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Blessings and A Curse

Chad

“My God, you are sooo cute!” Alma said, slapping me on the arm.

She was laughing so hard at my impression of her favorite Colombian pop singer that she was nearly crying, seeming to find me adorable and hilarious in equal measure. That was good, because that was exactly how I felt about her.

We were grabbing coffee at a local hipster place and chatting, sometimes in Spanish to help me practice but mostly in English as we fell into an easy back-and-forth. We had done this a few times now. I loved spending time with her, finding her stories fascinating and her sense of humor a constant, shifting surprise. I could feel myself getting drawn in by her bright smile and her gentle voice, staring into her brown eyes and wanting to stroke her glossy hair.

For the most part, I didn’t feel on edge with her. She had such an easy manner that it was hard not to get comfortable. That was, until she did something that made me throb in my cage, or made me think about where this might all be going.

“I know you’re busy, but you should come over for a drink sometime, maybe some food. Moving to a new city means I haven’t had the chance to cook for anyone in a while.”

The idea of sharing a nice meal with Alma, maybe some drinks, maybe something more, sounded beautiful. Still, the suggestion made me almost blanche in panic, which only got worse when she put her hand on my arm and fluttered those big, long eyelashes. When she flirted with me like this, it brought everything rushing to the forefront of my mind.

The situation with Julie. My situation downstairs.

I made my excuses and she took them with her usual good grace, suggesting we take a rain check and then joking about how there was no Spanish equivalent to that strange little phrase. We soon went our separate ways, her to a bookshop and me to see my parents out in the suburbs. The long journey would give me time to stew and think about my choices.

Spending time with Alma was wonderful, and I was starting to wonder if there might be something there. She clearly liked me, and I certainly liked her back. There was just one small issue. I had spent most of the last year with my cock under lock and key, acting as a part-time sex slave for my neighbor Julie.

Julie was gorgeous, smart, and sexy. What had started out with her chastising me for being a bad neighbor and an even worse man had morphed into a strange sex game, which became something more. She was a mentor, introducing me to a new world of kinky sex but also helping drive me to be fitter, healthier, and more successful in work. I owed so, so much to her, and I never felt safer than when I was at her feet.

Even better, Julie had noticed my burgeoning crush and had told me that she didn’t want to stand in the way. More than that, she had encouraged me to explore my options, telling me that I should date when I was ready. Julie would give me her blessing and my key.

So, it was simple enough, but it wasn’t so simple. I was worried about what the future might hold. What if things worked out with Alma? That would mean moving on from Julie, a terrifying prospect. I was addicted to her body, her brain, and her dominance. Could I live without her firm, loving guidance?

And what if things didn’t work out, and I blew up this wonderful thing that we had for nothing?

And did I really know what I wanted from Alma? She was girlfriend material, that was for sure, but could we really be compatible in every way? My sex life had changed so much that I doubted that I could go back to “normal”. So many of my previous relationships had failed because I had been in denial about my submissive side. I had either pretended to be some alpha jock, driving good women away with my bad attitude, or I had tried to force my kinks onto them in a moment of drunken desperation. I didn’t want to make those mistakes in the future. I wanted to be honest.

Alma didn’t seem like an innocent girl. She was flirty, and hinted at a sexual side. Still, I could hardly just come out and tell her that I liked to be used, abused, controlled, degraded, denied, and humiliated. I couldn’t expect her to be Julie. Maybe I should give vanilla a shot, but when I pictured being with Alma it was anything but. I could only imagine worshipping her body, never using it, and when I pictured her naked it was from the angle of me on my knees.

I was starting to develop the feeling, though, that it might be now or never. Alma liked me, but she was hardly going to wait forever. Julie had taught me lots about life and business as well as sex, and sometimes to make it big you had to take risks.

Fuck it, I thought. It’s time.

I decided to ask Julie for my key and go on my date with Alma. I knew Julie would be happy for me, pleased to see her little project come to some kind of fruition. Still, I knew that there would be a price. I would have to beg, that was for sure, something we would both enjoy. More than that, though, she had explained to me that she had one more fantasy she wanted to try out before I moved on to anyone else. It would be hot and it would hurt, but there was no question of saying no. I owed her that much, at least.

***

Julie

I looked down at Chad, kneeling naked except for his cage on the cold floor. I loved seeing him like this. I loved having a man on his knees, looking up at me like I was his queen, as if I had the power of life and death over him. The best part was, I hadn’t even told him to get into this position.

Chad had come to my door with his serious face on, asking if he could ask me a question. I knew what it was going to be. That question was one I knew was coming, that I had been dreading and anticipating for weeks now, ever since our little chat about the future. I had already decided that I wouldn’t dissuade him or stand in the way of him exploring his possibilities, but that didn’t mean I couldn’t have some fun.

“Come in, then. But if you’re going to ask me for something, you should do it the way I like.”

That had been enough. Like the well-trained pet he was, he knew exactly what to do. Now here he was, kowtowing naked like a supplicant in front of an empress. I fought to keep my cool demeanor, but part of me wanted to slip a hand into my pajamas and touch myself.

“Ma’am, I think I would like to try dating, please,” he said, placing his forehead to the floor.

“Think? Be clear, like I taught you.”

“Yes, Ma’am. I want to start dating, please.”

“And who’s the lucky lady?”

“Alma, Ma’am,” he answered, confirming what I already knew. His little Spanish practice buddy. I knew the girl by sight. Once or twice I could swear that I had caught her staring at me, although that might have been because I had been staring at her. She was pretty. I could see what he liked about her.

“And what’s the question? Would you like your key? I imagine you wouldn’t want her accidently touching it while you make out in the back of some movie theatre?” I teased him, unable to resist. “I mean, what would she think? How would she react?”

“Exactly, Ma’am,” he looked up at me, eyes earnest and wet. “I would like the key and also… your blessing.”

“I already told you that I think you should explore.”

“Yes, Ma’am, but I need to hear you say it again,” he looked at me with a powerful mixture of emotions in his eyes. “I want to know that it’s OK. That you’re OK. That if it doesn’t work out…”

“I’m fine,” I said gently, reaching down to pat his head. “And don’t worry. If it doesn’t work out, you can always come crawling back here.”

“Thank you, Ma’am.”

“Blessing,” I mused out loud. “Funny way of putting it, really. Sounds so religious.”

“It is religious. You’re my goddess.”

I laughed. “That’s right, I suppose I am. Why don’t you worship me then?”

