
        
            
                
            
        

    
Alyson 1

by Blard Hans

“I really enjoyed our conversation the other day,” Alyson said.  She was a petite woman in her early thirty’s with shoulder length auburn hair and a cheerful smile.

I leaned in a little closer and said, “Me too.  I was so relieved you didn’t think I was weird.”

The coffee shop wasn’t full but there were enough others around us that I didn’t think my voice would carry.

Alyson giggled.  “No not weird.  I totally get it.  Being able to mentally check out and let someone else call the shots for a while can be very freeing.”

There was a twinkle in her eyes that I found intoxicating.  It had been years since I was sitting with a girl that seemed eager about life.  My divorce was a difficult ending to a relationship that had gone on too long.

My eyes followed Alyson’s hand as it moved from her face down to her chest.  Her blouse had a bit of a plunging neckline that showed off her breasts and created enough cleavage to catch my attention.  I tried not to linger; afraid that she might be upset that I was checking her out.  The playful expression on her face said that she was not offended at all.  I smiled back at her.  I knew she was playing with me but I liked it.

“So you were telling me that you’ve been in a power exchange relationship before.  I haven’t but I’m curious.  What did you like about it and what things should I watch out for?”

Alyson sat back and sipped her coffee.  “I’m hardly an expert.  I had a boyfriend who was interested in becoming my slave so we found another woman to help me.”  Her cheeks were starting to blush but she continued on anyway.  “It was starting to work but then we discovered that he was holding back on some pretty basic things.”

I leaned in a couple of inches and waited for her to continue.  When she didn’t, I asked, “oh?”

Alyson glanced around then said, “Well, it’s not like you know him or anything.”  She paused as though deciding something then said, “What he really wanted was dick.  He thought that if he surrendered to me then I would make him have sex with other men.”

“Why not just go after guys if that was what he was into?”

“I know, right?  But sometimes people have a hard time coming to terms with what turns them on.”

I nodded.  “Still, why not be honest with you up front?”

Alyson lowered her head but looked up at me with her eyes and shook her head, “And I wouldn’t have cared.  It might even have panned out for him but the lack of honesty killed it for me.”

I waited for a second then asked, “What parts of it did you enjoy?”

Alyson’s sudden melancholy shifted to playfulness.  “Well, I liked being in control.  Having someone put that kind of trust in me is kinda amazing.”  She leaned closer to me and said, “I think of it like having a tiger on a leash.  They could easily pull away from me but they choose not to.  It’s a real rush.”

“So is it a turn on for you?”

Her cheeks started to blush and I don’t think it was from the coffee.  “Oh yeah!” she said softly.  Her gaze turned inward for a moment as though she was recalling a particularly happy memory.

I took a drink from my coffee cup.

“What about you?  I understand that you would rather bottom than top.”

I set the cup down then said, “Yes.  I have to make decisions for other people all the time.  I’m good at it but it’s also very wearing.  I think I might like letting go for a while.”

“You’re different from a lot of other guys I talk to.  They seem to be interested in specific activities and that’s all they can talk about.  I was hoping to find someone that I can really connect with first.”

“Me too.  Without that connection, nothing is going to happen.”

Alyson cocked her head to one side briefly before saying, “You are unusual.”  She finished with a smile; it lit up her face.

“What kinds of things should I watch out for?”

She thought about this for a few seconds then said, “Communication.  It’s easy to get caught up in the excitement of everything but if you can’t be honest with your feelings, desires and fantasies then you can end up very unhappy.”

“That’s fair.  Would you ever consider trying it again with someone?”

She beamed at me.  “I’m warming up to the idea.”

Now it was my turn to blush.  I tried to hide it by taking a drink of coffee but I don’t think I was successful.

“If I was to give it another try, it would be important for us to discuss what that would look like.  Better to get expectations out at the beginning to see if we’d be compatible.”

“I’ve never tried anything like this before so I’m not sure what to expect.”  I was hoping that my newness wouldn’t be a turn off to her.

She looked me up and down with those piercing blue eyes of hers as though she were really evaluating whether or not she wanted to take a chance on me.  Eventually she said, “It would involve you being tied up a lot, stripped and letting me take control of your body and mind.”

“That sounds promising,” I said. 

She grinned at me.  “Do you want to get out of here?”

“Ok.  Where do you want to go?”

Alyson started to talk then stopped.  “You want to experience letting someone else take control right?”

I nodded.

“Let’s start small.  Let me take you somewhere without you knowing where we are going or when we will be back.”

“Alright, I’m game.  Do you think my car will be safe here while we’re gone?”

“No.  Follow me to my house and you can leave it there.”

The trip to her house took only a few minutes.  I pulled in behind her car on a quiet residential street.  I got out and met her at the front of my car. 

“Do you feel comfortable leaving your wallet and phone locked inside your car?”

I paused.  “Why?”

“I want you to learn that it’s ok to trust me.”

