that," Crystal said. I could hear the smile in her voice she spoke. "Your own personal brown noser. That's how you apologize to a superior woman." Gemma's ass muffled the cry I gave as the crop struck me again, but I felt her body stiffen as I moaned beneath her.

“Oh my God,” Gemma said in a breathy voice.

"How does it feel, honey?" I heard Crystal ask.

"It's… weird," Gemma said. But it was more than that. I could tell by the way she wiggled her hips, settling down further on my face so that my tongue could go deeper into her ass. "Make him shout again," she said.

My skin burned anew as Crystal struck me again. As I screamed my pain into the crack of Gemma's ass, I heard her moan with pleasure at the vibration it caused. She shifted again on top of me, squirming in delight as my tongue slid past the resistance of her ass to bury itself inside her. It was utterly humiliating. And as Crystal knew all too well, humiliation had an undeniable effect on me. As I tongued my ex-girlfriend's ass, the steel of the chastity device I wore bit into my cock as it tried desperately to swell.

"Feels good, doesn't it? It feels good to be in control." Crystal spoke in a low voice, her words gentle and soothing as she encouraged her daughter. By contrast, Gemma's voice was growing louder. There was no denying now that she was enjoying the sensation of having my tongue buried in her ass. And so, to my surprise, was I. I could feel her writhing and moaning above me, her inhibitions shed as her pleasure grew. Slowly, delightfully, I felt her wetness running over my chin. Gemma was turned on, as turned on as Crystal was when she had her fun with me. Perhaps even as turned on as I was, or close to it. The difference, of course, was that she could do something about it.

"Yeah," Gemma gasped. I knew that voice, the one she spoke in when she was close to orgasm. When her desire took over and made her into the firebrand in bed that I remembered from when we were dating. It didn't matter how long it had been since I'd heard it, or the things I had done since that far surpassed anything Gemma and I engaged in together. The sound of feminine pleasure still had a direct line to the primal part of my brain that made me want to fuck. And knowing that that was impossible only made the desire greater.

"Well, this boy still needs to be punished," Crystal said, and I cried out again as she delivered yet another stinging slap to my thighs. Gemma moaned in pleasure above me. "But…I think I'm going to take a quick break. Leave the two of you alone for a while."

Gemma gasped. It was as clear to me now as it was to Crystal that her daughter was losing herself in pleasure. Their relationship changed in less than an hour, and while I had no way of knowing how open the two of them were with each other about their sex lives, I had sincere doubts that they had ever been this open. But Gemma was losing herself to the sensations I was giving her, and Crystal could see that.

"Take this," Crystal said, and I felt Gemma's weight shift slightly on top of me as Crystal handed her something. Then the older woman's footsteps sounded in the bedroom as she made her way to the door, closing it behind her. Once again, I was alone with my ex.

"Oh, fuck!" Gemma cried out. With her mom no longer present, she could give full vent to her pleasure. And she screamed ecstatically as I yelled into her ass, pain tearing through me as she whipped me harder with the crop than Crystal ever had. My skin burned under the blows, but Gemma was merciless. She thrashed my thighs with the weapon, and glancing blows bounced off the steel around my cock that I was thankful for, perhaps for the first time, as it protected me from the worst of her punishment. But Gemma was like a woman possessed, grinding her ass against my face while she whipped me. And I felt her shift her weight as her free hand curled up underneath her, her fingers sliding easily into her dripping pussy as she touched herself. The hot juices of her pleasure poured over my skin, soaking my chin and neck while she bounced up and down on my tongue. The blows never stopped raining down. Soon, my legs were one mass of stinging skin where the crop had struck me. My pain was Gemma's pleasure. I gasped with relief as I finally felt the sudden flood of her orgasm, her cries of ecstasy filling her mother's bedroom as she rocked up and down on my face. The crop stopped singing through the air as her body stiffened, her back arching and her full weight pressing down on my face as she came. Then, with a low moan, she climbed off my face and flopped down on the mattress beside me.

We lay there for a while. Like old times, and yet nothing like them. We were young, and regular sex had always seemed like enough for both of us. Neither of us had ever dreamed of a situation like this, where I lay tied to the bed, my face covered in her juices with my cock locked away. My skin burned from the beating she had given me, and the crop lay neglected beside me as Gemma recovered her breath. Her head was down by my hip, her feet resting on my bound arm. Thankful at least that the beating had stopped, I waited for her to recover herself. Finally, Gemma sat up.

"Fuck," she gasped, and a disbelieving smile showed on her face as she grinned at me. "That was hot." Her cheeks were red with orgasm, her blonde hair clinging to her shoulders as she moved her head. Her jeans were bunched around her knees. She was a mess, and she looked spectacular. A beautiful young woman in the full flush of sexual pleasure, while I lay helpless in her mother's bed.

Idly, Gemma reached out and took hold of my caged cock. With the device locked on, it was small enough for her to hold in her hand, and I winched as she jiggled it gently from side to side.

"This thing is amazing," she said, almost as though talking to herself. "I guess Mom was right. I can make you do anything with this, can't I?"

"Yes," I moaned, while Gemma sighed happily.

"You call my mom mistress," Gemma said. "You should call me something too. I think you should call me…" her pretty blue eyes slid to one side as she considered, still holding my cage cock in her hand. Her smile deepened she turned her gaze back on me. "Princess," she said. "I want you to call me Princess Gemma."

"Yes, princess," I said, and a deep chuckle rose in Gemma's throat at the words. Stretching out, she held one foot above my face.

"Kiss my foot," she ordered. "Tell me how happy you are to be my slave."

"So happy, M - Princess," I said as I unhesitatingly pressed my lips to her skin. If Gemma had heard the slight slip of my tongue, the reflex that almost made me call her Mistress, she gave no sign of it. "Thank you, Princess."

"We're going to have so much fun together," Gemma sighed. Removing her foot from my lips, she sat up. She lifted her T-shirt over her head, and my cock surged at the sight of her young breasts contained in the bra she wore underneath. Wiggling out of her jeans and panties, she flung them to the floor at the side of the bed. I watched nervously as she picked up the riding crop again. Rising to her knees, Gemma climbed on top of me, straddling my lap as she faced me this time. Just as her mother had done, she tapped the tip of the riding crop against her open palm. The skin of my legs was still burning from the beating she had given me, and I stared up at my new mistress with fear and desire as she loomed above me.

"My mom should've told me about you a long time ago," Gemma smiled. I saw her close her eyes for a moment, her eyelids fluttering in pleasure, as she began to rock back and forth on top of me, rubbing her bare pussy against my caged member. "I could've had so much fun torturing you. But here we are now. I've got so many ideas already."

"Yes, princess." Gemma moaned at her new title. But there was nothing else I could say. Yet another woman had seen my submissive nature and was ready to use it for her own kinky pleasure. I would have been afraid if it wasn't so endurably exciting. And while Gemma rocked back-and-forth on top of me, her moans of pleasure filling the air of Crystal's bedroom again as her desire swelled, punctuated by the occasional slap of the riding crop against my chest as she simultaneously punished me and pleased herself, I was faced yet again with the awful truth of my desires. There was nowhere else I would rather be.




18. A Natural Tease

 

I never thought I'd be here again. When Gemma and I broke up, we broke up hard. I was stupid, and I treated her badly. But when you're 22 and male, nothing matters more than getting laid. My sex life with Gemma was fine, but like so many men, I couldn't resist the appeal of the new. I messed up. I know that now. I knew that then. I had had plenty of time to ponder what I had done wrong. But Crystal's punishment for my actions was a strange kind of revenge. Because the sexy older woman had me wondering, if I could go back in time and change things, would I?

Not that it mattered. What happened happened, and there was no changing that. Now I was facing the consequences. And they were more painful, more delightfully tormenting, that I would ever have believed possible.

Gemma's apartment was much as I remembered it. The same cheap furniture. The same mess. It was strange to me, now that I knew more about her background, that she didn't show a little more flash in her personal possessions. Crystal evidently had plenty of money, and Gemma was her only daughter. But then, there was a lot about Crystal that was hard to understand. Perhaps she wanted her daughter to make it on her own. Or maybe she didn't believe in spending a lot of money on furnishing an apartment that would only be a temporary home for her daughter. I didn't know. And it wasn't exactly top of my thoughts as I sat on the bed in my ex-girlfriend's bedroom, my head spinning with the strange familiarity of everything around me. Even if the situation between us now couldn't be more different than the way it had been the last time I was here.

"Remember when you used to fuck me on this bed?" Gemma smiled at me down the length of her naked body as she spoke. Her blue eyes glittered beneath half-closed lids. Blonde hair lay pooled around her head and shoulders, resting in chaotic tangles on the pillow she lay her head against. I could see her face over the steady rise and fall of her breasts, her pink nipples raised and pointing at the ceiling with her excitement. In my time with Crystal and with Morgan, I had almost forgotten the appeal of a young female body. Soft yet firm, rigid but yielding. Not that Crystal had anything to be jealous of. Gemma's mother had the most incredible body. But it was different. Gemma's beauty was like her mother's in a different key, a fresh and youthful variation on the familiar gorgeous theme. Staring up at Gemma in all her exposed loveliness, I had the strange sensation that being with the two of them was almost like making love to two different versions of the same woman. And if it were possible, I would've wished for a hundred versions of Crystal so that I could serve and worship them all.

But Gemma didn't intend to give me much time for those kinds of thoughts.

"We had some good times," she said. I knew that sound in her voice, the low purr of mounting pleasure. It was the same thing I heard from Crystal, from Morgan. The slight cruelty that seems to grow along with desire in the heart of a woman who's finally realized the power her beauty gives her. "Nothing like this, though," Gemma went on. "This is going to be even more fun. For me, anyway."

"Uh-huh," I mumbled in agreement, and Gemma cried out in pleasure as the vibrations of my words teased her dripping pussy. I lay between her spread legs, my face buried in her crotch as she had demanded. I felt her pussy spasm around the two fingers I held inside her, sliding them back and forth rhythmically while I reached for the spot inside her that I knew would give her the most pleasure. Meanwhile, my mouth stayed busy as I licked and sucked her swollen clit, making her gasp and tremble with pleasure. It was the closest I ever came to being in control. And it excited me mercilessly. Just the way Gemma knew it would. The young woman might be new to these games. But it was clear to me already that she had inherited her mother's natural dominance. Gemma was made for this.

"That's right," she moaned as ecstasy tightened its grip on her young body. "Lick that clit. Make me cum." As though I needed to be told. As though I had any other plan or desire in my head beyond that. The familiar ache of my cock trapped in the steel chastity that held it reverberated through my body, but I ignored it as best I could. It was rapidly becoming the background noise to my existence, my constant companion day and night. Even when I wasn't with Crystal, or with Gemma, or with Morgan. Though now, that was becoming less and less frequent. Whenever I wasn't at work, it seemed one or more of the ladies would demand my services. With three of them now to please, I barely had a moment to myself. And it was the most excruciating ecstasy to be used by them.

"Oh fuck," Gemma gasped, closing her eyes at last as her head thrashed from side to side. Her hands gripped the pillow behind her head, and her legs trembled on either side of my face as I felt her orgasm approach. Her pussy grew even tighter around my fingers, squeezing my digits wetly as I manipulated her body. My cock screamed for hopeless release as I sucked Gemma's clit into my mouth and watched her cum. The sheets darkened beneath her beautiful body as a flood of her juices spurted from between her legs, gushing into my mouth before dripping onto the sheets.

"Oh fuck," Gemma gasped again, this time with a kind of weary sigh. Her orgasm had passed. I had done my job. And I watched her tremble as I lifted my head and slowly slid my fingers out of her spasming slit. She looked lovely to me, unutterably, unbearably lovely as she lay back in bed, basking in the glow of the same pleasure I was denied. The rules were clear. Gemma had stated unequivocally that I would not be getting an orgasm of my own that weekend. As far as I know, the only key that could free me was still at Crystal's house. There was no point even begging for mercy. Gemma couldn't grant it even if she wanted to. There was no doubt in my mind, as I watched her eyes slowly open again and a wicked smile bloom on her face, that she wouldn't want to even if she could.

"I think you got better at that since we broke up," she smiled. "I guess practice makes perfect, huh?"

"Yes, Princess," I said humbly, and her smile deepened. She was still getting used to her power, still getting used to being addressed in the way she had demanded. Unlike her mother, this was all new to her. New and endlessly exciting.

"Well that's good," Gemma smirked. "After all, you may as well be useful for something. That cock of yours certainly isn't." She laughed as she spoke, as though she had just told the funniest joke in the world. Gemma was still an unknown quantity to me. Sure, we had dated for a few months. That was different. I had never seen this side to her. She had never had anything like this power over me. And it was changing something in her; I could see that. Crystal could pretend all she wanted that we played the games we played as revenge for the way I had treated her daughter. But if that was ever true, it had stopped being the primary motivation a long time ago. But with Gemma, it was different. There was a wildness in her that was absent in her mother. Perhaps even a simmering anger. Crystal scared me because her power over me was so complete, so total that she barely even needed the chastity device to make me do what she said. But Gemma? I still had no idea what she was capable of.

"My mom really did a number on you," Gemma said. As she spoke, she slowly raised one leg. Sitting back on my heels, I took the hint and held her foot gently my hands. At an expectant look from her, I craned my neck and kissed her toes. Her teeth glinted as she grinned triumphantly at me.

"She's got you so well-trained," Gemma giggled. "And you love it, don't you, you little pervert?"

"Yes, Princess." It was shameful to admit. That was the whole point. But it was also the truth. If it had been a matter of simple coercion, I might have been able to maintain some modicum of self-respect. I could've sought help to free me from the evil woman who had made me her prisoner. But that wasn't what I wanted. Crystal knew that as well as I did, and Gemma was quickly learning it too. Whatever spell it was that her mother wove over me, it was more powerful even than the unyielding steel of my chastity device.

“I’m starting to see the appeal of it,” Gemma said. “Having a slave boy to do whatever I say. I can just use you to get off and not worry about your pleasure at all. Just like guys like you do to women. Just like you used to do, anyway.” Gemma giggled again.

"Yes, Princess." There was nothing else for me to say. Gemma was basking in her newfound power as much as she was in the afterglow of the orgasm I had given her. And while my cock raged uselessly inside her mother's chastity device, all I could do was participate in her twisted game.

Gemma's foot slid from my hands as she sat up. Unable to help myself, I studied the firmness of her round breasts as she moved. She was unutterably gorgeous, and the constant teasing she and her mother made me endure only made them both more attractive to me. It made all women more attractive to me, as my body screamed at me to do what the cage made impossible. I want to fuck. I wanted it badly. More badly, perhaps, than I ever would have thought possible. And that, I knew, was the whole point.

And Gemma knew it too. Rising on the bed, she crawled toward me on her knees. Taking hold of my shoulders, she pushed me down onto the mattress, pinning me on my back. I didn't resist. I lay where she directed me as she climbed off the mattress and headed towards the dresser that occupied one wall of the small room. Lying still, my cage shining dully in the light, I studied the solid curves of her beautiful body as she opened the drawer and retrieved some small object. Smiling, she turned back toward the bed, and I saw again her mother in her, the fiendish delight that showed on Crystal's gorgeous face when she emerged from her walk-in closet with some new object of torture chosen from her ample collection. When had my mistress first started down this path? Was she as young as Gemma was now when she first discovered the power she had over men? Or had it taken her longer to come to terms with the goddess that she was? Either way, she was well in touch with it now. Whereas Gemma was only just starting down that same road.

I gasped as Gemma took my caged cock in her hand. With the other, she slid something over it. A kind of soft rubber band that gripped the base of my shaft, with a hard plastic device on one side that she fitted onto the top of my cock. The small cylinder sat just behind the lock of the cage, held in place by the immovable device. Gemma smiled as she pressed one end of the cylinder, and an insistent buzzing began. I moaned, unable to control myself, as I felt the vibrations reverberate through my caged manhood.

"You like that?" Gemma grinned. But I didn't answer. I couldn't. All that rose to my open mouth was another long moan of frustration. More than ever, the steel bars of the chastity device bit into the tender skin of my cock as the vibrations seem to radiate out through my body from between my legs. Pleasure and pain merged flawlessly there, the intoxicating brew that Crystal had introduced me to, had introduced her daughter to. The same irresistible concoction I seemed to be addicted to.

Gemma climbed onto the bed. Throwing one leg over my body, she straddled me. I heard her sigh with pleasure as she settled down on top of the buzzing device. The wet lips of her pussy slid over the stainless steel, and between the bars, I could feel the teasing wetness of her sex as she sat on top of me. Sweeping her hair back from her face, Gemma beamed down at me, delighted with what she was doing as she gently rocked her hips back and forth, rubbing her pussy against my cage.

"Once upon a time, after a pussylicking like that, I would have let you fuck me," Gemma said. Her toned thighs tightened as she rocked back and forth, riding the vibrations that were making us both whimper and moan with pleasure. "I might have begged you to. But now? Now you don't get to fuck me. Ever again. All you get to do is lick me and watch me and make me cum. And worship me like the go

ddess I am. Right?"

"Yes, Princess," I gasped. The chuckle that escaped Gemma's parted lips merged seamlessly with another moan of desire as she leaned forward. Her hands were on my chest now, her boobs dangling between her upper arms as she rode my cock. I had been here before, and the memory of the sex I used to have with this beautiful girl stung me as I lay beneath her once again, on the very brink of pleasure without the capability to experience it fully. Between my legs, I could feel the constant flow of her warm juices, sliding between the bars of the cage to coat my cock as though we were truly having sex. But we weren't. Instead of the soft and blissful embrace of her around my shaft, all I could feel was the rigid steel. And the unceasing maddening buzzing of the vibrator she made me wear.

"Mom's right, though. This is hot," Gemma panted. "Fuck. I'm gonna cum again. I'm gonna cum riding your locked up cock, and there's nothing you can do about it. Is there?" Her fingernails dug into my chest as she spoke, as though she was prompting an answer from me.

"No, Princess."

“How bad do you want me right now?”

“So bad, princess. You’re so sexy. You’re so beautiful. I was so stupid to cheat on you. I was lucky to be with you.”

"That's right," Gemma growled, and her fingernails dug a little deeper into the skin of my chest. "You were. But you blew it. And now you're my mom's slave, and you'll never get to fuck me again." She hardly seemed to be talking to me at all anymore. The pleasure was swelling inside her, and she closed her eyes as she began to grind her pussy against my caged cock harder and faster. The juices flowed thicker and faster over me, adding to the growing puddle of moisture beneath me as I lay under her. The eyelids fluttered, and stray tendrils of her blonde hair clung to her shining skin as she began to tremble again. Her knees gripped my sides as she rode me, and I dared to place my hands on her thighs, feeling the uncontrollable trembling of the muscle beneath the skin as another orgasm wracked her body. Gemma howled with pleasure, and I winced as she raked her fingernails down my chest, leaving angry red marks on the skin as she came like an animal. After one final convulsion, she rolled off me, flopping carelessly on the mattress beside her as she pressed her thighs together, her hands between her legs while she gasped and moaned.

We lay like that for a while. I had learned already not to interrupt a woman basking in the throb of ecstasy. Crystal didn't appreciate such interruptions, and I instinctively knew that her daughter would feel the same way. I let my new mistress enjoy it, savoring the sensations of pleasure like a fine wine. All I could do was watch. Watch, and try to ignore the ceaseless pain in my caged cock and the maddening buzzing of the vibrator that only made it worse. The steel shone as though new, anointed by my ex-girlfriend's orgasmic juices. I could still feel the heat of her pleasure against my skin, and it was driving me crazy with desire. But I knew the rules. There would be no orgasm for me, not that day. All I could do was please Gemma as best I could and hope she put in a good word for me with her mother.

Finally, Gemma seemed to relax. She opened her eyes, smiling at me as she pushed her hair back from her face. Her cheeks were flushed with orgasm, but I wondered if I also detected a slight embarrassment in her face. Caught up in the moment, all manner of sexual cruelty seemed appropriate. But once the orgasm had come and gone, Gemma was more like the sweet girl I had once dated. The utter strangeness of what we were doing seemed to break over her again in those moments, as she returned to herself from the peak of lust.

Not that it made a difference to the way she treated me.

"That was nice," she said with a gentle sigh that made the hair ripple at the side of her face. "But I need to get ready." She rose clumsily from the bed, swinging her feet down toward the floor. I sat up too, breathlessly watching her as she moved around the room. I knew only the vaguest details of what Gemma had planned. She was going out. No surprises there. She was young, and it was the weekend. Until Crystal came along, I had never let a weekend go by without a visit to the bars myself. But since I had become involved in this strange relationship with Gemma's mother, the bars had lost a lot of their appeal. Especially after what she and Morgan had made me do the last time we went out. Was Gemma planning something similar? If she was, there was nothing I could do about it.

I watched as Gemma opened another drawer in her dresser. Her fingers picked through the items inside before she selected what she was looking for. Holding something frilly, she half turned toward me again. A sly look crept over her face. My stomach fluttered as I watched a new idea occur to her.

“What do you think of this?” She held up a bra between her two hands. It was purple and black, trimmed with lace. I had never seen it before.

"Looks nice, Princess," I said. The bra sailed through the air as Gemma tossed it toward me.

"Well don't just sit there," she said. "Put it on me."

I picked up the underwear. It wasn't the first time I had been ordered to dress a woman. Crystal and Morgan had seen to that already. But it was certainly the first time I had done it for Gemma, and I had to assume the first time a man had dressed her. Undressed, sure. But not dressed. Still, I didn't protest. Sliding off the bed, I walked towards her as she waited, holding the bra between my hands. Gemma stretched out her arms so that I could slide it on, then placed her hands on her hips while I stood in front of her, maneuvering the garment into place. I could feel her smiling at me, even if I didn't look at her face. I was forced to stare at her breasts as I gently wrapped the bra around her. I reached behind her to fasten the clasps, my caged cock pressing against her body as she stood in my arms. It was an embrace, of a kind. Her mouth was mere inches from mine, and Gemma smiled slightly as she stared up into my eyes, her pretty face framed by her cascading blonde hair. She didn't move away. There was a challenge in those gorgeous blue eyes, a strange light that made me wonder what she wanted. With nothing more than the slightest incline of my head, I could press my lips to hers. And we would kiss, just like we used to. Although not like we use to at all. I was naked with my cock locked away in an inescapable steel device, symbolically castrated by her mother. For a moment, I felt simultaneously as though nothing had changed, and everything had. And Gemma just stood there, smiling up at me while I stood with my arms around her.

Finally, the hooks of her bra slid into one another. I stepped back. A shudder of repressed desire rolled through me as I watched her adjust her boobs in the bra, making the soft flesh jiggle mouthwateringly as she moved. The bra was carefully engineered to push her already full breasts up and together, giving her a cleavage that made my cock ache inside its still-vibrating cage.

"Now the panties. Here," Gemma ordered imperiously as she stuffed more fabric into my hands. I felt the lacy lightness of her underwear between my fingers, and I unfolded the panties in front of her. I held them out, and Gemma's hand on my shoulder as she stepped into them felt like some strange kind of affectionate gesture, an intimacy that was somehow greater than the intimacy of sex. But if Gemma felt the same thing, she gave no sign of it. Reluctantly, I pulled the panties up her long thighs, covering her pussy with the thin scrap of purple fabric that disappeared between the cheeks of her ass. Her body looked phenomenal, gift-wrapped for pleasure, and I all but winced at the sight.

"Go to my closet," Gemma ordered. "Find a black halter top and a denim miniskirt." Under her watchful eyes, I slid the hangers along the closet rod until I found what I was looking for. The feminine smell of Gemma's clothes rose in the air. I had only the faintest idea of what a halter top looked like, but I hoped I had guessed right as I retrieved the asked-for items and returned to her. Gemma said nothing. She simply watched me with that maddening sly smile on her pretty face. I knew what she wanted. Carefully removing the top from the hangar, I rolled it up in my hands and stepped toward her. Gemma raised her arms, and I pulled the top over her torso, sweeping her hair aside as I positioned the straps in place. Again, I had to resist the urge to kiss her as my hand lay for a moment on the back of her neck. My cock ached dully inside the cage.

The skirt came next. Gemma raised one foot from the floor, then the other as she stepped into the garment, and I pulled it up to her hips. Again, her body was pressed against mine, her hips in my hands as I pulled up the zipper in the back of the skirt. It felt so wrong, to be dressing her when what I really wanted to do was undress her. The skirt was teasingly short, barely reaching the middle part of her thigh and exposing what seemed like miles of her toned legs. As Gemma sat on the edge of the bed, the skirt rose up higher, and I felt my cock aching again as I watched her.

"Go get my boots," she ordered. "The ones just inside the closet door." I saw what she meant as I returned to her closet. Black leather boots that rose to midcalf, fastened in the back by a series of laces. The boots had a tall heel that made them wickedly sexy. She had bought them before we met, though I had never seen her wear them. And I picked them up, returning to the bed with her shoes in my hand. Gemma smiled as she watched me sink to my knees in front of her. She kept her legs together as she raised one foot from the floor, and I carefully slid her boot onto her foot, tying it too before she set her foot back on the ground. Then we repeated the procedure with the other shoe. Finally, Gemma was dressed. I kneeled at her feet, gazing up at her open-mouthed.

“How do I look, slave boy?”

"Amazing, princess," I rasped. "You look beautiful." Gemma giggled giddily. Of course, I had no choice; I was hardly going to tell her she looked bad in the position I was in. But if I had, it would have been a lie. She looked fantastic.

“If you saw me in a bar, would you want to fuck me?”

"Yes, Princess," I said. "Very much." Gemma laughed out loud, throwing back her head as her hair cascaded over her shoulders.

"Well, of course you would," she chuckled. "You're so horny, you'd fuck anyone." As Gemma spoke, she raised one boot from the floor and tapped the toe against my caged cock, making me wince at the contact. She wasn't wrong. In the state she had me in, desire seemed to overwhelm everything else. That didn't mean she didn't look great in an outfit that only her youth let her get away with. She was stunning. So different from the way her elegant mother looked, but no less sexy.

“Well, I need to put my makeup on,” she said. “And you need to get dressed. My guests will be here soon, and I want you to make a good impression. Understand?”

"Yes, Princess," I said humbly. Gemma laughed again. I knew already I was in for a long night.


19. Dominated By Her Friend

 

It didn't take me long to get dressed. I didn't put in half the effort that Gemma did. And why would I? The night yawned open in front of me, a torture to be endured more than it was a pleasure to be enjoyed. Of course, the thought of such humiliating torment wasn't without a faint echo of pleasure for me. To suffer at the hands of a woman who looked the way Gemma did was my deepest and darkest desire. But that didn't mean I wasn't horribly nervous as I pulled on a T-shirt and jeans.

Still, there wasn't much time for me to reflect on my feelings. As Gemma was at great pains to remind me, they hardly mattered. I was there to do what she said. And I had barely finished putting my clothes on before her cell phone, lying on the table beside her bed, rang.

Smiling slyly at me, Gemma rose to her feet and walked over to her buzzing phone. Her makeup had transformed her. She was a beautiful girl, with or without it, the inheritor of Crystal's exquisite bone structure and wickedly sexy smile. But now her eyes glittered like twin pools of frost, accentuated by skillfully applied cosmetics that made them and her full lips the focus of attention on her face. I felt a hollowness in my stomach as I watched her sweep up her phone from the bedside table. Her skirt was really very, very short. And the heels of the boots she wore made her legs look even longer than they were, made the muscle stand out under the smooth skin with every step she took. She was gorgeous, and she knew it. And she knew what that would do to me as I helplessly watched, my cock throbbing inside the steel cage that contained it. She had only just allowed me to remove the vibrator she'd attached, and I could still feel the ghost of the insistent buzzing against my manhood that the toy had created. Desire bubbled and boiled inside me, the way it had been all day, all week, for the past couple of months. Crystal and Morgan were already too much. But now with Gemma in on my secret, I knew I would never know a moment's peace from deep and abiding sexual frustration.

"Hi. Okay. Come on up." Gemma held her phone away from her face as she pressed the screen. Clearly, her apartment building had the kind of buzzer that could be controlled from her phone. Setting the device aside, Gemma turned a sly smile on me. The look on her pretty face chilled me to the bone as I stood in front of her, fully clothed but feeling as naked as ever as her gaze seemed to pierce me like an arrow.

“Go get the door,” she ordered. “Let my friend in.”

I nodded. Turning, I stepped out of Gemma's bedroom and into the living room. I could feel the vibration of her footsteps on the floor as she followed me, walking on her tall boots toward the living room while I made my way to the door. Her apartment wasn't large, and it was the work of seconds to cross it. As soon as I heard a faint tap on the door, I swung it open and there, standing right in front of me with a look of shock on her face that echoed my own surprise,  was  Kelly.

"What the fuck are you doing here?" Those were the first words out of her mouth. She had never been one to hold back; I remembered that about her. Gemma and I hadn't been together long enough for me to get too familiar with her friends, but I had met most if not all of them. And I had hung out with Kelly many times. She would have known, of course, about the way my relationship with Gemma ended. As one of Gemma's closest friends, Kelly most likely offered a shoulder to cry on as the two commiserated about what a bastard I was. I could hardly blame her for being surprised to see me now in Gemma's apartment. But something told me that was hardly the biggest surprise the night had in store.

Physically, about the only thing Kelly had in common with Gemma was dyed blonde hair. It fell straight and silky over her shoulders, falling like curtains on either side of a round face. Her brown eyes peered at me from beneath long lashes, an expression of mistrust on her face. Kelly was overweight; not massively so, but noticeably. Compared to Gemma's toned and slender body, she perhaps looked fatter than she was. But there's no doubt the girl had a few pounds to lose. Still, maybe it was the chastity device talking, and my state of utter frustration that made every female I came across more desirable than they naturally were. But Kelly had never looked better to me. She wore a black and white dress that clung to her body, the white fabric on top emphasizing her huge breasts while the black skirt clung tight to the spread of her hips. She might be on the bigger side, but you couldn't argue with her proportions. She had a natural hourglass figure, her waist comparatively narrow between her ample chest and hips, and she carried her weight well. As I stood in front of her, just the other side of the open doorway, I couldn't deny an attraction to her that I had never felt before. She was no Gemma, and certainly no Crystal. But she was rocking that dress, and the generous curves of her body were plucking on that same taut string of desire that her friend knew so well how to manipulate.

"Come in," Gemma called from the living room. "I'll explain everything." Exactly what I was afraid of. But there was nothing I could do to stop it. Still scowling uncertainly at me, Kelly stepped through the open door of the apartment, her high heels clicking on the tiled floor as she walked past me. I closed the door and followed her, almost unconsciously noting the way her dress clung to her body as she moved.

Gemma awaited us both in the living room. She sat on her sofa with her legs crossed, her posture causing her already short skirt to rise even higher on her thighs. Kelly took the armchair that stood next to the sofa, bending her body carefully to sit down while her dress tightened around her. Gemma was all smiles, practically bubbling over with excitement, unable to contain herself. And it terrified me.

"What's going on, Gemma?" Kelly's eyes darted from me to her friend and back again, her golden hair shining in the light with every movement of her head. I stood where I was, between living room and kitchen, cringing with nervousness as I waited to see what would happen. Gemma had planned this all out, I was sure of it. Just like her mother, she knew that I was totally humiliated by my predicament. And every time my position was revealed to someone new, I experienced all over again the shame and disgrace of what I had become. What Crystal had made me into. I drew a deep breath, as though that could somehow assuage the fear and embarrassment I felt as I waited to see what Gemma had in mind.

"Don't tell me you two are back together?" Kelly prompted. Gemma laughed as she shook her head.

“No, no,” she chuckled. “I’m not that stupid. Why don’t you tell her, Brandon? Tell Kelly what you’re doing here.”

I gulped. Whatever I had expected Gemma to do, this was somehow worse. I dreaded my position being exposed to Kelly, but if it had to be, I wanted to get it over with. I would cringe with embarrassment while Gemma told her friend what was going on, and Kelly would laugh and mock me, and one more person would know what a submissive loser I was. But to have to tell her myself made things so much more insufferable.

Still, Gemma sat there on the couch, blue eyes glittering like daggers as she looked at me. One booted foot bobbed slightly in the air like the twitching tail of a cat on the hunt. Disobedience would have consequences. Consequences probably far worse than the embarrassment I was about to be subjected to.

"I… Gemma's mom told me to come here."

"Your mom?" Kelly's brow furrowed she dressed her question to her friend. "What's your mom got to do with this?"

"Tell her." Gemma's voice was soft, yet as firm as a steel bar. A challenging gaze probed my eyes, and I longed for something to happen. A fire, an earthquake, a nuclear bomb. It didn't matter what. Anything that could emerge out of the blue and let me escape the moment I was in. But I wasn't that lucky. I was stuck in this apartment with these two women, one of whom knew my deep and secret shame. And the other was about to find out.

"I… I've been seeing Crystal. Gemma's mom."

“What?” Kelly spluttered.

"No, you haven't," Gemma snarled at me. "Tell her what you really are. Tell her what you call my mom."

"Mistress," I said, my voice catching on the word as I spoke it. Kelly's eyes widened, her full attention now on me as she shifted in her chair.

"And what do you call me?" Gemma pressed. I sighed before speaking, trying and failing to mentally compose myself, to act as though none of this bothered me. But it did. And anyone could see that. Gemma certainly could. And so, I knew, could Kelly.

“Princess,” I said at last. And Kelly let out a burst of laughter, promoted more by shock than happiness. She still hadn’t put things together. I could see the confusion on her face as she sat in her chair. But things were about to be made abundantly, horribly clear.

"He's my mom's slave," Gemma said at last, as Kelly turned her head toward her friend. "They met after we split up. My mom's been training him. And now, I guess he's my slave too."

“No,” Kelly frowned, her hair shining as she shook her head from side to side. “No way. You mean… What, like a sex slave?”

"Basically." It was Gemma's turn to laugh now, her eyes sparkling in her gorgeous face as she giggled. "Except not for me. I don't have sex with him. And neither does my mom. In fact, he can't have sex with anyone anymore."

"Why? Did you cut his dick off?"

"Almost," Gemma grinned, to another burst of laughter from Kelly. "Show her," she added, turning her eyes on me. I knew exactly what she wanted. It had all been leading to this. This had been her plan all along. Just as her mother had taken such delight in exposing me to a stranger in a bar. But this was even worse. This was someone I knew. Someone I had never thought I would see again, who was now going to be admitted into the ever-growing circle of women who knew the most humiliating thing about me. And there was no way to stop it, either. Not without incurring Gemma's wrath, and therefore Crystal's, too.

So I did as I was told. Gemma sat back on her sofa, beaming with pride as she crossed her arms over her chest. And Kelly looked momentarily concerned as I reached for the front of my pants, drawing the zipper down. She turned toward Gemma with a wordless question on her face, but her friend smiled reassuringly while she waited. And right there in Gemma's living room, I pulled down my jeans and my underwear to show Kelly my cage. The steel bars that shone in the light, containing my manhood and making me exactly what Gemma said I was. A slave. To her and to her mother.

