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    Chastity Christmas: Parts 1-8 Complete
  
       1. A Sister’s Gift 
 
      
 
    Anna slid her thumb carefully under the joint of the wrapping paper, breaking the transparent tape that held it together. That was how she was. Slow, careful, and deliberate. Poised, in a word. So unlike her younger sister.  
 
    Chloe sat beside me, practically bubbling over with excitement. She knew what was in the gift. And so did I. And fear bloomed in my guts as I waited for Anna to discover it for herself. It had taken a lot of convincing on Chloe's part to get me to this point. And now that we were here, I felt as unsure of myself as I ever had. My doubts had doubts, and fear climbed the ladder of my spine, rising higher by the second. As Anna unwrapped the present, I battled against the urge to stop her. Not because I wanted to, necessarily. But because I knew it was my last chance.  
 
    She fished the tiny jewelry box from out of the wrapping paper. I knew that I had maybe a second left before she saw what was inside and asked the inevitable questions. And then it would all be over. My secret would be out. Just knowing it was my last chance to stop what was about to happen added urgency to the moment. 
 
    But I didn't do it. I didn't do it, because along with my fear, there was an undeniable excitement. A wild thrill in my heart at the thought of what was about to happen. It was going to change everything. I knew that much. I couldn't predict exactly how. But I knew I wouldn't be able to control it. That was part of the excitement, but also part of the fear. 
 
    Smiling, Anna opened the jewelry case. When she saw what was inside, a faint frown formed on her smooth brow. She might have been expecting some earrings or a necklace, some normal gift from her younger sister. But instead, all that was inside was a key. Plain and undecorated, a simple key to a simple lock with a meaning Anna couldn't know. But was about to find out. 
 
    "What's this?" Anna smiled in confusion as she lifted the key out of the padded box into the light. My heart seemed to freeze in my chest as I looked at her. I felt like some great precipice was yawning at my feet, ready to pull me down into chaos. And it had the same lure that plunges do, the same terror-stricken yet strangely seductive pull of danger that, for whatever reason, I just couldn't resist. 
 
    "It's a key," Chloe smiled. 
 
    "Yeah, I can see that," Anna replied. "The key to what?" 
 
    "Show her, Jamie," Chloe said. Her green eyes flashed as she turned them on me. Her smile was intoxicating. Between her lips, her white teeth shone, her pretty face framed by jet-black hair. My girlfriend knew I couldn't resist her. If I had ever had the ability to say no to her, I had lost it long ago. I was accustomed by now to the faint voice in my head telling me to defy her, not to go along with her crazy schemes and plans. But that voice seemed to grow quieter all the time. I wondered if one day, I wouldn't be able to hear it at all. 
 
    I stood. Both sisters were watching me now. Anna's eyes were the same striking color as Chloe's, though in a paler shade. I tried to control the trembling of my hands. The air in our living room seemed charged, crackling with possibility and tension. And I gave a tiny gasp of shock as I began to reach for the front of my pants. It was nothing compared to the shock she was about to get.  
 
    I unzipped. Anna cried out in shock, half turning her face away, holding up her hand in protest. But then, she saw it. Her face changed. Dropping her hand, she leaned forward, peering at me. And while my girlfriend laughed in delight, I felt my cheeks prickling with shame, reddening and turning hot as embarrassment flowed through me. 
 
    "Oh my God, what is that?" Anna asked. 
 
    "It's a cock cage," Chloe replied gleefully. "I keep his little wiener all locked up. Don't I, babe?" 
 
    "Yes," I agreed. Chloe knew it only made it harder for me when she made me join in. That was why she did it. 
 
    "Why?" Anna said. She was still staring at the device that contained me. And to my everlasting shame, I could feel the steel bars biting into my manhood as my cock tried to harden. The humiliation was turning me on. Just like I suspected it would. Just like Chloe knew that it would. 
 
    "Because it's fun," Chloe explained. "He can't have an orgasm anymore unless I give him permission. He can't even get hard unless I unlock him. He can't cheat. He can't even jerk off. Anytime he wants pleasure, he has to ask me. Beg me, really. And I make him earn it." 
 
    "Oh my God, Chlo," Anna said, shaking her head as she finally turned her eyes toward her younger sister. "This is crazy! I mean, I knew you could be pretty wild at times, but this… I never knew you were this kinky." 
 
    "Well, you can see for yourself how much fun it is," Chloe said, while I stood there in front of them both with my hidden shame exposed, my manhood locked away by my girlfriend's cruel device. "Now you have a key, you have the same power over him I do. Trust me, it's so much fun. It's weird at first, but you'll get used to it." 
 
    "Do you mean… are you serious? That's what this key is for? Your boyfriend's cock?" 
 
    "Exactly," Chloe grinned. "Just like mine." As she spoke, she fished her own key out of her shirt, letting it dangle from the chain she wore around her neck. Anna spluttered with laughter, and Chloe laughed too. Anna still couldn't quite believe what was going on, I knew. But after all, she was Chloe's sister. 
 
    "And what am I supposed to do with it?" Anna said. Again, she had turned her eyes to me, but now there was a different expression on her face. A kind of curiosity. A kind of amusement. The kind of delight that made me shudder and tremble as I acknowledged the undeniable fact that I now had a new mistress to serve. 
 
    "Whatever you want," Chloe shrugged. "Just because you have a key doesn't mean you need to use it. Ever. But the fact that he knows you have one means he'll need to keep you happy. Just because he knows that one day, maybe, you might release him. He'll do whatever you say. Isn't that right, Jamie?" 
 
    "Yes," I said. I forced myself to say it, in fact, pushing the words out past gritted teeth while the women laughed at me. It was true. It was all true, and that was what made it all so utterly humiliating for me. But Chloe was right. The key was more than just a key. Anna might not realize it yet, but her little sister was giving her incredible power over me with this gift. 
 
    "Anything I say?" Anna had never resembled her sister more than when she grinned at me with a wolfish smile as she spoke those words. It was like I could see the ideas churning inside her mind, the way I sometimes felt like I could with Chloe. And as another shiver of fear and desire raced through me, my cock pressed predictably against the bars of the chastity device, sending a familiar bolt of pain through my body. There was no going back now. 
 
      
 
    "I've been thinking." 
 
    My stomach clenched. I knew what those words meant when they came from my sexy girlfriend. Especially at a time like this.  
 
    I lay on my back, tied to her bed, my arms spread where she had bound my wrists to the headboard. And Chloe, of course, was looking her best. She always took such pleasure in teasing me, in making sure she looked utterly irresistible whenever she decided I couldn't have her. 
 
     Her jet black hair was the perfect complement to the black outfit she wore, the black satin corset that gripped her torso, the black bra that pushed her boobs high on her chest. Black stockings gripped her legs, the wide mesh showing off her toned legs as she sat at the foot of the bed. Black boots shone on her lower legs. She looked like what she was, the dominant mistress of a thousand submissive fantasies. She looked incredible. That was the point. 
 
    "About what?" I did my best to keep the fear out of my voice. Not that it mattered. Chloe knew exactly what I was feeling. She smiled at me, a knowing smile that pierced right through me as I lay on the bed at her mercy. 
 
    "About Christmas," she said. Her hand ran slowly up my leg, and with the outrageous desire I was feeling for her, every touch seemed to draw sparks. As it always did, the key to my chastity device hung around her neck, dangling between her delicious-looking breasts in their push-up bra. My cock ached for release. 
 
    "I'm going to invite Anna to spend it with us," Chloe went on, as though we were just having a normal conversation instead of gearing up for what I desperately hoped would be sex. "She split up with her boyfriend, and I don't want her to spend it alone." 
 
    "Okay. Fine." It wasn't like Chloe was asking, really. In the position I was in, she knew she didn't need to ask. Tied up and at her mercy, she knew I would agree to practically anything. And that was part of what scared me. What else might she be planning? Why had she waited until now to bring this up? I didn't know. But I had a feeling I was about to find out. 
 
    "You like Anna, don't you?" Chloe's gorgeous green eyes were shining as she stared up at me. 
 
    "Sure," I said. 
 
    "I mean, like like. You think she's pretty, right?" 
 
    "Yeah. Of course. But not as pretty as you." Chloe smiled at my careful answer. Of course Anna was pretty. She and Chloe looked alike, and to me, my girlfriend was the sexiest creature alive. So Anna was very attractive too. She had the same gorgeous eyes as Chloe, the same angular cheekbones and full lips. Both sisters took care of their bodies and were blessed with curvaceous figures that would attract any man's attention. If I hadn't met Chloe first, I would definitely have taken a shot at Anna. But of the two sisters, I preferred Chloe's more edgy charm. There was a witchiness about my girlfriend, and an irrepressible spontaneity that drew me to her. On the occasions I had met her, Anna had always seemed more reserved. Still, there was no denying that the older sister was a  beautiful woman. 
 
    "Good answer," Chloe said, rolling her eyes exaggeratedly. "But I was thinking. You know how much you love it when I humiliate you. Imagine how humiliating it would be if Anna knew our little secret?' 
 
    "Oh my God," I gasped. Chloe smiled. Rolling over, she climbed onto the bed on her hands and knees. Slowly, she began to crawl toward me. The key to my pleasure hung in front of her heaving breasts, and her beautiful eyes bored through me as she smiled up at me. Crawling up past my legs, she ran her thumb over the steel device that caged me, and I groaned in a mixture of pain and arousal as she toyed with my manhood. 
 
    "I know, right?" she giggled. "That would be so embarrassing for you. But I've been racking my brains as to what to get my sister for Christmas, and I couldn't think of anything. Then, it came to me. When we were growing up, our parents always insisted we had to share our toys. Why not keep the tradition alive? You're my toy now, and I'm thinking about sharing you with my sister." 
 
    "You're crazy," I said, shaking my head. Chloe threw back her head, her dark hair shining as she laughed.  
 
    "I know," she said, sitting back on her knees between my spread legs. "But so are you. You're the one who's crazy enough to let me own your cock. Don't forget, you practically begged me to do this. You can't complain now about what I decide to do with it, now that it's mine." 
 
    "Yeah, but —" the words died in my throat. I had nothing to say. Chloe was right about that. Maybe begged was a little strong, but that would be splitting hairs. 
 
    I had always been drawn to dominant women. Even as a teenager, I'd felt a dark pull toward female cruelty. My favorite movies and images were all of women who embraced their sexual power, dressed in leather and latex and completely in command both of themselves and of their male slaves. It was a preference that had cost me relationships in the past. I had soon learned that not every woman could handle treating me the way I wanted. And unfortunately, I had found that was especially true of the women I was attracted to. As a general rule, I had found the better-looking the woman, the less prepared she was to play the kind of kinky games that most excited me. Most pretty girls fall back on their beauty and are content to let the guy do all the work. 
 
    When I met Chloe at a house party given by a friend of mine, her looks attracted me at once. Her hair had been blonde back then, but she had the same gleam in her eyes then that she still does today.  
 
    She was pretty, of course, and she knew that. She couldn't not know it, the way men constantly threw themselves at her. But there was more to her than her looks. I knew that the moment we started speaking. It took every ounce of courage I had to walk up to her where she stood next to a friend in the kitchen and strike up a conversation. It had taken more than a few drinks to get me to that point. But I had been single for a while, and I was tired of being alone. Chloe was the most beautiful girl at the party, but she didn't dismiss me right away. Whatever cheesy line I had used to talk to her somehow worked.  
 
    Before long, we were embroiled in conversation. The kind of conversation to makes you forget everything around you. Chloe seemed to forget about her friend, whose attempted interjections got less and less frequent. We connected on a level unlike any I had experienced before or since. Past the first few lines, there was no awkwardness. No doubt. In a way, it felt like I had known this beautiful creature forever. But in another sense, I couldn't wait to find out more. The more I talked to her, the more I wanted her. She was funny and smart and interesting. Despite her beauty, she didn't have the pretty girl's curse of being bland and uninteresting. And yet she knew the way she looked. She was full of a confidence that I couldn't help but find alluring. A woman who knew her value. 
 
    I got her number at the party, but that was it. My heart was in my mouth when I called her two days later to set up our first date. But to my faint astonishment, she said yes. The rest, as they say, is history. 
 
    Our relationship developed quickly. Honestly, I fell hard. Whenever I spent time with her, I felt more and more drawn to her. The more we talked, the more she revealed hidden and fascinating sides of her personality.  
 
    And the sex was off the charts. There's always a little awkwardness the first time you're with someone new, I've found. When you don't know what each other like or how far to go. But there was none of that with Chloe. The first time we had sex was electric, wild and passionate and outrageously exciting. And ever since then, things had only gotten better. We could barely keep our hands off each other. And in time, as we got to know each other a little better, we started to experiment. 
 
    I knew what I wanted from her. And I was waiting for the right time to ask. But to my amazement, to my utter gratitude and delight, one day at her house, she tied me up without even asking. 
 
