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For the next week, that was how I lived. Miss Evelyn’s instructions became my life. I was kept naked the vast majority of the time, and the leather wrist and ankle cuffs – along with the hard plastic cage that she had locked around my cock – were the only exceptions to the rule. Every morning I’d wake early and attend to whatever chores she set me – usually laundry, or tending to various small things around the house so that she didn’t have to. I didn’t mind that so much; the chores she set were never particularly strenuous, and even without our new situation it would have seemed only fair, especially given that she was letting me stay in her house all summer.

No, it wasn’t the chores that made my life difficult. It was the other acts of service – the ones I loved and loathed in equal measure. Every day – often multiple times – I would hear Miss Evelyn’s voice calling my name from some other part of the house, and I had been instructed in no uncertain terms that that was my cue to come to her immediately. I was to drop to my knees as soon as I entered the room she was in, crawl beside her, and wait for her to find some use for me. Sometimes it was immediate – especially when she woke up aroused and desperately needed a tongue on her clit. Other times, it was as though she was doing it for no reason other than to tease me and to make sure I was kept on my toes. If I was late, it would be another round of strokes with the crop. After the first punishment she gave me, before she locked my cock away in its prison, I resolved never to earn another.

It was the cage that made the second type of service so awful. Being around her, watching as her outfits became steadily more revealing without ever showing me what I most wanted to see, was a special kind of agony. The keys to my cage sat on a chain around her neck, teasing me with their proximity even as my cock strained for freedom. If Miss Evelyn noticed, she didn’t comment on it – except to cast a wry little smirk my way, when she could see me really struggling with the blue balls she seemed to love inflicting on me – and I knew better than to ask.

My job was to serve. When Miss Evelyn wanted me to have pleasure – if she wanted me to have pleasure – then it would be provided. The rest of it was not my concern. All I had to do was obey.

And, slowly but surely, I could feel her rules becoming part of me. Even after a week, they no longer felt like something to rebel against. They were an immutable part of service to her – simple, but effective. I wore the cuffs as a mark of her control over me; I wore the cage because we both knew I couldn’t be trusted to keep my hands off my cock when she wasn’t around.

And every night, I fell asleep naked, straining at the hard plastic sheath, and dreamed of being used.

There had been something about that first meeting with Miss Evelyn – something about the way she had taken me, barely checking to see if I was OK with it. First, I was unclaimed, and then – as if by magic – I had found myself completely under her spell. Losing myself like that was intoxicating. Somehow, nothing she had done since felt quite the same. Sure, it was still an unrestrained joy to be allowed to please her, and she had put my tongue to plenty of good use, but it had lost some of the thrill. Now, I felt as though she just viewed me as one more of her toys, to be used and discarded at her whim.

It was early one morning when everything changed.

I had slept naked, and as I walked into the kitchen to make her breakfast I was surprised to find her already up and preparing coffee for herself. Immediately, I felt myself slip into a panic. Was it possible I’d overslept? Had she changed my usual routine and somehow I’d forgotten all about it? I froze in the doorway, already wondering just how many strokes of the crop I could expect for disappointing her, but when she looked and caught my gaze I saw that she was smiling – not the cold, cruel, sadistic smile that I had learned to associate with her little games, but a warm grin.

‘Relax,’ she said, as though she had read my mind. ‘I woke up early. You’re not in trouble.’

Relief washed over me. She gestured for me to go and kneel beside her, and I did, my knees pressed against the cool tiles of the kitchen floor while she finished pouring her cup. She perched herself on one of the stools in the breakfast nook – one of her favourite positions for a spot of early afternoon oral sex, when she just couldn’t wait to get me into the bedroom – but instead she just pointed down by her feet.

‘Kiss them,’ she said.

I didn’t need to be told twice. Within seconds, I was pressing my lips against the top of her bare feet, relishing the opportunity for skin-on-skin contact. After a week of her being so dismissive towards me, it felt wonderful to be so close to her. It was incredible how much I had come to depend on Miss Evelyn’s control over me.

She gave out a soft purr of contentment as I carried out my task, switching from one foot to the other, seemingly enjoying it as much as I was. It was a few minutes more before she said anything.