He moved forward instantly and began showering my feet with hungry, desperate kisses. I backed off towards the couch and he followed, getting down on his belly like a worm and kissing the very floor that I had walked on. He played his role so well, knowing just how to debase himself to make me feel good. I sat down and turned my feet up, allowing him to worship them properly. There might not be much of this left in my relationship with Chad, not if he moved on, but I tried not to feel sad. I felt confident, now, that I could replace him with some other needy sub, someone I could train to my heart’s content. Losing him would be hard. But if you love something, you sometimes have to let it go.

“You have to promise me that you’ll treat any new girlfriends like goddesses, too. No cheating, no frat boy shit. Whether she’s vanilla or kinky, make sure you treat her right. Every girl likes a foot rub, and every girl likes to come.”

“Yes, Ma’am,” he said, licking from the bottom to the top of my sole.

I closed my eyes and enjoyed the sensation of Chad’s tongue on my feet. He must have spent dozens of hours doing just this, lavishing the lowest part of my body with love and attention. It didn’t matter how much of this treatment I had received, I still never got bored of it.

“So, we talked about you doing a favor for me, since I’m being so generous,” I reminded him without opening my eyes. “I’ll be needing to find myself a new lover, and I want you to watch. Are you up for helping me fulfil my little cuck fantasy?”

“I am, Ma’am,” he said, his voice shaky but sure. “I would do anything for you.”

Punctuating his point, Chad took all five of my toes into his mouth and sucked like he was trying to fellate my foot. He was like a slut trying to gag on a cock. He was my slut.

“Good boy. I’m so proud of you and the man you’ve become, but I’m not going to take it easy on you. I’m going to make you watch me take a big cock, and it’s going to feel humiliating. We’ll come up with some ground rules, but I’m going to make you feel like a bitch.

“Yesh, Mha’m”, he mumbled as my toes explored his throat.

“Go get my phone,” I said, kicking Chad away so I could shimmy out of my pajamas. “It’s time for some research.”

I reactivated my long-dormant dating apps, looking for some fresh meat and likely targets. Meanwhile, Chad took his place between my legs, licking and worshiping my cunt while I looked at a parade of potential partners. His tongue felt amazing, but I made an effort to ignore him, treating him like an object, a pussy-pleasing slave. I made the occasional comment about the handsome, studly men I came across, hearing him moan into in frustrated, submissive pleasure.

Messages started coming thick and fast. I turned up the notifications on my phone so that Chad could hear how much attention I was getting. I soon had several offers, texting and flirting while he drank me down.

Fuck, this was going to be fun.


Ruination

Chad

Every night of the week had gone the same. Julie had called me over to her apartment and told me to strip naked, binding my hands tightly and sitting me down on the couch. I had been kept there for at least an hour, often more, while she mercilessly teased me. Julie ran through her full repertoire, deploying every tactic for teasing that she had developed during our relationship.

To acclimatize me to the idea of her getting fucked by another man, or to make me anticipate the moment, she had taken to putting on some appropriate porn on her big screen TV. Loud videos of beautiful, uninhibited women being pounded hard by well-endowed men while being watched and served by cringing cucks had played while Julie edged me in every way imaginable. She used vibrating toys on my cage, balls, and ass, laughing about how she had turned my cock into a clit. I was soon unlocked, a rare treat that soon turned into torment as I realized just how skilled my mistress had become at keeping me on the edge. She would use her mouth, hands, and breasts to bring me repeatedly to the brink, stopping right before the moment of sweet release. Once I was brain-fogged and half-mad, she would lie down on the floor and wrap her soles around my shaft, allowing me to gently fuck her feet while she described in lurid detail how she was going to get railed, and all the nasty things I would have to watch her do.

The only thing she didn’t do was let me come. Julie knew just when to stop to keep me on edge, and no matter how I begged, she wouldn’t allow me even one moment of release. Not even a ruined orgasm. I could have tried to trick her, but on pain of severe punishment, I was warned not to.

By the time the weekend came, I was a mess of frustration and perverted desire. Part of me still dreaded the idea of watching my wonderful mistress with another man. She was an object of worship to me, sacred, and how could you want to see something so precious be desecrated?

At the same time, my natural ember of submissiveness had been stoked to an absolute raging inferno. I wanted to be free to date Alma, yes, and free to use my cock. I also wanted to see Julie get fucked. I wanted the opportunity to finally come, of course, but I wanted so much more. I craved the humiliation that would come with it, the disorientating mindfuck. I wanted to feel Julie’s fingers inside my soul, poking and prodding and pulling me further along this path than I had ever been before.

I wanted her to make me see things, to make me do things, and I wanted it to hurt.

Julie had told me to come round at 7 on Saturday night, and that’s what I did. I had been wearing a pair of satin panties all day at her command, to “get me in the right headspace,” and it had certainly helped. The front of the underwear was wet with precum, and I shifted uncomfortably as I waited at her door.

Julie opened the door and my jaw nearly hit the floor. Evidently, tonight was special enough to justify a little shopping trip. She wore a long, silk kimono, untied so that I would see the brand-new lingerie set underneath. It was pure white and strappy, an intoxicating blend of innocence and assertive sensuality. I had seen her in all manner of sexy outfits, but this one took the cake. Standing there with her hand on her hips, she looked like something out of a lingerie catalog’s bridal section. Except, of course, for the key that hung around her neck. It made my heart ache, my cock twitch, and my mouth drool.

“Come in, Chad,” she said, her voice as sultry as ever but with just a hint of nerves. Julie was a goddess, but she was also human. It was one of the things I loved about her.

“Go to the bedroom and get naked.”

I did as she said, piling my clothes in the corner and waiting on my knees. She came through a moment later with a glass of wine for us both, toasting me wordlessly and taking a seat on the bed. She handed me a bottle of moisturizer and I got the message. I sipped from the glass and then put it to the side, squirting some cream onto my palms before taking her right leg in my hands. Julie’s legs were shaven and already soft, but a quick massage would help settle both of our nerves. It also gave me a chance to admire her new pedicure, done professionally rather than by me, for once, with her toes painted a deep, sensual purple.

“Let’s go over the ground rules,” she said, ever the conscientious domme. “I’ve found someone from out of town. Discrete, unknown. He’s done this kind of thing before. He’ll come in and have a drink. You’ll be there, serving us, but you only need to obey me. He won’t interact with you, not much. Then we’ll go to the bedroom, and... ye’know. We agreed he would wear a condom when we fuck. You’ll be in the room, watching and maybe more. He won’t stay the night. Sound good?”

I hesitated. I couldn’t say good, exactly.

“Are you sure you’re up for this?” Julie said, sounding a little hesitant herself. Whether that was due to her own nerves or concern for me, I couldn’t be sure.

