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"Do a good job though and there’s plenty more girls for me to send you off to. None of them as nice as Sofia, of course. This is easy mode, beta—you should be grateful."

Vera


The Exchange Program

The leather collar scratched at Benny’s neck. He didn’t like this, not one bit. Vera’s closed-lipped attitude, her matter-of-fact demeanor—this didn’t feel like some routine visit to see one of her friends. This felt… different. More serious, somehow. He plodded behind Vera in her Chanel business suit, carrying her heavy duffel as they approached the single-story house, aware of the chastity device he wore between his legs; just a few weeks ago she’d had him “refitted” with a tighter, shorter device that had an oval-shaped ring curved to be more flush against Benny’s body. The effect was a less-noticeable design from the outside that became instantly more noticeable to Benny under his clothes any time he got even the slightest bit aroused.

As they got to the door, Vera pointed at the porch without even turning around and Benny dropped to his knees with his hands behind his back and his head tilted forward. Vera rang the bell. A few moments later it opened and there was a delighted squeal of exchanged hellos, Benny lifting a furtive eye to see who they were there to meet.

She was a few years younger than Vera and decked out in bubbly pink with dark hair that showed soft highlights from the California sun. Instantly, Benny felt a girl-next-door energy radiating from her, from the big, beaming smile she wore to the way she excitedly clasped her hands together. So different from Vera, thought Benny, who he’d learned to read over the years like a stormcloud always threatening to rain. How did these two know each other?

Vera caught Benny peeking.

“Eyes down, beta,” warned Vera. “Did I give you permission to look?”

Benny’s line of sight sank. He shook his head. “No, Goddess, I’m sorry, Goddess,” he quickly said.

Vera let out something between a sigh and a laugh. “Betas. Can’t live with ‘em and can’t… well, I guess that’s why we’re here, isn’t it?”

“Come on in,” said the other woman.

She ushered them inside, Vera going first with Benny trailing behind. Once in the house, he set down Vera’s bag and returned to his head-down, kneeling position.

“Undress,” Vera commanded.

While Benny stripped down to the gauzy powder blue chiffon panties that veiled his insufferably tight chastity device, the women settled in, taking a seat on the living room’s oversized sectional couch. Feeling the collar every time he swallowed, Benny crawled over towards them, crouching into an all-fours position so that Vera could kick up her boots to use him as a human footstool.

“I’m so glad you signed up for this,” said Vera, shifting until she got into a comfortable spot; her heels dug into the soft skin of Benny’s lower back.

“Me too! I’m excited!” the other woman chirped. “Although… is he okay with it?”

Vera burst into laughter. “Oh Sofia, you have so much to learn,” she said. “For starters, it doesn’t matter if he’s okay with this. He doesn’t even know what ‘this’ is.”

“Really?” asked the other woman, Sofia.

The confused face Benny made matched the tone of Sofia’s voice. So there was something different about this visit after all. But what?

“Not one bit,” continued Vera.

“Hold on, I just need to get a tissue to spit out my gum,” said Sofia.

Vera snorted and said, “Don’t bother. That’s what he’s for.” She lifted her boots off Benny’s back and snapped her fingers impatiently. “Beta, open your mouth so Princess Sofia can spit out her gum.”

It was Benny’s first interaction with Sofia—Princess Sofia, that was—and Benny moved into position by Sofia’s side of the couch, tilting his head back and opening his mouth wide, eyes up on the ceiling.

“I just… right in his mouth…?” asked Sofia as she bent forward; this close, Benny could smell her perfume—sweet, powdery, and a little smoky.

“Don’t be shy,” urged Vera.

Sofia loomed over him, holding back a long lock of her hair. He was trying not to look in her eyes even as she was looking into his. She pursed her glossy lips together and let the gum fall. Even sapped of its flavor, Benny could tell it had been fruit punch or some other tropical medley.

“Thank you, Princess,” Benny said, hoping he wasn’t overreaching with the title.

Like a giddy schoolgirl, Sofia leaned back in a fit of giggles, covering her mouth with one hand. “I can’t believe he did that!”

“Here’s something to wash that down for you,” said Vera.

He turned in time to see Vera sitting up, keeping his mouth wide as she spat right in his face. Some of it went in his mouth, but most of it shotgunned across his cheeks and the bridge of his nose. “Thank you, Goddess,” he said, swallowing Vera’s spit and Sofia’s gum together to the sounds of more giggling from the new girl. Benny went to return to his all-fours position, eager to hide his face from Sofia, but Vera stopped him.

“Beta, I’m loaning you out to Princess Sofia,” announced Vera. “You’re going to be serving her for a while. Think of it as a… beta male exchange program.”

“Goddess?” blubbered Benny. His mouth hung open like a fish, his mind spun. “I don’t understand.”

Vera rolled her eyes. “You don’t need to understand. If someone borrows a vacuum, does the vacuum need to understand? No. It just needs to do its job—and so do you. Kiss Princess Sofia’s feet.”

His thoughts still racing, Benny put his hands behind his back and bent down to kiss Sofia’s sandal-clad feet.

“That tickles!” laughed Sofia.

Benny kept kissing—partly because Vera hadn’t told him to stop, partly because the feel of her painted toes on his lips made him stir uncomfortably in his chastity cage. Despite the ache, he was filled with that familiar, unmistakable beta feeling that drove him to worship and adulate, no matter how it made him look. That was something he’d learned about himself from his time with Vera, that he really was different from other men—real men—and that it wasn’t just that he was weaker and wimpier and easier to bully but that deep down he enjoyed being treated that way. “That’s your sex,” Vera had once told him. “Not pussy, not jerking off, not even being fucked up the ass like some cock-hungry sissy. Being treated like a beta by girls like me.” And she was absolutely right.

“You’ll find that getting him to do some things doesn’t take much work at all,” said Vera with levity in her voice, no doubt noticing Benny’s enthusiasm. “That’s enough, beta, Princess Sofia doesn’t want her toes to get all slobbery.”

Benny picked himself up, seeing an amused smile on Sofia’s face out of the corner of his eye. She was enjoying this so far.

“Some things though… some things are a little harder. They need a little more, shall we say, encouragement. Or perhaps ‘incentive’ is the better word.”

“Things like what?” Sofia asked innocently.

Vera gave Benny a smug look. “Why don’t you tell your new Princess some of the things you struggle with, beta?”

Already Benny was beginning to blush. It was bad enough to have to do the things Vera was getting at, but to offer that information freely to a total stranger who he was being “loaned out” to? It was just humiliation on top of humiliation. He lowered his eyes and tried to get the wherewithal to speak.

“I…”

“Don’t be rude,” interrupted Vera with a devilish grin. “Look at your Princess when you talk to her.”

Benny met Sofia’s shining chestnut eyes. She looked like it was Christmas morning, all barely-contained glee and excitement at getting to unwrap a whole bundle of surprises. And what Benny would have to say—his humiliations, his embarrassments—were those surprises.

“I… don’t like to…” Benny sighed quietly and corrected himself. “I have a hard time… eating… cum.”

The look in Sofia’s eyes went subtly surprised, but she managed to hold onto her composure.

“What else?” prompted Vera.

He exhaled through his nose. “I get jealous when Goddess spends time with men. Real men, I mean, alpha men,” he said, voice wavering.

“And?”

Benny was very quiet for a few moments. Then he admitted the most embarrassing thing of all: “I really struggle when Goddess punishes me in front of alpha men.”

Though she tried, Sofia could no longer keep it together. “What?” she asked with an incredulous laugh. Sofia looked at Vera. “What does THAT mean?”

“Not punish, spank,” corrected Vera, wagging a shaming finger at Benny. “Be specific, beta. And yes, from time to time I spank him in front of one of my dates or hook-ups. It is stunningly effective at putting him in his place.”

Sofia couldn’t seem to wrap her head around it. “Doesn’t he mind? The guy, I mean.”

Vera shrugged. “Sometimes that’s the price of admission if he wants to get with me,” she said. “They usually find it pretty funny though, especially once Benny starts crying.”

“He cries?!” exclaimed Sofia. She covered her mouth to keep from laughing.

“I don’t stop until he does,” Vera said proudly. “With some guys, seeing me be so assertive and in control really gets them in the mood. In those cases, I’ll have Benny kneel outside my bedroom while the guy just absolutely rails me. That way he hears everything going on while his tears dry and his ass stings. Then, when we’re done…” Vera flashed Benny a gloating look. “...dessert time. His just desserts. Right, beta?”

Benny’s face was hot pink with shame now. He nodded ruefully. “Yes, Goddess.”

“Ewwwww,” said Sofia, no longer able to maintain her composure any longer. She looked at Benny wide-eyed. “You do that, really? Right after they…?”

“Which do you think is better, beta?” Vera asked cruelly. She was enjoying watching him squirm. “Right after one of my alphas blows his load or do you prefer when it’s cooled off a bit?”

Sofia wrinkled her nose; though she was disgusted, she was nevertheless intrigued.

When Benny took too long to respond, Vera snapped: “Well? We’re waiting.”

“Warmer is better,” Benny confessed in a pathetic mumble.

“What did I just tell you? Look at your Princess when you’re speaking.”

He looked at Sofia. Her whole face was scrunched up now but the gleam in her eyes said that she wanted to—had to—know more. “Warmer is better, Princess,” he said to her.

“Every now and again, I’ll get with a guy I can convince to cum right on his face,” said Vera as enthusiastically as a gossiping high school girl. “That’s fun. One time it got right in Benny’s eyes and me and my man laughed and laughed and laughed.”

The shock of it all was beginning to wear off for Sofia. “They don’t think that’s kinda like, you know… gay?”

“Some guys definitely do. But after they see the spanking, a bunch of them usually find it more of a rush than anything else. Especially some types of guys.”

Vera was just begging Sofia to ask for details: “Yeah? Like which ones?”

Cupping her hand around her mouth like she was sharing a secret, Vera said, “Black guys. I don’t know what it is—maybe it’s because Benny’s like this nerdy short white guy or something—but they’re into it way more than others.”

Her eyes now bright with ravenous curiosity, Sofia looked from Vera to Benny and back to Vera. She had her own gossipy thoughts to offer now: “Have you ever had him…” She looked away with a mischievous smile before she finished her thought. “...go down on a guy?”

The blood rushing to Benny’s face made the room feel five degrees warmer.

“It’s funny you should say that!” Vera said as she clapped her hands together. “I’ve had that on my list for a long time. Isn’t that right, beta?”

Benny nodded reluctantly. “Yes, Goddess,” came his glum reply.

But Vera ignored his tone. “But what do you have to do first?” she asked.

This time, Benny caught himself glancing away from Sofia and forced himself to look back at her before Vera could correct him again. “First I have to be able to… to deepthroat, Princess,” he said none too happily. “And… and not use my teeth.”

Sofia cackled with a sharp burst of surprised laughter. “Yes, that’s very important,” she agreed. “Men don’t like teeth against their cocks.”

“No, they don’t,” seconded Vera. “Mouth wide, throat open. That’s where this beta has to get to before he can suck dick. Well, that and I need to find the right man for the, ahem, job.”

“Yeah, what are you thinking?” Sofia asked without missing a beat. She was really getting into the swing of things now.