‘You’ll be allowed clothes today,’ she said matter-of-factly. ‘But I expect you to be on your absolute best behaviour. We’re going to have a guest.’

A guest?

My mind spun with half-realised deductions. If she wanted me dressed, it was obvious that the person who was coming to call on her would be expecting to see me; if not, she’d just lock me away in her bedroom the way she did whenever someone came around to see her out of the blue. On the other hand, her desire to see me on my best behaviour told me that whoever was coming was likely to be judging me – and, by extension, her. And that could only mean one thing.

‘Someone’s going to see me?’ I said, looking up from her feet for the first time in a long while. ‘Like this, I mean?’

She looked down at me sternly. ‘I didn’t say to stop,’ she said, gesturing for me to continue. ‘But yes. A friend of mine. Don’t worry, pet... she knows all about you already.’

I felt my cheeks flush red with embarrassment. The things I did with Evie – Miss Evelyn – still seemed strange to me, no matter how good they felt. The thought of other people finding out just how much I enjoyed being locked up and kept under her control terrified me. If anyone knew – my friends, my classmates – I could imagine being mocked for years. And as for my mother... God, the thought was more than I was willing to contemplate.

But I’d carried on anyway, because of how wonderfully freeing it was to give myself up to Miss Evelyn’s instructions. No... that wasn’t quite true. Rationally, it had the same effect – but she had a way of effortlessly preventing me from being a rational creature. One look from her, one touch of her hand on my cock, one taste of her glorious pussy, and I was lost.

That was how I knew that, despite my shame at the idea of someone else seeing me like this, there was no way I’d be able to object if it was what she wanted. In fact, some strange, deep-down part of me was kind of proud that she wanted to show me off, even as the rest of my mind was concerned about what to expect.

‘Yes Miss Evelyn,’ I said. Nothing else seemed to be necessary.

She shifted her position on her stool to allow me better access to the soles of her feet. I began kissing them gently, being careful not to tickle her with my lips. ‘I’m surprised you don’t have more questions, pet,’ she said at last. ‘I thought you’d be positively gushing.’

I shrugged, hard as it was in my current position. ‘I figured you’d tell me everything you wanted me to know,’ I said, as diplomatically as I could manage. ‘It didn’t seem right to ask.’

‘Good answer,’ she said, and then grinned. ‘Oh, she’s going to absolutely love you,’ she said happily. ‘I was going to keep you mostly out of the way, but apparently your training is going better than I thought. It seems almost a shame not to show you off properly now, don’t you think?’

She didn’t wait for my reply, and I was glad of that. I had no idea what I would have said. My mind had jumped the tracks the second she had said ‘training’. Was that what all this was? An attempt to train me to be more suited to her needs, so she could demonstrate her skills? Was I just something for her to brag about?

The idea felt strangely dehumanising, and a week ago I was sure I would have argued against it – but right there, on my knees with my mind focused on nothing but kissing her feet, it was difficult to protest too much. The idea that she wanted to show me off implied that I was pleasing her, and that gave me a warm glow that made my cock harden in its cage.

Instead, she began reeling off a list of things that needed to be done before lunch: the house vacuumed, the laundry finished and out of the way, and drinks prepared. ‘Got all that?’ she asked once she had finished.

‘Yes, Miss Evelyn,’ I said, nodding again. It was more than my usual chore list, but Miss Evelyn was fairly strict about me keeping the house in order to begin with, so I was fairly convinced I could get it done in time.

‘Good boy,’ she said, before pulling her feet away from my lips. ‘You’d better get started, then. Go and shower and get dressed, then you can start.’

I pulled myself reluctantly to my feet – unwilling to give up my place beneath her for the sake of something as mundane as hoovering and folding laundry – and headed for the door, but her voice called me back.

‘Oh, and pet?’

‘Yes, Miss Evelyn?’

‘You won’t disappoint me,’ she said, her voice calm and measured. ‘I know that. You’re going to be absolutely and perfectly obedient for me today. Because if for any reason you’re not absolutely and perfectly obedient for me, I’m going to hurt you – and I mean really hurt you. It’ll make the cropping you took last week feel like a Swedish massage. Do I make myself clear?’