"Oh my God! What the fuck is that?" Kelly pressed her fingertips together as she covered her open mouth with both hands. Her eyes were on the device, as though she was incapable of looking anywhere else. I could hear the smile in her voice as she spoke, even as my cheeks burned with shame. It was the same shocked reaction I got whenever my predicament was revealed to someone new, but it never stopped humiliating me.

"It's a chastity belt," Gemma explained. "It keeps his cock all locked away so that he can't put it where it doesn't belong. Just think: if I'd had one of these on him when we were dating, he never would have been able to cheat on me. But maybe it's for the best. Because now, he has to do what I say if he ever wants to cum again."

"I can't believe this," Kelly said. She was still sitting on the edge of her chair, still covering her mouth with her hands as she spoke. But I didn't miss the sparkle in her eyes. I shouldn't have been surprised. Kelly had always been open-minded. She gave the impression of someone who had been around the block, not some shrinking violet who would be shocked at the turns human sexuality could take. Still, this was out there, even for her.

"I was shocked too," Gemma said. "But once my mom explained it to me, and I saw how obedient it makes him, I couldn't resist. It's weird, I know. But it's so much fun having a guy you can boss around, and knowing that you never have to do anything for him. In fact, I can't do anything for him. I don't even have a key. He's mine for the weekend, and then he goes back to my mom. But if he isn't a good boy, I'm going to tell her. And she decides when and if he gets any pleasure at all."

"This is so fucking crazy," Kelly laughed. Finally, she lowered her hands from her face. Tearing her eyes away from my caged member at last, she turned toward Gemma, just for a second, before facing me again. As though she couldn't look anywhere else. As though my cage was a magnet for her eyes, drawing them toward me against her will. She had never seen anything like this, I could tell. Before Crystal came along, neither had I.

"Well, now everyone's seen what you've got down there, there's not much point in you hiding it anymore, is there?" Gemma said. "Take your clothes off. Now." Without a word, accompanied by a new fit of laughter from Kelly, I did as Gemma ordered. She was right, in a way. What did I have left to hide? But that didn't stop the blushes from rising to my face as I stripped in front of the two of them, setting my T-shirt and jeans carefully down on the floor. The armchair creaked as Kelly sat back at last, crossing her legs in her tight dress. There was a smirk on her face as she looked me up and down, studying my body as though I was something she was ready to devour.

“Put your clothes in my bedroom,” Gemma said. “Then you can bring us something to drink. There’s some vodka in the freezer. I’ll take a vodka and Coke. Kelly?”

"The same," Kelly murmured, her eyes never leaving me as I bent to pick up my discarded clothes. I felt her gaze following me as I moved across the room, tossing my garments onto the floor of Gemma's bedroom. She was still watching me as I reemerged, totally naked except for the cage that hung from my aching cock. I made my way toward the kitchen to carry out Gemma's commands. While ice clinked merrily into two glasses, I heard the two girls laugh at something. No; not at something. At me. What else could they be talking about? With the drinks made, I carried them back to the living room. Kelly smiled up at me as I handed her a glass, watching me step past her to give the other to Gemma. Then I stood awkwardly at the side of the sofa, awaiting further instructions. Something told me Gemma wouldn't want me to take the only seat that was left, on the sofa beside her. Instead, I stood like a servant while the superior women sipped the cold drinks.

“I figured we could pregame here,” Gemma said. “Get a good buzz going before we go out.”

"Sounds good to me." Kelly's eyes shone above the rim of her glass as she stared at me. Uncomfortable under her searching gaze, I shifted my weight from foot to foot. In some strange way, I was glad Gemma was there. The way Kelly was looking at me was making me wonder what would have happened if I were alone with her. I could almost see the wheels turning in her head every time she looked in my direction.

"So what do you do with a slave?" Kelly finally asked, drawing out the last word as though she liked the way it tasted on her tongue. "I mean, with that thing on, you can't fuck him." Gemma's brow furrowed as she took another gulp of her drink.

"Fuck him? Why would I want to do that?" she asked rhetorically, while Kelly spluttered in laughter. "I can find plenty of guys to fuck when I want to. But how many of them will go down on me for hours if I want, focus solely on getting me off, then go make me a sandwich after?" A few stray drops of Kelly's drink landed on her skirt as she erupted in laughter. Still chuckling, she brushed the moisture away with her hand. The girls had only just started drinking, but already the air in the room crackled with a kind of wildness. I had felt a similar sensation the first time I met Morgan at Crystal's house. But this was different. These younger women knew me in a way that Morgan and Crystal hadn't at the time. And Gemma had more reason to be mad at me that her mother did. By extension, so did Kelly. I was afraid. And that fear, just as I knew it would, poured gasoline on the flames of my desire. My cock ached inside the tight confines of the cage as I looked from one woman to the other. Both very different, but both sexy in their own ways. And both completely unavailable to me.

“That’s what you do with him?” Kelly asked.

"I do whatever I want with him. Don't I, boy toy?" Hearing Crystal's words from Gemma's mouth made me tremble with repressed desire. Gemma was different from her mother in many ways, but I often caught glimpses of Crystal in her daughter. Certain things she said, or a particular look in her eye. In this case, I knew, Gemma was consciously echoing Crystal. And it was working. I winced at the pain that bloomed in my stomach as my cock tried and failed yet again to get hard in the unyielding steel device that contained it.

"Yes, Princess," I moaned.

"This is awesome," Kelly giggled. "I've always wanted to be Mistress Kelly."

"Really? Well now's your chance," Gemma smiled. "He'll do whatever we say. Won't you, bitch boy?" Another gale of laughter rose from Kelly at Gemma's insult.

“Yes, Princess,” I said.

"Well, I want a better look at that thing," Kelly said. "Come over here." She pointed at the floor in front of her chair as she spoke, one black painted fingernail visible on her index finger. Despite her commanding tone, she seemed surprised and delighted as I stepped forward to comply. But Gemma was right. I had no choice. My caged cock swayed slightly with every step I took, and I saw Kelly watching it with a smile as I approached, finally standing right in front of her. I tried not to gasp as she reached out with her free hand and ran her thumb over the steel bars that contained my manhood. As though I had no rights to my body at all, and any woman could touch me in any way she wanted. I winced as Kelly slid her thumbnail between the bars of the cage and scraped the swollen shaft of my trapped cock.

"So you can't get out at all?"

"No," I panted, and instantly knew my mistake. My hands twitched at my sides, but I resisted the urge to fight Kelly as she dug her thumbnail deeper into my sensitive cock. Over on the sofa, Gemma laughed loudly at her friend's cruelty.

"No what?" Kelly demanded, her brown eyes glowing as she stared up at me with her drink still in her other hand.

“No… Mistress Kelly,” I whimpered. Gemma clapped her hands together with glee, laughing again as her friend took easy control of me.

“That’s better,” Kelly said. I sighed as the pressure of her thumbnail receded. But she kept her grip on the chastity device as she stared up at me.

"You can't even get hard, can you?"

“No, Mistress Kelly.” That much was obvious. With my cock in her hand, Kelly would have to be blind not to notice the way my manhood was trying to swell, straining against steel bars as it filled the gaps between them.

"How long since your last orgasm?"Her eyes transfixed me as they stared deep into mine, almost pinning me to the spot. Kelly was interrogating me. And with my cock in her hand, I wasn't going to resist her.

“Three days, Mistress Kelly.” Kelly frowned as I spoke.

“That doesn’t seem very long,” she said. “I’ve gone longer than that without an orgasm. How long since you last had sex with a woman?”

I had to think about that one. It depended on what she meant by sex. But it was no time for semantics. I knew what Kelly meant. And I knew what she wanted to hear. Still, evidently, I was taking too long, because I felt the sharp pain of her thumbnail pressing against my cock through the bars of the device again. Hurriedly, I answered.

“About six months, Mistress Kelly,” I said.

“That’s better,” she beamed, satisfied with my torment. “And when was the last time you made a woman cum?”

Pausing for a moment, I looked over my shoulder to where Gemma sat on the sofa. Slowly, she nodded.

“About half an hour ago, Mistress Kelly,” I said.

“Really?” Still holding my cock in her hand, Kelly turned toward Gemma. And as Gemma nodded in agreement, Kelly laughed out loud.

“I never knew you were so naughty,” Kelly giggled, her eyes shining. “Was it good?”

"It wasn't bad," Gemma said grudgingly. "He's getting better with his mouth all the time. It's amazing what a device like that will do for a man's focus."

"I bet," Kelly murmured. Her thumb slid over the bars of the device, feeling the smoothness of the shining steel that contained me. Inside, I was a raw mass of desire, my caged manhood twitching uselessly in her hand as she toyed with me. Until that day, I had never been especially attracted to Kelly. But standing in front of her like this, seeing the power she could exude when given the chance, she seemed suddenly unbearably sexy to me.

“When was the last time you had a guy go down on you without trying to get you to return the favor?” Gemma prompted. Kelly’s golden hair shone she shook her head.

“Pretty much never,” she said.

"Ever had a man beg to lick your pussy?" Kelly spluttered with laughter at Gemma's words.

"No," she said slowly. I could feel her grip on my chastity device tighten, and saw her sudden shortness of breath. I was feeling the same way myself. In the way she so often did, Gemma was pushing things forward, following some script in her head that she had concocted for her enjoyment and my torment.

 

"You know what to do, bitch boy," Gemma said. And she was right. I knew what she wanted, what both women wanted. My imprisoned cock slid from Kelly's hand as I took a step back and sank to my knees on the floor in front of her. Her eyes followed me, sparkling with delight as I lowered myself in front of her.

"Please, Mistress Kelly," I said slowly, making my voice as meek and humble as I was able while Gemma cackled with delight behind me, "please may I lick your pussy? Please. Please let me help you cum, please!"

"Oh my God," Kelly gasped. Her big breasts strained against her dress as she breathed, and a pink flush rose to her plump cheeks as she stared down at me. My humiliation was complete. And if she hadn't felt empowered before, she certainly did now. She was seeing at last what Gemma had seen, what Crystal had taught her and Morgan. I would do anything they said. And the more I submitted to them, the more dominant these women seem to become.

“Is he for real?” Kelly looked at Gemma over my head as she spoke.

"If you want," Gemma said with a shrug. "Nothing like a quick orgasm before going out for the night, is there? You can take him in there if you want." I didn't turn to look at Gemma as she spoke. But I knew she was talking about the bedroom we had so recently left. Kelly's eyes darted toward the open door, and as she bent at the waist to set her glass down on the floor, I inhaled the scent of her perfume and the warmth of her body in its tight dress. Placing both feet on the floor in front of me, Kelly rose to her feet. She plucked the fabric of her dress and adjusted it around her body. Then I felt her fingers in my hair as she reached out and grabbed a handful.

"Okay," she said, and I could hear the smile of triumph in her voice just as I could see it on her face. "You're coming with me." Gemma laughed in approval as Kelly pulled my hair, stepping toward her friend's bedroom. I had no choice but to follow, scampering along at her heels on my hands and knees while she led me into the other room.



20. Their Toy

 

What does normal mean, in the context of a life like mine? Until Crystal came along, I guess I was a pretty normal guy. Just a young man trying to figure out his place in the world, working laboring jobs and spending my earnings at the bar on the weekends in the never-ending quest to meet girls. Pretty standard stuff for a guy my age. But all of that changed when Crystal came along. Suddenly, my life became something else entirely. On the outside, I might still be that young guy, working for a living the way everyone has to. But my private life had transformed completely. Suddenly, it was like something out of a dirty movie. Endlessly exciting and infinitely frustrating at once. Crystal had introduced me to areas of life that I had barely known the existence of. Certainly, I had never seen myself as a submissive type. The type who would bow down before women and beg for their favors. I knew about kink, of course. I'm not naïve. But I had always thought of it as something that other people did. I never felt a pressing need to make elaborate sexual scenarios, when the ordinary act itself was more than good enough for me. But Crystal had changed everything. And even though she wasn't there that night in Gemma's apartment, her presence hovered over everything. The prime cause of everything that happened afterward. The responsibility for what I did, what I had become, could be laid entirely at Crystal's door. She had turned me into this. And now women other than her were reaping the rewards.

It was dim in Gemma's bedroom. Kelly didn't bother to turn on the light. She closed the door, but not all the way. A thick bar of yellow light from the living room splashed across the floor, rising up the side of the bed to pool on the mattress. Kelly's breath was short and urgent in a way that the short walk from the living room to the bedroom couldn't explain. She was excited. And for all her dominant posturing, I suspected she was as nervous as I was.

But she was the one in control. These kinds of scenes, I had come to learn, where never without some element of the theatrical. Some suggestion, at least, of roles being played. Kelly was most definitely playing a role, and one I suspected she had never played before. Whereas I was getting more and more experienced in my own submissive role. But just because something is an act doesn't mean it isn't real. That, too, was something Crystal had taught me.

As we reached the side of Gemma's bed, Kelly released her grip on my hair. I stayed on the floor, on my hands and knees. It seemed pointless getting up. Kelly loomed above me, standing tall in her high heels as she stood between the bed and me. Whatever impulse had seized her, made her treat me so roughly, seemed to have faltered slightly now that we were alone in Gemma's bedroom. But her excitement had not diminished. Far from it. Gemma had promised her my services, and I was ready to deliver. Even though I knew it would only torment me further. Even though I never stopped feeling the sting of humiliation at being treated like this, handed over and loaned to other women like some kind of toy. As though my own preferences didn't matter at all. Kelly was looking sexier to me than she ever had, but Gemma didn't know that. She didn't care. I had been instructed to pleasure her friend, and how I felt about it seemed to be immaterial. So in a sense, it was a good thing I was excited.

Kelly's arm curled up behind her as she reached for the zipper of her dress. The fabric clung to the curves of her thick body as she wriggled her way out of it, sliding the fabric down over her hips to pool on the floor at her feet. Stepping out of the dress, she kicked it aside. Her hands hovered at the waistband of her underwear uncertainly. I watched her without a word, waiting to see if she would go through with this. Perhaps the sheer strangeness of the situation would put her off in the end. Perhaps she was waiting to see what I would do, to see if I would actually go through with what she had been offered. As though some part of her thought that this might be all a game or some trick that Gemma and I were playing on her. But it wasn't. This was the reality of my life, the new normal since Crystal had locked my cock away. A sexual servant to seemingly any woman my mistress saw fit to hand me over to. A slave. That was what I was. And the remorseless throbbing of my cock in the steel device that contained it was an unnecessary reminder of just how much that thrilled me.

Kelly's lips were slightly parted. Her breasts rose and fell in her bra as she breathed. They were magnificent. Kelly was bigger than Gemma, or Crystal for that matter. She was never going to grace the cover of any magazines. But she was beautiful in her natural femininity, her body a natural hourglass that tugged at some primal part of my brain. She was heavy in all the right places, blessed with huge boobs and broad hips the contrasted pleasingly with her relatively narrow waist. Girls like Kelly have been told forever that they are fat and undesirable and unworthy. But from where I was kneeling, staring up at Gemma's friend in nothing but her underwear, she looked fantastic. And her self-consciousness warred visibly with her desire to experience this new game that Gemma had introduced her to.

Desire won. I of all people should know that it usually does. Kelly's hands slipped beneath the waistband of her panties, and she slowly pushed her underwear down her legs, letting it drop to the floor. She kept her bra, like some last vestige of her self-consciousness made visible. But below the waist, she was naked as she stepped out of her panties. And Gemma's bed creaked and bounced beneath her as she sat down on its edge.

I shuffled forward. Another man might have been angry at what these women were doing to him. Another man might have drawn the line at serving Kelly. Crystal was different. And Gemma was almost as beautiful as her mother. After all, I had found her attractive enough to date not too long ago. But I had never thought of Kelly in this way before. And yet I wasn't mad. Far from it. There wasn't a trace of anger in me as I inched toward the woman on the bed. If anything, I felt a strange tenderness toward her. I was determined to do a good job, and not just because Princess Gemma commanded it. Kelly, for all her usual brash confidence, had clearly never been in a situation like this. I wondered if anyone had taken the time to show her just how beautiful she was.

I heard the slight intake of her breath as I ran my hands over her thighs. Kelly lay back on the mattress, her legs hanging over the side of Gemma's bed as she stared up at the ceiling. Maybe her eyes were closed; from where I kneeled on the floor, I couldn't tell. But slowly, she parted her legs in front of me, and I saw her pussy glistening in the faint light that spilled from the living room outside. My caged cock throbbed in time with my heartbeat as I moved closer. I try to ignore it. My desire didn't matter in the least. It never did. The only thing it was good for was as a tool to make me do what these women wanted. And it worked, better than I would ever have believed.

Kelly groaned as I positioned myself between her legs. If I had been in any doubt, I could see for myself how turned on she was as her sex shone in front of me. I could smell the faint scent of her arousal where I kneeled on the floor, and it fueled my own. She groaned as I leaned forward and ran my tongue slowly over her silken folds. Kelly yelled as though stung by a hornet, but it was pleasure, not pain, that caused her to cry out. I knew what I was doing. Every woman is different; if I hadn't known that already, I learned it under Crystal's guidance. But just as Gemma had said of me, practice makes perfect. And when it comes to pleasuring a woman, enthusiasm counts for a lot. Eating pussy had become almost my sole sexual outlet, and I poured my whole being into it. I was more than eager to please; I was desperate. And as I pressed my tongue harder against her, Kelly's body twitched as though electrified. In no time at all, she was gasping and writhing on the bed above me. I didn't try to keep a slight smile from my face as I felt her fingers tangled in my hair, pulling my head deeper between her thighs. Her self-consciousness was abandoned as her pleasure swelled. And I ran my tongue up and down her flesh in a rhythmic motion, caressing her lips with my own. I pressed a little harder, a little deeper, my wet tongue slipped inside her, making her gasp and moan. Kelly's cries grew louder and louder as I tongued her, and I heard the passion in her voice as her orgasm approached. Once again, I was struck by how different she tasted to Gemma, to Morgan, Crystal. I was becoming quite the connoisseur. But different as they might be, each one was as delicious as the last. Including Kelly. This girl that I had never thought of in this way, who had never shown any particular interest in me back when I was dating Gemma, was now writhing on the bed above me, dancing on the very edge of ecstasy. I pushed harder against her, letting my chin rub against her as I moved my jaw. Kelly's body spasmed, and she cried out, a single deafening note that seemed to hang in the air, bouncing back from the walls of Gemma's bedroom. And with a sudden rush, the juices of Kelly's arousal flooded my mouth, pouring over my lips and tongue, dripping from my chin as I hungrily swallowed. Beneath my hands, I could feel the frantic trembling of her thighs, the muscles of her body spasming uncontrollably in the afterglow of pleasure. I had done my job. And the dull throb of my cock inside the cage was there to remind me of what was at stake. What might have happened if I hadn't.

With an exhausted sigh, Kelly pushed my head away. For a while, she lay there, sprawled on her friend's bed, her dripping pussy exposed completely as her skin shone in the dim light. I had learned to be patient. I had learned to leave a woman alone in these moments, to collect her thoughts and enjoyed her time in the far-off place they go to in the aftermath of pleasure.

But Gemma had other ideas.

Still horny, still hungry, still alert, I noticed before Kelly did that the door behind me was opening. The broad band of light that crept in from the living room grew wider as Gemma pushed the door aside. I turned to look over my shoulder, and the dull pain in my gut increased as my cock twitched predictably at the sight of Gemma. She was gorgeous. And the taste of her friend's pussy in my mouth only made me more desperate as I gazed up at Crystal's daughter. Her short denim skirt barely covered her as she stepped into the room, swaying provocatively in high-heeled boots. The very first night we had met, in some bar or other, I had noticed Gemma's sex appeal immediately. As had virtually every other man in the bar that night. But it was me she spoke to, me she gave her phone number to. Me that she began to date. What if some other woman had caught my eye that night? What if some other man had beaten me to Gemma? Everything would now be different. Everything would be more normal, less exciting. No, there was no part of me that wanted my old life back. No matter how much it hurt to live as Crystal and Gemma's slave.

"What did I tell you?" Gemma grinned as she spoke. Kelly raised her head from the bed, her mouth open in shock. For a moment, just the smallest moment, I wondered how she would react. There was always that moment, among women unused to being exposed in front of one another. It can go one of two ways. Kelly had probably never had anyone see her in the afterglow of orgasm besides a lover, and it must've been jarring to see her friend's face at that moment. But soon, a slow smile spread across Kelly's lips, and I knew that she was overcoming her inhibitions. Still, she closed her legs, hiding the pussy I could still taste in my mouth as I kneeled on the floor between them.

"He's good, isn't he?" Gemma patted me affectionately on the top of my head as she stepped past me, moving toward the bed. I hated how my heart contracted at her touch, as though I really were some faithful pet delighted by her smallest token of affection. Turning, Gemma sat down on the mattress beside Kelly, and I watched as Kelly slowly sat up. Her blonde hair tumbled around her shoulders, reaching the swell of her large breasts in her bra. The pupils of her eyes were fat and swollen in the darkness, and she turned her gaze from Gemma to me and back again. Her cheeks were flushed with a mixture of pleasure and embarrassment that I knew well. From the expression on her face, I guessed she was having a hard time believing what just happened. I could hardly blame her. These kinky games were becoming more and more familiar to me. But like her mother, Gemma seemed always to have a new gear to shift into. A new way to torment and disgrace me.

"Yeah," Kelly gasped, "he is." Again, I hated myself for the faint bloom of pride I felt in my chest as she spoke. This woman could use me like some kind of sex toy, and I was proud of that fact?

"And the best part is, he doesn't get to cum at all," Gemma giggled. I watched as she reached out toward Kelly, running the back of her hand over her friend's arm as she spoke. "There's no whining about you blowing him. There's no begging for sex. He'll just sit and wait until we decide to use him again. That's all his life is now. A pleasure slave to be used by women. Here. Let me show you what I discovered today." Gemma rose from the bed. I watched the borrowed light from the living room shine on the leather of her boots as she circled the bed. There was a familiar fluttering in my stomach as I watched her make her way to the bedside table where the vibrating cock ring lay. Her eyes glinted as she picked up the item and smiled at me. I knew what came next.

“I’m gonna turn on the light, okay?” Gemma asked. Kelly nodded.

"Okay," she said. Of course, I wasn't consulted. Once again, my preferences were unimportant. I heard the creak of the leather of Gemma's boots as she stepped past me, reaching for the light switch and flooding the bedroom in yellow light. Kelly blinked rapidly as her eyes adjusted, and so did I. But Gemma made her way back past me, back toward the bed. She smiled at me, bending her knees slightly as she leaned forward, her miniskirt barely covering her as she patted the mattress in front of her.

“Come on,” she said, while Kelly laughed in disbelief, “get up here.”

I rose to my feet. The chastity device swayed slightly between my legs as I stepped toward the bed. Kelly was still staring at it, still hardly able to believe what she was seeing. That I consented to this, that I willingly gave Crystal – and therefore Gemma – this measure of power over me. I had a hard time believing it myself. But Gemma grinned at me as I climbed onto the bed at her bidding. Kelly turned to watch over her shoulder as I sat facing Gemma. Balancing on one foot, Gemma raised her other leg high in the air. The heel of her boot pressed into the skin of my chest, and I caught the briefest glimpse under her skirt as she pushed me down onto the mattress. Without resisting, I flopped down onto my back. Yes, I knew what was coming. If not the detail,

then the general outline.

"Here. Put this on him." Gemma handed the vibrator to Kelly as she stepped towards her small closet. Kelly smiled deviously, brushing her hair back from her face as she turned to me. I watched the jiggle of her boobs inside her bra as she moved, and felt again the tightness of the cage that contained my manhood. Kelly's deep cleavage swelled in front of my face as she leaned over my body, reaching from my cock. I tried not to moan in frustration as she took the cage in her hand. The rubber ring expanded as she tugged it over the device, positioning the vibrator just behind the lock that held the chastity device together, just as Gemma had done. Then Kelly smiled up at me. I cried out as she pressed her thumbnail between the bars of the cock cage again, digging it painfully into my skin.

 

"Do you want to fuck me right now, bitch boy?" she teased.

"Yes, Mistress Kelly," I panted. Over by the closet, I heard Gemma laugh as she rummaged through her clothes.

 

"Well, that's just too bad, isn't it?" Kelly went on. Her cheeks might still be shining with the glow of orgasm, but clearly, her arousal was already swelling again. And her cruelty along with it. "Just imagine what I could do if your cock wasn't all locked away like this," Kelly went on. "Just imagine how good it would feel to fuck me right now." I groaned again, and more laughter filled the room from Gemma as she listened to her friend tormenting me. I gasped as Kelly lifted my caged cock, playfully running her tongue from base to tip, the moist flesh sliding easily over the stainless steel. I felt nothing. Nothing but the warmth of her breath on my sensitive skin as I writhed and moaned.

"I can give you the best blow job you ever had in your life," Kelly grinned up at me. "I could suck the cum right out of your balls, and swallow it all like a good girl. You'd like that, wouldn't you?"

“Yes, Mistress Kelly.” I was almost beside myself with desire, moaning and writhing on the bed as this vixen tortured me.

“Too bad,” Kelly giggled. I moaned again as she bent her head over my lap, opening her mouth to engulf my caged cock in her lips. The metal shone as she bobbed her head up and down, sucking on the cage and teasing me with the closeness of what I couldn’t have.

While Kelly tormented me, Gemma appeared again at the side of the bed. She was holding some scarves in her hands. Circling the bed, she stood on the opposite side from her friend. I was treated to a mouthwatering view down the front of her top as she bent over me. Gemma was all business. Taking my wrists in her hands, she wrapped one of the scarves around them both and tied them tightly together. Then, she tied another scarf around my bound hands and fastened them to the headboard of her bed. As usual, I didn't even try to resist. Gemma would do what she was going to do, and nothing I said or did would change that. Fighting her would only make things worse. And soon, I lay tied to the bed, totally at the mercy of these two women. A commodity which neither of them seemed to possess any great supply of.

"If you turn the vibrator on, you can ride his cock like it's a toy," Gemma explained as she straightened up again at the side of the bed. "That's what we were doing before you got here."

"Really?" I whimpered quietly as Kelly lifted her mouth at last from my cock, not sure whether I wanted her to stop or continue. She smiled at Gemma, and I saw her eyes drop to the device I wore before returning to her friend. Kelly's smile deepened.

I felt the mattress sink underneath me as Kelly climbed up onto her knees. Her thick thighs gripped my sides as she straddled me, her damp pussy hovering just above my caged member. Reaching down, she pressed the button on the cock ring that caused it to vibrate, and I groaned loudly as I felt those infuriating vibrations echoing through my body. But that was nothing compared to the long, low moan that Kelly gave as she sank down on top of me. Her breasts heaved in her bra as she rubbed her pussy against my cage, feeling the same vibrations that were tormenting me fill her body with pleasure. Her eyes closed, and her hands gripped her thighs, and she looked absolutely ravishing as she sat on top of me, rocking her hips back and forth as she ground her pussy against my cock. The juices flowed as freely as Gemma's had done earlier, coating my cage, my balls, my inner thighs. The scarves held my arms tightly as I moaned beneath her, agonizingly close and yet cut off from the pleasure that filled her.

In the light of the bedroom, glutted with pleasure and yet seeking more, Kelly looked amazing. With my eyes on her, I barely noticed Gemma at the side of the bed shrugging off her halter top and unzipping her miniskirt. Dropping her clothes to the floor, she climbed onto the bed with us. It was only when Gemma kneeled above me, now wearing nothing but her sexy boots, that I saw that she intended to get involved. And the ache in my caged cock turned to agony as Gemma repositioned herself to face her friend. Lifting one long leg, Gemma straddled my face, her bare pussy hovering above me as she faced her friend. I could feel the warm leather of her boots against my skin, her hand on my chest as she positioned herself just as she wanted above me. And then, I saw nothing as Gemma lowered herself onto my face. Her pussy pressed against my mouth, and I felt the dampness of her desire, her indescribable taste complementing the lingering remnants of Kelly's as I began to lick.

Gemma moaned. Above me, my princess was purring in pleasure. I ran my tongue diligently over the intricate terrain of her womanhood, ignoring the ache in my jaw from eating so much pussy in one day. The bed was rocking rhythmically beneath us now as Kelly succumbed to pleasure. She was bouncing up and down on top of me, more and more urgently. I felt her hands on my stomach as she leaned forward, pressing herself more urgently against my buzzing cage. She was screaming with pleasure, and even with Gemma's legs on either side of my head, I could hear the wild passion in her cries. And while I licked and kissed, Gemma's own cries of pleasure grew ever louder. Soon, the two of them were both howling in a wild duet of female passion. All inhibitions had vanished now. All that mattered was orgasm. Theirs, not mine. And as a loud scream rose from Kelly's throat, I felt her thick thighs press against my hips. I felt the hot rush of her juices, more copious than I had ever experienced before. She howled and convulsed on top of me as she squirted her liquid passion all over my cock, my balls, and the vibrator that brought her so much joy. I growled in pain as the steel bars the chastity device bit into my manhood.

And above my head, Gemma sobbed with pleasure. I knew her body intimately, and I knew what she needed. My position was awkward, but I did my best to press my face harder against her, fighting gravity as I rubbed my lips over hers, working her clit with my chin while I buried my tongue inside her. I felt her fingernails digging into my chest, and one of her boot heels scraped my bound arm as she thrashed above me. I could feel her orgasm coming. I could taste it, the mysterious change in the composition of her juices that told me she was close. I swallowed her nectar even more eagerly than I had swallowed that of her friend as Gemma, too, screamed in pleasure. Her orgasm coated my face in her moisture, and I drank down as much of it as I was able, hungry for every drop of her that I could get.

Finally, Gemma rose off my face and flopped onto the bed beside me. On the other side, Kelly did the same. I could hear them both gasping for air as they shuddered and convulsed on either side of me. And I lay between them, bound and caged, covered in cum and not making a sound. The bed was small with the three of us inside it, and I could feel soft female flesh pressed against my body.

Eventually, it was Gemma who seemed to recover first. She sat up, supporting herself with her hands, and I saw her smiling down at me, her feet beside my head.

"All right," she beamed, "that was fun. But now, I feel like I really want to get fucked. And – well, you're just not worthy of that, are you?" Gemma giggled as she raised one hand to pat my cage, and I winced at the faint contact.

"No, Princess," I groaned, and heard Kelly laugh beside me, her breath warm on the side of my face as she nibbled the skin of my bound arm.

"That's right," Gemma chuckled. "For that, I need a real man, not some tied up bitch boy. So let's go out and find one."
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21. Gemma’s Revenge

The apartment was quiet at last. But that almost made things worse. In the heat of the moment, when I was suffering at the hands of Gemma or Kelly, not to mention Crystal and Morgan, I didn't have a lot of time to think. And often, I had learned, the worst torment these beautiful women could inflict on me was to give me time to think. To come face-to-face with the reality of what I had become, what they had done to me. And what they would undoubtedly continue to do to me in the future. Because I knew as well as they did that it was never going to stop. If I were ever to find the strength to resist them, to finally say no and stop this outrageous game, I would have done so long ago. The awful truth that the silence forced me to confront was that I wanted this. More than I had ever wanted anything in my life. These agonizing nights were the dark jewel of my existence, and without them, I would have been bereft. These women could do whatever they wanted to me. I was never going to stop them. 

Once the girls settled down a little, they had put their clothes back on and reapplied their makeup. Still, I could see that they were bubbling over with excitement. The orgasms they had already had seemed to do nothing to blunt the edge of the desire they felt. If anything, it fueled them. Even at that young age, I knew I couldn't hope to keep up. A single orgasm is the best man can hope for. But with women, it's different. Besides, even a single orgasm was completely off the menu for me at that point. As Gemma took great delight in reminding me, she didn't even have possession of the key that could free me. Her mother still held onto that. 

And at the thought of Crystal, I felt some strange sensation pierce my heart. What was she doing at that moment? Was she thinking of me? And if so, what would she be thinking? 

Remembering all the kinky things she had made me do? Planning the next humiliation she would force me to endure? Or perhaps her thoughts were entirely different. At that time, I'll admit I was still very confused. Still fighting against the reality of the situation I was in, at war with the person I was. The person Crystal and her daughter and their friends had revealed me to be. I still wasn't ready to look too deeply into the way I felt whenever I thought of Crystal. But I couldn't escape the clear knowledge that it felt different to think of her than it did to think of Gemma, or Kelly, or Morgan. 

And I had time to think of them all. In fact, time was almost the only thing I did have. 

As Gemma and Kelly got ready, I wondered if I would be made to go with them. I still remembered what Crystal had done to me at the bar, the way she and Morgan had humiliated me in front of a crowded place full of total strangers. I dreaded the thought of a repeat performance, even as my imprisoned cock throbbed painfully at the thought. But in the end, Gemma had other ideas. Once the girls were dressed again in their provocative night out clothes, they had untied me from the bed. Gemma led me to the living room, and I followed, meek as a lamb. When she ordered me to kneel beside the TV, I did as I was told. 

The scarves they had used to tie me to the bed were put into use again. This time, Gemma tied two scarves together to make a longer rope and threaded it through the TV stand. Then she tied both ends around my wrists, where my fingers couldn't reach the knots. Kelly giggled as she watched, her hands on her wide hips and her face shining with disbelief at my mute acquiescence. But I knew it was foolish to argue with Gemma. I dreaded what she might report to Crystal, and how long her cruel mother might keep me waiting for an orgasm if I didn't do exactly as I was told. So I simply kneeled on the floor, inhaling Gemma's perfume and the

warmth of her gorgeous young body as she brushed against me, tying me to her TV stand. 

Finally, she stepped back. Now both women were grinning as they stood above me, their eyes mocking me as I kneeled at their feet. 

“Now, you can stay there,” Gemma said. “ We’re going out. I’d say don’t wait up, but you don’t really have a choice, do you? See you later, boy toy.” 

With that, she turned and headed toward the door of the apartment. I watched her go, her denim miniskirt swaying as she strutted across the apartment in her tall boots. But Kelly paused. 

Her teeth showed, gleaming brilliantly as she bit her lower lip and smiled at me. Her black and white dress hugged the ample curves of her body, flattering her hourglass shape as she stood over me. Shifting her weight, she moved one foot closer to me. 

"Kiss my foot, slave," she said. Her words were harsh. But even after all that had happened, I could still hear the faint hesitation in her voice. She was still testing the boundaries, still wondering if I might resist. Gemma treated me as though my submission were a foregone conclusion, but Kelly was not so sure of herself. But she had no need to worry. I would no more defy her than I would any of the other dominant women in my life. 

"Yes, Mistress Kelly," I said as I bent forward at the waist. Gemma turned to watch, and I heard Kelly giggling as I pressed my lips to her toes. Her strappy high heels left her feet bare, and I kissed them fervently, hoping to gain some favor by my ready obedience. 

"Unbelievable," Kelly said. Her straight blonde hair shone as she shook her head side to side. Then, without another word, she turned and headed toward where Gemma waited. 

Laughing at me, the two of them stepped out through the door of the apartment. I could still hear their laughter echoing down the hall of the building as they left me alone. 