“See, this is where most guys are going to think that getting their dick sucked by another guy—even someone as beta male wimpy as Benny—is gay,” said Vera with an almost academic air. “The way I see it, I have a few options: I could find a guy who is actually gay, and won’t mind. But I don’t know, I don’t like that for some reason. Another thing I could do is find a guy willing to get a blowjob from Benny in exchange for getting with me, but again… I don’t like that. There is one other option I’m thinking of though…”

Sofia leaned in, keen to know more.

“Glory holes,” said Vera with raised eyebrows. “The guy doesn’t care who’s blowing him, as long as it feels good. They don’t look at whoever is behind the hole and I low-key love that Benny won’t be able to see who it is either—all he’ll get to see is the dick pushed through the opening.”

None of this was a surprise to Benny. Vera had been taunting him with it for months and had once even taken him to a seedy club downtown known for its “unisex” bathrooms downstairs that were a popular glory hole hangout spot. In one of the red-lit stalls, with music thumping and the smell of sex and sweat and cologne in the air, Vera made Benny look at one of the holes to see a pair of cherry red lipsticked lips pressed against it, mouth slightly parted as it waited to be used. There was no way to know if it was a she or a he, not as far as Benny could tell, and the alluring sight of the plump, painted slit had made him throb painfully in his chastity.

“But! That will have to wait until you’re done with him,” said Vera. She patted Benny on the head condescendingly. “For now, let me show you the basics of dealing with a beta so you don’t have any trouble dealing with him when you’re on your own.”


Ink & Odor

Minutes later, the contents of Vera’s heavy duffel bag were laid out on the sectional couch between her and Sofia, a veritable best hits of all the equipment and accoutrements Vera had employed to keep Benny in his place. Some he knew too well and he was almost afraid to look at those items, as if they’d come to life and attack him if he did. To Sofia though, most were an utter mystery; she inventoried them quietly, marveling at the strange shapes and designs and—in some cases—why otherwise household items were among the fray.

She held up a fly swatter.

“What’s this for?” she asked.

“Oh, don’t worry, we’ll get there,” said Vera with a grin. She took the swatter from Sofia and set it back down, picking up a marker instead. “Let’s start here. The very first thing you need to do with a beta is let him know who’s in charge—who owns his wimpy ass. And this is the easiest way to do it.”

Vera handed Sofia the marker.

“Do you remember in school when you’d write your name on your belongings? Same idea here,” said Vera. “Go ahead, give it a try.”

Sofia popped the cap off the marker, looking ready but a bit uncertain. “Anywhere?”

“Anywhere,” said Vera.

Sofia inspected Benny’s body, searching for the right spot. Keeping things simple, she pressed the marker to Benny’s chest and wrote out the letters: S-O-F-I-A.

“They also put something like ‘Property of’ or ‘Belongs to’,” suggested Vera.

In the space between Benny’s collarbone and chest, Sofia added the words “Belongs to” and then also squeezed in “Princess” next to her name, taking pride in adding a finishing touch. Vera pushed Benny towards a hanging mirror on the wall, showing him Sofia’s handiwork.

“Do you ever doodle in a notebook?” she asked Sofia, taking the marker from her. Sofia nodded. “Yeah, you can do the same with him. Watch…”

On the outside of Benny’s arm, Vera spelled out “B-E-T-A”. She stylized the letters, making them thick and shaded in, and then underlined each one to emphasize the point. She handed the marker back to Sofia.

Sofia hmmed and studied Benny like a canvas. She started by dotting the I’s in “Princess Sofia” with hearts and then, in a burst of inspiration, drew circles around his nipples and wrote “Pinch me!” between them with arrows pointing at each nipple.

“Very good!” cheered Vera. Following the suggestion, she grasped one of Benny’s nipples and pinched it until he flinched in pain. “Keep going. And don’t be afraid to be mean. He’s just a beta.”

Smiling to herself, Sofia added “Just a” to Vera’s “Beta” and then on his other arm wrote out “Pussy” and put a big no sign over it. She knelt down and moved onto his belly; even though Benny’s brain knew this young, bubbly girl was not kneeling down to suck his cock—not that she even could with the cage on him—his brain between his legs did not. He swelled against his hard plastic and felt the dull ache of the ball ring on his nuts. Sofia wrote “I eat cum!” on his stomach and in big letters wrote “YUMMMM” next to it, making herself and Vera laugh. The more Sofia wrote the more comfortable—and creative—she got. She turned Benny around, pulled down his panties, and wrote something on each ass cheek before putting the flat of her hand on him while she slowly continued to draw. When he looked over his shoulder, he saw that one side read “SPANK” and the other “ME” with an outline of Sofia’s hand drawn to act as a guideline.

“Great job,” Vera said, genuinely pleased. She pushed Benny to his knees and made him look in the mirror. “Your new Princess is a natural at this, isn’t she?”

Benny stared at himself. He looked like a fool, like a defaced schooldesk abandoned in the back of a classroom. “Yes, Goddess,” he said.

“How do you think you look?” pushed Vera. She was trying to get a rise out of him.

“I look stupid,” said Benny, knowing better than to lie.

Vera nodded. “Very stupid. Because that’s what you are. A very stupid beta. A… what’s it called when they make you wear that stupid pointy hat in school?”

“A dunce,” said Sofia.

“Right! A dunce,” said Vera. “That’s what you are, beta—a dunce. I wish we had one of those pointy hats…”

Sofia chimed in, “I have an idea!” She ran off before saying what it was and a few minutes later she returned with a pink-and-white birthday hat with a tinsel trim and tassels coming off the top. “Birthday Girl” was written on it in a sparkly, cursive script.

“Oh. My. God. It’s perfect,” Vera said, putting it on Benny’s head and pulling the tight elastic string down under his chin. He squirmed at how he looked now. “So…” continued Vera. “I think it’s time you show him where he’s going to be sleeping. Did it arrive?”

“Yes! It was a lot smaller than I thought it was going to be,” said Sofia.

Vera nodded sagely. “That’s fine, you shouldn’t waste space on him. He’s here to make your life better, not make a mess. Show me, show me, I want to see.”

Sofia led the way towards her bedroom and Benny followed on hands and knees. Though he couldn’t see it with Vera behind him, Vera picked up the fly swatter off the couch and hid it behind her back. Sofia’s bedroom was decked out in preppy pink and stylish purples, with a queen-sized bed in the middle that was flanked by a glamorous vanity and a cozy armchair by the window. She pulled off a throw from what appeared to be an ottoman by the foot of the bed, but as it slipped away, Benny saw that it was instead a low bench with a padded leather top; a cage-like grill sat under that top, effectively turning the bench into storage for shoes, clothes… or someone just about Benny’s size.

“It looks a-mazing!” cried Vera. She nudged Benny with her foot. “Get in there. You better not be too fat for it.”

By no means was Benny fat—a little doughy, sure, but that was it. Nevertheless, as he swung open the top of the bench and started to crawl inside, he couldn’t help but feel it was his fault that it was a tight and confining fit. He had to curl up into a fetal position to not knock off the “dunce” birthday hat and as soon as he’d managed it, Vera slammed the top of the bench down and latched it shut. Benny could barely move. After a night in here, he’d be stiff and sore; he wondered how many nights that would be.

The women crouched down to look at him.

“How’s it feel in there?” asked Vera.

“It’s pretty tight, Goddess,” said Benny.

“‘It’s pretty tight’,” mocked Vera in a whiny, smooshy voice. “Don’t complain, beta. It’s better than sleeping outside, isn’t it?”

Benny nodded. “Yes, yes it is, Goddess,” he said.

“Well then tell your Princess that! Thank her!”

As her voice rose, Vera revealed the fly swatter and flipped a switch at its base. It emitted a low hum. She swatted at one of Benny’s feet that was pressed up against the grill of the cage and when the swatter landed on him, he felt a sparking electric jolt that was accompanied by a loud, crackling zap. He jerked helplessly inside the bench.

“Thank you Princess!” he yelped. “Thank you for not making me sleep outside!”

“You don’t sound all that grateful,” said Vera, swatting at his arm and then upper thigh and his foot again, each swat making Benny flinch so hard in his tiny little prison he banged up against the back cage wall of it.

“Thank you Princess! Thank you, thank you, thank you!” he croaked. He cowered away from the swatter as Vera brought it up threateningly. His voice quieted into a pathetic murmur: “Thank you thank you thank you thank you…”

“You’re welcome, beta,” Sofia said sweetly. Compared to Vera, her words were soft, almost comforting. He whimpered, giving another quiet “thank you thank you thank you” chant and Sofia smiled brightly. “Awwh, don’t worry, beta, I won’t hurt you. As long as you behave, okay?”

Benny nodded feverishly. “I’ll behave, Princess. I promise.”

Sofia tucked a lock of hair behind her ear. There was that gleam in her eye again. Curious. Mischievous. “I want you to prove it,” she said, voice still as sweet as pie. She unlatched the top of the bench and opened it and then, to Benny’s surprise, motioned for Vera to hand her the fly swatter. Wanting to see where she was going with this, Vera passed it to Sofia and stepped back, waiting. Sofia waved the swatter up into the air. “Stand up, beta.”

Slowly, Benny got to his feet, grateful to be free of the cage; even just a few minutes left him feeling cramped up. Sofia extended the swatter to him. He tensed up, bracing for the pain, and then realized she was holding out its handle to him.

“I want you to swat yourself for me, beta,” said Sofia. Vera sneered with amusement.

Benny reluctantly took the swatter. He looked down at his body, wondering where he’d use it. His legs would be the least painful place and so he readied the swatter to deliver a blow to the outside of his thigh.

“No, not there,” Sofia said. Something about her demeanor was changing. It was like she was getting drunk, not on alcohol but on control. “Take off your panties.”

It wasn’t hard for Benny to connect the dots. He gave her a pleading look.

“Maybe we should move right to the punishment demonstration,” offered Vera sternly.

Sofia gently shook her head. “No, he’s going to be a good beta for his Princess—aren’t you, beta?”

This was it. Either obey or face an even worse fate. Benny took a breath and pulled his powder blue panties down to his feet, leaving them in the cage. He waited for the inevitable order.

“How cute,” said Sofia as she examined his chastised cock and balls. The pink hard plastic chastity device reduced him to just a nub, his shorn sack exposed and pushed out front and center. “It’s almost like you don’t have a cock at all.” She tapped on the top of the chastity and poked her fingernail through one of the cage’s slits. Benny jumped.

“Nope, still there,” quipped Vera.

Sofia smiled wide. “Swat your balls for me, beta,” she said. “Prove you’ll behave for your Princess.”

Try as he might, Benny couldn’t help from frowning. He held the swatter, knowing how much it would hurt on his balls, and waited for several long seconds, as if Sofia might change her mind—or even less likely, that Vera might call her off. That was not going to happen. He braced himself, took a breath, and hit himself with the swatter. There was a buzz and a crackle and he yelped, the electric sting like a needle to his nuts.

“That wasn’t a swat,” said Vera. “That was a love tap.”

Benny looked wide-eyed at Vera and then at Sofia in hopes she’d overrule Vera’s judgment. But she agreed: “Your Goddess is right, beta. Do a real swat.”

Lower lip rolled out in a silent blubber, Benny stared hopelessly at the swatter. He tightened his chest and brought the swatter down on his balls again, much swifter this time. The zap that followed was louder and so was Benny’s cry, a high-pitched voice-cracking sound that made Vera lose it. She laughed and clapped her hands together while Sofia’s smile grew.