    From then on, I suppose, the die was cast. We fell into our roles, her dominant, me submissive. She was a natural. She dyed her hair black and bought sexy outfits and became the dominatrix of my dreams. I could hardly believe my luck. Not only was this girl beautiful and interesting and intelligent and fun to be around. But she was also an absolute tigress in the bedroom, a selfish and domineering goddess that could bring me to my knees with just a look, just a word. I hesitate to use the word, but Chloe was perfect. Is perfect. If anything, I'm even more in love with her now than I was back then. 
 
    When you find something you love, it's only natural to want more of it. I loved being taken by her, being dominated by her, being made to serve her sexual whims like a humble slave. And yet, I wanted more. I wanted to sink deeper into this lifestyle. To lose myself completely in it. To be able to give up control even of my own body and surrender it to her. No other girl I had ever been with was as comfortable with that side of me as Chloe was. None of them were so easily able to control me as she was. After we moved in together, I was sure that this was the woman I wanted to spend the rest of my life with. I wanted her sexual control over me to be complete. 
 
    That was when I  ordered the chastity device. I had seen them used in online porn videos, and what they represented thrilled me. The idea of giving up that much control, of being so totally owned by woman that even sexual pleasure becomes a tool for her to use, was as powerfully exciting as anything I had ever come across. It scared me. That was the whole point, I reflected. Still, it took months before I could work up the courage to order one online. And there were further weeks, while I used it in secret on myself, before I could bring myself to tell my girlfriend about it. 
 
    Chloe was shocked. As far as I could tell, she had never heard of a fetish like mine. But she was nothing if not an open-minded girl. She was also smart enough to instantly understand the possibilities the device gave her. Real control, not just an impersonation of it. From the moment I gave her the key, my sexy girlfriend seem to understand the power it gave her. 
 
    From being my fetish to begin with, chastity had become Chloe's favorite game to play. She loved how obedient it made me. She loved to wear my key around her neck and know how complete her control over me was. She learned to keep me in a constant state of desperate lust, to torment me with her body and her beauty and keep me begging for her favors.  
 
    I finally had the dominant mistress I had always dreamed of, a woman who owned me completely, body and soul. And while there were times when I regretted my decision, when the power Chloe wielded scared me, I couldn't bring myself to take it back. The further she pushed me, the more deeply I loved her for it. She knew that as well as I did. 
 
      
 
    "Yeah, but nothing," Chloe smirked. "I want to share you with my sister. Most guys can only dream of something like this. You should be thanking me." 
 
    "Thank you," I promptly said, to a gale of laughter from Chloe. "But… I mean, is Anna even into this kind of stuff 
 
    ?" 
 
    "She's played a bit before," Chloe said. "Not like this. I don't think she's like me. But she's not a total noob either. She'll be a bit surprised, but she's not judgmental. She's open-minded. How she'll react, I don't know. But that's part of the fun, isn't it? Not knowing how it will turn out?" 
 
    "I guess," I said. "I mean, I don't really have a choice, do I?" 
 
    "Oh, babe." Chloe's sculpted eyebrows drew together as she frowned at me. "Of course you have a choice," she said. "I'm not a monster. We don't have to do this. All you have to do is say no, and it's a no. I won't tell my beautiful sister about how you're my sex toy. I won't show her how I keep your cock locked up and use you as my personal slave. I won't let her use you like that too. Not if that's not what you want." Her frown disappeared as she grinned at me maliciously, her beautiful eyes sparkling like twin emeralds. She knew what she was doing. Between the steel bars of the cage, my trapped cock swelled at her words. Chloe knew me too well. She knew exactly what I would be thinking. Being submissive to my girlfriend was without question the most thrilling experience of my life. I could only imagine how it would feel to submit to her almost equally beautiful sister. 
 
    "I didn't say that," I said. I was feeling short of breath as Chloe again ran her thumb over my cage, toying with my cock while she smiled at me. 
 
    "No. You didn't. Don't think I didn't notice that." Chloe shifted on the bed, and I watched her breasts bounce in her bra, my mouth watering at the sight of her. I wanted her body desperately, and like any good dominatrix, Chloe knew the longer she made me wait, the greater my desire would grow. And therefore, the greater my submission to her.  
 
    "I think you want this," she went on. "I think you'd love to submit to my sister the way you submit to me. I think you want to have two gorgeous mistresses to serve. And who knows? There might be some rewards in it if you do a good job." As she spoke, Chloe raised her free hand toward the necklace that hung from her neck. I tried not to gasp as she toyed with it. Without removing the necklace, she leaned forward, bending her body over mine. She slid the key into the lock on my chastity cage, and I groaned out loud as she started to remove it. At once, my cock swelled to full hardness, aching with desire as it finally became erect. Setting aside the cruel device, Chloe smiled to herself, carefully stroking my member, knowing that every touch was like heaven as I whimpered and writhed underneath her. 
 
    "Look how much it turns you on," she giggled. "And honestly, it's turning me on too. I'll tell you what we'll do. I'll let you cum, just to get your first orgasm out of the way. We both know how quickly you're going to shoot. Then, once that's done, I'm going to fuck you." 
 
    "Yes! Please, Chloe, please! I'll do whatever you say, I promise. Thank you! Thank you!" 
 
    "Such a good little slave boy, Chloe giggled as she wrapped her hand around my shaft. "This is going to be the best Christmas ever. You just do what I say, and you'll have the time of your life." 
 
      
 
    "Go get us some drinks." 
 
    It was Chloe who spoke. There is no way for me or Anna to miss the note of command in her voice. Both girls were watching me, a similar smile showing on both of their pretty faces. The difference was, Chloe knew I would obey. Anna still seemed as though she was working to process what she was witnessing. Well, she would learn soon enough. Resisting Chloe, I have learned the hard way, was never a good idea. And so, like a  well-trained servant, I turned without a word and headed toward the kitchen. 
 
    You'd never know it from her figure, but Chloe had a taste for imported beer. Hoping her sister felt the same, I opened two bottles and brought them back to the living room. The sisters were sitting next to one another on the sofa, giggling together over some shared joke. I didn't need to guess what the subject of that joke might be. What else could it be besides my predicament? 
 
    "Thank you," Anna said quietly as I handed her a beer. 
 
    "You don't need to thank him," Chloe said, shaking her head as she took a swig from the bottle. "He's my slave. He's just doing his duty." Again both women laughed. It was a sound I knew that would torment me, that would haunt me, that would form the background noise to this latest humiliation. And I never wanted it to end. 
 
    "Well, your secret's out," Chloe said as she smiled at me. "Now Anna knows what a submissive little bitch you are. There's not much point in you wearing clothes anymore. Go on, get naked. Give us something to laugh at." 
 
    And laugh they did. Inside my cage, my cock raged in frustrated desire as I did what Chloe wanted. I took off my clothes until I was naked in front of her and her sister, standing beside the Christmas tree and basking in my own humiliation. No matter what happened, I knew it was going to be a holiday to remember. 
 
      
 
    

  

 
  
     
     
    2. Humiliating Her Boytoy 
 
      
 
    "His balls are so smooth." 
 
    Anna giggled as she spoke. Sitting beside her on the sofa, Chloe laughed. I stood in front of them, trying not to wince as my girlfriend sister fondled my testicles. She had wanted a closer look at the chastity device I wore. Tentatively, as though half-afraid I would tell her where to get off, she had ordered me to come closer to her. Chloe sat beside her older sister with shining eyes, absolutely delighted that Anna was warming to the scenario. And I did as I was told. I stepped forward and let my girlfriend's sister take my balls in her hand. 
 
    "I make him wax," Chloe explained to a gale of laughter from Anna. "In fact, I don't have to make him do it at all. Not anymore. When his pubes grow out, they tend to get caught in the cage." 
 
    "Ouch," Anna said with a sympathetic grimace.  
 
    "Exactly," Chloe said. "He takes care of all that himself now. But I like it. He's not allowed to have any hair below his head. And he takes care of my grooming as well as his own." 
 
    "Really?" 
 
    "Of course," Chloe smirked. Anna was still holding my balls in her hand, her thumb gently moving over the sensitive skin and driving me absolutely wild with desire. But she was looking at her sister now. It was almost as though the two women had forgotten I was even there. Anna was playing with my balls neglectfully, absentmindedly, and I clenched my hands into fists at my sides as pleasure and humiliation tore through me. Ever since my dominant girlfriend had announced her kinky Christmas plan to me, I had been dreaming of this moment. But now that it was here, I could barely believe it was happening. In my way, I was almost as shocked as Anna was. 
 
    "He shaves my legs. He trims my bush. He does everything for me. He does my nails. Everything. I mean, that's the whole point. Why have a slave if you have to do things for yourself?" Both women laughed at that as though it were the wittiest thing either of them had ever heard. I didn't. From where I was standing, it didn't seem nearly as funny. 
 
    "So he can't cum at all in this thing?" Once again, Anna turned back to me. Her pretty eyes shone the way Chloe's often did as she gazed up at me. 
 
    "Not at all," Chloe said, her black hair shining as she shook her head. "That's the whole point. Anytime he wants to cum, he needs to convince me that he deserves an orgasm. That's how I can make him cook and clean and basically worship me like a goddess. If he ever wants to cum again, he needs to do exactly what he's told. Right, chastity boy?" 
 
    "Yes, Chloe," I groaned while the sisters laughed at me again. 
 
    "This is so weird," Anna said. "But I have to admit, it's kind of awesome too." 
 
    "Right?" Chloe grinned. "Don't act like there aren't a few guys in your past that could benefit from being under lock and key like this. That douchebag Jason, for sure." Anna rolled her eyes as her sister spoke. 
 
    "Yeah, no doubt," she said. "I guess if a guy can't keep his dick in his pants, it makes sense for him to have it locked away like this." 
 
    "Exactly," Chloe beamed. "I mean, how do you think this little slut would react normally if you were fondling his balls? He's probably cum right now if he could. None of them can keep their dicks in their pants. That's why us girls need to be in control. Boys can't be trusted with their little hard-ons." Both women laughed again while I cringed in shame. It wasn't like I could object to what they were saying. Not in the position I was in. If ever there was living proof of female sexual supremacy, I was it. 
 
    "So it locks around his balls at the back," Anna said thoughtfully. Her fingers strayed over the cage as he spoke, exploring the tight confines of my chastity. I tried not to groan in desire as she touched me, knowing it would only add to my embarrassment. If that were even possible. "And he can't take it off at all. Doesn't it hurt?" 
 
    "Answer her, Jamie," Chloe said. She was still smiling, but her eyes flashed dangerously as she spoke. "She's your mistress now too, remember," my girlfriend added to a bright burst of laughter from her older sister. 
 
    "Yes, it does," I admitted as Anna continued to run her fingers over the device. "Especially when I try to get an erection." 
 
    "Like now," Chloe added to another burst of laughter from her sister. "Look at it. When you see it start to push through the bars like that, you know he's really turned on. Being laughed at by us must really be pushing his buttons. Good. I have a feeling we'll be doing plenty of that." Even as she spoke, the sisters laughed again. They were giddy with the power they held, both savoring my sexual humiliation like it was a fine wine. Like it was intoxicating them. And in its way, it was having a similar effect on me. The unreality of the situation I was in made everything seem hazy and dreamlike. The longer Chloe kept me locked in chastity without release, the stranger and wilder my new constant sexual fantasies became. But they had never conjured anything quite like this. 
 
    "I can't believe he lets you treat him like this," Anna said, shaking her head. 
 
    "He loves it," Chloe said. "Besides, even if he did, that's just too bad. Guys need to realize they're lucky if we even give them the time of day. If this is the price he has to pay to be with me, then that's that. Being my boyfriend means having your cock locked away and available only for my use. And my sister's, now, I guess." More laughter. More humiliation. Standing in front of them as though on trial, I was cringing with shame and on fire with lust. But in the mood the sisters were in, I didn't like my chances of getting a release anytime soon. They were having far too much fun teasing me. 
 
    "So what else do you do with him?" Anna could try and act as indifferent as she liked. But I could see that her interest was piqued. Of course, so could Chloe. My girlfriend was always more observant to me, and she knew her sister far better than I did. She could tell that Anna was rapidly overcoming her initial shock. I had no idea whether dominance runs in the family, but if Anna was even half as open-minded as her younger sister, as Chloe had promised me she would be, I suspected Anna would soon warm to this new situation. "I mean, do you even have sex with him?" 
 
    "Of course," Chloe smiled."But it's when and how I want it. He knows that he's not getting any unless I decide he deserves it. And it's amazing what a difference that makes in a guy's attitude." 
 
    "I bet," Anna said. "When was the last time you let him out?" 
 
    "About a week ago," Chloe smiled. "I know he was hoping I would give him an orgasm for Christmas, but I haven't decided yet if I will or not. It depends how he behaves. Depends how he handles this new development." 
 
    "How bad do you want it?" Anna said, addressing me for the first time in what felt like a long time. Her green eyes shone as she grinned up at me, drunk with her newfound power. "How badly do you want to cum right now?" 
 
    "Really badly," I groaned. I was uncertain of what my new mistress wanted to hear, but there was no way she could miss the desire in my voice. 
 
    "I bet," Anna said again. "My little sister's so mean to you. But I'm sure you deserve it." 
 