And the night wore on. The carpeted floor of Gemma's apartment offered some padding for my knees, but it wasn't enough. My position started to become uncomfortable, even beyond the constant ache in the pit of my stomach that came from my caged cock trying to get hard. And it never stopped. Every time I thought that my arousal might be starting to diminish, I remembered where I was and why, and that dull ache started again. I was caged and bound, trapped in my ex-girlfriend's apartment with nothing to do but to wait for her return. There was just enough slack in the scarves that held me that I could get off my knees and sit on the floor. But they didn't allow me to lie down. Instead, I leaned against the TV stand and resigned myself to a long wait. 

And it was long. The girls were out for hours. They were out enjoying themselves at the same bars I used to frequent, the same bars where I had met Gemma on that fateful night that had changed my life in ways I could never have anticipated at the time. A stab of jealousy swelled inside me as I wondered if other men would be hitting on her and on Kelly. Of course they would. The way the two of them looked as they left would ensure that. I had never seen Gemma look better. And Kelly, for all her chubbiness, looked phenomenal in her form-fitting dress. 

Neither of them would have any trouble getting attention; I knew that. If I had been out there that night, free and single the way I used to be, I wouldn't have hesitated to approach either one of them. 

The clock on the wall told me that it was past 1 AM when I heard voices in the hallway outside. A bright burst of female laughter that I recognized at once. Sitting up, I maneuvered myself back onto my knees, getting into position mere seconds before I heard Gemma’s key turn in the lock of the door. The door opened, and I felt the familiar heat of shame prickle my cheeks

as I blushed to the roots of my hair. The girls were back. But they weren’t alone. 

“Come in, come in,” Gemma said, and I could hear the delight in her voice as she spoke. I could also hear the faint slurring of her words caused by alcohol. But even as my cock throbbed painfully at the sight of her, I found myself distracted. Because Kelly and Gemma had come home with two men. 

Gemma led the way. She strutted from the door of the apartment to the living room, evidently endlessly pleased with herself she posed and pranced. A young man came with her, his fingers meshed with hers. His dark eyes were on me, and I couldn't meet his stare. I wanted to protest, to tell Gemma that enough was enough. But we both knew that I wouldn't. Even as I cringed under the gaze of the shocked stranger, I knew that I would do nothing to defy her. 

“See?’ Gemma giggled. “This is my ex-boyfriend. I told you what I did to him.” 

"Yeah, but - " the man's mouth moved soundlessly as he stared down at me. "I didn't really think you were serious." 

"I wouldn't joke about something like this." Gemma raised one foot from the floor, and I winced again as she tapped the toe of her leather boot against my caged cock, making it bounce slightly between my legs. "Say hello to Dan and Tyler, boy toy." 

"Hello," I mumbled hollowly, my eyes fixed on Gemma's feet on the carpet. I heard a chuckle of male laughter from the guy who stood beside Kelly, and Gemma's new friend shook his head in disbelief. 

“ This is fucking crazy,” he said. “He lets you do this to him?” 

"Of course," Gemma said, as though there was nothing more ordinary in the world. "If he doesn't do what I say, my mom won't let him cum ever again. So he's always a very good boy for us. Aren't you?' Her toe tapped insistently again on my cage, prompting me. 

"Yes, Princess," I said, my words greeted with another gale of both male and female l aughter. 

"So fucked up," the man said. Gemma clearly hadn't selected him for his vocabulary. 

"Maybe," Gemma said, planting both feet on the floor again as she turned toward him. "But I think it's sexy. It gets me so fucking hot, knowing that he wants me so badly and can't do anything about it. Meanwhile, I can do whatever I like." She gazed up at the man as she spoke, and I raised my eyes from the carpet to watch her hands on his chest, sliding slowly down over his stomach towards his crotch. I knew how sexy Gemma could be when she wanted to. I wondered how I would have reacted if, on the first night I had met her, she had taken me home to a scene like this. I'd like to say that I wouldn't have taken part, that I would have left at that moment and chalked it up to a funny story I tell my friends someday. But I couldn't believe it. 

Not after what had happened to me. Get a few drinks inside me and get me horny enough, and I knew that I would be able to ignore even something as strange as this for the promise of pussy. 

After all, it was that same promise that got me into the position I was in. And as Gemma began to kiss the man in front of her, I could practically see his doubts melting away. Her hand pressed against the front of his jeans, caressing the obvious bulge of his cock, and he gripped the cheeks of her ass that her denim miniskirt barely concealed as she pressed herself against him. I would never have guessed that Gemma would ever be so comfortable behaving like this in front of other people. But on the scale of things that happened recently that I could barely believe, this

one rated quite low. 

"Come on," Gemma said in a low voice as she finally lifted her lips from his. "Let's go to the bedroom." The man grinned as though I had been completely forgotten. Without so much as another glance in my direction, he let Gemma lead him across the room, her hand holding his as she headed for the open door of her bedroom. The smile she gave me over her shoulder, just before she disappeared into the room, made me tremble with its utter triumph, its gloating satisfaction. Gemma was having her revenge on me, over and over again. And there was nothing I could do to stop it. The bedroom door closed behind them, and my heart sank as I knew what was happening. And the dull ache in my stomach grew more intense with every passing second. 

I felt the thump of Kelly's high-heeled shoes through the floor I kneeled on as she entered the living room. Her tight dress rustled as she sat down on the sofa in front of me, her knees together. The other man came with her, sitting down beside her. Tyler, I guessed, from the order in which Gemma had introduced them. His eyes glanced nervously at me before looking away. I couldn't possibly be less of a threat to him that I was, tied up and caged on the living room floor. 

But I couldn't blame him for feeling a little strange about the whole situation. Or more than a little. 

"Your friend's pretty wild," Tyler said. I cringed at the sound of his voice. I had been in positions like this so many times before, if never exactly the same. The first time you meet a girl and go somewhere with her, the uncertainty of when to push your luck and when to let it go. 

You'd have to be blind not to see that Gemma was more than willing to get fucked that night, but Tyler seemed less sure about Kelly's intentions. Even with me in the room, he was feeling her out. 

"I know," Kelly said, her golden hair shining again she shook her head. "I only found out about this tonight myself. It's nuts. But he lets her do it. He's like a slave. He likes being treated badly. Don't you?" Her voice sharpened as she addressed me, and I knew what she wanted. 

Shame flooded my heart as I nodded. 

“Yes, Mistress Kelly,” I said, while this unknown man guffawed at the pathetic display. 

"Whatever floats your boat, I guess," the guy shrugged. Is that how I seemed when I was trying to seduce women? The fake bravado, the studied nonchalance? If so, it was embarrassing to watch it from the outside. Then again, not nearly as embarrassing as the situation I was in. 

There was a pause. I couldn't even guess what was on Kelly's mind as she sat on one end of the sofa beside the stranger. I couldn't tell if she was into this, or whether she was simply going along with Gemma's plan. Now and then, I saw her cast sideways glances at me as I kneeled on the other side of the room, and her fingers tugged surreptitiously at her dress as it hugged her curvy body. But in the silence of the living room, a quiet noise interrupted my thoughts. Tyler and Kelly seemed to hear it too, with both of them lifting their heads at the sound. There it was again. A faint gasp coming from inside Gemma's bedroom. Kelly smiled awkwardly, and I saw a faint blush rise to her cheeks. Tyler grinned too. 

“Should we, uh, put on some music or something?’ Tyler asked. Kelly shrugged. 

"I think she wants him to hear," Kelly said, her blush deepening as she spoke. And my cock ached inside the steel bars as I listened to Gemma's cries of passion rising higher in the bedroom. 

Kelly was right. She was getting fucked by a stranger, and she wanted me to know it. She wanted me to hear it, to feel every thrust of his cock inside her beautiful young body like a knife in my

guts. And it was working. It was working almost too well, as I felt the steel bars of the chastity device sinking deep into the bruised flesh of my imprisoned manhood. 

"That's messed up," Tyler said. But I noticed the way he shifted on the sofa, barely perceptibly inching closer to where Kelly sat. I wondered if she noticed it too. 

"I guess," Kelly said. "But it's kind of funny too. I mean, he cheated on her back when they were dating. So in a way, this is what he deserves." 

"I guess so," Tyler smiled. He would say anything to get what he wanted, I could tell. I had been in his position so many times. He wasn't going to argue with the promise of sex in front of him and the sounds of female pleasure filling our ears from the next room. He placed a hand on Kelly's leg, and I noticed she didn't pull away. Tyler noticed too. Encouraged, he moved closer to her on the couch, and his other hand slid over Kelly's arm. She smiled faintly as he touched her, and allowed him to lean forward and kiss her. Awkwardly, I watch them make out on the couch in front of me, his hands caressing the ample curves of her plump body the way mine had done earlier while I went down on her. I wondered if Tyler knew about that little adventure, and what he would think if he did. Somehow, judging from his obvious excitement, I doubted it would stop him in his pursuit of her. And Kelly was responding to his touch. Almost reluctantly, almost hesitantly, she allowed him to touch her and touched him back. He moved his lips from hers, and she closed her eyes, sighing happily as he kissed his way slowly down her neck. His mouth traveled over her body, towards her large breasts, and I could see Kelly's nipples swelling and under the fabric as her arousal grew. 

Tyler's face was buried in her bosom as she turned to look at me again, her stare longer and more confident now as she enjoyed the sensation of one man kissing her while another was forced to watch. Her brown eyes shone with delight as she stared at me, watching me whimper and shift my weight from one knee to the next as Tyler continued to caress her. Kelly's confidence seemed to grow by the minute. And while Gemma's cries continued to fill the room, inciting a kind of sympathetic passion in all of us, I watched her give in to the feelings of desire inside her. She shifted her weight as she lay back on the sofa, raising her feet onto the cushions as Tyler climbed on top of her. Her tight dress slid up her thighs as he reached a hand underneath it. I heard Kelly moan as he touched her. She closed her eyes as her pleasure swelled, and Tyler continued to kiss her breasts as he fingered her. Soon, Kelly was squirming at his touch, writhing on the couch while Gemma's cries of ecstasy grew louder and faster from the next room. While Tyler fingered her under her dress, she reached out and caressed his cock through his pants. His belt rattled as he quickly undid it, and Kelly reached inside, taking his manhood in her hand as she stroked it. 

"Oh fuck," she gasped, as though her resolve had finally broken. Releasing Tyler's cock, she shifted again on the sofa. He rose away from her as she struggled to sit up, her dress riding ever higher on her thighs. Standing, she reached up underneath the rumpled fabric. I watched as she pulled off her panties and stepped out of them. Ignoring Tyler for a moment, she stepped toward me. Her eyes shone as she stood above me. Balling her panties up in one hand, she reached out and seized a fistful of my hair in the other, pulling my head up and forcing me to look into her eyes. 

"I don't want to hear your pathetic whimpering while I'm getting fucked," she said. "So suck on these while another man gets what you never will." Tyler gasped at her words, but I barely noticed as Kelly stuffed her panties into my mouth. I could taste her moisture in the fabric, the strong taste of her pussy that I had first experienced hours before when I ate her to orgasm. And predictably, my cock strained uselessly against the metal that held it as I tasted her. Kelly turned and stepped back toward the sofa where Tyler waited. Reaching behind her back, she slid the zipper of her dress down and let the garment fall at her feet. Stepping out of it,  she bent over Tyler, her hands on his thighs as she kissed him. Even from behind, I could see him fondle her heavy breasts in the bra she still wore. Her bare round ass filled my vision as I watched. And her hands slid up his thighs, reaching once again inside his pants. I tried not to moan into her panties as Kelly dropped to her knees in front of Tyler, pulling his jeans and underwear down as his cock sprang free. Taking it in her hand, she lowered her mouth on his member, and Tyler groaned, his eyes closing in pleasure as Kelly blew him.

She took her time. In my days as a bar star, I met plenty of girls who made the same claim that Kelly had made to me earlier, that they give the best head in the world. But judging by Tyler's reactions, there was some truth to the boast. Kelly was an enthusiastic and skilled cock sucker, and I felt my heart burning with jealousy as I watched her work on this total stranger. Her blonde hair shone as she bobbed her head up and down, her big boobs and round ass jiggling with her movements as she pleasured him. And Tyler moaned and groaned, his hands on the back of her head and his hips rising from the sofa as she took him swiftly to the brink of pleasure. The wet sound of her blowing him filled the room, mingling with the cries of pleasurethat still came from Gemma in the bedroom. I was in agony as I watched and listened, tormented by the pleasure that these women were so willing to give to strangers and so unwilling to give to me. But I couldn't look away. 

Tyler was on the brink of orgasm. I could see that, even as I tried not to look at him. It wasKelly who was the focus of all my attention, and her nearly naked body made my cock ache with desire. She knew what she was doing. She wasn't going to finish the show there. Tyler's cock slipped free of her talented mouth as she lifted her head in a shimmer of gold. With a quick glance over her shoulder to make sure I was still watching, she rose to her feet. The taste of her pussy filled my mouth as she climbed onto the sofa again, lying down on the cushions. Tyler smiled as he saw what she wanted. He climbed on top of her again, and Kelly moaned as his stiff cock slid between the wet folds of her pussy. He didn't even bother to undress. His hips rocked back and forth as he fucked her, and Kelly cried out in an echo of Gemma's still ongoing cries as pleasure flowed through her. Forlornly, I watched him fuck her, watched her writhing in ecstasy, her legs trembling around him and her eyes closed as her breathing grew short. Her shrieks and cries grew louder and louder, coming faster and faster as Tyler fucked her aggressively. The couch creaked and shuddered under their combined weight as he pounded her. And Kelly was in heaven. Stray strands of her blonde hair clung to her face she thrashed her head from side to side, gripping his shoulders and raking his skin with her fingernails in a pleasure that seemed almost unbearable in its pure intensity. Kelly's back arched, and her breasts swelled in her straining bra as she let out the loudestcry yet. I heard Tyler moaned in pleasure as her pussy spasmed around his cock, milking it for all he had. Kelly screamed in orgasm as she felt the stranger come inside her, pumping his hot load into her body while he groaned on top of her. I watched it all with a sick feeling in my stomach, teased and tormented by what I couldn't have. And as Kelly sighed happily, as Tyler collapsed on top of her, I winced in pain as my cock pressed stubbornly against the inside of the chastity device. 

In the silence that followed, I noticed that Gemma and her lover seemed to have finished in the other room. The whole apartment was dripping with the smell of sex and the deep physical contentment that follows. And only I, of all the people there, was denied that sweet release. If there had ever been any doubt that I had paid plenty for my transgressions against Gemma, it was gone. Thanks to Crystal, I had paid an unbelievable price for treating Gemma as badly as I did. 

And yet, even kneeling there on the floor with Kelly's panties in my mouth and my ignored cock raging in my cage, I couldn't deny how thrilling it felt to be the target of Gemma's revenge. 
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22. Brandon’s Confession

 

"It sounds like you had quite a weekend with my daughter." 

"Yes, Mistress." It was beyond an understatement. The time I had spent at Gemma's apartment was yet another in a long list of experiences I knew I was never going to forget. 

After my relationship with Gemma had ended, I had never thought I would see her again. 

Certainly not in the way that I had. But if the past few weeks had told me anything, it was that life is utterly unpredictable. Gemma and Kelly had put me through a humiliating ordeal. There was no doubt that Gemma was very much her mother's daughter. Her imagination was every bit as creative as Crystal's, and she was every bit as kinky as her mother. But Gemma didn't have Crystal's elegance, her cool confidence. Her poise. That, I suspected, was something that came with age. Or maybe it was just the way Crystal was. But whatever it was, it was working for me. 

Time spent away from Crystal served only to reinforce how strong my feelings for her were. 

Because no matter how much I thought about her, no matter how much I felt that the image of her and the things she did to me was burned into my brain, memory and fantasy could never compare with the reality. Being in Crystal's presence again was to fall for her all over again, to be reminded of why I was in the position I was in. 

Gemma had quickly learned the possibilities of the sexual power she had over me. But Crystal seemed to take it for granted. Crystal took control of me as though it was her undeniable right to do so. And in her presence, submitting to the gorgeous woman that she was didn't seem nearly so strange. Yes, it was kinky and wild and exciting. But somehow, it felt right. It felt right to be with her again, back at her sprawling and tastefully decorated house. Back serving my Mistress. 

"On your knees." Crystal didn't even look at me as she gave the order. Her voice was as calm and controlled as though she were observing the weather. She didn't doubt for a minute that I would do as I was told. And I did. As soon as she spoke, I sank to the floor in front of her, the gleaming tiles of the kitchen cool and smooth under the bare skin of my knees. Crystal raised a cup to her lips and took a slow sip of the tea I had made for her. I knew exactly how my Mistress took her tea. Like any good servant, I was learning to please her by attentive service. And not just her, either. 

"Like mother, like daughter, I guess." There was a noticeable giggle in Morgan's voice as she spoke. I had only seen Crystal's friend a couple of times since the ordeal she had put me through at her house. And every time I saw her, I couldn't help but feel that same frisson of shame and lust. I had to obey Morgan, just as I had to obey Crystal. And Morgan was almost as beautiful as my Mistress. Almost. But if it hadn't been for Crystal, I doubted Morgan could ever have treated me the way she did. It was Crystal, always. She was the spring from which all the power in this chain of power-based relationships flowed. It was her authority that made me bow to Morgan, to Gemma, to Kelly, an ever-growing succession of women who were able to use and abuse me as they saw fit. All because of Crystal, and my irresistible desire for her. 

"It's kind of weird, isn't it? Sharing a man with my daughter?" Crystal was talking to

Morgan now. It was unusual for her to display even that small amount of doubt about her actions. Of course what we were doing was weird. Part of its excitement came from its unconventional nature. But it wasn't my opinion she was asking for. If Crystal wanted my opinion, on anything, she would tell me what it was. 

"It's… unusual," Morgan said as she took a sip of her tea. Once again, she and Crystal sat on the tall barstools in Crystal's massive kitchen. They loved to sit there while I waited on them hand and foot, completely naked besides the steel chastity cage that kept my cock locked painfully away. While I made their tea, I had been ordered to tell the two of them everything that had taken place at Gemma's apartment. I spared no detail. After all, Crystal could always check with her daughter to see if my account matched hers. And I had a feeling that any lie, even one of omission, will be severely punished. So even though it was utterly humiliating to relive the events of the weekend, even though my voice cracked with embarrassment over one or two particular scenes, I had told the two women everything. And they had listened, their eyes shining brightly like jewels in their beautiful faces, occasionally sharing knowing glances with one another. Occasionally bursting into laughter. And all the while, the unyielding steel chastity device pressed against my cock on all sides. If I had been uncaged, I knew that I would be rockhard for the two of them. They just looked so beautiful. Crystal was wearing a patterned dress, black with scarlet flowers, that bared her delicate shoulders and a tempting expense of her chest. My Mistress almost never wore pants. And Morgan was elegantly dressed too, in a dark green formfitting dress that brought out the emerald gleam of her eyes in contrast to her red hair. 

They looked as though they were ready for a night out rather than a day at home drinking tea and sharing stories. But these were women of means, women who didn't need to stoop to the indignity of working for a living. The days were devoted to pleasure, and clearly, dressing exquisitely was one such pleasure they could easily afford. And if their outfits teased me even further, making me desire them more than I already would have, well, that was just an added bonus for them. As always in their presence, I felt clumsy and ugly and foolish, my caged cock bobbing embarrassingly with every movement of my body. And the two older women let their eyes travel over my body without a trace of shame, without trying to disguise their looks in the slightest. Why would they? I was Crystal's slave, little more than an object for them to enjoy in any way they saw fit. If watching me serve amused them, that was what they would do. It was a simple as that. 

"Then again, I don't have a daughter," Morgan went on. "I wouldn't really know. I can't imagine doing something like this with my mom. But then again, my mom was nothing like you." Morgan's pink lips twitched at the corners as she smiled. "You guys have that kind of relationship. Besides, it's not like you're seeing the same guy or something. It doesn't sound like she fucked him or anything." Crystal's smile was more obvious now. I heard a faint chuckle of laughter in her throat as she lifted her teacup to her lips again. The truth that Morgan stated stung me. She was right. I had told the story in every detail. Gemma never even had access to my cock, and couldn't have had sex with me even if she wanted to. My key had stayed in Crystal's possession, the most secure means to keep me from straying. And as Morgan indicated, it wasn't as though Crystal had sex with me on anything like a regular basis. Essentially, I was trapped in a one-way monogamous relationship with a woman who doled out orgasms as though they were in short supply. For me, anyway. Not for her. Crystal felt entitled to orgasms, the same way she felt entitled to everything else. I loved her entitlement, her cruel arrogance. But that's not to say it didn't infuriate me from time to time. 

"True," Crystal smirked, turning her bright blue eyes on me once again. The same gorgeous eyes that Gemma had inherited from her mother. And yet, of the two of them, it was Crystal who was the greater beauty. There was no doubt in my mind about that. She was an autumn that outshines any spring, and her elegant loveliness was the weapon she used against me. "You must be especially desperate to come after everything Gemma and Kelly did to you." 

"Yes, Mistress." There was no point denying it. Even just kneeling on the kitchen floor and looking up at these two goddesses was almost enough to make me tremble with frustrated desire. 

If they wanted me to beg, I would beg. But I knew that begging wouldn't help. It never did. 

Crystal loved to hear me beg, but it never seemed to have any effect on her decision one way or the other. 

"Well, you know I love to keep you horny and frustrated," Crystal smirked while Morgan laughed. "If you want any kind of release from me, you're going to have to earn it." 

"Yes, Mistress." Of the two ladies, Morgan sat closer to me. But Crystal extended her leg out in front of her friend as she pointed her toes at me. I didn't hesitate. Inching forward on my knees, I took her foot carefully in my hands, cradling her stiletto heel as I reverently kissed the top of her foot. Another faint chuckle escaped Morgan as she watched me debase myself. It was nothing new for these women, and yet it never failed to amuse them to see how submissively I would worship them. I no longer even tried to resist. Strange emotions tore at my heart as I pressed my lips over and over again against Crystal's foot. Of course it was humiliating, of course it was. And yet, my heart soared at the touch of her skin against my lips. Any contact with Crystal, no matter how disgraceful, felt like a blessing to me. 

"You were probably dreading having to come back here, weren't you?" Crystal went on while Morgan continued to laugh. "Knowing we were going to tease you and make you work." 

"No, Mistress," I gasped, staring up at Crystal along the length of her beautiful leg. "I missed you." 

"Aww," Morgan cooed, pressing her hands to her chest. My cheeks colored. I had said more than I meant to. Crystal stared down at me with a look of surprise on her beautiful face, and I tried to meet her gaze. It was the truth. The words had tumbled from my lips without the intervention of my brain, but as I kneeled in front of beautiful Crystal, still holding her foot in my hands, I recognized them for the statement of fact that they were. In all the chaos and torture at Gemma's apartment, I hadn't been allowed a lot of time to think about Crystal. But she had never strayed far from my thoughts. And now, as I groveled at her feet, I realized just how much I wanted to be with her. 

“Really?” Crystal said in a soft voice. She had never been an easy woman to surprise. But my admission had managed it. Hunched over her foot in my hands, I nodded. I studied her face while she studied mine, trying to anticipate how she might react. An awful fear radiated out from the pit of my stomach, a fear that what I had said might scare her off. 

"I think your little slave boy might be falling for you, Crystal," Morgan chuckled. But for a little while longer, Crystal still said nothing. She simply looked down at me while I looked up at her, an Empress on her throne, a goddess I felt privileged to worship. What had this woman done to me? I ought to hate her for what she had turned me into. But hatred was the furthest thing from my thoughts. 

"That's… I didn't expect that." Crystal shifted in her seat, pulling her foot back from my

hands as she hooked her heel over the footrest of her stool. Her nonanswer did nothing to allay my fears. For all these women put me through, for all the suffering and torment they were capable of giving me, nothing scared me so much as the thought that these games would come to an end. If I had blown everything by opening my big mouth when I shouldn't have, I would never be able to forgive myself. 

"I – I'm sorry, Mistress," I struggled. I could feel Morgan's eyes boring into me as she watched this bizarre display. But I looked only at Crystal. Nothing else mattered to me. "I didn't mean –" 

"It doesn't matter what you meant," Crystal cut me off. But there was no rancor in her voice. 

She spoke softly, as poised and in control as ever. "We all heard what you said. It's good. It's good that you enjoy serving me. Serving us. You should consider it an honor." 

"I do, Mistress," I said. And in some ways, even that was the truth. In other ways, being a slave to this beautiful older woman was the deepest torment I had ever been asked to endure. I had learned, since Crystal came into my life, to hold two seemingly contradictory opinions in my mind at any given time. But the intensity of the feelings I had for this woman were enough to make me dizzy. What if she never let me go? Would I spend the rest of my life in service to this woman and any other female she saw fit to make me available to? Was that what I wanted? 

These were the questions that had haunted my sleepless nights almost from the moment Crystal had locked my manhood away. And as time went by, the questions only became more urgent. 

"Let's go upstairs." Abruptly, Crystal slid down from her stool. Her light dress floated around her as her heels clicked on the floor. Without waiting for a response, she strode across the kitchen toward the door. I sprang to my feet. I was wary of Crystal's cruel tricks, and I tried to keep my expectations low. But I couldn't keep my heart from expanding in my chest at the thought of what her command might mean, and my cock throbbed painfully in the chastity device as I followed Crystal out of the room. Behind me, I heard Morgan stand, and her hand cracked playfully against my bare ass as she spanked me. Her high heels echoed on the tiles just as Crystal's had done as we followed Gemma's mother through the house. 

Without another word, without so much as a backward glance, Crystal climbed the sweeping staircase that led to the house's upper level. I followed close behind, my caged cock bobbing absurdly with every step, my bare feet silent on the carpeted floor. Morgan came behind me, and I fleetingly thought what a trio we must make, a naked man with his cock locked in a steel device between two beautiful and elegantly dressed women. Like some bizarre procession, we made our way up the stairs and down the hall, my excitement growing with every step that carried closer to Crystal's bedroom. 

"Get on the bed." I knew all too well the tone of command in my mistress's voice as she pointed toward the mattress. She stood with her hands on her hips as she watched me comply. I climbed onto her massive canopy bed, the stage for so many outrageous sexual dramas of the past few weeks. The heaven and hell that had been my prison and the seat of my deepest bliss. It was happening again. I lay on my back on the mattress, already raising my arms toward the headboard as Crystal stepped forward. On the other side of the bed, Morgan approached too, smiling wickedly. I felt as though two gorgeous lionesses were stalking me, closing in on either side with terrifying grace. And I wanted to be devoured. 

Crystal's dress slid slightly down her chest as she reached for my arm. Her hand was warm on my wrist as she gripped it. Metal rattled as she retrieved a steel cuff on a chain already

fastened to the headboard and locked it in place around my wrist. Morgan did the same with my other arm. Just like that, I was immobilized again. I didn't so much as try to resist. I had learned from experience that there was no possibility of my cock being free unless my arms were restrained. It was a trade I was more than happy to make. 

Morgan straightened up, brushing long strands of her flame-colored hair back behind her ear as she grinned at me. Crystal stepped away from the bed and made her way toward the huge dresser that sat against the far wall. I watched her open her jewelry box, her quick fingers searching inside. When she returned to the bed, she had my key in her hands. I tried to control my rapid breathing as she bent over the bed again and slid the key into the lock of my chastity device. With one quick turn, the lock clicked open, and I was free. Crystal took the steel tube in her hand and drew it off my body, and my manhood swelled rapidly in the open air. 

Involuntarily, I cried out at the feeling of my member finally filling with blood. It felt like forever since I had been allowed so much as a full erection, and I felt lightheaded as all the blood in my body seemed to rush between my legs. My cock felt so hard it might explode as it reached into the air above my body, dark with desire, trembling with blind lust and studded with a network of veins. Crystal set the chastity device aside on the bedside table before turning to me again. 

“I hope you don’t think that what you said downstairs is going to make me go easy on you,” 

Crystal said. 

"No, Mistress," I gasped, shaking my head from side to side. I knew Crystal better than that. 

Flattery would get me nowhere. It wasn't a desire to flatter that had made me say what I said. It was nothing but the naked truth, whether Crystal believed it or not. 

Crystal sat down on the edge of the bed. Reaching her hand toward me, she took my shaft in her hand. I heard Morgan laugh at the long groan of lust that escaped me, but I hardly cared. Just the faintest touch, just the merest brush of her hand, would be enough to set me off. I knew it, and so did Crystal. The lightness of her touch drove me wild, making me buck and writhe on the bed as I tried to get just a little more sensation, just a little more pressure. A sly smile showed on my mistress's face as she held my cock so gently, moving her hand to ensure I never quite got the contact I craved. 

"Look at this," Crystal giggled, lifting her eyes to Morgan on the other side of the bed. 

"Gemma must've really worked you over. Look how desperate you are." Morgan laughed out loud, a mocking sound that only spurred the desperate desire I could feel as I lay between the two of them. Crystal, I knew, was capable of keeping these games up indefinitely. Sometimes, it seemed that was the main reason she kept me around. I both wanted her to prolong the torture and longed for sudden release. I didn't know what I wanted. Luckily, it didn't matter either way. 

"Okay," Crystal said finally. "Because you just need it so badly, I'm going to let you cum. 

Don't say I never give you anything.' 

"Yes, Mistress. Thank you, Mistress. Please, please, thank you Mistress!" I babbled frantically as Crystal's fingers tightened around my shaft, and Morgan howled with laughter at my obvious desperation. I no longer cared. Crystal didn't even move her hand. She just squeezed, and her fingers performed a kind of rippling motion on my cock that made me squirm and howl with pleasure. My balls tightened against my body, and I squeeze my eyes shut at the sudden rush of approaching orgasm. My screams of pleasure filled the room, fractured words alternating with moans and groans, my voice barely under my control any longer. And as my cock surged in

Crystal's hand, a powerful spurt of semen jetted up into the air above me. The hot fluid splattered all over my stomach, but there was plenty more where that came from. My cock pulsed in Crystal's hand, 5, 6, 7, 8 times, and each time, more cum spurted out of my teased member. I lay spread out on her bed in a pool of my own semen, with rivers of cum running like molten lava down my twitching shaft. 

As my pleasure slowly diminished, Crystal removed her hand. Casually, she wiped it on my stomach while I lay panting on the bed. I opened my eyes, and silver flecks danced on the ceiling above me as I tried to recover my breath. 

For a moment, all was silent in Crystal's bedroom. My chest heaved as I breathed in and out. 

My whole body felt the strain of the last few moments, as though I were a rubber band that had been pulled too tight for too long, and could no longer regain its previous shape. I wondered if even a person's limbs could be dizzy, because that's how it felt. 

And yet. Even as the juices of my orgasm slowly cooled on my body, I could feel that my cock was still hard. It was hardly a surprise. I was still young, and Crystal had me so worked up that my erection simply refused to go away, even after the most powerful orgasm of my life. 

After everything I had endured with Gemma, and now with her mother, my body refused to give up on sex. Even in the afterglow of orgasm, my nerves still cried out for more. 

And Crystal, for once, was happy to give it to me. Without a word, she rose from the bed. 

Her arms reached behind her back as she unzipped her dress in a practiced motion. Morgan's green eyes widened, sparkling as she took in everything that was happening. But she said nothing. And I barely looked in her direction, as beautiful and desirable as she was. My attention was all on Crystal. 

Crystal's dress tumbled to the floor, and she stepped out of it carelessly. As though the two of us were alone in the room, she reached for her panties and pulled them down in one swift motion. Kicking her underwear aside, she climbed on to the mattress. She never said a word. She didn't have to. A feral intensity burned in her eyes as she straddled me where I lay on the mattress. My cum glistened on her thighs as she sat on top of me. Her stare bored into my skull as she reached down and took hold of my manhood once again. I saw her eyelids flutter as she fed my cock between the wet silken folds of her sex, and I cried out in desperate desire and excitement as I felt, at last, the exquisite warmth of her body. With a low and hungry moan, Crystal sank down on top of me, clutching at her own breasts through the bra she still wore as pleasure swelled inside her. Her high heels scratched the skin of my thighs as she began to rock back-and-forth, her own moans and gasps of pleasure filling the air just as mine had done moments before. 

Crystal gasped. Crystal moaned. Crystal filled the air of her bedroom with the thrilling sounds of feminine pleasure, and I heard my own sighs and moans echoing hers as pleasure filled me again. After such a long period of teasing and denial, I was suddenly flooded with bliss, overwhelmed with ecstasy. It washed away everything else. I forgot where I was, who I was, abandoning my name, my identity. Anything that wasn't pure bliss had no place in my heart as I moaned and groaned beneath her. I felt Crystal's pussy spasm in the same wild ecstasy I felt, her shrieks of passion filling my ears as she moaned and wailed. 

"Oh my God," she gasped, her pink lips trembling around the words as passion tore them from her throat. "Oh my God, that feels so good. My little slave boy. My little fuck toy. This

cock is mine." 

"Yes, Mistress," I gasped and panted between moans of my own. "It's yours. This cock belongs to you, Mistress. I belong to you, Mistress. Please, Mistress, make me yours. I love you, Mistress." Crystal's cry of surprise turned to a shriek of delight as an orgasm erupted inside her. I felt the hot flood of her juices mingling with my own as she surrendered to orgasm. My head was spinning, ringing with the cries of our mutual pleasure. I barely had the mental capacity to even think about what I had said. And Crystal didn't respond. She was too lost in her own desire, rocking back and forth and bouncing greedily on my cock as though she hadn't just had an orgasm, as though she was desperate for the next. Tied to her bed once again, I was a mere toy for her to use, a vehicle for her pleasure. And that was all I wanted to be. 

Only Morgan, standing silently at the side of the bed, watched the scene in front of her without a word. Her green eyes glittered. 



  
                
            
23. Breaking Up

A loud cry rose from Crystal's throat. Above me, her whole body seemed to stiffen. She threw back her head, her long dark hair tumbling down over her shoulders like a black waterfall as pleasure erupted inside her. And I erupted inside her too, my orgasm drawn out of me by yet another one of hers. It was as though our bodies were one, joined together by the bright burning pleasure that filled us both. And at that moment, as I lay back on Crystal's bed, my hands bound above my head with me trapped beneath her, that was all that seemed to matter. Flushed as I was with physical ecstasy, it never even occurred to me that while our bodies might be joined, our hearts were far apart.

But Crystal knew. With the last sob of pleasure, she rolled off me. My hard cock slid out from between her wet lips as she pulled away. Rising on shaking legs, she climbed off the bed and hurried to the bathroom. I had never seen her react like that before. And even through the pleasure that fogged my mind, I wondered what it could mean.

Morgan still stood at the side of the bed. In confusion, I turned my eyes toward her. Without a word, she stalked across the room. Almost involuntarily, I watched the way her dress clung to the curves of her body as she hurried toward the bathroom that Crystal had disappeared into. Morgan opened the door and stepped inside, shutting it quickly behind her. What was going on?