‘Yes, Miss Evelyn.’ I had never heard her sound so serious – not in the last week, and not in all the years I had known her. As I left to start my chores for the day, I found myself wondering what kind of guest could make her act so strangely.

The knock on the door came at a little after noon – perfectly timed, in fact, as I had just about finished following Miss Evelyn’s instructions. The house was spotless, and a bottle of white wine sat chilling in a bucket on the dining room table next to a few small bowls of nibbles. Miss Evelyn had watched over my shoulder as I prepared things, pointing out even the smallest of mistakes, but once she realised I wasn’t completely incompetent she had flitted off to do her own thing.

Ten minutes before her guest was supposed to arrive, she had settled into the front room, idly flicking through the pages of a paperback novel I knew she had read before. I had never seen her so fidgety. When the door knocker slammed its rat-tat-tat against the wood, she seemed to jump a mile.

It was an odd sensation, seeing her so out of sorts, but I couldn’t dwell on it: there just wasn’t time – and quite besides which, I would soon be able to see for myself. As I headed into the hallway, a string of images ran through my mind about what to expect.

The woman standing on the doorstep matched none of them.

She was older than Miss Evelyn, but it was hard to put a figure on it: they both had a youthful look that almost masked the fact that they were in their mid-to-late thirties. Her blonde hair was piled high on her head in an elaborate bun, and as I stood in the doorway she pulled down a pair of expensive-looking sunglasses to look at me properly.

‘Hello,’ I began, but she cut me off with one raised finger. I fell silent immediately.

She obviously hadn’t finished looking me over. I waited as she scanned my body, noting – with at least a little vanity – that a faint smile seemed to be appearing over her soft, full lips. And why shouldn’t it? It might have been my first time dressed in a while, but the outfit Miss Evelyn had picked out for me looked good: a white shirt with a tight cut, and a pair of plain black trousers that fit me as though they had been tailored. As she had selected them from my suitcase I couldn’t help but feel that I looked a little bit like a waiter, but stepping away from my usual jeans and t-shirt combo had been a good move. Somehow, I looked more mature now – more adult.

So why did her guest’s gaze make me feel so much like a nervous little boy who had been caught playing dress up?

I fiddled with the shirt cuffs nervously, pulling them and making sure that they covered the leather straps that still surrounded my wrists. The woman seemed to pay them no mind: whoever she was, she seemed like she was used to exactly the kind of service I had been providing Miss Evelyn – and the uniform that went with it.

‘Well, well,’ she said eventually, as her eyes drifted back up to my face. ‘You must be Evie’s new toy.’

It was the way she said it – as though it was nothing more than a throwaway comment, an obvious fact of life that barely required remarking on – that made my face flush a deep crimson. It was a feeling I was rapidly becoming used to.

I nodded, feeling the words catch in my throat.

She grinned at me. ‘What’s the matter, boy? Cat got your tongue? I’m not intimidating you, am I?’

‘N... no,’ I stammered out, grateful even for that single syllable.

‘You can relax. I’m just messing with you.’ She stepped into the house, wiped the soles of her leather boots on the mat – the kind of boots that cost too much to even consider letting them see mud, let alone come into contact with it – and smiled a predatory smile. ‘I don’t bite. Not so soon, anyway.’

If my face had been red before, now it felt as though it was about to burst into flames, but my embarrassment only seemed to spur her on further. She let out a cackle of amusement. ‘Oh, you new subbies are so adorable,’ she said as she slipped off her coat and handed it to me. ‘Show me where Evie is, would you?’

I led her through to the front room, where Miss Evelyn was standing up. She looked us over for a second, and then practically lunged towards the woman, wrapping her arms around her and kissing her on the cheek.

‘About bloody time you showed up,’ she said with no trace of annoyance in her voice. ‘You were only supposed to be gone for two months.’

I watched from behind as the woman shrugged. ‘What can I say?’ she said. ‘San Marino suited us. David got quite attached by the end of it, but I pretty much put my foot down. A month was long enough.’

‘Too long,’ Miss Evelyn said, and then gave her another hug.

‘I see you’ve been making some changes around here,’ the woman said, pointing a thumb in my direction. ‘I know you warned me you had a new plaything, but I didn’t expect him to be quite so young.’