    "Of course he deserves it," Chloe broke in. "After all, he is a man. They all deserve this." The sisters laughed together again. "Go get us more beers," Chloe suddenly ordered. 
 
    "Okay," I said. I turned, and felt both women watching me as I made my way across the living room back to the kitchen. If they were just going to treat me like a servant and have me at their beck and call, well, that was something I could handle. But it wasn't what I really wanted. Chloe, at least, knew that. My best hope was knowing how much these games always turned my girlfriend on. She liked to keep me denied and frustrated, liked to keep me horny. In her own way, she got off on it. But I hoped this would be one of those times. As I popped the tops off another couple of beers, I reflected that Anna was definitely excited, just as I knew Chloe was. If I played my cards right, things could still go very, very well for me. I just had to keep doing what I was told. 
 
    The girls were talking as I return to the living room. The conversation broke off as I approached, and they both turned their smiling faces to me. Again, I felt my cheeks burning with embarrassment to be standing naked in front of them and bringing them drinks. This time, I noticed, Anna didn't thank me. She was learning quickly. 
 
    "We haven't finished opening all the presents yet," Chloe said. "That was just the main one. There are a few others under the tree that we can open now. To be honest, I was kind of waiting for your reaction to the key first." 
 
    "Oh my God, what else do you have?" Anna said, laughing around the hand she raised to her open mouth. But Chloe shook her shining head. 
 
    "Nothing like that," she said. "Just a few little toys. Jamie, you can open them for us. Go ahead." 
 
    I sank down to the floor in front of them. Once again, I could feel them watching me as I reached for the wrapped presents under the tree. They both looked so beautiful, sitting above me like that. Like goddesses. They were just dressed casually, Anna in a T-shirt and jeans, Chloe still in her pajamas. But nevertheless, they both looked stunning. And their looks were only enhanced by the deep desire I was feeling as I crawled naked on the floor in front of them. I heard the couch creak as Chloe shifted her weight, trying to get a better view of me opening the presents that remained. Wrapping paper crinkled in my hand. I opened the box to find a strip of black leather inside, complete with a heavy buckle and several silver rings set along its length. As I looked up at Chloe, she smiled at me. 
 
    "It's a collar," she grinned at me. "I know I've never put a collar on you before. But I figured maybe it was time. After all, you're just like a little pet for me. A little puppy I keep around. This will help remind you of that. Give it to me." 
 
    I stared up at my girlfriend in disbelief. But I knew Chloe well enough to know that she wasn't joking. Beside her, her sister gasped in surprise and shock. 
 
    "Oh my God," she spluttered. "You two are crazy!" But Chloe just stared me down. I knew that look. It was almost as though she were daring me to defy her. Daring me to resist. But even though the thought of wearing a collar like a dog compounded the abject humiliation I was feeling, I already knew I wouldn't resist. After all, my girlfriend had just handed partial ownership of my cock to her sister. After that, wearing a collar seemed almost like a natural progression of the game we were playing. 
 
    I handed the collar to Chloe. She ordered me to sit up on my knees. I did as I was told, my hands on my thighs as Chloe leaned forward and wrapped the warm leather around my neck. As she buckled it in place, I felt another surge of shame, and cringed as I heard Anna laughing loudly at me. 
 
    "This is hilarious!" she shrieked. I wondered if the beer was already getting to her. Already, she seemed far less inhibited and reserved than she normally did. She was always the more conservative of the two sisters. But apparently, she was shedding that by the second. 
 
    "I think he looks cute," Chloe laughed. "Good little puppy." Much to her sister's delight, she patted me on the head while I cringed in embarrassment. 
 
    "We should call him Fido," Anna laughed, and the wildness in her laughter made my stomach convulse. 
 
    "If you like," Chloe grinned. "You want to be our little puppy, Fido?" 
 
    "Okay," I said carefully. Chloe leaned forward, hooking a finger through the steel ring that hung from the front of my collar. She pulled my face toward hers, and I felt a new rush of fear as she peered deep into my eyes and spoke. 
 
    "Puppies don't talk," she said, while his sister convulsed and laughed beside her. "Puppies bark. Bark for me, Fido."  
 
    I looked at Chloe. She looked at me. I looked at Anna. She couldn't contain her amusement. She was rocking back-and-forth on the couch, a beer bottle almost empty in her hands, her whole body responding to her amusement. I must look absolutely ridiculous, kneeling collared at her younger sister's feet. I was about to look a lot more ridiculous. But clearly, Chloe was in the mood to demonstrate the power she had over me. The power the key she had just given to her sister offered. She wanted Anna to know just how submissive my desire for orgasm made me.  
 
    I wasn't going to resist. I couldn't. I knew that even better than Chloe did. 
 
    I barked. I barked, and Anna howled with laughter. I barked, and Chloe dissolved in giggles of her own. Still holding my collar, she slumped forward,  spluttering with laughter while I kneeled at her feet. 
 
    "Here, Fido." Leaning forward, Anna scooped up the discarded wrapping paper and crumpled it into a ball. She tossed it across the living room, and it rolled over the floor, tumbling erratically toward the wall. "Fetch," she added. Laughing, Chloe released her grip on my collar. Turning, feeling a blush of shame that seemed to ripple over my entire naked body, I crawled across the floor to do as I was told. Behind me, the sisters couldn't stop laughing. 
 
    "With your mouth," Chloe called as I reached the wrapping paper ball. "Dogs don't have hands." Cringing, I leaned forward. To the undying amusement of the women, I picked up the wrapping paper ball in my mouth and turned. Feeling as though I was shrinking under the glowing eyes of the sisters, I crawled back across the living room to bring the ball of wrapping paper back to Anna. She held out her hand, and I dropped the ball into it. 
 
    "You have him well-trained," Anna smiled. 
 
    "There's always room for improvement," Chloe said. "Are you happy, Fido? You should be. You should be very happy to serve two beautiful mistresses like us. And you know what happy puppies do, don't you? They wag their tails. Go on, Fido. Wag that tail for us." 
 
    Once again, the sisters howled with laughter as I did what they wanted. I shook my ass, waving it from side to side in a humiliating imitation of a happy dog. 
 
    "He looks so cute!" Anna said. "Just think. All those times we wanted a puppy for Christmas, and we never got one. I never thought we'd get one like this." 
 
    "He's being a very good boy today," Chloe said. "I've never humiliated him this much before. Sometimes, he tries to cop an attitude, and I have to straighten him out. But he's being extra submissive today. Maybe because you're here. Maybe because he just really wants to cum that badly." 
 
    "Fetch, Fido!" Anna's voice was louder than it needed to be as she tossed the ball across the room again. Turning, I crawled after it. Once again, I picked it up in my mouth and returned to the couch. While I had my back turned, Chloe had been busy. She had reached under the tree and lifted more presents onto the sofa between her and her sister. As I dropped the ball back into Anna's hand, Chloe started to unwrap another gift. The long thin parcel revealed a long, thin, flexible shaft. Fear bloomed in my stomach as I saw my girlfriend produce a black riding crop from the wrapping paper that she let fall on the floor. She stood, and the crops slashed menacingly through the air as she tested it. I almost jumped at the sound. 
 
    "Oh my God," Anna gasped. "Do you beat his ass?" 
 
    "Not often," Chloe said with a smile. "Every now and then, he needs an attitude adjustment. Or sometimes, I just feel like it. Hold still, Fido. Let's see how this feels." Kneeling at Anna's feet, I braced myself fearfully. Chloe stepped forward, positioning herself behind me. I know some people really get off on pain, but I wasn't one of them. Chloe was right that she hadn't seen much need to punish me physically in the past. Ordinarily, her word was enough. Especially since she had locked my cock away. The greatest punishment she could give me was more time in the cage without release, and Chloe had learned that quickly. As a result, she hadn't punished me physically for a long time. 
 
    The riding crop whistled through the air again. I heard a crack against my ass, a loud sound that echoed through the living room and made the women shriek with delight. A burning pain swelled across my skin a moment later, a stinging echo of the blow my girlfriend had given me. 
 
    "This is amazing," Anna said, shaking her head in disbelief. Already, her fingers were picking at another package. Eager to see what else her kinky sister had bought, she tore it open, abandoning her earlier care. A long strip of leather fell out. "Is this - ?" 
 
    "Of course," Chloe said behind me. I could hear the grin in her voice as she spoke. "Our puppy needs to be leash trained, after all. Put it on him." 
 
    "Okay," Anna giggled. Finding the end of the leather leash, she picked up the shining clip attached to it. I looked up at her from my position on the floor as she leaned forward and hooked the clip onto the ring of my collar. Then she sat back again, still holding the leash in her hands. My cock throbbed as I gazed up her, pressing itself painfully against the bars of the chastity device. Even in her casual clothes, she looked unbelievably sexy sitting there holding my leash and smiling down at me, enjoying my humiliation at the hands of her younger sister. 
 
    I was jolted out of my contemplation by another blow from the riding crop. It was quickly followed by another. Standing behind me, Chloe whipped my ass again and again while her sister laughed.  
 
    "That's what bad dogs get," Chloe said as she finally stepped out from behind me and sat down beside her sister again. Her cheeks were flushed, and her pretty green eyes were shining. There was no doubt in my mind that my dominant girlfriend was getting turned on. And that only fueled my own desire, both for her and for Anna. Collared, leashed, and humiliated in front of them both, I was burning up with a lust for these kinky sisters. "Now you know not to be a bad dog, right, Fido?" 
 
    I almost slipped up. I open my mouth to speak, and only remembered what Chloe wanted as my tongue began to form the words. So I stopped. Instead, cringing with shame, I barked. Once again, the women howled with laughter at their total control of me. 
 
    "This is amazing," Anna said. "He'll do anything you say!" 
 
    "Exactly," Chloe grinned. "And now you have a key, he'll do anything you say." She paused. Chloe's eyes dropped to the floor for a moment as a new thought occurred to her. I knew that look. I knew what it meant. I knew that things really went well for me once Chloe started coming up with new ideas. But I also knew that they were always exciting. And this was no exception. 
 
    "If you want to use him for anything, go ahead," Chloe said at last as she turned to her sister. "I mean anything. For instance, I trained him to develop some pretty impressive oral skills. He'd be only too happy to go down on you. Wouldn't you, Jamie?" Chloe pointed the riding crop at me as she spoke. I barked in response, and my girlfriend smiled as she shook her head. 
 
    "You don't need to bark anymore," she said. "You can talk, for now. If I decide that you're Fido again, you can start barking then." 
 
    "Yes," I said. "I'd - I'd be happy to go down on you, Anna." 
 
    "Beg," Chloe snapped. The riding crop whistled through the air again, and she used it to point at her sister's feet. "Kiss her feet and beg to be allowed to lick her to orgasm." Anna gasped again. The leather of the leash creaked as she gripped it tighter in her hands. I looked up at them both, Anna and Chloe, and felt again a desperate lust raging inside me that made my cock press painfully against the bars of the cage. 
 
    I had no choice. Chloe had tapped into my desire as she knew so well to do. As I crawled toward her sister's feet, I lowered my face to the floor. Anna shrieked with laughter as I kissed both of her feet. 
 
    "Please, Anna," I begged, putting all the humility I could muster into my voice. "Please let me lick you." 
 
    "This is unreal," Anna said. 
 
    "You never had a man kiss your feet before?"  
 
    "Uh, no?" 
 
    "Well, get used to it, Chloe smirked. "I make him kiss my feet all the time. It's the respect a man should show to a woman. And from now on, he's going to kiss your feet whenever he sees you as a recognition of your superiority over him. Right, Jamie?" 
 
    "Yes," I groaned through gritted teeth as I kissed Anna's feet again. My cock felt as though it might burst through the steel cage that contained it, but I knew from bitter experience that wouldn't happen. I was trapped until one or both of these women decided otherwise. If they wanted a slave, I was their slave. If they wanted a dog, I was that dog. Somehow, Christmas day had turned into one of the darkest and most outrageously thrilling sexual experiences of my life. Groveling there on the floor in front of my girlfriend and her sister, I had never felt so pathetic or so aroused. 
 
    "You have him beg to eat your pussy?" Anna asked. 
 
    "Of course," Chloe grinned. "It's his favorite thing to do. And just because he can't cum doesn't mean we can't. I often get excited playing with him like this. So I'll have him go down on me whenever I feel like it and thank me for the privilege." 
 
    "This is insane," Anna said. "You know how many guys you practically have to beg them to do that for you?" 
 
    "Yeah, I've met those guys," Chloe said. "I don't date guys like that. If a guy isn't willing to go down on a woman without reciprocation, he's not the guy for me. Or, I just lock up his cock and turn him into that kind of guy." Both women howled with laughter again as I cringed at their feet. The air in the living room crackled with sexual energy, and all kinds of wild ideas assailed me as I tried to control myself. I had to give these women what they wanted. And maybe, just maybe, if I did, they would give me what I so desperately needed in return. 
 
    On the sofa above me, Chloe reached toward her sister. I saw her take the leash from Anna's hand and twist it around her own. Still holding the riding crop in her other hand, Chloe stood. I felt her tug on the leash as she stepped past me. 
 