Soon, Morgan emerged from the bathroom. There was an undeniable purpose in her movements as she strode swiftly from bathroom to walk-in closet. My heart quickened as I wondered what else might be on the menu. Crystal kept all of her toys in there, and the items she produced from that closet had often been the source of unbelievable pleasure and torment for me. But Morgan soon reappeared in the bedroom, holding nothing but a key. Striding toward the bed where I lay, she reached for my wrists and unlocked them from the cuffs that were fastened to the bed frame. I looked up at her uncertainly, wondering what was going on.

“Get out of here,” Morgan said, her words clipped, her green eyes flashing as she spoke. “Leave. Now.”

"But – what did I do?" Confusion filled me as I sat up on the bed. Crystal and Morgan had a way of always keeping me guessing, but this was completely new. This was impossible to understand. Just moments before, Crystal and I had been locked together in pure pleasure, pure passion. And now, somehow, everything had changed. I felt fear scratching like a rat at the base of my skull. Was it something I had said? Just like that, the memory of my words came floating back to me. Oh no.

“Is it because I said –”

"Get out. She doesn't want to see you. Get your shit and go." Morgan didn't even let me finish my sentence. I had seen her like this before, but only in play. This was serious. Suddenly, this was no game. Confused and scared, I rose to my feet. Morgan didn't even bother to watch me go. Instead, she hurried back towards the bathroom where Crystal was hiding. For a moment, I stood in the vast space of her bedroom that felt as though it was still echoing with the cries of our bliss from moments earlier. Should I say something? The bathroom door opened and closed as Morgan stepped inside and shut it behind her. What could I do? The age difference between my mistress and I had never seemed more profound than it did in that moment. Okay, so maybe I had said something imprudent. But why was Crystal reacting like this? I had no idea. I stepped hesitantly towards the closed door of the bathroom, ready to try and say something, anything, through the closed door. But there was nothing to say. I couldn't take back what I had said, even if I wanted to. With a strange sinking sensation in my heart, I realized that it was the truth. And the truth, apparently, was exactly what Crystal did not want to hear.

My cock hung softly and sadly between my legs as I made my way to the bedroom door. It felt strange to be free, no longer having the steel chastity device locked around my manhood. How long had it been since I was uncaged with my hands untied? Suddenly, after what felt like forever, I was free. And as I made my way through the silent spaces of Crystal's sprawling house, I wondered what that meant.

Downstairs, I located my clothes and put them on. My car keys were in my pocket. My body missed the slight weight of the steel device on my cock as I let myself out through the front door. My car was parked in the driveway, in front of Crystal's garage. I climbed into the driver's seat in a kind of daze, unable to process what was happening. With nothing else to do, I started the engine and headed for home.

 

"What's wrong, man?" I scowled at Tyler's question as I sat slumped on our living room sofa.

"Nothing," I muttered sullenly, staring blankly at the TV that displayed some inane game show in front of my unseeing eyes.

"Doesn't look like nothing," Tyler said. "You've been moping around for days now, dude. What's going on? Is it that girl you've been seeing?"

I said nothing, my scowl deepening. Tyler didn't know who it was that I had been seeing so much of in the past couple of months. But he couldn't have failed to notice my absence around the apartment that we shared. I was rarely there. If I wasn't at work, I was at Crystal's house. Or Morgan's. Or Gemma's. Between that group of women, I had barely had a moment to myself. And it was wonderful. It was only in the threat of their absence that I came to realize just how much this strange game had meant to me.

Out of nowhere, Crystal wouldn't return my calls. I reached out to her in every way I knew how, by phone and by text, by email and social media. Nothing. No response. Crystal was used to me begging, but never like this. As cruel as she was capable of being, she had never before been quite this cruel. To cut me off from her presence entirely, without so much as a word. All because I had said the wrong thing. All because I had told her that I loved her in the heat of the moment. Was that really so great a crime? So outrageous that we couldn't even talk about it? Sometimes, a kind of righteous indignation rose up inside me as I pondered the injustice of it all. The least she could do was talk to me. If she didn't feel the same way about me, that was fine. But to ignore me like this was cruel. And yet I knew that if the phone rang that very minute and Crystal's voice had been on the other end of it, I would have dropped all of my anger immediately. I would have forgotten I ever felt it.

 

But the phone stayed silent.

"Well, whatever, man," Tyler shrugged. "If you want to talk about it, I'm here. That's all." Tearing my eyes away from the TV, I glanced in my roommate's direction. He was just trying to be kind. This wasn't an easy situation for either of us. Talking about our feelings at length was hardly our favorite activity. But I appreciated the gesture, even if talking about it all was the last thing I wanted to do.

“Thanks,” I mumbled.

"No problem," Tyler replied." I'm heading out to basketball. Text me if you want me to bring anything back, okay?"

"Okay," I said quietly, turning my gaze back to the TV I was never really watching. Tyler stood for a moment beside the sofa, looking at me. Then he turned. I heard the rattle of his keys as he picked them up from the table, and the apartment door closed behind him. I was glad to be alone again, to lick my wounds and bask in my hurt. Because if the pain of her absence was all that Crystal had left me with, then I would embrace that, since I couldn't embrace her.

When you're in a funk like that, it's hard to track the passage of time. The hours seemed somehow to simultaneously crawl and fly past, both rapid and unending as the present poured like sand into the past. One TV program followed another, and my sightless eyes stared through the screen as the speakers rang with a joy that found no echo in my heart. When the buzzer of our apartment rang, I jumped. Company was the last thing I was expecting. For a moment, I almost thought I had imagined it. But then it rang again, shrill and insistent. Rising wearily from the sofa, I trudged towards the door, wanting only to get rid of this unexpected intrusion.

“Hello?”

"It's Gemma. Let me up."

My heart thumped. I felt as though a heavy lead weight had been dropped inside my chest, plummeting down to the bottom of my guts. What was Gemma doing here? Without really realizing what I was doing, I pressed the button that would open the door of the building. Standing by the apartment door, I waited the few seconds it would take Gemma to arrive.

She didn't even knock. I stepped back as the door of my apartment swung open, and Gemma strode inside. Turning her eyes away from me, she glanced around my home and sniffed quietly. I wondered how much she still remembered it from back when we had dated. Not much had changed. Funny to think of that now. It was funny to think that the two of us had ever been a couple. Whatever my relationship with her mother was, it had lasted no longer than my relationship with the daughter had done. And yet, breaking up with Gemma had had nothing like the effect on me that Crystal's dismissal had. The truth was, I'd never felt for Gemma anything close to what I felt for her mother. I had treated Gemma badly, and that was the catalyst for everything that happened between Crystal and me. But I had treated Crystal like the goddess she was. My only crime was to feel too much. It all seemed so unjust

Without a word, Gemma stepped past me. I swung the door shut behind her. In whatever primal parts of my brain were still capable of such thoughts, I took in her tight jeans, her high heels, her dyed blonde hair tumbling in soft waves over her shoulders. I hadn't cheated on Gemma because she was unattractive; far from it. But in the aftermath of Crystal's rejection of me, I registered the beauty of other women in the same way I noticed the weather. Dully and indifferently. It didn't seem to matter to me anymore.

"Well, you really blew it," Gemma said at last. Turning to face me again, she sat down on my sofa and crossed her legs. She treated my apartment as though it were her own, as though I was the guest, not her. Once upon a time, that kind of thing would have sent hot wires of lust crawling through my body. But now, there was only a faint twinge of something inside, something that had the same relationship to desire as a shadow does to the sun.

"Blew it?" I asked. Gemma's eyes flashed.

“You know that’s not how you address me,” she said. Anger flared up inside me as she spoke.

“Fuck that,” I growled. I’m not playing that game anymore.” Gemma’s eyebrows rose in surprise as she looked at me. The faint smile that plucked at the corners of her pink lips was infuriating.

"Wow," she said mockingly. "Someone finally grew a backbone. But there's no need to be rude. The least you could do is offer me a drink."

"What you want?" I stood in front of the sofa, staring down at Gemma. Her unflappable cockiness was starting to piss me off. It wasn't easy, after all that had happened between us, to be firm with her. The look on her smirking face told me that even as I stood in front of her fully clothed, she was remembering all the humiliations she and Kelly had put me through. And so was I. But any lust I might have felt at those forbidden thoughts was dampened by my anger. If Crystal wasn't going to talk to me, if she was going to pretend like I didn't even exist just because I felt something for her, I saw no reason why I had to put up with Gemma's bullshit anymore.

“What happened between you and my mom?”

“She didn’t tell you?”

"She told me. But I'd like to hear it from you." For a moment, I still hesitated. What was the point of all this? Crystal had made her decision, it seemed, and I of all people knew just how impossible it was to change that woman's mind once she had made it up. There was something in Gemma's eyes, in her voice, that was hard to explain. In the weeks that had followed my sudden banishment from Crystal's presence, I had spoken to no one about what had happened. I had turned over every detail in my mind, over and over again, searching for some clue as to what had gone wrong and how I might fix it. But I hadn't said a word to anyone. I didn't think I wanted to talk. But suddenly, as I looked at Gemma sitting on my couch, it seemed as though some great dam inside me dissolved. All of a sudden, everything needed to come pouring out.

"I don't know," I said. Stepping forward, I slumped down on the sofa next to Gemma. For all that had happened between us in the interval, it felt strangely like old times, back when we were dating. We hadn't been together long enough to really grow attached, but that didn't mean we hadn't shared portions of our hearts with one another. And in Gemma's crystalline eyes, I saw the beautiful echo of her mother's thrilling stare. "I just… I told her I loved her."

“That’s what she said,” Gemma said in a quiet voice, nodding slowly. “And do you?”

"I… I don't know." Of course I knew. Crystal's reaction to my words have given me plenty of opportunity to regret them, but in my heart, I could never deny the truth. It might have been the raw heat of passion that forced a confession out of me, but that didn't make it in the least bit untrue. I had never felt for anyone what I felt Crystal. Not even close. And if it wasn't love, if it was instead some infatuation fueled by the wild sexual delight she gave me, I didn't want to know what love was.

"We all say things in the heat of the moment that we don't mean," Gemma said. "I've never told a guy I loved him when I didn't, though. I don't remember you ever saying that to me." I said nothing, scowling at the floor as she spoke. I wasn't interested in rehashing the ancient past. My relationship with Gemma ended bitterly, and it was my fault. But I was glad that it had because it brought Crystal into my life. Even if that had ended up causing me the greatest pain I had ever felt.

"You have to understand," Gemma went on. "My mom is… Well, she's strange. I mean, she's kinky. You know that. And she doesn't have any problem finding men who want to play with her. But… I don't know. I was six years old when my dad died. My mom was a wreck. I can still remember that. I mean, so was I. But mom took it so hard. She really loved that man." Bright tears glistened like jewels in Gemma's pretty eyes as she spoke. I detected only the faintest quiver in her voice. She was trying to control herself, but the memories of her past were obviously taking their toll. "That was nearly 20 years ago," Gemma went on. "But in some ways, I don't think mom ever really got over it. Every relationship she's had since then has been… Well, like yours was. Purely about sex. I think deep down, as strong of a woman as she is, she's been terrified of getting hurt. Of falling in love with someone, only to lose them. And then you told her that you love her." Gemma smiled again. This time, it was no longer a knowing smirk. This time, it looked more like the brave smile of a hurt heart. I felt a kind of shame invading my heart, a shame entirely different from the humiliation Gemma and her mother had put me through so many times. There was nothing sexy about this feeling. It was just pure shame, a kind of embarrassed guilt that I had never really considered why Crystal was the way she was. I claimed to love this woman without truly understanding her. She treated me like a sex object, and I was endlessly thrilling to me to have her do that. But in my own way, I had treated her like that, too. There was more to Crystal than simply the demanding mistress of my darkest fantasies. Just as there was more to Gemma than the jilted lover taking sexual revenge on me. These were real people, a real family that I had blundered into and hurt.

“I’m sorry,” I mumbled.

"It's okay," Gemma said. "It is what it is. But here's the thing. Mom hasn't let her guard down in 20 years. Every time anyone tried to get more serious with her, she ran away. She's doing that again now. She's afraid you said what you said just to get what you want." I shook my head violently, my throat too tight to let me speak for a moment. It hurt my heart to hear Gemma say that. I had said what I had said because I felt it, deep down in my bones. And perhaps I hadn't considered the full complexities of Crystal's personality. But I hadn't been trying to manipulate her. Not in the least. After the way things have gone between Gemma and I, I could hardly claim to be a good guy. But I had changed. Crystal had changed me. All I wanted was for her to see that.

"Look, I get it," Gemma went on. Her hand rested on my knee as she inched closer to me on the sofa. "My mom's hot. And that stuff she does… Well. I have to say, I can really see the appeal of the game she plays now." Her white teeth showed as she grinned, and a faint echoing smile spread across my own face. Even in the depths of my sorrow and fear, I felt the faint stirring of lust at her smile, at her touch. The body wants what it wants, even when the heart is broken. That was as true for me as it was for Crystal.

"When the sex is that good, it's easy to get confused," Gemma went on. "It's fine. Really, it's okay. I understand. My mom does too. It's just time for you both to move on."

Again, I shook my head violently. Was that why Gemma was here? To break up with me on Crystal's behalf? My throat felt clogged with all the words I want to say and couldn't, a torrent of emotion ready to pour out. Gemma's pretty eyes danced over my face as she studied my expression. I had no idea what she would see in my face.

"I – I don't want that," I finally managed to say. "I don't want to move on. I meant what I said. I love her." Again, Gemma's eyebrows climbed toward her hairline.

“Don’t say if you don’t mean it,” she said.

“I do mean it,” I said.

"Be careful," Gemma warned. "So far, you've only seen the playful side. You don't even know the other side of my mom. Think about what she's put you through already. Imagine being in a relationship with her. Imagine what she would do to you. What I would do to you. You're better off walking away." I shook my head again, pressing my lips together. Gemma's hand was creeping up my thigh, and in the depths of my turbulent emotions, I didn't know how to respond. She seemed to be contradicting herself, her words saying one thing and her body saying another as her knee touched mine and she slid even closer to me on the sofa. What was she playing at?

"You're free now," Gemma said. "You can go back to fucking whatever skanks you want. Jerking off whenever you want. Maybe one day you'll meet a girl your own age, have a couple of kids, forget about everything that happened here. That would probably be better for you."

"No, it wouldn't," I wailed. "I don't want that."

"Then what do you want?" As Gemma spoke, she rose up from the sofa. Throwing one leg over my lap, she straddled me, draping her arms over my shoulders as she smiled down at my face. Against my will, I felt my cock rising in my pants, reaching toward her beautiful young body as I felt her teasing weight in my lap. She wiggled her hips as she smiled down at me, rubbing herself against me, feeling my unignorable hardness as she teased me. Without Crystal's device locked on to my cock, the days since I had last seen my mistress had been a blur of hate-filled masturbation. And it was Crystal that my mind returned to over and over again, playing the memories of all that happened between us as I brought myself to a lonely and pathetic release in the darkness of my bedroom. My body was crying out for sex, tormented by the memory of the last time I had been with Crystal. But it was her I wanted. Not some pale copy.

"I don't want that, "I snarled. Seizing Gemma by her hips, I lifted her out of my lap, pushing her back across the sofa. Her eyes were wide in surprise as she looked at me, a broad smile on her face. A pink flush showed in her cheeks as she sat for a moment, considering me.

"You'd really rather go back to being my mom's slave?" she said. "You'd rather go back to having your cock locked up and never being allowed to cum? Never being allowed to have sex, and being forced to watch her and me and any other woman have sex right in front of you while you can't even jerk off? That's what you want?"

"Yes," I growled. It both was and wasn't true. Yes, I wanted all that. But only if it would bring me Crystal again. I wanted it because she wanted it, because my sexual frustration was intimately bound up with her presence in a way I still didn't fully understand. If that was the price I had to pay to be with her, I was happy to pay it. But only for her. Not for anyone else.

"Come here," Gemma said as she rose from the sofa. "I have something to show you." Stepping past me as I sat on the sofa, Gemma picked up her purse and headed for my bedroom. She knew her way around my apartment just fine. Uncertainly, I stood and followed her. I didn't know what sort of game she was playing, but I want no part of it unless it would bring Crystal back into my life.

"Sit down." Gemma pointed at the bed as they were hers and not mine. And I didn't protest. I sat on the edge of the bed without a word, waiting to see what she had in mind. Gemma rummaged in her purse, and I gasped as she produced the chastity device. I hadn't seen it since that fateful day Morgan sent me away, and seeing it now brought back a flood of bittersweet memories. My cock surged at the sight, as though responding to its former prison. Gemma smiled as she held the toy in her palm.

"You have a choice," Gemma said slowly. "Seeing you like this has got me horny. I want to fuck. If you want, I'll give you the best sex you ever had in your life. You can do anything you want to me. You name it. I know you still want me. You know it too." Gemma stepped forward as she spoke, and I gasped as I felt her hand between my legs. She felt my swollen manhood through the sweatpants I wore, and her smile deepened. She was right. My heart might be crying out for Crystal, and only for Crystal. But my body wasn't nearly as principled. Stray memories of Gemma flashed through my mind, the way she had teased me at her apartment, then gone on to fuck another man. It haunted me as she tugged at my cock, teasing me to full hardness.

"Or," Gemma went on, "you can put the device back on. I don't have the key. My mom still has it. I don't know how long you'll have to stay locked up. I don't even know that it will work. But maybe, just maybe, it will be a way to show my mom you're ready for this. That you want to be with her. That it isn't just about sex."

I didn't even hesitate. Gemma gasped in surprise as I sprang to my feet, the mattress bouncing beneath me. I snatched the cock cage from her hands and pulled down my pants in one swift motion. My manhood sprang out, hard and erect, teased by her words and her touch. I winced as I forced the cage down on top of it, slowly packing my aching cock into the unyielding metal. Gemma watched my every movement with a look of utter amazement on her face. Finally, I forced the device on and locked it around my balls. I sighed at the familiar feeling of its painful tightness around my imprisoned cock. It felt like home.

"Wow," Gemma giggled. "You didn't even think about that, did you? Maybe you really do love her." Silently, I nodded in response. My breath came in rapid guests, and my heart was thumping in my chest. Being caged again only increased my sexual desire, and there was a part of me that wondered why I had done this when I could have had my way with Gemma. But there was no way to deny the truth. Gemma was right. I really did love Crystal. I really do.
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24. Gemma’s Turn

“I’m not going to make this easy for you.” 

"I know." Gemma's eyes sparkled as I spoke. She stood in front of me, standing tall in her high heels while I sat on the edge of my bed. She never looked more beautiful than she did when she was fully in control. And she was fully in control now. I knew it, and so did she. The chastity device was locked back onto my manhood, and the feeling was indescribable. There was the old familiar pain again, of course, the dull ache in the pit of my stomach caused by my cock trying and failing to harden against the steel bars of the device. There was the fear and the shame that came with handing over such terrible power to another person, the total control of my sexuality that the device gave to whoever held the key. But this time, there was more than that. This time, wearing the cage again felt like some kind of strange homecoming. I couldn't bring myself to say that I had missed wearing it. But I had missed Crystal terribly. And as I noted before, the cage functioned like a kind of proxy for my mistress. As though it were her hand that held me, keeping my cock prisoner throughout the day, no matter the distance between us. Being locked back into the device was like being with her again, if only in the most distant way. There was a part of me, and not a small part, that welcomed my renewed captivity. 

And Gemma clearly did. Her eyes glittered and shone, her eyes that looked so much like her mother's, that never failed to make me think of Crystal every time I saw them. Gemma was nowhere near the dominatrix that her mother was. To Gemma, this was all new, all strange, almost beyond understanding. Whereas her mother took control of me as though it were her birthright. But Gemma was learning fast. As young as she was, I could only imagine what kind of a woman she would turn out to be when she was Crystal's age. She was learning to dominate men just like her mother did, and I was the canvas on which she would practice. It both terrified and thrilled me to think about what was happening here. 

"As it stands right now, I'm the only way you can get that thing off," Gemma said slowly, indicating my caged cock with a downward flicker of her eyes. "I'm your only hope for having an orgasm ever again." I nodded silently. It's not as though Gemma was telling me anything I didn't already know. In a way, I got the sense that she was talking to herself. Reveling in the outrageous power over me that the device gave her. Reminding herself just how in control she was. It turned her on, I knew that. Knowing that only turned me on more. 

"My mom won't even answer your calls," Gemma went on cruelly, while a stab of pain tore through my heart. "If you ever want to see her again, it will be through me. You know how much power that gives me?" 

"Yes, princess," I said. Gemma's pink lips smirked as I used the title she had given herself. 

The same title I had refused to give her moments before in the living room. But that was before the cage went back on. Before Gemma had tested me and discovered what I truly wanted. It's not that I didn't want her. Of course I did. It's just that I wanted Crystal more. But as Gemma stood above me, basking in her complete sexual power, I could see how excited she was, and I knew that if things went my way, I could have both. Gemma was going to make me work for her mother's affections. I knew that. And she was quickly learning what I already knew: that there was almost nothing I wouldn't do to be with Crystal again. If Gemma wanted me as her chaste

and denied sex slave, that was what I would be. I'd be lying if I said the thought didn't excite me, quite apart from the thought of seeing Crystal again. 

“That’s better,” Gemma grinned. “You’re back to showing me the proper respect. But we better not have any more little outbursts or tantrums like we had in the living room, okay?” 

"Yes, princess," I said, choking back the humiliation caused by her condescending tone. If I knew Gemma at all, there was plenty more humiliation to come. 

"I have to say, this little cage does wonders for your attitude," Gemma said. With perfect balance, she raised one foot and placed it on the edge of the mattress I sat on, the toe of her shoe tapping against the cage that encased my cock. "Mom is right about that. Just think: if I'd known about this back when we were dating, maybe I would have caged you then. Maybe you'd be my slave instead of Mom's." I nodded again, unsure of what to say. There was truth in Gemma's words, a truth I couldn't deny. But deep in my heart, I sense that I would never have allowed Gemma to do this to me. Back when we were dating, back when I still had a will of my own, I probably would have called her crazy for producing a toy like this. Maybe I would have left her there and then. Maybe the games of dominance and submission that we played were only as thrilling to me as they were because it was Crystal who had introduced me to them. Not that it mattered. My desire made me as helpless around Gemma as I was around her mother. 

"But you missed your chance,'Gemma went on. "Just think. We could've been having sex right now. Right here, on this bed. I could be riding your cock until you screamed. But instead, you chose this. To be a little eunuch boy. So now I'll have to find some other way to have fun." 

As she spoke, Gemma reached for the hem of her T-shirt. In one fluid motion, she pulled it over her head and dropped it on the floor of my bedroom. Her pert young breasts stood out proudly from her chest, cupped by the black fabric of her bra. The sight of her cleavage was enough to literally make my mouth water. I winced as I felt the warm steel of the cage pressing deeper into my cock, my manhood uselessly trying to swell again at the sight of Gemma's breasts. I had been free for a long time, and I had had at least one orgasm every day in the time that had passed since I last saw Crystal. But each was more depressing and draining than the last. And as I looked up at Gemma, standing shirtless at the foot of my bed, I felt as though I hadn't come in months. I must've been mad to agree to this. She didn't even have the key. Even if she wanted to fuck me now, there was no going back. All she could do was tease. And clearly, that was exactly what Gemma intended to do. 

"Take your clothes off," Gemma said in a brisk voice. Lifting her foot from between my legs, she stepped back. I didn't hesitate. Instantly, I shed my shirt and kicked off my pants and underwear that were already bunched around my ankles. In a matter of seconds, I was naked. 

Naked but for the steel device that imprisoned my manhood. And Gemma's sparkling eyes roamed up and down my body freely as she took in the sight of me sitting naked in front of her. I knew she would see the desperate desire in my face, the trembling uncertainty in every line of my body. And I knew she would love it. 

"Apologize to me for not addressing me properly earlier," Gemma said at last. "Beg for my forgiveness." And I knew that when Gemma said beg, she meant it. Her smile deepened as I slid off the bed to kneel on the floor at her feet. My own bedroom, and yet she was the undisputed ruler of it. All the begging in the world wouldn't give me the orgasm I craved; I knew that. But just as Gemma had said, the only path I could see back to Crystal went through her daughter. 

Keeping Gemma happy was now the most important thing in my life. 

“Please, princess,” I begged as humbly as I was able. “Please forgive me. I will always address you properly from now on, princess. I promise.” 

"Damn right, you will," Gemma giggled. "As long as you need me to make things right between you and my mom, you're going to do exactly as I say, aren't you? No matter how embarrassing. No matter how degrading." 

"Yes, princess," I stammered. "Of course, princess." Seized by wild memories of what had passed between Gemma and me, between Crystal and me, I bent my head to the floor. On hands and knees, without being told, I pressed my lips to Gemma's foot. I heard her sigh in pleasant surprise, and felt her toes move through the leather of her shoe. I kissed both her feet, bowing my head again and again, worshiping her as though she were my personal goddess, the center of my universe. The girl whose heart I had broken when I cheated on her. How quickly things can change. And Gemma let me do it, standing in silence above me for a while as she watched me debase myself. She was enjoying every minute of it, I knew. Her mother's blood flowed through her veins, and her nerves lit up at being in charge the same way Crystal's did. This display of submission would be doing the same to her, I knew, that it was doing to me. Pouring gasoline on the flames of our desire. A fire that, at least in my case, I knew would not be extinguished that day. 

"Enough," Gemma finally said. I raised my head from her feet to see her staring down at me, her arms crossed under her full young breasts. She looked so thoroughly dominant at that moment that I felt my heart pounding in my chest, my will collapsing completely as I gazed on this young goddess who, after all, looked a lot like Crystal. 

"Take my pants off," Gemma ordered curtly. My hands trembled as I hurried to obey. Still on my knees, I reached for the front of her jeans. The skin of her toned stomach was unbelievably soft as my fingers brushed against it. She didn't even move. She simply watched me work as I freed the button of her jeans from the hole it sat in and drew down the short zipper. The denim clung jealously to her thighs as I reached around her gorgeous body to pull it down. The jeans slid slowly down, and I couldn't help myself. I kissed her stomach, burying my lips against the front of her panties, inhaling the scent of her arousal as it tormented me with its fragrance. 

But Gemma said nothing. Placing her hand on the top of my head, she pushed me gently but firmly downward. And I did as she had ordered, pulling her jeans down to the floor. She stepped out of them, and I did my best to keep the denim from tangling on the high heels of the black leather ankle booties she wore. Setting aside her jeans carefully, I looked up at my new mistress for further instruction. 

"Get on the bed," she ordered. And I sprang up from the floor, the mattress bouncing underneath me as I sat down on the edge of the bed again. Gemma turned, smiling slyly as she climbed on top of me. She straddled my lap, draping her arms over my shoulders as she faced me. The pose was strangely intimate, as though we were dating again. My caged cock was hidden between her thighs, and anyone watching through the open door of my bedroom might have thought we were just a regular young couple in mutual lust. But Gemma and I knew better. 

Her hips rolled from side to side as she ground her panty-covered pussy against the cage that imprisoned me. She moaned softly, and I moaned too, my frustration the counterpoint to her pleasure as she teased me mercilessly. 

"I should have brought some toys," Gemma said softly. "Remember when I put that vibrating cock ring on your cage? God, that was fun. For me, anyway." 

"Yes, princess." Of course I remembered. I was never likely to forget. Everything that Gemma and Kelly and Morgan and Crystal had done to me was burned indelibly onto my brain. 

And I had relived those wild moments over the course of my loneliness, bringing myself to a sad release as I thought of the women who now owned me completely. There wasn't a single moment of the time we had spent together that hadn't been replayed over and over again in my mind. 

"God, I want to cum so badly," Gemma went on, while I shivered and trembled underneath her. "I'm so horny right now. I love it when you get all submissive and broken. It turns me on so much." 

"Yes, princess," I said. But any other words I might have spoken were muffled as Gemma pressed her hand against the back of my head. Shifting in my lap, she thrust her chest forward and pressed my face between her boobs. I moaned in desperation as I felt the soft skin of her breasts on either side of my face. Almost involuntarily, I began kissing her magnificent boobs, luxuriating in the feel of the soft skin under my lips even as it drove me crazy with unrelenting desire. I heard Gemma chuckling as I worshiped her breasts, and she reached behind her back to unfasten her bra. Her bra slid down her arms, and I heard her moan in pleasure as I took one of her nipples between my lips and gently sucked. My tongue flickered over the hard bud of flesh while she ground her pussy against my cock harder than before. I left a trail of tender kisses across her bare breasts as I moved my mouth to the other nipple and began to suck that, too. 

Meanwhile, my hands reached up to caress her tits, my thumb sliding over the nipple I had just sucked while Gemma moaned and gasped above me. 

"That's right," she gasped in a breathy voice. "Suck on my tits like a hungry little bitch boy." I moaned at her mocking words, and Gemma laughed softly. But I went on sucking and kissing, every bit as hungry as she said I was. 

I felt Gemma move on top of me. She lifted her arms over my head again, pressing her body against mine she hugged me. It took a moment for me to realize what was happening, but as I felt the elastic fabric of her bra against my wrist, I knew. I didn't even try to resist as Gemma quickly bound my wrists behind my back. Being tied up by her was nothing new. Even if it was always still thrilling to lose a little bit more control. I heard Gemma grunt with effort as she pulled her bra tight, wrapping it around my wrists again and again before tying the loose end in a strong knot. And once I was securely bound, she placed her hands on my shoulders and pushed me down onto the bed. I gazed up at her helplessly, drinking in the sight of her full breasts bouncing slightly as she continued to rock against my cage. She was beautiful. And maybe she was right. 

Maybe if we had known ourselves a little better, we might still be together. Surely I had been crazy to cheat on a girl like this, as kinky as she was beautiful. But all that was in the past. All that mattered now was that I do as I was told. 

Slowly, Gemma rose to her feet. Her slender heels sank into the mattress, and she wobbled slightly as she stood above me. Regaining her balance, she swung her hips from side to side as her thumb slipped teasingly under the waistband of her black panties. She was taunting me, reveling in the desperate attention I lavished on her. The air of my bedroom crackled with deep desire as she smiled down at me. 

"Oh, the things I'm going to do to you," Gemma said in a singsong voice that made my mouth dry in fear and anticipation. "You're mine now. All mine. My mom doesn't want you anymore. And if you ever want to see her again, you're going to have to earn it. I'm going to make you my slave, totally and completely. You're going to do everything you're told, aren't

you?" 

"Yes, princess," I gasped. It was nothing more than the truth, and we both knew it. Resisting Gemma was virtually impossible at the best of times, but with the added leverage that the thought of seeing Crystal again gave her, I had no chance. And from where I was lying, with her standing above me almost naked, being Gemma's pleasure slave didn't seem like such a bad thing to have to endure. If only I wasn't caged. But then, I thought to myself with a trace of bitterness, if I wasn't caged, it was quite possible none of this would be happening at all. 

Gemma raised one foot and stepped over my prone body. She pulled down her panties, turning as she did so to face my feet. She bent at the waist as her underwear fell to the mattress, and I took in the sight of her gorgeous round ass and exposed pussy as she stepped out of her panties. I could see the wet folds of her sex glistening with moisture, and my cock surged in a response that was as predictable as it was pointless. All I could do was watch and wait as Gemma picked up her panties and stepped over me again, standing astride me, facing my feet this time. She bent over again, and I winced as she wrapped her panties around my caged cock. 

She pulled them tight around both cock and balls, tying them off below where the cage sat. One more unnecessary restraint on my manhood. Then, with a wicked smile, Gemma sat down on my chest. Leaning forward, she placed her hands on the mattress, and her high heels caught in the bedsheet as she backed up toward my face. The smooth skin of her thighs slid over my cheeks, and I breathed in her delicious scent as her dripping pussy hovered above my face. 

"Make me cum, bitch boy," she snarled. I could hear the arousal in her voice as she reached down between her legs and gripped my throat. "Eat my pussy like a good little slut. That's all you're good for." I didn't argue as Gemma sat back. I wanted exactly what she wanted. The taste of her juices was divine as I ran my tongue over her slick folds, and the shiver of joy that tore through her body made me moan in sympathetic pleasure. I licked and kissed her snatch, reveling in the taste of her pleasure and trying to ignore the desperate pain in my own caged cock. And Gemma shook and trembled above me as her body responded, her orgasm drawn out of her by my practiced tongue and lips. Soon, she was moaning ecstatically, filling my bedroom with the cries of feminine pleasure that had been absent there for so long. I gulped down the sudden flood of her juices desperately, drinking the nectar of her arousal as though nothing else mattered in the world. And Gemma gasped above me as her release overwhelmed her, her cum splattering my face while she shuddered and shook. 

But I knew Gemma too well to imagine that a single orgasm would be enough. As she regained some control over her body again, she moved forward just a little. She sat up, and I watched her hands grip her cheeks as she reached behind herself, her slender fingers sinking just a little into the flawless skin of her ass. 

"Eat my asshole," she panted as she sat once again on my face. And while shame bloomed inside me and sent a hot wire of desire racing along my spine, I did as I was told. Once again, I licked and kissed my ex-girlfriend's ass hole while she moaned and writhed above me, losing herself in selfish pleasure. Her body rocked, and from the rapid jerking motions, I deduced that she was rubbing her clit with her hand. Again, her cries and screams of pleasure echoed in the bedroom. But trapped beneath her ass, I could see nothing. All I could do was blindly lick and kiss, forcing my tongue past the resistance of her hole while she shrieked in delight. Her knees drummed against my shoulders, and I knew that she was close again. She must've been so excited to be having such powerful and rapid orgasms, one on the heels of the other. A deep

jealousy burned inside me as I continued pleasuring her, ignoring my own wants. 

Gemma cried out, and again, I felt the hot flood of her juices on my skin. Her pussy spasmed above me, her asshole clenching around my tongue, I felt the warm flood of her ecstasy on my chin and throat. With a long moan, she collapsed, sprawling on top of me. I opened my eyes to see her wet pussy shining right in front of me, just out of reach. The smell of her pleasure filled the room and tormented me further as she lay with her head on my thigh, breathing heavily while she recovered herself. 

I couldn't reach much. With my hands bound and trapped under my body, there was little I could do. But I did what I could. Turning my head, I was able to kiss the back of Gemma's left leg as it lay stretched out on the mattress beside my head. I heard her cooing in pleasure as I kissed her calf, savoring the sweetness of her skin against my lips. And we lay like that for a while, me kissing her and her passively accepting it, as though my worship of her body was no more than her due. 

I groaned as I felt a faint tug on my caged cock. Gemma had taken hold of the panties she had tied around my genitals and was playfully tugging on them. Shifting her weight, she rolled over onto her side so that she could stare up at me. Her pretty smile drove me wild as she studied my face, tugging lightly but insistently on the panties. 

"Welcome to your new life," she grinned menacingly. "Eating my pussy and asshole without ever being allowed to fuck me. What do you say, slut?" I knew what she wanted. I didn't even hesitate to give it to her. 