If I had just met her then it would have been a ‘hell no’ but I knew we had mutual friends so I felt ok about it.  “Alright.”  I locked the phone and my wallet in the glove box then double checked that the car doors were locked.”

Alyson held out her hand and said, “Key please.”

I place my key fob in her hand and watched as she put it in her purse.  Suddenly I felt more vulnerable than I can remember feeling in a long time.  To be honest, it was kind of hot too.

We got into her car and she drove us downtown.  We pulled into a strip mall and parked in front of ‘Mark’s Leather and More.’  I followed her inside, fighting the urge to ask what we were doing.

A bell rang as she opened the door.  I followed her inside, immediately struck by the mannequins wearing lingerie and leather collars.  I glanced around and saw rack after rack of fetish clothing.  On the walls hung a wide assortment of leather whips and floggers. 

A large hairy man with tits walked over to us.  He was wearing a black latex dress that clung to his pot belly.  His face lit up when he saw Alyson.  “My dear, it’s been a long time.  I’m so glad you came back.”

Alyson hugged the man then introduced me.  

“You can call me Chris.  Any friend of Alyson’s is a friend of mine.  Welcome to my store.”  I shook Chris’s hand, surprised by the strength of his grip.  There was an air of gentleness about him that was in direct opposition to his size and strength.

“So what can I do for you today?”

“I brought him in for measurements.  Do you have time for that?”

Chris pointedly glanced around the nearly empty store and said, “You have good timing.  I’ll get my tape measure.”

Once Chris had stepped away, Alyson leaned over and whispered, “Chris was the head tailor at a men’s clothing store before he bought this place.”

Chris walked back with a long yellow tape measure.  “It it alright if I touch you?” he asked.

“Of course,” I said.

An odd expression crossed his face then disappeared.  He wrapped the tape around my neck then told me to hold my arms out.  He carefully measure from my wrists to the base of my neck then from my neck to the ground.  He began to measure from my hips to the ground then reached in and measured from my crotch to the ground.

Even though he was respectful, having a latex clad hairy man putting his hand by my crotch was a little uncomfortable.  I thought I heard Alyson giggle but when I glanced over her face was expressionless.

“You can remember all those measurements without writing them down?” I asked, obviously impressed.

“Easy.  I was a head tailor for twenty-two years.”  He turned to Alyson and said, “By tomorrow if it’s a rush.”

Alyson said, “That’s fine.”  She gave him another hug.

We left after looking around for a few minutes.  There were lots of nervous giggles as we looked at some of the merchandise, like the enormous black dildo that looked like it belonged to an elephant.

Alyson drove us back to her house and handed me my keys.  “Do you have any plans for tomorrow?”

I did a quick mental check of my calendar but I had nothing planned for the weekend so I said, “What time?”

“Be here at 7:00 sharp.”

We hugged but did not kiss.  “See you then,” I said.

The next day passed quickly.  I tried not to think about my date with Alyson but failed several times.

At 7:00 I was standing outside Alyson’s door.  To say I was nervous was an understatement but then again if anything was off I figured I would simply walk away.  I knocked on the door and waited.

Alyson came to the door a few seconds later.  She was wearing a light blue dress with a low cut top.  She didn’t have much in the way of a chest but what she did have was being displayed nicely.  She looked both sexy and classy at the same time.  “You look amazing,” I said.

She beamed at me then took my hand and led me inside.  Her home was decorated  in a classy but understated way.  We sat down on the couch in her living room.

“Still thinking that you want to give it a try?” she asked.

“Very much.”

She smiled at me.  “The first thing I wanted to talk with you about is a safe word.  If we are doing anything that you are uncomfortable with I want you to have a special word that if you say it, everything stops.”

“Can’t I just say ‘stop?’”

Her expression softened and she said, “Of course.  Some people like the freedom of being able to say stop but in reality they are just experiencing surrender.”

I had to think about that.  “Actually, it would be a turn on for me to be able to tell you to stop and have it not mean anything.  Would that freak you out though?”

Alyson put her hand on my arm as she spoke, “Not as long as we agree to it ahead  of time.  A lot of people use the word ‘red’ or even ‘safeword.’”

“I can live with that.”

“Since you haven’t been through this before, I’ll be asking you along the way how you’re doing.  Don’t try to tough it out.  If I do anything that you’re uncomfortable with then tell me.”

“I’m a little worried that I’m going to do something wrong,” I said.

“We’ll learn together.  Besides, all you need to do is whatever I say.”

I nodded slowly, “Ok.”

“Strip.”

I did a double take.

“You heard me, strip.  Stand in the middle of the room, take your clothing off and pile it neatly on the chair over there.”

I stood up and walked to the middle of the room.  I kept glancing over at her to see if she was serious.  She was.  I began to undress and place my clothes on the chair as instructed.  I stopped when I was standing only in my underwear.

“All the way,” she said calmly.