I considered backing out, calling the whole thing off, going back to our comfortable kinks, but in reality it was out of the question. Now that I had admitted to Julie, to myself, that I wanted to explore other options, I had to go through with it. Of course, my release wasn't really contingent on me doing this for her. I could avoid this maelstrom and still walk away, probably without any hard feelings. Beneath all the mindfuckery, Julie was a caring, conscientious, consent-aware domme. Still, it would be impossible to just put the genie back in the bottle.

I knew how much she wanted this, as well. After she had done so much to improve my life and open up my sexuality, I owed her this fantasy. I had been honored to be her slave, and if that meant one night of being her cuck, so be it.

“I’m up for this,” I said, kneading her long legs. I bent down and placed a reverent kiss on each foot, and then looked up into her eyes. “I want to do this.”

“Good boy.”

We drank our wine in comfortable silence as I rubbed. I tried not to think about the possibility that, depending on how things went with Alma, this might be one of my last chances to do this simple, meditative task for her. Some small part of me harbored fantasies of having my cake and eating it, of course. How could I not? If I could date Alma while still having my precious playtime with Julie, I would be the luckiest man in the world. I knew that Julie would never allow infidelity, though. She would never stand for me misleading another woman like that.

“Makeup time,” Julie said, heading to the bathroom and motioning for me to follow. I crawled behind her on my hands and knees like a loyal hound. I was temporarily blinded when she dropped her silk gown behind her, falling on my head like a veil. When I shook it off, I was treated to the sight of Julie’s gorgeous, round butt, swaying seductively in the little, white thong. As it turned out, I was about to get a much closer view.

“Kiss,” Julie commanded, pointing behind her as she stood in front of the mirror. I kneeled down behind her and gladly obliged, planting gentle kisses all over her smooth skin. After a few moments she took me by the hair and repositioned my face so she could lean back and rest with my nose directly in her crack, using me like a stool while she did her makeup. It struck me that this was the same position she had put me in on that first night she used me, almost a year ago. We had come full circle.

“OK, come help me put on my stockings. He said he liked stockings.”

I followed Julie back to the bedroom, feeling a little flame of jealousy grow inside me. I liked stockings, but these weren't for me. They were for him.

She rested one foot on me while I rolled each stocking onto her long legs. They were white to match her lingerie, making her look more and more like a virginal bride who was about to be despoiled. A woman as smart as Julie knew the symbolism, of course, and understood exactly how it would make me feel. I could see the satisfied smile on her face as she watched me fight with the torrent of mixed emotions that ran through me.

The buzzer went just as I finished rolling the stocking onto her second leg. She stood up suddenly, a tiny hint of nerves on her face, and pointed at the kitchen.

“There’s a little apron in there for you. Put it on and wait for my instructions. We’ll probably want you to get us a drink first, and then… the fun bit.”

I stood up, and she suddenly pulled me in for a warm embrace. It was unexpected and tender.

“Thank you, Chad. For this. For everything.”

I nodded, not trusting myself to speak, and went through to the kitchen to wait.

***

Julie

My body trembled with nervous excitement, pure adrenaline flooding through my body as I made my way to the door. I hadn’t felt like this since that first night with Chad, when I had been unsure of how we would react to my suggestion and direction. Being with a new man was scary and fun, while the idea of fulfilling this kinky cuckold fantasy was absolutely exhilarating. The biggest thrill, though, came from not knowing what was going to happen next.

I was still in control of this situation, mostly. Chad would follow my commands, and while I couldn’t boss this new bull around, I had given him pretty clear instructions on what we would be doing. He would wear a condom when he fucked me, treat Chad dismissively but not cruelly, ravage me but not humiliate me. Still, even with those guardrails, it was a step away from my usual level of control. I was used to driving a sports car, but this would be a rollercoaster.

I checked myself in the hallway mirror as I waited for my stud to arrive in the elevator. My new lingerie had been worth every considerable cent, with the high-cut thong perfectly accentuating my curves while the bra gave me the bust of a particularly stacked twentysomething. The demure white stocking and garter set made me look like a bride, about to be deflowered, a cruel little joke that I hoped had landed on Chad. If that didn’t do the trick, the sight of the key to his cock dangling on a chain between my breasts was sure to remind him of his place.

I wrapped the kimono around me. It would help preserve a little moment of tension before I unveiled myself, although I wanted to get this show on the road quickly.

The man who appeared as I opened the door looked like he was straight out of central casting. I had found him on a dating app that catered to the more uninhibited types, messaging with different people until I found someone who seemed hot, dumb, and discreet. As a bonus, this guy had also seemed nice, claiming to have “helped” couples out with similar fantasies in the past. I probably would have settled for any old alpha asshole, but I sensed that this guy would be easy to deal with.

Seeing him in person, he didn’t disappoint. Rock, or at least that’s what he called himself, was six and a half feet of dumb muscle. He was dressed in tight jeans and an even tighter shirt, open to the third button to show off his smooth, hard chest. He looked at me with a goofy, appreciative grin on his face, green eyes looking me up and down from underneath a shock of blond hair. He looked like a himbo, but a hungry, horny himbo.

Perfect.

“Julie,” he greeted me, his voice so unbelievably smooth that I almost laughed and swooned at the same time. This guy was hot, but hot the way a soap actor was hot.

“Mr. Rock.”

“It’s just Rock,” he said, a smile on his face seeming to say that he knew how ridiculous he sounded.

“Whatever you say.”

He followed me as I beckoned him inside, closing the door behind him. I could feel the bulk of him as he walked behind me. Part of my mind couldn’t help but imagine how this mountain would look on his knees, my collar around his neck, but another part yearned to be tossed around by him. Even a domme wants a seeing to, sometimes.

“Would you like a drink?”

“Whisky, if you have it. Neat.”

Classy, debonair, or maybe calorie-conscious. It sounded good.

“Two Ardbeg, no ice, pet,” I clapped my hands like I was talking to a butler who was also my dog.

I pointed to the couch and Rock took a seat, leaning back with his legs spread wide. I stood in front of him and opened my gown, swishing it around a little to tease him before dropping it entirely. His eyes widened as I revealed my body to him. He was playing this as cool as a cucumber, but at least I could still get a reaction.

To his credit, Rock didn’t even blink when Chad walked into the room with two glasses, naked except for a frilly maid’s apron. He took the drink and nodded a thank you, keeping his eyes firmly on me. I motioned for Chad to kneel, and he did so, choosing a spot just out of the way and holding my drink in his hand.

“Come sit here,” Rock said, patting the space next to him.

I collected my drink and sat next to him. He pulled my legs over his lap, running his hands up and down my silky stockings. We sipped our drinks while chatting a little about the city and the weather, but fortunately he was no more interested in small talk than I was. I found myself undoing the buttons of his shirt while his hands explored my body, and I knew it wouldn’t be long until he found our way to the bedroom.