    "Come on, slut," she said with a sneer. "Let's take this to the bedroom. I want my sister to see what a good boy you can be. Heel." While Anna laughed, Chloe started forward, and I hurried along after her. I understood what she wanted. I crawled on all fours, scampering along at her heels as she dragged me on a leash toward her bedroom. Behind me, I heard the sofa creak as Anna rose to her feet. My heart raced inside my chest with the possibilities of what might be about to happen. This crazy Christmas Day was only getting crazier. 
 
    

  

 
  
       
        
    3. Christmas With Chloe 
 
      
 
    Chloe led me to the bedroom. The way she looked only added to the weird unreality of the scene I was in. Normally, when my girlfriend dominated me, she would dress for the occasion. She had all kinds of unbelievably sexy outfits hiding in her closet for these occasions. But this was Christmas Day, and my dominant girlfriend wasn't dressed to impress. She was dressed for comfort, still in her pajama bottoms and a comfortable T shirt. Still, that didn't make her any less powerful as she dragged me toward the bed by the leash I was wearing and tapped her riding crop on the mattress. I climbed up onto the bed, and Chloe's riding crop stung my body again. Not as hard as it had outside, at least. These were more like warning taps, little directional orders that she could issue without words. I lay down on the bed, rolling over onto my back. Chloe stood above me, smiling. Laying down the leash on the mattress beside me for a moment, she hurried across the room to the closet where she kept her toys.  
 
    Soon, she returned with a pair of handcuffs. My heart raced in my chest as she walked toward me, knowing what was coming. It wasn't like I had any power in the situation anyway. But the thought that my girlfriend was going to take away a little more of the freedom I had thrilled me. Inside the tight confines of the chastity device, my cock ached, pressing relentlessly against the unyielding steel bars. But the only way I could even hope for release of that kind was by doing exactly what I was told. 
 
    So as Chloe laid her hands on my body, I rolled over onto my side and put my hands behind my back. I felt her lock the cuffs together as she had done so many times before. But it never failed to excite me anyway. Every time was like the first time.  
 
    I rolled onto my back again, my cuffed hands trapped behind me this time. Chloe smiled down at me as I shifted on the bed to make myself more comfortable. She picked up the end of the leash and the riding crop again, and while I looked up at her expectantly, she lashed out. The riding crop slapped loudly against my stomach, and I winced in pain as my cruel girlfriend laughed. 
 
    "I want you to be a very good boy for me now," Chloe said. "Don't embarrass me in front of my sister." As she spoke, I looked over toward the door of the bedroom. Anna stood there, watching. Her large round eyes, a paler version of Chloe's bright green stare, were fixed on me. Just looking at her, just knowing she was there, was enough to make my cock ache even more inside the chastity I wore. There was that dreamlike unreality again. I could barely believe what was happening. My girlfriend was kinky and uninhibited, but I had never imagined she would go this far. And yet, as always, Chloe seemed to have no doubts about what she was doing. She seemed to know exactly what she wanted. Setting aside the riding crop again, she reached for the waistband of her pajama pants. Still smiling, she dropped them to the floor. If she had any shame about revealing her body in front of her sister, there was no sign of it. She lifted her T-shirt over her head and cast that aside too. Then she peeled off her panties. She climbed onto the bed beside me in nothing but her bra, and I couldn't fail to notice the key to my chastity hanging from around her neck. It swung tantalizingly just above her breasts, shining in the bedroom light as a reminder of the outrageous power she held over me. 
 
    But Chloe wasn't interested in using the key. Not yet, anyway. The leather of the new leash creaked in her hand as she twisted it around her fist, making it shorter. At the same time, she climbed on top of me, her knee pressing down on my chest before she straddled my head. Her pussy hovered above me as she positioned herself over me. Seeing her wetness, smelling the intoxicating scent of her arousal, only made my captivity all the more painful. I wanted her in any way I could get, and having her pussy in my face like this was a turn on like no other. But my duty was clear. I was there to please my mistress, and any thoughts of my own pleasure were secondary at best. 
 
    "Lick me," Chloe said simply. And before I could give any answer, she spread her knees further apart and lowered her pussy down onto my face. Darkness overtook me, and I extended my tongue to run it over her dripping lips. The softness of her sex was incredible against my tongue, and I licked and kissed it while her juices began to flow like some ripe fruit. Above me, I heard my girlfriend give a soft moan of pleasure, and my trapped cock pulsed yet again. Reduced to a sex object, all I could do was pleasure her. And that was all I wanted. Knowing that her sister was watching added an extra little thrill of deviant desire, the shared naughtiness of the situation pulling at every nerve I possessed. 
 
    Chloe moaned. I had had plenty of practice in serving her this way. It was more or less an essential part of every session we had when she dominated me. The ideal way for her to demand selfish pleasure, to make sure she had an orgasm while keeping me waiting for my own. Not that I was complaining. Buried between her legs, I was right where I wanted to be. And the pain of my locked cock merged with the pleasure I was feeling,  creating an intoxicating but still familiar cocktail of discomfort and desire that was purer and brighter than anything else in my life. 
 
    It was working. Up above me, Chloe was dissolving into a series of ever louder and more frequent shouts and shrieks of pleasure. She held nothing back. I hadn't forgotten for a minute that Anna was watching us, but Chloe seemed to have. Or she simply didn't care. The bliss swelling through her body seemed to override everything else, becoming all that mattered. And as I felt her pussy throb against my tongue, engulfing my mouth in its delicate folds, I kept on licking in a steady rhythm that I knew was bringing her to an eruption of pleasure. Chloe howled, pulling on the leash attached to my collar while I lay below her. Her orgasm washed over me in a hot flood of juices, pouring all over my face in the most welcome explosion possible. As her climax peaked and began to subside, Chloe sighed. Lifting her leg, she climbed off my face and flopped down on the mattress beside me. Her heavy breathing seemed to echo in the bedroom as she slowly relaxed. Meanwhile, I was simply lying there, used and discarded. On fire with lust for my wicked girlfriend, and unable to do a thing about it until she decided to let me. 
 
    "Fuck, that was good," Chloe said at last. The rich timbre of her voice seemed to drp with the afterglow of her pleasure, in case there had been any doubt about what she had felt. "You want to try?" 
 
    That question was addressed to Anna, of course. I raised my head from the pillow, trying to see over my girlfriend's legs to where her sister stood. Chloe spoke as though there were nothing more natural than what she was proposing, as though I were a pair of shoes or a restaurant meal that the two of them could share. At least for her part, Anna looked shocked. But she didn't say no. Her eyes strayed from Chloe to me and back again to Chloe, and she seemed uncertain of what to say. But slowly, steadily, a smile crept across her pretty face. This situation might be completely out of Anna's ordinary experience. But after all, she was Chloe's sister. And my girlfriend had assured me that Anna, though perhaps not as wild as her younger sister, was just as open-minded. 
 
    "Come on," Chloe said, and the mattress bounced beneath her as she moved. "He won't bite." Ever the instigator. Chloe crawled over me, and I tried not to groan at the feeling of her soft skin momentarily sliding over mine as she climbed over me. Getting off the bed, she took up the leash and her riding crop again and tugged. I sat up. With the leash in her hand, Chloe pulled me off the bed. I moved awkwardly with my hands cuffed behind me, but I was eager to do what she said. As though the key around her neck didn't give my girlfriend all the leverage she would ever need, the riding crop in her hand added an extra unspoken threat. I knew what disobedience would cost me. 
 
    So I stood on the bedroom floor beside her and followed her as she led me around to the foot of the bed. Anna laughed as Chloe unexpectedly swung the crop again, slapping me on the stomach close to where she had hit me earlier and making me wince in pain. 
 
    "Get on your knees," she ordered. I did as I was told. I sank to the floor at the foot of the bed, and Chloe and Anna both seem to tower over me now, their pretty eyes shining in a kind of shared delight at the shape the day was taking. Smiling, Chloe turned toward her sister again. 
 
    "There. He's ready for you," she said. My heart seemed to rise in my chest as Anna walked slowly forward. Her pretty eyes darted up and down my body, taking in every detail of what was happening. As though she wanted to savor the moment. As though she never wanted to forget the site in front of her. And why would she? I knew I was never going to forget it. The intensity of the wildest Christmas Day of my life was burning itself into my brain second by second. Even watching Anna walk slowly toward me, slowly unfastening the front of her jeans, was a sight I knew I was never going to forget. Let alone everything else that went on that day. 
 
    Slowly, Anna drew down her pants. Close to me and Chloe now, she stepped out of them. The faint pink blush on her cheeks was adorable as she undressed in front of us. She wasn't a woman who lacked confidence, but she didn't have Chloe's seeming total lack of inhibitions. She felt self-conscious; that much was obvious. But the appeal of what her sister was encouraging seemed too strong to resist. Slowly, she pulled down her panties too. Her pussy shone in front of me, her pubic hair the same color as my girlfriend's, though not quite as neatly trimmed as Chloe's. She sat down on the foot of the bed facing me, her legs parted, and I felt my cock surging painfully against the bars that contained it. The sharp pain of Chloe's riding crop striking my ass again brought me back to reality. 
 
    "Beg for it," Chloe sneered above me. "Beg to kiss my sister's pussy." 
 
    "Please, Anna," I said at once to a gale of female laughter. "Please let me kiss your beautiful pussy. Please let me give you an orgasm, please!" The women laughed again. But I noticed a growing wildness in Anna's laughter. When it came to these kinds of games, Chloe was a genius. She knew her older sister was feeling awkward and self-conscious. And she knew just how to mitigate those feelings. To make me debase myself further, to make her feel even more of a goddess than she was. It was working. I could almost see Anna's confidence growing by the second as she sat on the bed above me. I felt Chloe tug on the leash again, and I inched forward on my knees. Anna spread her legs further, allowing me inside. For the first time since I had begun seeing Chloe, I ran my tongue over another woman's sex. My cock raged inside the steel chastity as I went down on my girlfriend's sister. 
 
    Anna's moans were like a harmonizing echo of Chloe's. The two women sounded alike in the throes of pleasure. Though not exactly the same. Just different enough to remind me that this wasn't normal. Just different enough to remind me that this wasn't my girlfriend I was pleasuring, but her beautiful older sister. I put everything I had learned in Chloe's service into pleasing Anna, and it seemed to work. Soon, she was moaning steadily in pleasure, one hand on the back of my head pulling my face against her in a sure sign that I was doing something right. As her juices flowed steadily out from between her screaming lips, I compared her taste with that of her sister. Similar, but not quite the same. Just as delicious, just as fragrant, and just different enough to excite me even more than I already would have been.  
 
    Between Anna's thighs, I was shivering with lust, practically panting with desire. But I knew it didn't matter how much I wanted them. What really mattered was what they wanted. 
 
    And so I devoted myself to my task, licking and lapping at Anna's streaming pussy while she moaned and howled in pleasure. Not willing to let me forget about her for a moment, Chloe struck me with the riding crop again, making a sharp sound echoed in the bedroom area. I jumped, and Anna shrieked at my sudden movement. 
 
    "Hurry up," Chloe snapped behind me. "Make her cum and prove you're worthy to serve both of us." No response was necessary. I increased my efforts, and soon Anna was howling in ecstasy, her legs trembling on either side of my head. I felt the gush of her juices, and I licked them up as quickly as I could, drinking them down just as I had with Chloe. Anna released her grip on the back of my head and flopped back onto the mattress, temporarily exhausted with pleasure. As I licked the warm dew off her thighs, Anna groaned softly, and Chloe used the leash to pull me back. 
 
    "I told you. He's good, right?" 
 
    "Yeah," Anna sighed, her voice soft and dreamy now as she luxuriated in the afterglow of orgasm. "He's good." 
 
    "He better be," Chloe said, and I could hear the smirk in her voice. "If he wants to serve two beautiful mistresses like us, he needs to prove he can make us happy." 
 
    On the bed, Anna chuckled. Chloe took a step in front of me. I raised my head to look at her. She looked so beautiful with her wet pussy exposed close to my face, the key to my release dangling above her mouthwatering breasts. The riding crop in one hand and the end of the leash in the other. She had never looked more in control, and I loved her for it. 
 
    "I suppose you want to cum now, don't you, chastity boy?" she said mockingly. 
 
    "Yes! Please, Chloe! Please let me cum!" it was no time to cling on to some false sense of pride. That ship sailed long ago. Chloe laughed at my pathetic begging, and her sister echoed her on the bed. Anna raised her head as Chloe lifted one foot and placed it on her sister's thigh. 
 
    "Kiss my foot while you beg me to release your pathetic cock," Chloe sneered. 
 
    "Yes, Chloe," I said. Both women watched me as I tenderly kissed Chloe's foot, showering her toes with tender adoration from my wet lips. For a while, Chloe just stood there like that, basking in her own power. And Anna watched too, marveling at the level of control her younger sister had. I could feel the shame burning inside me, but I pushed it away. Nothing mattered except orgasm. I felt as though I had never needed anything more in my life, and whatever degrading spectacle my girlfriend demanded I perform for that bright reward, I was willing to do it. 
 
