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Black Widows

Throughout the day, Christian marveled at his own luck. Even as the photographer flitted around, colleagues offered their congratulations, and Miranda dictated her orders to the staff, he knew this was the start of something amazing. Yeah, most grooms enjoyed this frisson of excitement on their wedding day, but he could sense the envy from most of the men at the ceremony.

As he stood by the altar with the priest, Christian watched her walk down the aisle. Heads turned, and everyone stared at her and eagerly drank in the sight of this beautiful woman. So many brides had to work to draw attention to themselves.

Not Miranda.

With her hair tied back into a perfect, swirling pleat of shining gold blonde, her vibrant eyes, and her exquisite frame, she was the perfect model of everything a bride might hope to be. Her dress flared around her legs, the snug bodice hugged her torso, and she had just a little bit of cleavage on display. As she approached, Christian recognized how incredibly, ridiculously lucky he was to be with her.

Of course, Miranda wasn't the only one to get a lot of attention. As the bride, people instinctively followed her with their eyes. And yet, her daughters also drew a lot of attention, especially from the young men among the guests. Blonde like their mothers, they dismissed the boys who rushed up to them and tried to talk to them. One after another, they sent those young men away, disheartened and feeling defeated.

Worse, it was so easy for Miranda’s girls. Like their mother, these women knew just how beautiful and powerful they could be, especially when they took control. Alyssa, the older of the two, could answer a man's entreaties with a wicked little sneer, hollowing out whatever confidence he had possessed and send him fleeing. Her younger sister, Katrina, seemed so sweet and innocent, especially when she twirled some of her blonde hair around one finger. Guys probably mistook her for a bimbo, but then she straightened her back, glared, and anyone talking to her instantly recognized the force of personality she might wield.

When he first met them, Christian had resisted the urge to burst out laughing. Yes, he was marrying Miranda, and he loved her very much, but he would get to spend more time with all three of them, and that felt like a bonus.

After the ceremony, they held the reception, and he could see the fresh looks of envy, desire, and jealousy play out across the guys' faces. They kept glancing back at Miranda. Every time she spoke with them, they laughed like nervous schoolboys. It was amazing!

This woman was now his wife, and he couldn't wait until their wedding night.

Hours later, they came to the threshold of their hotel room. This was the start of their honeymoon, and his excitement mounted. Underneath his pressed pants, his shaft was hard as he scooped her up and carried her across the threshold and into their hotel room. He gently lowered her down onto the bed, and that's when he climbed up after her, crawling toward her.

Miranda turned.

At some point over the course of the day, she had let her hair fall down around her shoulders. Those blonde waves continuously drew his attention. After they met online, they started dating, and he still remembered that first encounter. When he saw her, he had marveled at her high cheekbones, the slender curves of her shoulders, the outline of her breasts, and the way she strode straight at him. This was a woman who knew what she wanted.

She demonstrated that same power and confidence as she smiled at him on their wedding night.

She wore a dark red dress now. The hem hung just a little bit higher than the curves of her knees as she pulled herself up into a kneeling position.

Christian was still down on all fours as he crawled toward her across the bed.

And then she said just one word with this scintillating smile, "Strip for me, Christian."

Some of the moisture drained away from his mouth when he heard that tone of voice.

As they had prepared for the wedding, she had issued hundreds or thousands of commands to be different people who worked on the event: caterers, musicians, servers, and the wedding planner. Now she aimed that same stern tone right at him.

"Maybe I should get you undressed first," he teased.

"Strip for me, Christian," she repeated, her tone sharpening. "Now."

He froze.

Honestly, Christian didn't know what to do or say. And yet, he sat up, and he started working the buttons of his shirt. He pulled it off and threw it down onto the floor. Once he got started, he couldn't stop himself. He felt incredible because he knew what was going to happen next. This was his wedding night!

Yes, he had pursued her. Yes, he had dated her eagerly, hungry to get closer and closer to this woman.

And yet, they hadn't slept together…

If someone had suggested that point before they started dating, he would have laughed. Seriously, this wasn't the 1950's or something. Besides, it wasn't like they were a couple of dumb kids either. She was forty; he was thirty-five. She was gorgeous and wielded at that incredible confidence. Just as importantly, she easily drifted between spheres of influence like some modern-day aristocrat. When she spoke, people listened. She had this regal bearing, and it actually worked.

Christian, on the other hand, had grown up poor. But by studying hard and building his business, he could now count himself as a rich man.

After he pulled off his shirt, he went for his shoes and socks. Next, he loosened his belt and yanked down his pants, just leaving the black silk of his boxers. His erection pressed out against the fabric, making it obvious what he craved.

"I'm ready for you," he said.

"Not yet," she said, smiling at him. "Take my shoes off first," she ordered, raising her right leg, then her left. "And I didn't say you could keep the boxers on."

Reluctantly, he pulled off his underwear. There was something so strange about being close to this woman while she was fully clothed, yet he was naked. It seemed to indicate something...like she was better than him?

Christian quickly discarded the thought.

Instead, he focused on sliding the high-heeled pumps off her feet. She had high, slender arches and beautifully curved toes. Of course, everything was perfect about this woman, he had reflected time and time again. Waiting so long had been hard, but she was worth it, he told himself. Being with Miranda felt like spending time with a model.

"Oh, that feels very good," she said, purring with satisfaction. "Give me a foot massage." She relaxed against the pillows, raised her right leg, and flexed her toes.

This wasn't what he expected, so he hesitated. Uncertain of himself, Christian tentatively reached up. He supported her ankle with one hand. With the other, he raised his fingers and stopped.

"Christian," she said sweetly, "When I give you an order, I expect you to follow it."

"Wouldn't you rather…" Christian attempted to finish the sentence, but he glanced back at her, and she met his gaze with a cold stare.

"When I give you an order," she repeated, "I expect you to obey. Now unless you want to sleep out in the hall, you're going to do as I command. And right now, I'm telling you to massage my foot. Can you handle that?"

"Yes," he said quickly. "Of course, of course."

He started to massage her foot, just as she ordered. In that first instant of obedience, he didn't feel strange or wrong. After all, he instinctively tried to console himself with the idea that the wedding had been incredibly stressful, so of course she would be tired. In fact, he almost smirked thinking about the countless couples who had probably burned themselves out over the course of a day and consequently couldn't enjoy their wedding night.

But if he worked on her and if he helped her relax, then she would start to feel better, and they could have sex, right?

He had waited this long. He told himself he could wait a little longer.

Over the next couple of minutes, he served her diligently. His fingers moved along the arch of her right foot, then her left. He gently pinched her toes, and he pressed down on the tops of her feet before working his way up toward her ankles. Of course, by this point, she had completely relaxed. She closed her eyes, and he allowed himself to indulge in checking out his wife. He snuck little glances up her skirt.

At those moments, he felt like he had made a really good decision, especially because he could see the hint of her panties. Every time he glanced back at her, he told himself that he could wait. He could be patient for this woman. Besides, he didn't have any choice.

"Good boy," she purred. "That's right. Show me what you can do for your Goddess."

Goddess?

The idea sounded ridiculous, but he glanced back at her and found her hungry stare, "...Yes, Goddess."

When he said those words, he thought he was going to start laughing or something, only then those syllables seemed to fit.

"Good boy," she told him. "Show me what you can do. Your fingers are nice, but use your mouth." She dropped her heels back down to the mattress, and then she wiggled her toes.

He started to chuckle like this was a joke, but her expression didn't change. She stared at him, serious and determined. She had given him another command, and she expected him to obey.

Really? She expected him to start sucking her toes? To lick the arches of her feet?

"You're hesitating," she said. "Remember, I can have you locked out of this room with a snap of my finger," she replied. "You know how important my family is, and you know the manager will listen to me."

It was true. When they first arrived at the hotel, the staff had practically worshiped Miranda. She had been here before, and they recognized her influence. Yes, he was the one paying the bills, but they hardly seemed concerned with something as crass as money. Instead, they yearned for the legitimacy and prestige a woman like Miranda could give them with her approval.

If she told them to lock-in out in the hallway, they would do it…

His insides clenched up the possibility.

"Besides, you want me to take care of you, don't you? You want me to take care of that little problem between your legs?"

"Yes, Goddess," he said.

Goddess. He used the word without even thinking because it fit so perfectly.

Yes, he had money, only that wasn't good enough. One way or another, the bills would be paid. Christian would have no choice but to see to it, yet Miranda offered something better: the veneer of royalty. Her magnetic approval was worth more than anything he had to offer…

"Very good," she said. As those words hit the air, he beamed with pride. Earning her approval can be difficult, but he had it, so now he couldn't mess this up. Besides, Christian told himself that lots of husbands probably licked and sucked on their women's toes.

He bowed his head down. With his weight braced on his elbows and knees, he went for the big toe on her right foot first.

Then he heard her chuckle again, "In that position, you look just like a little dog."

He was tempted to bark for her, but then he decided against it. Playing along was one thing, but he was still a powerful man with an important company under his control. Granted, he had mostly retired and stepped away from the day-to-day operations, but it was his. Well, now they were married, so it technically belonged to both of them, he reflected right as his lips wrapped around her toe, and then he started to lick.

He moved his tongue along the soft contours of her skin. He sucked on her big toe before working his way down, one after another.

She giggled. "That almost tickles," she told him.

Christian continued to work, gently abasing himself before this Goddess, just as she demanded.

Then she lifted her leg again, flexed her calf, and nudged her heel forward. "Lick the arch of my foot, boy."

Boy?

He bristled for a moment, pulled back, and start to glare at her, only she smirked once again. As far as she was concerned, this was funny. In that moment, a thought occurred to him: she didn't respect him.

His lips parted, and he wanted to say something about that, only he couldn't. Instead, she tilted her head to the side, pounded out her bottom lip, and mocked him, "What's wrong?" Her tone dripped with condescension. "You don't like being called that?"

"No, it's fine," he said. Again, he glanced down between her legs, and he saw the barest hint of her black panties.

His heart beat a little bit faster. For so long, he had imagined thrusting down into her, rubbing his cock, savoring the heat of her body, and enjoying every second of her.

"Good," she said.

He leaned down, and he licked the arch of her foot just as she ordered.

Then she reached up between his legs with her other foot, and she started to massage and press down on his erection.

Other guys would have messed up. They would have forgotten about licking and stopped, but Christian knew how to obey her orders.

Maybe it had started subtly when they first started dating, but she routinely issued commands, and he pretty much always obeyed. He hadn't noticed how this transformation swept across his personality, but it hardly mattered.

He was lucky to be with her. So lucky!

As she rubbed his crotch with her foot, he continued licking the rest of her toes. He slid his tongue along the arch of her other foot, worshiping her just as she ordered.

Then, finally, she pulled her feet away.

"You know, other men wouldn't be able to do that. They would have too much dignity," she said.

Wait, was that a compliment or an insult?

Before he could decide, she shifted her position. She sat up on her knees, turned back, and tilted her chin above her shoulder as she looked at him. "Unzip me, boy."

There it was again: boy.

"Come, unzip me," she ordered.

With the adrenaline flaring through his body, he crawled away from her feet, up along with the soft give of the sheets, and he kneeled before her. He reached up, pinched the zipper tab between his fingers, and pulled it down. As he did so, he exposed her perfectly shaped shoulder blades, the small of her back, and even the curves of her buttocks. He saw her bra, black and shiny just like her panties.

"Good," she said. She tossed to the press on to one of the chairs, and then she turned back to him.

"Wouldn't you, would you like to take off your underwear?" Christian asked.

"No," she replied. "Not yet. I'm taking my time. I'm enjoying this. Don't you want to enjoy this?"

Of course, he had to say yes. He nodded, and then she rolled onto her stomach. "Massage me," she said.

He felt like some pathetic cabana boy, but he didn't have any choice.

Even if his shaft ached for release, he had to do whatever this woman told him.

Early in their relationship, he had learned what disobedience could mean. Yes, she could be alluring with her warm, nearly addictive charisma, but she also knew how to become cold. The people who displeased her quickly recognized how frustrating, embarrassing, and painful it could be to hear her wintry tone of voice or to be on the receiving end of one of her cutting remarks.

So now, as she spread out, face down, he could only admire the straps of her bra and the hugging elastic of her panties.

"A soft touch," she commanded.

Obediently, he started to stroke her shoulders. He worked his fingers gently along her beautiful body.

In some ways, it felt like he was actually worshiping her. Maybe "Goddess" really fit her.

His hands played down along her sides, then he jumped over her panties as he massaged the backs of her legs. He went all the way down to her calves, her heels, then back up again. For long minutes, he worked on her, gently petting her, all while she remained quiet and enjoyed the sensations flickering along her nerves.

More than half an hour elapsed, and he continued to work on her. Through all of this time, his erection remained. He couldn't help himself, not when he was so close to Miranda. Better yet, his beautiful, blonde wife was almost entirely naked. Just that bra and those panties…

At some point, he started to imagine some wild, mythical scenario where he might be able to roll her onto her stomach, grabbed her wrists, pin her, and start kissing her. He would be able to seduce her, and even if she tried to stop him, he would be able to overpower her. A combination of need and lust would sweep through her, making it impossible for her to resist…

Yes, he was hard. He was so desperately hard!

He squirmed there on his knees, although he didn't allow any of his arousal to interrupt her massage.

They were close, so incredibly close, and he couldn't ruin it, not here, not now.

"Very good," she said.

He had been stroking her for nearly an hour now.

She rolled over onto her back, braced herself on her elbows, and now she peered back at him. "Would you like to remove my panties, Christian?"

"Yes, please," he said, his voice straining. He had never sounded so eager or desperate in his entire life!

At that point, with excitement surging through him, his mouth actually started watering.

She nodded toward the black silk, and she smiled at him. "Go ahead, boy."

With his heart kicking even faster now, he obeyed. He leaned forward, his fingertips slipped into the elastic, and he pulled the panties down. Although the instinct to try to rip them off of her burned hot behind his eyes, he drew the underwear down slowly. He took his time, especially because he knew what kind of trouble he might face if he messed this up and ripped them by accident.

He pulled the panties away, and then he was about to drop them down onto the same spot as her dress, but she stopped him.

"Are you feeling lucky right now?"

"Yes, Goddess."

"Tell me why," she instructed. Her eyes shined with mischievous delight as she enjoyed playing with him.

This boy couldn't be certain, but he got the impression that she really, really liked seeing him squirm there, especially because this felt like a test, but he had no idea what the right answers might be…

"Because I'm with you," he said. "I have married you," he said. He straightened his back as he uttered those last couple of words.

"That means you're my husband," she said. "That means you belong to me."