We finished our whiskeys and he dragged me onto his lap as if I weighed nothing at all. With one hand on the side of my face, he brought me in for a kiss. It felt good not to be in control for once, and I found myself surrendering to his tongue. He smelled like expensive aftershave and tasted like smoky, intoxicating spirit. I had originally planned to spend some time playing with Chad while we made out, maybe getting a foot rub or showing off his cage, but I couldn’t hold back much longer. I had my audience and my stud. It was time to put on a show.

Rock seemed to be on the same page, picking up on my lewd moaning. He grunted quizzically and nodded toward the bedroom. When I said yes, he picked me up from his seated position and carried me through in his arms. He placed me down gently on the bed and shrugged off his open shirt, revealing hard, hairless pecs and a cut-glass six pack in all their glory. I had lucked out.

“Come through here, cucky. Naked.” I shouted. Riding this piece of meat would be fun in its own right, but I couldn’t forget why I had organized all this.

I wanted to make Chad bear witness, wanted to see that his devotion was so strong that he would watch me get fucked, that he would serve his goddess while she gave her blessings to another man. I was going to luxuriate in my power while this big hunk of spunk railed me. I was going to be Chad’s queen and Rock’s slut, all at the same time.

Chad’s face burned red as he stepped into the bedroom. He looked like he wanted to stare down at the floor, but his eyes were drawn to my lingerie-clad figure like we were two opposing magnets. His cage dangled comically above his shaved nuts, marking out his role in this little dance.

“What do you think of that, Rock?” I asked, gesturing at Chad’s cage.

“To each his own,” the big hunk replied magnanimously. “But that wouldn’t be for me.”

“I wouldn’t imagine it would. It’s a hard life for a caged cuck. He makes me dinner, makes me cum, uses his tongue on every single inch of my body, then gets sent home aching and denied.”

“I can think of other ways to have fun,” my new playmate said, his bulge now noticeable through the material of his chinos.

“I bet you can. Why don’t you show me what we’re working with?”

Rock undid his pants and flopped his big, heavy cock over the rim, not even bothering to pull them all the way down. I gestured for him to come closer while Chad looked on. My hand could barely fit all the way around the girthy member, and for a moment I wondered if I would be able to take it.

Fuck that. Of course I would.

“It’s so fucking big,” I stage whispered, truthful but also putting on a show.

I looked Chad straight in the eye and held his gaze, daring him to look away as I brought Rock’s cock to my lips. My pet stared at the scene, eyes showing jealousy and arousal, admiration and shame, love and confusion, all at once. He held eye contact with me even as I slipped Rock into my mouth, and it felt like it was Chad I was pleasuring.

But it wasn’t. It was another man’s cock in my mouth. A bigger man, with a bigger cock than Chad’s already decent piece. Another man I was servicing, debasing myself in a way that I had never done for Chad, not in all his months of loyal servitude. This was real punishment, real humiliation, so much more satisfying than a quick spank or a spit in the face. My pussy throbbed as we crossed another line together.

I didn’t give blowjobs much, but when I did, I enjoyed them. I liked the connection and the feeling of intimacy. It was submissive in a certain sense, but there was also an element of control as you felt their every twitch and movement, their body responding to you as you held the most vulnerable part of them in your mouth. It helped that Rock tasted as good as he looked, rich and masculine.

I swirled my tongue around the tip, savoring his precum as he throbbed in my mouth. Taking one of his large hands, I placed it behind my head, encouraging him to take control. Soon he was rocking back and forward into my mouth, and then thrusting, testing my gag reflex as we gave in to mindless lust.

“Do you want your pussy ate?” he asked, a surprisingly gentlemanly offer for someone who had been brought in specifically to humiliate my other partner. I wondered for a moment if there was a submissive in there, trapped in the body of an alpha male.

“No,” I replied, plopping his length out of my mouth and letting a line of spit fall from my mouth. “That’s what I have him for.”

I got up and directed Rock onto the bed, helping him off with his pants and underwear. He looked like an Adonis, lying there naked. Fuck, I had gotten lucky. I crawled onto the bed on all fours, doing my best stripper impression, before taking him in my hand.

“Pussy-pleaser, eat it from behind. And do a good job, if you ever want out of that cage.”

My panties were crotchless, so it was an easy task for Chad to pull the thin fabric apart and get to his task. He had licked my pussy in every possible position. This one was relatively rare, since I preferred the decadent comfort of lying down or the control of straddling his face, but it had some benefits. He could focus on my lips and my opening, teasing around my most sensitive bits rather than going straight for the clit. I also liked to feel Chad’s nose against my asshole, his heavy breathing providing light stimulation.

“Oh fuck, this feels good,” Rock moaned after a few minutes of mutual oral.

I was sure that he had the stamina to go on for a while, but I was a little concerned that he might blow his load before we got to the main event. As much as I was enjoying getting head while giving head, it was maybe time to get on with the main event.

“I want you inside me,” I said. “Cucky, get me the condoms from the toy drawer.”

I stroked Rock while Chad fumbled around in the bedside table. He gave me the condom with his gaze down, but I tilted his chin up with my fingers until our eyes met. Smiling, I blew him a kiss as I handed Rock the wrapper. He unwrapped it and slid it on. It was time for me to take a ride.

It had been an age since I had taken anyone as big as Rock, if I ever even had, but luckily my body was wet and willing. I tried to take my time easing onto his shaft, but gravity and his strong hands soon guided me down. I gasped as my pussy enveloped him, feeling that satisfied, warm fullness that only a cock could provide.

“Kiss my ass, cuck, and thank me.”

Chad began planting wet, worshipful smooches on my cheeks as I rocked back and forward on my big hunk. Rock had an endearingly dopey look on his face, seeming transfixed by the bouncing boobs in my bra. I felt like I was enjoying the two ideal types of men. One cringing submissive and one simple human sex toy.

Well, why stop there? I wondered what else I could add to the mix. Some mean alpha male fucking my face? That might be a bit much. How about another woman being here to enjoy the show, someone I could show off to and teach?

The possibilities were endless.

I tried to focus and live in the moment, for once. Rock was doing a great job of just lying there, his girthy cock bringing more than enough to the table. Chad’s desperate Thank you, Ma’ams were like music to my ears. I felt my mind go blank as my fantasy played out around me, a dream become reality. Suddenly, I felt my body tense up and release as a sudden orgasm washed over me.

“Fu-uh-uuck,” I moaned, impaling myself as deeply as I could while my body shook. Rock grinned, apparently delighted to take credit for all my hard work, and started to thrust upwards with his hands on my hips. He no doubt wanted to keep going, pounding away until either he came or I did again, but I knew we needed to switch it up. If I kept riding him like this, I was liable to squirt, and I didn’t want that all over my bed.