"Thank you, Princess," I croaked. Gemma laughed out loud as I spoke. She lifted one foot, and I felt her sharp heel on my neck, the sole of her shoe pushing my head back onto the mattress, depriving me for a moment of the sight of her beautiful naked body. 

“Maybe I won’t even tell my mom about this,” she giggled while my heart pounded in my chest. “This is too much fun. Maybe I’ll get your key off her, one of these days. And then you’ll be mine. Forever. You’ll never get to see her again, but you’ll need to do everything I say if you ever want another orgasm.” 

"No," I moaned, speaking through gritted teeth as Gemma's foot forced my chin backward. 

"Please, Princess. Please don't do that." Gemma giggled evilly, and I groaned as she tugged on the panties again. 

“Well, we’ll see,” she said noncommittally. “Either way, you’re going to be spending most of your time with your face between my legs from now on.” 

“Yes, princess,” I groaned. 

"What the fuck?" My whole body stiffened at the sound of a male voice. Caught up in everything Gemma was doing to me, I hadn't heard the apartment door open and close. I hadn't even thought about Josh. But I recognized his voice, even if Gemma's foot under my chin made it impossible for me to raise my head and look at him. Red shame flushed through my body, my skin prickling from head to toe. 

"Oh, hi, Josh," Gemma said. She sat up, and I was finally able to raise my head. If I wanted to. We had left the bedroom door open, and Josh was standing just outside, a look of us to disbelief on his face. There was no way to talk our way out of this one. He must've heard everything. He must be able to see everything, including the shining stainless steel chastity

device locked onto my cock. Whether he knew what it was or not, my roommate would see at once that something very strange was happening. And of course, he knew Gemma from back when the two of us were dating. 

Gemma kneeled up on the bed at my side. I noticed that she didn't even attempt to cover herself. Completely naked except for her shoes, she was facing my roommate, her hands on her thighs as she kneeled on the mattress beside me. Josh's eyes were drawn to her body just the same way that mine were. A small mercy there, I dimly supposed. 

“What’s going on?” Josh asked in a voice that cracked with disbelief. “You guys back together?” 

"Oh, no," Gemma giggled. "He wishes. No, we're just playing a little game. He does what I say, and I use him to get myself off. That's what's going on." In case he hadn't noticed already, I felt Gemma tapping a single fingernail on the steel cage locked onto my cock. Suppressing a groan of shame, let my head fall back on the mattress behind me. I would never live this down. I would never be able to forget that Josh now knew my most humiliating secret. 

"Well… I guess I'll let you guys get back to it," Josh said awkwardly. I heard his footsteps in the apartment as he made his way toward the living room. I raised my head to see Gemma grinning at me, that same mischievous twinkle in her beautiful eyes that always spelled trouble. 

She didn't say a word. She just sat there, kneeling up on my mattress, grinning at me over her shoulder while I stared at her. Then, in a single fluid movement, she rose and scrambled toward the edge of the bed. 

“Hang on a minute, Josh,” she called after my roommate. Completely naked, she stepped through the open door of my bedroom after him. And my head dropped on the mattress beneath me as I groaned out loud in the empty room. I knew what was coming. And as always, there was nothing I could do about it. 




                
            

25. Cucked By His Roommate

I wasn't alone for long. Lying there in my own bedroom, I barely had time to collect my thoughts. My hands were still tied behind my back by Gemma's bra, and a quick struggle to free myself proved fruitless. I could get up out of the bed, I supposed. But what was the point? I would still be caged, still have my cock locked away in the inescapable chastity device I had voluntarily put back on. How could I possibly hope to explain what was going on? How could I ever live down the shame of what my roommate had discovered? This wild game we were playing had always taken part of its thrill from the fear of discovery. As embarrassing as it was to have my submissive desires exposed to Gemma, to Morgan, to Kelly, to some stranger in a bar, at least they were all women. And women who, in one way or another, understood. Women who came to enjoy playing the same game.  And then there were the other men, the one night stands that Crystal and Gemma and Kelly had all used to torment me with desperate jealousy. 

That was worse, somehow. But I had never seen any of those men again. Josh knew me. Josh lived with me. How could I ever live down the shame of what had been going on? 

But I didn't have long to ponder these embarrassing thoughts. I could hear Gemma out in the living room, talking to Josh. Even just the thought of her, standing there in front of him completely naked except for her high-heeled ankle boots made my cock surge inside its merciless captivity. She was too sexy to resist. Too sexy to endure, and that was the whole problem. My one consolation was that with Gemma stood naked in front of him, Josh might not be thinking too much about me. I knew I wouldn't be in his position. 

But soon, Gemma reappeared in the open doorway of my bedroom. Her blonde highlighted hair tumbled in messy waves down her bare shoulders, her naked body swaying provocatively with every step she took in her high heels. Completely naked and making no attempt to cover herself, her body plucked at the taut wires of lust inside me as I watched her approach. She was smiling at me, her beautiful eyes gazing deep into mine as she walked toward the bed. Josh came behind her. He was holding her hand as she led him to the bed, and my heart throbbed while my cock surged as I saw the look on his face. I had seen that look before, on other men that Crystal and Gemma had introduced to our sex life. He couldn't believe what was happening, but he was too much of a man to fight it. Gemma had learned well the lesson her beautiful mother had taught her. Get a man excited enough, and he'll agree to just about anything. It was certainly true in my case. As Josh followed Gemma into my bedroom, sheepishly avoiding my gaze, I could see that it was true of my roommate, too. 

"Don't worry about him," Gemma said as she turned to face Josh, still holding his hand. "He can't do anything. All he can do is watch. You can see how his cock's all locked up. Useless. And right now, I need something he can't give me." Josh's attention was on Gemma, his eyes moving up and down her naked body as she stood in front of him. Briefly, I caught the glint of her eyes as she smiled sideways at me. Then she turned her face back to my roommate and raised her hands to his shoulders. She leaned forward and kissed him, and Josh kissed her back, his body knowing exactly what to do even if his mind remained confused. Gemma kissed him slowly and deeply, and he pulled her naked body against his, losing himself in the moment and relishing an opportunity he probably never thought he would get. Josh had never expressed any particular attraction to Gemma, at least to me. But it kind of went without saying. She was hot, and he was a man. There was no way he would have failed to notice that back when we were dating. And

there was no way he would fail to see it now, with Gemma naked in front of him and in full seduction mode. 

I heard a faint sigh of pleasure escape Gemma's lips as the kiss broke. Her hands strayed down Josh's chest, and her eyes followed it. 

"God, this is so naughty," Gemma giggled. It was the understatement of the year. What we were doing was far beyond naughty, and I could see that as clearly as Josh could. But her hand kept drifting downward as she spoke, finally finding the front of my roommate's pants, and I had no doubt that he would already be erect as she took his bulge in her hand. "You know he cheated on me, right?" Gemma went on, her voice a honeyed purr as it left her lips. 

"Uh-huh," Josh nodded, seemingly unable to form any more coherent words as all the blood rush to his groin. 

"So he deserves this," Gemma went on, casting another one of those teasing smiles in my direction. "Now he's all locked up and can never cheat on anyone again. But I want to get fucked. 

Right now. I need cock, Josh." Josh gasped. He had never seen Gemma like this. Back before Crystal came along, neither had I. While Gemma and I were dating, she had been open-minded and sexually adventurous. But nothing like this. I had never heard her talk this way until we began to walk this strange, dark path. I knew exactly how shocking it must seem to Josh to be confronted with this new side of my ex-girlfriend. 

Gemma's hands went to work at the front of Josh's pants. She smiled up at him from behind the curtain of her golden hair as she unzipped his jeans. His cock sprang out, and Gemma chuckled deep in her throat as she took it in her hand. Josh moaned as she ran her hand along it, stroking and teasing it right in front of me. 

"That's it," Gemma sighed encouragingly as she continued to stroke. "That's right. It's okay. 

Come on, Josh. You know you've always wanted this." As she spoke, I watched in mounting horror as Gemma slowly sank to her knees on the floor in front of Josh. She wrapped her hand around the base of his cock, and threw another dazzling smile at me before opening her mouth and taking him inside. Over the foot of the bed, I could see her head bobbing back-and-forth as she sucked him, and every cell of my body ached in a jealous rage as I watched her give him the pleasure I seemed eternally denied. I could only dimly remember the feel of Gemma's lips from back when we were dating. And something told me I would never feel them again. Those plump and willing lips were for other men now, devoted to the pleasure of seemingly anyone but me. 

My role in Gemma's life was clear: to give pleasure without receiving, to obey without questioning, to witness without participating. From time to time, her gorgeous blue eyes slid toward me as my roommates caught swelled in her cheek, and I couldn't bring myself to look away. No matter how much it hurt and humiliated me to watch my ex-girlfriend blow another man, I couldn't look at anything else. 

Josh's eyes were closed. He stood at the foot of my bed, his body stiff with pleasure as he moaned between parted lips. He was in ecstasy, and I felt a dull throb of hatred that I knew he didn't deserve. I would have done the same thing. Just as of the men had done. Gemma was too beautiful and too exciting to resist. If getting head from her came at the cost of being watched by another humiliated man, I would have taken that deal in a heartbeat, just as Josh did. And as his pleasure grew, I could see that he was beginning to forget all about me. Beginning to forget everything about the strange situation he found himself in as physical pleasure made everything else receded into the background. I heard Gemma cough faintly as she took his cock deeper, his

shaft shining with her saliva as she sucked him like a porn star. She swept her hair back from her face, pinning it behind her ear to make sure I could see everything as she sucked Josh's cock. 

And I saw her eyes widen as his cock swelled between her lips. I heard the noise in her throat as he exploded, pumping his cum into her mouth. I watched his semen pour over her chin to splatter on her naked breasts while she swallowed the jets of cum that still erupted from his pulsing cock, gulping it down as though it was the best thing she had ever tasted. 

As Josh's orgasm finally subsided, Gemma removed her mouth from his manhood. She wiped her chin with the back of her hand and smiled up at him. Seeing her so eager to please, so submissive, was like seeing another woman from the Gemma I knew. But I knew it was all part of the same game that we were playing. She was getting off on showing me what she was never going to allow me to have. And I could see the desire that burned in her face as she rose to her feet, Josh taking her hand to help her up as she stood. 

Ignoring me, Josh sat down on the edge of the bed, breathing heavily. Gemma sat beside him. I watched her throw an arm over his shoulders, throw a leg over his knee. She was pressing her beautiful naked body against him, writhing and grinding, and anyone could see the desire she felt. She was like a bitch in heat, moaning and whimpering as she pressed her body against his, desperate for more pleasure. Greedy Gemma. 

“What are you doing tonight?’ Gemma said to Josh, smiling broadly as she spoke and wiggled beside him. 

"Uh, nothing," Josh answered. I could hear the confusion in his voice, and in a certain sense, I could understand it. Swept away by pleasure, he hadn't questioned much about what was happening. It was only now, as his cock softened and his ability to reason returned, that he was able to question the scene he had stumbled into. But Gemma was employing every weapon she had, every pretty smile and toss of her golden hair, every inviting curve of her body, to persuade him to go along with what she wanted. I knew better than Josh did how seductive Gemma could be. I knew, maybe before he did, that he would end up going along with what Gemma wanted no matter what reservations he had about her. Just as I would. 

"Good," Gemma grinned. "Because I'm so fucking horny. I want you to fuck me all night, Josh. I want you to make me scream." Josh let out a bark of laughter, as though barely daring to believe what he was hearing. But I knew that Gemma was serious. Just as I knew that her words were meant at least in part for me. And I tried not to make a sound, tried to choke back the groans of shame and despair that grows inside my chest. As if I didn't make a noise, Josh might somehow forget that I was there. As though that were in any way possible. 

"Okay," Josh said, unable to keep the smile from his face as a gale of laughter rose from Gemma. Finally, he turned his head to look at me over his shoulder. "Are you okay?" he asked. I let out a long sigh, only realizing at that moment that I had been holding my breath. Unable to talk to my roommate in the depths of my shame, I simply nodded, averting my eyes while my cheeks prickled with shame. 

"Of course she's okay," Gemma said, pressing her pink body even more firmly against Josh as she spoke. "He loves being teased like this. He loves watching me do whatever I want while not being allowed to cum himself. Don't you?" Her eyes glittered like sharp knives as she turned to look at me over her slender shoulder. I couldn't help it. She looked so ravishing, with that evil smile on her pretty face and her honey-colored hair falling over her naked shoulders. The crueler she was, the more I wanted her. And as she seduced my roommate right in front of me, I realized

I had never wanted her more. 

"Yes, princess," I sighed heavily, while Gemma burst out laughing. The truth was out already. There was no point in trying to preserve any last shred of dignity. I had been robbed of that already. 

"Holy shit," Josh said, and I winced at the laughter in his voice. "You call her Princess?" 

"Of course he does," Gemma giggled. "I am a princess. I'm his princess. He worships the ground I walk on. At least if he knows what's good for him." 

“So is he a slave?” I couldn’t fail to notice the Josh had stopped asking me questions and was now asking them directly of Gemma. It made more sense that way. I had no answers for him. Not even for myself. 

“That’s exactly what he is,” Gemma smirked as she wiggled at Josh’s side again. “He does what I tell him. And he doesn’t even get to fuck me. That’s the best part.” 

“So why does he do it?” 

"Because he has to," Gemma said, casting another smile in my direction as she spoke. "If he ever wants to have an orgasm again, he needs to stay on my good side." 

"Is that what that… thing is?" 

"The chastity device?" Gemma turned, and I winced again as she reached out over my thigh take hold of the panties she had wrapped around the base my cock. She pulled on them, making my cage rattle. "Exactly," she said. "It means he can't touch himself or even get hard unless I allow it. Which I very rarely do. But that's why I need a real man in my life. A man who can fuck me the way a girl needs." Still holding the panties in one hand, she leaned closer to Josh and kissed him. He kissed her back. I watch the whole scene, speechless as I lay bound on my bed behind them. 

"This is so crazy," Josh said. "And he does this willingly? You'd never get me in a thing like that." Gemma's eyes glittered again, and she smiled at Josh. 

"Your roommate probably thought the same thing once upon a time," she said. "And now look at him. All locked up watching us fuck." Josh chuckled under his breath. 

"I knew he was seeing someone," Josh said at last. "I thought it was over between you guys." 

"It was. It is," Gemma said. "He wasn't seeing me. I just use him when I want to have some fun. But he's not my boyfriend, and he's not going to be my boyfriend ever again. He's already proved he's not worthy of that." Leaning forward, Gemma kissed Josh again. Even from where I lay, I could feel the sexual tension rising again. Gemma was impatient for Josh to recover, impatient for the next round of their lovemaking. And Josh was the same age as me. Back in those days, it didn't take long to recover from an orgasm. 

Releasing her hold on the panties tied around my cock, Gemma tore herself away from Josh at last. Kneeling on the bed, her heavy breasts swinging with her movements, she pushed on my side to make me roll over. I rolled, and she untied the bra that held my wrists together behind my back. I sat up, and Gemma smiled at me again, her hands on her bare thighs. I could almost see the malicious ideas forming inside her beautiful head. 

"You want a drink, Josh?" she asked without looking at her new lover, keeping her eyes on me instead. 

“Sure,” Josh said. “There’s Coke in the fridge.” 

"What are you waiting for?" Gemma asked, raising one arched eyebrow in my direction. 

"Make yourself useful and go get us drinks. Now." Josh gasped in shock as he heard Gemma's voice change. But it was nothing new to me. Choking back my burning shame, I climbed out of bed and made my way to the kitchen. Gemma and Josh's laughter chased me as I went, her panties dangling from my caged cock. I didn't dare remove them. In the kitchen, I poured two glasses of Coke and carried them back to the bedroom. So this was what Gemma called my new life. Endless servitude not only to her but to any man she happened to be fucking. I couldn't meet Josh's eyes as I handed him his drink. 

"You have him well-trained," Josh said. 

"It's easy. Control the cock, and you control the man," Gemma smiled. Her eyes bored into mine as she took a careful sip of her drink. Setting it down on the floor, she stood. It was all I could do not to groan as she took hold of the panties dangling from my manhood again. 

"Will you excuse us for a moment, Josh?" she asked. Without waiting for an answer, Gemma stepped towards the door of the bedroom. I had no choice but to follow as she led me across my apartment by the panties tied to my cock. In an agony of frustrated desire, I watched her naked body sway in front of me as she led me into the bathroom and closed the door. 

Turning, she sat down on the toilet. 

“This is going to be so humiliating for you,” she said with an evil grin. 

"It already is, princess," I said. Her smile grew wider as I remembered her title. 

"I bet," she smirked. "Now your roommate knows what a little bitch you are. But in the long run, I think it's for the best. After all, the only thing I don't like about having you locked up like this is that you can't fuck me. But with Josh around, I can get my needs taken care of without letting you go. It's kind of ideal, don't you think?" 

“Yes, princess,” I said glumly, while Gemma’s wild laughter bounced around the small bathroom. 

“Well, this will be a good test for you,” Gemma went on. “To see if you’ve learned your place. I’m going to fuck your roommate, and you’re going to help. You’re going to help me get off without complaining, without begging, just doing as you’re told like a good little slave boy. 

Understand?” 

“Yes, princess.” 

"Good." Gemma stood, and her high heels echoed on the tiled floor as she made her way towards the bathroom closet. I heard her rooting around among the bottles and containers. As two young guys, Josh and I didn't have a wide range of toiletries in the bathroom we shared. 

Most of what was there had been left behind by various girls at one time or another. Including Gemma, now that I thought of it. Her eyes lit up as she found what she was looking for, a bottle she had left behind back when we were still dating. 

"This is perfect," she giggled she handed the bottle to me. "I can't believe you still have this. 

But it's good that you do. You're going to be my lube boy for the night." 

"Yes, princess," I murmured as my heart sank in my chest. It wasn't as though I had a choice. Without Crystal, my life was an empty and meaningless void, and I knew that I could never be happy without her. If this was the path back to her, I knew I was going to have to do it. 

"Let's go, lube boy," Gemma teased as she took hold of the panties dangling from my cock once again. "Hopefully, your roommate is ready for round two." I followed meekly as Gemma led me back out of the bathroom, across my apartment toward my bedroom, where Josh was waiting. Releasing her hold on the panties, Gemma climbed onto the mattress and crawled toward Josh. Ignoring me for a moment, she smiled at him, raising her head towards his as he kissed her. I watched her place one hand on his cock and begin to stroke as she spoke to him. 

"I have a naughty idea," she chuckled. "Ever fucked a girl's ass before?" 

"No," Josh gasped. Gemma's smile widened. Her hair hung down, partially obscuring her face, she turned to look at me over her shoulder. 

"Get my ass ready, lube boy," she snapped. "Get my ass ready to get fucked by another man." Without waiting for any reply from me, she turned back to Josh and kissed him again. 

Shrinking with shame, I snapped the cap off the bottle of lube and squirted some into my hands. 

Josh glanced at me over Gemma's body, but soon his attention was all on her again. While she kissed him and stroked his cock, I began to apply the lubricant to her ass. I'd never done it before, but I did the best I could. I remember reading somewhere that more is better, so I applied the lubricant lavishly. And as I rubbed it into Gemma's ass, enjoying the feeling of her firm buttocks into my hand, she began once again to suck Josh's cock. I heard her moan around his shaft as I slipped a finger inside her ass, rubbing lube up inside her while her hips rolled from side to side. In no time, she was moaning and groaning around Josh's cock, and I could see he was once again hard in her mouth. His manhood shone once again with her drool as she finally lifted her head from his lap and turned to address me over her shoulder. 

"Are you done back there, lube boy?" 

"Yes, princess," I said in a hoarse voice. Her round backside was shining with lubrication, looking even more inviting than it usually did. Standing behind her, I could feel my cock aching for release inside the cage. A release I knew would not come. And Gemma sat back on her knees, pointing toward the mattress as she addressed me. 

“Lie down there. On your back,” she ordered. I did as I was told, positioning myself just as she directed. Once I was lying down, Gemma crawled over toward me. Swinging a leg over my head, she straddled me, facing my feet. My head was at the foot of the bed, and her feet hung off the end of the mattress as she crouched above me. Reaching forward, she grabbed the panties wrapped around my cock, and I moaned as she pulled on them harshly. 

"Come on, Josh," she said, her breath short with the desire she was feeling. "Fuck my ass while this little bitch watches." Josh didn't need any further encouragement. I felt the mattress bounce beneath him as he stood. Circling around the end of the bed, he quickly shed his clothes. 

From where I lay beneath Gemma, I could see everything, his balls hanging down between his legs and his hard cock pressing against the slippery entrance to her ass as he took her hips in his hands. And Gemma's free hand crept down between her legs, her fingers rubbing rapidly at her clit as she moaned and groaned. Slowly, a fraction of an inch at a time, Josh slid his cock between Emma's beautiful cheeks. And she gasped and howled with pleasure as she felt him filling her, felt him pushing past the resistance of her ass to claim it. And as Gemma howled in

pleasure, she spread her knees to lower her dripping pussy down to my face. I felt her busy hand rubbing her clit frantically as I ran my tongue over her trembling lips. I tasted her passion as I slid my tongue inside, and her moans of ecstasy filled the room. Her body rocked to Josh's thrusts as he fucked her ass, picking up the pace as her excitement grew. A hot flood of her juices coated my face as she reached orgasm, screaming and howling like a banshee as she came. 

I swallowed them down hungrily, just the way she had swallowed his when she blew him earlier. 

And as her body spasmed, her asshole clenched, and I heard Josh cry out. Gemma moaned from deep in her throat as he pumped his cum inside her. 

Josh withdrew, and Emma slumped forward. Josh stumbled back from the bed, his cock dripping semen all over my bedroom floor. Gemma lay on top of me, still gasping and moaning with the shock of the powerful orgasm she had had. But I should have known that my devious princess wasn’t finished yet. After a moment to catch her breath, she rose up on her knees again. 

I stared up into her beautiful smile as she looked at me over her shoulder, sweeping her hair back from her face. 

"Cleanup time, lube boy," she giggled. And while Josh gasped in shock and horror, Gemma inched backward. She sat on my face, spreading her cheeks above me so that I was engulfed in her ass. And I knew what to do. My mind rebelled against it, the last vestiges of my pride trying to resist. But the warm mixture of lubricant and Josh's semen was seeping slowly out of Gemma's ass hole. Extending my tongue, I cringingly licked, and heard Gemma shriek with ecstatic laughter above me. She was right. There was nothing I wouldn't do to get back in her good graces. 



   
                
            
26. Serving His Princess

 

Gemma exhaled softly through her nose. Steam rose and curled in the bathroom like a forest of question marks, drifting toward the glistening tiles that surrounded the tub. Her eyes were closed, her long hair pinned back behind her head in a messy bun. She gave every impression of being in a state of bliss, total relaxation and pleasure. And even if I suspected that it was at least half an act, that didn't mean that it failed to remind me of the always-present power imbalance between us.

Gaps appeared in the layer of bubbles that covered the water as I moved my hand through them. Glimpses of her gorgeous naked body showed under the surface, and Gemma let me look. That was the whole idea. The sponge wobbled in my trembling hand as I bathed her. And Gemma lay there, a queen being served by her most humble servant, enjoying the attention while I did as I was told.

We were back in Gemma's apartment. I had to admit, it was nicer than mine. And all her bathing products were there, too. This young woman who lived alone had significantly more toiletries than Josh and I owned combined between the two of us. I was getting an education in their use as I bathed my former girlfriend. My knees ached from kneeling beside the tub, but I didn't dare complain. It was nothing compared to the dull pain in my cock as it tried and failed to harden inside the steel cage. I had had plenty of time to regret my decision to put the device back on and hand Gemma this outrageous power over me. Plenty of time to probe my heart and wonder why I had gone along with this. But the answer always came back the same. I wanted Crystal. I more than wanted her. I needed her. But Gemma's mother had blocked my number and blocked me on social media. The only way I could even hope to talk to her was to go to her house, but I knew beyond a shadow of a doubt that such action would not get me the response I wanted. No, the only chance I had of getting back to the way things were was through Gemma. Maybe. Although my nights were haunted by the thought that this wouldn't help anyway. Perhaps Gemma was simply taking advantage of the situation. While I believed that she had gotten more than her revenge for me cheating on her what seemed like so long ago, it was possible she didn't feel the same way. This might have been another level of her vengeance against me. Maybe she wouldn't even tell her mother that I was back in her life. Maybe she would do what she had already threatened to do, and keep me as her slave without ever giving me what I wanted. It was possible. And yet there I was, doing as I was told, desperately hoping that this cruel young goddess would keep up her end of the bargain. And if she didn't? I hardly dared allow myself to think about that. If she didn't, that I would be hers completely. Gemma's sexual plaything, to tease and taunt and humiliate as she saw fit. Maybe that was better than nothing at all.

And so I ran the sponge over her fragrant skin, bathing Gemma over and over again while she cooed and purred in the tub. I knew what was coming. There had been no secret about that. As always, Gemma had a plan, and it involved my complete and utter humiliation. And there I was, going right along with it. I could tell myself I had no choice, but that was only partly true. As always, I was forced to confront the plain fact that this new way of life was simply too exciting for me to give up.

"Get my back." The water swirled in the tub as Gemma sat up, and I shifted on my knees to reach better. The skin on her back was a rosy pink from the warmth of the water, and the soapy sponge slid easily over it. I tried not to notice the way her bare breasts swelled from her chest, her nipples protruding as steam rose from her fragrant skin. Impossible, of course. How could I fail to notice her body when every cell of mine was crying out for her? And Gemma knew it. In fact, she relied on it.

"Good," she said after I had made several passes over her skin with the sponge. "Now come over here and do my tits." I gulped as she giggled. The bathmat slipped slightly under my knees as I moved again. Gemma sat back, her breasts rising and falling as she drew a deep breath and let it out again. My cock pressed doggedly against the chastity device as I ran the sponge over the soft globes of her flesh, soapsuds sliding slowly downward toward her engorged nipples. I caught a faint gasp rising from her throat as my thumb brushed against one of the hardened birds, and her eyes flashed as she looked at me. Her white teeth bit her bottom lip, and I felt the familiar tug of desire in the pit of my stomach as I saw that she was aroused. Hardly daring to meet her stare as I continued to massage her breasts, the chastity device seemed to grow tighter by the second as my useless arousal tormented me. And Gemma simply watched, drinking in my shame and despair as she allowed me to worship her body.

"That's right," Gemma grinned. "Get them nice and clean. Nice and clean for another man to play with. That's all you're good for, isn't it? Helping me look pretty for another man to fuck. A real man. Not some pathetic chastity slave like you."

"Yes, princess." I should have been used to these kinds of words from Gemma by now. She never missed a chance to reinforce my submission, my inferiority. As though there's anything she could say that would make it more plain than the steel device locked around my cock that made it impossible for me to have an erection. But somehow, I was never used to it. Somehow, her words still stung, adding a little more torment to my already battered ego. For a girl who had never shown any dominant tendencies while we were dating, Gemma easily inhabited her new kinky role. But then, she was Crystal's daughter. I shouldn't be surprised that Gemma was quickly becoming every bit as sexually dominant as the gorgeous mother was.

"This is so hot," Gemma giggled. "You want me so bad, don't you?"

"Yes, princess." It was no more than a simple statement of the truth. Gemma knew what she was doing to me, and there was no point denying it. The sight and feel of her warm naked body was driving me wild with unstoppable desire. And every heartbeat that forced the hot blood of lust through my veins served to reinforce the prison of lust I was trapped in. Everything Gemma said or did was calculated to make me want her more. And even though I knew that, I was still defenseless against her wiles.

"But you can't have me, bitch boy," Gemma giggled maliciously. "You're not worthy of this pussy. You had your chance. You'll never get to fuck me again."

"Yes, princess." Gemma laughed out loud, the mellifluous sound bouncing back from the glistening tiles of the bathroom as I humbly submitted. I didn't doubt that she meant it. Gemma didn't need me to satisfy her sexual desires. She had other men for that, including my roommate. What she wanted from me was my suffering, my submission, my humiliation. And I was giving it all to her.

The water sloshed as Gemma moved in the bath. Her fingers were warm and wet as she wrapped them around the wrist of my free hand. Her eyes shone as she stared at me, pulling her hand under the water. Guiding it between her legs. My heart rose in my chest as I saw what she wanted, and gave it to her. Underwater, I ran my hand over her mound, my fingers reaching the soft folds of her womanhood. Gemma closed her eyes again as I touched her, slowly teasing her desire out of her. I felt the slickness of her skin as I ran my finger up and down her pussy, and she sighed happily, spreading her legs as far as the tub would allow. I hunched over the edge of the bath, pressing my hand harder against her. Through a gap in the bubbles, I could see her clit beginning to swell, and she cried out with pleasure as I brushed my thumb gently against it. Gemma's hands gripped the side of the tub as I pressed harder, sliding two fingers past the slight resistance of her pussy. She moaned as she felt me inside her, and it was all I could do not to moan myself at the feel of her tight hole around my fingers as I slid them in and out. I curled my fingers awkward, searching for her G spot while my thumb danced over her clit again. The water surged and splashed as Gemma thrashed in the tub, already giving way to pleasure. One of her hands gripped my arm, her fingernails digging slightly into the skin as her body convulsed with pleasure. I felt the rapid contractions of her pussy around my fingers, and I kept up the same rhythm, simultaneously stimulating her clitoris while I rubbed my fingertips against her G spot. With a loud howl, Gemma thrashed in the tub, and a great wave of soapy water launched over the side to splash on the floor around my knees. She panted and gasped as her orgasm overwhelmed her, her already flushed face turning a deeper crimson as she groaned in pleasure. My ignored cock throbbed painfully in the chastity device as I watched her come, just as I had so many times before. It was never any less thrilling, any less tormenting, any less beautiful than the very first time. My heart trembled as I watched her relax again, and I slid my fingers out of her still spasming womanhood as she sighed in relief.

"That's better," she said as she opened her eyes again, grinning at me. "It's so nice having a slave boy to get me off whenever I want. Really helps me get warmed up for tonight." I said nothing in response. We both knew what was coming, and what my role in the night's activities would be. Reminding me of it, I had long ago realized, was more than an expression of Gemma's sadism. It excited her too. Having me bathe her, having me finger her, having me devote myself entirely to her pleasure, was a kind of foreplay for her. But for me, it was the main event. The closest thing to pleasure I would be receiving from her.

"Get me a towel," Gemma ordered, her voice hardening again as she issued her command. And without a moment's hesitation, I rose to my feet, stepping across the bathroom to pull a towel from the rail and return to her side. Gemma rose from the water, her naked body glistening as she stood unashamedly in front of me, her beauty unignorable. A stab of pain echoed in my heart as I remembered watching Crystal in the shower, forced to watch and unable to touch her. Gemma had the irrepressible beauty of youth, her body naturally toned and taut in the first flush of womanhood. But Crystal was every bit as attractive as her daughter. Crystal had the body of a woman half her age, a woman Gemma's age, and Gemma would be lucky to age half as gracefully as her mother had. Another spasm of desire bloomed inside me at the thought of Gemma at the age Crystal was now. Would she be like her mother was? Beautiful and sexy and dominant? Why not, when she was already all of those things now? I both envied and pitied the man who would serve such a goddess. Even if my heart, as well as my cock, belonged to Crystal.

Standing beside the tub, I handed Gemma the towel, and she wrapped it around herself. A faint smile showed on her face as I offered her my hand to help her climb out of the tub. Her shoulder shone above the towel as the water slid slowly down her body, reluctant to leave her. Releasing my hand, Gemma stepped past me without a word, moving through clouds of steam as she headed toward the bathroom door. I followed her, shuffling along behind her as she headed for the living room. As per her instructions, I was naked but for the chastity device that imprisoned my cock. I could feel it bouncing between my legs with every step I took. It was a feeling so familiar that it felt strange to be without it in that dark period after Crystal had banished me and before Gemma had come back into my life. Gemma sat down on the sofa, her towel rising up her thighs, and I stood awkwardly in front of the couch, awaiting further instructions. Gemma crossed her legs, depriving me of the sight of her sex even as she bared more of her toned thigh. She pointed to the coffee table in front of her where a jar of bright red nail polish sat.

"Ever painted a girl's nails before?" she asked.

“No, princess,” I shook my head.

"Well, time to learn. That's another way you can be useful to me. Get to it. And do a good job. I want to look sexy tonight." I stepped forward, wincing at her words. Kneeling between the sofa and the coffee table, I twisted the cap off the polish. The strong chemical smell assaulted my nostrils as I took the brush in my hand. Gemma sat back, her arms folded as she watched me serve her. And I took her raised foot in my hand, carefully applying the polish to the nail of her big toe. I took my time, made anxious by her warnings. It was hard to imagine what Gemma could do to me that she wasn't doing already, but I knew better than to test her. I felt her scrutiny on me as I painted her nails one by one, wiping away any excess paint with my thumb. I switched feet, my technique improving with practice. Once that was done, Gemma held out her hands, and I painted those nails in the same vivid red. Once I was finished, Gemma sat back, flexing her fingers in front of her as she inspected my work.

"Not bad," she finally said. With an audible sigh of relief, I put the cap back on to the bottle of polish and set it down on the coffee table.

"What do you think I should wear tonight?" Gemma regarded me from the corner of her eyes, her bright blue stare tugging again at the taut wires of my heart. I knew it was a loaded question. It's not as though anything I said would make a difference.

“Whatever you want, princess,” I said carefully. Gemma grinned, easily seeing through my caution.

“Of course I’m going to wear whatever I want,” she said. “I always do whatever I want. After all, I’m a Princess. Princesses do what they want.”

“Yes, princess,” I said meekly, and Gemma laughed out loud at my compliance.

"But I feel like being a slutty princess tonight," she went on, pronouncing the words in a low growl as though she was enjoying the taste of them on her tongue. Her eyes danced over my face as she spoke, studying every muscle twitch, every faint trace of my feelings that showed on my features. It was like she was drinking in my emotions, getting drunk on my jealousy and helpless shame. "I'm going to show that boy the night of his life. And I need to look the part." Gemma's eyes flickered over my body, a faint smile pulling at the corners of her mouth as she took in the sight of my caged cock. She seemed to be considering something, and I waited with my heart thumping in my chest to find out what might be.

"You're a man. Sort of," Gemma giggled, never missing the opportunity to belittle me. "You know what men like. You can help me pick something out."

"Yes, princess," I said, trying to keep my voice level while my breath caught in my throat. Gemma was determined to make me participate in this date of hers, knowing how much it hurt me. I would do it, too. We both knew that.

"Come on, then," Gemma said brightly. Uncrossing her legs, she rose to her feet, the towel barely covering her modesty as she strode toward the bedroom. Standing, I followed her, drawn like a moth to a flame by the hypnotic sway of her body. Inside her bedroom, she removed her towel and flung it to the floor, standing naked in front of me again. Helplessly, I studied the curves of her breasts, her hips, her thighs, enchanted by her undeniable beauty. She moved around naked in front of me as though it didn't matter at all, as though I were a piece of furniture instead of a man who desired her badly. Gemma knew the truth as well as I did. With my cock locked away and rendered harmless, I was barely a man at all. She could treat me like a eunuch because that's effectively what I was. At the thought, my imprisoned cock throbbed even more urgently inside its cage.