Immediately, Christian wanted to reciprocate. He should have been able to say something like, "And that means you're my wife, so you belong to me too." Somehow, he already knew he shouldn't utter anything along those lines. After all, she had her aristocratic bearing. In this relationship, she was the Goddess, so what did that make him? A servant. A peasant. He was a supplicant before this divine being, and he would serve her. Because if he didn't, the consequences could be brutal.

She smirked, apparently able to guess exactly what he was thinking. Bristling, he blushed, but then he decided to casually glide his fingers along her thighs anyway. He stroked her, bringing his fingertips closer and closer to her knees, then back up toward her hips.

Through all of this, she watched him.

"Come here," she said.

Christian scrambled forward, thinking maybe they were going to finally kiss, but now she set her hand on the back of his head, and then she nudged him down toward the spot between her legs.

"Worship your Goddess," she ordered.

Immediately, he understood what this was going to mean.

His brows creased, and it seemed unfair, but he didn't know what to do or say.

So he found his lips pressed down against her womanhood, and he started licking. He did this as her voice vibrated through his body. "That's right. Worship your Goddess. Show me that I'm better than you, Christian. Show me that I own you now. You're my husband, and I'm going to enjoy having you. We all are."

We?

Before he could think about what that meant, she laughed, and the delicious sounds resonated through his frame. "Oh yes, you're going to be such a good husband for me. I know exactly what you need. After this, we can take the next step."

The next step…

Sex!

He started licking faster, gliding his tongue up and down the length of her pussy. He worshiped her with everything he had.

"Slow down," she commanded, and he had to obey. He forced himself to control that excitement. At the same time, as he licked, he rubbed his cock and balls against the sheets. The excitement was right there, but he couldn't lose control. He had to focus on his breathing even as his tongue darted and played along her sex. If he accidentally came, he knew he would regret it for the rest of his life.

At least, that's what he thought. Really, he had no idea what was going to happen next or what this woman had planned for him.

As an investor and businessman, he probably thought of himself as clever and astute. He could make hard decisions with complicated variables, but none of those attributes applied when it came to women, especially a creature like Miranda. On some level, he recognized her ability to manipulate him. Even so, it hardly mattered. She was beautiful, and there was something so intoxicating about her presence. All of those thoughts pulsed through his head as he slowed down, yet his tongue continued to slip and slide along her sex. He worshiped her, just as this Goddess deserved.

His wife tightened her grip on the back of his head, and she started to maneuver him, guiding his movements up and down. She set the rhythm. "Oh yes. Just like that. That's right. Good. Oh yes."

Miranda was coming closer and closer to her orgasm. She was there, right on the cusp, he thought.

But then she yanked his head back, and his brows creased with confusion.

Had he done something wrong? Had he messed up?

It didn't seem to make any sense.

But then she grinned at him and asked, "Are you ready? Are you ready for your reward?"

"Yes, Goddess!"

Languidly, almost like a predator, she shifted her position, climbing back up onto her knees.

Instinctively, he started to lean forward, perhaps thinking that they were about to kiss, except she touched one finger to his forehead, stopping him. "No, no. Lay down. You want a reward."

He obeyed, dropping down onto his back. But then she touched his eyebrows and said, "Close your eyes. Don't open them. Okay?"

"Oh, okay," he stuttered out.

Shutting his eyes, he wondered exactly what was going to happen.

Maybe it was going to be a blow job? It could be a blow job! He imagined this beautiful woman with her bright eyes watching him. His breathing quickened, and she could just lean down, stroke the underside of his balls, take his scrotum in the palm of her hand, and massage him even as she started licking. Her tongue flickered out, and she would be so eager. He had worked hard to please her, so this could be his reward…

Carefully, he listened, but he didn't hear anything. Nothing happened either.

Second by second, he desperately wanted to open his eyes, but he knew better than to do so.

He heard the zipper on one of their bags. Then he thought he heard the sound of ripping paper or tearing cardboard. He couldn't be sure one way or the other, yet he still resisted that burning curiosity. Instead, he stayed there on his back. His shaft was still hard, and then she chuckled, "Thank you for grabbing some ice."

"Are you thirsty, Goddess?" He regretted the offer right away, but he still suggested, "I can go get you a soda or some juice or something?"

"No," she said, making him exhale with relief. "I have everything I need here," she promised.

With his eyes closed, he envisioned Miranda putting on some sexy lingerie. He could be some cute little nightie that would show off her cleavage or something else amazing.

But then she came back up onto the bed, and then she rolled him onto his side.

Miranda brought her new husband's arms together, and he didn't resist. If anything, he tried to cooperate right until the moment when she slipped the handcuffs around his wrists, trapping them behind his back.

"What are you doing?"

"Shush," she said.

Biting down, he knew better than to defy her.

She pushed him down onto his back again, and then she seemed to just be interested in touching him. She moved her hands along his inner thighs. "You know, lots of men would give up everything to be right here. Of course, the boys who think about it don't understand that this is exactly what it takes."

He didn't understand either

She continued. "Everything," she repeated. "That's what I'm taking from you, Christian. Your money, your independence, your dignity, even your free will."

He heard this. Each word seems to pound down against his psyche, but he didn't really comprehend what was going on. In that haze of arousal, it was almost impossible for him to think clearly.

Every thought indentation suddenly broke apart when the cold slashed through the haze. Forgetting about his obedience, he opened his eyes, jerked his head up, and looked down along the length of his body to see her rubbing two pieces of ice along the sides of his cock.

"What are you doing?"

"Getting ready for your reward," she said with a nasty little smirk.

"Stop it!"

She had pinned his feet to the bed, so he could only squirm from side to side. With his hands cuffed behind his back, he couldn't get any leverage. He couldn't stop her even as he twisted to the left, then the right, but he still couldn't escape those pieces of ice as she rubbed them up and down his cock.

Then she pulled one of them away and squeezed it to the front of his manhood. With the other piece of ice, she pressed it down against his balls. Then she rubbed along the underside of his scrotum!

That biting chill soaked up every other thought and idea. He tried to squirm. Like some frantic animal, he desperately worked to get away, but his erection eventually turned soft.

"Good boy," she said.

He closed his eyes, arched his back, and kept fighting his cuffs. He tried to tear his hands free, but the unyielding metal wouldn't release him. Whether he liked it or not, he was stuck right there, on his back before this beautiful woman.

"This is going to be your life from now on, Christian. It starts right now. This is when I take control of you. Maybe I’ll let you out. Maybe. Maybe I will let you have some relief. Maybe. You had better obey me."

That's when he felt that the tuba slide along his shaft. Another piece of slipped underneath his scrotum, and then she started to connect them. One by one, she attached to the various components until the cage was complete.

"Look, boy."

This time, he settled down for just a moment. The ice had melted, so there was just cold water clinging to the curves of his genitals.

With a nervous gulp, he obeyed her again, raising his head and staring down toward his cock and balls, only they looked different now…She had put something on him. "It’s your cage," she explained. "But don't worry. There are three keys. I have one of them."

Before he could say anything, she teased him, "I bet you're wondering why. Simple. I believe that in any marriage, someone needs to be in control. And that's going to be me. You see, I'm better than you. Yes, you have money, and that means I'm willing to give you some of my time, but you aren’t good enough for me, not really. I want what you have, so I'm taking it." Her eyes flashed. "I'm taking you."

From there, she drew away from him. "And right now, you're going to get up on your knees, and then you're going to lower yourself right back down. I'm not going to let you out of those cuffs. I am, however, going to let you serve me with your mouth."

As she spoke, Christian tried to interrupt her. He fought to get his lungs, throat, lips and tongue to work together, but her words beat down against him, robbing him of speech.

So when she was done, she lowered herself back down onto the bed, laced her fingers behind her head, and waited for him to obey. It was awkward, especially with his hands still trapped, but he got up onto his knees. Then he lowered himself down, he started licking her again. His tongue lapped against her sex as he worshiped his Goddess, and she moaned with approval.

Other men might have heard about this and insisted that there was something wrong with Christian, that he should have been stronger. After all, he was married now, so he should have been able to assert himself.

Those guys would have underestimated Miranda.

She knew how to tease him. She knew how to play with him, keeping him off balance so that he always felt the need to obey her. It became one of the core principles of his personality.

On their wedding night, she locked him in chastity, and he couldn't fight back. He couldn't argue or resist.

The next day, he timidly snuck off to the bathroom, and he worked at the cage, desperate to slip it off. He just needed to demonstrate that he could get free when necessary. Only there was a problem: he couldn't. This was a serious chastity cage, and it remained locked around his balls and over the length of his shaft. Yes, the arousal stayed with him, simmering at the back of his every thought, but he couldn't do anything about it!

They went on their honeymoon, and he served her every morning, every afternoon, and every night. Over the course of a week, he really did feel like her slave.

But now it was their first night back at home, in their bed, and he kept hoping she would produce the key.

After all, Christian had never gone this long without release! It seemed impossible, like no male was ever supposed to suffer this way. And yet, she still teased him with the different possibilities. On their honeymoon, there had been that night when she had him stepped into the shower with her. He watched her, all the way from her hair down to her neck, her shoulders and breasts, the flat of her stomach, the curves of her pubis, and the perfectly toned contours of her legs. Although he was practically frothing with arousal, she just held up the key in front of him, letting it dangle there.

And now, she wanted more from him, although that’s not how it sounded at first.

"I have something special for you," she said.

"Yes?" Christian asked, his voice tight with excitement.

That's when she stepped out of the closet, and he saw her in that amazing lingerie: white stockings with matching garters, a black corset, and her hair tied back into this elaborate French braid. She wore just a little bit of makeup. Her lips glistened with a bright shade of red as she strode forward.

"Does, does this mean we're going to have sex?" Christian asked breathlessly.

His Goddess stopped at the edge of the bed, placed her hands on her hips, and she asked simply, "What do you think?"

As hard as he tried, he couldn't come up with an answer.

She sat down on the edge of bed, leaned back, bracing her weight on her palms, and then she raised one foot. "Get on the floor and massage my feet," she commanded easily.

After a week of his subjugation, Christian didn't even think about it anymore. He fell into place, kneeling.

Perhaps he could do this because no one else knew about their secret relationship. During the day, he received text messages of congratulations from his friends and family. Even coworkers and rivals in his industry made sure to let him know that he was a lucky man. Of course, none of them knew about what happened behind closed doors. They didn't comprehend that this beautiful woman had tricked him into a chastity cage or that it had been days since his last climax!

Breathing in and out through his nostrils, he massaged her foot just as she commanded. He worked her slowly, taking his time as she expected.

"Don't forget to use your mouth," she said. "That's what it's good for. Well, that and something else," she said with a knowing titter.

He glanced up at her for just a moment, and his expression hardened, but she didn't even notice.

Then it hardly mattered because he obeyed her again, dipping his head down and sucking on her toes, one after another, just the way she liked.

"I bet you like this, don't you?" Miranda asked as she ran her fingers down along at the intricate embroidery of her corset. Black fabric with red thread drew his attention even as he kept licking and sucking. She pulled her foot away, only to replace it with the other one.

And again, he worked on her, pleasing her to the best of his ability.

"Good. That's right. Now, stay on your knees, and tell me how beautiful I am."

By now, he couldn't bring himself to argue with her. She issued an order, so he felt like he had to obey. It was a newly programmed instincts, something he couldn't resist. The urge flared, and he surrendered to it.

"You're so beautiful," he began. "You're the most beautiful woman I have ever seen, the most beautiful woman I have ever known. Thank you for allowing me to worship you."

"Ankles and calves," she said next.

While she sat there on the edge of the bed like some sort of queen, he massaged her, pressing down. She really enjoyed his attentions it seemed since she started to moan.

He tensed up, "Should you make that much noise?" Christian sounded so adorably sweet and tentative, like he didn't really know whether or not he was capable of confronting this woman about anything at all.

"What's wrong?" Miranda asked, although she obviously knew precisely what he had in mind. "Are you worried the girls are going to hear?"

"Yes, Goddess," he said.

Around her daughters, Alyssa and Katrina, Christian just seemed like a very well-behaved husband. He cooked for her and seemed to anticipate her needs. But still, he doubted the girls would understand the finer details of the relationship. Or maybe it was something else, something he couldn't admit to himself.

Maybe he didn't want Alyssa and Katrina to find out about their mother’s control because they were a couple of beautiful young women. Although they mostly seemed to ignore Miranda's new husband, the girls were still gorgeous. They exuded youthful energy and this precocious sense of humor that he couldn't really understand. It was like they shared a joke he didn't get.

"Don't worry about them," she said. "They know what they're doing."

He didn't understand what that meant, but then it hardly mattered because she said, "Down on your back, boy. Cross your wrists."

He complied. If he hadn't, he knew what would have happened next.

The handcuffs.

This time, it wasn't necessary, however. He laid down on the floor, and that's when she straddled his face. With her knees pushing against the side of his neck, she lowered herself down. She started to ride him, turning his face into a saddle. She moved forward and back, undulating her hips as she lost herself to that delicious rhythm. It felt so good to have this boy obediently lick, especially while she assumed that this regal position atop her peasant husband.

"This is where you belong, boy, down on your back, beneath me. I'm better than you. I'm always going to be better than you," she said. The words beat down against his psyche, reminding him again and again of her superior status.

After all, she was right.

This wasn't hyperbole. She wasn't simply messing with his head. She knew who he was supposed to be, so she trained him for her pleasure. She continued to ride him, using his face exactly like a saddle. Hot pleasure coursed through her body as he continued to serve her. He gave her everything he had because she expected nothing less.

"Very good. That's right. Show me what you can do again. Oh, that feels incredible."

After that, she closed her eyes and relaxed. For a minute or so, she simply enjoyed the movements of his tong as he served her. Then she started to move her hips again, going back and forth. She impaled herself on his tongue as his tip teased her clit. Hot excitement world through her. They felt like bolts of lightning! This was so intense, so perfect!

Other women would have been so jealous, she reflected.

No, Christian wasn't the most handsome man around, nor did he offer any particularly impressive insight. His pedigree and lineage weren't impressive either. Unlike Miranda and her daughters, any one of whom could have been a queen or princess, Christian seemed so ordinary. So plain. So common.

But that didn’t matter because he had money. He had wealth, and that made him useful to her. Yes, she could view him as nothing but a tool. He was an instrument of her will. More importantly, especially over the last week, she had started his training.

There were probably men out there who could endure chastity while retaining their dignity. If so, Christian clearly wasn't one of them. This man, now down on the bedroom floor, powerless in his cage, would do anything she desired. With just the right word, a sharpened look, or a flash of the key to his chastity cage, this man would succumb to her will. He would acknowledge her superiority because he could feel it deep within his psyche. At his core, he recognized her superiority.

She let out another little gasp. It quickly morphed into a scream of satisfaction.

And yet, she didn't pull away.