I rolled off to the side, gasping for air like a boxer at the end of a tough round. That had been quick and satisfying, but I wanted more. I started fumbling with my garter belt, my shaking hands eventually undoing the clasps. Rolling onto my back, I pulled Rock’s considerable weight on top of me for some missionary.

“Cucky, take off my stockings and suck my toes. And you,” I smiled up at Rock. “Fuck me as hard as you like.”

Rock wasted no time sliding inside me. He didn’t seem put off by the naked, caged man fiddling with my stockings beside him. His strokes were deep and gentle, but firm, building up to an enjoyable rhythm as Chad began worshipping my feet.

Keeping my legs wrapped around Rock’s bulky frame was a struggle, but he soon solved that by throwing them over his shoulders. That sent Chad scrambling to rearrange as I reminded him not to stop lavishing attention on my feet.

“Get that tongue between my toes, bitch. I want you licking the lowest part of me while a real man makes me come.”

That seemed to encourage both of the men, with Rock starting to pile drive me into the bed as Chad worshipped me like his life depended on it. The feeling was magical. The hard cock filled me, hitting my G-spot with every thrust while an eager tongue danced across my soles. I felt like a goddess and a whore, a delicious mindfuck for me that must have been even more depraved for Chad. The knowledge and the sensation together drove me toward another shaking orgasm.

I grabbed Chad’s legs and dug my fingernails in, but it only made him suck harder. My other hand searched out my clit, adding desperately to the overwhelming sensation just as I reached the point of no return. Rock, as if on cue, grunted to let me know that he was there as well.

“Come with me,” I moaned.

In the moment, I wished there was no condom. I wanted to feel that hot spunk, to be even more filled. I had the implant, so pregnancy was no issue, but it still seemed safest to use protection. It still felt amazing to have him throbbing, shaking, and shuddering inside and on top of me as I came.

His orgasm was impressively long. He kept on thrusting, slower and slower, taking a full minute to reach exhaustion before pulling out and rolling to the other side of the bed. It had been a good seeing to, although I ruefully thought about all the fun little ideas we hadn’t gotten to. I had envisioned lying on Chad while I got fucked, or standing on him while we made out, or having him worship other bits of me while I sucked a big cock. That might have all been too much for a first time, although depending on how Chad’s dating life went, the first time might be the last.

Ah, well. Plenty more cucks in the sea. I hoped.

I toyed with the idea of asking Rock to stay for Round 2, but I had other plans and the night wasn’t young. I felt a sudden, overwhelming appreciation for my pet, for what he had enthusiastically endured. Yes, he might have been under my lock and key, trained and molded, but no man had ever done so much to make me happy. It was a bittersweet realization. I kissed Chad gently on the head and pulled him down onto my breast for a cuddle.

“Fuck, that was amazing, babe,” Rock said.

“Sure was,” I agreed. As much as I was filled with an appreciation of Chad, I couldn't resist continuing to fuck with him. “It’s been a long time since I’ve been fucked like that. It’s nice to finally have a big cock to play with.”

I directed Chad’s head to my nipple and he started to suck, responding to my slightest movement like the well-trained servant he was. The key to his cage was just inches away, but he didn’t even think to glance at it, so focused on my pleasure as he was. Rock looked, for the first time, a little perturbed.

“Do you want me to hang out for a while, or…”

“No, you can go,” I said, deciding to play with this hunk a little as well. “I’ll phone you, though. Do you need cab fare?”

“No,” he laughed. “I’m good.”

“OK, well, have a good weekend,” I said, pushing Chad’s head down my body. “Cucky, clean me up. Nice and gentle, I’m aching from his cock.”

My stud had finished in the condom that he was currently discarding, so this was nowhere near as humiliating as it could have been. Still, licking the battered pussy that another man had just defiled, the pussy he had spent months worshipping and being denied, must be a pretty powerful mindfuck.

Still, Chad didn’t hesitate. He parted my legs and began to gently kiss my lips, soothing my tender skin with his tongue. I stroked his head, ogling Rock while he dressed. I waved goodbye to my bull as Chad began to get his tongue inside me, my body already crying out for more. That was fine. I could have more.

Fuck, it was good to be me.


Reclamation

Chad

I fell deeper into subspace as Julie stroked my head. The taste of her juices just about blocked out the taste of latex, although nothing could take away the knowledge that I was worshipping her most intimate area just moments after another man had fucked her.

It was an intense, heady thought. The entire experience had been a rollercoaster, jealousy-inducing and almost heartbreaking at points, but also deeply erotic. I couldn’t deny that I had found each stage of it arousing, from the build-up to the main event and the way she used me to supplement the work of this other man. It had played with that submissive part of my mind like nothing else could. It wasn’t something I ever would have chosen without her suggestion, but my cage had been tight and my body had been on fire with desire. It still was.

“Come up here,” Julie murmured, pulling me up onto her chest. “Tell me how you’re feeling.”

She held me in a tight, soothing cuddle as I spoke, clearly wanting me to feel safe. It felt like there might have been more to it, as well, a desire to hold on to me. Not for the first time, I wondered if I was doing the right thing by even considering the possibility of moving on from this arrangement. I worried, not just about me, but about Julie.

“It was intense,” I answered. “But hot. Definitely hot. And I could tell you enjoyed it.”

“I did,” she said, playing with my hair. “Was there anything about it you didn’t like?”

“Seeing the other guy fuck you?” I joked. “Me not being the one to fuck you?”

“Point taken,” she laughed.

“No, it was good. It made me feel closer to you. My only worry…” I paused, not sure if I could ruin this moment with serious talk.

“Go on.”

“My only worry is that this is all maybe coming to an end.”

“Oh, honey,” Julie squeezed me tight. “This isn’t going to end until you’re ready, until it has to. I want you to explore what the world has to offer you, with your new outlook, but I’ll always be here for you.”

That almost brought a tear to my eye, and I found myself burrowing into her, pressing my face against her soft breasts to hide my reaction. Julie understood me. Despite all the sex and the filth and the kink, she understood me on a deeper level than anyone ever had. Could I ever find someone else who got me like that?

“Hey, I’ve got an idea. A nice reward for you, since you were such a good boy.”

“Your pleasure is enough of a reward, Ma’am,” I said, mustering up an over-the-top flourish to my voice that made her giggle.

“No, how about this?” Julie turned my face up so she was looking me in the eye. “I unlock you. You fuck me. And you can come.”