I inhaled deeply then reached down and slid my underwear off.  I folded it and placed it on top of my other clothing.

Alyson stood up and walked over to me.  “Keep your hands by your sides.”  She placed her hand on my shoulder as she started to walk around me.  Her hand ran down my back and stopped just above my butt.  She paused for a moment then continued to circle around me until we were face to face.  “Good boy.  Now follow me.”

She led me by the hand into another room down the hall.  My attention was immediately drawn to the two leather cuffs attached to chains hanging from the ceiling.  Before I could really process what was happening, she had attached the cuffs to my wrists and locked them in place.  Alyson walked behind me and I could hear metal clanking as she began to turn a crank bolted to the wall.  My arms raised up until I my feet were barely touching the floor.

“How’s that?” she asked.

Nothing hurt so I said, “Ok I guess.”

“If you are going to be mine, let me see what I’m getting.  Is it ok if I touch you?”

“Of course,” I said; thinking that she had already touched my shoulder.

She reached down and began fondling my junk.  I was already half erect before she started.  I was completely hard within a few seconds.  “When someone asks if they can touch you they are really asking if they have permission to touch all of your body including your genitals.”  The expression on her face was like a kid at Christmas.  She looked down at my cock and licked her lips.  “You look great,” she said.  Her cheeks looked more rosy than they had a few minutes earlier.

I was too embarrassed to say anything.  The image of Chris asking if he could touch me suddenly flickered across my mind and I understood why she had giggled.

Alyson sat down on a chair across from me and began to look me up and down.  “Are you feeling out of control yet?”

“Yes,” I said.

“Do you like it?”

I thought about this for a second but the voice in my head was screaming ‘yes!’  “It’s kinda hot,” I said.

“Good.  If you’re going to be my slave then we’ll have to get used to you being naked around me unless I tell you otherwise.”

I wasn’t sure what to think about that.

Alyson stood up and began to walk out of the room.  Just before she reached the door she turned and said, “Don’t go anywhere.”

“Ha ha,” I said.

She was gone for several minutes and I was starting to panic.  I tried several times to pull my arms free but the locks held me in place.

My heart was racing by the time she waked back in.  In her hand was a brown paper bag.  She set it on the chair and walked over to me.  She ran her hand down my cheek in a very loving way. 

My facial expression must have given away my embarrassment because she glanced down at my cock and said, “You have nothing to be embarrassed about.  You look amazing like that.”

I could feel myself starting to calm down.

“I am going to take you on a date tonight but we’ll have to get you ready first.”

She walked over to the bag and began to empty the contents onto the chair.  Her ass looked amazing as she moved.  An image of her naked and making love to me flashed across my imagination but I tried to set it aside.

She was holding a plastic container.  I could see clear plastic parts inside but I didn’t recognize what it was.

Alyson opened the plastic and pulled out a clear plastic ring.  “Have you ever worn a chastity device before?”

I shook my head.  I had heard of such a thing before but had never seen one in real life.

Alyson began to push my junk through the ring.  She did fine until she tried to get it over my balls.  In the end, she spread a little massage oil on me and that did the trick.

“Oh you’re starting to get hard again.  Try to fight it.”

“I can’t.”

She grinned at me.  “I’m kinda turned on too but do your best.”

She flicked the top of my penis with her finger.  This caught me by surprise and I lost my erection almost immediately.

“A nurse friend of mine taught me that one.” There was a sense of pride in her voice as she said it.

The second plastic part was just barely big enough to fit over the head and shaft of my penis.  There was a small hole in the cage that allowed it to connect with the ring at the base of my junk.  She placed a small brass padlock though the opening and locked it in place.

When she was done she stepped back to admire her work.  “Is that ok?” she asked.

It felt weird to have something locked onto my genitals but nothing pinched so I said, “I’m ok.”

“Let’s give it a test to see if it works.”  She pulled down the top of her dress and exposed her breasts to me.  They were perfectly teardrop shaped.  Not large but lovely nonetheless.

She pressed her tits up against me and traced her hand down towards my crotch.

Pain erupted as I began to get hard and I winced.

Alyson looked down, apparently pleased that the cage was still in place.  “I won’t torture you anymore.”  She raised up on her toes and kissed my cheek.

I watched her walk back to the chair, slightly disappointed that she pulled her dress back up.  She took the key to the padlock and strung it through a fine gold chain around her neck.  The key slipped in between her breasts.  She causally touched the key while grinning at me.  She looked at me for a long time then said, “Part of being my slave is allowing me to control your sexuality while we play.  That means that I will control when you are allowed to have an erection or whether you will be allowed to cum.”

I swallowed hard.  The reality of my situation was a little different from my fantasies but I found that I liked it.

“It’s not too late.  I can untie you and let you go right now, no harm no foul.  Take a minute and decide if you would like to continue.”

I thought about it for a half second then said, “I would like to continue.”