“What a good beta,” Sofia said. She took the fly swatter back and turned to Vera. “This is fun.”

“It sure is,” said Vera. Taking the swatter back from Sofia, she pointed it at Benny. “Crawl back to the living room. Now! Go!”

Benny nearly tumbled out of the bench-cage, Vera swatted him on the ass as he scampered along the bedroom’s hardwood floor. Zap! Zzzzap!

“Faster!” snapped Vera. “Go, GO!”

She stalked behind him, swatting and slapping him with the electric fly swatter until he was back by the sectional couch, the women laughing the entire time.

“Stay,” Vera ordered before Benny could move to a kneeling position. “We’re going to play a game.” Out of the corner of his eye, Benny caught the sight of himself frozen on all fours in the mirror with the “dunce” cap still on his head. He saw Vera put the fly swatter down and pick up something else. Two things, actually—the first was a simple blindfold and the second was something Benny knew all too well, a molded bulb of black silicone attached to a clear tube with a squeeze pump attached, just like the ones used for blood pressure cuffs. But this was no cuff and the pressure it measured was of an entirely different kind.

“Is that…?” asked Sofia as she eyed the device.

“Uh huh.”

Vera passed the blindfold to Sofia and then picked up a condom from off the couch. She tore open the wrapper, pulled the condom over the molded black silicone bulb, and then with a small, travel-sized bottle of lube squirted clear, thick gel onto the condom-wrapped bulb. Benny saw her approach in the mirror. He knew what was coming.

“Could you put the blindfold on him?” Vera asked Sofia.

And that’s how Benny wound up looking into Sofia’s glittering stare as Vera pressed the bulbous plug into Benny’s ass, making him breathe and relax and accept its probing girth just inches away from Sofia. She saw everything—his furrowed brow, his tense face, the humiliation of being penetrated on full display. In fact, she seemed to linger to put on the blindfold to keep seeing it, seeing him at his most vulnerable. The plug pushed its way into him, first past the outer ring, then the second inner one, Benny having to open up and submit to it. He was almost grateful when Sofia put the blindfold on him even as he wondered what “game” Vera had planned.

The women whispered to each other but Benny couldn’t catch what they were saying. He waited.

Vera cleared her throat. “Here are the rules, beta. We’re going to give you something to smell and you need to say if it belongs to your Goddess or your Princess. Get it wrong and…”

Benny felt the pressure in his ass grow as Vera pumped the plug. It was the inflatable type and Benny had seen firsthand just how large it could get—almost to the size of a bowling ball, if she wanted.

“What if he gets it right?” Sofia asked.

“He’s already getting to smell us,” said Vera. “Isn’t that reward enough, beta?”

“Yes, Goddess,” Benny was quick to say. “Thank you Goddess, thank you Princess.”

“Let’s see how you do…” Vera said.

Something was pushed up against Benny’s face. He inhaled, breathing in a mix of sweat and stink and faded leather and damp cotton. A sock. The smell was familiar, but Benny didn’t know if it was familiar because he’d smelled this specific mix of all those scents before or if it was because everyone’s smelled wet socks at some point in their lives. He took another breath.

“Whose is it?” Vera asked him.

Benny’s heart sped up. He had no idea. “Princess?” he asked uncertainly.

“Wow! He got it!” said Sofia. “Good guess, beta!”

Her praise filled him with perverse pride.

“Let’s do another one,” said Vera.

A few moments later something else was pressed against Benny’s face. Another sock. This one more pungent and more moist than the first. He breathed it in—wow, that was strong—but couldn’t tell a difference between this and the first, not really. It was just more… concentrated? He wondered what Vera would do—would she try to fake him out? Or try a double fake out to get him to doubt himself? Benny took another, smaller inhale.

“We’re waiting, beta,” Sofia said with a smile in her voice.

“Okay… it’s… Goddess?”

Vera barked a laugh. “Nope,” she said. Two pumps. The plug widened inside of Benny and he grunted from the sensation of being filled against his will. “Next one.”

Something different touched Benny’s face this time. Not a sock, but a smoother fabric, like nylon. There was perfume mixed with the old sweat smell this time and… deodorant. A sports bra, maybe, or perhaps leggings. Benny breathed it in deep. The deodorant was floral and artificial; the perfume bright, like summer fruit. It sure didn’t smell like the kind of thing Vera wore.

“Princess,” Benny said confidently.

“Tch, tch, tch…” said Vera. “Wrong again.” Two more pumps, each one feeling worse than the previous two combined. Benny shifted in discomfort and groaned.

“Here’s another for you,” said Sofia, holding something up to Benny’s face.

It didn’t take long for him to figure out it was a shoe, a boot from the feel of it. And it was rank, like it had been worn for days in the hot California sun before getting caught in a rainstorm and never properly dried. Footstink and salty sweat and mildew and old leather assaulted Benny’s senses all at once. The women cackled as he flinched and made a sound, Sofia—or maybe Vera, it was impossible to know—pushing the old shoe harder against his face.

“Breathe it in, beta!” Vera said with a laugh. “And tell us whose it is.”

It had to have been here before they arrived—Benny didn’t see it come out of Vera’s bag, and that meant it had to be Sofia’s. But he’d already tripped up twice and that line of thinking seemed too convenient. He waffled between his choices—Goddess, Princess, Goddess, Princess—and then, just as the shoe was being shoved against his face again, he blurted out his answer.

“Goddess!”

He didn’t know why he said what he said. It just came out. Silence followed and Benny cursed himself for yet another wrong answer.

“Woooow, very good, beta!” crooned Vera. “I was sure you’d think something stupid like you didn’t see me bring the boot today. Just like your new ‘bed’, I made sure to have a few things sent over here early…”

Benny almost missed the obvious: He’d gotten it right, somehow. Praise did not come easily from Vera and her accolades—as sarcastically-laced as they were—made him swell with servile pride.

“You’re 2-2. We’re going to do one more, as a tie breaker,” Vera said. There were giggles from Sofia and Vera let out a chuff of laughter. “Get ready.”

More giggles. Whatever they were getting ready, they found it pretty damn funny. Benny breathed out and in again, trying to bring himself back to neutral. He waited, able to hear the thump of blood in his ears, and then felt someone coming closer…

Inches away from him, there was a muffled tearing brrrrpppppp sound and Benny was breathing in before he realized that one of the women had just farted right in his face. He recoiled and the women burst into louder, more shrill laughter.

“Oh my god, did you see his face?” Sofia asked gleefully.

“He had no idea it was coming,” said Vera.

The smell hung flat in the air around him, thick and cloying. He had no choice but to keep breathing it in to breathe and the continued faces and sounds he made drew only more laughter as the women savored his humiliation. He forgot for a few moments that he still had to guess who had farted in his face—Sofia or Vera?

Vera had not forgotten: “Come on, beta—tell us whose fart you just sniffed.”

“Ohmigod ohmigod I can’t breathe,” laughed Sofia.

“We’re waiting, beta,” warned Vera.

Benny coughed, catching another hit of that heavy smell. At least this one was easy, he thought—not that he could tell Vera by this smell, but he knew there was no way someone like Sofia would even be able to do something like that on command. No, this had his Goddess’s fingerprints all over it.

When he could breathe again, Benny said: “Goddess.”

Sofia came close and whispered in his ear, “Nope.”

“And here come the pumps!” roared Vera with a cackle.

Four this time, four excruciatingly pressure-pushing, hole-stretching, ass-filling pumps that made Benny feel like he was going to explode. He groaned at each one and by the last was sure he could take no more. He balled his hands up and squirmed his hips, trying to relieve the pressure, but nothing he did worked—if anything all the movement just made him more and more aware of the plug dominating his ass. At least the smell of the fart—Sofia’s fart, his Princess’s fart—was fading.

“Let that be a reminder to you, beta,” said Vera, pulling at his birthday “dunce” hat and letting it snap back onto his head. “Your new Princess isn’t afraid to treat you the way you deserve. And, if you want me to let this pressure go, you’re going to have to ask her to do it again.”

Vera pumped the plug again. Benny grunted.

“I can do this all day,” Vera said.

“Please Princess,” begged Benny as the pressure became unbearable. “Please… do it again…”

Another hellish pump. Benny gasped.

“Do what again?” asked Vera.

“Please…” Benny’s face burned with embarrassment. “...fart in my face again, Princess.”

When Sofia came close this time, she pressed the seat of her pink yoga pants right up against Benny, Benny feeling his nose push against her cheeks. There was another loud brrrrrrpppppp and another assaulting wave that sent Benny reeling and coughing while the girls—especially Sofia—howled with laughter.

“What do you say, beta?” asked Vera.

With his ass screaming and his lungs full of Sofia’s most intimate, intense scent, Benny said, “Thank you Princess!”

Vera released the plug’s pressure and Benny nearly collapsed in relief. The girls chitchatted as they took the blindfold off him and removed the plug entirely, and once Benny could see, he looked up to find Sofia grinning at him. Something else has slipped into that curious, mischievous look in her eyes, but it took Benny a second to realize what it was.

Sadism.

The same giddy, power-drunk sadism he’d come to know from Vera, only tinged with Sofia’s bubblegum pink preppy girl facade. Somehow that made it all the more frightening.

If she was already capable of this much humiliation, who knew where her limit was.


Princess's Cock

Furthering Benny’s humiliation, Vera broke out the marker again, adding her own piece to the scrawl that Sofia had drawn earlier. This time it was right across his forehead, in big bold letters—”FART SNIFFER”—and to go along with the new name was a picture of a peach-like butt with a little puff coming out of it.

“Tell me beta, what would you do: Sniff farts or suck cock?” she asked.

Before he could answer, Sofia turned and pointed her ass at him; now that he could see it up close, he admired how her tight stretch pants hugged her youthful curves. Thinking on her feet, Vera grabbed a wobbly, thick dildo off the couch and pressed it to her crotch. She thrust her hips at Benny.

“Come on beta, which one?” she asked again, the girls both wearing bright, taunting smiles.

Benny curled away. She didn’t really expect him to choose, did she?

“Maybe he’s upset I’m wearing pants,” Sofia said, tucking her fingers into her waistband. She rolled the stretch fabric down past her smooth, high cheeks; there was a thong buried between them, playful and pink as the rest of her outfit.

Vera stalked towards him. “Are you really going to pass up that perfect ass?” she asked with a grip on the dildo pressed against her.

But Benny’s eyes were locked on Sofia, his own cock stiffening in its chastity. Even though she’d just treated him like a couch cushion to fart into, he was drawn to the sight of her, his body moving before his mind registered it. There were hoots and hollers as Benny pushed his own face into Sofia’s backside, nose brushing against her soft skin. She smelled warm and intimate and he throbbed painfully between his legs. And then… nothing. No more farting, no more humiliation. Sofia rolled herself back against him.

“Smell your Princess,” Sofia said.

He did. Yes, some was the same smell as before, but this was much more raw—sexual—and Benny’s cock surged hopelessly. He inhaled deeply, almost savoring the scent, and Sofia rolled against his face again, pushing hard enough that Benny could feel his nose right up against her ass crack, the thin, damp fabric of her pink thong the only thing keeping him from being a literal brownnoser. He sniffed even more deeply, wanting more—and that was when Sofia moved away and pulled up her pants.