I felt my eyes bulge in their sockets like I was some horned-up animal in an old cartoon. This is what I had dreamed of for so long, something that had become such an unattainable fantasy that I believed it might never, ever happen. Now that it was on the table, I felt almost scared. What if I couldn’t live up to her standards, especially after the Force 10 fucking she had just gotten from Rock The Cock? What if it was underwhelming? I might not even know how to enjoy myself, like a dog finally catching up to a car. Maybe finally getting what I had been denied would ruin the magic. That was such a scary thought, I almost hoped that she was just playing with me.

Almost, but not quite.

Julie hadn’t just been my mistress, she had become my mentor. One thing that she had always told me about business and life was that you had to take the opportunities you were offered. And I was going to take this one.

“Are you serious, Ma’am? I would love that. I would do anything for that.”

“Oh, I know you would,” she smiled. “And you have. I’ve been very cruel to you, and it’s been magical, but I’m not all meanness. I can be rewarding as well, and you deserve a treat.”

“Thank you, Ma’am, that would be amazing,” I said, aware of how comically desperate I sounded but absolutely not caring.

Julie rolled me over and took her necklace off, bringing the key down toward the cage. “Just remember, though, getting to come doesn’t mean I stop being in charge. You’ll still obey me until you leave tonight. You’re mine, at least for now.”

“I’ll always be yours.”

“Until you find someone else. Then you’ll be hers, and treat her like a queen.”

“Some part of me will always be yours, though. You’ve transformed my life, and nothing will change that.”

Julie looked sad for a second, then smiled. She was being strong, for me as much as for herself, but I could tell that this was bittersweet. She kissed me just as the key met the lock, not breaking off until she had freed me completely.

My dick sprang to attention, not as big as Rock’s but very eager. Julie stroked it and I throbbed, harder than I had ever been before. At least I wasn’t about to get stage fright, although lasting long enough to please her might be an issue.

“OK, big boy, you’ve been waiting for this. Show me what you can do.”

“Should I get a condom?”

“No condom, I want to feel you. Plus, I know everywhere you’ve been.”

Julie invited me in between her legs, guiding the head of my prick to her entrance. For a short, endless moment she paused, a final gentle tease before finally letting me inside. I slid in slowly, feeling every inch of her warmth. She moaned, soft and unmistakably happy.

She had told me to show her what I could do. Not to dominate, but to lead. So, like a good boy, I would do what I was told and take charge.

I placed my hands on her hips, firmly caressing her curves as I began to stroke. I expected to be worried about coming too soon, but I pushed those thoughts away, trying to live in the moment. Instead, I found myself falling into the deep pools of her eyes, losing myself as our bodies started to move in synchronicity. I thrusted and she rocked, I throbbed and she squeezed, I groaned and she moaned. It felt heavenly, her body a warm and comfortable haven from every doubt I had ever had. Serving her had given me a purpose, and now it was giving me a reward that I would never forget.

Julie pulled me close and kissed me. “Thank you, Chad, for everything. You’ve given me something I never thought I would get.”

“I love you, Ma’am,” I said, the words floating away from me as if they had no weight at all.

I worried that I had ruined the moment, feeling suddenly ridiculous for saying something so intense while I was inches deep inside her, but Julie smiled back. “I know. I love you too.”

She reached up and began playing with my nipples, squeezing them gently in between her fingers. My nipples had always been sensitive, and Julie had often used that to tease me, stimulating my erogenous zones until I was leaking in my cage. Now, having her play with them while I was enveloped by her wet pussy, was more than I could handle.

“Ma’am, please, if you do that I’ll come.”

“So come,” she moaned, squeezing harder.

“I want to please you.”

“You already have. So much.”

“But I want to keep going, it feels so good.”

“So then hold on.”

My mind struggled along with my body. Here was a rare chance to come, inside Julie, no less, but that might mean the end of this wonderful experience. Then again, all things did have to come to an end.

“Eugh, I’m so close,” I moaned. I was aware of what perverse position I was in, practically edging myself despite having permission to come. Julie had done a number on my mind, and not for the first time, I wondered whether I could find satisfaction serving someone else, no matter how wonderful they were.

“Come for me. Come for me, but tell me you’re mine.”

Julie’s eyes were bright and wild. She looked lost in the moment like never before. I held on for a second longer, but the urging expression on her face broke the last of my barriers.

“FFFUCK, I’m yours. I belong to you, Ma’am, I’ll do anything for you.”

“Yes, you will.”

She held me close as I came, using her legs to keep me inside as I exploded. Shot after shot, throb after throb, I finally got the ultimate release. I felt stratospheric, like I was flying. As my body slowed, I found myself lightly sobbing in her arms, vulnerable but unafraid.

“That was beautiful,” she murmured, sounding so sure and honest that it dispelled any residual fear I had about my performance.

“So beautiful,” I replied, even as I still lightly ground against her.

“Remember, though, you’re still mine.

“I’m yours,” I agreed.

“I said you could come, but that doesn’t mean that you don’t have a mess to clean up. And it felt like a big one.”

I gulped. Julie had a skill for mixing the sublime with the profane. Our moment of romantic connection didn’t mean that she wasn’t who she was. And it didn’t mean that I wasn’t who I was.

A goddess and a supplicant, a queen and a servant. A mistress and a slave.

“Yes, Ma’am.”

***

Julie

Indulging in my current deepest fantasy had been everything I had wanted it to be. The sex had been hot and filthy, Chad’s obedience had been exhilarating, and the sense of boundary-breaking taboo had given me that sweet rush of novelty that I craved. The surprising part was that the sex with Chad afterwards had, if anything, been even better.

Rock had rocked my world, but Chad had made love to me with a tender, passionate intensity. It was hard, maybe foolish, to compare and rank the two, especially since they were really part of the same experience. Still, as amazing as it had been to cuck Chad, rewarding him was even more satisfying. After all the buildup, months of teasing and torment and denial, the sex had been more than just intense. It had been one of a kind.

Maybe part of that came from the knowledge that whatever Chad and I had was changing, perhaps even ending. I knew it and he knew it. That sense of impending finality must have added to his urgency.

It was a sweet way to end this, if this is how it ended. But then again, our relationship had never been about sweetness. As nice as it would have been to rock him to sleep, it felt more true to us if I pushed it a little further, if I put him back in his place.

It wouldn’t do for him to get the wrong idea, after all.

That’s why I was holding myself tight, keeping all of his cum inside until I was positioned safely over his face. I waited there for a moment, looking deep into his wide, submissive eyes and stroking his hair.

“Tell me you’re mine,”

“I’m yours.”

I could barely wait to release his load, to feel his hungry tongue worship and clean me, but keeping him on the edge of expectation was worth it. I always liked making Chad stew in his own impending degradation. Forcing him to do something dirty in the heat of the moment was one thing, but having him beg for humiliation in the cold light of post-nut clarity was another. He was going to feel every filthy, sexy second of this.

