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The wait between me knocking on the door and it swinging open made for the longest twenty seconds of my life. It gave me a lot of time to think.

How had I ended up here? It was only just over a week before that I had moved in with my mother’s friend Evie – a woman who I’d known since I was a kid – but so much had happened since then. It hadn’t taken her long to show her true colours, and a kinky side I couldn’t even have imagined – and of course, I’d gone along with it. That explained the leather cuffs around my wrists and ankles, locked in place by tiny padlocks, and the plastic chastity device that had kept me from playing with myself pretty much since I had moved in.

But what explained what I was doing now?

The house belonged to Mrs Miller – or Miss Rachel, as I had been instructed to call her – and her husband, and it was everything that Miss Evelyn’s quaint little cottage wasn’t. The driveway seemed to stretch out for miles, giving the house an odd sense of exclusion from the outside world, as though the things that went on there existed in a little bubble that couldn’t be breached from the outside. The house itself had been a farmhouse, once upon a time, but it had been extensively refurbished and now it was a stone-clad monument to luxury.

That explained the offhand way that Miss Rachel had spoken about staying in San Marino. Whoever she and her husband were, they had money – and for her at least, all of the confidence that could bring.

Why had Miss Evelyn decided to send me here? After Miss Rachel’s visit – only a few hours ago, now, but it seemed like so much longer – she had been much more affectionate towards me, even letting me kneel by her feet for most of the afternoon rather than sending me off to do chores, but there was still the slight issue of the fact that she had agreed to loan me out for the evening. We didn’t talk about it, at least not for a while, but it hung over the rest of the day like a storm cloud. I didn’t know what it meant. Was this going to be a regular event? What would I be expected to do?

When I finally dared to broach the topic with her, she just smiled. ‘You’re expected to do as you’re told,’ she said simply. ‘Be as obedient for Rachel and Tom as you are for me. I expect to hear wonderful things from them when they give you back.’

When they give you back.

I’d thought that I would be used to Miss Evelyn’s subtle humiliations by now, but the way she spoke about me as though I was just an object to be given away as she saw fit made me blush. Underneath it all, though, I found myself getting turned on. There was something about how easy it was for her to demonstrate her incredible power over me that made me feel unlike anything else I’d experienced before.

She had noticed my arousal, obviously. ‘You’d better not enjoy the thought too much,’ she had said, tapping a fingernail against the plastic cock cage that was snugly fitted around my member. ‘You know I gave Rachel the key. You’re stuck in there until she decides to let you out, now.’

I had moaned out loud at that. Even though I had been allowed to come just a few hours earlier – for the first time in a week, no less – I was completely overcome by my desires. Somehow, masturbating in front of Miss Evelyn and Miss Rachel had opened the floodgates, and now it was all I could think about.

All of this ran through my mind as I waited for the heavy oak door of the Millers’ farmhouse to open. Once I heard footsteps behind it and the click of a lock being unfastened, I suddenly wished I had a little more time to mull things over.

Was I ready for this? How would I cope with what lay inside?

More importantly, what would Miss Evelyn think?

None of that mattered: no matter how much I willed the door to stay closed, it didn’t. On the other side of it, Miss Rachel stood looking just as confident as she had the first time I saw her. Around her neck, on a thin silver chain, was a familiar looking key.

‘Richie!’ she exclaimed. ‘Fancy seeing you here?’

Her joke didn’t land; I was too nervous about the coming hours. Instead, she ushered me indoors. The vestibule was surprisingly small and cramped, but as she closed the front door she made no indication that we were moving into the main body of the house.

‘You don’t need to look so scared, Richie,’ she said at last, and somehow I did feel myself becoming more at ease. Miss Evelyn obviously trusted her, despite the unusually combative nature their relationship seemed to have, and that meant I could trust her too. Maybe she was right. ‘We’re not going to hurt you. In fact, I suspect that you’ll find this evening a most enlightening experience. As long as you behave yourself, that is.’

As long as you behave.

The words echoed around the tiny vestibule, seeming to take on a whole deeper significance the longer the pause that followed them went on. ‘Yes,’ I squeaked out. It was all I could manage.