Miss Evelyn scoffed. ‘You’re a fine one to talk. How old is Kitty?’

‘Nineteen.’

‘And you’ve had her for how long?’

The woman sighed. ‘Six months or so, now.’

‘There you go, then. Richard is eighteen. Barely anything in it.’

I stood off to one side, staring at them both, barely registering the fact that they were discussing me: the way they were talking and the tones they were using, it was as though I wasn’t even in the room. I had grown used to Miss Evelyn treating me like an object – treasured, perhaps, but a possession nonetheless – but somehow having her talk like this about me with someone else really drove the point home.

‘Richard? Are you listening?’

I looked up to see Miss Evelyn and her guest staring at me. How long had I been zoned out? ‘Yes, Miss Evelyn?’ I replied, hoping it hadn’t been long.

‘Hang Rachel’s coat up in the hall, and pour us a glass of wine each. Then kneel in the corner until we need you. Understood?’

It would be embarrassing to kneel in front of this new woman, but at least I had clear instructions to follow – and for that, I was grateful. ‘Yes, Miss Evelyn,’ I said, and headed out into the hallway with the coat.

When I came back, they were sitting on the sofa, catching up on news from the past few weeks. They all but ignored me until I came back with their drinks, and once I’d positioned myself on my knees in the corner they went immediately back to treating me as though I wasn’t there. Every now and then they called over for a refill and I scuttled back and forth to provide them with what they needed.

After her second glass, Rachel seemed even more effusive than normal. ‘Oh, aren’t you a doll, Richie? I could just about eat you up,’ she said, practically clapping her hands together with glee. Still smiling, she turned to Evelyn. ‘Where did you find him? And, more to the point, where can I get one of my own?’

For the first time in the conversation, Miss Evelyn looked a little flustered. It seemed as though she was reluctant to explain exactly how I’d come to find myself at her feet – that she was a close family friend who had agreed to take me in for the summer. I didn’t think was embarrassed by me, exactly, but I couldn’t blame her: had I been in her shoes, I might not have been so keen to admit to a woman like Rachel that until a week ago I had referred to her as Aunt Evie.

Still, as I watched her squirm in her seat, I felt a slight smile creep across my face. It felt good to see that she wasn’t entirely unflappable.

Rachel didn’t wait for her to answer. ‘Don’t worry, Richie,’ she said to me. ‘If Evie ever decides she doesn’t have a use for you anymore, there’ll always be a place for you at my place.’

Miss Evelyn’s ears pricked up. ‘It’s Richard,’ she said. ‘And you already have a sub. You’re not stealing mine.’

‘Kitty doesn’t count.’

‘She’d count if I tried to steal her away from you, I’m sure.’ There was a coldness in Miss Evelyn’s voice, as though she still hadn’t quite forgiven Rachel for her awkward question earlier – and, knowing her, I knew just how long she was willing to hold her grudge. I hoped the afternoon wasn’t going to take an unpleasant turn.

‘Fair point,’ Rachel said, before turning to me. ‘You see? Your Mistress wants to keep you all for herself. Aren’t you flattered?’

‘Yes Miss,’ I said, the corners of my mouth pulling upwards into a smile. It was nice to know that Miss Evelyn cared, even despite her usually unflappable demeanour. That one word seemed to hang heavy in the air, though.

Mistress.

Was that what she was? I wasn’t exactly well-versed in the whole kinky underworld, but I always associated the word with leather-clad women in underground sex dungeons, not middle-class cottages in the middle of the countryside. And yet here I was, kneeling in front of two dominant women – my cock locked in its cage, and leather cuffs around my wrists and ankles.

‘Such a shame,’ Rachel sighed theatrically. ‘We could have had such fun with you. My husband and I are always looking for new toys for our pet.’ She turned to Miss Evelyn. ‘Did you tell him about Kitty?’

Miss Evelyn shook her head. ‘Not yet.’

‘Good,’ Rachel said, grinning. ‘I do like to keep an element of surprise.’ She beckoned me close with one crooked finger, and – after looking over to Miss Evelyn for approval, and seeing it granted – I crawled over to kneel in front of her. ‘Kitty is our pet,’ she said, in a breathy voice only just above a whisper. ‘She serves me and my husband in much the same way you serve your Mistress. And as soon as Evie pulls the stick out of her ass and stops being such a little spoilsport, I plan to have you over for a little playdate. Doesn’t that sound fun?’