Alyson looked pleased.  “Ok.  Let’s get you dressed then I’m taking you out.”  She released me from the leather cuffs and walked me back to the living room.

I dressed myself, uncomfortably aware of the plastic cage between my legs.  Once I was ready, she drove us downtown.  We stopped in front of Mark’s Leather and More and she told me to wait in the car.  After a few minutes, she came out holding a large brown paper bag.  Even though I looked pointedly at the bag, she didn’t say what was in it but instead drove us to a fancy restaurant.  “I already called and made dinner reservations.”

While we ate, Alyson told me about growing up in Wisconsin and how she really enjoyed her job as a partner in a law firm.  She told me that she was a civil rights lawyer but I didn’t really know what that meant.

I told her about growing up in a small town in Washington and how different things were in the city.

By the time dinner was over, I was really impressed with how thoughtful and caring she was.  I had even forgotten about the cage on my cock.  I tried to pay the check but she wouldn’t allow it.

“I am taking you out,” she said.

She drove us back to her place and walked me inside.  “Are you ready to get that thing off yet?”  She handed me the brown bag from Mark’s and told me to carry it but not try and guess what was inside.

“Yes please!”

She took me back to the room down the hall and told me to undress. 

I did it without hesitation this time.

After I was again chained to the ceiling, my head was swimming in fantasies of mind blowing sex with her.  Instead she sat down on the chair and began talking with me.

I couldn’t pull my eyes away from the tiny key between her tits as it glinted in the light.

“How did it feel to have that thing locked on your cock, knowing that I was the only one with a key to it?”

“I was embarrassed at first but I kinda forgot about it as we were talking.”  I thought about it for a second then decided to be honest, “I kinda liked it.”

“I liked it too.”  She glanced at the bag and said, “So are you wondering what’s in the bag?”

I nodded, hoping that it wasn’t anything bad.

She pulled a pile of shiny metal loops out of the bag.  A thin chain looked like it was attached to several of the loops.  Alyson had to get some scissors from the kitchen to cut the plastic ties that held everything together.  Once she separated the loops out, I could tell that they were metal shackles connected by several lengths of chain.

“Most of the time when you’re serving me, you will be wearing these.”  I watched passively as she attached two of the metal cuffs to my ankles.  It was cold at first but warmed up quickly.  A chain between the two prevented my from moving my legs more than two or three feet apart.  Next, she held up a metal collar and told me to look at it.  “When you are wearing this collar, you are agreeing to be mine.  That means that you are agreeing to do whatever I ask you to do.  Now before I lock this around your neck, you will need to show me how much you want to be mine by kissing it.”  She held the collar a couple of inches from my face and waited.

It was almost as if I was watching someone else lean forward and kiss the collar.  It didn’t really have any taste but felt cold and smooth.

There was a hungry look on her face as she carefully locked the collar around my neck.  Chris was apparently very good at his job because it was a perfect fit.  Alyson went back the chair and pulled a long chain from the pile.  A second later she had locked one end to the back side of my collar.

Alyson untied my hands then locked the second set of metal cuffs to my wrists.  The connecting chain was behind my back and just long enough to allow me to bring my hands a few inches in front of my waist.  She locked the single strand of chain from my collar to the mid points of the connecting chains between my wrists and ankles.  It pulled the leg chain high enough off the ground so that I could walk without it catching on anything.

“Can you get out?”

I pulled hard against the chains but they held me firmly in place.  “No.”

“Good.”  She reached into the bag and pulled out a leather panel gag. 

I had seen one like it in a porn I had watched in college but never thought I would be wearing one.  She put the plastic ball part in my mouth then buckled the gag into place.

“Follow me.”

I was moving extra carefully as images of me falling over kept flashing across my imagination.

She led me to the kitchen and pulled down a bottle of Scotch.  She set a single glass next to it and filled a small bowl with ice.  “I like a drink in the evenings.  I take my scotch over two cubes of ice.  Fix the drink for me then bring it over there.”

I watched her sit down at the kitchen table and wait for me.  I felt more than a little silly having to serve her a drink while I was naked and in chains but did as she said.  I waited as she finished her drink.  I thought she would offer me a seat but she seemed content to have me standing there.

When she was done, she stood up and walked me back to the living room.  She reached under her dress and began to wiggle out of her panties.  Once they were off, she tossed them on a chair then stood in front of me.  She reached out and began to caress my face and chest.  “Have you enjoyed being my slave so far?”

I nodded enthusiastically.

“I want you to show me how much you liked it.”  She reached behind my head and undid the buckle holding the gag in place.

I coughed a little as she pulled the ball out of my mouth.

“Get down on your knees.”

I slowly lowered myself down on my knees then looked up at her.  There was a slight glint on her face as though she was beginning to perspire.  She pulled her dress over her head.  I was surprised that she was not wearing a bra.  She let me take a good look at her naked body.  The long hours in the gym had paid off because she looked amazing.