“Someone really likes his Princess,” commented Vera. She lightly slapped the dildo against Benny’s cheek. “Open. Take cock for Princess, beta.”

Normally, Benny would’ve dreaded the order—having one of Vera’s dildos pushed down his throat always left him gagging so hard he felt like he was going to be sick. But the smell of Sofia lingering on his nose and his own cock so stiff and trapped short circuited his brain and made him want to debase himself. He opened his lips and Vera pushed the phallus inside.

“Wider. Tongue down. And breathe through your nose, we’ve practiced this,” she said as she pushed it back, back, back until the gagging started. He held on for a moment and then started heaving. Vera pulled the cock out. “Take a breath and then open again.”

Sofia quieted. She became an eager spectator, watching curiously as Vera gagged Benny again and again with the dildo, getting it a little deeper each time. Tears pooled in Benny’s eyes and his stomach clenched. Vera slid the cock in Benny’s mouth again but didn’t pull it out when he started to gag and heave, forcing it even deeper until the entire length—modest as it was compared to some of the dildos she had—was inside him. He was the one who had to pull away now, coughing hard and leaving the dildo covered in thick, stringy saliva. Stars flashed in his eyes.

“Good boy,” Sofia cooed. “Good beta.”

Without thinking, he lifted his head up and opened his mouth as wide as he could.

Vera laughed. “I think someone has a crush on you,” she told Sofia.

It was true, Benny realized. Something about that mix of sweet and secretly sadistic sparked something in him. Yes, that same familiar beta-urge to debase himself for Vera was there for Sofia too—and, as he’d learned about himself, for any woman who asserted herself and took control—but underneath that was another feeling, too. “Crush” was the right word for it—a woozy, heart-fluttering feeling that rose up when Sofia batted her sunny eyes at him or spoke to him in that slightly leathery, encouraging voice…

“I was kidding but now I’m not so sure,” said Vera, slapping Benny again with the dildo. “Did you see the look on his face just now? Oh, beta’s going to be so disappointed when he sees the kind of men Princess gets crushes on. They don’t look like you, that’s for sure.”

Vera shoved the dildo into Benny’s mouth and left it there, half hanging out. “Hold that,” she said, going back to the equipment laid out on the couch. She picked up something strappy with buckles. A harness, for the dildo. Retrieving the cock from Benny’s mouth, she pushed it through the harness’s hole and back in him it went, the straps hanging down. She turned to Sofia. “Try it on. He’ll hold it for you while you do.”

Through still-teary eyes, Benny saw Sofia come forward, having to step right up to his face to get close enough to the harness. He was mere inches from her pussy—but he knew that was as close as he’d ever get and the thought of his denial stoked his urges even more. Vera had to help Sofia with the straps—two pair under and between her legs, one across her waist, one across her hips—but when they were done, Sofia was standing there with her hands on her hips and the dildo down Benny’s throat. One corner of her mouth rose in a growing grin.

“So this is what guys see when they get a blowjob,” she said. She snapped her fingers, almost Vera-like. “Eyes up here, beta.”

Benny strained to look up at her and was rewarded with a dazzling grin that made Benny’s heart ache.

“You know, you look kind of cute sucking cock,” she said in that cooing voice of hers. The praise made Benny’s skin prickle with warmth. “Can you pretend like it’s a real cock, beta? Like you’re trying to make it cum?”

This was not the first time he’s been given that particular task. But when Vera had commanded it, she had done so gratingly, issuing the order to belittle and embarrass Benny. This though… this was different. Sofia sounded like she wanted to see him perform not because it would humiliate him but because it would—dare he say it—arouse her. Just the idea of being able to please her, his new Princess, this way made Benny so eager he began to drip through his chastity cage.

“Awwww is someone leaking?” asked Vera. Nothing got by her, that was for sure.

“He just needs his Princess’s cock,” Sofia said coolly, lacing her fingers through Benny’s hair and drawing him close.

Benny closed his eyes for what came next. He wrapped his lips around the shaft softly—sensually—and started twisting and bobbing his head, not just following the relentless training he’d received from his Goddess, but imagining that it was Sofia receiving the pleasure, not some stranger in a glory hole. She helped sell the illusion by sighing lightly and rocking her hips into his mouth, and though every few thrusts she threatened to trigger his gag reflex, he managed to calm his breathing and open his throat enough so that he held on. Sofia’s sighs deepened, turning to soft moans, and Benny’s head bobbed faster and faster. He heard his own muffled glurk glurk glurk noises as he took the strap-on, Sofia’s grip on his hair tightening.

“I said eyes up here,” she reminded him between moans. Her voice was downright needy.

He looked up. There was a hint of blush in her cheeks and she was biting down on her lip, excited by the sight of him trying his damnedest to really suck the mock cock. A strange thought bloomed in the back of Benny’s mind: If this cock really was Sofia’s, I could make it cum… I could make her cum. The look in her eyes almost made it seem like that’s what she wanted too and Benny took the cock deeper, gagging himself, and fought not to heave as his stomach clenched tight. His hands fumbled at his sides, squeezing in and out of frantic fists in an attempt at self-control, and Sofia pulled him back.

“Stroke it,” she said, eyes darting away for a second at… something. Had Vera given her a silent direction? “Stroke it like you’d stroke your own cock, beta—if you still could.”

The dildo was wet with Benny’s own spit, but thankfully too rigid to the touch to leave him feeling like he was stroking an actual cock. Still, he could imagine the sight: Benny on his knees, pumping the fake phallus in front of his face like he was trying to get it to pop all over time.

Sofia glanced up again, just for a second. The shadow of a smirk crossed her lips. She stared down at Benny and said, “Open your mouth. I want to see that pretty tongue before I blow my load…”

Benny would’ve thought it would feel stupid to open his mouth and stick out his tongue, but with Sofia moaning and smiling and egging him on, it was just the opposite—it made everything feel that much more real, like she actually could “blow”. His arm began to tire and some part of him considered just how much work it was to give a handjob or suck a dick.

The theatrics rose: Sofia’s moaning, the humping, the tight furrow of her brow. He kept his tongue dutifully held out as she began to crescendo—”Oh God, oh yes, oh yes yes yes!”—and then Benny found out what she’d be glancing at. With his mouth wide open, a lukewarm splatter of cum rained down on his face; enough fell into his mouth, but what didn’t streaked down his cheeks and the bridge of his nose and his chin. Benny’s recoil was immediate, the beta male unable to help pulling away in surprise, much to the glorious delight of the women.

“Thar she blows!” cried Vera.

Benny let go of the strap-on, coughing on the salty, bitter spunk.

“You better not waste any!” Vera said as soon as she could see the cum dripping off Benny’s chin. She pointed at the floor. “Clean it up! Clean up your Princess’s cum!”

Terrified to invoke Vera’s ire in the middle of the girls’ fun, he groveled to the floor and licked up what had spilled, including what had leaked out of his cage. It was so bitter—he could never get used to the taste, no matter how much Vera made him consume—that he just tried to choke it down as quickly as possible, knowing there was no good alternative. At least Sofia continued to praise him as he did:

“Good boy, lap all that up! I want to make sure every last drop is in that beta belly. Yum yum yum!”

When he was just licking up his own spit off the hardwood floor, Sofia had him go back to kneeling so she could observe the mess that was on his face. She too was glowing with pride, but of course it was different from the submissive feelings that wracked Benny—she was proud of dominating him, of stepping into the role Vera had laid out for her who knew how long ago and finding that she could not only do it, but enjoy it too.

“How did my cum taste?” Sofia asked him, knowing full well it was a lose-lose question.

Benny looked at her pitifully, but that only made her look even more pleased with herself.

“Good, Princess,” he lied, unable to bring himself to dampen her spirits

“Maybe you’d like some more then,” Vera said.

Benny sunk his head down. “If Princess wants that…” he said.

Vera laughed in surprise. It was a bold gambit on Benny’s part and under different circumstances, it would’ve earned him a punishment, plain and simple. But the women were in a good mood and Sofia especially seemed to be savoring the time and didn’t seem likely to want to ruin it if she could help it.

“Later, maybe,” said Sofia, keeping that door open. She considered Benny for a long moment and, with her eyes still fixed on him, called out to Vera: “Can we let him out of his chastity thing?”

Vera’s surprise this time was more muted. “We could—but are you sure you want to? There’s nothing much to look at down there. Besides, the longer you keep them caged, the better behaved they are.”

“Yeah, but I think I just got an idea,” Sofia said, beckoning Vera over to share her secret thoughts.

“Beta, go wash your face,” snapped Vera, shooing Benny away. “But you better dare not remove any of that marker!”

Sofia pointed him to where the bathroom is and Benny left the two women alone to discuss Sofia’s “idea”. In the bathroom—which was filled with pink florals and a war chest of beauty products—Benny was able to see himself in the mirror again, with enough space to really take it all in. The scrawled writing—”Property of Princess Sofia”, “Beta”, “I eat cum!” with the “YUMMMM” next to it, “SPANK ME” on his ass, “FART SNIFFER” across his forehead—and the little doodles that accompanied it all. He scrubbed his face clean, being careful not to get soap and water on the marker, and looked at himself again. Beta male. Wimp. Loser. Simp. Gooner. Cuck. Slave. Vera had called him all those things and more, inventing words when there weren’t ones already there to label and relabel Benny to the limits of her imagination.

And all the while, she was one thing—Goddess. But with that title came all kinds of insinuations. She was above him, superior to him, of a better class and breed and by that principle alone, it made it so that Benny serving at the foot of his Goddess was almost natural, as if he didn’t deserve the things real men got. Maybe there had been a time, long ago, when he’d had trouble internalizing that part of things, but he could barely remember it. Now, if asked if he’d like to fuck Vera—and some of her friends had asked him that point blank—he wasn’t even lying when he said he wasn’t worthy. He literally couldn’t imagine it. How would he… and her? How would it even work?

But the reverse—Vera with her mean, extra-big fire engine red strap-on drilling him—was as normal for him as hook-ups and one night stands seemed to be for “regular” guys. Hell, more than normal—desired. Benny didn’t remember when that had started either, but somewhere along the line he’d started to crave getting pegged. The feel of it on his insides was the closest he got to pleasure while wearing his chastity, but beyond that, there was something deeply intimate about it all, no matter how rough Vera was with him. Her body slamming against his, her sharp fingernails sunk  into his skin, the helplessness, the feeling of being taken… Benny could feel himself craving it right now.

The same I-don’t-want-to-yes-I-do feelings had already taken root with Sofia. His “Princess”. He barely knew her and already he knew he’d humiliate himself for her if it made her happy. That’s what his wiring was like. What had Vera called this? A “beta male exchange program”? That made it sound like he was going to study abroad in some foreign country… and Benny supposed it kind of was like that, in a way. He was being sent here, to live in Sofia’s house and to learn Sofia’s rules, and he’d have to either get used to it or pay the inevitable price.

At least she was playful, if more sadistic than he’d have guessed at first glance. How bad could her “idea” really be?


Aversion Training

When Benny returned to the living room, only Vera was there. The disappointment on his face must’ve been obvious because she returned it with a snakelike grin, a smug I-told-you-so look signaling she knew how he’d react. She was seated on the sectional couch, next to all her nasty toys. Her shoes and socks were off. She pointed to the floor in front of her.

“On your back,” she told him.