"Who said you could stop, boy?" Miranda demanded, so he took another breath, caught the scent of her arousal, and then he resumed licking. While she rode his face, she started laughing again.

Christian probably had people who admired him. There were probably those out in the world who saw him as some skilled business manager or something. Maybe they resented or even long before his investment acumen.

None of that would satisfy a woman like Miranda.

In fact, she closed her eyes. As she rode his face, sliding her hips forward and back and rubbing her slit along his mouth, she let her mind wander. She started thinking of other men, better men. These were the individuals who had the pedigree to impress her. Or better yet, they weren't just businessmen. Instead, they were actors, artists, and celebrities. When they talked about money, they did so with casual disdain. For them, it was so easy. A male like Christian had to focus all of his time and effort into chasing dollars.

Not these men.

For them, money was easy.

But better yet, they would be stronger and fiercer. They would possess real power.

She burst out laughing, and she was sure Christian wanted to understand the joke.

Feeling playful and cruel, she asked, "Are you wondering what I'm laughing about? Would you like in on the joke?"

In one swift movement, she pulled her legs away, and she be oriented herself, dropping down and straddling his chest.

When she peered down at him, it was easy to place her hands on his shoulders and to trap him there beneath her. At that moment, she felt like some wild cat with a mouse trapped beneath her claw.

At first, he tried to match her gaze and look up at her, only then he glanced back down toward her breasts, toward her stomach, like he couldn't face the way she casually intimidated him.

"Look at me," she said.

"Do you want to know what I was laughing about? Do you really want to know?"

"Yes, please."

Miranda couldn't tell whether or not he gave this answer because he really wished to know or because he understood that this was the correct answer and that she intended to play with him one way or the other.

"I was thinking about other men, Christian. I was thinking about someone bigger than you, taller than you, stronger than you, and smarter than you. I was thinking about how amazing it would feel if he could grab me and pushed me up against a wall."

"I, I could do that for you," he said, which only made her burst out laughing.

"Oh, no. No," she said. "You can't do that. You're not good enough."

"But, but you would never really cheat on me, would you?"

She laughed again. The sounds echoed off of the walls, each one so cheerful and amused!

"Enough talking," she decided. She turned around again, straddled his face, and turned his mouth into little more than a saddle while she rubbed herself on him.

"Lick," she said. "I know you're not good for much, but show me what you can do with your mouth. Show me how you can please me. Go on, boy. Lick. Lick like an obedient little husband."

Deep down, Christian probably wished he could have fought back. She sensed the tension as it gripped his body. After all, he had been so successful in business, making all of that money. Better yet, she had walked through his offices, and she knew that there were interns, secretaries, and other young women who would have probably loved to be close to him. They would have slept with the boss to get a chance at a promotion…

Yet none of that mattered. Those girls, no matter how cute or alluring, would never be able to compete with a woman like Miranda. It wasn't just her beautiful blonde hair, a bright shine of her eyes, or the perfect allure of her body. Yes, she could make those other girls look like pathetic children playacting at games of seduction, but it was something else.

She literally held the key to his cock!

As she rode his face, she contemplated all of that until those other images flashed behind her eyes, and she returned to those languid, delicious, exciting daydreams about bigger and taller men. She thought of their facial hair, the ripples of their muscles, and the way would feel when they climbed on top of her. She wanted to spread her legs and feel more than just a tong. She yearned for the girth of a real man's cock thrusting down into her.

She rolled her head back and started panting again before the explosion of pleasure could brace through her body.

Finally, she finished with him.

"Very good. Very, very good," she said, almost breathless.

"Would you like another massage, Goddess?"

"No. I think I'm good. But you know, I walked by the laundry room, and you haven't been keeping up with your chores. Before you go to bed, I want you to do the dishes, sweep the floors, vacuum, and do the laundry."

"But, but I did do our laundry," he said.

"You did our laundry," She corrected him. "What about Alyssa's and Katrina's clothing? Did you start washing their clothing? Did you hand wash their panties and bras?"

By this point, she had clambered back up onto the bed, and now she dropped herself to the fine sheets and expensive blankets. Rolling onto her side, she popped her head upon her knuckles, all while her husband stared at her. Uncomprehending, he clearly couldn't figure out whether or not she really meant to those words.

Only then she said, "If you ever want to get out of that chastity cage, boy, you're going to do exactly what I want. Now go. Take care of their laundry. And I better not hear you complaining. Because if you do, do you know what will happen?"

"You could lose the key," he said, his voice dropping into despair.

"Yes," she said. "I could lose the key."

Her husband rose to his feet and exited the room. She watched him go and laughed right when he glanced over his shoulder, perhaps hoping she might change her mind. No, that wasn't going to happen, not when she was having so much fun!

On some evenings, she played with him. On those nights, she used his mouth or his hands (never his cock). Not only that, she only released him from the chastity cage once. During that time, she chained him down to their bed, teased him, touched him, and made him plead for release. He begged as hard as he could. His face burned a bright shade of red, he was breathless, and he offered her anything and everything she possessed.

Unfortunately for him, she stroked his cheek with the back of her hand and said, "Unfortunately, you don't have anything to offer. I'm already your Goddess."

Eventually, she let him up after returning him to the chastity cage. But still, that episode gave him hope since approved she might release and at some point.

He didn't know what he had to do or say to make this happen, so he could only cooperate.

Night after night, he massaged her body, went down on her, caressed her, and did everything he could to please and satisfy her. Along the way, she teased him occasionally, reminding him of how strong and independent he had been before their marriage. Whether he liked it or not, Christian had to agree.

Now he stood in front of her, naked with his hands crossed behind his back.

"Do you like it when I touch your balls?" Miranda asked.

Once again, she wore a beautiful set of lingerie: a pink camisole, matching panties, and white stockings. She looked exquisite, like a model, especially when she tilted her head and smiled vindictively at him. At this moment, she caressed the underside of his scrotum.

She brought him close to an orgasm, so incredibly close, but he couldn't enjoy real release.

"Should I try to make you come while you wear your chastity cage? Maybe that could be your reward."

"No. Please, don't," he begged her.

"Why not?" Miranda asked, genuinely curious about the emotional state of her plaything.

"Let's try," she said, gently squeezing his balls. He flinched as the pain flashed through his body and double on his features. "What's that?" Miranda asked playfully. "Too hard? Let's try this." And she squeezed him with even more force! The spasm of pain shot through his body.

"Please, do whatever you want with me!"

She pulled her hand away, shook her head, and replied, "Pathetic." Only then, she let out a slow exhalation and brought her hand back up between his thighs. "Don't worry," she said. "I really want to see if I can make you come this time." She grinned at him, her eyes shining with bright enthusiasm as she started to stroke and teased the sensitive spot right between his legs. Her fingers started in dance. She lightly scratched him with her nails, and he clenched his eyes shut.

Pretty soon, he was panting.

His shaft strained.

This wouldn't be an orgasm, not really.

"Think of it as a ruined orgasm," she said. "Maybe you'll get some relief. Maybe not. Maybe this will make it even harder for you to concentrate," she taunted him. "Let's find out."

As he panted, she kept tormenting him, playing with him until he felt it, that shuddering burst of something close to pleasure. But it wasn't satisfaction, not really. Yes, there was the throbbing in his cock, but he couldn't get a real erection, nor could he enjoy genuine satisfaction.

She drew her hand back and glanced down at her palm. "It's not exactly an orgasm," she said as she inspected the shining, viscous fluid on her hand. But then she wiped her palm off on his shoulder, and then she shoved him right back down onto his back. She straddled his face and said, "I'm done playing with you right now. Lick."

As she saddled his face, Christian obeyed. Despite the exhaustion from his aborted orgasm, he licked her just as diligently as he always did it. His tongue darted up and down, between the walls of her pussy. He served her with everything he had, just as he always did. Soon enough, his jaw started to hurt, but he still couldn't complain, not while she demanded his obedient service.

Soon, she cried out, coming hard. Obviously, nothing held her back even as her boy remained trapped in his chastity cage.

"Stand up," she said. She grabbed her panties and pulled them back on. Next, she pulled on an extra skirt.

He watched all of this, confused.

And yet, it hardly mattered. As long as he obeyed, he wouldn't have to face her wrath. So he crossed his wrists behind his back and stood, wobbling on his feet.

"That was amazing," she said. "But I don't think I can keep you all to myself. What kind of mother would I be if I chose to be that selfish?"

His brows creased as he looked at her, but his Goddess didn't tell him to speak, so he knew it would be better to stay quiet.

She sauntered over to the closet, opened one of the drawers, and he envisioned these delicious images where she came back with the key to his chastity cage…

"Close your eyes," she said as she strode back to her obedient boy.

He complied at once, shutting his eyes even as he could sense her approach. She was right in front of him, and then she reached for his chastity cage again. He heard a click and suddenly felt a tug from the tight ring around his genitals.

"Come along," she said.

She tugged again, and he followed, only now he opened his eyes. "You have me on a leash," he said.

"Hey, look at that. Maybe you aren't as dumb as you look."

His wife tugged again, guiding him toward the bedroom door, but they weren't really going to go through it, he told himself. After all, her daughters could have been wandering the halls. They might see him. It was one thing for his wife to enslave him when they were alone together and sharing the intimacy of a married couple, but Christian knew those callow girls wouldn't be able to handle something like this. It would be too shocking!

Only she did it.

Casually, like this wasn't a big deal at all, Miranda grabbed the knob on the bedroom door, and she turned it. Then she stepped out into the hallway.

With every second, he expected her to stop, to glance over her shoulder and breakout with this big grin. It was all supposed to be a joke.

Only then she gave him another poll on his leashed cock, and she guided him out into the hallway. Not only that, she strode with easy confidence back toward the living room.

"Where are we going? What's going on?"

"You opened your eyes without permission," she said. "But you know what? This is an important night, so I think I'm going to be generous with you. Besides, the rest of this evening is probably going to feel like enough of a punishment."

"The rest of this evening?" Christian asked. "What is that supposed to mean?"

The desperation rang through his every syllable, but his wife still didn't answer him.

They passed expensive works of art that she had used his money to purchase as she systematically redecorated her new home. Then they were right there, near the end of the hallway. It opened up right into the living room, and that's when he heard their voices.

Alyssa. Katrina.

Miranda's daughters were chatting back and forth. Apparently, Katrina had found something funny online, so she was presumably showing her sister on her phone.

"Please, just take me back," he whispered and hissed at his wife.

Miranda pretended not to hear him. She pulled again as she casually strolled out into the living room. "Good evening, girls. Want to see something fun?"

His eyes widened for just a moment, except it felt like he couldn't see anything. Not only that, his body seemed to belong to someone else as he followed his gorgeous wife out into the living room. There. With his hands still held behind his back, he walked out, and girls were there on the couch, except now they turned all the way, and they saw him.

What was he going to say? How was he going to explain all of this?

In an instant, he imagined these bizarre scenarios where he could have said that he and Miranda were preparing for a play. Yeah, this was some kind of rehearsal or something. Maybe it was some avant-garde work, and this was a commentary about…

"Hey there, Christian. How's our enslaved stepfather doing?"

"I like talking about him like he's our stepfather," Katrina said, giggling. "How about we just call him the steps-slave instead?"

These girls didn't look shocked. As he stared at them, a pair of blonde coquettes with bright blue eyes that they inherited from their mother watched him. Not only that, they focused their eager, tantalizing smiles right at him.

With Miranda, Alyssa, and Katrina all staring at him, Christian felt like he was shrinking before the collective gaze of these powerful women. Yes, they were younger than him, but Alyssa and Katrina wielded their mother's nearly gravitational charisma.

Katrina hopped up on her feet, and then she walked over to him. She studied him like he was some exotic animal at a zoo. "And hey, look at that. You have him on a leash and everything."

"I told you that’s a good way to control boys," Alyssa said. "You remember that loser who used to tutor me in physics? Yeah, I put him on a leash. I also punished him for every error I got on my midterm."

All three of the women laughed at this.

"Girls, I think it's time for Christian here to understand that he really is the household slave. Now remember, you can order him around. You can make him do whatever you want. And he will obey, won't you, Christian?"

"Yes, Goddess," he said.

"Goddess?" Alyssa asked, her eyes shining with malevolent delight. "I like that. I like that a lot."

"Can we make him call us Goddess too?"

Christian opened his mouth, like he thought he might be able to say something. On some level, he probably wished he could salvage his dignity. After all, getting seduced and humiliated by Miranda was one thing, but he should have been more powerful than these girls. They were young! They were inexperienced! He was bigger and taller. He had money and influence!

None of that counted, not when it came to confronting these beautiful females. Both Alyssa and Katrina grinned at him like he was just a toy. He could have been a doll or a new car. It didn't really matter; either way, they would know how to push his buttons and compel his obedience.

No. Christian tried to tell himself that he would be able to resist.

"Do you want to take the steps slave for a walk?" Miranda asked.

Mouth agape, he could only watch as she held out the leash to her youngest daughter.

Casually, Katrina took the leash, and then she looked down at it, then over at his caged cock. "Wow. You really didn't need a very big cage for this one, did you?"

"No," Miranda agreed easily. "Christian here isn't very impressive, are you, slave?"

"Please, please don't make me say anything," he answered, directing his gaze down toward the floor. Part of him wished it would open up and swallow him.

"Dumb boy," Alyssa said her spot on the couch. With her arms spread out across the back of the furniture, she appeared commanding and at ease at the same time. "Begging not to talk is just as bad as talking back."

His cheeks heated up again, especially because he was right.

"When I ask you a question," Miranda said, grabbing his balls, "I expect you to answer. Now tell me the truth. Are you impressive? Are you well endowed?"

"No…"

"No," she agreed. "At least he isn't one of those boys who overestimates himself. Of course, if he tried, I think we would have to have a very long discussion about just how small and unimpressive he really is."

"Can I be there for that conversation?" Katrina asked. The petite blonde held onto the end of his leash and grinned at him. Clearly, she was itching for the chance to go walking through the house, especially because he would have no choice but to follow.

"It won’t be necessary," Miranda said. "You know that you're not very competitive as a man, don't you?"

"Yes," he said reluctantly.

"You know that you're small, and that no woman would really ever be impressed by your equipment, don't you?"

Christian hesitated, but he didn't see any choice. He had to answer her honestly, or he would risk angering her.

"Yes," he said. "Yes, Goddess. That's true."

She clicked her time and shook her head. "Silly boy. But anyway, it looks like my girl here wants to go for a little walk. Have fun, Katrina."

Katrina hopped forward, skipped around the couch, and forced the steps slave to follow after her.

He rushed to keep up, especially because he didn't want to experience a sudden jerk or yank of the leash. That's why he had to follow after her while Miranda smiled indulgently. Worse, Alyssa burst out laughing.