I looked across to Miss Evelyn, to try and gauge her reaction to the idea, but all I got was a stony-faced silence.

‘Well?’ Rachel asked. ‘What do you think?’

‘I... I don’t know,’ I stammered out. ‘If that’s what Miss Evelyn wants.’

‘Adorable. So eager to please.’ She turned to Miss Evelyn, who seemed to have softened slightly on hearing my answer. ‘You really must have him on a tight leash, to have him so obedient after only a week.’

‘I do what need to be done,’ she said, but by then she was unable to stop a sly smile crossing her face.

‘Bullshit,’ Rachel said, grinning. ‘We both know you’ve got him locked up under that little outfit. I’m pretty sure that’s cheating, you know.’

‘Cheating?’

‘Obviously. Anyone can get complete obedience from a slave when their balls are full. It’s when they’re empty that it becomes a little more... shall we say, complicated?’

Perhaps it shouldn’t have surprised me to hear them discussing my chastity so freely, but even after a week locked up in the hard plastic prison of Miss Evelyn’s cage, I still found that I hadn’t quite got used to it – not to the constant, almost unbearable pressure that had built up over the past few days, and definitely not to the faintly dehumanising aspect of having part of my own body locked away at someone else’s instruction.

‘Are you saying I couldn’t keep him obedient if I didn’t have him locked up?’ Miss Evelyn asked.

‘Oh, no. Wouldn’t dream of it.’

‘Good.’

‘I’m just saying it’s easier this way. I’d expected that you’d give yourself more of a challenge, that’s all.’

I could see Miss Evelyn start to bristle; Rachel was obviously touching a nerve. She had never mentioned other submissives – up until a week before, I wouldn’t even have considered it possible – but it was becoming clearer with every passing minute that I was far from the only person Miss Evelyn had had in this position.

‘What do you think, Richie?’ Rachel said, turning her attentions to me. ‘How long has it been since you came last?’

I looked across to Miss Evelyn for guidance as to how I should answer, but all I got in return was a stern gaze. I decided for honesty. ‘A week, I think?’ I said. ‘Maybe eight days?’ It felt much longer, somehow.

‘And you’ve been tortured by your Mistress’s delicious body the whole time. Poor little boy. I’m not surprised you’re so devoted. I bet you’d give just about anything to be allowed to come now, wouldn’t you?’

The answer was yes, and everyone in the room knew it, but at the same time I wouldn’t have dared to say it out loud. ‘If that’s what Miss Evelyn wants,’ I said meekly.

Rachel smiles, and took another sip of wine. ‘Well then?’ she said, turning to Miss Evelyn. ‘What do you say? Can we let the poor thing come? Then we can test how obedient he is once he doesn’t have all that frustration floating around his little brain.’

She seemed to be considering Rachel’s proposal; she looked me over like a prized possession, a classic sports car that she was considering taking out for a spin. Yet again, I found myself blushing, wondering if I was up to the challenge. Eventually, she slipped the chain that held my keys over her neck and dangled them in front of me. ‘Yes,’ Miss Evelyn said eventually. ‘I think it’s time. And at least this way I can prove to you what a good boy he is.’

Good boy.

I couldn’t tell which made me happier: the fact that Miss Evelyn thought I was at an acceptable standard, or the fact that she was finally, finally going to let me have some relief.

‘Strip,’ she said.

Two pairs of eyes fixed themselves on my body as I unbuttoned my shirt with nervous fingers. I had only ever been naked – completely naked, anyway – in front of less than a handful of women, and I had to force myself to push onwards through the embarrassment. Within a minute, though, my clothes sat neatly in a pile at my side, the only things remaining on my body being four straps of leather padlocked around my wrists and ankles, and the plastic cage that held my cock tight.

‘Well, he’s certainly no shrinking violet,’ Rachel said, gesturing between my legs. ‘You’ve got good taste, I’ll give you that much.’

I was so used to the feeling of restrictiveness that I barely noticed it anymore, but once I looked down it was impossible to ignore: I was straining against the restraints, filling the tube with an erection that threatened to break the plastic in two.