He laid down where she pointed, moving as told until Vera could rest her feet on Benny’s face; they were dewy with moisture and warm. She used her big toe and pointer toe to grasp Benny’s nose shut, holding her other foot over his mouth.

“Your Princess is getting something ready for another game,” Vera informed him as the breath in his lungs slowly began to fade. “She’s very creative. I like that. You’d better not disappoint her while you’re here, beta. If she gives me a bad report, the next time I fuck your ass I’m going to use hot sauce for lube—and don’t think I’m bluffing. You know I’ll do it.”

Benny sure did. His body flinched at the thinning oxygen, Vera keeping a tight seal over his mouth as he involuntarily struggled.

“Do a good job though and there’s plenty more girls to send you off to,” Vera said with relish. “None of them as nice as Sofia, of course. This is easy mode, beta—you should be grateful.”

Vera lifted her feet off Benny. He gasped for air. “Thank you Goddess,” he said, thanking her both for this “easy mode” and for the fresh breath. “Thank you!”

Her feet went back down as quickly as they’d lifted. The soles were warmer and damper now from Benny’s own body heat and he felt the sweat gloss his lips; he yearned to be able to touch himself.

“Personally, I’m looking forward to the break,” continued Vera, smothering her feet harder against Benny’s face. “I’m going to fuck so many guys. I can’t wait. Don’t worry, beta, I’ll save you some treats.”

Benny murmured something from underneath Vera’s feet. She scoffed.

“You’ll take it, beta. You’ll take everything I give you.”

Sofia returned from the back of the house, carrying a tablet attached to a viewing stand. “All ready!” she announced.

“That was fast,” said Vera. She took her feet off Benny and then reached for something from the couch, tossing it down to him. “Put that on.”

It was a dog shock collar that has been adjusted to fit one very specific place on him: Around his balls. His stomach sank.

As he wrapped the collar around his nuts, able to feel its metal prongs against the underside of his sack, Sofia set up the tablet, keeping its remote for herself while Vera took up the one for the shock collar. Benny didn’t like where this was going.

“Do you want to explain or should I…?” asked Sofia with bubbly excitement.

“It was your idea, you should explain,” Vera said encouragingly.

Sofia brought her hands together. “Beta, on this screen you will see pictures and videos that you will be allowed to touch yourself to. But! You can only touch yourself when men are on the screen. When it’s a woman, you have to look away, or…”

There was a nasty shock to Benny’s balls and he cried out in pain.

“That was only a Level 3. As you know, it goes much higher than that,” Vera told him. “Also, I think your Princess forgot one important part—when men are on the screen, you have to jerk off. Or else…”

Another shock, just as painful as the first. He jerked violently as he tried to futilely pull away from his predicament.

“Does that make sense?” Sofia asked him.

“Yes, Princess,” he said.

Sofia held up a small silver key that Benny recognized instantly. “Stay still while I unlock you,” she said.

Benny’s heart beat like a jackhammer as Sofia reached between his legs to open the chastity’s small, built-in lock. With the shock collar on, the ring around his balls couldn’t come off but removing the short, hard plastic tube was enough freedom to make Benny start to stiffen.

“There it goes,” snorted Vera.

Sofia laughed. It was a genuine laugh, innocent as it was amused. She covered her mouth. “Is… that it?” she asked without thinking.

“Told you it wasn’t much to look at,” said Vera.

Benny’s face went pink with embarrassment but the words had the opposite effect on his cock—it pulsed, as small as it was compared to what women like Vera and Sofia were used to, long-since conditioned to respond to such belittlement.

“Look at the screen, beta,” said Sofia. “And get ready…”

She clicked the remote and a video app opened on the tablet, already playing a scene: It was two men, one kneeling in front of the other as he swallowed the sitting man’s impressive cock. Benny touched himself—a few fingers rather than a full fist was all that he needed—and stroked, relieved at the pleasure even as the gay porn on screen unfolded. The kneeling man took the whole girthy length without gagging, his throat bulging, the other man holding him firmly down so he was balls-to-chin.

The remote clicked again.

Benny was slow to react as the video changed to a woman lying down with her legs up and her hand rubbing furiously against her pussy. His gaze lingered for a second too long and there was a needle-like shock to his nuts. He looked away.

“Eyes off the screen,” Vera said darkly. “No pussy for betas. Hands off your little worm, too.”

Even as he looked away, he could still hear the woman’s loud moans. His cock twitched with need.

Vera continued: “Your Princess had a brilliant idea. To get you ready to suck cock for real, she decided to use a little Psychology 101. Operant conditioning. Do you know what that is, beta?”

Benny shook his head. The moans on screen carried on.

“It means when you do something you’re not supposed to, you get punished. And when you do what she wants you to…”

Sofia clicked the remote. Tentatively, Benny looked at the screen. It was a picture of a big, thick dick with a hairy bush and balls like huge chestnuts. He started stroking.

“You get a reward,” said Vera.

Benny’s breathing deepened. The cock was majestic-looking, with a huge vein running along its length. The angle of the pic showed the man’s hairy thighs too, and the curve of his buttocks, suggesting more between those cheeks in an invasive thought Benny couldn’t shake. Yet he couldn’t stop jerking off—because of the rules, yes, but also because it had been so, so long since he had been allowed this, he didn’t dare give up the pleasure for certain punishment.

Another click, another cock. This one was darker, with a purplish head and cum leaking down the shaft. Benny stroked eagerly, his brain quietly associating the sight of these dicks with his own pleasure, and even though he knew he was actively being rewired this way, he didn’t care—it felt too good for him to care. His eyes traced the cock down to its base, where heavy, wrinkled balls hung low. His breath came in pants now and he became so entranced with his jerking off he almost missed the next click.

The screen changed. All he caught before he looked away was the suggestion of a gorgeous, perfect pussy with pink lips and a little tuft of golden hair. It had looked good enough to eat, he thought, as he looked down at the floor and pulled his hands away from his cock

“No pussy, only cock, beta,” Vera taunted. “Say it.”

“No pussy… only cock,” repeated Benny.

Click.

Benny looked up and had to look right back down as he figured out what he was looking at: One woman lounged across a desk with her skirt pulled high while another was behind her, diving her face between the first woman’s legs to worship her with her mouth and tongue. Benny heard them exchange groans and moans while he kept his eyes focused on the floor.

Click.

He looked up and right back down once more. This time it was a woman bent over the arm of a chair, getting railed from behind by a chocolatey-dark BBC. Benny was almost grateful to look away from that one—the cock was obscenely huge, and based on the half-pleasure, half-pain sounds the woman was making, it seemed to be filling her up and then some. His own cock begged for attention though and Benny was forced to leave it denied and wanting.

Click.

A similar scene—only this time it was a man getting railed right up the ass. Benny began jerking, huffing and puffing as he slowly approached the point of no return. Compared to the last woman’s cries, the grunts from these men were absolutely filthy, the top driving himself in so deep he completely disappeared up the bottom’s ass.

“Say it, beta,” ordered Vera.

“No pussy…” He huffed as he jerked. “...only cock.”

“I’m starting to think we should invite your Princess to the glory holes when you’re ready to service some cocks,” said Vera, watching Benny mockingly as he jerked to the porn on screen. “We could even have one of us stay with you, in the booth while you suck, while the other finds the biggest studs we can, promising them it’s going to be our mouths they get. Do you think they’ll mind when it’s yours instead? Would they even know? I think they’ll just be happy to have a nice, warm, wet hole to fill…”

Click.

Pussy again. A tanned pussy with a finely-manicured landing strip. Benny stroked for a moment too long before he took his hand off his cock and earned himself a shock for it. He hung his head down low.

“No pussy, only cock,” he said without being prompted, as if to ward off further punishment.

“Look at that, he’s learning,” remarked Vera.

Click.

Another pussy. All Benny’s eyes caught this time was that it belonged to an Asian woman and it was very wet.

“No pussy, only cock,” he said again, earning smiles from the women.

Click.

Yet another pussy. Shaved and freshly creampied, by the split second Benny looked at it before he looked away.

“No pussy, only cock,” he said. It was almost as if he wielded the words to prove he was looking away as quickly as he could.

Click.

A hardcore BDSM scene, with one twinky hunk tied up in a harness wearing nothing but a jockstrap. Another man, in black jeans and tee, was fingering his asshole, getting ready to fuck him with the monster hog that hung out of his jeans. The twinky hunk tried to resist, but had no choice but to take those probing fingers and then, moments later, the other man’s cock. Benny pumped himself, more sparks of confusion in the back of his brain—the twinky hunk didn’t seem to want to like it, but he did, a familiar confusion to Benny—as he felt himself getting closer and closer.

Click.

More men, more cocks. Now it was a locker room scene, with a circle of bros in backwards caps and Hanes tees and chunky sneakers and pulled up socks. In the middle was a naked man on his knees, having to somehow service the ten cocks around him all at once. He pinballed from cock to cock, sucking, stroking, kissing, licking… occasionally, one of the bros would grab him by the hair and force him to eat his dick, right down to the base. Benny stroked along as the bros in the circle stroked, waiting their turn, but Benny didn’t feel like them, he felt like the man on his knees. Hell, he had done things pretty much just like the man on his knees. A cloudy, invasive daydream filled his mind, where he was that man, surrounded by those cocks, and his heart raced at the idea of being forced to serve them all.

Click.

An absolute babe right off a Hawaiian beach fingering herself while splayed out on a hotel bed.

Benny jerked his head away from the screen. “No pussy, only cock,” he said.

The woman in the clip sighed happily as she pleasured herself.

“Look at the screen, beta,” Vera said.

He crumpled his brow. Why? Benny slowly brought his eyes towards the splayed out woman with tan lines that made it look like she was wearing a pale bikini and received a jolting shock to his balls.

“Look again,” Vera said.

Benny’s turn towards the tablet was herky-jerky with nervous anticipation and the moment he was head on with the screen he got another shock, this one making him jump up off his kneeling position.

“Again,” ordered Vera. “And touch yourself.”

He complied—what choice did he have?—and even though he knew another nasty shock was coming, it still caught him off guard, and made him not only look away from the woman masturbating but to pull his hands away from himself, like he’d touched a hot stove.

“Again.”

Benny oh-so-slowly looked with a scared hand on his cock and, as he saw the woman again, he jerked his hand away and looked down—all without any shock being delivered.

“No pussy, only cock,” Benny said, the words mantra-like.

“Very good, beta,” Sofia said, turning off the tablet altogether. “We’re going to spend time practicing this every day. That’s the only way to really condition you.”

“Yes, Princess,” Benny said. His cock was still stiff and wanting.

“Back in your cage,” snapped Vera, noticing the same. “If you need help, I can turn the shock collar up all the way.”

Despite Benny’s best attempts, he still got two thankfully mild shocks from Vera before he was back in his cage. When he was locked up again, Sofia leaned down and put her lips next to his ear:

“Awwh poor beta. Not even allowed to look at pussy anymore. Pussy’s for alphas only. “

“I really did know you’d be good at this,” said Vera. “And I think you’re ready.”

Sofia blinked. “Really? Are you sure? There’s nothing else you need to show me?”

“Nothing you can’t text me about or check the emails I sent. Seeing you with him, well…” Vera came up behind Benny and pinched his ear. He winced as she tightened her grip and she led him by the ear to Sofia’s foot; without being told, Benny began kissing it reverently. “...you’re ready, that much I know.”