‘So, then: let’s get to the rules for tonight. Firstly, you’ll address us both properly. I’m Miss Rachel, as you well know, and my husband will be Sir, unless he tells you otherwise. Kitty is just Kitty – although don’t get me wrong, she still ranks above you. You’re the bottom monkey on the totem pole tonight, Richie. With me so far?’

‘Yes, Miss Rachel.’

‘Good, good. As far as protocol is concerned, you’ll be naked whenever you’re in the house. Your default state is on your knees, eyes down, legs spread, mouth closed. We’ll let you know if you’re allowed to speak. Also, you’re going to have to get used to crawling. Slaves don’t stand without permission. In fact, you’re going to have to get used to asking for permission for a lot of things. If in doubt, ask first. You’ll save yourself a lot of punishment that way.’

‘Punishment?’ I asked, and she made a clicking sound of disapproval.

‘Firstly, it’s “Miss Rachel”. Always. Secondly, I don’t recall giving you permission to ask questions, do you?’

‘No, Miss Rachel.’

‘Good. Well, at least your ears are working, but that’s not a great start. You’re going to have to learn more quickly than that, I’m afraid.’

She was talking to me as though I was a child – and yet, somehow, the embarrassment was tinged with arousal. The more she talked down to me, the tighter the cage began to feel against my cock. I couldn’t help but replay our earlier encounter in my mind, and the thought of me at her feet, masturbating furiously and then cleaning up my own come with my tongue just made me feel so desperate for approval.

‘Yes, Miss Rachel,’ I stammered out.

She seemed satisfied. ‘Right, well... that’s titles and clothing and protocol dealt with. I think that’s everything. Your safeword is “watermelon”. If you can’t continue for whatever reason, or you’re suffering too much, just say that word and you’ll be allowed to leave the room – but you won’t be allowed back in. Understand?’

I thought I did, and I nodded.

Watermelon.

It seemed so ridiculous that, of all the things I needed to remember, that was on the list, but there it was. I was vaguely familiar with the concept of a safeword, but I couldn’t stop myself from wondering why Miss Evelyn hadn’t given me one – and, more strangely, why it had never even occurred to me. Perhaps she knew what I needed better than I did; after all, she’d certainly known me long enough.

‘Well?’ Miss Rachel said. ‘What are you waiting for?’ I tried to read her gaze, figuring out what she wanted from me, but her face was a cipher. ‘Your clothes,’ she said at last. ‘I told you. Slaves are naked in this house. And that’s what you are, right?’

‘Yes, Miss Rachel.’

‘What are you?’

‘Your slave, Miss Rachel.’

‘And my husband’s, of course. Your new Sir, at least for the night. And don’t you forget it.’

I wasn’t sure how I felt about the idea of serving another man the way I served Miss Rachel and Miss Evelyn, but the safeword she had given me set me at ease. If I was uncomfortable, I could stop it; I had been given more control than I had at any time in the last week. That was enough.

I stripped off my clothes and knelt down in front of her, naked except for the leather straps around my wrists and ankles and the sheath around my cock. The cool tile of the vestibule chilled my knees, but the rest of my body felt as though it was on fire. When Miss Rachel reached down and ran a hand through my hair, before gently pushing me onto all fours, I went willingly.

She bent down and put my clothes in a lockbox by the front door. I got the impression that would be the last I’d see of them until I was ready to leave.

It was only then, once I was naked and kneeling and my clothes were safely hidden, that Miss Rachel made a move to the door that lead to the rest of the house. I crawled after her on my hands and knees, happy that soft carpeting was replacing the hard tile that I had first known. In fact, the whole house seemed pleasantly warm, despite looking from the outside as though it might be draughty. All the better for being naked, I thought, but then I realised: wasn’t that the point? Wasn’t that how the Millers had chosen to live?

I doubted I was the first person who was subjected to their rules.

‘Is everything ready?’ Miss Rachel said, snapping me out of my thoughts. For a moment I was convinced she was talking to me, but before I could jerk my head up I heard another voice coming from across the room.

‘Yes, Mistress,’ it said. ‘Everything is just as you instructed.’ The voice was soft and light and wonderfully feminine. Unlike Miss Rachel and Miss Evelyn, it didn’t have much of a harsh tone to it. When they spoke, people obeyed. When this woman spoke, the only thing I wanted to do was hear more.