Miss Evelyn didn’t say anything to that, but instead she pointed to a spot on the floor about four feet in front of them. Without words, I knew exactly what she expected of me: I crawled over to it and got onto my knees again, legs spread, hands behind my back, waiting for instructions. She bent forwards, and with one easy, fluid motion, she slipped the key on the chain into the padlock and gave it a gentle twist. It fell free with a click, and within moments my cock was out for the first time in a week – free and hard, waiting to be used.

Even the touch of her hand against my cock for just a moment drove me wild. There was no more embarrassment, no more sense of shame at being watched by these two women. In its place was nothing more than the desire to come.

‘Touch yourself,’ Miss Evelyn said simply. ‘Tease it. Don’t get yourself too close to the edge just yet. You won’t be coming for a while. Understood?’

It was as though she could read my mind. ‘Yes, Miss Evelyn,’ I said. I reached down quickly, moving before I could talk myself out of it, and took my cock in my hand. It didn’t need much attention before it was straining against my grip, and I knew pretty much instantly that if Miss Evelyn was serious about me not coming, I was going to have to struggle to keep my mind elsewhere. It would have been so easy just to keep pumping, to stroke myself into the relief of an orgasm, but it wasn’t worth the disappointment I was sure that Miss Evelyn would feel in my performance if I let her down – or, I suspected, if I embarrassed her in front of her friend.

It didn’t seem as though that was going to be a problem. Rachel’s eyes hadn’t left my cock since the moment it had been released, and the look on Miss Evelyn’s face was one of satisfied smugness. It was plain to see that she loved the attention I was getting, that she was taking a degree of pride in how Rachel was reacting to my submission. The fact that she was happy made me happy – not only because it meant she was more likely to be lenient with me, perhaps even to the point where she might reward my good behaviour, but also because it felt right to please her. Even after just a week, the idea had been beaten into my brain.

I carried on pumping, teasing my cock and trying to do my best to keep my excitement under control. I knew for a fact that if I spilt before I had permission, the punishment would be both severe and likely performed in front of Rachel, and I wasn’t sure I could handle the embarrassment. That said, it was all but impossible for me to keep my mind free of distractions. Images swam in front of my eyes – Miss Evelyn, wearing the lacy lingerie I had dreamt about that first night; the thought of her fingers caressing my body, driving my cock on to its relief by her own hands – and it became a real challenge to hold myself back.

‘Please,’ I whimpered, and Rachel let out a wild cackle.

‘You call that trained?’ she said. ‘Look at him. He’s only been playing for two minutes and he’s already begging to spurt.’

Miss Evelyn shrugged. ‘I didn’t say he wasn’t desperate, just that he’d do as he was told – and, as you can see, he’s obeying perfectly.’

Rachel made a sound halfway between a laugh and a derisive snort, but said nothing.

‘You don’t believe me?’ Miss Evelyn said. ‘Fine. Play with him, if you like. You’ll see how well-behaved he is. He still won’t come without permission, no matter what you do.’

‘Sure about that?’

She gestured towards me with an open hand. ‘Absolutely. Be my guest.’

Rachel barely waited for Miss Evelyn to finish before she began playing with me. She reached out a dainty pair of fingers, and within a second she had my right nipple clenched between their nails. A low moan escaped from my lips. Somehow, probably through years of practice, she was applying just enough pressure to skirt the line between pleasure and pain. She used them to pull me close to her, and I shuffled towards her on my knees, not daring to stop touching my cock.

‘You like that, don’t you, boy?’ she cooed. ‘It’s OK. I want you to enjoy it. I want you to get to the stage where you can’t even resist your own urges.’

If that was really what she wanted – rather than the punishment I was sure Miss Evelyn would inflict on my body afterwards if I truly couldn’t resist – she already had it. The pinching at my chest made it almost impossible for me to hold back my orgasm, but I knew that it was crucial I didn’t slip up. Earlier that day, when Miss Evelyn had told me to make sure I was on my best behaviour – and that she would cause me untold suffering if I didn’t – I had wondered what kind of guest would make her so nervous and simultaneously so desperate to impress, and yet in Rachel I saw it writ large: confident and cruel, capricious and perfectly content to take liberties with another woman’s plaything if the opportunity arose. Throw in the obviously friendly competitiveness between them, and it was a powder keg just waiting to explode – and I got the distinct impression I was the one holding the match.