Katrina may have started this, but when she came to a stop, it was her older sister who jumped up onto her feet and announced, "Okay. It's my turn."

Dylan looked at this young woman. She was more mature than her little sister. She should have recognized that this was a bad idea. They had no reason to tease or humiliate him. Then again, he soon discovered that they didn't need one…

"There you go," Katrina said amicably as she handed the leash off to the other blonde.

With a grin, Alyssa took the leash and start to walk around the living room. Like her sister, she circled the couch, made her way over to the window, glanced out, and even pointed to something in the yard. "Does that look like a cat to you?

At once, he knew she was demanding an answer; if he didn't step up to the window and risk exposing himself, then she might get angry with him. That's why he swallowed back his trepidation. "No, I don't think that's a cat," he said.

"I think it's a cat," she replied. "Tell me that it's a cat."

"It's a cat," he said obediently.

"Good for you," she said, patting him on the head. Then she went over to the kitchen, all while her sister laughed and her mother enjoyed the show.

She had him carry the wine glasses on a small tray, and she distributed them to her sister and mother. Not only that, she handed the leash back to Miranda before she plopped down on the couch.

"Please, can I go back to the bedroom?" Christian asked, his tone pleading as he looked back at his wife.

She seemed to consider the request for several moments. Her head wobbled back and forth as she made up her mind. Then she touched a finger to the corner of her mouth, and she asked, "What do you think, girls? Should I let this boy run and hide?"

"Where would the fun in that be?" Katrina asked. "Besides, he hasn't massaged our feet yet!"

"What?" Christian asked, his voice shaking with disbelief.

"You're going to worship their feet," Miranda told him. She made this sound like an irresistible and undeniable dictate. These women were in control of him and his future, so he had to cooperate.

"You can use your mouth and your hands," Katrina said. As she spoke, she flipped her feet from her sandals and crossed her ankles on the coffee table. Her nails were bright shade of red that matched her fingertips.

He gulped, something tightened inside of him, and Christian continued to look from one woman to another. In an instant, he fantasized about what this could be like: some incredible orgy with two beautiful girls and their gorgeous mother. He thought of his hands roaming over their naked bodies, pinching and teasing them, his shaft thrusting down into their tight openings. It would be a sexual buffet, and he could enjoy himself as much as he wished!

His shaft strained against the confines of his chastity cage, reminding him again that this wasn't a fantasy. It was a nightmare.

Yes, these women were gorgeous, but that didn't mean he had any power or control over them. On the contrary, he knew that he had become Miranda's property.

"Go on," Alyssa started. "Katrina is waiting for you." A lascivious grin stretched along her lips as she watched him. In fact, each of these women studied him and waited.

They wished to see whether or not the collective pressure of their gazes would be enough to shatter the last of his defenses. Maybe he would rally. Maybe he would be able to fight back, argue, or resist at some point, but right then, he didn't know how to defy these women.

Without thinking, he took one step, then another.

Still leashed by the younger sister, Christian kneeled in front of the coffee table.

"Start with the arch my foot," she said as she wiggled her toes.

"Yes, Goddess," he said, only to flinch.

"There's something wrong with that," Alyssa told him.

Her mother agreed, "That's right. As far as you're concerned, we are all Goddesses. We're better than you, so you will stay right down there on your knees, where you belong, and you will obey. Really, that's all you have to do. Do you think you can handle that?"

He glanced up at Miranda, their eyes locked on one another, and he worked hard to summon some kind of defiance. And yet, this woman really was better than him. He could feel it down in the deepest recesses of his psyche. It was a primeval understanding, something primitive yet powerful.

"Yes, Goddess. I, I can do this," he said.

"Take your time," Katrina ordered as she wiggled her toes again. She looked so playful and flirty.

Christian reached out, and he started to work her right foot. His fingers pressed along her arch, then down to her heel, along her ankles, and then he worked her toes. As he did so, the women started talking again. They ignored him now, as though he had been demoted to the status of furniture.

"So how does it feel remarrying?" Alyssa asked.

"I'm enjoying it. This boy is definitely going to need a lot of training, but look at the progress he's making. I think, deep down, he knows who he supposed be."

"Chastity training looks like a really good idea," Katrina said.

"Definitely," agreed her mother. "You should try it."

"Maybe…" Katrina said. "But to be honest, I'm having a lot of fun with Alexander."

"How has he been?" Alyssa wanted to know.

"Good," Katrina said. "Very good. He's the kind of guy who really excites me, you know? It's like we go out to a bar or a club or whatever, and he takes me by the arm, and I can just really feel his strength. I get the sense that he is someone who knows what he's doing. It's that confidence, I guess. It's just really powerful because he knows what he's doing."

"When I first met Christian, I hoped he might be like that," Miranda said.

For the last few seconds, they had ignored Christian. If he had been honest with himself, then he would have had to think about how these females frightened him. It was a strange idea, especially because he was bigger. And yet, his shaft twitched again, reminding him of his captivity. Only Miranda had the key. Because she kept him in chastity, she owned him. She had control over every inch of his body, all because he couldn't resist those temptations!

But it wasn't just the denial, he knew. When she first put the chastity cage on him, he had technically agreed. Then, step-by-step, she had whittled away his defiance, showing him again and again that he could never beat her. He could never win in a contest against this woman. Miranda wielded her personality like a weapon, taking control whenever she wished.

She knew how to train him; she knew how to tame him.

"Start using your mouth," Katrina said.

"Won't your boyfriend get jealous?" Christian asked.

"Shut up. No one asked you for your opinion," Alyssa snarled down at the boy.

Realizing his mistake, he quickly dipped his head down, and he started to eagerly lick and suck on Katrina's toes. The young woman arched her back, leaned her head against the edge of the couch, and she closed her eyes as she lost herself to those flicking sensations. Warm and wet, soft yet firm, Katrina basked in every moment as his mouth continued to diligently work.

"Alexander won't get jealous, not if it's a loser like you," she said. "Besides, she knows that my mom is a powerful woman, and she keeps you under her heel, right where you belong."

Christian bristled, embarrassed even if he didn't know this guy. Still, Katrina's young boyfriend, who was probably tall and handsome, would hear about this. She would laugh at him.

His insides twisted as the shame flared along his body. As he licked this young woman's toes, he tried to tell himself that he still had to some semblance of dignity. Better yet, he would figure out a way to get Alyssa to change her mind. What if he tried to threaten her? What if he threatened to leave? She would laugh, he knew. Besides, she still had the key to his chastity cage!

His breathing quickened as he continued to lick, but Katrina giggled. "Okay, okay," she panted out. "Stop, boy."

He obeyed, sat up, and hoped that these women were done.

They weren't.

"Did he do a good job?"

"It wasn't bad," Katrina said. "But it was fun seeing this guy on his knees, ready and willing to lick anything we say."

"We haven't proven that yet," Alyssa pointed out. "Sure, he licked your toes, but worshiping your feet isn't good enough. He needs to understand his inferiority. Are you ready for that, Christian?"

Hearing this young woman uses first name so casually made him flinch. He felt as though he had been struck, especially because he didn't know how to process her complete disregard for him. In his household, he had no status, not any longer.

In fact, Alyssa casually held out her hand, and he didn't know what was going to happen, not until Katrina gave him the end of the leash.

He bowed his head down and try to pretend this wasn't happening, but then he couldn't ignore the tongue against the base of his balls and cock. Alyssa pulled on his leash again, thinking harder this time, so he had no choice. He threw himself forward and started crawling around the other side of the table.

Okay, he told himself. He could do this. She probably wanted him to lick her toes as well. If he did it for the little sister, he could do it for Alyssa too. It wasn't a big deal. He could handle this. That became his mantra while she stood over him.

For just a moment, while he kneeled at her feet, Christian turned his gaze up along the length of her body. He studied the toned contours of her legs, the curves of her breasts, and the lines of her neck before his eyes locked on the shine of her lips. She grinned down at him, and there was something big in her expression, like she couldn't wait to get started.

She lifted the hem of her skirt, and he saw the white of her panties.

He tried not to look, yet he couldn't deny that wild pleasure.

Seeing underneath her skirt felt forbidden and delicious all at the same time. His shaft strained twice as hard, but he still couldn't do anything about it!

With the same confidence her mother wielded effortlessly, Alyssa dropped her panties to the floor.

"Pick them up in your mouth," she ordered.

"I, I can't do that," he started to mumble with her underwear still dangling from between his lips, and he turned back to Miranda, but she just shook her head slowly. Apparently disappointed in him, she had expected better. She demanded nothing less than his obedience.

Dropping his face back toward the floor, he saw the discarded panties right there.

He knew this was disgusting; he knew it was wrong.

Even so, he dipped his head down, opened his mouth, and picked the panties up between his lips. As he did so, he could feel the warmth from Alyssa's body. It still saturated those sleek, white panties. Not only that, he caught the aroma of something else: her arousal.

Then she sat on the edge of the couch, she spread her legs. An idea seemed to occur to her, and she glanced over at the rest of her family.

"Let's go for a little walk," she said, standing up next. She got up, and the others didn't stop her. She still held onto the leash, and now Alyssa walked back down the hall toward her bedroom.

He started to rise and stride after her, only Alyssa glanced over her shoulder. Casually, she commanded, "No. Stay on your hands and knees. As far as you're concerned, you can’t get up right now. You’re a pet."

A pet? No way! It even as the defiance burned through his body, one glance at this girl made it clear she wouldn't tolerate anything less than his obedience. Suggested she said it, like a pet, he crawled on his hands and knees, scurrying behind her.

He kept his head bowed down. Every few seconds she tugged on the leash, reminding him that he had to go faster. He scurried to keep up even as he gripped her panties in his mouth.

She opened her bedroom door, kicked her hamper open, and then she pointed.

He rushed over, dropped the panties, and he licked his lips. For a moment, he thought he could taste her arousal. Part of him craved more. Part of him hated the fact that this young woman could ensnare him so easily.

"Hey," she said, mocking him, "Look at that. You figured out how the hamper works. Aren't you a smart pet?"

Without another word, she jerked on his leash again, walked him back to the living room, all while Katrina and Miranda talked about Alexander. Katrina kept gushing about how much she enjoyed spending time with her boyfriend. Sure enough, she talked about how he was handsome and powerful, how he had money, but there was something else. It was his aristocratic bearing. He definitely came from a good family, unlike Christian.

"This one is only good for his money," Miranda said with a dismissive shake of her head.

"But hey, it bought this house," Katrina said. "Besides, it looks like he's settling into his new life as the step slave."

Christian opened his mouth, and he wanted to say something, but he still remained down on his hands and knees. In this position, leashed and locked in chastity, how could he possibly argue with these women? It was obvious they knew how to take control. Even if he tried to resist, he didn't know what to do.

Then Alyssa was right there on the edge of the couch again, her legs spread, and she reached out, grabbing him. She put her hand on the back of his head and guided his face forward. At first, Christian didn't know what was going to happen. Maybe she just wanted to pull his hair or something. It might sting, but it wouldn't be that bad. Miranda had done much worse, after all…

Suddenly, his cheeks brushed along the sides of her thighs. He was close, way closer than he had expected!

She was just playing with him, right? There was no way she would really want her stepfather to lick her. Besides, he had already humiliated and based himself by sucking on Katrina's toes.

"Lick," Alyssa commanded. That single word resonated through his body.

Then, before he could stop himself, he started. He brushed his tongue along her sex and tasted her for the first time. Then he tensed up as the reality of his situation locked into place. No. No way. He couldn't really be doing this. It was impossible!

"Oh, that feels nice," Alyssa said. Again, her voice buzzed through his body. Not only that, she tightened her grip on the back of his head, making sure he couldn't pull away. He had started, but he wouldn't stop without her permission.

"Exquisite," she said. "You have done such a good job of training him."

"It took some effort, but he definitely has a lot of natural potential," Miranda replied. "I think it has something to do with his lineage. Some men are just born to lick, you know?"

All three of the women started laughing.

Christian kept going. He tried to speed up, only then Alyssa tapped him on the back of the head and told him to slow down, at least for the next few minutes. The women chanted, and he kept surfacing her. With each moment, he wished he might pull away, but Alyssa wasn't satisfied yet.

As the rest of her family continued to chat, Alyssa bent down, and she whispered a simple command, "Faster."

His tongue darted quickly along her opening, going faster and faster. He looked up and down, left and right. He stretched to the walls of her opening as he pleasured her with everything he possessed until she finally gasped. Unlike Miranda, Alyssa didn't scream out or shout with her ecstasy. Instead, her breathing quickened, and then she tightened her grip on the back of his head and yanked him away.

He quickly wiped his lips with the back of his hand, but then he heard another cheerful, youthful, enthusiastic voice: Katrina!

"My turn!"

Christian turned his gaze back toward the petite blonde, and his eyes grew larger as he saw the playful desire run across her features. She locked her eyes on him, only she didn't see a person. Instead, she viewed him as a toy. They all did. Somehow, this wealthy man who had built his own company had been reduced to the status of a sexual plaything for these alluring females.

Alyssa dutifully handed off the leash, Katrina pulled on it, and then she beckoned him forward with the curve of one finger. "Get over here," she said. Yes, she sounded playful, but there was that edge in her voice, the promise of danger if he screwed this up.

He crawled toward the youngest sister, and now she stood up. Just as Alyssa had done, she lifted them of her skirt and dropped her red, silk panties to the floor.

"Don't worry. I'm not going to make you put those away for me," she said.

Instead, she spread her legs, and then she gave another teasing pull.

"Goddess, are you sure you want me to do this?"

His wife didn't hesitate, "Absolutely."

Just like that, Christian realized that he wouldn't be able to escape. He wouldn't be able to talk his way out of this, nor could he fight, not while he was still locked in chastity and kept on a leash like their family pet.

Katrina snapped her fingers and pointed down. She parted her thighs, and he started to move. He did it without thinking. It felt unconscious, like this was something his body simply had to do. He followed the momentum of obedience, letting the inertia carry him forward until his lips were pressed against her slit.

"Say thank you," Katrina instructed.

"Thank you, Goddess," he answered even as his features crumpled against that the shame.

But then it didn't matter because they couldn’t see his face while he started licking. He drew his tongue up and down along the length of her slit. He went deep within seconds, and he could hear those little shivering moans brace through her body.

By now, Alyssa and Miranda resumed their conversation. It was time for the daughter to tell her mother more about Trevor, the actor and bodybuilder she had started dating.

Christian did his best to block out the sounds of their chat, but he couldn't. He heard about Trevor, how he had money, how everyone listened to him, how he was about to become an executive producer.

"Celebrities are fascinating, aren't they?"

"Definitely," came the answer.