    "Enough," Chloe said at last. Lifting her foot off her sister's leg, she placed it back on the floor. Anna sat up, seeming to recover herself at last from the bliss she had been basking in. Still holding the leash, Chloe set aside the riding crop and crouched down. She slid the key that hung around her neck into the lock of the device. My heart thumped against the inside of my ribs as she twisted it and unlocked the cage. Deftly dismantling it, she took off. Rising to her feet again, she set the cage down on the dresser close to her. Meanwhile, my cock was swelling so fast it seemed ready to explode. As my erection bloomed, it was almost painfully hard, rising and throbbing in the empty air while both women smiled down at me. 
 
    "Look at that," Chloe grinned. Taking up the riding crop again, she tapped it gently against the head of my cock, and I groaned as my organ bounced to the light blow. "Look how turned on he is. He loves being treated like this by me. Don't you, slave boy?" 
 
    "Yes, Chloe," I said, breathless with desire as I looked up at her. 
 
    "You can see the marks from the bars," Anna giggled, and I blushed as my girlfriend's sister stared at my erection. "It must hurt really bad." 
 
    "Good," Chloe said. "It's what he deserves for being such a horny slut all the time. Now, you know what to do. You know I love to hear you beg." 
 
    "Please, Chloe," I groaned, speaking into the laughter of the watching women. "Please let me cum, please! I'm begging you, Chloe, please!" 
 
    "Well, I guess," Chloe said with a smile. "Since it is Christmas and everything. Don't say I never give you anything." 
 
    "Thank you, Chloe," I gasped, drawing another laugh from the women. Chloe shifted her weight, placing one hand on my shoulder to balance herself as she lifted her foot again. I groaned as she ran it along the underside of my shaft, making my cock bob desperately at even the faintest touch. 
 
    "He doesn't deserve real sex," Chloe said to her sister by way of explanation. "Not with us. Not yet. Besides, when he's this turned on, he doesn't last long enough to have any real fun with. So the key is to get that first orgasm out of the way. Then we'll see what else we want to do with him. Sounds good, slave?" 
 
    "Yes, Chloe," I grunted. It took a real effort even to speak those simple words. As her foot continued rubbing up and down my cock, I felt as though I was losing touch with reality. Pleasure was crowding out everything else in my mind. Even the shame and humiliation of what was going on. Chloe was toying with my manhood idly, almost distractedly, reinforcing just how easily she could give or withhold the pleasure I sadistically wanted. But it didn't matter. Lost in lust, I moaned and groaned at her feet while my cock throbbed against her toes. Finally, I felt my stomach tighten. I reached the point of no return. Chloe giggled girlishly she felt my manhood throb against her foot, and I let out a yell of pleasure and relief as I spurted my orgasm into the air. Hot rivers of my ejaculate poured over my girlfriend's foot, and she kept on stroking while I puffed and panted, squeezing my eyes tightly shut as an almost unendurable feeling of release took over my body. 
 
    As the peak of pleasure subsided, I opened my eyes. Once again, the women were laughing. Lying on the bed, Anna was looking down at me, her eyes shining brightly. And Chloe was grinning triumphantly as she stood above me, still holding the leash and the crop. All the shame that I had been able to push away for the sake of the pleasure I was feeling returned with a vengeance. Kneeling beneath the women, the residue of my orgasm shining on Chloe's foot, I wanted to disappear. I wanted to shrink away to nothing and vanish to a place where their laughter couldn't find me, where those beautiful unlocking eyes couldn't reach me. That wasn't an option. 
 
    "That's better," Chloe said as she lowered her cum-streaked foot to the floor. "But I don't want you getting complacent just because you got what you wanted. You need to keep serving us the way we want, slave." Once again, the riding crop cracked against my ass, and I jumped at the sudden pain. 
 
    "Yes, Chloe," I said at once. 
 
    "Come on," Chloe said, tugging on the leash again. "Get up." Slowly, I rose to my feet. My legs felt shaky from orgasm, but I knew it was foolish to disobey her. Once again, Chloe led me around the bed. Once again, she directed me to climb onto the mattress. Anna turned to watch me as I shuffled onto my knees, my limp cock swinging with every movement as I did my girlfriend's bidding. I lay down on my back, and Chloe reached over me, tying my leash to the headboard to further immobilize me. The tip of her riding crop slid over my body, over my chest, over my stomach down toward my cock. Chloe smiled to herself as she ran the leather flap over my manhood. And already, I could feel desire stirring again. Already, my cock was trying to swell again. The situation I found myself in was one of the sexiest of my life, and my body couldn't help responding. Chloe noticed. She chuckled to herself as she tapped the riding crop lightly against my swelling manhood. 
 
    "He's already getting hard again," Chloe laughed. "This must really be turning him on. You love it, don't you, you little slut? Serving both me and my sister?" 
 
    "Yes, Chloe," I sighed. "I love it. This is so fucking hot." 
 
    "Glad you're enjoying yourself," Chloe said. "But we don't want you enjoying yourself too much." The riding crop slapped loudly against my stomach again, and Anna laughed as she watched me squirm in pain. For a woman who had never indulged in these kinds of games before, she certainly seemed to be taking to them. There had been no hiding her excitement when she had treated me like a dog in the living room. And now, I couldn't miss the excitement in her pretty eyes, either. Plus, I could still taste Anna's orgasm hovering on my tongue. There were times, tied up and abused like this, that I felt like Chloe was too much for me. Now that her sister was involved too, I had no idea how I would endure the onslaught of humiliation and torture that was coming my way. All I knew was that it excited me like nothing else. And steadily, my cock swelled and grew back to full hardness until it rose above my body, rigid and hungry and unmissable. Again I squirmed uselessly in my bondage as Chloe used the tip of the riding crop to tickle my balls and the underside of my shaft. 
 
    "What should we do with him next?" Anna said. Of course, she asked her sister, not me. My input was irrelevant. Anna was learning fast. 
 
    "I think we should change," Chloe replied to her sister. "I mean, you can dominate a man wearing anything you want, or nothing. But you'd be amazed what putting on something sexy does for your confidence. Besides, he loves my outfits. And the more badly he wants us, the more fun this will be. Come on. Let's pick out something." Turning away from the bed, Chloe walked around it to where Anna was lying. She helped her sister to her feet. Casting a quick but calculating look at me, Anna shed her own T-shirt. From where I lay on the bed, I watched the women poring through Chloe's closet. Both of them naked, or practically so. Both of them blessed with amazing bodies. I watch their naked asses, and my cock throbbed stubbornly. Looking at them was doing me no favors, but I couldn't bring myself to look away. They were a vision of feminine beauty standing in front of me, just out of reach. 
 
    "What is this?" Anna said as Chloe giggled. 
 
    "Pretty hot, huh?" the younger sister said. "I mean, I wouldn't wear it to a job interview or anything." 
 
    "Not unless you really wanted the job," Anna said, and the women laughed together. 
 
    "I think that would look so great on you. Why don't you try it?" 
 
    "I don't know," Anna said. "It doesn't look very comfortable." But even I could tell that she wasn't serious in her objections. I might not know Anna as well as her sister did, but I could tell the voice of someone who wants to be convinced. 
 
    "It's not about being comfortable," Chloe said. "It's about being a fucking goddess. Go on, just try it on. If you don't like it, you don't have to wear it. You know you'll look amazing in it. Come on. I'll help you." 
 
    Lifting the item they were talking about out of the closet, Chloe turned and laid on the bed. I caught only the briefest glimpse of the garment in question, something black and shiny. Smiling, the women fussed over it, their faces shining with mischievous delight. Whatever these two had in mind, I couldn't wait to find out what came next. 
 
    

  

 
   
         
        
    4. Anna Learns To Dominate 
 
      
 
    As a red-blooded male, I don't need any convincing of the inherent sexiness of watching beautiful young women undress. What I was unaware of, up until that fateful Christmas Day, was how hard it could be watching them get dressed too. Chloe and Anna stood at the side of the bed, their obvious excitement showing in their smiles and the deep green glow of their pretty eyes. And when Anna picked up the outfit her sister had suggested, I recognize it at once. A black leather minidress that I had seen Chloe wear before, the material seemingly held together precariously by a network of laces. The dress revealed more than it concealed, and what it hid was just enough to hint at some deep mystery designed to drive men wild. When Chloe wore the dress, I knew, she was practically spilling out of it. I had no doubt that her older sister would look just as sexy in the provocative garment. 
 
    "It's going to look so hot," Chloe breathed as Anna looked doubtfully at the dress. And that seemed to be all the encouragement her sister needed. Anna looked slightly skeptical as she held the dress against herself, but her curiosity seemed to get the better of her. With Chloe's help, she unfastened the dress and wrapped it around her body. Chloe stood behind her, helping her take her bra off before putting the dress on. I watched breathless as Anna's round breasts were revealed, though only for a moment. Soon, the shiny black leather of the dress covered them again. Just barely. The dress was cut so low that it exposed what seemed like acres of her cleavage, only just hiding her nipples. And as Chloe tightened the dress around her sister's body, the leather seemed to support her boobs. Chloe tightened the laces at the front of the dress, and Anna smiled at her cleavage deepened. Her skin showed in a long curve down one side of the dress where zigzag laces exposed bare flesh all the way from shoulder to thigh. The hem of the dress barely covered her pussy. Chloe was right. It wasn't exactly a dress for every occasion. But it was definitely sexy. And seeing Anna wear it instead of Chloe provided a jarring bolt of pleasant for me, my brain racing to compare my memory of Chloe and the vision of Anna right in front of me. Pointlessly. They were both beautiful. They were both sexy. And if Anna's growing confidence was anything to go by, they were both more than capable of dominating me. It was pointless to try and choose between them. I didn't have to. 
 
    "See? You look super hot," Chloe said approvingly once the dress was on. Anna turns to look at herself in Chloe's full-length mirror, turning this way and that as she tugged at the dress, making a series of minute adjustments. It didn't matter what she did. She looked like sex on 2 legs either way. And as I lay helplessly on the bed watching them, my cock throbbed in recognition of this wild beauty that remained for the moment inaccessible to me. In some strange way, the dress made Anna look even sexier than she did without any clothes on. I had never wanted her more badly in my life. 
 
    "You need shoes, too," Chloe said thoughtfully. 
 
    "Why? Where are we going?" 
 
    "Nowhere," Chloe grinned. "But you may as well complete the outfit. Here, I have just the thing. Put these on." As she spoke, Chloe turned to her closet again. I listened to her rummaging around among the endless pairs of shoes and boots she owned. Anna stood with her back to me, watching her sister. From the bottom of the provocative dress, I can see her buttocks just peeking out, teasing me. It was going to be a long day. 
 
    "Sit down," Chloe said. The leather of Anna's dress creaked as she sat. The already tiny dress rode even higher on her thighs, all but exposing her. Meanwhile, Chloe turned away from the closet. From where I lay on the bed, I couldn't see what she was putting on Anna's feet. All I could do was wait until the procedure was complete. Once she was finished dressing up her sister like a doll, Chloe stirred. 
 
    "There," she said. "That's better." 
 
    "I don't know if I can walk in these things," Anna said. 
 
    "Of course you can. I've seen you wear heels that high, or nearly that high. Besides, we're not planning any long hikes. Stand up and give it a try." Anna held out her hands, and Chloe took them, helping her sister to her feet. I watched as she walked over to the mirror once again. Already, I could see the difference the shoes made in Anna's stride. She was taller now, and walking with a sexy strut that made her hips sway with every step. As she stood in front of the mirror, I raised my head to see what shoes she was wearing. I recognized them, too. Strappy black ankle boots that rose to midcalf, with black laces running all the way down the front of them, exposing Anna's toes. The shoes were a perfect match for the dress. Anna looked every bit as sexy in the outfit as Chloe had last time she wore it. The memories of that session added a delicious background thrill to the present moment as I lay there waiting. I knew Chloe wasn't finished yet. 
 
    Now that her sister was dressed, Chloe turned her attention to herself. Returning to the closet, she retrieved some items and lay them on the bed. Anna turned to watch, her eyes dancing over the series of items that her sister laid out. 
 
    "There, you can help me put this on," Chloe said to Anna. "I can do it by myself. But it will be easier with you here." As she spoke, she picked up a black satin corset and handed it to her sister. I gulped. It was one of my favorite things for Chloe to wear. Any time I saw her, I couldn't help but be struck by her outrageous beauty and sex appeal. And watching Anna stand behind her sister and wrap the garment around Chloe's curvaceous body, slowly tightening it to emphasize her younger sister's perfect hourglass figure, was powerfully erotic. I was trembling with lust as I lay on the bed, watching them get ready. Chloe completed her outfit with a pair of black stockings and her favorite high-heeled boots. She didn't bother with panties, and the wild all-black outfit seemed to put her pussy flagrantly on display. Her large breasts hung above the top of the corset, her nipples swollen with excitement. Right in front of my eyes, Chloe had become the dominant sex goddess I knew and loved from our kinky games. My heart was hammering with a song of frustration and desire as I stared at the two sisters. 
 
    "You look amazing," Anna said, looking her sister up and down. Chloe smiled. 
 