Vera let go of Benny’s ear, but before he could lift his head, she put her own shoe down on the side of his face, standing imperiously above him with her hands on her hips.

“Beta, you are to do everything your Princess says, no matter what. When I’m back to pick you up, if she tells me there was a single thing you refused to do…”

Vera turned the shock collar up all the way and delivered a quick but agonizing blast that made Benny cry out in horrible, ball-frying pain. The sound he made was so loud it even startled Vera a bit and the women shared a near-laughter look.

“I’ll make you pray to have me clip your balls. Got it?”

“Yes, Goddess!” Benny croaked. “I’ll do everything Princess says, Goddess!”

In a final gesture, Vera handed the shock remote to Sofia and said, “He’s all yours.”

And then Benny’s time as Sofia’s beta male began.


Life with Sofia

The first few days almost had a honeymoon-like quality to them—Sofia was kind, patient, and rode the giddy high of having a beta male at her beck and call. She staged little photoshoots so she could share pics with her friends and tested Benny out, like she was playing with a new toy she’d got for Christmas. It was a vacation compared to Vera’s high standards and even with some of the sillier humiliations Sofia had put him through—making him clean her back windows with his bare butt, putting him in pigtails and recording him karaoking Britney Spears—Benny had it easy. For those first few days, Sofia had even teased him by walking around in skimpy outfits and making him listen to her masturbate while he stayed locked in his cage at the foot of her bed, only to hang her used panties off the side of the cage as a reminder of what Benny could not have.

Then slowly she got used to having a beta male. The novelty of the games and the teasing and the “naughtiness” of it all wore off and Sofia became more and more exacting, wanting more, better, and faster from Benny with each passing day. And Benny delivered—which only made Sofia want more. Before long, she had gone from surprised and delighted that he could do something as challenging as her laundry with all the different fabrics and instructions to huffy puffy frustrated when her favorite bra wasn’t clean to giving Benny his first spanking with the electric fly swatter because he’d accidentally left one of her lace frill socks outside the delicates bag, causing it to get stretched in the wash.

“Look at what you’re making me do!” she’d snapped as she brought the swatter down for the millionth time; Benny had been reduced to tears, thanks to both the pain and the failure itself. “I don’t want to have to do this! Bad beta, BAD!”

Sofia had been pissy and petulant the rest of the night, right up until she practically shoved Benny into his cage-bed and slammed the top so hard it nearly caught his hand.

That all happened in a week. It took seven days—less—for Sofia to go from eager and bubbly to demanding and retaliatory. Though she was still plenty bubbly elsewhere: Talking on the phone or FaceTime with friends, when she was in her own head and talking to herself walking around the house, and, of course, with the first guy she brought over.

She’d warned Benny in advance it was happening and had clear instructions for him: Clean the house, prep some snacks to leave in the fridge, and when he was all done, put himself in his own cage. He’d followed her directions to a tee and after he’d climbed into his cage, ass still sore as hell from the spanking, he waited for the inevitable return. It took over an hour before Sofia was back and the first thing she did was come into her room, but not to say hello—she checked to make sure Benny was put away, like she was checking there wasn’t a pair of dirty socks on the floor, and then threw a blanket over him so no one would be the wiser he was even there.

Eventually Sofia and her mystery date moved to the bedroom. He sounded big and tall and bro-y, the kind of guy getting all the pussy on Tinder while the Bennys of the world went unmatched. And Sofia sounded hard up for him—100% bubbly good girl who found everything he said fascinating, with never-ending excuses to touch his body and a none-too-subtle game where they had to guess the color of underwear the other was wearing.

They fucked hard. Even with the blanket over him, the smell of sex—sweaty skin and musk and fanned out perfume—reached Benny and between that and the raw moans and groans of the two, he was reminded that he was doubly caged, both in the covered bench at the foot of the bed and between his legs, where his cock pulsed for a freedom it could not have.

When they were done and the bro gone—though “dismissed” might’ve been the better way to put it with how quickly Sofia got rid of him—Sofia uncovered Benny. She was startlingly undressed and Benny looked away immediately, his pussy-free instinct drilled into him from a week of practice with his Princess.

“He fucks me and you aren’t even allowed to look at my naked body,” she’d said smugly. She set a small pet bowl in front of him through the bars of the cage, the sort used for a cat or a toy dog; if Benny hadn’t known better, he would’ve thought inside was jelly or maybe pudding. But he did know better. “What you get are leftovers…”

After the bowl was clean, with Sofia making Benny lick every last inch of it, she made him look at the man she’d been with. A dick pic of him anyway, but it was enough to get the point across—thick cock, big unshorn balls, sculpted enough bod to confirm what Benny had guessed: This guy fucks.

Worse still—precisely because of the pussy-free practice Sofia had been putting him through, the sight of the handsome, hefty cock aroused him. Benny’s pulse raced and blood rushed to his face. He shifted uncomfortably, Sofia by then knowing how to read the fidgeting. She smiled, satisfied, and to add insult to injury left her phone right by the cage with the screen set to not turn off and handed Benny a mini wand vibrator.

“I’m going to take a shower,” she’d announced. “Have fun.”

Flush with shame, Benny had tried his best to get himself off with the vibrator, eyes at first off the cock whose cum he’d just lapped up and then slowly looking at it more and more and more, Benny managing to get close to the edge of caged orgasm but not past it. By the time Sofia returned, all Benny had accomplished was giving himself the worst case of blue balls that he’d felt in a long time, leaving him to stir uncomfortably all night long with visions of cock on the brain.

Then came the outfits.

It started with a schoolgirl outfit that looked sourced straight from T.J. Maxx—chintzy pleated plaid skirt, boxy-fitting white dress shirt, crew socks that felt like they would tear when they were pulled up to Benny’s knees. Sofia had given Benny exaggerated makeup to go with it—bubblegum pink lips, slutty mascara, orgasm blush—and played a modified version of the “lookaway” game they’d played with Vera, only this time instead of jerking off when men were on her tablet screen, he had to suck a dildo, Sofia challenging him to leave a ring of pink lipstick deeper and deeper on the mock cock’s shaft each time.

Then there was the maid’s uniform. Straight out of Clue or The Rocky Horror Picture Show, the maid’s uniform was black-and-white, decidedly of the French variety, and was so fitted Benny could barely breathe. Sofia coupled it with a feather duster—that she put up Benny’s ass and made him use to dust the living room, at least until he knocked over a tea candle with it. Then she made him sit in the bathtub, with his legs spread wide and his cock and balls exposed while she dripped the hot tea candle wax into his inner thighs, all the way up crotch and then, as a final punishment, right on his balls. She’d held it high above him to cool the wax as it fell but even then it was like someone had dripped lava onto his heavy and denied nuts.

What followed was both less serious and somehow the most humiliating of all: Pink dolphin mini shorts and a too-tight crop top tee with lettering across the chest that read, “Princess” in big, bold letters, both a feminizing slight and a mark of who called the shots. This outfit was exposing yet practical enough for Benny to wear regularly and it soon became a kind of uniform for him, with Sofia buying a few sets to rotate through.

“I wonder what would happen if we went to a gay bar,” Sofia’d suggested a day or two into Benny’s new “uniform” wear. Her grin was mischievous, eyes flashing with that cutesy-sadistic creativity of hers. “You’d definitely get comments. Hit on, probably. What kind of a guy would hit on you, beta?”

Benny had squirmed at the question. ‘I… I don’t know, Princess.”

“Well, do you think it’d be one of those big, tough bear type gay guys or a more girly pretty gay guy?”

“The first one, Princess?” was Benny’s uncertain reply.

“Yeah, I think so. Some of those guys are hot. I bet some of them would love a guy like you—small, soft, submissive…” Sofia savored a private thought. “They’d put their hand on your head and force you down to your knees before they unzipped their jeans and… poof! Just like a magic trick, there comes a surprise, just for you, beta. A real cock. A cock that has been sitting between thighs like tree trunks, under tight denim and sweaty cotton, springing out from an untamed manly bush. He’d tell you to open your mouth and fill you right up and, if he got bored of your mouth, he’d shove your face to the ground so your ass was up in the air, then he’d pull down those cute little pink shorts of yours and…”

Sofia hadn’t stopped there. She went on to detail the encounter like she was sharing a long-held fantasy—which maybe she was—and described it down to the thrusting orgasm and the way it would feel for Benny to leak out this other man from his “bussy”, unable to stop it because of how gaping he’d be left.

And Benny, thanks to the conditioning Sofia had put him through and her sultry, husky sharing of that fantasy, was agonizingly hard in his chastity as he listened, caught between the disgust at getting fucked by another guy and the abject submission of it all. Sofia had practically tucked Benny in to that story, locking him in his bedside cage while she played her threat back again, getting more excited the more she told it. That was how Benny’s second week with Sofia ended.

During the third week, they fucked.

Benny had not been told about it before it happened, though when Sofia came up three sheets to the wind after a girl’s night out, he knew she had something on her mind. Dressed in summery jean cutoffs and a white halter top with no bra underneath—Sofia’s nipples were dark and hard under it—she disappeared into the bedroom while Benny was tidying up the house, coming back wearing the same harness and strap-on from when Vera had first brought him here. Her face was buzz-flushed, her eyes frisky.

“Princess?” Benny had asked dumbly, as if it wasn’t obvious what was going to happen—all that was left a mystery was how it would happen.

She’d said nothing in response, only pointing to the darkened bedroom. Once he was in there, he’d realized Sofia had done more than put on the strap-on harness, she’d also set her phone up on the dresser, pointing right at the bench-cage at the foot of the bed. Its top was down and there was a bottle of lube sitting to one side.

“On your back,” she said. “Legs over your head.”

It was an uncomfortable, porny position, one that Sofia insisted on staging just right for the glowing rectangle of her watching phone, and with Benny’s body tensed to hold it, it took time for Sofia to slip herself all the way up Benny’s ass. He was so tight in fact that she had to snap on a pair of black latex gloves to finger him first, Benny squirming in view of the camera as Sofia pumped one, then two fingers into his ass like she was opening up a pussy to be fucked. Oh, how he’d groaned after at the feeling of the phallus filling him, pushing up against his prostate to milk him through his humiliating little cock cage. His it-hurts-so-good sounds were a rush to Sofia and she grabbed his ankles for leverage so she could drill him, hard, the force of her thrusts making her perky, teardrop tits jiggle tantalizingly under her halter top. Benny tried not to look, but she made him turn her way and look her right in the eyes as she fucked him like he was her prison bitch.

“Do you like this? Do you like this, beta?” she taunted, pausing now and again to drive in deep and hold it so she could flick his balls or reach forward and pinch a nipple. “Beg your Princess to fuck you!”

Benny knew someone was watching through that phone—or would be, anyway. Likely it was the friends she’d gone out with, but who knew who else might watch the scene unfold and because of that—and because of how unabashedly sexed-up Sofia was—Benny leaned into the performance, debasing himself for the camera by pleading with Sofia to fuck him harder and harder and harder. At some point she looked at him with sweat rolling down her face and her top clinging to her breasts and there was something in her eyes. Something like that now-familiar cutesy-sadistic creativity but also something else, a lust-drunk horny sorority girl look that all Benny’s life had been reserved for alpha men with soaring body counts. She was enjoying this in every primal, base way, and it took Benny far, far too long to realize she wasn’t wearing just the strap-on harness but a vibrator underneath it, tucked into her denim cutoff shorts.