She moved closer to me and soon her pussy was inches from my face.  “I want you to get me off.”  She reached down and gently pushed on the back of my head, forcing my lips to touch hers.

I began to slowly trace my lips up and down on her labia.  The warmth and softness of her flesh added to the erotic energy between us.  I started tracing my tongue gently between her already moist lips.  They parted for me as I worked my way deeper inside of her.

I found her clit and started massaging it with my tongue.  I found that if I alternated between licking it and sucking it, Alyson would begin to moan for me.  I tried to reach up and touch her but my hands were still chained by my side.  I wondered briefly if she wanted me to feel helpless as I got her off, just to reinforce that this was a submissive act on my part.  The pain in my cock throbbed as I tried to get erect inside the  cage.

After working on her for a few minutes, I noticed that her hand was pushing harder on the back of my head.  Her breathing was coming in heaves and her pussy was getting even wetter.

It happened without further warning: Alyson tensed up then let out several guttural groans as wave after wave washed over her in orgasm.  My face was coated with her juices.  When she finished, her body continued to quiver and it took several seconds for her to get her breathing under control.  She looked down at me with an expression on her face that somehow combined shock with admiration.  “No one has been able to get me to do that in a very long time.  You are amazing!” she said.

My heart was racing too.  Sharing that kind of energy with her was incredible.  It even made me forget about the sharp pain my dick was enduring.

After she got her head together, Alyson slipped her dress back on then helped me stand up.  “Now that you’ve experienced being my slave, do you want to continue or do you want me to let you go?”

Without getting any release, I suspected that my little head was thinking for my big head.  “I would like to continue.”

“Very well.  Are you able to come back tomorrow?”

I nodded.

“You are to come back here at exactly 3:00 tomorrow afternoon.  Don’t be late or there will be penalties.”  She giggled a little at the last part.

Alyson unlocked the shackles and collar then set them on a table in the back room.  “I’m leaving the cage on you for tonight.  Don’t try to take it off.  I will know if you do.”

My face must have given away my disappointment because she continued on, “I don’t want you to be able to masturbate tonight.  I know it will be difficult at first but you’ve agreed to be mine and I want you attentive tomorrow.”

I dressed myself and headed towards the front door.  We hugged before I left and Alyson whispered, “You really are incredible.”

I woke up late the next day.  My balls ached all night and I woke up many times.  I reached down and felt the plastic cage for the hundredth time but it was still locked in place.  I rolled over and saw that it was already 11:30.  I’m not one to sleep in generally so this was a shock.

I shot up out of bed and headed off to the shower.  Alyson’s smell was still lingering on me and I wanted to get cleaned up before doing my chores.  By the time I was done, it was almost 2:30.  I drove over to Alyson’s house and arrived just a few minutes after 3:00.  I would have made it on time but I had to stop for gas.

I knocked on the door.  A woman answered the door but it wasn’t Alyson.  This woman was a little taller than I was, thin but very toned.  She had tan skin that really accentuated her short red hair. 

“You must be Mike.  Alyson has been telling me about you.  I’m Diana.”  She held out her hand and shook mine.

I followed her inside and found Alyson waiting on the living room couch.  “You’re late,” she said by way of greeting.

I thought about telling her I need to stop for gas but it sounded lame in my head so I just said, “Sorry.”

“That’s ok but I did tell you there would be penalties.”

“I understand.”

“Go to the back room and take your clothes off.  Bring the shackles back in here when you are done.”

I glanced over at Diana, wondering if Alyson really intended to make me be naked in front of this stranger.

“You heard me,” Alyson said.  Her tone wasn’t angry but it was firm.

I walked back to the room.  Someone had moved a new piece of equipment in.  It looked like a weight lifting bench but had extra extensions bolted to it.  In a moment of insight I realized that it had been designed to have someone strapped onto it.  I nervously began to undress.

Once I was naked, I remember the cage on my dick.  Suddenly I was even more embarrassed at the thought of Diana seeing me like this.  I grabbed the metal shackles and started back towards the living room.

I could hear Alyson and Diana talking as I got close.

“I made him wear the chastity device last night,” Alyson said.

“Be careful with that if he is already excited.  Men need to be able to cum.  If you get him too excited and then prevent him from orgasming then you can actually damage him,” Diana said.

I walked around the corner and saw the two women sitting together on the couch.

“Come over here and sit in front of me with your back towards me,” Alyson said.

I sat down with my back to the two women.  Alyson took the shackles from me and began to attach them to my ankles and wrists.

It felt strange letting her do this when I couldn’t see her.

After she was done, she told me to stand up.

I felt her tightening the vertical chain connecting the two horizontal chains attached to my metal cuffs and heard the click as the padlocks were closed in place.

Alyson walked in front of me and held the collar out so that I could kiss it.  Afterwards she locked it in place and attached the remaining end of the vertical chain to the back of the collar.

“Turn around.”