    "Thank you," she said. "It's amazing what the right outfit will do for your confidence. Don't you feel like an absolute goddess right now? Don't you feel like men should be falling at our feet, worshiping the ground we walk on?" 
 
    "Kind of," Anna giggled. Turning, she took another look at herself in the mirror, posing and preening with her legs crossed at the ankle. Once again, I felt as though I could see her confidence growing by the second as she more fully inhabited her body and her new role as a mistress. It only made her more attractive to me. 
 
    "Where's your key?" Chloe asked. 
 
    "Oh, I left it in the living room," Anna replied. 
 
    "I'm gonna go get it." Chloe stepped through the bedroom door and vanished deep into the house. I listened to the sound of her high-heeled footsteps receding as she walked away, echoing the steady throbbing of my heart. For the first time since this game had begun, I was alone in a room with Anna. My girlfriend's sister had never looked sexier. Anna turned her head and glanced at me over her shoulder. I noticed her smile slowly growing as she let her gaze linger. As she looked at my cock, I felt it throbbing, swollen with desperate desire for this woman who now had such incredible power over me. And in some dark corner of my heart, I longed for Anna to cross the room a few steps and climb on top of me. To touch me in some way, any way. Despite the recent orgasm I had had, I felt as though I hadn't received pleasure in months or years. My desire was burning away inside me, just like these wicked women wanted it to. 
 
    But Anna didn't touch me. She didn't walk toward me. She didn't even say anything. She just smiled at me from across the room, looking incredibly sexy in her sister's dress and letting me look at her body just as she looked at mine. Soon, Chloe's footsteps came back down the hallway toward us. 
 
    "Here we are," Chloe smiled as she held up the key she had given her sister. "This will really make you feel in charge." Again, she sank to the floor at Anna's feet, her movements made more awkward by the tight corset this time. As I craned my neck to see what she was doing, it looked like my girlfriend was tying the small key to one of the laces of her sister's shoe. Once the key was secured on Anna's ankle, Chloe stood up again. 
 
    "As you can see, I like to wear the key all the time," Chloe said, toying once again with the chain that hung around her neck. "It really helps to remind me that his manhood belongs to me. It helps remind him, too." 
 
    "Good," Anna said, casting another sly smile in my direction. "We wouldn't want him forgetting that." And now, finally, bolstered by the younger sister's presence, Anna walked toward me. I watched her come, circling around the bed, her movements slow and teasing. Her breasts jiggled and swelled in the top of the dress with every step she took. She came around to my side of the bed, and I gazed up at her with a look of wordless longing, the blood roaring in my ears as she bent over me. Across the room, I heard Chloe cackling in delight. Anna placed one hand on my chest, rising and falling with my rapid breathing. Slowly, looking deep into my eyes the whole time, she wrapped the other one around my cock. 
 
    "I can't believe my little sister has a slave," she said, her hair hanging down around her face as she smiled at me. "But I think it's pretty hot. I know it's weird, but I kind of like the idea of her keeping your cock all locked away until she wants to use it. I kind of like that I have a key now, too. 
 
    " 
 
    "Oh my God,' I mumbled, and Anna laughed as she lightly squeezed my shaft in her hand. 
 
    "Goddess, more like," she said, still smiling down at me like some dark and dangerous sun. "I'm a goddess to you, aren't I?" 
 
    "Yes," I breathed. With her hand wrapped around my cock, Chloe's older sister could get me to say anything. And she knew it. Over on the other side of the bed, my girlfriend was watching. She folded her arms, and her breasts rose on her chest. Up to that point, Chloe had been the director of everything that happened between us. Clearly, she was more than willing to sit back and see what her sister had in mind. 
 
    "Say it, then," Anna smirked down at me. I winced as she dug her fingernails into my shaft. "From now on, you call me Goddess Anna." My cock surged in her hand as I whimpered. Nothing turns me on more than a dominant woman taking charge of me. I was putty in her hands. 
 
    "Yes, Goddess," I moaned. Across the room, Chloe exploded in delighted laughter. 
 
    "This is awesome," she crowed. "I knew you'd take to this like a natural. It's too easy not to. We can make him do just about anything." 
 
    "Is that right?" Anna said, still smiling as she spoke. Their eyes flickered in Chloe's direction for only a moment before returning to me. "Are you going to be an obedient little slave boy for us? Are you going to spend the holidays worshiping us like the goddesses we are?" 
 
    "Yes," I groaned, and cried out as Anna dug her fingernails into my shaft again. "Yes, Goddess Anna," I yelled as she laughed at me. 
 
    "That's better," she smiled. "Don't forget your place. Now, I think I want to use that mouth of yours again." Across the room, Chloe gasped. Perhaps she shouldn't have been so surprised. But it seemed she had created a monster. A beautiful, dominant, confident monster.  
 
    And as Anna released her grip on my cock and climbed onto the bed beside me, I felt lust growling inside me once again. Just as Chloe had done, she climbed over my chest to plant her knees on either side of my head. Under the minidress, she wore nothing. Her pussy was brazenly exposed, wet and swollen and ready for sex. I raised my head from the pillow, eager to taste this Goddess once again. But Anna just chuckled, rising up to keep her sex just out of my reach, gripping the leash that tied me to the headboard as she flaunted her body in front of me. 
 
    "I liked it when Chloe made you beg for it," Anna said in a soft voice. 
 
    "Please, Goddess Anna," I moaned pathetically while Chloe howled with laughter. "Please let me lick you again, Goddess. Please. You're so beautiful. You're so sexy. God, I just want to taste you again, Goddess." 
 
    "He's so pathetic." Anna turned her smiling face to his sister as she spoke. 
 
    "I know," Chloe replied. "It's hilarious. He's lucky he's so good at eating pussy. That's really the only reason I keep him around." 
 
    "I bet," Anna said, turning her smile back on me. "You are pathetic. Letting us women boss you around like this. Begging us for sex. You're not a real man, are you? Just my sister's little bitch boy." 
 
    "Yes, Goddess Anna," I moaned. As Anna kneeled tall above me, I watched her hand reached between her legs. She ran two fingers over her pussy, smearing her juices across her swollen lips. It took all the self-control I had not to whimper in frustrated desire as I watched her play with herself. She was teasing herself as much as she was teasing me. The difference was, we both knew that Anna could have an orgasm anytime she wanted. As for me, all I could do was serve and beg. 
 
    "Please, Goddess," I groaned. And above me, Anna moaned in pleasure. I watched her slide her fingers inside herself, her wet slit opening hungrily to receive them. Her hand moved, and I watched as she fingered herself just an inch or two above my face. 
 
    "Keep begging," Anna said in a voice that dripped with sexual excitement. So that's exactly what I did. 
 
    "Please, Goddess Anna," I said pathetically while she hummed with pleasure above me. "Please let me lick your beautiful pussy. Please, Goddess. I'll do anything you say." 
 
    "Oh my God," Anna moaned. Her eyes were closed now, her body rocking to the rhythm of her hand inside herself. I could feel the tension in her body as she kneeled above me, the ever-increasing friction of desire. Her whole body seemed filled with a sexual delight I could only experience vicariously, the pleasure I myself was desperately longing for. And as Anna's hand began to move faster and faster, as I continued begging and pleading and debasing myself for her amusement, she threw back her head. Her body convulsed. Right there on top of me, just in front of my face, close enough for me to smell the sudden rush of her juices, Anna fingered herself to orgasm. I watched her pussy tighten around her hand, the wet lips spasming and contracting around her fingers while her clear juices poured over her skin. 
 
    With a sigh, Anna relaxed. Sliding her fingers out of her wet pussy, she sat back on my chest. She raised her shining fingers to my face, and I felt her rubbing them over my lips. I opened my mouth, and I giggled as I licked her juices off her fingers. 
 
    "Suck it," she ordered, thrusting her fingers into my mouth. I did as I was told, closing my lips around them, sucking her cum off her fingers while she beamed in pleasure above me. 
 
    "You really will do anything," Anna giggled. 
 
    "Yes he will. If he knows what's good for him," Chloe added. But this time, Anna didn't even look at my sister. Her sister. Instead, she rose up again on her knees and shuffled forward. This time, she lowered her pussy down onto me. Gratefully, I opened my mouth, pressing my tongue against her wet sex and tasting again the sweetness of her orgasm. She rubbed her lips against mine, and I licked and kissed gratefully, squirming underneath my desire to give her more pleasure. 
 
    "This is fun," I heard Anna say above me. 
 
    "I know," Chloe said. "You can't beat a bit of face sitting. Really puts a man in his place. Underneath us, where he belongs." Again, both women laughed. But I barely noticed. I was lost between my girlfriend's sister's thighs, licking and kissing and slurping down her copious juices as she shifted on top of me. 
 
    Faintly, I heard Chloe move. The tall boots made an enticing echo on the floor as she circled around the bed. I felt the mattress sink under her weight as she climbed up with us. I trembled under them both as I felt my girlfriend straddle me. Her thighs were down around my hips, her weight pressing me further into the mattress. My groan of desire was muffled by Anna's pussy as Chloe reached down and took my cock in her hand. I felt as though I could weep with relief as Chloe settled down on top of me, guiding my cock inside her. I felt the warm tightness of her pussy engulfing me, and Anna's juices filled my mouth as I licked and lapped at her frantically. 
 
    "We've never shared a guy before," Chloe said. Already, I could detect a faint note of pleasure in her voice. As she spoke, I felt her pussy clench around my cock, and I groaned again into Anna's sex at the incredible feeling. 
 
    "No we haven't," Anna said, her voice now breathless and dripping with delight. "If I had known it would be this much fun... I would've done it a long time ago." Chloe laughed. Slowly, she began to move up and down, her tight pussy riding my cock while I lay helpless between beneath them both. Steadily, Chloe picked up the pace. Soon, she was riding me hard. I could feel her hands on my stomach for balance, her fingernails digging into my skin as she abandoned herself to pleasure. The heels of her boots scraped the skin of my legs, but I barely noticed. Anna was crying out in pleasure as I ate her pussy desperately, and soon, Chloe started screaming too. The sound of both women in the throes of ecstasy was the most beautiful thing I had ever heard. And in my state of almost painful arousal, I felt my own orgasm burning in the pit of my stomach. I tried to resist. I tried to hold out. I wanted Chloe to have the pleasure she was clearly on the edge of. I wanted to please her. Maybe I wanted to impress her, or Anna, or both of them. Maybe I just feared the punishment for letting my girlfriend down. Whatever the impulse was, it was a real and tangible force against my own body. All I wanted to do was cum, and yet I wanted to hold out, too. I didn't want this blissful moment to end. 
 
    Anna shrieked on top of me as another orgasm swept through her. Once again, I gulped down her juices like they were the sweetest nectar. Her powerful thighs gripped my head, and the headboard I was tied to trembled as she grabbed it for balance.  
 
    Only minutes later, her sister came too. I felt Chloe's pussy spasming around my cock, as though trying to pull it even deeper into her body. Ripples of pleasure ran up and down my shaft as I felt her juices running over the smooth skin of my balls. Her cry of pleasure rang out in the bedroom air, and I couldn't resist anymore. With a long moan that was lost in the duetting cries of feminine pleasure, I came. My cock surged inside Chloe, and I heard her moan in satisfaction as she felt it. With a long shudder, I pumped my orgasm deep into her beautiful body, forgetting myself in the blissful sensations of sexual pleasure. 
 
    Anna rolled off my body. She flopped down on the mattress beside me, the leather minidress exposing her legs and ass and her dripping pussy until she pressed her thighs together. Slowly, Chloe climbed off me too. I heard her moan in an echo of the pleasure she had felt moments before as she slid my cock out of her body. Rolling over me, she lay down sideways on the bed, draping her legs over my stomach. I lay there panting in the afterglow of pleasure, not even daring to speak. The bedroom air crackled with satisfaction, but I was still very much at these women's mercy. 
 
    "Oh my God," Anna said at last. "That was so naughty." 
 
    "I know," Chloe said. "I mean, we've done some kinky stuff in our time. But that was on another level. Fuck, it was hot though, right?" 
 
    "Yeah," Anna said, turning her head to smile at her sister. "That was so fucking hot. Whoever thought it would be so much fun to just use a guy like that?" 
 
    "I did," Chloe grinned. "And it's not over yet. But I think before he gets too excited again, we should lock his cock away. I think it's had enough fun for one day. Time for him to focus on our pleasure again." 
 
    "You're so mean," Anna said. But the giggle she gave as she spoke gave her true feelings away. It delighted her to see her sister treat me like this. Just as it delighted me. 
 
    "That's the idea," Chloe said. "You'll see. That's why this is so much fun. A part of the reason, anyway. We're always supposed to be so nice. It's fun to give in to your inner bitch once in a while." 
 
    "Can't argue with that," Anna giggled. Chloe sat up with some difficulty. Swinging her heavy boots off my body, she inched her way to the foot of the bed. I watched her every movement, fear and humiliation clutching at my heart as I watched her pickup the discarded chastity device. Her eyes were shining with that look I knew so well as she grinned with malicious glee at me. Then she turned to her sister. 
 