Through all of this, he continued to lick Katrina. He worshiped her body, flipping his tongue up and down, in musical circles, spirals, anything to please this young woman. At that moment, she really did become a Goddess, while he was nothing but her worshiper, a pathetic peasant who had to do whatever women said.

Her hands dropped down to his shoulders, and she pinched, gripping him hard. Her muscles contracted, her knuckles turned white, and Christian couldn't complain. His mouth was occupied with her pleasure.

Finally, she threw her head back, and she cried out. The ecstasy pulsed through her frame, leaving her temporarily satisfied. Then, just as her little sister had done, she put her hand on his four head and shoved him away, like he was no longer interesting or useful since she had been sated.

Just like that, Christian realized that the women were done with him. Part of who wants to slink away, but he couldn't. So instead, he stayed there, on his knees. He remained quiet as the women talked. They were busy, and he no longer had any time for him.

Christian was barefoot, but he wore black pants and a button-up shirt as he tentatively knocked on their bedroom door. "Come in," Miranda called out.

Reaching down for the knob, he opened the door and stepped across the threshold, only to see his wife seated in front of the desk where she normally did her makeup.

And right then, she looked amazing, especially with her hair tied back into that French braid with just a single gang hanging stylishly in front of her face. It twirled, and she had put on makeup: blush and lipstick. Her eyeshadow heightened the vibrant blue of her irises. And she wore this incredible, strapless black dress. She looked amazing, like she was going to some important gala or something.

"Are we going out tonight?" Christian asked.

"I'm going out," she said.

He opened his mouth to speak, thought better of it, and waited for her.

She touched up her lipstick, rose, and sauntered over to him. In those black high heels, she looked exquisite, especially with her dress slit up to the midpoint of her thigh. As he waited for more information about where they were going at night, he wondered if maybe this would be a good time to talk to her about letting him out of chastity. She certainly seemed to be in a good mood…

"You're going to stay here," she said.

"You're going me leave me here alone?"

It had been three weeks since he returned from their honeymoon. Since then, he had entered into semiretirement, meaning that Miranda allowed him to answer a couple of emails each day, all while under her direct supervision. In the meantime, she had ordered him to promote Natalie Kohl. From now on, a woman would make most of the important decisions for his business. With all of his free time, he followed her around, cleaned, cooked, and served the needs of Miranda and her daughters.

If he had any time on his own, that meant he might be able to slip out of the chastity cage?

It had been weeks...weeks since his last orgasm. And yes, sometimes she toyed with his balls are made him known, but that wasn't good enough! Those half-formed, ruined orgasms couldn't count!

"No," she said with a smile. "I wouldn't dream of leaving you here alone. Who knows what kind of mischief you might get up to?"

"Alyssa is going to cuck-sit you tonight."

He heard one of those words, but it didn't make sense. He had never heard the term before, only now she approached her husband, put her hand on his throat, and she tightened just a little bit to hold his attention. Her fingernails, painted a bright shade of red, glistened beautifully as they pressed down into his skin. "Christian, I'm going out tonight with someone. I'm going to have a lot of fun with him."

"What, what does that mean?"

At first, her lips parted, it was clear she had something she was about to say, only than she reconsidered, and another idea seemed to occur to her. She grinned, pulling her lips back as she revealed the edges of her teeth. "You might be a dumb boy, but I'm sure you can figure it out."

Then she dropped her hand down to his, and she took a hold of his fingers. She got out into the hallway, and that's when he saw a list so there.

She was playing on her phone, but she heard their footsteps, turned around, and grinned at him. There was something hungry and her expression, like she was about to take something from this hapless male.

"Hello, Christian," she said with a smug smile.

"Tonight, Alyssa is going to be your cucky-sitter," Miranda told him.

Again, the words should have made sense, and he should have been able to put the pieces together, but Miranda reached out and gave her daughter a hug. After that, they whispered back and forth. Finally, the two of them started snickering, and it was time for his wife to go.

In a daze, Christian watched all of this happen.

Then his wife's voice cut through the air once more, and he focused on her, "Remember, my daughter is in charge. As far as you're concerned, she owns your ass. Say it."

"Alyssa owns me tonight," he said.

"Good."

She embraced her daughter one more time, and then she disappeared through the door.

"How does it feel?" Alyssa asked once the door had closed.

"How does what feel, Goddess?" At the last moment, he remembered to add her title. Yes, he was older than her, and he should have had more money and power, yet none of that mattered because she was beautiful and had learned so much from Miranda.

"How did it feel to be under the thumb of your stepdaughter? How does it feel knowing that I could boss you around all night because I'm in charge and you're nothing but a slave?"

"It's embarrassing," he said.

"I'm sure it is," she agreed with a sneering smile. "Go grab me a glass of wine," Alyssa said.

"Yes, Goddess," he said dutifully.

Christian rushed back into the kitchen, he picked out a bottle of wine, check the label, and he grimaced. He knew how expensive this stuff was, just as he understood that the women of this household had excellent taste, so they wouldn't be satisfied by anything less than the best.

He opened the bottle, poured some, and then he licked his lips.

Calling out from the living room, she told him, "Don't you dare. That is for us, not you. The peasant boy doesn't get something that nice."

His shoulders drooped, and he said he wine glass on the tray. Even as he worked, those doubts squirmed at the back of his mind, reminding him of how his wife had headed out. What were her plans tonight? What was she going to be doing?

Suspicions lurked at the edges of his mind, but he shoved them aside. No, he wouldn't allow his thoughts to drift in that direction.

Unfortunately for this slave, Alyssa already knew how she intended to entertain herself that night, and this was just the beginning.

"Good boy," she said as she gingerly took the wine glass. She pinched the stem between two fingers and brought the expensive vintage up to her lips. After her first taste, she asked, "What do you think she's going to do tonight?"

"I don't know," he said truthfully.

"Think about it," she told him. Leaning forward now, she rested one elbow on her knee as she studied him. "A beautiful woman like my mother? I'm sure, when she goes to that party, she’ll have her pick of the men."

"But she's married," he said.

"To you," she said with a disdainful role of her eyes. "My mother has needs, after all. And judging by the size of your equipment, it's not like you would ever be able to satisfy her. Besides, you’re all locked up, aren't you?"

He had to answer. "Yes, Goddess."

"So if you can't satisfy her, she's going to have to find someone else will. What does that make you again?" She snapped her fingers and pointed down at him. "It makes you a cuck, doesn't it? And that's why I am cuck-sitting you. It's my job to make sure that you behave yourself. You have to be an obedient boy."

"Yes, Goddess. I, I will do it if you want."

"Really like this coffee table," she said. "Move it for me."

"Where would you like it?"

"Just over there, against the wall," she said, motioning in some random direction like it didn't really matter.

Christian had no idea where this was going or what she had planned.

Still, Christian knew his place in this household. So even if he had to obey some young woman, he could at least be grateful that it wasn't Katrina here. It was the older sister who had been entrusted with his obedience. In some ways, he still thought of Katrina as a little girl, like she had never truly grown up even if she was technically an adult.

He pushed the coffee table, and then she grinned at him. "Come here," she said.

"Would you like a massage?" Even as he uttered the words, he hoped that this would be good enough to satisfy her. He really, really didn't want to end up down on his hands and knees, licking her pussy again.

He tried to deny it, but the taste of her sex would excite him. It would send it those flutters and sparks of arousal running through his body until the inferno threatened to consume him, yet he would never be able to break through the walls of his chastity cage! The desires, the needs, continued to drive him crazy! At the same time, those instincts forced him to obey these women.

They had his key. They could dictate his behaviors because they owned him. They kept him imprisoned within his own body, trapped by his desires…

"No…" Alyssa said. "Instead, I'm thinking I just want to put my feet up." She reached out and grabbed her phone.

"Would you like me to bring the coffee table back?"

"No need," she said. "Just get on your hands and knees for me."

"What?"

"You heard me, slave. On your hands and knees right now. I need a table, and you'll do."

"But, but…"

"What's wrong? You think you're too good to be my table?" She burst out laughing. "No, your wife is out, having sex with some gorgeous guy, and you think you can't be a table? No. I'm the Goddess, and you’re the pathetic slave, so get down on your hands and knees right now."

He moved into position. He did it automatically, without thinking. It was so easy, and then she lifted her feet, crossed her legs, and dropped her heels down against his back.

"Don't move," she commanded.

Obediently, Christian frozen position. He remained like that. First, he assumed it would only be a few seconds. After those seconds elapsed, he hoped it might only be a few minutes. As those minutes went by, he had no idea how long she would want to keep him like this.

In one hand, she held her wine glass and enjoyed those sips. In her other hand, she had her phone as she scrolled through her different socials.

"Oh, wow," she said.

"What is it, Goddess?" Christian asked, perhaps hoping that she would change her mind and decide to use the real coffee table.

"Shut up, slave. I'm not interested in anything you have to say." But then she chuckled again. "Good for you, Mom."

What was she talking about? What was going on?

He ached to sneak a glimpse of her phone, but he was down on his hands and knees, reduced the status of furniture. He was just an object, and he couldn't even move!

Suddenly, she decided to talk to him, "My mother is having a really good time. She just posted a picture with Dylan Reynolds."

Who?

"Oh, you wouldn't know him. Basically, he’s a very rich man from a very good family. Hey, I wonder if she's going to bring him home tonight. Don't worry. I can let you sleep on the floor of my bedroom. You know, like a dog."

Christian tried to summon something to say, but then she shifted her feet, set her wine glass between his shoulder blades and said, "If this spills, you're going to be in a lot of trouble." And just like that, he knew that he really had become nothing but a table. He was a piece of furniture, so he couldn't speak. He stayed there on all fours before this young woman, all while she enjoyed a pleasant night on her own.

Later that night, Christian was down on the floor of her bedroom. He did his best to fall asleep, yet his senses continued to strain. After her shower, Alyssa had crawled underneath her blankets, and she drifted off within seconds. Why wouldn't she? She and her family had all of his money, his house, and everything he had worked so hard to build. She didn't need to worry at all.

But Christian kept wondering when Miranda was going to come back. He tried to figure out what time it was, but he didn't dare move. If he woke Alyssa up, he would be in a lot of trouble, so he stayed right there, on his back, with his hands over his heart. His pulse came fast. He was nervous, he knew. He couldn't suppress those sensations.

And then he heard the sounds of the front door opening.

Not only that, he heard laughter, first from a woman. Miranda. Then he heard a man.

Was this Dylan Reynolds? Was Miranda about to have sex with him?

Yes.

The simple answer cut straight to his core. They laughed, kissed, and fondled one another out in the hallway. He could hear their footsteps as they made their way back to their bedroom. Then, in the bed that Christian and Miranda were supposed to share, they started to have sex. Within moments, Christian could hear Miranda begin to moan. She cried out his name. "Dylan! Oh, you feel so good! Dylan! Yes, give it to me! Give it to me hard!"

Through all of this, Christian had no choice. He simply had to listen as his wife had sex with another man.

The next morning, Christian decided to pretend. At some point, he had fallen asleep, although he only got a couple of hours of rest before Alyssa woke up. She nudged him with the tip of her foot, and he scrambled to start with his morning chores. He needed to do the laundry, cook breakfast for the women, and start cleaning the house.

"So, you were out late," Alyssa said.

Dylan stood off to the side by the dining table. Of course, he wasn't actually allowed to sit with these women. They were better than him. Besides, he was nothing but a chastity-locked servant...and now he became a cuckold (although Christian did his absolute best not to think about that for what may have happened last night).

In fact, Christian told himself that he wasn't going to think about it at all. He was going to pretend that last night had been some kind of strange fluke, and it would never, ever happen again. She tested him; she wanted to see if she could get away with cheating, and she had, but she wouldn't do it repeatedly. If nothing else, could he tell himself that she was a woman, and most women didn't have a man's voracious appetite for sex?

It was Christian's only hope.

There was just one problem with this excuse.

No matter what he wished to believe, no matter what he told himself, Christian didn't really understand this woman. If he had, he would have feared her more than he already did when they first got married. He didn't understand that she could marry him while craving something else, something better. She wanted the kind of powerful man who could shove her down onto a bed, grab her wrists, trap her, and tame her like some wild animal as he pumped into her.

If Christian tried something like that, she would have laughed!

Then she would tell her daughters, and they would have laughed as well!

"Come here and lick me," she ordered as she threw the blankets away from her bed.

Christian quickly scurried into position. Somehow, this was degrading, yet it also reassured him.

She spread her legs, and then she touched the underside of his chin. She looked into his eyes, “Last night was intense. I'm still sore, so I want you to use your lips and tongue to massage me."

"Please, don't tell me."

"What's wrong, Christian? You don't want to know about him? You don't want to hear about him?"

"No!"

"Too bad," she said. Then she brushed her fingers over the top of his head and down along the contours of his neck. As she stroked him, she chuckled, "It was so strange. I mean, when I first started dating you, I was obviously seeing other guys, but I think I forgot just how exciting the really impressive ones can be, you know?"

"Yes, Goddess," he said it, but now she nudged him. She pulled him closer to her slit, so he started licking.

He tasted her excitement, but there was something else there as well…

At first, Christian couldn't figure it out. Or maybe this was some kind of psychological immune response, like his brain refused to follow the details to the logical conclusion. Instead, he tried to hold off the inevitable for as long as possible…

Miranda wasn't going to let him hide from the truth, however. She chuckled and said, "Last night was so good. I mean, I was going to ask him to wear a condom, but what was the point? I know he's clean, plus I already take prophylactics, so I decided it was fine."

As she said those words, he tried to pull back, but she didn't let him go. With her fingers pressing against the back of his skull, she held him in place. "Keep licking, peasant."

Peasant.

Before they got together, he always considered his business acumen to be one of his greatest strengths, only Miranda didn't care. He lacked the social capital to really impress her, so his money attracted her attention, but it was just a tool.

"When I first saw him, I didn't know I was going to be able to take him. Seriously, you should have seen him. He was so long and thick and girthy." She chuckled. "I've been with a couple of guys, but no one like him. I mean, you could never compete with someone like that!" She chuckled. "But don't worry. You're never going to have to. You’re the slave, while he gets to be my lover—so it’s not like you’re competing. I mean, I don’t think I’d ever talk about both of you with the same breath.”

As she spoke, his tongue continued to slide along her sex, and he picked up on that strangely sweet, strangely salty flavor. Revulsion roared through his body, but Christian couldn't do anything about it, especially because his Goddess had already given him the command.

He licked her as quickly as he could.

Even so, Miranda held that pleasure back. She wouldn't allow herself to delve into the satisfaction she demanded, not yet anyway.

Soon...

"Then we were making out, and he pushed me down onto the bed. I thought I was going to ride him, and we wrestled back and forth." She laughed, and those sounds reverberated through his body. They felt almost a jacket, if only because they reminded him of how little he had to offer this woman. His wife didn't respect him. As far as she was concerned, she was entitled to have sex with another man.