‘Very good. And my husband?’

‘He called to say he’d be a little late, Mistress. He said not to be afraid to start without him.’

The more the girl spoke, the more desperate I was to look up at her and see if the beauty of her face matched the beauty of her voice, but I had already risked annoying Miss Rachel with my slow uptake of her rules, and I didn’t want to try my luck again. I kept my eyes fixed firmly on the floor.

‘Hmm,’ Miss Rachel murmured. She sounded unhappy with this latest development. ‘Still, I suppose that gives us a little more time to prepare things. Take Richie to the guest bedroom and get him ready for this evening. In silence. You know what I mean by that.’

‘Yes, Mistress.’

‘I don’t want him to have any clues as to what’s waiting for him. Understood?’

‘Yes, Mistress.’

Miss Rachel leaned down close to me, and hooked her fingers gently under my chin to force me to look up at her. ‘This is Kitty,’ she said, not letting me turn away to see her other submissive. ‘She’s to be obeyed without question while she gets you ready. As far as you’re concerned, I might as well be in the room with you with your balls in my hand. Got it?’

I understood. ‘Yes, Miss Rachel,’ I said, and she gestured back to the floor. My eyes followed.

I still hadn’t seen the girl – Kitty – but when she began to walk up the stairs I knew exactly what to do. One hand in front of the other, I let her lead the way; when she turned off the hallway after what felt like miles, I turned off with her. My only guidance was the sight of her feet, encased in leather boots with heavy buckles. Unlike Miss Rachel’s, however, a tiny, heart-shaped silver padlock was threaded through the fastening on each foot, securing them into place. Kitty might have been allowed clothes – or shoes, at least – but there was no doubting the fact that she was submissive.

She clicked her fingers and pointed downwards in what I took as a sign to stop and kneel, and I did so, waiting as she crossed the room and began looking in drawers. I knew I was supposed to keep my eyes on the floor, but I couldn’t resist. Slowly, carefully, I tried to raise my view to see her. I noticed through my peripheral vision that I was in a bedroom – a large four-poster bed took up a great deal of space – but it was hard to pay attention to anything other than Kitty.

She looked incredible.

The boots ran to just below her knees, swaddling her shapely calves in black leather. She walked on heels that were as high as any I’d ever seen, but she didn’t totter: every step was graceful and confident, as though she was entirely used to it. The boots gave way to a pair of fishnet stockings that came to rest underneath a scandalously short dress-skirt made of some kind of rubber-looking material that hugged her ass tightly, emphasising every movement. Her entire body seemed to sway as she walked, a sinuous tease that made me harden in the cage. From behind, I could see the black ribbon of a corset criss-crossing red satin across her back as it turned her physique into a perfect hourglass shape. That was as high as I dared to look for fear of being caught ogling.

Why worry? She knows you’re watching her.

The thought jumped into my mind out of nowhere, but no matter how ridiculous it seemed I couldn’t shake it off. She hadn’t said a word to me directly, and had barely paid me any attention at all – and even that had been at Miss Rachel’s direct instruction. She had a model’s figure, especially in the corset, and a voice like an angel. Somehow I knew without even seeing her face that she was way out of my league, but there was something about the way she walked – the sway of her hips just a little too theatrical to be unplanned – that made it seem almost as though she was putting on a show, and that I was the sum total of her audience.

She found what she was looking for in the drawers and crossed back over to me, kneeling down. As she did so her eyes became level with mine – two rich emeralds that seemed to dance with a mischievous glint in the light of the room, made all the more captivating because they were all I could see. The rest of her face was covered in a hood made of the same latex-rubber material as her skirt. Was that what the Millers had planned for me? The worry burrowed deep into my mind. On Kitty, the effect was charming, but on me... it seemed like it would be too much too quickly.

Then she smiled, and the white flash of perfect teeth split the black rubber; with that, everything was forgotten.