Just as I was about to break down into begging, Rachel let out a small sigh and stopped working her fingers against the skin of my chest. ‘Fine,’ she said to Miss Evelyn, her voice tinged with a slight note of disappointment. ‘I guess you’re right. He won’t do anything without your permission.’

Miss Evelyn smiled. ‘You’re lucky I didn’t make you bet on it. I could have had Kitty cleaning my house for a week. Or you, even.’

‘Pfft,’ Rachel snorted. ‘As if.’

‘Maybe next time. For the moment, I think my pet needs a little attention. Isn’t that right?’

My mind had slipped away into distraction. I was only tangentially aware of the fact that they were talking about me. The only thing I could focus on what the slow, mechanical motion of my hand against my cock and the all-encompassing importance of making sure I could hold back.

‘Yes,’ I said, unexpectedly quietly. ‘Yes, please.’

‘You belong to me, don’t you, boy?’

‘Yes, Miss Evelyn,’ I gasped.

‘Completely?’

‘Completely.’

‘Good boy. Now’s your chance to prove it. I want you to clean Mrs Miller’s boots.’

‘Mrs Miller?’ Rachel said. ‘Fuck off. You make me sound like an old woman. Miss Rachel will do, I think.’

For a split second, I wondered if she meant that I was to stop playing, go into the kitchen and fetch the shoe polish I knew she kept under the sink, but one look at her face – and the harsh, painted fingernail that she was pointing down on the floor – made it clear that she had something more intimate in mind.

I leaned forward slowly, and she seemed satisfied that I appeared to have the right idea. ‘That’s good,’ she said softly. ‘Kiss them first. I want you to show her what an obedient little slut you can be.’

With my face on the floor next to Rachel’s – Miss Rachel’s – boots, I was glad that neither of them could see the look on my face. Instead, I just focused on the task in front of me. With one hand still slowly massaging my cock, I pressed my lips against her footwear. The boots were new, and mostly clean; they still had that rich, decadent smell that only expensive leather can possess. Every time I laid a kiss against them, I got a waft of that heavy scent, and I found myself becoming more and more turned on.

‘Now lick,’ Miss Evelyn said. ‘Clean them properly.’

I reached out a tentative tongue and pressed it against the leather. With a slow movement, I pulled upwards, leaving a faint trail of saliva that dried out my mouth. Over and over, I ran my tongue across the leather, over all of the buckles and straps. For those few moments – moments that seemed to stretch out forever even though I knew they could only have been minutes – those boots and the sound of Miss Evelyn’s voice were my entire world.

‘How badly do you want to come, slut?’

‘So much,’ I said. ‘More than anything.’ At that moment, it was the truth. The whole world could have crumbled around my ears, but nothing would have been able to take my mind off the immense feeling of fullness growing in my balls.

‘Come, then,’ she said simply. ‘All over her feet. Now.’

If Miss Rachel had protested, I didn’t have time to notice it. The second the words were out of Miss Evelyn’s mouth, I felt the floodgates open and strings of hot, wet come spurt from my cock and onto the leather of Miss Rachel’s boot and the wooden floor surrounding them. Globules of my spunk gathered in the nooks and crannies of the leather, but I didn’t care: as I rocked back onto my heels, the only thing I could think about was the tremendous sense of satisfaction I had and the rush of clarity that flooded my body.

It wasn’t until Miss Evelyn spoke that I found myself being dragged back into reality. ‘I don’t recall telling you to stop licking, slut,’ she said eventually. ‘Or did I miss that?’

I looked at the sticky white fluid that covered Miss Rachel’s boot, and then back up into Miss Evelyn’s eyes. They stared back at me unblinkingly, daring me to defy her.

Of course this was the test: they were checking to see how obedient I would be once I didn’t have the weight of my sexual frustration hanging over me. What better way to test it than to make me do something I never would have even considered normally? The idea was disgusting to me – and yet, rationally, I knew that it was no more than I would have hoped for from my ex-girlfriend, if our relationship had ever got that far.