    "I think you should do the honors," Chloe said to Anna. "Believe me. Nothing feels more powerful than closing the lock on his chastity cage." 
 
    "Really?" Anna said. But Chloe just nodded. She held out the cage at arm's length, toward her sister. Anna's leather dress creaked as she sat up. After only a moment's hesitation, she began to move toward Chloe. Taking the cage her younger sister offered, she kneeled at my side. 
 
    "How do you do this," she said, looking over her shoulder at Chloe. 
 
    "You just put his useless dick in the tube," Chloe said. "Then you swing that hinged arm around behind his balls. Yeah, like that. Then slide it into that slot until the lock clicks. Simple as that." 
 
    While Chloe spoke, Anna did as her sister directed. I winced as the cage went back on, feeling again the cruel steel replacing the divine sensitivity of my girlfriend's pussy. Anna's hands were clumsy and unused to the task compared to her sister's, but the device wasn't complicated. Soon, the lock clicked just as Chloe said it would, and I sighed as another woman took away my manhood. 
 
    "You're right," Anna grinned, looking over her shoulder at Chloe again as she patted my relocked cock. "That did feel incredible. God, you really do own his cock, don't you?" 
 
    "Not exactly," Chloe corrected, a broad smile on her face as she grinned at her sister. "We do. We own his cock, Anna." 
 
    "You're right," Anna giggled. "This is the best Christmas present ever. It feels good to be a goddess." 
 
    

  

 
  
         
         
    5. Using Their New Toy 
 
      
 
      
 
    When the blood is up, you often don't notice just how strange a situation you're in. At least, that's how it goes for me. The games I play with my dominant girlfriend are certainly not for everyone. There's a point at which sex becomes abstracted into something truly bizarre. After all, I got enormous pleasure out of the fact that I wasn't having sex with her. That I couldn't. She had the final say over any physical pleasure I might receive. Thanks to the chastity device I wore, we had managed to fetishize the act of not having sex, so that now that was how we played together most of the time. 
 
    That's weird. There's no way around that. It's not normal. But in the heat of the moment, I didn't often think about that. After all, who cares? Whatever happened in our bedrooms between the two of us, as long as we were both enjoying ourselves, that's all that mattered. When you're wrapped up in desire, you don't waste much time thinking about whether what you're doing is normal or reasonable. 
 
    But then, you cool off. And then, the full strangeness of what's been going on settles down on you. That's where I was late on Christmas Day, and I knew Chloe and Anna were feeling the same. Even if they were trying not to show it.  
 
    Chloe always had a remarkable ability to keep a scene going, to stay in character and act as though the crazy things we were doing simply made sense. But Anna was new to this world. Now the heat of her desire had cooled, she had to be feeling the sheer strangeness of the situation she found herself in. Not that she said so in words. She was content to follow her younger sister's lead. And I did the same. After all, those were the rules of the game. I was there to do as I was told. 
 
    The girls sat on the sofa. The TV was playing some cheesy Christmas movie. They hadn't changed. Anna was still wearing the provocative leather minidress and high heels she had borrowed from her sister. The lights of the Christmas tree and the light from the TV reflected back from its glossy surface, emphasizing her every curve as the dress barely contained her beautiful body. And Chloe, too, was still dressed in her dominatrix outfit. She had thrown a robe on top of it, hiding her nudity. But I knew that underneath that, my girlfriend was dressed in corset and stockings and boots, and that her pussy was uncovered. I couldn't look at either of them or both of them without feeling again the pang of pain that invariably accompanied my attempts to get an erection. Anna had locked the chastity device back on to my cock, and every time she looked in my direction, I saw a familiar smile spreading across her beautiful face. Chloe had promised her that locking the device would make her feel powerful. And my girlfriend was never wrong about these things. Anna was new to all of this.  But Chloe was nothing if not an excellent teacher. With the key to the device hanging at her ankle where she sat with her legs crossed, the leather dress riding high on her thigh, Anna had to feel like the goddess she made me call her. 
 
    As for me? Well, I was naked, of course. Naked but for the steel chastity that encased my aching cock and the leather collar around my neck. Chloe had removed the leash when she untied me from the bed. She and Anna had unlocked the cuffs that held my hands behind my back and locked my hands together again in front of me. Chloe, of course, had all the control of me she needed with my manhood locked away. But now that there were two of them, I was finding that the girls were able to physically overpower me, too. It added a new and naughty thrill to my feelings of submission.  
 
    It was all a game, of course. Just a bit of kinky fun. But it was also incredibly real. Because the truth was, I was locked up. I couldn't feel the pleasure I so desperately needed without the help of these women. I couldn't even touch my own cock. Only Chloe or Anna could do that. And so I needed to serve them. I needed to obey them. I need to spend my Christmas Day as a humiliated slave in the hope that there would be a repeat of what had happened earlier. Because the memory of being in bed with them both, the echo of the feel of Anna's pussy on my face and Chloe's around my cock, was driving me into a state of desperate arousal. It didn't matter that I had recently had an orgasm. It felt like I hadn't cum in weeks. And I knew there was only one way to get what I wanted. 
 
    "I need another drink," Anna said, turning her beautiful eyes on me and raising a glass. 
 
    "Yes, Goddess Anna," I said as I took the glass from her and turned toward the kitchen. I didn't miss the smirk on her face, the flicker of excitement in her eyes as I did her bidding. Every command that Anna gave and I obeyed seem to build up her confidence. It seemed to get her more used to this new power dynamic between us. I knew I was only making things harder on myself. I had no choice. Besides, looking the way she did, Anna can get me to do anything. I'd always known that my girlfriend's sister was beautiful. But I had never imagined her quite this sexy before. She was wearing Chloe's clothes and copying the younger sister's dominant demeanor, and it was working. It was working better than I would ever have believed possible. 
 
    It was later in the day now, and the girls had switched to spirits. I made Anna a martini with great care, knowing that I'd be judged on my performance. As I reentered the living room, carefully carrying the glass in my hand, I felt both her and Chloe watching me. Endlessly satisfied with what they had reduced me to, a cowering slave who existed purely to serve them. Anna took the glass from my hands without a word of thanks and sipped the strong liquor. Uncertain of what to do next, I simply stood next to the couch, my cuffed hands in front of me, awaiting further instruction. 
 
    "He's so fucking hot," Chloe said, turning her attention back to the TV screen. Anna looked away from me to follow her sister's gaze, looking at the actor in front of them. 
 
    "I know," Anna sighed. "God, I'd love to spend the night with him." 
 
    "Right? I just want to ride his dick into the sunset," Chloe said, while Anna spluttered with laughter. I could feel my cheeks burning with embarrassment as the girls talked as though I wasn't even there. Or worse than that. They were talking this way because I was there. Chloe occasionally loved to remind me that she was a very sexual woman and that she found other men attractive. It was all part of her dominant persona, and even as it hurt me to hear it, I couldn't deny it also added an incredible edge to our games. 
 
    "Are you sure you wouldn't like to keep it under lock and key? Since that's what you're into," Anna teased her sister. Chloe smiled as she looked over at me, her eyes traveling up and down my body as she admired what she had turned me into. 
 
    "Well, that would be kind of hot," Chloe said thoughtfully. "I mean, look how boys will do anything to have an orgasm. Imagine having some sexy movie star as a personal slave. Yeah, I could get into that." Both women laughed, their bodies leaning against one another as they sat on the couch, enjoying my humiliation. 
 
    "I guess so," Anna said. "That is a face I don't think I'd ever get tired of sitting on." The sisters laughed again, their eyes shining as they stared at the screen. Sexual tension crackled in the air. Thinking about them thinking about him while I stood right there ready to be used was the most delicious torment. It fed my feelings of inferiority, of submission, of being in the presence of beautiful goddesses who could say or do whatever they liked while I simply had to obey. It was intoxicating. 
 
    “I don’t have a drink, Jamie,” Chloe suddenly said, turning her eyes to me. “Just because you have to serve my sister doesn’t mean you can forget about your girlfriend.” 
 
    “Of course,” I said, turning at once toward the kitchen. “I’m sorry, Chloe. I’ll get you a drink right away.” 
 
    "Damn right," I heard my girlfriend say behind my back as I hurried toward the kitchen. Once again, Anna's laughter pursued me. In the kitchen, the handcuffs rattled as I made Chloe a martini, too. They didn't really obstruct me from doing anything. They just made things more awkward. Another unnecessary reminder of the situation I found myself in.  
 
    I carried Chloe's drink back to the living room. My girlfriend was watching me now. Momentarily ignoring the famous hunk on the screen in front of her to watch me approach. She took the drink I offered her and shifted her weight on the sofa. Her robe fell open, exposing her long legs. She raised one foot from the floor, and I grunted as she pressed the heel of her boot into my chest. 
 
    "Down," she ordered, her face perfectly serious now. "Down on your knees for me." Obediently, I sank to my knees on the floor. Now the movie seemed to be forgotten, both women watching me instead. I stared up at them, enraptured by the beauty that only seemed to grow now that I was looking up at them from below. Chloe's high heel slid down over my body, her boots tapping at last against my caged cock while I groaned in frustration. 
 
    "Since you're calling my sister Goddess now, you can call me the same thing," Chloe said. "We are both goddesses. It is your duty to worship us the way we deserve. Isn't that right, chastity boy?"  
 
    "Yes, Goddess Chloe." Only the faintest glimmers of a smile showed on my girlfriend's face as I debased myself in front of her. But next to her, Anna was grinning openly. Thoroughly enjoying the show. 
 
    "Watching you run around serving us is getting me horny," Chloe said in a voice that dripped with malice and desire. "What you intend to do about that?" 
 
    "Whatever you want, Goddess Chloe," I said at once. After all, I knew my place. I knew what my girlfriend wanted. And now the smile that lifted the corners of her painted lips was more obvious. 
 
    "Whatever I want. You always do whatever I want, don't you? It's the only way you have a prayer of getting close to this pussy." 
 
    "Yes, Goddess Chloe." Embarrassment burned my cheeks as I groveled at my girlfriend's feet. It was always a turn-on to submit to her like this. With Anna watching, it became even more delicious. The pain of my cock's captivity only grew greater by the second as I kneeled at Chloe's feet. Her pussy was bare inches away. And in the position I was kneeling, Anna was close too. Everything I wanted lay between the legs of these two women, so close and yet so hopelessly remote from me. 
 
    "You know what to do," Chloe said curtly. "Beg to be allowed to make me cum. And make it extra pathetic. Really put some beg into it. I want my sister to see just how pathetic my worthless boyfriend is." 
 
    "Yes, Goddess." I knew what Chloe wanted. I was more than ready to give it to her. The high state of arousal I was in had me back in the most submissive mindset imaginable. With my chained hands on the floor, I lowered my face down to the ground in an attitude of complete submission, of worship. "Please, Goddess Chloe," I said in the most humble voice I could manage. "Please allow me to give you pleasure." 
 
    “Lick her boots.” That was Anna. As she spoke, she pressed the heel of one of her shoes into my ribs, making me wince in pain. As much as I wanted to, I didn’t dare raise my face from the floor to look about her. I knew she would look absolutely beautiful, looming above me with a drink in her hand and a sadistic smile on her face, the tiny leather dress barely covering her body as she moved to get a better look at what I was doing. But I did as I was told. The letter of Chloe’s boot was soft and warm against my tongue as I licked her toes, leaving a shining trail of my saliva across the material. 
 
    "Please, Goddess Chloe," I begged between pathetic licks. 
 
    "My God, he's really doing it!" Anna exploded with incredulous laughter as she watched me grovel at my girlfriend's feet. 
 
    "Of course he is," Chloe said. "I told you. He'll do anything. That's what men are like. I swear to God, lock their cocks away, and sooner or later, they'll all turn into groveling slaves like this one. Even Mr. Movie star there. Put him in chastity, and I could have him kissing both our feet in a matter of days." 
 
    “Now that I want to see,” Anna giggled, and Chloe chuckled along with her.  
 
    "Get up here," Chloe suddenly snapped, patting her thigh with one hand. Cautiously, I raised my face from the floor. Shifting forward on my knees, I approached her. She reached out and hooked her finger through the ring on my collar, pulling me even closer while Anna watched. 
 
    "How would that make you feel?" Chloe asked, her bright green eyes seeming to bore into my skull as she stared at me. "Watching me enslave another man. A much more handsome, much more successful man than you. Imagine that. It would be fun to have two slave boys to choose from. I mean, Anna and I shouldn't have to share, should we?"  
 
    "No, Goddess Chloe," I said in a voice that cracked and rasped with the wild desire I was feeling. 
 
    "We should each have our own personal slave, I think," Chloe went on. "At least one. Or two. Two would be fun, because you know you boys don't have the stamina to keep up with us. What do you think, Anna? Maybe by next Christmas, we could each have a couple of boy toys." Chloe smiled as she turned her sister. Anna's eyes were glowing with excitement as she sat next to Chloe on the couch. 
 
    “Sounds good to me,” Anna grinned. Still smiling, Chloe turned back to me. 
 