She lifted her hand, and for the first time I saw what it was that she had gone to fetch. Between her fingers she held up a thick leather strap, in the centre of which sat a large red ball. I opened my mouth almost involuntarily, not happy about the idea of being gagged and yet unwilling to refuse, but instead she pressed the ball between her own lips and fastened the strap behind her head, keeping it in place. As soon as she did, she produced a silver padlock that matched the ones on her boots as if from nowhere, slipped it through a hole in the buckle, and allowed it to click closed. There was no sign of the key.

That must have been what Miss Rachel meant by ‘in silence’, I thought. With Kitty’s mouth closed off, there was no way I’d be able to get any information out of her. Apparently she wasn’t taking any chances.

Kitty dangled another padlock in front of my eyes – a heavier one, this time, built for security at the total expense of fashion – and then ran her slender fingers down my arms, guiding my hands to behind my back. With the leather straps still securely in place at my wrists, it only took a second or two for her to slip the new padlock through the D-rings and fasten it shut.

I pulled against it, testing it, but I knew even before I moved that I wouldn’t be going anywhere. Miss Rachel didn’t seem like the kind of person who would allow much in the way of escape, even if I’d wanted to.

As soon as I was safely restrained, Kitty’s entire demeanour seemed to change. Suddenly, knowing she had the upper hand physically, she began to let herself explore my body. Her fingertips traced lightly across my chest, skirting my nipples and making me moan: the first noise I had made in what felt like forever. Slowly she worked her way downwards, watching intently to see my reactions. It wasn’t until she got to the cage that she became more bold, grasping it firmly, examining it as though it was some strange artefact. I wasn’t complaining. The more she touched me, the harder I could feel myself becoming in the cage. I would have given anything at that moment to be free, to have felt her fingers wrapped around my cock – and more, perhaps; if that gag wasn’t there, to feel those luscious lips going to work to drive me to an orgasm. After the week of teasing I had received, it would have been a sweet relief.

What the hell had come over me? I had never even met this girl until about ten minutes before, and now I was fantasising about her sucking my cock. The more I thought about the situation I was in, the more these things started to seem... normal. Was that it? After all, it wasn’t my fault that I was currently tied and on my knees, being manhandled by a strange but beautiful young woman. I was just reacting to the situation I had been placed into.

Not that I was complaining.

Eventually her explorations came to an end, and she stood up. With a click of her fingers, she gestured for me to follow her over to the drawers, and I did. It didn’t take her long to find a thick black leather collar and secure it around my neck. Another padlock held it in place, but this time it wasn’t left free: before she closed it, she put it through a length of heavy industrial-looking chain and used it as a leash to pull me over to one of the posts holding up the bed canopy. She looped it around with an effortless grace and clicked another padlock through it.

With no more than three feet of slack in the chain, I was stuck, and we both knew it.

I could have sworn she smiled at me then, through the gag, but as it stretched out her lips there was no way to be sure. If anything, she seemed to smile at me with her eyes: they twinkled through the latex of the hood as she bent down towards me. She pressed her face against my cheek, and I could feel the leather of the strap and the steel of the ring that held the rubber ball in place between her lips as it rubbed against me. She stayed there for a second or two, and then pulled away and walked through the door.

It wasn’t until I could no longer hear her footsteps walking down the hallway that I realised she had just kissed me goodbye.

It was hard to tell how long I had spent in that room, tied with my hands behind my back and leashed like an animal. By the time I heard footsteps outside the door, my shoulders had tensed up and my knees were growing sore, but I didn’t dare to move. For all I knew, the Millers had a camera set up and were just waiting for me to fail. Given the painstaking way Miss Rachel had set out her expectations for me – and the penalty for not meeting them – I decided not to risk it, even as my muscles began to settle into the same kind of dull ache that I usually associated with heavy exercise.

Who would have thought that doing nothing could be so taxing?

It wasn’t just the physical strain, though. My mind was running in circles, and had been since the moment Kitty had left the room. Ever since the moment I had first laid eyes on her, something seemed to have changed in the world. I didn’t even know what she looked like behind the latex hood, and yet I knew without a doubt that she must be beautiful. There was just something about the glint in her eyes, the kind of charm that makes the rest of a person absolutely gorgeous – and based on her body, swaddled in the tight black rubber of her outfit, that led me to believe that the rest of her would be just as enticing.