By the time she came, she was stretched out over him, buried deep in his ass with her slick, wet body pressed against his. It wasn’t out of intimacy though, but leverage—she’d needed the right angle to push the base of the strap-on against the vibrator and then against herself, and as she’d neared orgasm, Sofia had even commanded Benny to wrap his legs around her to pull her closer so she could hit the right spot. What it must’ve looked like to anyone watching without sound was Benny craving his Princess’s cock so much that he forced her up against him so his ass could greedily gobble up every last inch.

After Sofia had recovered—Benny could feel her heart racing while she lay on top of him, phallus still inside—she pulled out, leaving him gaping and empty. He didn’t see the plug coming, a fat pink one he didn’t think Vera had left for her, and in no time Benny went from full, to gaping, to plugged.

“So anyone else who tries to use this ass knows it’s taken,” she’d said, winking at the phone with a touch of tipsy theater.

Then, in full view of the mystery audience, she caged him in his confining sleep space and left him there, aching, denied, and dizzy from the heady encounter. And most confusing of all was that as Benny struggled to get to sleep, he couldn’t stop thinking about how he wanted more.


Glorious

On the 23rd day of Benny’s stay with his new Princess, Vera returned. The women of course knew how long the “exchange” would go on for, but to Benny it had been a mystery: Would it be one day? A week? A month? A year? At some point it reminded him of stories he’d heard about Japanese prisons, where inmates sentenced to death were not told when they would be executed until the morning of their last day. The idea had always chilled Benny—never knowing, always suspecting, living in an endless loop until… you’re not. His Goddess was far from an executioner—though she had her moments—but the endlessness did begin to set in by the time she arrived, deepening that feeling of being an object to be used and traded away at its owners’ convenience.

Strangely though, Vera didn’t arrive in the morning or even the afternoon. She showed up at 8pm on a Saturday, decked out in a sleeveless leather dress with boots that went all the way up to the dress’s short hem. Sofia had been getting ready too, employing Benny as her vanity assistant while she sat in lacy underwear in front of the mirror before putting on a hot pink jumpsuit with flared trousers and flounce sleeves. The two women together were an eye-popping contrast—night and day, rain and shine, salty and sweet.

Benny kissed the tops of his Goddess’s boots to welcome her.

“You better have been good, beta,” said Vera, turning Benny’s kiss into an order to lick the leather clean; Benny inhaled the rich scent of the leather as he worked to please her.

“He was very well-behaved,” Sofia said. Benny beamed with pride, even if the women couldn’t see it with his face down by Vera’s boots.

Vera turned one foot, letting Benny get the harder angles. “Well that’s a relief to hear. Looks like our little experiment was a success, now wasn’t it?” she said to him, as if he had anything to do with it. “Yes, I think so,” she continued. “But the next girl I send you off to you won’t be nearly as kind as your Princess here, I can promise you that, beta. Now that we know it can be done, next is to see how far we can push things…”

Benny didn’t like the sound of that one bit.

“...but that’s for another day!” said Vera, clapping her hands together to cap off the subject. “For tonight, since your Princess reports you were so well-behaved, you are going to get a treat.”

Benny didn’t like the sound of that either.

“Would you like to tell him?” Vera asked Sofia.

Vera snapped her fingers at Benny to bring him back to a kneeling position. Sofia came in close, bending down to look him in the eye with that heartbreaking smile of hers. She held his line of sight for a few beats—both their eyes subtly flicking from side to side as they watched each other—and then she said:

“Tonight, you’re going to get something very special, beta. You…” Sofia slowly licked her lips and opened her mouth, letting her tongue hang out long and heavy. “...are going to suck your first real cock.”

Benny’s world spun. He felt nauseous and afraid and snippy all at once. This… couldn’t be. Vera had said, again and again, that he needed “practice”, that she wouldn’t “subject” him to a man before then, that she needed to find the “right” man—somehow Benny had taken those continued comments to mean that either the day was a far, far way off or that maybe—just maybe—it would never happen and Vera was just using it as a threat; it sure wouldn’t have been the first time.

“What?” The question spilled out of Benny’s mouth before he could think better of it.

Vera’s mood darkened. “Why, you little sh—”

To both her and Benny’s surprise, Sofia held up her hand. “I’ve got this,” she said with a confidence that he couldn’t have imagined weeks earlier. She stared unblinking at him. “You’re going to suck a cock tonight. For real. That is happening, there is no debate. Absolutely none. If you can’t control your mouth, we’ll put a gag in it to keep it open. If you can’t stay put where we need you, we’ll tie you down. If you don’t cooperate, we’ll go find someone and bring them back so that they can fuck your throat while you’re bound and gagged. Have I made myself clear, beta?”

Her words were stern, but not like the maelstrom that Vera brought out when she lost her temper. This was unnervingly calm and unwavering and somehow that made it seem like Sofia was all the more angry. Benny shrank into himself and hung his head as she continued to stare his way. He nodded.

“Yes, Princess,” he said meekly.

“You know you deserve to be punished for speaking to us like that, right beta?” Sofia asked.

Benny nodded.

Sofia cupped a hand over her ear. “What was that?”

“Yes, Princess. I deserve to be punished.”

“Then decide: Either your Goddess will kick your balls or… I’ll get Mr. Spicy,” Sofia said with a little grin.

Vera quirked a curious eyebrow. “Mr. Spicy?”

Sofia had devised Mr. Spicy during the second week Benny was with her, as a less corporal form of punishment that was far, far worse than any spanking. She’d taken an exfoliating glove and lathered it up not with soap and water but with Tiger Balm and then—crowning the creation “Mr. Spicy”—took Benny out of his chastity device to give his cock and balls the most excruciating attention. It hadn’t gone on for long before he was re-caged, but the stinging sizzle kept on going, all the way until he had begged Sofia to her satisfaction for some milk to neutralize the burn. He didn’t want to feel that again.

“The kick, Princess,” he quickly said.

That intrigued Vera even more.

“I’ll tell you later,” Sofia said to her. Great now Vera would have another tool in her arsenal. Then, to Benny: “Stand up and present your balls, beta.”

Benny clambered to his feet and spread his legs for Vera.

“It’s been so long I don’t even know if I remember how to do this,” she joked.

The kick was hard and swift and it knocked Benny back to his knees, clutching his crotch. The women howled with laughter at the sight of Benny struggling to regain his composure.

“Nice shot,” opined Sofia.

“Thanks, although…” She eyed her boot. “He smudged the leather. Beta! Get over here and lick this smudge clean.”

Still reeling from the kick, Benny was forced to crawl over to the boot that walloped his balls and clean it until Vera deemed the “smudge” was gone. He’d almost forgotten how cruel she could be.

“That’s enough,” she said dismissively. “It’s time for us to go.”

They rode in Vera’s Lexus, with the women in front and Benny blindfolded in the back. It was a long but smooth ride and during it Sofia caught Vera up on the last few weeks. She detailed his humiliations—the men she’d brought over, the videos she’d taken, the outfits—much to Vera’s delight. They swapped stories on the lovers they’d enjoyed and the restaurants they’d been to, ignoring Benny as if he was nothing more than a bag of laundry in the backseat. Eventually they arrived at a lot outside of a thumping, wild club in the middle of nowhere. Benny didn’t recognize it, but once his blindfold was off he could see the crowd it drew: Horny packs of bros, looking for a lay; slutty women with so much makeup on; the artsy-divey; the pushers and their customers.

It wasn’t hard for Vera and Sofia to talk their way ahead of the line, even with Benny in tow, and in a whirl of body-shaking bass and tipsy coeds, they made their way downstairs, to a darkened wing of the club bathed in red light. The unisex bathrooms were there, a conjoined sprawl of stalls and urinals with some hidden logic Benny couldn’t deduce that dictated which were used as intended and which were for more intimate encounters. In the very back, where the red light was strongest and least polluted from the flashing strobes of the club, there was a row of stalls with cutout holes in the doors. Mouths were pressed up against those holes—open, waiting mouths that were ready to accept whatever was put in them.

They came to an empty one and stepped inside. It would’ve been tight with all three of them in there, but opening the stall revealed to Benny there wasn’t even a toilet inside—it seemed like the stalls had been built for purposes just like this, which meant those looking for some action would know exactly where to go…

From her bag, Sofia took out a towel and placed it on the ground for Benny to kneel on. Then she got her lip gloss, the one that made her lips look extra pink and shiny.

“Make a kissy face,” she told Benny.

With his lips puckered, Sofia painted them with the cool, gliding gloss. When she was done, Vera added her own finishing touch with a marker she’d brought along, reminding Benny of when Vera had left him with Sofia weeks ago. Above his upper lip she wrote “FILL ME UP” and under his lower lip she added “BIG BOY”. Sofia snapped a picture, giggling.

“Put your mouth to the hole, beta,” Vera said. “You have to let the men know you’re ‘open’ for business.”

Benny did as he was told, his thumping heart competing with the thrum of the music. He could only see a sliver of activity beyond the stall door—bodies passing, looking, and when one stopped Benny thought his own heart would stop too. He made out a pair of tight jeans, followed by big hands reaching down to undo a belt and then a zipper and then, from behind a pair of dark briefs, came a big, stiffening cock.

No pussy, only cock, echoed in Benny’s head. He had been conditioned for weeks for this, he realized, and wondered if there might’ve been more to his stay with Sofia than he’d thought. He felt an involuntary stirring between his legs.

“Suck me off, baby,” a deep voice said from the other side of the stall.

Sofia patted Benny on the head. She lowered herself to his level and said for him in her sultriest voice: “Ohhh, I’m going to make you feel soooo good!”

“Gonna fill you up like a cream puff,” the voice—the man—said.

Vera mimed Benny’s instructions by opening her mouth wide and pointing at her lolled out tongue. Then she mouthed the words, “Start sucking.”

Benny turned to the shaft pushed through the glory hole. It was long and sleek and still growing. He shifted his head to figure out the angle, able to smell it as he moved closer; a manly cologne-and-cock scent wafted over him. This was no strap-on, that was for sure. Slowly, Benny stuck his tongue out and reached it towards the swelling head. The man groaned as Benny tasted the warm skin, a little tendril of adrenaline racing down Benny’s body. He was doing it. He was really doing it.

Closing his eyes, Benny swirled his tongue around the head, feeling it pulse to life with his touch. He parted his lips and took the head into his mouth, suckling gently on it—the cock was hard yet soft, and most surprising to Benny was just how warm and alive it was. It pushed into him, seeking him out, and Benny opened his mouth wider, letting it slide in one inch, then two, and three…

The man on the other side of the stall was eager and greedy, and he pushed himself deeper down Benny’s throat until it made Benny gag. He pulled back with a gasp but the man thrust forward, unrelenting.

“More baby, more,” he moaned.

Benny couldn’t believe how hard he was in his chastity. All that time with Sofia—and of course Vera before her—having to look at and only stroke to cocks had created a perverse trigger where having one up close and right down his throat made Benny unbelievably horny. That needy surge sent him right back to the mystery dick, Benny wrapping his glossy lips around it again while bringing a hand up to play with the shaft.

“Fuck, yes,” the man growled.