And why not?

If he couldn't get out of his chastity cage, then why would she respect him? Why would she respect their marriage?

"Finally, he was on top, and he ripped my panties off of me. It was so raw and primal, you know?" Another burst of laughter jumped from her lips, "Oh, no, you wouldn't know about that, would you? You're a nice boy. You don't know how to really impress a woman. You’re just a wimp, and you'll do whatever you're told."

It was true.

He felt it deep within the inner recesses of his psyche.

"But there's nothing wrong with that, boy. Just think of yourself as a pet and a plaything, a servant and my slave. I mean, you know how to lick my daughters, don't you? And you look so good on your hands and knees. Oh, Alyssa took some pictures of you. She showed them to me. You do make an excellent table."

Even as he licked, he whimpered.

"There, there," she laughed. "It's okay. There’s nothing wrong with being a pathetic loser. You’re a slave, and this is how you should be treated. Accept it. Enjoy it. Recognize your status and your position in life, and you'll feel a lot better."

Then she tightened her grip, pulled his head back, and she looked down into his eyes.

"You know what you're doing," she said, her tone shifting to something harsh and unyielding. "You know that you’re licking me after I had sex with another man."

Then she pulled his face right back against her pussy, and he resumed. He licked frantically, furiously, eagerly now.

"He made me feel so good. He made me calm. He didn't even have to go down on me! He was the kind of guy who knows exactly how to make a woman."

As those words pummeled into him, he tried to come up with some explanation, some solution, something he might do or say to get her to change her mind. And yet, they both knew that would never happen.

He licked deeper, working his tongue up and down until she cried out. She threw her head back, panted, and finally jerked his head away.

Another couple of weeks went by.

At one point, he had been playing on his phone, so Katrina marched up to him and demanded, "What’re you doing, slave?"

"Nothing," he said, quickly hoping to stow the device back in his pocket.

But this girl, still a teenager, held out her hand. Palm up, she looked right into his eyes. "Give it to me," she instructed.

"But, but it's my phone," he protested.

"And you belong to my mother. What does that make you again?" Katrina touched a finger to the tip of her chin, but she couldn't quite remember exactly what term seemed most appropriate.

When Christian puffed out his chest, held his breath, and straightened his back as he tried to summon his full height, he looked down at this blonde girl and maybe hoped he might be able to convince her or change her mind. He only needed to break her resolve for a second. That was it. After that, she might be willing to listen to him. Perhaps she would start to respect him…

Nope.

Deflated, he exhaled, dropped his gaze down toward her sandaled feet and said, "A slave."

"Say it. Say all of it," she commanded. Without coquettish smile on her face, she made this all sound like some silly little game as opposed to stripping this man of his dignity.

"I belong to your mother, so that makes me a slave."

"Do slaves get to own property, Christian?"

"No…"

"No," she agreed. "Besides, I'm your Goddess, so if I give you command, then you have to obey it. So give me your phone. It doesn't belong to you, not anymore."

When he lost his phone, he lost the easiest way of keeping track of the dates. Worse, he pretty much never had to go to work or even join any of the conference calls. Instead, Miranda took care of those details as she seized every account he had once possessed. Little by little, she took total control over every aspect of his life.

And now, it was another Saturday night, and it was time for him to get cucky-sat again.

He assumed that it would be Alyssa. She was older and more respectable.

Again, his hopes were shattered when Katrina showed up. She walked through the front door, and he greeted her, "Hello, Goddess."

"Hey there, boy," she said.

Before Christian could think of anything to say to her, Miranda sauntered out from their bedroom. When she emerged from the hallway, he turned around and saw her in that amazing, dark red dress. Her hair was tied back into another elaborate pleat, and she turned from one side to the other as she demonstrated her perfect curves. She had those amazing breasts with that deep cleavage, her trimmed waist, and the red of her dress contrasted beautifully with the heel of her skin and the shine of her hair.

His shaft strained and twitched twitched painfully against his cage when he saw her.

"Who is it tonight?" Katrina asked.

"Arnold DiMarco," she replied.

"The famous hedge fund manager?" Katrina asked, sounding impressed. "Isn't that guy supposed to be a genius or something? I mean, he dates all of the best supermodels!" She actually started clapping her hands together and jumping up and down.

"That's the one," Miranda said. "And tonight, I think he and I are going to have a lot of fun." She walked right past Christian, dragged her fingernails against his neck, and sauntered back toward the door. Right as she was about to leave, she turned back to her husband, "Katrina is in charge. You will obey and worship her."

…Oh, no…

"Yes, Goddess," he acknowledged.

"So if she tells you to walk around outside, naked, what are you going to do?"

"I, I will walk around outside, naked."

"And what am I going to be doing?"

His eyes got bigger as he started to imagine it. Christian tried so hard to block those images from his mind, only he had to utter the words, just as she commanded. "Goddess, you’re going to be having sex with another man."

"That's right," she said. “It's going to be Arnold DiMarco. Oh, and guess what? I guess he's going to be appearing in some movie? I mean, he's already famous, but this is pretty amazing, don't you think?"

Because she wouldn't accept any other answer, he gave her what she expected and demanded, "Yes, Goddess."

"Have fun," she said with a wave back at her daughter. The door closed, and Katrina turned back to Christian.

"It's time," she said.

"Time for what, Goddess?"

Different answers popped into his head: dinner, laundry, some other random chore…

Instead, she said just one word, "Strip."

Christian hesitated, but then she clapped her hands together, "Now!"

Christian scrambled to obey. Yes, this girl was just a spoiled brat, but he had been instructed to obey her. She was his cucky-sitter, after all.

As she watched the steps slave pull off his clothing, she shifted her weight on to 1 foot, tilted her head to the side, and let some of her hair dangle so that it brushed against the curve of her shoulder. As she did so, she looked so beautiful, but then she snapped her fingers. "Oh, I almost forgot!"

She rushed off toward one of the back rooms. While she was gone, Christian finished stripping. Soon, he was naked except for everything except for his chastity cage.

Then she came back, and she held one hand behind her back.

"Tonight, I was thinking about turning you into a piece of furniture, you know, how Alyssa made you stay there on your hands and knees. I'm thinking you can do something even better, something even cuter!"

"What would you like, Goddess?"

"You're going to be a pony," she said. "So get ready."

She circled around him, ran, and then jumped!

Christian just barely caught the sounds of her speeding footsteps before she leapt up, and then she wrapped both of her arms around his shoulders. She hugged him with her legs and held on, like this was a piggyback ride or something!

He wobbled, stumbling forward, and the slave nearly lost his balance, but then he managed to correct himself.

"Not bad, pony!"

The slave inhaled, and he wanted to snarl something back at her like, "I'm not a pony!" He wasn't supposed to be an animal, yet this girl had made up her mind. More importantly, Miranda had given her all of the authority she needed to exert her will. Whether he liked it or not, Christian wasn't strong enough to fight back.

"Let's go for a little walk, shall we?"

Tentatively, he started to move forward, but this wasn't good enough for her. No, it wasn't anywhere near good enough.

That's when he felt the riding crop for the first time. She kept her hand behind her back, so he hadn't seen the implement, but now he experienced its wicked bite as she swung down with the letter implement. The tool smacked against his backside, the pain flashed along his skin, and he jolted forward, practically jumping. Again, he nearly lost his balance, but he recovered, just as Katrina knew he would.

"Around the couch," she instructed. "Come on, pony. Giddyup!"

Again, he didn't move quickly enough, so she struck with the crop one, two, three more times!

The leather struck his skin, sending flares of pain racing along his nerves. He tried not to cry out, but there was still that quick gasp of pain.

"You don't like that, do you, pony? If you don't want to get punished, then you had better obey! Come on. I know you're just a dumb animal, but even a pony should be able to figure this out." She laughed even as she tightened her grip. Her forearm pushed against his throat, making harder for him to breathe.

By now, Christian made it to the kitchen.

"Okay, go around the couch," she instructed again.

He circled the couch again and again, all for her pleasure.

"Goddess, are you sure you want to do this?"

"Let's go back to my room," she ordered.

He obeyed, bringing her down the hall into her bedroom door. There, she opened it, and he carried her inside.

She leaned down, reached for her hamper, and opened it. As she did all of this, he bit down, suddenly very, very nervous.

"Please don't talk," she said, "But I don't have a bit or bridle, but I'm thinking this will work." She plucked out some of her panties, balled them up, and swiftly stuffed them into his mouth. Fresh ways of shame burned through his frame, but he couldn't do anything about it!

Next, she smacked his ass with the tip of the crop again and ordered him back into the living room.

Finally, she jumped off, and then she put her hands on her hips as she considered him.

Yes, he still had her panties in his mouth…

"That was fun…" Katrina allowed as she tapped one finger against one of her cheeks. "But you know, I think we can do better. Stay here, slave."

She turned around and skipped away, hopping back to her room as she made her plans.

While she was gone, Christian reconsidered his position. Not only that, he actually glanced over at the front door. Yes, he was naked and locked in a chastity cage, but what if he just left? What if he escaped?

Christian started to shift his weight, to walk toward the door, but then something stopped him. Miranda. He was still so attracted to her. Even if she had enslaved him, he knew he couldn't leave. The idea of defying, let alone disappointing, this perfect specimen of a woman seemed impossible. Then he thought of Alyssa and Katrina…

Before he could finish those considerations, Katrina pulled something tight around his neck. His hands jerked up, like he feared she might choke him, only then he heard the click as the caller locked into place.

"On your knees, dog!"

She put her hand between his shoulder blades and shoved him down. Still surprised, he stumbled, and soon he was down on the floor before this beautiful girl.

"Oh, I'm sorry, I messed up," she said with mock contrition. "You're not supposed to be on your knees. You should be on your hands and knees, just like a dog. Get on all fours, dog boy."

Dog boy?

He jerked his head up and hissed through his teeth. The collar was too much. Yes, his wife was out doing something unspeakable, but he couldn't just let this teenager control him!

Only then she put her foot right up against his shoulder and shoved him down. Next, he was on his back. She slid the ball of her foot away from his shoulder and down right against the base of his throat. Pressing down, she made it impossible for him to breathe. "What was that? I'm sorry. For a second there, it looked like you were going to try to fight me. But you're not that stupid, are you? You're not going to defy your Goddess, are you? Because you really don't want me to tell my sister and my mother all about how you are such a bad little cuck while they were gone."

Desperately trying to breathe, he shook his head from side to side.

"Speak, boy," she commanded.

He barked for her, wheezing through those sounds, one after another, all for this young woman. He had to satisfy this girl!

Apparently, it worked. She pulled her hand away, and then she dropped down onto her knees. With Christian on his back, she still towered over him. In that moment, but her blonde hair framing her face and tumbling down her shoulders, she really did look like some angelic being. But then she smiled, and he saw the wicked edges of her teeth right as she reached between his legs.

He tensed up instantly.

"If you're a good boy, maybe I’ll let you have another ruined orgasm. My mom told you all about them, you know. I'm sure you're desperate for one. You're desperate, aren't you?"

"I—”

"Nope," she said with a pop of her lips, "That isn’t how this works, dog boy. You need to bark. I'm not interested in anything you have to say. No one actually listens to doggies."

As those words dug down into him, he barked for her. He made those humiliating, animal sounds, and she clapped her hands together again, giggling and chortling with delight because she was proving one simple fact: as a Goddess in this household, she could make this formerly powerful male do anything she liked!

"That's right. You can speak for your owner, can't you?" He didn't respond quickly enough, so she started to tease the underside of his balls. She massaged his scrotum, using both soft caresses and painful squeezes. Pain and pleasure mixed together in this strange, alluring concoction. His heart started hammering, and he wished he could tear himself free from her influence, but this girl knew how to touch him. Within moments, the tip of his imprisoned shaft grew damp with pre-come. Even so, he wouldn't be allowed an orgasm or any kind of genuine relief.

"You like that, don't you? Yeah, you do. You're a dumb dog, and even if we get you fixed, you're still going to do whatever we say, aren't you? Do it again. Speak, boy. Speak for your Goddess."

He barked for her. He barked for her amusement, and she threw her head back, laughing hysterically as she enjoyed the act of debasing the house slave.

"Good boy. Now, let's work on some tricks. First, let's start with something simple."

He didn’t like that the sound of that.

As she considered her options, Katrina continued to taunt him, "You want more, don't you? Yeah, I bet you want a lot more of this." Her fingers grazed and teased that sensitive patch of skin. She played with him, sending shivers of need racing along his body. His nerves cried out and his fingers pushed down into the palms of his hands. Again and again, his cock strained against the plastic prison.

It didn't matter how badly he wanted this; he wasn't going to enjoy it. Pleasure, desperation, and pain swirled into this storm of sensation until it suddenly stopped.

"Let's work on your other tricks, shall we?"

Katrina hopped up onto her feet.

When he finally got his eyes open, he looked up along the length of her body. His eyes drifted back toward her breasts, and he wished he could touch her. He wanted to hold her, to run his fingers through her hair, to grab her ass and to use her.

None of that was never going to happen, however. She was a Goddess, a woman with breeding and refinement, while she saw him as some lower-class, self-made peasant.

"Let's start with something really simple, okay?" Katrina asked with a little giggle flitting at the edges of her question. "Crawl over to the front door and right back here to my feet. Can you do that, Christian? Can you do that, boy?" Even when she used his name, she made him sound like a pet, not a person, not a man.

His breathing came hard, fast, indeed, especially as he glowered up at this girl.

It wasn't right. It wasn't fair.

Somehow, he could stand getting controlled by Miranda. She was perfectly beautiful, and maybe even recognized her ability to manipulate him. On the other hand, Katrina was just some girl! He was supposed to view her as a child, as someone dependent and inferior. But there she was, standing over him like a goddess, and his insides twisted as she started to frown.

"Do it, dog," she ordered. In that moment, he could hear the familiar echoes of her mother's certainty and authority.

His throat clenched as he sought some way out of this, only he knew he had to obey her.

"I'm waiting," Katrina said as she crossed her arms and started to tap her foot against the floor.

Reluctantly, he turned, crawled, made it over to the door, and he was about to turn around again when she called out another command, "Touch your nose to the door."

Jerking his head back over his shoulder, he stared at her. For just a moment, Christian hoped that she might burst out into laughter, wave him off, and tell him that it would be okay. Instead, the adrenaline flared through his body, and then there was this chill as she continued to stare at him, her expression fixed with expectation. He didn't know if it was the golden shine of her blonde hair, the sharp edges of her blue-eyed stare, or something else altogether. Whether he approved or not, this girl meant her order: he had to touch his nose to the door.