I was now facing the couch.  Diana hadn’t moved but was staring at me intensely as though she were deciding something.

“Diana is a good friend of mine.  She is also a professional dominatrix.  She’s going to help me train you to become my slave.”

“Have you gone over safe words with him?”

“Yes.  We’re using Red or Safeword.”

Diana nodded.  “I understand that you’ve been in chastity all night.  Were you a good boy and didn’t try to take it off?”

“Yes,” I said softly.

“When you address me, you may call me Mistress.  This is to remind you that you are just property right now.  Do you understand?”

“Yes Mistress.”

“Did you already talk to him about medical conditions and STDs?”

“Not yet,” Alyson said.

“It’s ok.  I brought a questionnaire for him to fill out.  Are you current on your testing?”

Alyson nodded.  “Yes, I was checked two months ago and I haven’t been with anyone else since then.”

Diana pulled out a piece of paper from her purse and a pen.  “Do you allow him on the furniture?”

“We hadn’t discussed it yet but I was thinking no.”

It felt weird to have two people talk about me like I wasn’t there but I held my tongue.

“Is it alright if I have him sit at the kitchen table while he fills out the form?”

Alyson glanced towards the kitchen then said yes. 

“Mike, go to the kitchen and have a seat.  Put a towel on the chair before you sit down.”

I walked into the kitchen as instructed.  Diana placed the paper in front of me and told me to read the instructions then answer the questions printed there. 

“We will be in the other room while you finish that,” Diana said.

I heard them walk into the back room.  In big bold print were the words “Slave Contract.”  As I read through the first three paragraphs I was both excited and nervous.  According to the Contract, I was giving Alyson the right to control whether or not I was allowed clothing, whether I would be restrained, when and if I was sexually active and with whom and giving her the right to punish me physically if she chose to.

There were thirty-two questions mostly dealing with my prior sexual history and sexual fantasies.  By the time I finished, I was totally turned on.  I signed my name at the bottom and waited.

About fifteen minutes later, the two girls came back.  I did a double take as Alyson was now wearing a leather corset and silk skirt.  The corset pressed her tits up and made they look both large and inviting.  Diana was wearing a black latex dress that clung to her in all the right ways.

Alyson stood next to me.  She was holding a leather leash in her hand and clipped it to the front loop on my collar.  “Come with us.”

They walked me to the back room and made me sit on the padded bench.  It took a little maneuvering but they lifted the chain connecting my wrists up and over part of the bench so that my hands were kept behind my back.  After attaching several broad nylon straps across my body, I was completely unable to move.

Alyson pulled the gold chain around her neck up and over her head.  A shiny brass key dangled at the end of it.  She unlocked the plastic cage and carefully took it off of me.  When the cage was off I started to get hard.  I was already turned on but the sensation of having that thing off of me seemed to be getting me hard by itself.

“Someone is getting excited,” Diana said.

The two girls laughed.  Alyson’s cheeks were looking rosy and she said, “That’s so hot.”

Diana brought over a plastic box with several red and black plastic screws on it.  She attached long wires to each of the screws then tightened the caps holding the wires in place.  At the end of the wires were small squares that reminded me of the leads from a TENS unit that a physical therapist had used on me after my car accident.  Diana pulled a small square of plastic off the back of each one then pressed the leads onto my inner thighs and on my taint.

She pressed a button on the box and pain shot through me.  I was convulsing uncontrollably and cried out.  If I had been thinking I would have safe worded right then but it happened so suddenly that I was caught by surprise.  Diana made some adjustments on the box and the pain calmed down to a low roar.  I noticed that the muscles in my legs were flexing in unison to the signals being sent by the box then it stopped.

Alyson looked concerned.  She began to rub my chest and arms.

“When you don’t do what we say, you will get shocked,” Diana said. 

“Yes Mistress,” I said eventually.

Alyson brought over an odd looking soft plastic thingy and a vibrator.  She slid part of the plastic thing over the ball at the end of the vibrator.  It looked like a T connector but I couldn’t figure out what else she would connect to it.

Diana began to stroke my cock.  I had never been shared by two women before and as odd as the situation was, I found myself totally getting into it. 

Alyson spread some lube inside the connector then fed my erect penis inside.

I immediately felt the pleasure increase from the pressure.  She slid it up and down on me.  I closed my eyes and let the pleasure wash over me.  A moment later I was trying to fly up off the bench as Alyson turned the vibrator on.  This was the most intense pleasure I had felt in a long time and I began to moan.  Then it stopped.

I looked over and the two women unsure if I wanted them to continue or not.  I could see where this was going and I knew that they would soon be making me do whatever they wanted.

“Looks like a success so far,” Diana said.  “So this is how the game works:  you do what Alyson and I say.  If you do it without hesitation then you get rewarded.  If you hesitate or refuse then you get punished.  Understand?”

“Yes Mistress.”  My heart was pounding and to be honest, I was a little scared.