"We'll start with the dress," Gemma said. "We'll base the rest of the outfit around that." Hangers slid along a steel rod as she turned to her closet and searched through the clothes inside. Quickly, I saw her lift a few dresses off the hangers. Her eyes flashed as she turned to me again.

"What you think of this one?" She held a black dress against her body, draping it over her nakedness. I remembered the dress from when we were dating, a skimpy affair that bared her shoulders and flared out from her hips.

"It's very nice, princess," I said. Gemma's smooth brow furrowed as she frowned at me.

"I'm not looking for nice tonight," she said. "I'm looking for sexy. I'm looking for a dress that screams, fuck me. Understand?"

“Yes, princess,” I mumbled forlornly. Gemma tossed the black dress aside and held the red one against herself instead.

"What about this one?" I almost gasped as she spoke. The red dress she held was one I had never seen before, but it resembled to an agonizing degree the dress her mother had worn the night we met. Just the memory of that tight red fabric stretching and straining over the curves of Crystal's body was enough to make me grimace in pain as my cock tried to harden inside the cage for the millionth time.

"It's… stunning, princess," I managed to say. A bright grin spread across Gemma's face at my words.

“That’s more like it,” she said. “This can go in the maybe pile. But what about this?”

Gemma set the red dress aside and held a blue one out instead. The fabric shone in the bedroom light, the satin material glistening and shimmering. The blue was close to the azure hue of Gemma's eyes, the eyes she had inherited from her beautiful mother. I gulped as Gemma held the dress against her body. To my unpracticed eyes, it looked several sizes too small for her. But that, I saw at once, was the point.

“Look at your face,” Gemma giggled. “I think we have a winner, don’t we?”

"Yes, princess," I croaked. The dress looked sexy even on the hanger. I could barely imagine how it would look wrapped around Gemma's gorgeous body. But I didn't have to imagine. Once again, reality was about to eclipse fantasy.

"Put it on me then," Gemma ordered as she held the dress out to me. The fabric felt unbelievably light and delicate as I carefully removed it from the hanger. Wearing something like this was next to wearing nothing at all. There was no zipper. Stepping toward Gemma, I held the dress as open as I could between my hands. Smiling, she placed a hand on my shoulder for balance as she stepped into it, and I drew the fabric slowly over her body. Her pussy was right in front of my face as I bent at the waist, the dress already growing tight around her thighs. Gemma did nothing to help, only standing stock still and watching me as I struggled against the garment. I had never bothered to consider how difficult it could be to wear something so tight, but my duty was clear. The dress clung to the round shape of Jenna's ass as I tried to pull it higher, and my caged cock pressed against her thigh as I stepped closer. The smell of her clean skin enticed me, and my hands trembled as I pulled the dress higher inch by inch. The shining satin clung to her everywhere, tighter than a second skin, squeezing her thighs together and straining over her hips and ass. Gemma's toned stomach showed through the thin fabric as I pulled the dress up. Thin straps rose over her shoulders, and she carelessly pushed her arms through the holes as I finally lifted the dress into place. It was cut insanely low, her breasts barely contained by the two reinforced cups in the front of the dress that gave her boobs a mouthwatering lift. Playfully, Gemma pushed me away now that she was fully dressed, turning on the spot to let me study every inch of her body. She looked amazing, and she knew it. I watched her buttocks move under the fabric so tight it seemed painted onto her body, and every frayed nerve responded to the gorgeous sight with a bright flame of lust.

“That’s it,” Gemma said as she turned to face me again. “That’s the one, isn’t it?”

"Yes, princess," I groaned. There was no denying it. Gemma looked amazing. She looked like the goddess she had seemed to me lately, the unapproachable beauty that had taken such total control of me. With the possible exception of the red number Crystal had worn the night I met her, Gemma's blue dress was about the sexiest piece of clothing I had ever seen. And as I stared at her in frank amazement, it seemed hard to believe that I had ever dated a woman like this. That I had ever fucked her. It seemed impossible that such a gorgeous creature would even contemplate dating me. And I had been stupid enough to cheat on her.

"There's some silver heels in the closet," Gemma said, jolting me out of my submissive reverie. "Help me put them on." Jerking forward like an automaton, I stepped past watching Gemma, toward the open door of her closet. The floor was completely covered in various shoes and boots, some of which I remembered from our time together and some which seemed new. Toward the back, I found the silver heels she was talking about. The shoes glittered as I pulled them out into the light, the heels seeming almost impossibly tall. Crouching at Gemma's feet, I waited while she raised one foot, her hand on the top of my head for balance. I slid the shoe carefully onto her foot, tightening the straps around her ankles. And I repeated the procedure with her other foot. The heels had to be six inches tall, and Gemma towered above me as I gazed up at her in wonder. Reaching behind her head, she pulled her hair loose, letting it fall in blonde waves around her bare shoulders. She smiled down at me, infinitely confident in her beauty, and I gazed up at her almost in disbelief at how good she looked.

"How do I look?" she teased.

“Beautiful, princess,” I said.

"Do I look fuckable? Do I look slutty?"

"You look… you look like the sexiest sluts in the world." Gemma left out loud.

“Good,” he smirked. “How badly you want to fuck me right now?”

“So badly, princess,” I groaned, even though I knew it was impossible.

"Kiss my feet," Gemma ordered dismissively. And I didn't even hesitate. At once, I bent my face to her toes, showering them with humble kisses as she stood above me, basking in my adoration. For a moment, she simply watched, her hands on her hips and a bright smile on her face as I debased myself. Then, she stopped me with a word.

"Enough," she said. "I need to put my makeup on. Crawl over here. You can be my stool." I didn't even dream of protesting. Like a beaten dog, I crawled on all fours across the bedroom to where Jenna indicated, stopping on my hands and knees in front of her dresser. She stepped past me, and the satin whispered over the skin of her thighs as she sat down on my shoulders. I felt the warmth of her body, the tightness of toned muscle under the clinging dress, and my cock raged in its painful prison.

Gemma was focused on her task. Ignoring me while I served as her furniture, she began to apply her makeup. She took her time. From where I crouched underneath her, I couldn't see what she was doing. All I could do was wait, and do my best to hold still like the stool I was. The minutes passed slowly as Gemma further beautified herself.

Finally, she stood. I gasped again as I looked up at a woman transformed. Her lips were the same vibrant red as her fingernails, exaggerated and enhanced by cosmetic art until they looked like ripe cherries. Her blue eyes glittered behind dark lashes, a feline slant given to them by her makeup. She looked impossibly beautiful, and there was nothing subtle about her appearance. It was the look of a woman who wanted to get fucked. And that was exactly what was going to happen.

Over on the bedside table, Gemma’s phone buzzed. With a smile, she stepped past me and strode across the bedroom, walking in her outrageous heels with the same grace and balance that her mother always displayed. I saw the light of the phone on her face as she turned it on and typed out a reply.

"He's here," Gemma grinned as she turned to me. "It's just as well. I was getting so horny in this dress that I was thinking of letting you eat my pussy before he got here. But there's no need for that now, is there?"

"No, princess," I groaned. And Gemma giggled again at my total submission. I stayed on all fours as she turned toward the bedroom door, her phone still in her hand and her dress tightening around her with every swaying step she took. I had to be both the luckiest and most unlucky man in the world.



27. Watching Them

 

Breathing heavily in the silent bedroom, I waited. I didn't even bother rising to my feet. Not without being instructed to do so by Gemma, anyway. I listened to the front door of her apartment open, and a familiar male voice greet her. I heard them exchange words back-and-forth and a bright burst of laughter from Gemma. My stomach fluttered as I listened to Gemma's sexy high heels making their way back across her apartment toward the bedroom, with a heavier set of footsteps following. Of course I was ashamed, of course I was. How could I not be? But nothing I could say or do would prevent the embarrassment that was about to happen. All I could do was resign myself to it. After all, there was nobody involved in this scene that wasn't here more or less willingly.

"Holy shit," Josh said as he followed Gemma into her bedroom and caught sight of me. I didn't look up. The last thing I wanted was to see him, to have to notice the look on his face as he took in my complete disgrace. It was nothing he didn't already know. After Gemma had seduced Josh at my apartment, he knew everything about our twisted relationship. But he still seemed surprised by it all, as though he hadn't yet gotten used to it. I could hardly blame him for that. I wasn't used to it either. If I ever became resigned to this kind of humiliation, I suspected our game would be over. The magic of it all would drain away along with the torment. The embarrassment I felt as I crouched naked on the floor Gemma's bedroom, my cock locked away in the shining steel chastity device, was the main ingredient in the deep eroticism of the moment. Gemma seemed to know that intuitively. I was coming to see it myself. Not that it mattered either way. At moments like this, I was incapable of not feeling the shame of my embarrassing situation. I didn't see that changing anytime soon.

"Don't worry about him," Gemma said, following a script that familiarity has made no less exciting to me. "He helped me get ready for you, that's all. He helped me pick out this dress. Do you like it?" Gemma twirled on the spot as she spoke, letting Josh look at her from every angle. The blue satin fabric of her short dress clung to every curve of her young body, accentuating her beautiful feminine form as it shone faintly under the light. Almost against my will, I raised my head from the floor to get another look at her. She was magnificent. Her long legs made even longer by the sky-high heels she wore, her ass straining against the tight fabric as though ready to burst out of the confines of the dress, her boobs barely contained by the cups at the front of the dress that gave her a delicious and unignorable cleavage. Gemma looked fantastic. There was no denying that simple truth.

"Yeah," Josh said, his uncertainty disappearing as his arousal grew. "You look amazing."

"Thank you," Gemma smiled as she faced him again. She stepped toward him, close to his height in her heels, and placed her hand gently on his chest as she pressed her lips against his. I watched the two of them kiss, my ex-girlfriend and my current roommate, a sight I had never thought I would see my life. A sight that never failed to light the fuse of jealousy inside me, making my cock ache in the tight confines of its chastity as I watched the humiliating spectacle from my hands and knees. Gemma's body, she had made it quite clear, was for other men. Better men than me. Men who would never allow a woman to lock them up in chastity the way I had allowed her to do to me. But I tried to console myself with the thought that those men would never know the treasure that lay in the darkness, the fugitive gleam of ecstasy that Crystal had shown me. The way that frustration and humiliation can blend into the most unbelievable pleasure. Josh might have Gemma now, but he didn't have that. I tried to forget the fact that, now that Crystal was no longer speaking to me, nor did I. All I had was the dubious pleasure of serving her beautiful daughter, without even the hope of an orgasm on the horizon. How long would I have to wait? I suspected even Gemma didn't know the answer to that. As far as I know, she still didn't have the key to the device. Crystal still had that. And Gemma had given me no reason to believe that she had even told her mother what was going on between the two of us. What if Crystal had gotten rid of the key? I tried to push away the sudden fear that gripped me as I trembled on Gemma's bedroom floor. And as Josh's hands moved over Gemma's body, whispering over the tight blue satin of her dress, I knew that I would soon have plenty of other things to think about.

"Wearing this dress has got me so horny," Gemma said in a low voice as she pulled her lips at last away from Josh's. "I had my little slave boy give me a bath to get ready for you. He painted my toes and helped me get dressed. But he didn't get to do anything else. I didn't even let him lick my pussy. And now, I need to cum so badly." A snort of laughter rose from Josh's throat at Gemma's words. She never used to talk like this. But that was before, back when we had a normal relationship. Instead of whatever it was that was happening between the two of us now. Some wild thing I couldn't give a name to, could hardly believe was happening even as it happened.

"Okay," Josh said, and Gemma chuckled as he pressed his body against hers. I wondered if she could feel his erection pressing against her as he held her by the hips. There was no doubt in my mind that Josh would be hard and ready, just as I would have been in his position. At our age, that was never an issue. "That can be arranged." Gemma giggled again, as though Josh had made the funniest joke she had ever heard. Raising her arms, she draped them over Josh's shoulders, staring deep into his eyes as she rocked in his arms.

"Yeah?" Her gorgeous blue eyes blazed as she spoke, her cheeks flushed with more than just makeup as she bit her lower lip. "You want to fuck me right now? Right in front of my little bitch boy?"

"Yeah," Josh grunted. His hands slid easily over the glossy material of her dress, the tips of his fingers sinking slightly into the toned flesh of Gemma's ass as he squeezed her buttocks. He lowered his head, and she closed her eyes momentarily as he kissed her neck, breathing in the scent of the soap that I had rubbed into her skin not long before. She was ready for him, more than ready for him. That was what I had achieved. To make her smell and look fantastic for my roommate to fuck.

"Okay," Gemma giggled. Detaching one of her hands from his neck, she reached downwards, and I heard Josh sigh as she found the hard bulge of his cock inside his pants. Deftly, she unfastened his belt with a single hand and drew down the fly of his parents. She reached inside, and my heart contracted as she casts a quick smiling glance at me over Josh's shoulder while she fished his cock out of his pants.

Josh's moans grew louder as Gemma toyed with his manhood. She slid her hand up and down, playing his cock like an instrument. Still holding him, he took a step backward toward the bed, and Josh followed. She sat down on the mattress, her already tight dress growing even tighter around her body as it slid up her thighs. Her eyes were fixed on Josh now as she moved backward, and he followed, climbing onto the bed as she lay back. Her skirt slid easily above her hips. Josh soon discovered what I already knew; Gemma wore no underwear underneath her dress. Kicking off his pants, he positioned himself on top of her, and Gemma spread her legs to receive him, her slender high heels catching on the edge of the mattress as she panted in desire. Barely conscious of what I was doing anymore, I turned to watch them. Even knowing that it would do nothing but torment me, serving only to fuel the burning frustration I could feel inside me. It didn't matter. I couldn't look away. Of all the things I had seen in my life, very few were more beautiful than the sight of Gemma in the throes of sadistic pleasure. Now that I seemed to be barred from her mother's presence, it was all I had. And while my cock screamed for release as it pressed itself brutally against the inside of the chastity device, I watched Josh slide his cock into my ex-girlfriend's waiting pussy.

Clearly, Gemma hadn't been lying about her state of arousal. Josh entered her easily, her womanhood already dripping with desire and lubricating his entry. And it added another little sting of bitterness to know that she had been that wet while I served her, and yet had allowed me nothing. It was all for Josh, and the more freely she gave herself to him, the greater my shame as I silently watched.

Gemma's shriek of pleasure filled the bedroom as she threw back her head. Her highlighted hair pooled on the mattress as she convulsed, already deep in the throes of pleasure as Josh's thrusts picked up speed. The bed rocked with the force of their motions, and every moan and gasp that rose from Gemma's throat added to my torture. It was exactly those sounds of physical bliss that I would never be allowed to cause. I could only listen and watch while another man brought her to pleasure while I was denied everything. No matter how many times it happened, it never ceased to be anything but excruciating. The pain from my trapped cock radiated upward from the pit of my stomach, like some evil boiling sun rising in the center of my being. But I couldn't look away. And Gemma relied on that. I was compelled to watch every moment of my humiliation by a force far stronger than me, stronger even than her. The same force that Gemma and Crystal harnessed and used so expertly. The force of my own desire. The source of all my recent pain, and of my twisted pleasure. How can you fight against something that's part of you?

"Oh my God," Gemma moaned, her voice cracking with pleasure as she cried out. "I'm going to cum!" Josh moaned, and I winced as though from a blow as I recognized that Gemma's pussy was spasming around his cock. Just the way it used to do around mine before I cheated on her and sent us all down this twisted path we were on. The feeling I was starting to believe I would never know again except in memory and in the vicarious torture of being made to watch.

Gemma's scream of ecstasy filled the bedroom as her orgasm washed over her. Her breasts bounced and rocked, threatening to spill out of the tight dress she still wore as Josh drove his cock into her again and again. Her whole body trembled, her pleasure mimicking pain as she convulsed and cast and forgot to breathe. I gulped as I watched, staring forlornly at the scene in front of me as though if I watched closely enough, I could somehow extract a molecule more pleasure that I was already getting. But it was useless. Pleasure was for Gemma and for Josh, but not for me. That much was abundantly clear.

"Oh my God," Gemma moaned again as her climax gradually passed. It was no act; I could hear the bliss that dripped from her words as she spoke. I could smell their sex in the air, could see the dark puddle of her juices that had formed underneath her body and glistened on her spread thighs as Josh continued to fuck her. Because my roommate wasn't done. After a short pause to let Gemma recover, he carried right on sliding his stiff cock in and out of her trembling sex. And Gemma howled as loudly as ever as he went on fucking her, her fingers gripping his shoulders tightly as they rocked to the rhythm of mutual bliss.

"Get over here, bitch," I heard Gemma snarl from the depths of her pleasure. There was no doubt about who she was talking to. My skin prickled with shame as I meekly stood and made my way over to the bed, my caged cock dangling uselessly between my legs and throbbing painfully as I approached. Gemma's eyes opened, and her open-mouthed smile bared her teeth in the pink cavern of her mouth as she stared up at me. Josh paid me no attention, solely devoted to the task of fucking my ex-girlfriend and current mistress. And for a while, Gemma just lay there, her gorgeous body moving in tandem with his while she moaned and gasped, her eyes locked on mine as though to reinforce my utter humiliation.

"Hold my leg up," Gemma finally ordered in a breathless voice. "Help him fuck me." Josh grunted, a sound somewhere between a laugh and a moan rising from his throat as he bent over her. I felt the heat of Gemma's skin in my hands as I did as I was told. I lifted her leg, gently but firmly pulling it to the side so that Josh could sink more deeply between her thighs. And Gemma gasped in pleasure as Josh took full advantage, sinking his cock into her until his balls pressed against her skin, filling her as fully as he was able. Both of them moaned in animalistic pleasure, and I felt the rapid trembling of Gemma's leg almost as though electricity was coursing through her as I held it. Her high heel waved in the air as she trembled, and her back arched, and Josh moaned again as his own pleasure approached. Gemma released her hold on his shoulders to grips the sheets of the bed beneath her, her head lolling from side to side as her breasts bounced frantically in the cups of the dress. My cock throbbed mercilessly as I watched. And the loudest cry yet erupted from Gemma's throat as she reached orgasm once again. As close as I was, I heard the wetness of her juices surging around Josh's cock underneath the high note of her ecstatic scream. I heard Josh moan as her pussy spasmed around him again, tightly gripping his cock as though it never wanted to let go. And Josh growled like an animal as her release created his, pulling the pleasure out of his body like a vacuum as he emptied himself into her. The two of them moaned and gasped, riding the high of the same orgasmic wave they were both on, their bodies melting and merging together as Josh lay on top of my ex-girlfriend. Gemma pulled her leg away from me, and I stepped back as she lowered her foot to the mattress. I heard her moan again as Josh slid his dripping cock out of her pussy, rolling over to flop onto the mattress beside her. Gemma squeezed her thighs together as she writhed from side to side on the bed, completely lost in bliss.

The two of them lay like that for a while, slowly recovering their senses after the pleasure they had endured. But I knew that things were far from over. I knew Gemma too well to suspect even for a minute that she didn’t have further plans. After all, I had spent over an hour getting her ready for this night. It was for Josh’s benefit and for my torment, but I knew things were not going to end there. I knew, whatever else might happen, that there was more humiliation in store for me.

And I was right. As Gemma slowly recovered her senses, she opened her eyes again. Her glittering blue gaze sought and found me as I stood at the side of the bed, unable to look away from her gorgeous body sprawled in its puddle of pleasure. She grinned, and I felt a shudder of fear mixed with excitement as I waited to see what my mistress would do next.

"Fuck, that was so good," Gemma moaned, while Josh grunted in agreement beside her. "That's how a real man fucks. Did you like watching me get railed?"

"Yes, princess," I croaked. It was the simplest answer, and usually the correct one. I had no desire to try and put words to the complex cocktail of emotions that swirled inside me as I watched her cum. I suspected that wasn't what Gemma was after anyway. What she wanted the most, what she sought from me above all, was my submission. And the harder she made it for me, the more pleasure she took in bending me to her will. Just like her mother. Predictably, my cock throbbed painfully in the chastity device at the thought of Crystal.

"No, you didn't," Gemma giggled. "I bet it was torture for you, wasn't it?"

“Yes, princess,” I admitted. After all, she was right. But it was so much more than that.

"How jealous are you of your roommate now that he gets to fuck me, and you don't?" Gemma teased.

"Very jealous, princess," I said, knowing exactly what was required of me at these moments. Gemma's eyes danced over my body, looking me up and down, her smile widening at the sight of the chastity device locked around my cock. She never seemed to get tired of looking at it. The physical symbol of the power she had over me. A power that had never been more obvious it was right there and then.

"Remember how I said how horny I was before Josh got here? How I almost let you lick my pussy for me?"

"Yes, princess," I said uneasily. I knew Gemma well enough to suspect what was coming next before she said it. But anticipation did nothing to lessen the shock of her words as she spoke.

"Well, now's your chance," she giggled. "I want to go out, and I don't plan on wearing any panties. As hot as it might be, I can't have Josh's cum dripping down my leg all night. So you need to clean me up." Josh gasped as he lay beside her on the bed. It was nothing I hadn't done before. But that didn't do much to lessen the unignorable shame of the act she wanted me to perform. At least it was her pussy this time. My shame was compounded by the fact that there was a not insignificant part of me that wanted to drop to my knees and do exactly as she said. In the time I had spent caged and serving as her pleasure slave, I had developed an insatiable taste for Gemma's pussy. Licking her to orgasm with the only sexual outlet that remained to me. And even as my stomach churned at the thought of what awaited me between her legs, I knew I had no choice. Not if I ever wanted to have a real orgasm of my own ever again.

"Look, he's doing it!" Gemma's triumphant laughter rang out in the bedroom as I dropped to my knees in front of her. Josh raised his head from the bed to watch, and I looked away. I devoted all my attention to the shining skin between Gemma's thighs, the swollen pink lips of her freshly fucked pussy making my nerves howl with desire. The smell of their sex filled my nostrils as I crept forward, trying to control the revulsion in the pit of my stomach as I smelled Josh's cum. Gemma lay back on the bed, her legs spread wide, and as I came closer, she hooked her heels over my back and pulled me toward her.

"Pass me my phone?" she said as she turned her head to Josh. Without understanding, he sat up and swept up Gemma's phone from the bedside table where she left it. Lying back down the bed, he handed it to her. Meanwhile, I was already running my tongue over her trembling lips, and my cock surged as much as the tight chastity device would allow as I heard her breath catch in mounting pleasure.

"That's it," Jenna sighed, wriggling on the bed as she shifted her position to let me access all of her pussy. "Clean me up. Make sure you get all of our cum. And swallow it, bitch." She laughed again as I went about my business. A trail of moisture spread from her dripping pussy down towards her ass, and I began with that, licking it up from her skin while she purred in pleasure. But soon, my tongue and lips were against the entrance of her pussy, feeling the heat of arousal that still radiated from the sensitive flesh. Reluctantly, I slid my tongue inside and tasted the mingled mess of her and Josh's cum. And while the two of them watched in disbelieving delight, I ate it out of her. Squeezing my eyes tightly shut, I swallowed as quickly as I could, trying not to taste my roommate's cum on my tongue. But as I went on licking, the humiliating meal kept coming. Joshua had dumped a thick gooey load inside her, and I was forced to bury my tongue as far as it would go inside Gemma's pussy to retrieve it all.

And above me, Gemma gasped and moaned in pleasure. There was no doubt that she was getting off again. I could feel her sex tightening around my tongue as more powerful contractions made her shudder in pleasure. I knew how this would end, and I welcomed it. The cleansing flood of Gemma's orgasmic juices would wash away the remnants of Josh's semen, and I would happily taste her instead of him. As Gemma rocked and moaned above me, I knew that her orgasm was getting closer. I licked and kissed and burrowed my face between her thighs, using every trick I had learned over the past few months to bring her swiftly to her ultimate pleasure.

Gemma's high-heeled dug into my shoulder. I sat back on my knees as she pushed me away, smiling down at me with her phone in her hands. I heard the camera click, the lens pointed at my cum-drenched face and capturing my humiliation forever. Gemma exploded with laughter, delighted by her own deviousness as I looked at her in utter shock.

"You look so ridiculous down there," Gemma snarled. "Now get back in there and make me cum. Make it quick, and maybe I'll send my mom the photo I just took of you."

My heart expanded at her words. Without a reply, I dived back between her trembling thighs, more eager than ever to bring her to orgasm. I had no idea if Gemma meant what she said or what might come of it, but it was the first ray of hope I had had in what felt like a very long time. And Gemma's wild laughter soon turned to exclamations of bliss and shouts of desire as I felt her pussy spasming under my tongue. Her orgasm came in a sudden wave, her taste changing as her hot juices spilled all over my face.

And I lapped them up, washing away the taste of Josh's filth with her delicious nectar while she convulsed and groaned above me.

Finally, she used her foot on my shoulder to push me away again. She lay sprawled on the mattress, her breasts rising and falling in her tight dress as she recovered herself. Josh lay beside her, propped up on his elbow as he watched the whole scene. He seemed as reluctant to meet my eyes as I was to meet his. As though he had anything close to the same reasons to be ashamed of what was happening as I did.

"Oh man," Gemma moaned at last. Finally, assisted by Josh, she sat up on the bed. Turning to Josh, she smiled prettily at her new lover. "I don't know about you, but I'm hungry after that," she said. "Wanna take me out for something to eat?"

“Okay,” Josh said. Just as I had, he seemed to have learned not to argue with Gemma, not to question her plans. Because she always had a plan. It was a smart decision on his part, given that her plans often involved him fucking her brains out. Gemma had inherited her mother’s ability to manipulate men using their desire for her. It seemed to come so naturally to her, I wondered how much of it was intentional and how much she didn’t even realize she was doing. Either way, the results were the same. Two men who would do whatever she wanted, ready to cross seemingly any boundary at her command.

Gemma stood. With some difficulty, she pulled her dress back down around her thighs. The tight blue satin fought her every step of the way. Even once her dress was pulled down, the hem of her skirt sat no lower than midthigh. And she was planning to go out into the world without wearing any underwear beneath that scandalous dress. Where was this sexy slut back when we had been dating? It seemed it was my betrayal and Crystal's domination of me that has brought this side out of Gemma. But I had no doubt that the genie was never going to go back into the bottle.

"Let's go," Gemma said, holding out her hand toward Josh. Taking it, he rose off the bed and bent to pull his pants back on. Gemma turned her radiant smile on me where I still kneeled on the bedroom floor, bending at the waist with her hands on her knees so that her beautiful cleavage filled my vision and made my cock ache again inside the chastity device.

"We're going out now," she said. "But don't worry. You won't be here all alone. Besides, I don't think I could trust you alone in my place. I mean, you can't touch your cock when it's all locked up. But I don't want you sniffing my panties or lapping up my love puddle." Josh laughed, and I felt my cheeks burn with shame. I said nothing.

"I've arranged a sitter for you," Gemma went on with the same sadistic smile on her pretty face. "She should be here any minute. I want you to be a good boy for her, understand?"

"Yes, princess," I said bitterly. With another tiny adjustment of her dress, Gemma straightened up. Taking Josh by the hand again, she led him out of the bedroom. I listen to their laughter recede into the hallway as they closed the apartment door behind them. I was alone for the time being. But just as Gemma had said, it didn't last long.




28. Turning The Tables

 

Once again, I found myself waiting. Once again, I was alone with no sound to distract me except the steady rise and fall of my own breathing. Long after Gemma and Josh had left the apartment, I stayed on my knees in her bedroom, barely able to believe what had happened, what was happening. Besides, I wouldn't put it past Gemma to suddenly reappear, trying to catch me by surprise doing something I shouldn't do. Although what that might be, I could hardly imagine. My cock ached, trapped inside the steel chastity device that her mother had put on me so long ago. The same device I had willingly put on myself while Gemma watched as a show of total submission that I hoped would win me back into Crystal's favor. So far it hadn't worked. So far, it had accomplished nothing except to give Gemma a terrible power over me, to force me to live as her pathetic chastity slave and help her fuck my roommate. But I couldn't forget what Crystal had said as she took that unspeakably embarrassing photo of me between her legs. Would she really send it to Crystal? And if so, what would Crystal say? All the evidence suggested that Gemma's mother wanted nothing more to do with me. She had blocked me on all forms of communication, ever since I had made the fatal mistake of telling her that I loved her. Gemma seemed to think there might be some path back to the way things were, but I couldn't see it. All I knew was that this longshot was my only hope. To bow and scrape and serve Gemma in every disgraceful way I could, and hope that my ex-girlfriend could somehow convince her mother to take me back. Ultimately, as darkly thrilling as it undoubtedly was, being Gemma's slave was simply a means to an end. And that end was becoming her mother's slave once again. That, as hard as it was to admit even to myself, was all I wanted. It was what I needed. And the thought that I might never get it kept me awake at night just as much as the tight chastity around my cock did.

But the minutes passed, and it seemed that Gemma and Josh intended to stay out. I couldn't keep myself from thinking of her out on the town in that outrageous dress with no underwear on underneath. Every time she sat down or bent over, she would risk exposing herself to anyone watching. And people would be watching. I knew that. Even when she was my girlfriend, Gemma had always turned heads. But lately, she was sexier than ever. The staggering confidence she got from having me worship the ground she walked on was reflected in every aspect of her being. It shone in her eyes and radiated out from the delicious curves of her body, glowing like a beacon that couldn't help but attract other people. Josh would have his hands full with her; I knew that. In the time that I had served Gemma, I had learned not to put anything past her. I knew that she was using my roommate as a tool to make me jealous, to torment me with my own sexual frustration and inadequacy. And Josh wasn't about to complain, so long as he got to fuck her. But I wondered if my easy-going roommate really understood what he had let himself in for. Gemma's sadistic side seemed to know no bounds. So far, it had been turned only on me. But my ex-girlfriend was infinitely unpredictable. Josh ought to watch out.

Not that I felt much sympathy for my roommate at that particular time. He was happy to be a part of my humiliation if it meant he got off too. In the depths of my heart, I could hardly blame him. As sexy as Gemma was, I had a strong feeling that if the roles were reversed, I would have behaved just as Josh was. But that didn’t mean it was easy not to hate him as he gorged himself on the pleasure that I seemed destined to be permanently denied.

Slowly, I stood. My knees ached from spending too long on the floor. With nothing better to do, I ambled over to Gemma's closet. I recognized less than half the clothes that hung from the rod inside. Clearly, she had done plenty of shopping since we broke up. Maybe that was a form of therapy for her. Or maybe it was part of this whole new side to her that had emerged recently, this sexually aggressive side. A lot of the outfits I could see were more provocative than the clothes I remembered Gemma wearing. When we had met, she had been a jeans and T-shirt kind of girl, for the most part. But the scandalous blue dress she wore that night was an indicator of the changes in her wardrobe. In dressing more provocatively, she was dressing more like her beautiful mother. And as always, at the thought of Crystal, I winced in pain as my cock throbbed inside the chastity device, and my heart clenched inside my chest. It was those two organs, the twin locks on the cage that held me far more effectively than that imprisoning my cock. How do you break a lock that can't be seen or touched? How do you break a lot that deep down, you know you don't really want broken? Confessing my love to Crystal had been a disaster, launching me out of her orbit and into the disgraceful life I now lead as her daughter's teased toy. But I couldn't regret what I had said. Not when I knew it was the truth. And with each day that passed, even though I never got to see or speak to her, I felt my love for Crystal grow stronger. It was inexplicable, unlike anything I had ever experienced before. I hadn't had a lot of long-term relationships at that point in my life, but from time to time, I had thought I had found something special here and there. After Crystal, all of those illusions were revealed for exactly what they were. No one compared to her. Not even her daughter. Though I would never tell Gemma that to her face.

I heard a click from the other side of the apartment. A key was sliding into the lock. Turning away from Gemma's closet, I waited anxiously as I heard the door open and close again. Footsteps echoed on the apartment floor, too heavy be Gemma's, too light to be Josh's. Even before I saw her, I had a feeling I knew who had let themselves into my ex-girlfriend's apartment. And as Kelly appeared in the bedroom's open doorway, my suspicions were confirmed.

Kelly's blonde hair shone in the light as it fell over her shoulders in two even curtains that framed her round face. Her brown eyes glowed like beaten copper as she looked at me. She was dressed casually, a black cardigan covering her arms over a black tank top underneath it that showed her magnificent cleavage to full advantage. A pair of ripped jeans and some sneakers completed her dressed-down look. She was carrying a large duffel bag in one hand. I hadn't seen her since the wild night I had spent here at the mercy of Kelly and Gemma and two strangers they had picked up at the bar. But I knew that the memory of that night loomed as large in Kelly's mind as it did in mine. Possibly even more so, since these kinds of kinky games were a regular part of my existence. Not so for her. But as I saw the delighted glow in her eyes as she looked at me, I knew at once that she had been happy to volunteer for this task. Happy for the opportunity to play with me again. And Gemma had been quite clear. To obey her friend's orders as though they came from her. While my heart fluttered nervously in my chest, I tried to mentally prepare myself to serve Kelly as I served her friend. Reminding myself it was the only possible path back to Crystal, I vowed to endure whatever this young woman had in mind.

"Hello, bitch," Kelly smirked, drawing out the words as though she liked the way they tasted. Her hourglass figure was still obvious even in the casual clothing she wore. I felt again the dull ache of my cock trying to harden at the sight of her. Kelly was chubby, and I can only imagine how it felt to be friends with a girl as beautiful as Gemma, a girl guaranteed to get all the attention wherever the two of them went. But Kelly was very attractive in her own right, even with a few extra pounds on her curvaceous body. She wore them well, her big breasts and broad hips giving her a figure that more slender women ought to have envied. But given the strange messages our society sends to women about their bodies, I suspected that Kelly had her share of insecurities. Not that you would ever know it from the way she acted around me. But I wondered if dominating me was a chance for her to work out some of the frustrations of being a curvy girl in a slim woman's world.

"Hello, Mistress Kelly," I said uncertainly. Her pink lips rose in a smile as I remembered her title. The same title I had used with Crystal, back when she would still talk to me. A faint stab of emotional pain formed a strange counterpoint to the constant arousal I felt. Kelly was no Crystal, that was for sure. But she was the woman in the room with me at that moment. And that, I had long ago learned, meant that she was completely in charge. As completely as Crystal would have been if she with her.

"Gemma asked me to look in on you," she said. "Like a babysitter. Or more like a slave sitter. I can't believe you locked yourself back up again for her." Women tell each other everything. Until very recently, Josh had had no idea what was going on in my life besides the fact that I was seeing someone, and that it had recently come to an end. I still wasn't 100% sure on what Josh knew or didn't know about what was really going on with Gemma and me. But Kelly, of course, knew everything.

“Yes, Mistress Kelly,” I said, hoping that that would be enough. Kelly threw back her head and laughed loudly, her free hand on her hip while the other still held the ominous bag she carried.