Obediently, he turned around, drooped his shoulders, and brushed the tip of his nose along the smooth surface of the door, just as she commanded.

Again, Katrina demonstrated that she was in charge. She had power, while he was nothing but an animal they are on the floor.

Reluctantly, he turned around, and he crawled back to her.

Then, much to his surprise, she crouched down, and she started petting him. Her fingers brushed along the top of his head, down toward his neck, and along his shoulders. Her nails grazed his skin, her soft fingertips caressed him, and he shivered and whimpered. His shaft struggled to stiffen, and he opened his mouth to speak, but she raised one palm and pushed it against his lips. "No, no," she chided him. "You’re a dog right now, and dogs don't speak."

His nostrils twitched, and he wanted to speak over her.

Frankly, it should have been easy. He should have been able to jump up onto his feet, only then she must have sensed the defiance because she laughed, "That reminds me. You tried to resist a minute ago, didn't you? You were a bad dog."

With more strength than he would have credited her with possessing, Katrina grabbed him by his shoulder, shoved him down onto his back, and then she put one hand on the base of his throat. With her other hand, she reached down between his legs. She grabbed his balls, and she squeezed them, sending bolts of pain racing through his body. They surged into his thighs, coiled up into his stomach, and made him gasp as his eyes widened.

"It can get a lot worse," she promised. Proving her point, she gave his balls another squeeze. Another sickening jolt of agony surged through him. But then she said, "You don't want to get bad dog, do you? No, no, you want to be a good dog. I mean, you are good enough to be a show pony, but I think you could be a pet. You'd like that, wouldn't you?"

For those first couple of questions, he shook his head. Then he started nodding because he had to please her.

Each time, he worked to give her the correct response, whatever it might be, whatever she demanded from him.

"There we go," Katrina teased. Then she burst out laughing. "You know, your equipment might not be good enough to please my mom, but I do like playing with your balls. It's nice knowing that there's this handy little lever right here. I just pull, and then I know you'll do whatever I want. Isn't that right, dog?"

He nodded again, only that wasn't enough to satisfy her, not this time.

"Speak, boy," she said. "Agree with me. Speak, boy."

Christian hated himself for yielding, only he didn't see any other choice. There were no other options, no other alternatives for him. Down on his back, spread out, stripped naked and locked in chastity, he had to obey her every whim. He was at this girl's mercy…

"Speak, boy," she said, only some of the enthusiasm drained away from her voice. Her tone became cold as she waited for him to comply.

He held out for as long as he could, and then he barked for her. Yes, he barked again, just like a dog. He made those silly, pathetic noises, and she finally started laughing.

Crouching down, she rewarded him again. As he "spoke," Katrina started running her hands along his body. She teased him and taunted him, laughing about how obedient he could be. "That's right," she said. "You want to be a dog, don't you? You know that this is who you are. You're not a real man. That's why your wife is out with another man right now! He's big and important and famous, and what are you?" Even now, she grinned with childish glee as she said, "You're nothing. You're just a pet. She can do whatever she wants with you, and you're going to take it because you’re a dog." He reached down and tugged on his collar. As each word left her lips, she continued to stroke him, running her fingers down along his neck, over his cheeks, past his shoulders, and along his flanks. At some other place or time, this would have been incredible. It would have been delicious to have a gorgeous girl like Katrina touch him.

But one her fingers brushed along his skin, she didn't see him as some handsome man who deserved her attention. No, no, he was just a pet, and she loved toying with him. "Speak again, boy."

This time, without thinking, he barked. It felt normal. It felt natural. Yes, the stinging humiliation remainder, but he could obey this girl automatically.

"Now, dog, it's time for you to do some other tricks."

She popped back up onto her feet, looked down at him, and grinned. "Roll over, boy."

Crawling back up onto his hands and knees, he glowered at her. This was as much resistance as Christian could muster. Deep down, he knew he was supposed to be better than this girl, yet he still couldn't resist her commands.

"Go on," she coaxed him, still teasing him. When he hesitated, she reacted like he was just a dumb animal who didn't understand what she wanted. "Go on," she said with more enthusiasm. She used that same teasing, singsong tone so many young girls used when addressing pets. "Go on! Go on and roll over. You want to do a trick for me, don't you? Yes, I'm sure you do!"

He jerked his head from side to side, but then she hardened her expression, "Roll over, Boy. Now." That final word came out deep and menacing.

He gulped back his trepidation, threw himself to one side, and he rolled over just the way she expected. I can obedient animal, he gave in and had no thought of his dignity or self-respect, not while this beautiful blonde demanded and he obeyed.

This tamed husband surrendered to the teenager, giving her exactly what she wanted. He rolled it to the left, then to the right. It felt so strange. Maybe he had done something like this as a little kid, but now he was naked, wearing nothing but a chastity cage, collar, and he rolled around for her amusement.

It worked.

Katrina was laughing at him! That playful, teasing, bubbly and gleeful sound washed over him. If he had said some clever joke and provoked this kind of reaction, he would have basked in her laughter. It would have felt like some delicious reward, but he was down in front of her, and she knew she had complete control.

"Let's try something a little bit more complicated," she said. "Shake." As she held out her hand, she waited for him.

Did she really want to shake his hand? Was that what she expected from him?

The confusion played across his face, but then he reached up, he straightened his fingers, and he reached for her.

"No, no," she chided him with just a hint of irritation lacing her voice. "That's not how this works. Puppies don't have fingers, do they?"

He wasn't a puppy!

Christian bit down, locking his teeth together, but he didn't say anything. The urge to argue burned hot in his body, but he just looked at her with that confused expression, so she let out an exasperated sigh and held up her hand. "Do you see this? This is my hand, but you don’t have a hand. You have a paw." Tensing her knuckles, she pushed her fingertips down against the palm of her hand to form an approximation of a canine paw.

Bristling, he gulped and obeyed, pushing down his fingers, and then he reached up.

She wrapped her fingers around his knuckles, and she gave him a gentle shake. "There we go," she told him. "That's right. Good boy. Who's a good boy? You are! You might not be a man, but you're definitely in a good little dog."

She pulled her hand away, grinned again, and prodded him, "Shake."

Reluctantly, he lifted his hand, made the shape of a paw, and she shook it with a little grin.

"Good boy. That's right. Very good boy. I'm proud of you." She grinned down at him. "In fact, I'm so proud of you that I think I'm ready to give you a treat. Would you like that?"

He jerked his head down and up, but this wasn't what he could have anticipated.

Katrina did a little spin, hopped down onto the couch, and then she spread her legs. When he looked up along the length of her skirt, he saw the pink of her panties. She looked so cute in that tennis skirt. The pleats and snug material drew his eyes. His breathing quickened, and he had done this before, but now his shaft strange. His manhood pressed against the confines of his chastity cage as she sat up and pulled down her panties. Then she tossed them over the side of the couch, and she positioned herself at the edge of the cushion.

"Here, boy," she called out as she patted her there by.

"You want to lick, don't you? Puppies love licking."

Was he really going to do this again? Behind his eyes, he struggled to come up with some other alternative, some plausible scenario where he might be able to stand up, confront this girl, and reassert himself. After all, this wasn't Miranda; she wasn't Alyssa either…It was Katrina, and she was supposed to be young and nervous. Instead, she waited for him to follow her commands.

Reluctantly, he started to crawl forward. When he didn't move fast enough, she reached down, grabbed him by his collar, and yanked him forward, bringing his face right up along the inner contours of her thighs. His cheeks brushed against her soft, creamy skin, and then his nose slit along her opening. "Very nice," she said, "But you need to use your tongue, silly."

He had done this before.

He would do it again.

Katrina didn't allow for any other possibility.

"Lick," she commanded. "Dogs love to lick. I bet you can't help yourself, can you?"

He wished he could pull away. He wished he had the strength and gravitas necessary to defy this young woman. And yet, his tongue lapped up and down, just that she expected. He served her, worshiping her. From one moment to the next, she laughed, savoring the mixture of power and sensation. This was incredible. This was everything she had been trained to accomplish with a boy like Christian.

Her breathing came faster, yet Katrina still managed to speak clearly. She was probably pushing the sensations back, fighting them as she attempted to draw this out for as long as she could. After all, she had this cute dog down on his knees, and he seemed so "eager"…

"You know, when I was little, my sister used to tell me about boys like you. She started dating, and she figured it out right away. She told me all about the guys out there who are so easy to manipulate. And you know what? I didn't believe her. Oh, I was so naïve back then. I went to my mom, and I asked her, and we started talking about men, just the three of us."

She grabbed Christian by the sides of his head, she nudged him back, and she looked down into his eyes. "Do you know what she told me?"

His lips glistened with her juices, he still had the taste of her on his tongue, and so he stayed there, down on his knuckles and knees, his back at an angle as he gazed up at this callow, blonde girl. Tentatively, he shook his head from side to side. As hard as he tried, he couldn't summon any real words. He couldn't give her an answer, so she chuckled again.

"She told us that boys are weak. She told us that most men out there are just targets, sniveling little boys who need to be manipulated. She said we could turn them into ponies, dogs, furniture, slaves, whatever we like. And guess what? You proved her right. You have shown her that we can take everything you have in turn you into a servant, and what will you do?"

"I, I don't know," he confessed.

"Yes, you do," she said. "It's obvious. You’ll do whatever we want."

Christian needed to answer, only he didn't get the chance because she pushed him right back down between her legs. Now his lips were pressed against her slit, so he had no choice. He started licking again, gliding his tongue along her sex, probing and penetrating her moment by moment.

As he did so, the storm electrical excitement built deep within her body. The heat played along her skin, yet she continued to hold it back. She knew how delicious delayed gratification could be, so she pushed as hard as she could, but this boy knew exactly how to please her.

Yes, he was supposed to be a man yes, he was supposed to be older. If he had hired her, he would have been able to boss her around.

But that wasn't how this worked.

Unlike so many other women out in the world, Katrina, her sister, and her mother all understood what they could do and accomplish. With a flip of their hair, a smile, a kind word or a demeaning phrase, these women could trap the males around to them, grinding them down and turning them into...whatever they desired.

As the response coursed through her head, she came closer and closer to her orgasm.

"Good. That's right. Good boy, keep going."

Her breathing came harder and faster, and then she cried out, screaming at the top of her lungs. The house was empty, and her voice ricocheted off of every surface.

As he listened to all of this, he couldn't help himself. He wished he could enjoy that same kind of satisfaction.

She pushed him back, and he looked up at her, watching. By now, her body was rigid, but she twitched once or twice, her eyes were closed, and it was clear she had entered into some transcendent rush of pleasure.

Like all things, it eventually came to an end, yet his jealousy and envy still clung to him. He looked up at her. And that's when he knew he had to try.

With Alyssa or Miranda, it never, ever would have worked. But maybe Katrina was younger. By her own admission, maybe she didn't have the same intuitive sense of what it took to control a male.

"Please…"

"What was that, boy?"

"Please?" He tried again, swallowing and finding his voice. "Please, Goddess. Please, could you let me out of the chastity cage? Just for a little while? Please? I promise, I promise I will be obedient. I have been obeying you and the rest of your family for weeks now! I'm not going to resist or try to break away. Please…please, I’m begging."

"It sounds like you're trying to negotiate with me," she said.

Only seconds ago, she had lost herself to the wild ecstasy of her orgasm, except now, she stood up, smoothed out her skirt, and she stood over him.

"Please. Please, I just need to get out of this cage just for a little bit. Please?"

"How much time do you think you need?"

"A minute?" Christian suggested.

She seemed reluctant yet intrigued. He starts to think that maybe he would be able to manipulate her. "Look, you don't have to tell anyone else. It could just be our little secret. We could do this, and no one else would have to know."

"I could let you out of the cage…" Katrina said, more to herself than anyone else. "I know where your key is."

"Yes. Please. No one has to know, okay? We don't have to tell anyone else. It would just be our secret. You could let me out, and I swear, I would go right back into the cage after I finished. Please, your mother doesn't let me have any real orgasms. Please…" His voice strained. He hated admitting the truth, yet he didn't see any other alternative either. This girl, petite, inexperienced, young, and supposedly naïve, had complete control over him. He recognized that this simple fact, but he couldn't do anything about it.

She wobbled her head from side to side, making the light glisten along the yellow shine of her straight, blonde hair. "I don't know…"

"Please. Please, it feels like I'm going to go crazy. I can't help it. I have been locked up for so long! This isn't normal. It's not healthy."

"A minute? I think that might be too long."

"Thirty seconds?" Christian pleaded with her.

"What if Alyssa or my mother comes home? I could get in a lot of trouble…"

"That's not going to happen!"

"Lay down."

"What, what are you going to do, Goddess?"

"Lay down," she ordered again, sounding insistent. Clearly, if he defied her or questioned her again, she would start to get annoyed. The afterglow of her orgasm was starting to fade.

"What, what are you going to do?" Christian asked.

The girl giggled, "Whatever I want!"

He couldn't argue with her on that point, and he still craved reassurance, yet he had to tell himself he wouldn't get it. Breathing out slowly, he lowered himself down onto his back, and he looked up at her.

For a couple of moments, Katrina stood there, towering over him. He really did feel like an insect crawling around on the floor as he gazed upward. She was so perfect, from her shapely legs to her tight waist, the curves of her ass, the contours of her breasts, everything about this girl… Just like her sister and just like her mother, she was perfect.

"Oh, that reminds me," she said. She grabbed her phone, typed out a message, and sent it.

"Was that your sister?"

"Nope," she said.

"Your mother?"

"Not even close," she said with a smirk.

Because she was feeling playful, Katrina pulled her foot from her sandal, and she glided her toes along his cheek, down to his neck, and over his chest. She teased him and played with him, stroking him.

Then she came to his chassis cage.

The plastic blocked out almost all of the sensations, but there was that hint of pressure. Not only that, as her toes teased him, he experienced something else, the knowledge that she was this close, but she was teasing him and toying with him.

"Please, Goddess. Please, let me out of the cage," he tried again.

"That's what you really want, isn't it? I bet you would be willing to do anything for it. Is that why you were my pony? Is that why you were my dog?"

"You're a Goddess," he said, hoping these words might be enough. Channeling Miranda and everything she thought of him, he called out, "You're a princess, and I'm nothing but a peasant!"

"Too true," she agreed.

Then, like a Goddess deigning to spend time with an insignificant male, she crouched down. As she did so, he savored the smooth lines of her neck, the curves of her breasts, and that little hint of cleavage.

With one hand, she stroked his neck and his chest. Her fingertips slid along his body. With her other hand, she reached for his balls, and she started teasing him again.

"What, what are you doing?"

"The key is in another room," she said, "And I don't really feel like getting it."