Alyson climbed up on me.  Her face was just a few inches from mine.  “Kiss me.”

I didn’t move at first, wondering if I had heard her correctly.  A sharp pinching sensation spread across my hips and thighs.  It changed almost immediately into a series of painful waves.  Before I could say anything, it stopped.

Diana’s expression was deadly serious.  “It gets worse from here so you better do as she says.”

Alyson looked down at me.  Her beautiful blue eyes locked onto mine.  “Kiss me.”

I moved my head forwards and our lips touched.  I began kissing her.  There was no tongue, which I was happy about, but the sensation of kissing this amazing lady was intense.  A moment later, the vibrator snapped on and I almost flew out of the restraints.  It stopped a second later.

Alyson pulled back and looked down at me with a loving expression on her face.  “It’s in your best interest to do as I say.”

My breathing was coming in heaves so I didn’t say anything.

“I turned down the vibrator a little,” Diana said.

Alyson faced me again and said, “Kiss me.”

I immediately lifted up my head and kissed her hard.  The vibrator started again though not as intense this time.  I lost all sense of what was happening and my whole world consisted of kissing this beautiful person.

Alyson pulled back and got off of me.  The moment our lips parted the vibrations stopped too.

I let out a soft disappointed groan.  Moments later, pain shot across my hips then disappeared.

“I’m glad that you enjoyed kissing her but your job is to do as your told.  You are not to whine or complain in anyway,” Diana said.

I started to say something but stopped as Diana’s fingers started moving towards the button on the TENS unit.

Alyson stood next to me and began to pull her breasts out of the corset. 

I couldn’t take my eyes off of them as she leaned in towards me.

“Suck on my tits,” she said.

She didn’t have to tell me twice.  I moved my head as much as I could and began to caress her nipple with my lips.  The vibrator started as I began to suck on her.

Alyson made me suck on each one for several minutes.  By the time we finished, I was close to cumming.

Alyson took the control box from Diana and began to experiment with the buttons.  After a couple of yelps from me she had the intensity set to where she could cause me to jump on command.  “From time to time, I will be sharing you with others.  You will need to obey any commands they give you but you may not kiss them.”

I was processing what she said when Diana stood next to me.  Like most men, this was something that I had fantasized about but I felt weird about it anyway.

“If they command you to kiss them then I want you to tell them that you cannot without my permission,” Alyson said.

Diana leaned down until she was inches from my face.  The wonderful coloring on her face mixed perfectly with her brown eyes.  She was lovely.

She began to fondle my penis.  It felt incredibly good as she began to stroke me.

“Kiss me,” Diana said as she leaned in even further.

Our lips met just before pain jolted me back.  I glanced over at Alyson, who looked like a hardcore fan at a football game pissed because the quarterback just got sacked.  Her finger was poised millimeters over the control panel.

Diana pulled her hand back when Alyson triggered the electric pulse then she was back stroking me again.  She leaned in and said, “Kiss me.”

“I’m sorry Mistress but I cannot unless Alyson tells me to,” I croaked out.  The vibrator began to buzz again and the room moved out of focus.  A second later it stopped and Diana looked pleased.

She pulled her dress down to her stomach, exposing her breasts.  They were just slightly bigger than Alyson’s.  She moved them closer to me and commanded me to kiss them.

I wasn’t sure if this was a trick so I hesitated.  The shocks across my thighs indicated that I had chosen poorly.  I cried out.

A second later, Diana told me to kiss her tits again.  I didn’t hesitate this time and began to kiss and suck on them.  The vibrator kicked on and I became lost in the sensation.

Diana repeated this several times.  I was also forced to suck on her finger as she jammed it into my mouth. 

When she took off her dress entirely, I knew I was in trouble.

Diana climbed on top of me and rested her junk on top of mine.  She began to ride me but didn’t allow me inside of her.

I was starting to lose track of everything.  Between the grinding and the vibrator, all I could think about was fucking.

“Have you had sex with him yet?” Diana asked.

“No, not yet,” Alyson said.

“You’ll want his first experience to be with you.”  She lifted up and pressed her vulva into my face.  “Get me off.”

It took a couple of second of electrical shocks before I began to lick her.  She ground her genitals into my face and I struggled to both breath and pleasure her.  I have no idea how long I was going down on her before she began to tense up.  I knew what was going to happen before it did and I was hoping she wasn’t a squirter.

Diana began to moan as she drove her junk tighter against my face.  Her body convulsed several times as she went through the orgasm.

Although I tried to fight it, I came with her.  My body was still shaking when she climbed off of me.

“That was so hot,” Alyson said.

Diana dressed herself again and took the control box from Alyson.  “Have you talked with him about drugs?”

“Not yet.”

Diana read through the questionnaire then looked up at Alyson.  “There is no history of drug abuse so I think he’s ok.  Did you ask him about employment?”

Alyson walked over to me.  “If you have TCH in your system, will that get you in trouble with work?”