“Beg to clean my cunt.”

“Please, I’m sorry for coming inside you. Please let me clean you.”

“You want to taste your own cum? You want to swallow it like a good little slut?”

“Yes, Ma’am,” he said, shame-faced but unhesitating. “I want it.”

“Why?”

“Because you like it, and you deserve everything you want.”

“And?”

“And because I’m a good little slut. I’m your good little slut and I want everything that you’ll give me.”

“Good boy. Now, open wide.”

Chad stuck out his tongue and I finally unclenched, allowing his hot, sticky cum to begin escaping from me. It was slow coming, so I used a finger to pull my lips gently apart. He curled out his tongue to tease my hole, helping to open me up and draw out his mess. I felt it leave me to collect on his tongue and fall into his mouth, watching his eyes twitch and then widen in response. I pushed and sat down heavily, making sure he couldn’t avoid a drop.

“Suck it out,” I commanded, beginning to grind gently. “Get your tongue in there. Clean every drop.”

Chad did exactly as he was told, my dominance blowing through his refractory period, my filthy demands putting him right back into a submissive headspace. It wasn’t hard when he was this naturally desperate and deferential.

He licked and sucked and kissed and worshipped, treating my pussy like a princess and savoring each drop of our shared juices. I wanted to sit there until I came and then came again, but after two hard fucks I was tired, and needed to pee. Even if I could reach another orgasm, it might make me completely lose control. I didn’t want that to happen, at least not in the bed I slept in.

That did give me an idea, though. There was at least one more kink I hadn’t tried out with Chad, or anyone. It had never been at the forefront of my mind but had been swirling at the edges, popping up in porn movies and occasionally in my fantasies. It was dirty, messy, but could be very hot. And what better time than now?

“Follow me,” I said, rolling off to the side and up onto my feet. Chad made a noise like a hungry puppy, clearly having come to enjoy the mixture of tastes I had been feeding him. “And crawl, since you’re whining like a dog.”

I stepped into the shower and turned around to look at my pet, my little project. His face was a mess, slick with spit and come, but he looked delighted. He probably thought that he was going to get to wash me in the shower, maybe even get washed himself. Wouldn’t that be a fun little treat?

Well, we might do that after. First, though, I had something far kinkier than some soapy tit time in store.

“Get in and lie down,” I commanded, pointing at the floor of my shower. I was glad I had converted it into an extra-large walk-in bath. It would leave plenty of room for what I had planned, an idea that might have been at the back of my mind when I was renovating.

Chad did as he was told, probably starting to put 2+2 together. I didn’t know if he was going to enjoy this as much as I would, but as I stood over him in all my naked glory, his already hard cock told me that he was still game for whatever I wanted. Neither coming or the potential of a new, vanilla girlfriend had blunted Chad’s depraved sexual drive.

I placed my foot on his face and pinched his nose, feeling his lips instinctively press against my sole. The purple color looked good against his soft white skin, rich and sensual.

“I think I’ve taught you a lot about the female body since we met.”

“You have, Ma’am, thank you,” he squeaked, kissing my foot gratefully.

“Here’s a final little lesson. Did you know that it’s very important for a woman to pee after sex? Helps prevent UTIs, apparently.”

“I had heard that, Ma’am.”

“Call me Julie,” I said, moving my foot down to his chest. “I want to hear you say my name. I want to hear you say that you belong to me.”

“I’m yours, Julie,” he said. “I’m yours.”

“And while you’re still all mine, I want to treat you like my property. I want to mark you like my property. Do you see what I’m getting at?”

“I think so.”

“Are you up for it?”

“Yes. For you.”

“Then say it,” I pressed down harder with my foot, feeling my pussy throb as another moment of submission came. “Beg me for it.”

“Please piss on me, Julie. I want to be your property.”

“Since you asked so nicely.”

I thought it might take me a while to relax, but by this point I was in genuine need. Within moments I felt my bladder loosen and my body unwind. I unleashed all over Chad, the trickle quickly becoming a stream and then a gush. His chest was my first target, but as I saw him not recoiling I got bolder, shaking my hips forward to hit his neck and face. It was as much of a power rush as I had expected, a thoroughly satisfying display of my dominance over my pet. To my surprise and delight he opened his mouth without even being told, trying to catch my golden drops. Not for the first time, I wondered if I could really find a replacement as deliciously perverted as him.

My river became a stream and then a trickle, slowing to a few drops as I shook my hips slowly backwards and forwards. I motioned for Chad to come toward me and pointed at my crotch. He took the hint, dragging himself up to bury his face in me, cleaning me off without a second’s hesitation. It felt unbelievably decadent and depraved, and I knew that I would be getting myself off to the memory of this moment for a long, long time.

I forced myself to stop him, not trusting my ability to come without slipping on the wet floor. With my foot on his chest, I forced him back onto the floor, taking satisfaction in the way he happily lay there in my nectar.

I felt suddenly tired, in desperate need of some time alone in my bed to process all this. It had been magical, but something in my mind was telling me to bring this to a close.

“I’d love to share a nice warm shower with you, but I want you to remember what we’re all about. I want you to reflect on who you are and what you are into. You’re a dirty little pervert and you should always be true to yourself,” I said, the words spilling out of me. “So, you are going to get dressed, go home, and lie there in bed covered in my piss. You’re unlocked now, so you can touch yourself all you want. In fact, you should touch yourself, and think about exactly how filthy you are. Can you do that for me?”

“Yes, Ma’am, Julie,” Chad said, his eyes bright and wet.

“Good boy.”

I let him crawl away after giving one last kiss to my foot, and I turned the shower on. He made his way through to the bedroom to retrieve his clothes, shooting back a bittersweet glance. This was a strange way to leave it. I was sad to see him go, especially since this might be the last time I saw him like this, but it felt fitting, somehow.

“Chad,” I said, stepping out of the bathroom. “I’m not going to text you for the next few days. I want you to have some space so you can focus on what you want. But I want you to know that I’m still here. We won’t be strangers. And I want to hear about how your date goes.”

He looked like he had lots to say, essays and poems threatening to spill out, but he choked that all back and smiled. “I will, Julie. And thank you. For everything.”

I blew him a kiss and then headed for my shower before he could see any of the doubt in my eyes.

I was sure we were doing the right thing. Weren’t we?


First Date

Chad

I had moved fast, partly to bury my mixed feelings about, well, everything, and partly out of eagerness. The day after fulfilling Julie’s filthy fantasy, after a long night of marinating in her delicious final act of humiliation, I had woken up and immediately text Alma. She messaged back immediately, suggesting mid-week drinks at a nearby dive bar.

And now, here we were.