It was stupid, perhaps, but in the silence of the room it was hard to think of anything else: not the warning Miss Evelyn had given me to behave, not the playful teasing of Miss Rachel – not even the impending arrival of the mysterious Mr Miller, and what might be expected of me. Perhaps it was just my way of avoiding nervousness about what was going to happen next: a way of enjoying the calm before the storm.

I didn’t care. I let the clock tick on, and dreamt of Kitty’s body against mine.

I was still thinking about her when the door opened. My cock was still hard, and when I bowed my head I could see that a bead of precome had dripped down onto the floor, leaving a snail’s trail of evidence that I was impossibly aroused despite my chastity. A string of it linked my cock to the floor, but on my knees there was no way to dislodge it, or hide it. All I could do was hope that Miss Rachel wouldn’t be too strict in her punishment for me making a mess.

It wasn’t Miss Rachel, though. Kitty stepped through the door on her perilously high heels, before coming to kneel down beside me. She was still wearing the gag. I could only imagine now much her jaw would be aching now, but she didn’t seem to be complaining. Instead she just faced forward, her eyes fixed on a spot across the room, ignoring me completely.

‘What’s going on?’ I hissed at her quietly, even though I knew she couldn’t reply. She looked at me for the first time, her eyes two bright beads of silent exasperation behind her mask, and raised a finger to the gag: a warning to be quiet. She flicked her head towards the door, and then back to me, imploring me to understand.

I did, I thought. Something would be happening soon. Someone would be coming. All I had to do was wait.

Strangely, with Kitty next to me, the idea of waiting in silence didn’t seem that bad.

The wait wasn’t long, this time. Within five minutes, I could hear the sound of Miss Rachel’s voice outside the door – too muffled to make out words, but still distinct enough to be recognised – and that of a man, deep and husky. They parted at the doorway, and she stepped in alone.

She had been attractive in an old woman sort of way that morning – the kind that said she was untouchable, unattainable even – but now she exuded raw sexual power. Gone were the neat but casual clothes she had been wearing when I answered the door. Now, she was wearing an impossibly tight pair of latex trousers that traced every perfect curve, coupled with a tight black and red corset. The tight bun in which she wore her blonde hair didn’t seem quite as businesslike and professional in this context; now, it just seemed threatening, as though she wasn’t in the mood to take any nonsense from either of us.

I took Kitty’s advice and remained silent.

‘Well, well,’ she said, almost to herself. ‘What do we have here?’ She didn’t get a response from either of us, but that didn’t stop her. ‘It looks to me like two little sluts, all dressed up and ready to be played with. Isn’t that right?’

Kitty nodded her head, and I did the same. Miss Rachel frowned and grasped my cock in its cage, tightly enough to make sure that she had my complete attention. ‘She’s gagged, Richie. She has an excuse. When I ask you a question, I expect the proper response. Do you understand?’

‘Yes, Miss Rachel,’ I said quickly.

‘Now, what do we have here?’

‘Two little sluts, Miss Rachel.’ It shocked me how comfortable I was with the idea of referring to myself as a slut, but something about using the same word to describe Kitty just felt...wrong. Still, with Miss Rachel’s vice like grip on my cock and balls, there was little I could do to protest.

She seemed happy with my response. ‘Good boy,’ she said, smiling. ‘Keep it up and you might even enjoy tonight.’

Miss Rachel stood up and walked across to the cabinet in the corner of the room, opening it fully for the first time. Inside I could see a whole world of sex toys and other items, the likes of which I was sure they didn’t stock at the sex shop in town. That was all lacy lingerie and the occasional set of furry handcuffs, but this... this seemed like serious business. Leather straps with buckles polished to a high sheen stared back at me, alongside a number of heavy steel devices whose uses I didn’t even want to guess at. I was almost relieved when Miss Rachel selected a crop, swished it through the air, and turned back to us.

‘You’ll probably be pleased to know that you won’t be expected to service my husband orally,’ she said nonchalantly, as though the idea was the most natural thing in the world for a young, straight boy. ‘Kitty will deal with all that, if necessary. He prefers girls to boys, as much as I’ve tried to convince him to see the... shall we say, benefits of both sexes?’ She smirked to herself, and then continued. ‘You’ll be serving me. The bad news is that I have a much lower tolerance for disappointment than Thomas does, so if you let me down...’ She let the crack of the crop against one of the bedposts punctuate her sentence; it said more than words ever could.