It was more than that, though. Rational or irrational, disgusting or not, there was only one course of action – only one way to please Miss Evelyn at that moment, and that was all that mattered. It was all that could ever matter, really.

I bent my head down towards Miss Rachel’s foot, as if in a silent prayer that Miss Evelyn would change her mind, but there was no reprieve for me: slowly, I began to lick up the salty wetness from the soft leather. The taste wasn’t terrible, but the humiliation of it – the knowledge of how easily I had been lowered to this by these two women – hit me hard. Every lick pushed me further away from what I had once been, and towards what it seemed Miss Evelyn wanted me to become.

‘You see?’ Miss Evelyn said as I worked. ‘Not a word of complaint. He’s mine whether his balls are full or not.’

Miss Rachel sighed. ‘I suppose you’re right,’ she said at last.

‘You know I’m right. Admit it.’

‘Fine. He’s your perfect little sub. A credit to the name.’

‘Much better.’ Miss Evelyn tapped me on the shoulder and I sat up, resting on my knees with my come still coating my lips. She leaned forward and kissed me on the forehead, an unusually tender gesture given the circumstances. ‘Good boy,’ she said, and I felt my entire body relax instantly, like slipping into a warm bath. There was just something about the tone of approval in her voice that made it feel as though the rest of the world and all its problems completely ceased to exist. With lightning quickness, she had my cock locked up once again. By the time I noticed her slipping my rapidly deflating penis into the plastic tube from which it had only just been released, it would have been too late for me to stop her anyway, even if I had felt able. Instead, still swimming in post-orgasmic bliss, I just let her.

‘Go and clean yourself up,’ she said, pointing over to the door. ‘Then come straight back here. There’s something Miss Rachel and I need to discuss.’

My head lowered, I pretty much ran to the bathroom. As I caught a glimpse of myself in the mirror above the sink, I saw myself how they must have seen me: naked, caged, and with traces of my own filth smearing the bottom half of my face. My cheeks were flushed red, but somehow I didn’t feel humiliated. In a strange way, I felt proud: Miss Evelyn and Miss Rachel had given me my instructions, and I’d done as I was told. It was... satisfying, perhaps?

Yes, that was it. I felt satisfied by my submission.

When I got back into the room, I knelt in the corner and looked at them both. They were both smiling at me happily, but behind their eyes there was a sense of cruelty – something I couldn’t quite put my finger on.

‘I’ve decided,’ Miss Evelyn said eventually, ‘I’m going to allow Miss Rachel and her husband to borrow you tonight, for one night only – for whatever they choose to do with you. You’ll do exactly what they say, and you won’t embarrass me. Do you understand, slut?’

There was nothing in her voice that allowed for dissent. That, coupled with the predatory way Rachel was eying my body, made it clear I didn’t really have much of an option – or at least that, if I did, it would have serious consequences.

‘Yes, Miss Evelyn,’ I said.

‘Oh, wonderful!’ Rachel said as she stood up. ‘I can’t tell you how glad I am. The three of us are going to have such fun with you, Richie. I can promise you that much.’

The three of us?

I didn’t have time to question it. Before I could react, she was giving Miss Evelyn a continental-style kiss on each cheek and heading out of the door, all the while talking about the new plans she had to make. It sounded distinctly ominous.

After a nod from Miss Evelyn, I stood up and walked after her in order to fetch her coat. She allowed me to slip it over her shoulders, and then turned and gave me a hug. My naked body pressed up against her, and I felt my cock twitching back to life already.

‘Don’t worry,’ she whispered in my ear. ‘I know Evie is a bit of a hardass sometimes, but she seems to really care about you – and I think she’s proud of how you’re doing. Keep up the good work.’

With that, she slipped away out through the door and into the summer sunshine as though nothing had happened, leaving me standing alone in the hallway.

It wasn’t until the door had closed behind her that I realised that something seemed somehow different about her now – a change that had happened in the last hour or so. I wracked my brain trying to think of it to no avail, and it was only once Miss Evelyn called me back into the living room to resume my duties that I realised what it was. A thin silver chain had been around her neck as she hugged me – a chain that hadn’t been there when she arrived.

A chain that held the only key to my cage.
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