I had dressed down, deciding on a polo shirt and jeans after a lot of agonizing. I didn’t want to seem desperate or fussy, but I was taking this date seriously. I barely knew Alma, and she might not be the one to pull me out of Julie’s loving but oppressive orbit, but I still found myself obsessing over the details. As the day grew closer, I thought about her more and more, my now free cock twitching at the image of her and my stomach developing an immature, girlish case of the butterflies. I was hopeless. Not even a first date yet, and I was already infatuated.

Alma walked into the bar and shot me a wide smile when I stood up. She looked lovely, wearing a tight black skirt, corset top, and a pair of high heels that made her totter a little as she walked. She looked just nervous enough for it to be cute, helping put me at ease that I hadn’t misjudged her enthusiasm.

The drinks flowed the conversation flowed with them, and for the first time I completely forgot about the strange lack of weight around my cock. I even forgot about Julie.

The drinking led to dancing, and then flirting, and then kissing. I had thought that I would try to take things slow with Alma, seeing how it felt to make a connection with a new woman before even approaching the thorny issue of intimacy, but she has turned on the charm and I was helpless to resist. I couldn’t keep my hands off her olive skin and couldn’t stop breathing in the smell of her hair, imagining how it would feel to run my fingers through it. I couldn’t avoid her kiss, pressed against me on a quiet midweek dance floor, and when she suggested going back to her place for a nightcap, there was no way that I would say no. Excuses about early starts at work faded on my lips when she followed up her request by demanding that I come back to her apartment. I found myself trailing her up to her apartment like a lost dog, unable to resist this newfound edge.

Alma had never told me exactly where in our building she lived. Not wanting to seem like a creepy stalker, I had never asked. Now, in my half-drunk and horn-dazed state, I only vaguely noticed that it was on the long corridor directly above mine. When I noticed that out loud, she silenced me with a kiss.

Inside the apartment, making out on the sofa, I was suddenly overtaken by a strange need to spill my guts. I certainly didn’t intend to tell her everything, about the cage and the kink and ownership, but my mind struggled to form some set of words that could begin to tell her just how unprepared I was for all of this. I wanted to begin to let her down lightly, if I found myself unable to perform, or be normal.

“Listen, Alma, this is amazing, but I have something I should tell you first.”

“Uh huh,” she said, standing up and suddenly whipping off her shirt.

I stared, gobsmacked, as she shimmied out of her skirt. It might have been a casual midweek date, but Alma had gone all out on the underwear. Her pert breasts were pushed up by her intricate, lacy cream bra, while her barely-there matching panties showed off every inch of her petite body. She spun around, letting me catch a brief view of her bubble butt, now seeming as graceful as a dancer in her heels.

“I wanted you back here, and now I have you. You can tell me whatever you want, but only once you're naked.”

Alma’s voice was hypnotically demanding, and I found myself nodding along even as I realized that this was exactly what I had been trying to avoid. Was I really this hopeless, to fall under the spell of any woman who showed me some combination of steel and kindness?

I had stripped down to my underwear before my mind caught up, too dazed by her body and attitude to resist. Alma smiled and got down on her knees, pulling down my best pair of boxers to free my hard cock. My mind was confused, fighting against opposing tides, but my body was more than willing.

“You know,” she said, beginning stroke me. “I have something to admit to you first. Would you like to hear it?”

“Yes,” I gasped, far gone beyond the point where I would say no to this woman.

“Yes, what?” she asked, removing her hand from my cock and instead gripping my balls with just the tiniest edge of threat.

“Yes… please?”

“Yes please, who?”

My gears were turning. Something just wasn’t adding up. Still, I was pulled forward, suddenly eager to say anything that would please her.

“Yes, please… Alma?”

“Good boy. We’ll work on it.”

She went back to stroking me, squeezing and caressing my cock with unhurried patience. It felt completely different from how Julie did it, but no less magnificent.

“Here’s my confession- I know.”

“What?”

“I know about you and our neighbor.”

I could feel what little blood was left in my face drain from it, shock trying to burst through my brain fog. I tried to form words, tried to stand up, but Alma was faster. Within seconds she was on her feet, one heel pressed possessively against my chest and one hand still on my cock. She shushed me and pinned me onto the couch.

“Her apartment is the level below here, and for some reason I can hear a lot. It’s a broken vent or something. I know it’s bad, but I heard you guys playing and I got caught up in it. Eventually, I met you at the gym, and thought you were cute, and then I recognized your voice. Now, here we are.”

“Here we are,” I said, half a question and half a statement.

I had no idea what she wanted. Had she arranged all this to blackmail me, to laugh at me? Was someone going to burst out of the cupboard and tell me I was on a prank show?

More and more questions filled my mind. How much did Alma hear? What did she know? What the fuck did she want?

“Listen, I know this is a surprise. I know it's kind of fucked up, and I really don’t want you to feel cornered,” Alma said. A nice notion, although one that was kind of undercut by her foot on my chest and hand on my dick. “So, I’m just going to spell it out for you. I don’t know everything, but I know what you’re into. More or less. I know that woman is your teacher, or owner, or something. I know she controls… things. And I know that I want in.”

Her words hit me like a truck. I sat there staring up at her while she smiled down nervously. Alma took a deep breath, seemed to steel herself, and then said it again. Said something that made me wonder if I was dreaming.

“I like you, and I think whatever you were up to, are up to, is hot. And I want in.”

The word formed before I could stop, the only word I could say, in the circumstances.

“OK.”

“Good boy.”

Alma removed her foot and gave me a long, passionate kiss. When it ended, I knew that I would do anything for her. That was just as well.

“Listen, though. I don’t just want to muddle through this. I have no idea what I’m doing, and I have no intention of like, stealing her… well, whatever you are to her.”

“She knows. About our date, I mean.”

“Good, good,” Alma unclipped her bra and straddled me, directing my mouth to her perky little nipple. I sucked on it, feeling my head go pleasantly numb and empty. “But still, I want her permission, her advice, or whatever. I want to talk to… what is her name, actually.”

“Julie,” I mumbled, it feeling almost sacrilegious to say her name with Alma’s breast in my mouth.

“Julie. I want to talk to Julie.”

I was past thinking, but I tried to think. Julie had told me to tell her how my date had gone. I suppose, strange as it was, this was the kind of thing I could tell her about. I would certainly need to find a way to finesse the eavesdropping, but what choice did I have? There was certainly no way I was about to say no, even if it did leave me trapped between two raging, unpredictable forces of nature.

“When?”

“How about now?”

I gulped. It was late, but not that late, and as a night owl Julie would definitely still be awake. Fuck it, no time like the present.

“OK. I’ll text her.”

Alma pulled away and smiled down at me, looking like a saint, an angel.

“Good boy.”
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