‘Yes, Miss Rachel,’ I stammered out.

‘Good boy. And I see you’ve already started to enjoy yourself.’ She gestured downwards to the rapidly growing puddle of precome between my knees. ‘I think we should probably do something about that before you end up flooding the house. Don’t you?’

‘Yes, Miss Rachel.’ I flashed back to that morning, where Miss Evelyn and my new host had had me on my knees, licking up my own mess. I could still taste it – and, it seemed, I was about to taste it again.

When Miss Rachel crossed over to us, I expected her to force my head down and tell me to clean the floor for the second time that day, but instead she put her hands behind Kitty’s head and removed the gag. A string of drool ran from the ball and pooled on the floor as it was pulled away from her; immediately, Kitty lowered her head and began to lap at the saliva, not stopping until the smooth floor had no trace of her mess on it. She sat back with a smile on her face, and looked up at the other woman expectantly.

‘Kitty, deal with this,’ Miss Rachel said, pointing down at the floor between my legs.

‘Yes, Mistress,’ she purred. She dropped to the floor and began to lick at the precome I had spilled with thoughts of her. Where I had been hesitant that morning, Kitty couldn’t have been more eager – but I was under no illusions that it was through any particular attachment to me. I recognised the look in her eyes. Kitty was doing it for Miss Rachel’s benefit, not mine.

Once she had cleaned the floor, she moved upwards to my cock. The small drop of precome that had formed on the end of it had caught her eye, and she looked up at Miss Rachel imploringly. The older woman nodded her silent approval, and within an instant Kitty had taken my caged cock into her mouth. I couldn’t stop myself from groaning as Kitty’s tongue probed the slit in the plastic, teasing the end of my cock with barely any contact at all. I could feel the heat of her mouth as it wrapped around me, but that just made the lack of sensation of her flesh against my own that much more excruciating to bear. By the time she pulled it out of her mouth, it was flushed with blood and straining against the plastic.

Miss Rachel ran a gentle hand across Kitty’s head, petting her over the hood. Kitty mewed appreciatively; I was still too lost in the sensations of what had just happened to make any noise at all.

‘I think she likes you,’ Miss Rachel said, laughing. ‘Isn’t that right, pet?’

‘Yes Mistress,’ Kitty nodded. ‘He’s fun.’

‘Well maybe, if you’re very lucky, I might let you play with him once you’ve both finished serving me and Sir. You’d like that, wouldn’t you?’

‘Oh yes, Mistress. So much.’

I was too stunned to comment. First, I had been given away like a plaything from Miss Evelyn to Miss Rachel; now, it seemed I was being passed along from Miss Rachel to her... what, pet? Slave? I didn’t even know. I felt as though I should have been outraged, and yet the thought of Kitty being excited to play with me – not to mention the thought of her actually doing it – made it difficult to protest.

I wasn’t given much time to consider it. The door opened, and a mountain of a man stepped through it.

He was at least six and a half feet tall, but whereas my height was coupled with a moderate lankiness, the man standing before me – Mr Miller, I could only assume – was a living testament to strength. His body was perfectly toned and tanned, so much so that I didn’t even consider it odd that he had entered the room with his shirt unfastened and fluttering free. On a man like him, it seemed natural. He would have been a force to be reckoned with in the boardroom – and from what I had been able to figure out about him, he was a significant contributor to the wealth of the Miller household, having built a business from the ground up – but here in the bedroom, with me stuck on my knees before him, he was truly intimidating.

‘Hello, sweetie,’ Miss Rachel said, crossing over to him and giving him a peck on the cheek. ‘I was just explaining to the toys what’s expected of them tonight.’

‘Oh yes?’

She nodded. ‘It looks like our Kitty has quite the crush on little Richie here. I told her she might be able to borrow him for the night, if he does a good job. You don’t have a problem with that, do you?’ 

For the first time, he smiled. ‘Not as long as you’re satisfied. You don’t plan on wearing him out, then?’

She laughed at that, but it didn’t sound like the response to a joke. ‘No,’ she said. ‘She can have my leftovers.’