"I never get tired of hearing you say that," Kelly grinned. "I think we're going to have some fun tonight. Gemma said I could do whatever I wanted with you, so I brought some toys." Kelly dropped the bag on the bedroom floor, and my stomach convulsed nervously as I listened to the heavy thump. Who knew what strange ideas this woman had? All I knew was that I was going to have to go along with this new twist to the game. And Kelly knew that too.

Without another word, she peeled off her cardigan and let it fall to the floor. The tank top followed. I watched in silence as she stripped in front of me, stepping out of her shoes before pulling down her jeans. This was no striptease, no playful show for me to enjoy. This was purely functional. In under a minute, Kelly stood in front of me in nothing but her bra and panties, a matching set in white and pale blue. Unable to help myself, I let my eyes roam over her body, taking in the magnificent swell of her breasts, the softness of her belly, the spread of her hips, and my cock thumped inside its tiny prison.

"Open the bag," she ordered. "There's some clothes in there that I want you to put on me."

"Yes, Mistress Kelly," I said as I stepped forward. It wouldn't even be the first time that night that I had helped a beautiful woman get dressed, completely contrary to my real desires. But as I crouched on the floor and unzipped the bag, I saw at once what Kelly had in mind. Carefully, I lifted out a beautiful red corset trimmed with white lace. Its slightly glossy fabric shone in the light, recalling Gemma's satin dress, and I wondered if Kelly knew what her friend had worn to go out that night. Not that it mattered. Kelly already had a surprisingly narrow waist, and I knew that the corset would enhance her natural hourglass figure beautifully. Something told me that once she was dressed, I wouldn't be thinking about Gemma nearly as much.

Below the corset, the bag held a pair of high-gloss black boots with silver buckles up the sides and tall, sharp heels. It was fetish closing, no doubt about that. My heart beat faster as I lifted them out of the bag, catching only the quickest glimpse of the other items that were still hidden inside. Kelly was waiting. As I straightened up again, setting the boots aside for a moment while I held her corset in my hands, Kelly reached behind herself and slowly, deliberately, unfastened her bra. The underwear fell to the floor, and her large breasts hung from her chest, her nipples already prominent and swollen with desire as I gazed at her.

"Put it on me," she ordered. As she spoke, Kelly reached behind her head, gathering up her hair in both hands. I stepped forward, moving behind her so that I could wrap the corset around her body. It was the type that had built-in cups, and I felt the weight of her breasts as I adjusted the corset around her. Wrapping my arms around her, I slid the fastenings in front of the corset together with some difficulty, the garment already tight around her. Her breasts rose high on her chest, her cleavage almost unbelievable as I gazed over her shoulder in abject lust.

"Tighten it," Kelly ordered without so much as looking at me. And I did what she said. Standing behind her, I pulled on the laces that rose along her back, drawing the corset ever tighter and hearing the steel bones inside it creak as they reshaped her body into an even more desirable silhouette. I heard her breath getting shorter, her breasts rising ever higher on her chest as her waist shrank as if by magic.

“Tighter,” Kelly said, letting her hair fall down the back of her neck as she placed her hands on her hips. The smell of her shampoo rose around me as I continued to tighten the laces. My cock throbbed urgently in my cage as I watched her transform. Only when her waist was unbelievably tiny between the dramatic swell of her breasts and her hips did Kelly stop me with a word.

"Enough," she said. "Tie the laces off in a bow." I did my best, tying laces together in the small of her back while she waited. "Now my boots," she ordered.

"Yes, Mistress Kelly," I said as meekly as I was able as I circled back around to stand in front of her. There was a strange solemnity about what we were doing, a bizarre kind of preparation for what I couldn't imagine might come next. But Kelly was looking more desirable to me by the minute, and I was an active participant in making her look evermore gorgeous. Kneeling on the floor, I picked up one of her boots. Placing a hand on the door frame for balance, Kelly raised one foot from the floor, and I carefully slid the boot onto her leg. The patent leather clung tightly to her foot and calf as I pulled up the zipper that closed it. Kelly wobbled slightly as she set the tall heel down on the ground and raised her other foot. And I drew the boot onto that foot, too, zipping it up until she placed her foot on the ground again. She towered above me now, made taller by the high heels and platform souls of the fetish footwear. She looked spectacular. Her blonde hair shone on her bare shoulders, and her mouthwatering breasts shuddered and jiggled with every breath she took. Back when Gemma and I were dating, I hadn't given Kelly too much thought beyond what was necessary to interact with my girlfriend's best friend. Sure, I had noticed she was pretty, but that was as far as it went. I had never imagined I would desire her as badly as I did, kneeling at her feet and looking up at her in this outrageous outfit.

"You want to fuck me, slave boy?" Kelly sneered down at me from above the cliff of her exaggerated breasts.

"Of course, Mistress Kelly," I said, noting the faint twitch at the corners of her mouth that suggested the beginnings of a smile. But Kelly kept her face severe she gazed down at me.

"Show me you know your place," she demanded. "Lick my boots and worship me." I didn't even hesitate. Kelly gasped faintly, as though taken by surprise just how easily I submitted to her. But compared to the things Gemma had me do, this was nothing. My tongue slid easily over the glossy leather of Kelly's boots, and I licked them from toe to top, worshiping both of them until the leather shone even brighter with my saliva. Kelly shifted her weight on her feet as she watched me, and I felt her toes move through the leather as my tongue slid over it. Easy to forget, when you're with a woman like Gemma, let alone Crystal, but to most women, this kind of humble adoration isn't normal. Having me bow at her feet was exciting Kelly. And that, in turn, made my cock throb as desperately as ever in the tight chastity. I knew Kelly couldn't free me even if she wanted to. Even Gemma couldn't do that. If I had learned anything from my time as Gemma's slave, it was that I could get some sexual pleasure, even caged as I was, from serving a beautiful woman.

"Look at that thing," Kelly sniggered as she finally used the toe of her boot to push my head away from her feet. I sat back on my knees, and she tapped her foot against the cage that imprisoned my cock, her hands still on her hips in a way that exaggerated her narrow waist as she sneered down at me. "You're never going to please a woman with that, are you?"

"No, Mistress Kelly," I said as humbly as I could. Pulling her foot away from me, Kelly crouched on the floor in front of me. For a moment, we were eye to eye, on the same level as she reached her hand into the bag that lay open beside her. I gulped as I saw her pull out a toy. It was a dildo, a large and realistic-looking rubber cock with a network of straps attached to its base. I watched her breasts bounce in the tight corset as Kelly stood again.

 

"Stand up," she ordered." Nervously, I did as I was told. I had no idea what she intended to do with the toy, but I knew I was going to find out, just as I knew I would have no say in it either way. Kelly stepped toward me, holding the shaft of the dildo in her hand she pressed its base against me. Confusion furrowed my brow as she wrapped the straps around my hips, tightening them. Then, with another burst of humiliating shame, I realize what she was doing. The base of the dildo sat low on my stomach, just above my caged manhood. The fake cock projected out in front of my body, as though it were a real one. Replacing my real one. Kelly cackled gleefully as my cheeks flushed. She knew that I could see what she had planned.

"That's better," she chuckled. Her hand slid up and down shaft that rose from my body as though I could feel it, and my real cock throbbed sympathetically in the cage as she taunted me. "Now you might be of some use to me." She crouched in front of me again, and for a strange moment, I thought she was about to give a blowjob to the strap on I was wearing. But instead, she reached into the bag again. I saw her produce a pair of handcuffs, heavy padded leather things that looked at once both comfortable and impossible to escape from. But Kelly surprised me. The handcuffs hung from one finger as she held them out to me.

"Tie me to the headboard," she said. My hand trembled as I took the cuffs from her and gazed at her in confusion. Her tall boots made her the same height as me, and her breasts rose and fell in the corset as she breathed. Her brown eyes flickered over my face, studying my expression. The tightness of the corset made her breathe in shallow gasps, but I wondered if some of that wasn't a certain nervousness that she, too, felt. Hardly in keeping with the dominant persona she had adopted.

"Really?" I asked uncertainly, momentarily forgetting to address her the way she liked. Kelly didn't seem to notice.

"Yes," she said. Her eyes dropped to my chest, as though she couldn't meet my stare for a moment. "I want to be tied up. I want you to have your way with me. As much as you can, anyway." The ghost of a smile tugged at her pink lips as she spoke those words, and a single finger tapped against the head of the fake cock I wore. The handcuffs hung from my fist. With a mental shrug, I told myself that there were worse things for her to want. Her skin was soft under my fingers as I took her gently but firmly by the wrist and led her over to the bed. She climbed onto the mattress where Josh and Gemma had fucked one another so recently, and lay back with her head on Gemma's pillows. I kneeled above her, taking her arms and gently but firmly raising them above her head. Placing the cuffs behind Gemma's headboard, I guided Kelly's hands through the bars and fastened the cuffs onto her wrists. She looked up at me, her eyes shining with a mixture of nervousness and hope, and my cock surged even more desperately in the chastity device. If only I were free. It was a common experience for me to wish that, but I wished it as fervently as ever as I stared down at helpless Kelly, her breasts rising and falling steadily with every breath she took in the corset I had tightened around her.

The skin of those breasts was as soft as I had imagined as I ran my hands over them. Crouching, I buried my face in the deep valley of Kelly's cleavage, kissing and licking her boobs while she writhed on the bed beneath me. The handcuffs rattled against the headboard, and she squeezed her eyes shut for a moment as a shudder of pleasure rippled through her.

"Now fuck me," she ordered. I raised my head from her cleavage, and for the first time in what felt like a long time, I smiled.

"No," I said. Kelly's eyes opened wide, and her jaw dropped. Her breasts swelled again as she took as deep a breath as the corset would allow, then let it out in a long gasp.

"You have to do what I say," she said. But I could hear the uncertainty in her voice. And the way she looked up at me told me everything I needed to know. Why would she want me to tie her to the bed if not to taste for herself the sweetness of submission to the will of another, even in a roundabout way? In the last few months, that was a subject I had become an expert on.

"Not anymore I don't," I said. Rising up on my knees, I shuffled down the bed. Kelly's high heels caught on the sheets as I slid my fingers under the waistband of her panties, and she raised her hips from the bed so I could pull her underwear down. Sliding her underwear off over her boots, I tossed it across the room. The lips of her pussy were pink and swollen and glistening with her juices, and my caged cock throbbed uselessly as I stared down at her. Faint whimpers escaped from Kelly's throat as she writhed on the bed, helpless beneath me. And she bent her knees and spread her legs as I positioned myself between them, lowering my face between my thighs while my hands reached up to caress her gorgeous breasts. She moaned loudly as I ran my tongue over her pussy, tasting already the free-flowing juices of her arousal.

"Oh fuck," Kelly gasped, no longer a mistress but now a sexual plaything herself. "Oh my God. Fuck me, bitch!"

"Not yet," I smirked. And her whole body trembled as I ran my tongue over her pussy again, a long moan escaping from her throat as she threw back her head and thrashed on the bed. Her clitoris swelled as I rubbed my nose against it, my lips pressed against hers as I slipped my tongue inside to taste the growing pool of her juices.

"I can't take it!" Kelly gasped. "Fuck me, please! Please fuck me!"

"That's better," I growled as I raised my face from her dripping sex. "Sluts like you should be polite. But you need to beg me properly. You need to call me Sir." Kelly gasped as she gazed up at me in utter shock. I was scarcely less surprised myself. I had no idea where this was coming from, except as an echo of the things Crystal and Morgan and Gemma and even Kelly herself had put me through. But it was exciting. My cock ached for release from the cage that held it, and though I knew that wasn't possible, I was enjoying turning the tables for once. Even the little bit of power I had was intoxicating. And Kelly looked so beautiful as she gazed up at me open-mouthed, her big boobs shaking and trembling as she gasped and panted.

"Please, fuck me," she desperately begged. "Please! You're right, I am a slut. Please fuck your slut, Sir?"

An unfamiliar sense of triumph burst in my chest. Sliding forward on the bed, I hooked my arms under Kelly's thighs and pushed her legs upwards. She screamed as the head of the dildo I wore forced its way between the dripping lips of her pussy. And as I buried the toy inside her, hearing her howl in pleasure as I began to fuck her on Gemma's bed, I felt something I hadn't felt for a very long time. For a while, even with my cock still helplessly locked up in the steel chastity device, I felt like a man.


29. The Big Show

 

Kelly's cries of passion lingered in the air of Gemma's bedroom. Inside, I was a burning mass of conflicting emotions. It felt like forever since I had been in a position like this, on top of a woman, making her scream and moan as I thrust into her. On the one hand, it felt incredible. On the other hand, it was pure torture. Because no matter how Kelly's dripping pussy spasmed and clenched, I couldn't truly feel it. Not the way I wanted to. It wasn't my cock that glistened with her juices, but a replica. A toy. A strap-on that rose from my body above my own caged member and taunted me with my inadequacy.

Of course, Kelly wasn't nearly so conflicted. For her, it was pure pleasure. I was fucking her, and my long frustration fueled my passion, making me pound her with a vengeance as she lay tied to Gemma's bed. Her large breasts bounced and shuddered in the tight red corset I had laced around her, and her blonde hair clung to her shining face as she moaned and screamed. Gemma's best friend had never looked so sexy to me. And I could have her, but not quite in the way I wanted to. Once again, I found myself wondering whether I was in heaven or hell, and concluding that it was some fascinating mixture of the two.

But it was working for Kelly. The heels of her boots tangled in the sheets of her friend's bed as her body trembled in orgasm. Just as Gemma's had earlier, Kelly's pussy dripped with her fragrant juices, forming a dark puddle on the sheet below her body as she moaned and convulsed. Clearly, while she had taken easily to dominating me like her friend did, Kelly had some masochistic tendencies of her own. The same desire to lose control that I did. And if I hadn't been so frustrated and horny, I might have admired her ability to satisfy two seemingly contradictory impulses at once.

While Kelly moaned and trembled on the bed beneath me, while her pussy spasmed and dripped around the toy that was still buried inside her, I paused for a moment. I was out of breath, the muscles of my stomach starting to ache with the unfamiliar movements I had been performing. When was the last time I had actually had sex with a girl? Real sex, not simply eating her out or fingering her or some other unreciprocated task? It had been Crystal, of course. That fateful day at her place when she had actually fucked me, and I had blurted out my true feelings for her and ruined everything. The memory still burned me, even as I kneeled there between Kelly's trembling legs, trying to catch my breath.

And as I buried my rage in Kelly's body, I had to admit it still felt good, even caged as I was. I'd grown used to being in control. Even though I knew that I was doing exactly what Kelly wanted, it was nice to be able to say no to her. To make her be the one to submit for once. And she had loved every minute of it.

 

When I first heard the sound, I wasn't sure that it was real. The pulsing of my own blood in my ears was loud enough to muffle everything else. Lying back on the bed, her bound arms above her head and her breasts heaving in the tight confines of her corset, Kelly didn't seem to have noticed anything. But a spasm of fear gripped my heart as I realized that I had been right. I heard a voice out in the apartment and realized that somebody had come through the front door. It could only be Gemma. Sliding the toy out from between Kelly's still trembling lips, I sprang back off the bed. Kelly's eyes open wide, and she stared at me in confusion. A confusion that turned to horror as she heard what I had heard. Gemma's laughing voice, making its way inexorably toward the bedroom. There was no time. Her apartment was small, and it took little more than a dozen steps to carry her from the front door through the open door of the bedroom. In an instant, there she stood, a vision of unrivaled sexiness in the skintight blue satin dress she wore. And Josh stood behind her, following her willingly as he went along with her plans. With the way Gemma looked that night, I couldn't blame him. But for once, Gemma was the one getting a surprise.

Her eyes moved along my body, widening as they dropped at the sight of the large strap-on rising from above my caged cock. She turned to the bed, and saw her friend tied up there, Kelly pressing her legs together preserve what modesty she could as she squirmed in embarrassment. I saw the red flesh shame in her round cheeks, and I felt the exact same way as Gemma and Josh stared at us both in open-mouthed silence for a moment. Then Gemma's teeth flashed in a disbelieving smile as she spoke.

“What the hell is going on here?”

"She asked me to do it," I blurted out, immediately hating myself for my pathetic excuse-making. But my biggest fear was that it might seem that this was something I had forced Kelly into, when the opposite was true. Gemma's eyes flashed as she turned them on me.

"Shut up," she said sternly. "No one was asking you." She stepped further into the bedroom, moving without any apparent difficulty on her ridiculously high heels as her body swayed and shimmered, testing the tensile strength of the dress she wore. She stepped closer to the bed, and Kelly looked up at Gemma as Gemma looked down at her, her eyes moving over her friend's body and taking in everything at once.

"I knew you two would probably get up to something while we were out," she said. "But I didn't imagine this."

“I didn’t –”

"Shut up," Gemma said again, more harshly this time as she turned her blazing eyes on me. "In fact, get out. Go wait in the living room. You too, Josh. I want to talk to my friend for a moment. Close the door behind you." I wasn't in the habit of disobeying Gemma. Trying not to meet Josh's eyes, I stepped towards the bedroom door, the fake cock still glistening with Kelly's juices as it swayed obscenely with every step I took. Josh stepped out into the living room, and I went with him, pulling the bedroom door closed behind me. I was naked but for the cruel chastity device still locked around my swollen cock. Josh didn't seem to know where to look, any more than I did.

"This is fucked up, dude," Josh finally said. Even as he spoke to me, he didn't look at me, instead fixing his gaze at some arbitrary point on the bare wall in front of him. From behind the closed door of the bedroom, I could hear the murmur of female voices, too low to make out what was being said. Somehow, I had the feeling that even though everything had been Kelly's idea, I would be the one who ended up paying for it. Kelly had lost face in front of her friend and would need to regain it somehow. Gemma would untie her from the bed, and I would once again be at the mercy of two dominant mistresses. The cock cage grew ever tighter around my manhood as it tried uselessly to harden.

“Yeah, well,” I said, not bothering to hide the note of bitterness in my voice as I answered Josh, “you’re in it now.”

"It's just – I dunno. I know it's fucked up, but she's so fucking sexy. I can't believe you fucked that up."

"I fucked up more than that," I said. Josh didn't press the issue. He merely nodded as though he knew exactly what I was talking about. But he had no idea. Sure, he had seen to the depths of my shame, the truth about my kinky relationship with Gemma. But he still didn't know how it had all come to pass. As far as he knew, Gemma and I had simply got back together, and she had locked my cock away. But that was only part of the strange story that my life had become in the past few months.

"You're okay, right?" Josh was finally able to look at me as he spoke. In spite of the bizarre situation we were in, I couldn't keep a faint smile from appearing on my face. Lately, thanks to Gemma and her relentless teasing, I felt at times something close to hatred for Josh. Even though I knew it was irrational, even though I tried to reason myself out of it with the thought that I would've done exactly the same thing in his position. But Josh wasn't a guy that I could stay mad at. Ultimately, my roommate had a good heart. He was swept up in a game with rules he barely understood. I could relate to that. Gemma, just like her mother, had a way of making a man do the unimaginable. Josh was only just beginning to experience the truth that I had lived with for weeks now.

"I'm okay," I said. "I mean, it's hard sometimes. But it's not like I'm doing it for no reason." Josh nodded again. He had no idea what that reason might be, but I wasn't willing to say more on the subject. And he didn't appear to want to hear it, anyway. His relationship with Gemma was a lot less complicated than mine. She was a sexy woman that was willing to fuck him, on condition that I be made to watch and participate without any sexual pleasure of my own. I suspected that the only way Josh could handle what was happening was to try and compartmentalize it, to forget as far as he was able that I was part of this. It's what I would've done. At least, I thought so. But all these games, all this wild kinky stuff that Gemma and Crystal introduced me to, was having an effect. I had seen it – in the bedroom with Kelly, when impulses I had never known before had taken hold of me. It felt good to make her submit. It felt good to make her call me Sir. It felt good to make her scream in pleasure, even if I was denied pleasure of my own.

The bedroom door opened, and all of my complicated thoughts vanished in an instant. Gemma stood in the open doorway, her hands on her hips accentuating her incredible figure, her dress clinging to every curve of her gorgeous young body in a way that made my cock ache with frustrated desire. Both Josh and I turned to her, forgetting at once there was another man in the room as we drank down her intoxicating beauty. And Gemma knew it. She knew just how good she looked, and sexual confidence seemed to rise from her like steam from a boiling kettle.

"Okay, boys," Gemma said, tossing her head so that her hair tumbled over her shoulders as she spoke. "You can come in now." She turned, my eyes followed the swaying shape of her ass as she strutted back into the bedroom. Josh stepped forward, and I followed, the two of us filing into the bedroom without a word being spoken. Kelly still lay tied to the bed, still dressed for sex, her breasts rising and falling rapidly in her corset as she breathed. She looked at me, and then at Josh, and her cheeks colored again. She was embarrassed to be caught like this. But I knew better than anyone how embarrassment can fuel desire.

"I have to say, Kelly, this was kind of a great idea," Gemma giggled. "I love this." She took a step forward as she spoke, and the dildo strapped to my body swayed as she playfully slapped it. "I should've thought of this myself. I know how it is. Sometimes, a girl just needs to get fucked. This way, this chastity boy can help out without being released. It's kind of perfect." Gemma giggled again, and over on the bed, Kelly smiled through her blushes. I said nothing. This was Gemma's show now. The fact that she hadn't untied her friend from the bed made me wonder what had passed between them while Josh and I were outside. It made me realize that Gemma was the only person fully in control of the situation. Josh would go along with whatever she said, and Kelly and I had little choice. Totally in control, Gemma was in her element.

"Doesn't Kelly look good like that, Josh?" Gemma asked, turning to my roommate. Josh's eyes darted between Gemma and Kelly, and I saw him nod uncertainly.

"She does," he said. He was right. Kelly might have a few extra pounds on her, but that only made her look better squeezed into the tight corset. Her body was pink with pleasure, but I could feel the electricity crackling in the room. I knew she wanted more. I was becoming something of an expert on the insatiability of female desire. Once all the necessary conditions were met, it never failed to astonish me how sexually greedy a woman could be. It was the hottest thing I knew.

"I never knew she was such a naughty little slut," Gemma giggled. "But that's okay." I felt Gemma take hold of the strap-on as she spoke, and she tugged on it lightly. Using it as a leash, she led me across the bedroom. Over in one corner, a small chair was piled high with clothes. Gemma swept the clothes aside with the movement of her arm and pushed me until I sat down in the chair. She bent over in front of me, her cleavage swelling invitingly over cups of the low-cut dress as she smirked.

"You just sit here and watch, cuckold," she beamed. Straightening up, she stood at the side of the chair I sat in and turned to face the bed. Then she stepped forward. Josh seemed to be caught by surprise as she crossed the bedroom in a few swaying steps and took him into her arms. She pressed her lips against his, and he kissed her back, while Kelly and I watched in helpless silence. I knew better than anyone that Gemma love to be watched. My stomach convulsed with excitement as I guessed at what might happen next.

Gemma kissed Josh, pawing at him, moaning deep in her throat like a bitch in heat as she pressed her body against his. Josh held her by the hips, and I knew that his cock would be swelling against her again, pressing into her body through the thin fabric of her clinging dress. My ex-girlfriend was a world-class tease, and taking her out to dinner dressed like that would have constantly been tugging on Josh's desire. No matter the strangeness of the situation he found himself in, his body would take over. And that was what Gemma was relying on.

Still kissing him, still moaning in excited pleasure, Gemma reached for the front of Josh's pants. She drew down his zipper, and Josh moaned as she took hold of his cock. His erection sprang out into the light of the bedroom. Gemma stroked it she kissed him, writhing against him as though overcome with her own lust. It didn't take long. In a matter of minutes, I could see that Josh was succumbing. Just as any man would have done in his position. Gemma had him keyed up and ready to fuck, needing nothing but the way she looked and a little contact with her hand to make him abandon all inhibitions in front of Kelly and me. But Gemma wasn't done. I of all people should have known just how devious my former girlfriend could be.

"You want a blowjob, babe?" Gemma said in a low voice that nevertheless carried across the quiet bedroom to where I sat.

“Yeah,” Josh nodded, a goofy grin of anticipation spreading across his face.

"Okay," Gemma giggled. "Come and get one." And instead of dropping to her knees, she turned, still holding my roommate's cock in her hand. Just as she had done with my strap on, she used it to lead a confused Josh across the bedroom, toward the bed. At the side of the mattress, she finally released her grip. Placing her hand on Josh's shoulder instead, she guided him onto the mattress. He stared over his shoulder at her in disbelief as she urged him onwards, kneeling on the bed beside Kelly.

"Go ahead," Gemma smiled at Josh. "Since we have this slut all tied up here and dressed all sexy, we may as well use her." I heard Kelly gasp as she looked up at Josh kneeling above her. She had her head turned away from me, so I couldn't see the expression on her face. But I noticed she didn't protest. She didn't struggle against the bonds that held her to the headboard. She simply lay there, looking up at Josh. And I could see the conflicting emotions inside him playing out on his face as his erect cock hovered above Kelly's face.

"Are - are you sure?" His question was addressed to Kelly, not to Gemma. And almost imperceptibly, I saw Kelly nod. As though she was unable to speak, to give voice to her shameful desire. I knew exactly how she felt. Of everyone in the room at that moment, I identified most strongly with Kelly. I knew all too well for myself the humiliating joy of being used as a sex object for the pleasure of another.

And Gemma laughed out loud as Josh crawled forward. I heard the faint moaning in Kelly's throat as she wrapped her lips around his cock, her head rocking back and forth as she blew him. Josh moaned in pleasure, his eyelids fluttering as he stared down at the bound woman in front of him. These two barely knew each other. As far as I remembered, they had met only once, back when Gemma and I were dating. And now Kelly was sucking his cock like a brazen whore, fighting to give him pleasure from her uncomfortable position on the bed. It was working. Josh's hips rocked back-and-forth as he slid his cock in and out of Kelly's wet mouth. I could hear the sound of her giving him head, and my guts twisted in jealous and frustrated lust as I watched. Thanks to Gemma, Josh was being treated to sexual experiences beyond anything he had imagined. Beyond anything I had ever had. I was getting nothing except the agonizing frustration of watching it all.

Gemma's eyes were glowing as she watched the scene she had created. There was no trace of jealousy there as she watched her friend give head to her new lover. Why should she be jealous? Her relationship with Josh was hardly romantic. It was purely sexual, and in a way, he was a tool too. A tool to use to make me jealous, to torment me with my own chastity. Tearing my eyes away from the bed, I watched as Gemma walked slowly towards me. Every step she took made her body sway in her tall high heels, her dress shining in the light. She looked almost unbelievably sexy as she smiled at me, a wicked grin that set my nerves alight.

"Come on," she said. I winced as she reached out and grabbed a fistful of my hair. But I didn't try to stop her. I never did. Gemma was much smaller than me, no match for me physically. But she didn't have to be. She had all the power she would ever need, thanks to the cruel device locked onto my cock. So instead of struggling, I rose from the chair as she pulled my hair, dropping to the floor as directed in crawling across the bedroom at her heel as she dragged me towards the bed. "Make yourself useful, bitch," she said mockingly. "Get your face in there and make my friend cum." On the bed above me, I heard Kelly groan, and the vibrations of her voice made Josh moan in pleasure too. I climbed onto the bed, the fake cock swaying ludicrously from my belly as I lowered my face between Kelly's trembling thighs. She cried out in pleasure as I run my tongue over her pussy, tasting the streaming wetness that was pouring from her body as she sucked Josh off. I tenderly licked and kissed the pussy I had been pounding with the toy just moments earlier, my brief period of being even a little bit in control completely vanished by Gemma's return. Once again, I was an instrument of female pleasure, nothing else. And while Gemma stood behind me, enjoying the scene she was directing, I did my best to bring Kelly to orgasm.

It wasn't difficult. The woman was clearly already completely overwhelmed with passion. Everything that had happened to her that night conspired to bring her arousal to a fever pitch. In no time at all, I felt her pussy spasming around my tongue as I slipped it inside, and she cried out as her hot juices burst forth over my face. For a moment, Josh's cock slid free of her mouth, and her cries of passion filled the room as she struggled to catch her breath in the tight corset that compressed her chest and made her breasts swell so beautifully. But as I sat back, my face shining with her juices, I watched Josh slide his manhood into her mouth again. And Kelly took it greedily, almost frantically, her lust heightened rather than alleviated by the pleasure I had given her. Overcome with desire of his own, Josh fucked Kelly's mouth, and she stared up at him in utter bliss as she tightened her lips around his cock.

"Come here." Gemma's hand was in my hair again, and I winced as she pulled it savagely, dragging me back off the bed. Again, I crawled along the floor at her feet as she led me back to the chair. Rising, I turned and sat in the chair as she directed. And Gemma stood in front of me, looking as magnificent as ever in her revealing dress, smiling down at me as I looked up at her. Behind her, the bed was bouncing as Josh came closer and closer to his own moment of bliss. But I could hardly focus on that while Gemma standing in front of me looking as sexy as she did. Especially when she reached for the hem of her dress and began to pull it slowly up her thighs. The satin clung to her smooth skin as though it never wanted to let go, and I could hardly blame it. Inch by inch, Gemma pulled up her dress around her hips until her bare pussy was exposed right in front of my face. Then she stepped forward, placing her hands on my shoulders as she straddled my legs. She lowered herself slowly down on top of me, her hand reaching underneath her to grip the shaft of the strap-on tied to my hips. I felt Gemma's hot breath against my face as she guided the toy inside herself, sinking slowly down on top of it. Her beautiful body shuddered and shook as she took it deeper and deeper, a faint moan rising from her gorgeous lips as her pussy engulfed it. Finally, she was fully impaled, the whole length of the large toy buried in her body while she sat in my lap. She draped her arms over my shoulders, smiling down at me as she adjusted her position.

"Yeah, this was a good idea," she said, her voice creaking with the rampant desire and sexual need she felt. "Now you can fuck me without ever really fucking me. It's like you only have a cock when I decide you should. And it'll always be hard and ready for me, won't it?"

"Yes, princess," I rasped, and Gemma laughed deliriously as she tossed her long hair back from her pretty face. The muscles of her thighs tightened as she began to rock up and down, groaning in pleasure as she slid her tight pussy up and down the toy that rose from my lap. Over her shoulder, I saw Josh glance in our direction, his attention caught by Gemma's rising moans. But he was busy with his own pleasure, too busy to say a word about what was going on over in our corner of the bedroom.

"Oh my God, this is so fucking hot," Gemma moaned, her eyes closing as pleasure took her over. I couldn't help myself. I held her by her narrow waist, feeling the smoothness of her skintight dress that she still wore as she bounced up and down on top of me. I lowered my face to her chest, and Gemma laughed out loud as I pressed my lips against the exposed skin of her breasts, worshiping her body even though I knew it could only bring me more pain. Beneath her bouncing hips, my cock strained painfully against the metal that contained it. As her arousal grew, I could feel Gemma's liquids pouring over my body, anointing my flesh with her desire, trickling through the bars of the cage to tease my manhood with what it couldn't have while she pleasured herself with the silicon toy. And yet it was the closest thing I had had to sex with Gemma since before I met Crystal. And if this was what would please my princess, I knew I would do it. My only hope of release depended on it.

So there we were, the four of us, joined together in some kinky sexual tableau of Gemma's devising. Over on the bed, Kelly slurped and licked, devouring Josh's cock as though her life depended on it. And he groaned in pleasure, the bed shaking underneath him as his body stiffened. Over Gemma's moans, I heard him cry out in ecstasy, and Kelly gulped frantically as his orgasm filled her mouth. Gemma screamed in sympathetic delight, the straps that held the strap-on to my body pulling against me as her pussy clenched around the toy and a new wave of her juices poured over my body. I buried my face in her cleavage, losing myself in the feel of her fragrant skin as she screamed and howled in absolute bliss. You could accuse my ex-girlfriend of many things, but a lack of imagination wasn't one of them.


30. Another Slave For Gemma

 

"So do you think I should?"

"No. No, I don't."

“But you do.”

“Yeah,” I sighed. “Yeah, I do.”

“And you don’t have to. So you must be okay with it.”

"I am," I said slowly. "I am. But… it's not easy, Josh."

"Yeah, but you know what she's like. She's super into it. Even just talking about it gets her so fucking horny. It's crazy." I winced slightly as he spoke. After all, this was my ex-girlfriend we were talking about. The ex-girlfriend who had never been as attractive to me back when we were dating as she was now. Now that Gemma had revealed her dominant nature, the same wild side that her beautiful mother so abundantly possessed. If Gemma had been this way back when we were dating, I had my doubts I would ever have cheated on her. But then, I mentally corrected myself, I wouldn't have been able to. She would have had me locked in a chastity device that ensured that only she could touch my cock. Just like she did now. Just like she evidently wanted to do to Josh.

"Of course it does," I said. "Look, I'm not saying it's not hot. I'm saying that's the problem. The longer you wear it, the more you want her. And she knows that. She knows how to use it. Look at me. I don't ever get out of this thing. I'm not saying I regret it. But I'm saying it's hard. It's really hard sometimes. And Gemma knows exactly how to make it even harder."

"Yeah, but she doesn't even have your key," Josh argued. At that moment, I knew there was no longer any point talking to him. He had already made his decision. He was coming to me for approval, and if he couldn't get it, he was going to do what he was going to do anyway. Maybe it was stupid, but I was hardly the person to tell him so. After all, he was right. Gemma had my cock locked up too, and she didn't even have the key. But until that moment, I had had no idea that she had told Josh about that.

“She told you that?”

“Yeah,” Josh said. It was his turn to speak carefully, uncertain of what I might say. “Is it true?”

“Yeah, it’s true,” I said.

"So who does have it?" The question was inevitable. I watched buildings flash by outside the window the car as Josh steers towards the grocery store. Somehow, it was easy to talk about these things when we weren't looking at each other. Easier outside the confines of our apartment, where we couldn't meet each other's eye. That's not to say it was easy. Not by a long way. No matter where we did it, a conversation like this was always going to be a difficult one. Josh and I were friends, but we had never talked about things like this. Not until Gemma came back into my life, and into his. Just like her mother, Gemma had a way of changing everything around her. She was an engine of chaos, a force of nature that turned everything on its head and changed the world as she passed through it. In so many ways, this new Gemma was nothing like the normal girl I had dated. This new Gemma was so much better.

“I don’t want to talk about it,” I said as Josh swung the car around the corner, heading east toward the sun.

"Suit yourself," Josh shrugged. I wasn't ready to tell him the whole tale of how I had come to be Gemma's submissive chastity slave. And it seemed that Jenna hadn't told him yet either. I had no doubt that she would one day, and the full story of my shame would be laid bare. What did it matter anyway? Josh already knew the broad strokes of what was going on with Gemma and me. And now, it seemed, he was willing to let her do the same to him. If I hadn't known Gemma, hadn't known the joy of submitting to dominant women like her, I would barely have believed it myself. Why would Josh voluntarily let himself be put in my position? But I knew. I knew just how appealing that loss of power could be.

“It’s just – it’s just hard, Josh.”