"I could fetch it for you! I could fetch it like a dog!" He would have said anything. He would have done anything for the opportunity to get out and enjoy one real, powerful burst of pleasure. He needed the purity of a real orgasm, not the teasing, ruined climaxes that Miranda and the others occasionally offered him.

"Yeah…" Katrina allowed. "I could just tell you where it is, couldn't I? I mean, he could go grab it, bring it back to me in your mouth, and I would probably prove something, wouldn't it?"

"Yes!" Christian hissed back at her. "It, it would prove that you have complete control over me because I wouldn't try to run away. I swear. I'm going to be an obedient slave no matter what. I belong to you and the rest of your family, Goddess! Your sister, your mother, they all own me. Please. Please, just let me go get the key!" Even as he spoke, he didn't know whether or not he really meant those words. If he had been thinking clearly, the strategy would have been obvious: trick this girl and take the key.

Escape!

And yet, he couldn't push past the need to please these women. Maybe he really meant it. Maybe, he would crawl to the hiding place, find the key, press it between his lips, and bring it back to her like a pet playing fetch.

"I think this is going to be good enough," she said with her hand still between his legs. Then she made up her mind. "Yeah. This is good for you. You don't need a real orgasm. I mean, it's not like you're a real man, after all!" Just like that, she burst out into fresh giggles, and she grabbed his balls, squeezing them. The jolt of pain raced through him, forcing him to arch his back. He tried to squirm away, but she still didn't release him. There was the tug on his sack right before she started to massage his cage. She pulled it up and down. With her other hand, she stroked and teased at the underside of his balls.

New sensations coursed through his body, crashing down on him in a deluge.

"Yeah, this is what you need," she continued. "You don't need a real orgasm. This is going to be better for you." She grinned down at him. Her eyes shined, she revealed the edges of her teeth, and the corners of her mouth tugged upward. As she played with him, he wanted to escape, but there was nowhere for him to go.

Pinned down by his training, his obedience, and the power of her personality, he stayed right there as she tormented him.

Then it happened.

It wasn't an orgasm, not really. It wasn't genuine release, not at all. Instead, he felt this like this throbbing in his shaft, and there was this twitch of almost satisfaction. It didn't really mean anything.

It was done, and his body still ached for release. He needed the genuine pulse of pleasure that can only come from a true orgasm.

"That was fun," she said. She got up, walked over to the kitchen, and washed her hands.

Just as she returned, someone knocked on the front door.

Christian jerked his head to the side, and he brushed up onto his hands and knees. He was about to race off, but Katrina snapped her fingers and gave her another command suited for a dog, "Sit, boy!"

Before the slave could realize what he was doing, he positioned himself like a dog, down on his knees, bent forward, his hands pressed to the floor like they really were paws. Then she hopped over to the front door, turned the handle, and opened it.

"Oh, hey!"

At first, Christian couldn't see who had arrived. At first, he assumed it would have to be Alyssa or Miranda, but if it was either of them, why would they have bothered knocking? They lived here. Didn't that mean it had to be someone else, a stranger…

Oh, no.

"Alexander!" She threw herself forward, wrapping her arms around the stranger. From his perspective, Christian still couldn't see who had arrived.

His heart pounded, and he itched to crawl away and hide. He should have been able to scurry back behind the couch. Or better yet, he could have retreated one of the bedrooms.

Unfortunately, his obedience locked him down, holding him in place.

Second by second, he hoped this would be a quick interaction. Maybe Alexander was here to drop something off. Yeah, that could have been it. Or maybe he was in the area, but he didn't have a lot of time to waste, so he would leave momentarily. Yeah, that had to be it, right? This guy wouldn't actually stay here?

Like a pair of horny teenagers, Katrina and Alexander stood there in the doorway, kissing and fondling one another. It seemed to take way too long! Or maybe time had slowed down for Christian, especially because he kept wondering what was going to happen. Worse, he still couldn't move. This was his moment, his opportunity.

But he squandered it.

"Come in," Katrina whispered to her boyfriend.

She stepped back, motioning for him to enter, and that's when they both saw him again.

Katrina smiled down at her pet slave. As far as she was concerned, this was normal.

For his part, Christian looked up, and he saw Alexander for the first time. He had more than six feet in height, broad shoulders, and thick, dark hair. His muscles pressed against his expensive, dark red shirt. Well-dressed, he carried himself with the gravitas of wealth and power.

Christian may have worked hard and built a company from nothing, but this young man had been born to power. More importantly, he knew exactly how to use it. Just because he had inherited his influence, that didn't make him any less imposing, dangerous, or competent. He took in the scene spread out before him, he put the pieces together, and he asked, "So she did it? She really enslaved him?"

"I told you!" Katrina bubbled.

With Christian, she could be cold and determined. With this young man, she grinned cheerfully, took him by the hand, and pulled him across the room and down onto the couch.

"Well, what do you think?" She motioned down at Christian.

The slave desperately wished he could just crawl away. It would have been easy, yet something about their gazes locked him down, making it impossible for him to move away.

Alexander sneered, "Really? This is your stepfather?"

"He's more of a slave, although right now, I'm keeping him as a dog."

"That sounds about right," he said.

"I'm training him. Isn't that right, Christian?" Before he could answer her actual question, she clapped her hands down against her thighs, and she called out, "Speak, boy. Speak for me."

His eyes widened, and he pressed his lips together. Doing this while they had been alone was one thing. But now, he was supposed to do it again...in front of someone? Knowing that there was another man here made it so much worse! And yet, Christian didn't know how to defy this girl.

With the adrenaline springing through his body, he wished he could just leap up onto his feet. But even then, he envisioned to some scenario where he tried to confront Katrina and Alexander. If he stood over Katrina, then maybe he would have had a chance. Yes, she was this aristocratic girl with power, wealth, charisma, and breathing on her side while he was just some regular guy, but at least he was bigger and taller and stronger.

Against Alexander, Christian already knew what would happen. Alexander, tall and fit, could just backhand Christian, knocking him away. It would be effortless for a guy like Alexander to kick Christian's ass. That's why the slave state right down there on his hands and knees. That's also why he barked for his owner and her boyfriend.

He made this pathetic little yipping sounds, and Alexander just sneered, shaking his head from side to side.

"Pathetic," he said.

"Yeah…" Katrina agreed. "But you know, he does other tricks. Want to see him roll over?"

"Go for it," Alexander said indulgently. Clearly, his girlfriend was enjoying this game, so he wouldn't deny her the pleasure or satisfaction of teasing the house slave.

"Roll over, boy. Roll over like a good dog!"

Although he hates himself for giving in, he threw himself down onto his back, jumped up onto his knees, and braced himself with his knuckles once again. There. He did it. That had to satisfy her, right? It had to be good enough, didn't it?

"Again," she teased.

Alexander glanced back at his girlfriend with just a hint of irritation playing along his features. It was fairly obvious that he had something else in mind, but he was about to indulge this young woman nonetheless.

Christian world around on the floor, all while the two of them watched.

Apparently deciding he had enough, Alexander reached out and grabbed Katrina. He pulled her close. Somehow, this torture was even worse. Christian had to look up and watch as a real man touched and fondled this beautiful girl. He put his hand on her ass, he stroked her breasts, and he enjoyed every second of it. Again and again, Christian felt his manhood struggle against the confines of his cage. He couldn't help himself, no matter how hard he tried. The humiliation burned through his body, but it was mixed with that desperate arousal. He needs this so badly. But he swallowed, felt the collar around his neck, and knew that they wouldn't see him as anything other than the family pet.

It was about to get worse.

For just a couple of seconds, Christian didn't answer.

Only then the door opened again.

He heard several voices this time, laughter and chuckling coming from the wrap-around porch.

He tensed up again, desperate for some way out of this. But right as Katrina and her boyfriend started to make out, the newcomers revealed themselves.

His eyes jumped over to Alyssa first. The young blonde woman smirked down at him, only to hear them second later. She shook her head, reached out, and a young man grabbed her fingertips. They stepped into the house as her mother and her new lover entered as well.

Christian stared up at the woman who had married him, theoretically his wife, only then she became his Goddess. Christian opened his mouth, and he was about to say something, only he recognized the next individual.

Her lover.

"Hello, Christian," Miranda said. "What are you doing down there on the floor? Oh, and what are you wearing?"

Her lover chuckled. In an expensive suit, with that perfectly trimmed hair, that little bit of stubble, and his broad physique, he exuded power. It was different from the kind of authority a woman like Miranda wielded. His Goddess was gorgeous, charismatic, and intelligent. Even so, she didn't wield physical prowess as a potential threat.

This man did.

He was powerful, famous, and wealthy. At a glance, Christian could tell that this man deserved all of it. It wasn't just hype. He wasn't some kind of fake. On the contrary, he glanced down at Christian, their eyes met, and the cuckold husband knew that he wasn't as good as this man. He was better than Christian in every way possible…

After another second, Christian realized that Miranda expected a response. Desperate to avoid any kind of punishment or her disappointment, he gulped back his trepidation, and he said, "Katrina collared me. She, she wanted to train as a dog."

"And how is that coming along, my dear?" Her gaze is shifted, so now she looked over at Katrina.

"It's been going well. He can do lots of tricks, isn't that right, Christian? Show us your tricks. Sit, boy."

He straightened his back and sat up, just like a dog desperate for his owner's approval.

Next, she called out, "Now speak. Speak, boy."

Just as he had done before, he barked. He barked for Alyssa and her boyfriend and Katrina and her boyfriend and Miranda and her lover…

The reality of his situation sank in. The humiliation drilled straight to the center of his psyche. Six powerful individuals locked all of their attention on Christian, and he could only stay there, collared on his hands and knees.

Worse, he had barked. He actually barked like a dog in front of his wife and her lover!

With those sound still echoing in his ears, Christian just hoped that they could all retreat back to their respective bedrooms. They could leave him out here, discarded. They had already treated him like a piece of furniture once. Why couldn't they do that again?

Only then, Katrina said, "He does other tricks."

Oh no.

By her commander, he had to start rolling over. He threw himself to the left, to the right. Naked, he put himself on display. Worse, the women's lovers glanced down, and they couldn't help but see the chastity cage he wore. They shook their heads, obviously disgusted. The same ideas played across their faces: how could a man allow himself to be caged like that? What was wrong with him?

"Come along," Miranda finally said to her lover. "Let's go back to the bedroom."

Christian exhaled, grateful to have all of this come to an end. Only then, as they started to step away, Miranda glanced over her shoulder. With her blonde hair hanging down against her shoulder, she made eye contact with him and grinned. In that instant, it was obvious she knew exactly what he was thinking. "Come along," she instructed.

He opened his mouth, and he struggled hard to think of some way to stop this. Maybe you could try to change her mind or something…

But how?

He couldn't think of anything good. He didn't have any smart ideas, and then she turned and started walking. Just like that, Christian knew he had to crawl after her. He scurried down the hall as Miranda and her lover strode ahead. They made it there first, came into the bedroom, and suddenly they were making out right there, their bodies pressed down against the blankets and sheets.

Christian froze at the entrance to the bedroom. This had been his domain once. He used to view this as his inner sanctum, a place where he could hide from the rest of the world to recover and recuperate.

But now, his wife was kissing this man, gently nibbling on his neck. The lover hardly seemed to notice Christian at all. In fact, his eyes had widened, and he stared up toward the ceiling, all while the pleasure coursed through his body.

Jealousy and desperation pumped into Christian. Moment by moment, he knew he was supposed to be better than this. He knew he was supposed to be able to fight back or resist somehow…

But there was nothing he could do!

Then he watched as Miranda set up. Acting on some unseen signal, both of them started to strip. She pulled off her dress. She stripped down to her bra and panties. He was down to his boxers. Their undergarments didn't last much longer.

He slipped his hand underneath her bra, cupping her breast as he pinched and massaged her. With his other hand, he pushed her down onto her back before sliding his fingers into her panties. He started stroking her, and she lifted her knees into the air, spreading her legs to make it easier for him.

As she moaned, Christian thought of how he once hoped to coax those sounds from his wife.

But that wasn't going to happen, not here, not now. Christian would never be able to impress her the way that this man could.

Next, he pulled down his boxers in one fluid, aggressive movement. He threw the underwear down onto the floor; it landed just a few inches away from Christian.

Miranda grinned back at her lover, and she said, "No. I'm not going to be on my back."

Instead, she turned to the foot of the bed, braced her weight down on her elbows and knees, and then she lifted her haunches into the air. With her legs spread, it was clear she wanted her lover to come out her from behind. They would do it doggy style while the human pet stayed down on the floor, forced to watch.

With every second, Christian told himself that he could just turn away. He could shut his eyes, block out all of this, and pretend he was somewhere else, doing something else…

That didn't work.

As her lover put his hand on her shoulder, came up behind her, and pushed into her, she let out this groaning, grunting moan of pleasure. Her eyes widened, and she didn't seem to see Christian for a few seconds, almost as though she had forgotten about him completely. In her mind, he ceased to exist.

As he pumped into her, thrusting slowly, he demonstrated his skill as a lover. If Christian had tried to pull on her hair or hold this woman by her shoulders, she would have laughed at him. It would have been pathetic. Her lover, however, knew exactly what he was doing. He was properly equipped to take Miranda and to enjoy himself with her even as he brought her closer and closer to an orgasm.

She moaned again, gasping as that first burst of pleasure exploded through her. It was his length, girth, and technique, none of which Christian could match.

Her lover worked Miranda slowly, taking his time. One orgasm would be enough for this woman.

As she came back to her senses, she turned back to Christian and grinned at him again. Only then, that smile morphed into another panting look of surprise and pleasure as the ecstasy swept through her.

They went on and on like this. Minutes? Longer?

Christian had no idea how much time went by, but he watched anyway. As he did so, he kept thinking of the man he used the end how powerful he once felt. All of that was gone, stripped away by this beautiful woman and her daughters.

And now, Miranda's lover pumped into her harder and faster, working her until she couldn't take it. Soon enough, she started crying out, gasping for more even as he ran into her. With one powerful thrust after another, he made her climax so hard! The desperation exploded through her body, forcing her to arch her back. She grabbed onto the sheets, bunching them underneath her fingernails. Her toes curled, and every muscle she possessed tightened up as she tried to survive the onslaught.

Then he jerked away, and her lover was done.

She turned back around and kissed him. After another few seconds, she seemed to remember Christian, so she called out, "Go make yourself useful in the kitchen. I'm going to relax here."

Christian scurried out of the room. Once out in the hall, he realized that he was on his own now. The other girls and their boyfriends had retreated to their rooms. So he stood up tentatively. Even as he did so, he decided there was only one course of action. He trudged into the living room, kneeled on the floor, and he waited for one of these black widows to come out. When they wanted him, he’d make himself useful. After all, it wasn’t like he had any choice, not anymore.

The End
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