‘You hear that, boy? We’ll try not to wear you out too much.’ Suddenly, he was looking directly at me. His eyes locked onto mine in a hard stare that I knew better than to try and pull away from, but it was difficult not to be intimidated: it was the look of a man who was confident that he would get exactly what he wanted.

I nodded. It was the best I could manage.

‘If I didn’t want an answer, you’d be wearing a gag,’ he said. ‘Is that what you want? Hmm?’

‘N-no,’ I choked out. ‘I mean, no Sir. I’m sorry.’

‘Good. Because if you were in a gag, my wife wouldn’t be able to use your mute little mouth, and that would make her unhappy. And when my wife is unhappy, I’m unhappy. Is that what you want to see, boy?’

‘No, Sir.’

‘That’s better. I’d hate to have to teach you how to behave properly.’ My mind flashed back to the array of crops and paddles in Miss Rachel’s wardrobe, not to mention the one currently in her hand. The thought of a man his size laying into me – especially after I had seen firsthand what a woman as petite as Miss Evelyn could manage – was not a thought I wanted to turn into a reality.

Miss Rachel scoffed at her husband. ‘Thomas, you’re scaring the poor boy,’ she scolded. ‘Look at him, shaking like a leaf. I’m sure you’ll do fine, won’t you?’

‘Yes Miss Rachel,’ I said.

‘Good boy.’ Slowly, she pulled down a zip on her latex trousers. It stretched right the way back from her pubic bone, through her legs and back to her shapely ass, and where the fastener traced its path the latex gave way to the soft pink of her flesh. Her pussy, shaved bare and with its lips flush with arousal, stared back at me, already wet with her juices. ‘I think it’s time you proved it, though.’

She sat back on the bed and gestured for me to come to her. With my hands still fastened firmly behind my back and my neck chained to the bedpost, it took me a while to manoeuvre myself into position between her legs, but an occasional swat of her crop against my ass sped me along. It was never enough to hurt me, but it served as a strong reminder that she was capable of enforcing her expectations for me if she found me wanting.

Once I was in place, I felt her hands grip my hair tightly, pulling me in. There was no hesitation, no teasing: as she pressed my lips against the gap in the latex, it was clear that she was in no mood to mess around. I began licking, eagerly working my tongue against her clit the way Miss Evelyn had taught me. My lessons – not to mention all the practice sessions I had been subjected to over the past week – seemed to be paying off.

Miss Rachel’s taste was different – heavier, yet sweeter, mingled with the sweat from her latex outfit – but I didn’t care. I threw myself into the task in front of me with more enthusiasm than I had applied to anything before in my life. Judging by her moans of pleasure, Miss Rachel appreciated my attention. It wasn’t long before her body started to buck and writhe under my tongue and I began to settle into the task I had been assigned, knowing that I was starting to find out just what pleased her.

It was only once I heard a more masculine grunt of pleasure that I allowed my eyes to flit across to the corner of the room. Mr Miller – Sir – had Kitty on her knees in front of him, eagerly sucking at his cock. From the angle of the two of them I could easily see just how large he was, and how readily Kitty was taking it down into her throat. It didn’t look like a natural skill; I got the feeling that she had been trained into it over a significant period of time. Judging from the way Sir’s eyes seemed to be rolling back into his head, it looked as though the end result had been worth every second. His strong hands pulled her mouth onto his cock over and over again, fucking the pink hole in the latex hood, safe in the knowledge that it existed solely for her pleasure.

I felt the sharp sting of the crop against the flesh of my ass, and let out an involuntary yelp. ‘Keep your focus on me, Richie,’ Miss Rachel said. ‘Unless you’d rather trade places with Kitty over there? It can be arranged, if you’d prefer.’

‘No, Miss Rachel,’ I said. ‘I’m sorry.’

Her response was lost in moans as I resumed my work. For a few minutes, the only sounds in the room were the wet sucking of Kitty’s mouth around Sir’s cock and the excited gasps of pleasure as my tongue worked against Miss Rachel’s clit. Seconds seemed to stretch out forever, but then Sir’s voice boomed out loud and strong.

‘Now,’ it said.