Then, without realizing it, Sofia and Vera were at either ear, each whispering their own words of encouragement and, in Vera’s case, mockery:

Sofia: “I want to see you swallow that cock, beta. It makes me so hot to watch a real man put you in your place…”

Vera: “I always knew you were a little faggot. Soon you’ll be here all on your own, sucking cock…”

Sofia: “...he wants you, beta, he wants your throat and your lips and your hands…”

Vera: “...whore you out for a little extra spending money, have a whole line of cocks waiting for you to suck until your throat is raw…”

They went on and on as Benny serviced the cock, stroking the base of the shaft while he sucked and tongued and kissed the tip. The hesitation and doubt was whited out by his own urges and Benny before long was trying to take the cock in deeper, breathing raggedly through his nose as he pushed his gag limit to the brink. He felt a hand on the back of his head—Vera’s, it had to be—and opened his eyes to a sea of red club light just as his head was pushed forward, the cock forced past his reflex and down his throat. For a second, Benny’s nose bumped against the stall door itself and his eyes widened in choking terror. His stomach clenched. But the man let out the most aroused groan and shouted “Fuck!” as his entire cock was wrapped in Benny’s mouth and throat.

A moment later Benny was reeling in a choking, coughing, gasping fit. His face was heavy, his eyes watering. Yet when he looked through his hazy vision, all he saw was the cock standing at attention, waiting for more. Insatiable. That was the word that came to mind.

The man wasn’t the only one. Vera too had her hand back on Benny’s head in a second and was putting his mouth back where it belonged. Benny only got in a breath or two before he was sucking the man off again, using his tongue to tease the underside of the shaft to hopefully please him without having to take the whole length again.

This was so different from a dildo, Benny thought. Dildos were rigid and unresponsive, with none of the soft give of skin or the thumping pulses or—most importantly—the man attached to it all who was feeling every little thing Benny did, every touch and tonguing, every firm press of his lips around the shaft or held suction on the flared head. It made Benny want to bring the man in deeper just to see how he’d react—”Faggot,” echoed Vera’s voice in his head. “Cocksucking, wimpy, simpy little faggot beta bitch”—and for his efforts he got deepthroated again, the man giving a little extra thrust when Benny had already had too much. There was less coughing this time and less pausing, Benny breathing hard through his nose so he could keep drawing his lips up and down the shaft, holding his tongue steady to act as a titillating little pearl against the man’s veiny length.

Sofia: “...what a good boy, you’re such a good boy, beta. Make him cum and there will be a special reward for you when we get home…”

Vera: “...I knew from the first time I saw you that you were nothing but a pathetic cocksucker, that no woman would ever want you, that your sex would be getting on your knees, opening your mouth and…”

“Keep going, keep doing that, I’m getting close,” moaned the man.

All those voices on top of him at once, along with the red lights and—of course—the cock in his mouth overwhelmed Benny. He focused just on the sucking—no pussy, only cock, no pussy only cock—and zigzagged his tongue as he bobbed up and down the shaft; some part of his dizzied brain knew there was only one way this ended and it was with this man cumming—the sooner that happened, the sooner it would all be over. The cockhead pushed against the back of Benny’s throat, Benny barely able to keep from gagging as he made a glurk glurk glurk noise that excited the man further. Benny’s jaw ached, tears flowed freely down his cheeks now, and even his hand was sore from the stroke-and-suck job he’d been giving. It felt like it would never end, that Benny would be on his knees here all night while this man fucked his mouth.

And then, like a pot bubbling over, the man stiffened up, let out a startling groan, and came.

The first spurt or two went right down Benny’s throat, catching him off guard. He choked on it, pulling back to get his breath, but all that did was cause the man to spurt all over Benny’s face. He tried to pull away from that too, but Vera held him in place, pointing his face up and grabbing the man’s shaft herself so she could milk every last drop of seed onto Benny’s cheeks and mouth and chin.

“FUCK YES!” roared the man. “Oh, fuck fuck fuck FUCK I needed that…”

Vera milked out a few more drops and then let go. Without another word, the man pulled his dick back through the glory hole, zipped himself up, and left Benny on his knees, covered in the man’s cum. All told, the encounter had lasted under ten minutes. Ten minutes for an anonymous cock to present itself, for Benny to suck it until it came, and then for it to disappear again without a second thought.

“Congratulations,” Vera said as Benny kneeled there in shock and—known only to him—aching lust between his legs. “You’re now officially a cocksucker. And don’t worry beta, it won’t be your last.”

Sofia beamed at him. “You did sooo well, beta. And I know you’re going to do even better with the next one.”

Next one? Was she serious?

But when Benny could muster the will to lift his head and look at the women, he knew they were deathly serious. There would be a next one. And a next one after that and one after that and…

Another man approached the glory hole. A shorter, but fatter cock pushed its way through with an angry red head and big pulsing veins.

“Time to get to work,” Vera whispered in his ear.

So it was, thought Benny as he opened his mouth wide. So it was.


Epilogue

The Next Exchange

The alarm went off, waking Benny out of a deep slumber by delivering an agonizing shock to his nuts. It had been a week since Benny had been sent to Mia’s house to be her live-in beta and the wake-up shocks hurt just as much this morning as they did the first morning. Benny scampered out of the crawlspace that was his “quarters”—a cramped, warm half-closet under the stairs—and began the morning routine: Get breakfast started, lay out the paper, prepare a warm shower for his new keeper, who insisted Benny call “Contessa”, much to her delight.
Mia was far closer to Vera than Sofia, that was for sure. She was demanding, impatient, mercurial, and positively hedonistic—at least when it came to herself. To that end, she saw Benny as a tool to enhance her pleasure through a combination of unrelenting humiliation, ample punishment, and emasculating service that sought to wring every useful second out of Benny’s existence for Mia’s benefit. It was a grueling experience that left him utterly exhausted at the end of each day and like a nervous hare at the start of them.
Once breakfast was ready and kept warm in the oven and the other preparations complete, Benny made his way upstairs, to Mia’s bedroom for her 8am wakeup. In this too she had a strict ritual that she required. Benny was to first ready her slippers and a robe—Mia slept naked, save for the sprawling tattoos that went up and down her tawny, Latin frame—and then he was to gently kiss the bottoms of her feet until she roused. Depending on her mood once she got up, she would either make him continue by sucking her toes or by licking her asshole, or simply by slapping his face with her foot to send him back down to the floor, where he helped her with her slippers and robe. Either way, Benny then served as both shower attendant, transformed into a living side table to hold her towel and anything else she might need before he was dismissed to set out breakfast.
Mia flipped through the paper as she mindlessly ate the breakfast Benny had painstakingly prepared, while Benny stayed under the table, gagged with whatever underwear Mia had been wearing the day before. He massaged her feet, fearfully avoiding looking up her robe at her bare pussy; Sofia’s conditioning had continued long after his stay with her and taken root deep in his brain.
“I have girlfriends coming over today,” Mia said, her mouth full of the food Benny had made. “They want to see what it’s like to fuck a bussy.”
Bussy. Boy pussy. That was Mia’s crude term when she was talking about fucking Benny up the ass with one of her many large, dark strap-ons. Sometimes she called him her “bussy boy” just to drive the point home.
“You’re going to be good for them or else I’m going to tell them to invite their boyfriends to watch until you do a better job,” Mia continued idly. “So what that means is, when you’re done cleaning up after breakfast, you need to get the kit, full-liter bag. I don’t want any accidents.”
By bag, Mia was of course referring to an enema bag; she’d made him hold at least half a bag a day since he arrived, for longer and longer, until his entire body was cramping and he could barely hold it in anymore. Naturally, she was not there for the full affair and so Benny was forced to torment himself with demanding need for cleanliness before she fucked him.
Done with her food, Mia had Benny release the panties in his mouth into a bag and exchange it with her cold, half-chewed leftovers while she went to go get dressed. Benny ate the food he had made—far less enjoyable now than it would’ve been earlier—and started going through his mental checklist. Enema, stretching to get ready, extra deference to the friends, extra walking on eggshells around Mia. Though what he dreaded most was the threat about the boyfriends—if she wanted that to happen, she was going to find a way to make it happen, no matter how well-behaved he was.
“Bussy boy!” Mia called from upstairs. “Up here, now!”
With his stomach still grumbling in hunger, Benny raced upstairs. He found that Mia had laid out her entire collection of strap-ons, from “Jake”, which was small and light by comparison to the others, all the way to “Ricardo”, the girthiest one she had with an ultra fat head and chocolate-dark coloring. Nearly ten other dildos sat between them.
“Sanitize these too,” she told him. “Every single one. I don’t want my girls upset because we didn’t clean one of the ones they want.”
“Yes, Contessa,” Benny said.
“‘Yes, Contessa’,” mocked Mia with a wrinkled-nose look of disgust. She sighed. “You sound so whiny all the time. What’s wrong with you?”
What could Benny say to that? He hung his head. “I’m sorry, Contessa, you’re right, I do sound whiny.”
She sighed again. “We’ll just have to find something to put in your mouth,” she said like it was the biggest inconvenience ever. “Maybe a bar of soap. Or a used condom or something if one of my girls has one still in the trash. Okay, you can go away now.”
Benny started to leave, but she stopped him.
“Wait, wait, I didn’t rinse my mouth out enough when I brushed my teeth. Get over here.” Benny shuffled towards her on his knees, tilted his head back, and opened his mouth. Mia spit like she was at the dentist’s and then looked at him like he was a smear on the bottom of her shoe. “Go away,” she said.
Back downstairs, he started more chores, the minty taste of Mia’s used toothpaste on his tongue. He knew they were only just beginning their time together and that Mia, unlike Sofia, had a much, much greater penchant for straight-up sadism without any of the softening praise or amusement. Benny didn’t want to think what that meant for him over the next however many weeks he would be here.
As he was doing the dishes, there was a quick, mean shock to his balls. There was no reason behind it, just something Mia did occasionally whenever she was bored. That was his life now, work and service and blindsiding suffering whenever his Contessa wanted. Soon enough he would find himself bent over backward, being fucked by Mia and her friends until he was stretched and gaping and after they’d had their fun at his expense, he’d be the one cleaning up and getting things ready for his next bout of torment, all until he was put away in his half-closet to await the shock that would wake him up so he could do it all over again.
“Bussy boy!”
Benny set down the dishes and rushed again to see what Mia needed. It was going to be a long day and it was barely 9am.
THE END
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Secrets, secrets… Darren is a big man with the biggest “little” secret a man could have and Emily–his best friend’s sister who has never fawned over Darren the way other women have–is about to discover it. When she does, she’ll use it to humble the popular, handsome man, holding it over his head as she reduces him to her humiliated, chastened, and denied plaything. But Emily has a secret of her own: Darren is far from the only man she’s humbled. As Darren falls deeper into Emily’s world, he’ll wonder if the real secret he’s harbored for so long isn’t what’s between his legs but what–and who–he has always yearned to be.
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Helena can always spot ‘em. At a fashionable launch party, Norman thinks he’s scored a networking coup when the host’s most arresting guest—Helena—takes an unexpected interest in him. She invites him back to her place and is quick to show him her true colors as the one who calls the shots and wears the pants, turning their night into a test of obedience, patience, and surrender. By dawn, he’ll have debased himself in ways as shocking as they are arousing, and Norman will wonder how he ever thought he could’ve been anything more than Helena’s submissive plaything...
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