"Yeah, but it's just for fun," Josh said, his eyes scanning the road ahead of him. "It's not going to be like it is with you. It's just a game that we'll do now and then."

"She says that now," I argued. "But once that thing goes on – trust me. It's a different story then. You have no idea the kind of power she'll have over you once she has control of your dick. It's all over then. Look at me. I have to do everything she says, all the time. It's not a game anymore. It's real."

“You could stop at any time you want,” Josh said. It wasn’t a question, but I noted the hint of doubt in his voice as he spoke. “Gemma said if you really wanted her to take it off, she would. You don’t want her to do that.”

Driving to the grocery store with my roommate was about the least erotic thing imaginable, but to talk about Gemma and the sexual power she held was to think about her. And to think about her was to remember all the wild things she had done to me, all the crazy stuff she had made me do. How long had it been since my last orgasm? I didn’t even want to think about it. But I could feel the familiar pain of my cock trying to harden in the steel device as we drove along the city streets. A pain that, no matter how much of a part of my life it had become, I never quite got used to. A pain, it seemed, Josh was adamant he wanted to experience for himself. It wasn’t my job to talk him out of it. If such a thing were even possible. But from the way my roommate was talking, I knew he’d already made up his mind. Or more accurately, Gemma had made his mind up for him.

"True," I mumbled, feeling my cheeks burn as I blushed at the admission. It amazed me that I was still capable of blushing after all I had seen and done. But the shame of my captivity never seemed to leave me. At least once Gemma got her way, Josh would be in the same position I was in. I had no doubt of that. "I guess that's true," I went on. "It's hot. I'm just saying said it's hard, too. Harder than you think it's going to be."

Josh said nothing. He focused on the road ahead of us, as though he hadn't heard my warning. And I knew he hadn't. Not really. Sure, he had heard the noises my mouth was making, interpreting them into words that had objective meaning. But he wasn't listening. Telling myself whatever happened next was on him, I sank back in my seat. We rode the rest of the way to the grocery store in silence.

 

My heartbeat high in my chest as I knocked at the door of Gemma's apartment. Josh had been around there all day, and I had had our place to myself. While I tried to watch TV and decompress from another dreary work week, all I could think about was what might be going on over here.

Today was the day. Josh had been certain of that. Today was the day he would lose his freedom and let Gemma cage his cock just like mine was caged. Part of some temporary kinky game, Josh thought. Maybe he was right. But I knew Gemma better than he did. I knew the full depths of cruelty that she possessed behind her beautiful smile. I knew just how helpless a man becomes once you take control of his sexual release. Just as Gemma did.

And my presence was further proof of that. I had received a message from Gemma, imperiously ordering me to come to her place. It wasn't a request. And she didn't ask if I was busy doing something else. Gemma assumed that I was permanently at her back and call, ready to serve her at the drop of a hat any time she wanted. The steel cage locked around my cock meant that she was absolutely right about that.

The apartment door swung open. Gemma stood in the doorway, smiling at me. These days, I never knew quite what to expect from my sexy ex. But Gemma had pulled out all the stops. She didn't care who else might be in a hallway of the apartment building to see. She answered the door in lingerie, a black push-up bra with matching panties and a garter belt that held sheer black stockings up on her legs. She stood tall in black patent leather pumps with a peephole toe, and as she pushed the door side, she stood with her other hand on her hip, posing theatrically so that I could take in every detail of her gorgeous outfit. There was a broad smile on her pretty face, and her beautiful blue eyes glittered the way they always did when she was excited. Of course she was excited. Once again, Princess Gemma was getting everything she wanted. She was a spoiled brat, always greedy for more. And her beauty ensured she would get it. Just as it always did, a vision of Crystal flashed through my mind at the sight of Gemma. When her mother was the age the daughter was now, had she already been as deep into these kinky games as Gemma was? Is that where she had learned how to use and control men for her sadistic pleasure? It was a thought guaranteed to make my cock throb inside the cage that held it. With Gemma standing in front of me in her underwear, it was no wonder I winced in pain as my manhood pressed relentlessly against the steel bars.

"Come in," Gemma smiled. She stepped aside, her high heels ringing on the floor. "I want you to see this." Wordlessly, I stepped into her apartment. Gemma shut the door behind her and strode past me. The thin string of her black panties disappeared between the rounded globes of her buttocks, and I watched the muscle move with every step she took as she led me toward the bedroom. I had kissed and licked that ass so many times, but the sight of it never failed to have a powerful effect on me. I watched her body move as she strutted in her heels, letting her hips sway provocatively with every step, taunting me with her ass. Gemma was a born tease, just like her mother. That's why Josh and I were in so much trouble.

And as I stepped through the open door of Gemma's bedroom, the backdrop for so many outrageous sexual scenes of the past little while, I saw at once just how much trouble Josh was in.

He lay back on Jenna's bed, his arms raised above his head and his wrists behind the headboard. I knew at once that she had tied him there, in much the same position as Kelly had been last time I was in this room. His eyes darted toward me as I followed Gemma into the room, but they didn't stay on me for long. I saw his face darken with the same shame that had become the background noise to my existence, to be seen by me in this predicament. Better get used to it, I thought to myself with a kind of inward smirk. I bore Josh no ill will. But there was a certain vindictive satisfaction in seeing that I wasn't the only man who was powerless against Gemma's machinations.

Josh was completely naked. His chest rose and fell as he breathed steadily, his stomach sunken in as he lay on his back. I looked away from the erection that rose from between his legs, his cock hard and needy as he stared at Gemma. I stared too. It was impossible not to, with her looking the way she did. And as I had observed before, Gemma was even sexier at times like this. As though the confidence she got from being in charge radiated through her body and put a little extra sway into her step. She strutted around the room, reveling in her total control over two men who wanted her so badly, we would do anything. On the bedside table, I saw the dull metallic shine of a brand-new chastity device. Exactly the same as mine. The only difference was, Gemma had the key for this one.

"You know what I'm going to do to your roommate, don't you?" Gemma said as she turned to me.

"Yes, princess," I nodded, watching Gemma's smile widen. Of course I knew what was going to happen here. I'd have to be blind not to see it, even if Josh hadn't told me himself. It was still hard to believe that Josh was going to let himself be locked up, just like I was. But if anyone could understand the strange impulse to hand one's freedom over to a beautiful woman voluntarily, it was me.

"I thought you should be here to see it," Gemma explained. "Plus, you can help me remind him what this means. Put that on." Gemma pointed toward her dresser as she spoke, and I gulped as I saw the strap on dildo that Kelly had left at her friend's place after the last time we played. In a short time, I had learned to loathe that toy. Of all the cruel ideas these women had come up with to torment me, this one might be the cruelest. I could fuck them, enjoying all the sights and sounds and feel of the experience I so desperately craved. The one thing I couldn't have was what I wanted most. The sexual release that should ordinarily have been mine. The strap-on dildo allowed me to perform as a man without receiving any of the pleasure that should accompany it. But I didn't protest. As always, Gemma ordered, and I obeyed. Her shining eyes watched as I pressed the base of the dildo against my body, just above the lock on the cage that trapped my real cock behind bars. I wrapped the straps around myself, tightening them so that the toy rose from my body as though it were a part of me. And when I was done, Gemma ran her hand along the shaft, teasing the toy as though I might feel something from her touch. Of course, she knew I wouldn't. That was the whole point.

Removing her hand from the toy, Gemma picked something up from the dresser beside us. I watched as she lifted a thin gold chain up to her neck and fastened it around herself. For a moment, my heart surged as I saw a plain key dangling from the chain that hung between her rounded breasts. But I realized in a flash that it wasn't mine. It was the key to the chastity device on the table, the one soon to be locked into position around Josh's cock. She was wearing the key to his release like jewelry, like some sort of medal she had awarded herself. Say what you will about my ex-girlfriend, but you couldn't deny her achievements. Soon, she would have two men completely under her control, essentially castrated for her amusement.

Once she had the necklace on, Gemma stepped past me. I watched her beautiful body bend as she reached for a belt on the floor. Picking it up, she turned to me and made a loop of the narrow leather. I didn't resist as she lifted the loop over my head, helped by the additional height her high heels gave her as she tightened her belt around my neck. Holding one end of it as a makeshift leash, she turned toward the bed. And I had no choice but to follow along behind her, the dildo swaying with every step I took as she led me toward Josh.

Standing at the foot of the bed, Gemma temporarily dropped her end of the belt as she reached for her panties. I saw at once that she had the foresight to put them on over the suspenders so that she could remove the panties without having to remove her stockings. She wiggled out of her underwear and let it fall to the floor, and I didn't need to look over at Josh to know that he was staring at her body with the same absorbed attention I was. Her pussy shone between her legs, making my cock surge uselessly in its merciless captivity. Stepping out of her panties, Gemma turned and took hold of the end of the belt again. I watched as she crawled onto the mattress, her ass raised provocatively toward me as she moved up Josh's body. Between her thighs, I could see her pussy shining, framed by the tops of her stockings as she crouched above him. The belt grew tight between us, and I was forced to follow, feeling the mattress sink under my weight as I climbed onto the bed behind her. Gemma was staring down at Josh, the belt draped over one shoulder as she slowly but firmly pulled on it, pulling me toward her. I knew at once what she wanted. And that familiar combination of desire and humiliation filled me once again as I kneeled behind her, positioning myself carefully so that my knees were on either side of Josh's legs as he lay beneath us. Gemma reached down underneath herself, supporting herself on one arm as she wrapped her fingers around Josh's cock. I heard him moan in frustrated desire as she slowly stroked him, the key to what would soon be his prison hanging down between Gemma's gorgeous breasts, flashing right in front of his eyes as a symbol of everything he was about to endure for her voluntarily.

"I can't wait to have this cock locked away," Gemma said in a low voice. "I'm going to own you. I'm going to own this cock. But I want you to see what you'll be giving up. I want you to watch what from now on, you'll only get when I allow it. Understand?"

"Yes," Josh moaned, his voice cracking with the force of the lust he felt. Gemma giggled happily, and Josh's cock swayed desperately as she released it. Taking hold of the belt draped over her shoulder again, Gemma tugged at it, pulling my head forward.

"Come on, bitch," Gemma snarled at me over her shoulder, her highlighted hair framing her pretty face as her flashing eyes stared into mine. "Fuck me while my new slave watches."

"Yes, princess," I said while Gemma howled with laughter. Her skin felt unbelievably soft and smooth as I held her by the hips, positioning myself behind her and adjusting my balance. Gemma let go of the belt again, turning back to Josh as she braced herself on hands and knees. Her gasp of pleasure as the head of the dildo pressed against the wet lips of her pussy made me tremble in pure desire. Carefully, I guided the toy inside her, watching her lips tightly clench the dildo as it filled her. I felt the tension in her muscles under my hand, and frustration boiled in the pit of my stomach as I heard her moan with every inch the toy slipped further inside. Finally, the fake phallus was fully inside her, my caged cock pressing against her mound as I held her from behind. And, slowly at first, I began to pump my hips back and forth. Gemma's moans grew louder as the toy slid in and out of her, her pleasure growing with every thrust.

"That's it," she gasped, and I felt the belt tightening around my throat as she tugged on it savagely again. "Make me cum. That's all you're good for. Just a toy for my pleasure." Still holding the belt, her body rocking back and forth to my increasingly aggressive thrusts, she turned her attention back on Josh. "And that's what you're going to be too, soon," she panted, her breath growing shorter as her pleasure swelled. "I'm going to let you cum one more time, and then I'm going to lock your cock away. You'll have to beg me for release. You'll have to do exactly what I say, just like this bitch does. You'll both be my little slave boys, won't you?"

"Yes," Josh gasped, gazing up at Gemma with complete attention. I felt the belt grow slack between us as Gemma released it again, reaching for her new lover's cock. Josh moaned as she began to stroke it, tightening her hand around it just as her pussy tightened around the toy strapped to my body. She stroked him in a rhythm that matched my thrusts, I picked up speed, listening to Gemma's howls of pleasure as I gave her what she wanted. Holding her hips in my hands, I slammed my body against hers, driving the toy deep inside her while she howled in ecstasy.

"Yes, what?" Gemma screamed through the moans and groans that erupted from her body. "Say it! Yes, what?"

"Yes… Princess," Josh moaned. I felt the toy almost torn from my body as Gemma spasmed in orgasm. Her pussy dripped, her glistening lips gripping the dildo tight as I fucked her, her legs shaking and her head dropping down onto Josh's chest. I still held her by the hips, riding the waves of her powerful orgasm as her juices streamed down her shaking thighs. She was in heaven, and the sight of her selfish pleasure only added to my torment, as well as Josh's. He lay beneath her, unable even to touch, only able to feel her body convulsing and rocking to my last thrusts. Placing my hand on Gemma's back, I carefully withdrew. She moaned again as the bulbous head of the dildo spread her wet lips apart one last time. The toy was shining with her juices, and my heart was pounding in my chest as I waited to see what would happen next. I kneeled at the foot of the bed, the belt still hanging from around my neck, the toy still projecting from low down on my stomach, forever ready for further use.

Finally, Gemma raised her head from Josh’s chest. Without turning to me, he sat back on her knees, straddling him. I saw her arm move as she stroked his cock again.

"You want to cum, baby?" She teased in a voice thick with pleasure.

"Yes, princess," Josh growled between gritted teeth. I knew from experience that Gemma's title became only fractionally less humiliating to say over time. The first time is the hardest. He had capitulated, and calling her princess was a sign of that. A sign of his new status, similar to mine. Another one of Gemma's playthings.

"You know what happens after, don't you?" Gemma teased. "After you cum, I lock your cock away and own you completely. Is that what you want?"

"Yes, princess," Josh said, arching his back as he lifted his hips off the sheets in an attempt to get more pleasure from her teasing hand. I knew exactly the position he was in. I knew that Josh would say anything now to get what he wanted. I knew it just as well as Gemma did.

"Okay," Gemma giggled. "Enjoy your last orgasm as a free man." The hand moved faster, and Josh's cries grew louder. In a matter of moments, I saw that he had passed the point of no return. The bed shook with the force of his convulsions as he came, and Gemma laughed as his cock launched semen into the air to splatter down on his stomach. Josh panted and gasped, and I had to look away. I had no interest in watching my roommate ejaculate. But Gemma seemed fascinated by the whole process, no matter how many times she had seen it before.

When Josh's orgasm finally subsided, Gemma climbed off his body. She crawled toward the bedside table and picked up the chastity device that lay there. Josh's eyes followed her as she sat on top of him again. I could see the fear on his face, but he didn't protest as she lifted his now soft manhood and slid it inside the confines of the device. A shudder passed through me as I heard the click of the chastity cage being locked into place. I knew that for Josh, as well as myself, there could be no going back now.

"That's better," Gemma smiled down at Josh, lifting his now caged manhood in her hand gently as she toyed with it. "They look so cute all locked up. And you'll learn to love it. Just like your buddy over there does. This is how men should be. Just toys for women's pleasure." Gemma seemed almost lost in thought as she taunted Josh. I watched wordlessly from behind, slowly regaining my breath after my exertions. My own cock ached inside the chastity device as usual, but I had no hope of release. I had gone along with every wild scheme of Gemma's, and it had gotten me nowhere. Joshua asked me if I regretted submitting the way I had, and I couldn't honestly say that I did. But that's not to say that moments of doubt didn't flash through my mind every now and then. And this was most definitely one of those times.

“You know why you have to call me Princess?” Josh stared up at her, still tied to the bed, seemingly in shock and barely able to believe what had happened, even though he had volunteered for this. Slowly, he shook his head side to side.

"No, princess," he said. I heard the smile in Gemma's voice as she spoke.

"It's because I'm the daughter of a queen," she said. Without further explanation, she climbed off the bed. I did the same, stepping back off the mattress and standing next to the dresser as I watched Gemma head for the door. I had no particular desire to still be in the same bed as Josh was. I couldn't even look at him, nor he me. There we were, both caged, both at the mercy of the same wild woman. The woman who had disappeared into her apartment, still glowing from orgasm.

I heard the door of Gemma's apartment open. I heard a female voice that wasn't Gemma's. I heard two sets of footsteps on the floor coming toward us. My stomach churned as I wondered who had come to join in our shame. Kelly, most likely. Despite her own submissive tendencies, Gemma's best friend was always willing to indulge in some domination when she got the chance.

But as Gemma stepped back into the bedrooms, a smile shining on her face, my heart froze in my chest as I turned toward the door. It wasn't Kelly who followed her into the bedroom. It was Crystal.




  
                
            

31. I Love You, Mistress

At the coffee shop, every head turned as Crystal stepped through the door. She must be used to that. Crystal had been turning heads for more than half her life, and I wondered how much she even noticed it anymore. The truly beautiful live in a different world from the rest of us. A kinder, gentler, easier world. You'll never see a woman like Crystal breaking her back on the construction sites where I had to work to earn my paltry pay. Crystal lived a life of luxury, a life of elegant idleness. It was no wonder she devised these wild sexual games. For the rich, I had come to learn, the biggest threat in life is boredom. 

But I didn't have much space in my mind for these kinds of thoughts. I had in my head nothing other than the simple thought, Crystal's back. I could hardly believe it. I felt like I needed to pinch myself to ensure that this wasn't a dream. How many times had I dreamed of this woman in the seemingly endless weeks since she had cut off all contact? And yet, even while I relentlessly mythologized her, imagining her as a beauty beyond compare, I saw at once that even my most lovestruck fantasies couldn't compare with the reality. Somehow, Gemma's mother was even more beautiful, even more elegant, even more intoxicating than I remembered. 

And Crystal took it all as her due, her birthright. The rapt attention of lesser people followed her as she strode across the room, her posture perfect, moving with a dancer's grace on a set of impossibly high and no doubt ridiculously expensive heels. I know next to nothing about women's fashion, but even I knew that the red soles on her stilettos don't come cheap. She wore a severe black dress, cut as all her clothing was to flatter her insane figure, her narrow waist and broad hips and the delicious swell of her breasts that rose in the deep V of the dress's front. You would never think her old enough to be Gemma's mother, almost twice my own age. But that's not to say she looked young. Her face might be remarkably free of lines and creases, but a kind of knowledge sparkled in those unforgettable eyes of hers that cannot be acquired in a mere 20

years. Crystal was every bit as pretty and sexy as her daughter was, if not more so. But she married that beauty with the dark seductiveness of experience, a level gaze that suggested she had peered into the heart of the world in her time. My heart was overflowing as I followed her between the tables and watched her dress tighten even further around her as she took a seat. I sat down across the table from her, resisting the urge to pull my chair closer to hers. The same urge that makes plants rise from the soil at the first hint of spring. I felt as though my heart was beating at the back of my throat as I wondered if this meant that my long winter without her was finally over. 

"It seems like you and my daughter have been having lots of fun," Crystal finally said. Her voice sounded like molten honey in my ears. Since she had appeared unexpectedly in Gemma's apartment, Crystal hadn't said much. At the sight of her, I had become instantly dizzy. It was all I could do to stay standing, to stay on my feet as I gazed in disbelieving rapture at her. Gemma had said something, there in the bedroom where Josh still lay tied to the bed. But I hadn't caught a word. Gemma could play at being my mistress, and at times, it had seemed true. But the moment her mother reappeared, all of that was blown away. Gemma did a convincing impression of a goddess, one that had fooled me for a while, and seemingly fooled Josh. But Crystal was the real thing. And she didn't crack a smile as she told me to get dressed and come with her, to leave Gemma and Josh alone for a while. With the blood pounding in my head, I had done exactly as she said, quickly removing the belt from around my neck and the strap-on dildo from my waist. 

Stumbling into my clothes, I had followed as Crystal led me out of the apartment and down to the street, along the block to this coffee shop. I had no idea what she had in mind. I didn't care. 

Even to be near her was a blessing I had thought I might never again receive. 

"I wouldn't say that, Mistress," I said, the title dropping from my lips without a moment's hesitation. For the first time that day, I saw the faint flicker of a smile appear on Crystal's pink lips, made all the more prominent by the flawless black of her long hair that didn't show so much as a sliver of gray, as though it didn't dare. Her multicolored eyes flickered quickly around the coffee shop, examining the tables closer to us. 

"That's sweet, Brandon," she said in a low voice. "But you don't need to call me that here." I nodded. A waitress appeared at our table, and Crystal ordered a drink. I shook my head in response as the young woman turned her attention to me. I barely even noticed her, didn't even look at her. When Crystal was around, I didn't have eyes for any other woman. 

"I have to admit, I was surprised when I heard about the two of you," Crystal said. Behind her, the sudden roar of the coffee machine filled the air. "But I suppose I shouldn't have been that surprised. You two do have that history, after all." 

“Did she tell you why?” I asked, having to bite down on the word  Mistress that appeared unbidden on my lips. Crystal’s eyes glittered as her smile deepened. 

"Yes. Gemma told me that too." She paused as the waitress reappeared with a large round cup and set it down on the table in front of her. Crystal flashed her dazzling smile at the young girl that was no less bewitching for being practiced. The girl headed back toward the counter, and Crystal took a careful sip of her drink, leaving a faint pink smudge on the white ceramic as she set it down again. 

"Maybe I should have talked to you," she said at last. "It was… immature of me to just ignore you like I did. But you have to understand, I was scared." 

"You were scared," I echoed. "Past tense. Are you still scared?" Yes, I work construction. That doesn't mean I never paid attention in school. Crystal's smile widened, as though she hadn't expected even that much from me. I caught a fugitive gleam in her eyes as she turned them down the table for a moment, as though she was reluctant to let me know that I had surprised her. 

"It's not as though I haven't had men tell me they love me before," she said, raising her eyes for the table again to fix them on me. As I met her stare, I could feel their power washing over me again, as though I was drowning in a blue-green sea, the twin whirlpools of her eyes drawing me in, drawing me under, pulling me inexorably toward the black void of her round pupils. Gemma had inherited her pretty eyes from her mother. But there was no substitute for the original. In the absence that had felt far longer and more painful than the calendar would suggest, I had somehow forgotten the irresistible power of those eyes. 

"I feel I need to be honest with you, Brandon," Crystal said as though starting again. Just hearing her say my name was like a wild enchantment. My heart felt as though it would burst from every nameless thing it contained as I watched her lips move around the words. "I've had lovers. But ever since Gemma's father passed, I haven't been in love. Men would tell me that they loved me, and I would reject them at once. I didn't want that kind of entanglement. I didn't want to feel that kind of pain. I've learned that lovers pass, and to love someone can only mean pain in the end." 

"But that's stupid," I blurted out before I could stop myself. Crystal's carefully sculpted eyebrows

climbed her smooth forehead, forming a series of faint creases as she looked at me in surprise. I felt a flash of fear in the pit of my stomach that found its echo in the dull throb of my caged cock. From the night I had met Crystal, she had made it very clear that she was in charge. That I was to address her with respect at all times. But the words had been torn from me, an unstoppable burst of the truth that I felt in my straining heart. And, I reflected, what did it matter anyway? Crystal might be back, but that didn't mean she was back in my life. Why were we sitting here in a public space, in a coffee shop, when I should have been holding her, kissing her, telling her how I felt? A horrible fear gripped my heart that this might be the last time I would ever see this woman. It wasn't time to lie about the way I felt, not to her or to myself. 

“You don’t hold back from something just because it will end,” I went on, my own brow furrowing as I tried to give words to everything I felt. “Everything ends. We all die in the end. 

The universe will probably explode someday. That’s why we need to love things. And people. 

That’s what life is. You love, and then you lose. I’m not scared of that.” 

For a long moment, Crystal said nothing. She simply stared at me, her teeth showing like pearls between her parted lips as she gazed at me over the table. I was trembling as I sat across from her. Not in fear. Not even in frustrated lust, for once. No, what made me shake was the force of the feelings that swirled in my heart, the feelings that forced their way out of me in front of her. 

No one had ever said I was eloquent, and it was highly unlikely that they ever would. But the depth of my emotions gave my words force. Even Crystal had to allow me that. 

"Very well put," Crystal finally said, her voice little more than a whisper. My heart spasmed again as I saw a new and unexpected gleam in those jewel-like eyes of hers. I had never seen such beautiful tears in my life. 

"And you're right," Crystal said, blinking rapidly without raising her hand to her face. She even cried prettily. There was only the faintest quiver in her voice as she spoke. She held herself rigid in her chair, as poised and elegant as ever. "When you told me you loved me, I was scared. Not because men haven't told me that before. Especially in the heat of passion. I've heard it plenty of times. What scared me was that I could tell that you meant it. That you weren't just saying it to get what you wanted from me." 

"No, I wasn't," I said. Almost without me thinking about it, my hand reached across the small table toward her. I felt the smooth skin of her hand under my fingers, the warmth of her body rising from it, and she allowed it. Through her tears, that faint smile showed again as I held her hand in mine. "I meant it," I said. "I still do. And if that scares you, I'm sorry. But I can't lie. Not to you. I want to be with you, Crystal. And if that can't happen, I don't know what I'll do. All this time without you, all the things I did with Gemma — it doesn't mean anything. All I wanted was to see you again, to talk to you again like this." Crystal's smile grew. She sat back in her chair, slowly removing her hand from mine. Not in revulsion or disdain, though. At least, I hoped not. 

My whole body felt like a single nerve exposed to her, and the last thing I wanted to do was scare her away again. But Crystal had the power to crush me with a single harsh word. And it had nothing to do with the chastity device locked around my cock. 

"You locked yourself up again," Crystal said. Once again, I had the eerie feeling that this woman could read my thoughts simply by staring into my eyes. She was always a step ahead. Just another one of the things I loved about her. 

“For you,” I said. Crystal nodded, the black waves of her hair bouncing gently with the movement of her head. 

"So I heard," she said. "I still have the key. Here." After turning in her seat, Crystal reached for her small purse that hung from the back of her chair. She reached inside and pulled out a small key, setting it on the table between us. My mouth felt dry as I stared it, my heart pumping and my cock surging behind the steel bars that contained it. My long-awaited freedom, shining in front of me at last. All I had to do was reach out and take it. But I hesitated, terrified of what this might mean. 

"So is this goodbye?" I asked, trying to keep my voice level as I stared into those miraculous eyes of hers. Crystal's slender shoulders, bared by her sheath dress, rose and fell as she shrugged. 

"I don't know," she said. "All I know is that I can't be normal. I can't be with a man unless he's willing to give me total control. I know it's fucked up, but that's just the way I am. And it's not fair to ask that of you." Even when Crystal swore, it sounded like velvet. I shook my head frantically, feeling the hot sting of tears come to my own eyes. 

"But this is what I want," I said. "I want you. I don't care if you ever unlock me again. I mean, I do, obviously. But… I don't care what it takes, Crystal. Being locked up by you has been the best thing that ever happened in my life. I don't want to be free if it means being free without you." 

Crystal blinked again. Those fat tears swelled in her eyes once more as she looked at me. 

"What if I said it was forever?" She paused. "What if I said that being with me means you'll never get a release?" 

"I'd do it," I said, without a moment's hesitation. Crystal's wet eyes widened as I spoke. I was hardly less surprised myself. But it was the truth. Being her captive was infinitely preferable to being without her. I had learned that in the many dark nights since she had sent me away. 

“If I told you to destroy the key?” 

"Fine," I said. Of course it wasn't fine. I wouldn't be human if a faint terror didn't grip my heart at the thought. But there was no doubt in my mind. If that was what Crystal wanted, I would do it. 

"Come on then," Crystal said. For the first time in a long time, I saw that small yet wicked smile she got on her beautiful face when she was ready to play. My eyes followed the small key on the table between us as she swept it up in her hand. Lifting her purse from the back of her chair, she stood. Without understanding, I stood too, following her toward the back of the café. In a small hallway that led to the back door, there were two single bathrooms. She stepped inside one, and my heart raced as I followed her, shutting and locking the door behind me. Crystal's smile grew wider as she held the key up in front of her. 

"Last chance, Brandon," she said. "You can use this key to free yourself. Or you can flush it down the toilet. If you want to be with me, that's what you'll do. If you don't —" 

Crystal laughed as I didn't even let her finish. I didn't want to give myself time to think about what I was doing, time to talk myself out of it. I took the key from her hand and hurled it into the toilet bowl. Without a moment's hesitation, I push the lever down hard. The toilet roared in a cascade of water, and the key to my chastity device vanished forever. With a sinking feeling, I stared into the clear depths of the refilling toilet. What had I done? 

"Wow," Crystal said, staring at me in disbelief. "You really do love me." 

"I really do," I nodded, turning to look at her again, "Mistress." And Crystal's smile pierced my heart, sweeping away the doubts and fears that assailed me about what my life would now become. She stepped forward, wrapped her arms around my shoulders, and pulled me toward

her. Our lips met, and I closed my eyes as I kissed her, feeling the unbelievable softness of her lips against mine. My cock raged in its tiny prison, but for once, I was able to ignore it. Having Crystal's beautiful body pressed against mine inspired lust, of course. But there was more at work within me than mere desire. 

"I can't believe you did that," Crystal said, staring deep into my eyes as she lifted her mouth from mine. Her heels made her the same height as me as we stood with her arms wrapped around each other. Our first kiss, I realized with a dull sense of shock, and it had taken place in a public bathroom. But I didn't care about my surroundings. All I cared about was her. 

"Come on," Crystal said, taking me by the hand as she turned toward the bathroom door. "Let's go back to Gemma's." Dully, I followed her as she led me back out into the coffee shop. In a kind of daze, I barely noticed as she paid the cashier and led me outside. Her heels clicked on the pavement as she led me up the street, back to Gemma's apartment. We climbed the stairs in silence, and Crystal let herself into the apartment with another key she produced from her purse. 

Closing the door behind us, she led me by the hand to Gemma's bedroom. 

Gemma stood as we entered. She had been sitting on the bed, still dressed in her sexy black lingerie. If she had any reservations about her mother seeing her like this, she didn't show it. Her garter belt and stockings framed her pussy beautifully, and from the look of agony on Josh's face, I could see that she had been teasing him. He was locked now into the same beautiful hell that I was, as helpless against these women as I had always been. He didn't even know who Crystal was, but I saw his eyes traveling over her body in her tight dress, unable to look away. Already, Gemma had him worked up to a fever pitch of desire that made his cock press against the unyielding steel of the cage he wore. The same thing was happening to me. 

"He did it," Crystal said, and with a rush of shame, I realized that this was a plan Crystal had concocted sometime before, discussing it with Gemma behind my back. "He got rid of the key." 

"Oh my God," Gemma gasped. "I mean, I knew he was in love with you. But I wasn't sure he'd go through with it." 

“Well, you know what happens now,” Crystal said. Gemma’s wicked smile made my heart tremble as I waited to find out what they were talking about. 

“Yep,” Gemma smiled. Turning, she stepped toward her bedroom closet. I heard the faint rattle of metal, and she produced a pair of handcuffs from a shelf. Turning back to us, she stepped toward me. 

"Take your clothes off," Crystal ordered, folding her arms under her breasts as she stared at me. 

Mutely, I did as she ordered. Obeying Crystal came even more naturally to me than obeying Gemma did. As though it never even occurred to me that I had a choice. While Josh lay helplessly tied to the bed, I dropped my clothes in a pile on the floor of Gemma's bedroom until I stood before the two women wearing nothing but the inescapable chastity device. 

Gemma stepped behind me, and I didn't put up any resistance as she pulled my arms behind my back and shackled them together with the handcuffs. I had eyes only for Crystal. And Crystal's wicked smile shone once again on her beautiful face as she watched her daughter bind me. Once the handcuffs were in place, Gemma stepped out from behind me. I watched her make her way to the dresser and remove something from her jewelry box. Smirking smugly, she held the item out toward her mother, and Crystal took it. It was a key. Her eyes still on me, Crystal stepped across the bedroom toward the bed where Josh lay. I heard his breathing catch in his chest as she

slipped the key into the lock of his device. She turned it, and the lock clicked. Josh gasped. He didn't even know this woman, yet she was behaving as though total control over his body was her right. That, I knew, was just the way Crystal was. 

But my mistress wasn't done yet. Leaving the unlocked chastity device still on Josh's cock, she pulled the key out of the lock and stepped toward me. She placed one hand on my throat, gently but firmly holding me while her other hand guided the key into the lock on my caged cock. It slid in easily. I gasped as Crystal turned it, and the lock clicked just as Josh's had. Crystal smiled as she stared at my face. Over by the dresser, Gemma laughed out loud, slapping her thigh in pure joy. 

"Both yours and this other device are keyed the same," Crystal explained. "As you can see, we each have a copy. You know what that means. From now on, Gemma and I have complete control over both of your pathetic cocks. You're going to need to please both of us if you want any pleasure of your own." 

"Yes, Mistress," I groaned. Relief washed over me. I could hardly believe my luck as Crystal, still holding me by the throat, pulled the unlocked device off my cock. I felt weak at the knees as my erection finally swelled, free at last from the tight confines of the cage. I was almost painfully hard in an instant. Crystal released her hold on my throat and stepped over toward Gemma, placing the chastity device on the dresser. 

"Lie down on the bed," Crystal said. I didn't argue. Josh watched wordlessly as I climbed onto the bed, my movements made awkward by my cuffed hands. I lay down beside him, trying to pretend he wasn't there as my freed cock surged into the air above me. And Crystal looked down at me, her eyes holding mine as she reached behind herself and slowly pulled down the zipper of her dress. The fabric slid down her body to pool like liquid on the floor at her feet. Hardly daring to believe this was really happening, I watched her pull down her panties too, as unashamed to be naked in front of her daughter as her daughter was in front of her. Still wearing her bra and high heels, Crystal stepped forward. I felt the mattress shift beneath Josh and me as she climbed onto the bed, her movements as measured and graceful as ever as she straddled me. I gasped as she took my cock in her hand and guided it between her moist lips, her eyes closing momentarily as she slid down onto my cock. Then she opened them again, a satisfied smile spreading over her beautiful face as my manhood throbbed and surged inside her. 

"What was it you said?" Crystal taunted as she began to move up and down on top of me. I struggled and strained underneath her, trying to hold back as an orgasm bubbled already in the pit of my stomach. It had been so long, and she felt so good, her wet pussy so tight around my cock as she rode it slowly. Crystal reached forward, and again held my throat in her hand as she bounced on top of me. "Last time we did this," she said, her eyes blazing between the dark curtains of her hair. "What did you say to me?" 

"I love you, Mistress," I panted. And Crystal's breath grew short, a faint murmur of pleasure escaping her parted lips while her breasts bounced in her expensive-looking bra. 

“Nice and loud, so everyone can hear,” she taunted me. 

"I love you, Mistress," I said again, louder this time. Provoking a gasp of shock from Josh beside me and a cackle of laughter from Gemma across the room. Crystal paused on top of me, and my cock ached inside her on the very brink of orgasm as I tried to control myself. She leaned over me, and once again, her lips met mine, kissing me while I kissed her back. Her hair hung down

around her face as she raised her head again, as though it was sealing us off from the world around us, shutting out Josh and Gemma and everything else as I gazed up in adoration at my mistress's beautiful face. 

“I love you too,” Crystal grinned. 
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