Miss Rachel placed one foot on my shoulder and used it to gently push me away. With my hands tied, even the slight movement threatened to send me off-balance, but I managed to pull it together just in time to see Kitty come and kneel by the bed. As Sir approached, Miss Rachel gestured with her eyes for me to go and kneel by her, in our original positions.

I could see the wetness around her mouth, a mixture of saliva and precome, but it surrounded a contented grin, even though Mr Miller hadn’t reached orgasm. Despite my best efforts, and the excited clutching of the bedsheets that told me what a good job I was doing, Miss Rachel hadn’t come either. It wasn’t until he crossed over to us that I realised that was the point. We weren’t the main course: we were the appetiser.

Miss Rachel spread her legs even wider, and suddenly her husband was on top of her, his cock pressing against the folds of her pussy where my tongue had been just seconds before. He thrust inside in a single smooth motion that made her let out a low, primal moan unlike anything I had ever heard before. It seemed to come from every part of her at once, unmatched in intensity except by the determined look on Sir’s face.

‘Watch this, Richie,’ she said as he pushed into her over and over, her voice skipping like a record under the rhythmic assault of his cock against her delicate sex. ‘This is how a man fucks. Not a caged little boyslut. A real man.’

I found myself blushing. I had been called worse, but never in front of Kitty.

It seemed to take no time at all for Sir to bring her to climax. It was a different sort of pleasure, I could tell: I had been a tease, an aperitif, but he was a locomotive that swept aside everything that had come before. I was a feather-touch, but he was a sledgehammer – and a sledgehammer was what she needed.

They came together in perfect synchronicity, he letting out a primal growl of pleasure as her body clenched up beneath him, her fingers grasping at the coverlet even as her mouth seized itself into a muted O of uncontrollable ecstasy. When his strong arms pushed his body off from hers, she seemed to be almost incapable of movement. It wasn’t until he leant over to plant a soft, tender kiss against her lips that she smiled and seemed to come back to the real world.

‘Kitty,’ Miss Rachel said, beckoning with a crooked finger. Nothing else needed to be said. Immediately Kitty crawled to between her Mistress’s legs and began eagerly lapping at her pussy, cleaning up the load that her Sir had left there only moments earlier.

Even as it deflated, Sir’s cock dwarfed mine; outside of the cage – how long ago did that seem, now? – I was still several inches shorter than him, and noticeably thinner. None of that mattered to Kitty. She sucked it into her mouth and cleaned it thoroughly swirling her tongue to get every last trace of their mingled juices off his skin. I could have watched that sight forever.

Eventually, she crawled back beside me and waited for her next instruction. We both watched as Miss Rachel pulled herself up into a sitting position, her skin glowing with a post-orgasmic glow. Her husband sat on the bed behind her, wrapped his huge arms around her slender waist, and kissed her neck tenderly. She nuzzled back into him, and I found myself shocked at what I was seeing: despite everything that had just happened and the depravity Kitty had I had been party to, this looked so... normal. It seemed almost impossible to believe that under all of the kink, a relationship like theirs could have been built on a strong foundation of affection – and yet there it was. Once the whips and chains were taken away, the Millers seemed like any other couple in love.

‘Kitty, take this one to bed,’ Miss Rachel said. ‘The guest room is prepared. Make sure he’s all secured for the night. Understood?’

‘Yes, Miss Rachel,’ she replied, but through the sweetness of her voice it took me a second or two realise what had been suggested. What did she mean, secured for the night? Surely, after everything that had happened, it was time for me to go back to what passed as my own bed at Miss Evelyn’s house?

Miss Rachel caught my reluctance and smiled. ‘That’s right, Richie,’ she said. ‘Evelyn gave you to me for the night as well as the afternoon. You’d better get a good night’s sleep, because we have a lot of plans for you in the morning.’

Kitty found the key to my makeshift leash, unfastened the end of the chain that was wrapped around the bedpost, and gestured for me to follow. I was too stunned to resist, and crawled meekly after her into the corridor.

‘Don’t worry,’ Miss Rachel called after us. ‘We take good care of our toys here.’

And as the door closed behind me, I could have sworn I heard the Millers laughing with each other, as though they were sharing a private joke at someone else’s expense.
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