The answer was no but I wasn’t sure if I wanted to tell her that.  Diana hit the button and I cried out again.  “No, it won’t.”

Alyson turned towards Diana, who pulled a square metal piece out of her bag.  “Have you ever seen one of these?” Diana asked.

Alyson shook her head no.  She took the square from Diana and began to examine it.  She handed it back to Diana when she was done.

Diana took the square and attached it to my collar so that it locked on but also was touching my neck.  “This is brand new.  It’s a THC delivery system.  Each time you hit the remote, it injects THC into his system.  One press is the equivalent of a joint.  Because of where it’s placed, the effect is almost immediate.  Be careful though and don’t inject him more than a couple of times until we can see how it affects him.”

“I don’t know about...” I started.  The pain across my hips and thighs stopped me mid sentence.

“So does it have a tiny needle or something?” Alyson asked.

Diana’s face lit up as she spoke.  “No.  It’s totally cool.  It uses a chemical that goes through his skin and delivers the THC directly into his blood stream.  It doesn’t leave a mark and there is no danger of infection.”

Alyson looked impressed.  She took a small black remote from Diana that looked like a key fob.  An evil grin appeared on her face and she looked me in the eyes and pressed the button.

I could feel the little square shudder for a moment but there was no pain.  I thought hadn’t worked when I suddenly felt a tidal wave wash over my brain.  I had experimented with marijuana since it became legal in our state but it had never hit me this quickly or so strong.  My head was spinning.

“Oh my god, look at him,” Alyson squealed.

A big grin spread across Diana’s face.  “He was a naughty boy and came without permission, so he will need to be punished.”

“What do we do to him?” Alyson asked.

“He needs to be kept fatigued.  Let’s try four more orgasms and see if he gets the point.”

I tried to pull against my restraints but quickly realized it was pointless.

“So we have to stand here and make him come four more times?” Alyson asked.

Diana laughed.  “No.  That’s too much work.”

I felt suddenly relieved.

“We’ll set the controls on the TENS unit and the vibrator and make him cum for us that way.”

I felt panic setting in.

The two girls pressed several more buttons on the black box and the vibrator but nothing happened.

“It’s not working,” Alyson said.

“You have to allow him time to recover.  About fifteen minutes should do it.”

Alyson nodded.  “Can I watch him?” she asked.

Diana grinned and said, “He’s yours.  You can do anything you want with him.”

Alyson produced a blindfold from somewhere and tied it so that I could not see. “You’ll be here all day so try and get comfortable.”

I thought I heard someone walk out of the room.  A few minutes later the vibrator started.  The TENS unit switched on but this time it was a pleasurable sensation rather than painful.  I was grateful.

Over the course of the next several hours, I was forced to cum several more times.  I lost count after the first two and knew that I was passing out for a while after climaxing.  Eventually, Alyson removed the blindfold.  I was so out of it at this point that I wasn’t able to talk.

The two women helped me off of the bench and walked me to the couch.  They both held me for a long time.  After a few unsuccessful attempts at talking to me, my ability to speak returned.

“Don’t rush the sensation.  Take your time and enjoy the feeling of helplessness.  You’re safe,” Diana said.

I was both mentally and physically exhausted.  My dick both hurt and was numb at the same time.

After a while, they helped me stand up.  I was starting to feel better but still felt incredibly high.

“It’s evening.  Go into the kitchen and make my drink,” Alyson said.

I walked into the kitchen and saw the bottle on the counter.  A glass and bowl of ice sat on the counter next to it.  I fought through the haze in my head and made the drink then brought it out to her.

I stood as Alyson sipped on her drink and talked with Diana as though I weren’t there.  “I think he’s had enough for tonight,” Alyson said.

“Make him follow the routine then you can let him loose.”

Alyson looked over at Diana but didn’t say anything.

“I know but there isn’t anything on him that you haven’t had on your face too.”

I wasn’t sure what they were talking about until Alyson stood up and removed her clothing.

“Kneel in front of me.”

I immediately knelt down facing her.  She walked over to me and said, “Show me how much you liked being my slave today.”

As exhausted as I was, I knew what she wanted so I leaned in and began to kiss her privates.  She wasn’t very wet at first but within a few minutes she was dripping.  I was surprised how much I enjoyed tasting her.  The way her body reacted made me forget my tiredness and I was again lost in the sensation.  She climaxed shortly thereafter.

I was half afraid that Diana would make me satisfy her too but when I was finished with Alyson, they both unchained me and brought me my clothes.

“I’m finished with you for tonight.  Get dressed and leave,” Alyson said.

I was afraid that I had done something wrong but the smile on her face said otherwise.

“Don’t let him drive home.  He’ll need a taxi until the drugs wear off.  Part of your job as his Mistress is to keep him safe,” Diana said.

I barely remember the cab ride home but got into bed as soon as I walked through the door.
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