    "Unfortunately, we only have you to play with for now," she went on, speaking slowly and clearly so that her words pierced through the haze of lust and desire I was feeling. "Which means you'll just have to work even harder to keep us happy. Now, I'm going to give you the honor of helping me cum. I want you to eat me out while I watch this movie. And while you do that, I'm going to pretend it's Mr. Movie Star going down on me, not you." 
 
    I winced as though she had struck me. On the couch beside Chloe, Anna gasped. This was a new type of cruelty, more emotional than physical. But as I stared up at my wicked girlfriend, barely able to believe the dark depths she hid behind that beautiful face, I knew I wanted her more than ever. I didn't need the constant pressure of my cock trying to harden in its unyielding cage to remind me of that. The meaner she was, the more attracted to her I became. Chloe knew that as well as I did.  
 
    "Go on. Get to work." With a finger still hooked through the ring on my collar, Chloe pushed her robe aside. She parted her legs, and I saw her pussy shining in front of me once again. I leaned forward, burying my face between my thighs, and Chloe released her grip on my collar to hold the back of my head instead. All of a sudden, it seemed there was no reluctance for her to receive pleasure while sitting right next to her sister. Once that barrier had been crossed, it was as though it never existed. As though there was nothing more normal than this.  
 
    I knew what I had to do. I ran my tongue over my girlfriend's silken lips, tasting once again her excitement. My jaw was aching from going down on them both already that day, but no one cared about my discomfort. Above me, Chloe sighed in pleasure. 
 
    "How's that for timing?" She said in a voice that was already slightly breathless to her sister. "Looks like we've got a sex scene." Anna said nothing. But I noticed she didn't leave. With my head between my girlfriend's thighs, I couldn't see her sister, but I knew she was still there, watching everything.  
 
    And steadily, Chloe's body began to respond to my attention. Her breathing grew shorter by the minute, her robe falling open around her to reveal her beautiful body. She shifted on the sofa, sliding down toward me, hooking her legs over my shoulders and trapping my head between them. I licked and kissed with mounting passion, letting her feel the outrageous desire for her that was flowing through my body. Soon, Chloe was moaning and groaning with abject pleasure. Soon, her body was spasming on the sofa in front of me. No matter how much pleasure I gave her, it was never enough. That was one of the things I loved about Chloe. She was utterly insatiable. And she had no problem demanding what she wanted. 
 
    While a sanitized movie sex scene played out on the screen in front of her, the real thing happened in our living room. Chloe gasped and cried out as her climax raced through her, making her legs tighten around my head before her final release. Like a rubber band suddenly snapping, the gathering tension left her body all at once, accompanied by a sudden hot flood of her juices. I scooped up the nectar of her passion with my tongue, drinking it down again, intoxicated by her pleasure. Sliding her legs off my shoulders, Chloe roughly pushed my head away. I kneeled wordlessly on the floor in front of her, my face shining with her juices while she grinned down at me from under half-closed eyes. I had done my job. I had made her cum. And now, my girlfriend had no further use for me. My heart thumped in my chest, swollen with the faint hope she might want more. That she might reach up to the chain that hung from around her neck to retrieve my key and unlock me and use me in the way I most wanted to be used. But I didn't ask for that. I knew there was no surer way not to get what I wanted than to make demands. My place was simply to serve. To serve and obey and hope I might again earn the pleasure I so desperately craved. 
 
    "Come here." As lost as I was in the contemplation of my girlfriend in the beautiful afterglow of pleasure, it took me a moment to realize it wasn't Chloe who had spoken. It was Anna. And as I turned, I saw the older sister looking at me with a new fire in her own green eyes. The leather dress she wore creaked as she uncrossed her legs, the key Chloe had given her swaying from the laces of her shoe. Chloe watched with a giddy smile on her face as I gave her one last look before turning and crawling toward her sister. The chain of my handcuffs rattled on the floor as I move toward Anna. She sat with her legs parted, and her tiny dress rode up around her hips, exposing her pussy. I watched as she snapped her fingers imperiously and pointed toward her sex, sliding forward on the couch she did so. 
 
    "Eat me," she ordered, while beside her, Chloe guffawed. There were only a few commands Anna could have given me that I was more willing to obey. 
 
    "Yes, Goddess Anna," I said, provoking a pleased smile on my new mistress's face. I shuffled forward, crawling between Anna's parted legs, running my tongue as eagerly and carefully over her sex as I had over Chloe's. Anna sighed as she leaned back on the sofa, her breasts swelling against the tight leather that barely contained them. She was watching me lick her, and I looked up at her, drinking in her beauty as I drank down her warm and fragrant juices.  
 
    At her feet, my caged cock was throbbing. The key to my release hung just in front of my hands. If I were quick, I knew I could grab it and tear it off her shoe and unlock myself at last. And for a while, as I continued to lick and kiss submissively, the idea tugged at me. Of course it wasn't a good idea. It wasn't what I really wanted. Breaking the rules in such an egregious way would mean the end of this game, and that was the last thing I wanted. But still, it was a hard impulse to resist. My body cried out for action, the pressure for orgasm almost unbelievable as my cock ached in its prison. While visions of the things I might do raced through my mind. I could unlock myself and tear off the cage and fuck them both. Pin both sisters down on the couch and plunge my aching cock into both their pussies, their asses, their mouths. Have them both shaking and moaning while I tore through them like an animal, reducing them to objects of my pleasure instead of the other way around. 
 
    The fantasies boiling in my mind had me shaking as I kneeled on the floor with my head between Anna’s legs. But I didn’t do it. I didn’t dare. Goddess Chloe might even have enjoyed seeing me transform. Perhaps she would love to know she had finally found the line that I wouldn’t cross, the powerful trigger that would make me lose all semblance of control. But then, once it was all over, she would make me pay. Slowly, calculatedly, and forever. 
 
    Up above me, Anna cried out. A powerful tremor raced through her body. I knew what was coming. And I longed for it. As her voice rose in bliss, I felt her pussy spasm against my lips and tongue, and her fragrant juices washed over my face just as her sister's had done minutes earlier. Just as diligently, I drank them down, licking and lapping at her trembling sex while she gripped the back of my head, shuddering above me. Then the moment passed, and Anna released me, and once again, I sat back on my knees. Both women now served, treated to oral sex while I remained locked up and frustrated. Chloe, I knew, could keep this up all day. And from the look of wild pleasure on her sister's face, I suspected Anna felt the exact same way. 
 
    "This is fun," Chloe said at last, her soft voice breaking the silence that followed her sister's spasm of ecstasy. Anna burst out laughing, and I heard the wildness in her voice, the last remnants of the pleasure I had given her echoing in the living room that crackled with the residue of sex. 
 
    "That's an understatement," Anna said, turning at last to her sister. They were both uncovered now, both their pussys brazenly on display. There was nothing left to hide. Their juices mingled and merged on my lips and in my mouth, slowly cooling on my skin as I kneeled on the floor. The perfect little sex toy. An object for these women to use over and over again in any way they saw fit without worrying in the least about my own pleasure. That was what this Christmas was all about. 
 
    "Down," Anna said in a voice that cracked as she turned her attention back to me. "Get down and kiss my feet. Thank me for the privilege of eating my pussy." 
 
    "Yes, Goddess Anna." She was learning his sister's tricks well. And Chloe laughed out loud at the proof of just how well her sister was coming along. Meanwhile, I might not. I lowered my face to the floor, prostrating myself in front of Anna just as I had in front of her sister. The leather and the laces of Anna's borrowed shoes tickled my lips as I kissed her toes as humbly as I could. I could feel the women watching me, basking in my pathetic adoration as I kissed my way slowly up Anna's foot. As I reached the top of the shoe halfway up her calf, I stopped. The key to my freedom dangled in front of me, tied to one of the laces of Anna's shoe. 
 
    "Look at him," Chloe giggled as she leaned forward to get a better view. "That's right, Jamie. Kiss. Kiss the key to your chastity device. Show my sister how much you love being our pathetic sex slave." For just another moment, I hesitated. But not for long. The riding crop Chloe had bought for herself had been left in the bedroom, but I knew she could quickly fetch it. And my bruised ass still remembered its sting.  
 
    More than that, though, I felt the fear of not knowing when I would be allowed another orgasm. Chloe was in the mood to dominate, to show off her power in front of her older sister, and I knew it wasn't wise to antagonize her. So with trembling lips, I craned my neck and dryly kissed the key that hung from the lace of her shoe. Up above me, both women exploded in laughter again. And while the forgotten movie continued to play on TV, while the Christmas lights twinkled and shone on the tree, I went on kissing my girlfriend's sister's feet in a display of absolute submission to female authority. 
 
      
 
    

  

 
  
         
         
    6. Chloe’s Kinky Christmas Dinner 
 
      
 
    The car park was dark. The sun sets early at Christmas time, and I was glad of the darkness that helped to hide me. I had chosen a parking spot as far from the hazy orange glow of the streetlight as I could. The engine of my car rumbled and growled as I waited, the heat turned up to keep me warm against the biting chill outside. In front of me, the restaurant sat, its brightly lit windows casting golden rectangles across the thin dusting of snow that had fallen the day before. 
 
    The meals took time to prepare. That's what they had told me when I pulled up to the drive-through window. The girl working the window had done a double-take when she saw me, but even though a confused smile spread across her face, she didn't say anything. From where she sat, she could see I had no shirt on, sitting bare-chested in my car in the middle of winter. Maybe it wasn't the strangest thing she had ever seen working at the drive-through. It wasn't exactly normal, either. Still, she maintained her composure as she told me to park in one of the waiting spots so that a member of staff could bring my food out to me when it was ready. After paying, I did as I was told. That seemed to be the theme of this Christmas. Doing what I was told by young women. And with every minute that past, my anxiety grew. 
 
    Finally, the door of the restaurant opened. Someone made their way across the parking lot toward my car, carrying a couple of brown paper bags. It was the girl from the drive-through. She circled around to the driver's side of my car, and I rolled down the window. 
 
    "Here's your foo - oh my God!" As the girl handed me the rustling paper bags, she looked down into the car and saw what I had hoped in vain to keep hidden. A pair of Chloe's panties was all I had been allowed to wear when the girls sent me out for dinner. Through the thin fabric, my chastity cage was plainly visible. From the drive-through window, the girl hadn't been able to see deeply enough into the car to know what I was wearing. Clearly, now she could. And as I snatched the hot food from her and turned to place it on the passenger seat beside me, her laughter rang out in the parking lot. My cheeks burned crimson with shame. Unable to speak, a black rage boiling inside me, I turned again and began to wind up the window. 
 
    "Happy holidays," the girl called mockingly to me as she stepped away from the car. She was still laughing as I put the car in drive and tore out of the parking lot, pursued by her amusement and my own sense of shame. It was exactly what Chloe had wanted, of course. At least the risk of something like that happening, if not the thing itself. My girlfriend didn't even need to be with me to humiliate me, to turn my life into one long odyssey of shame and embarrassment. While I drove home, feeling that humiliation gnawing away inside me, my cock predictably ached inside the tight prison that confined it. As Chloe knew all too well, what disgraced me also turned me on. 
 
    Reaching the house, I pulled into the driveway. Thankful again for the darkness outside, I gathered up the food and switched off the engine. Taking a deep breath, I stepped out of the car and hurried toward the door of the house. The street was dark and quiet, but I dreaded one of the neighbors happening to look out of the window and seeing me, wearing only a woman's panties and my shoes to keep the snow off my feet. Chloe had at least allowed me that. But as I climbed a few steps to the door and reached for the handle, I groaned in fear and despair. The girls had locked me out. 
 
    Quickly, I rapped on the door. It seemed to take forever before I heard the sound of high heels on the floor inside. Finally, the door swung open, and the light from inside pooled on the doorstep, making me feel even more vulnerable and exposed. Chloe stood in front of me, smiling a wicked smile as she looked me up and down. She had put on her robe again, preventing herself from exposure while she reveled in the possibility of mine. As I went to step past her into the house, she placed her hand on my chest and pushed me back. 
 
    "Not so fast," she grinned at me. "Here, Anna. Take the food." Chloe lifted the bags out of my arms, and I heard Anna approaching. Chloe half-turned in the doorway to hand the food to her sister, and Anna carried it back into the house, still wearing the tiny black leather minidress that barely covered her as she walked. I shivered in the cold. Chloe crossed her arms over her chest as she turned back to me. 
 
    “You want to come inside and be our little bitch boy again?” she said, shifting her weight on her feet. 
 
    "Yes, please, Goddess Chloe," I said in the meekest voice I could manage. This was no time to be demanding. It never was that time with my girlfriend. Especially not now. I could feel unseen eyes on my back, as though the whole neighborhood was watching me. I could think of nothing except getting inside behind the privacy of a closed door where the only audience to my humiliation would be my girlfriend and her sexy sister. 
 
    "Well you're not coming in until you show me the proper respect," Chloe said firmly. "Get down on your knees and kiss my boots. Go on. The quicker you do it, the quicker I'll let you in." 
 
    I felt frozen to the spot. I could imagine people watching, people filming, this total humiliation being recorded and posted online to haunt me for the rest of my days. But Chloe was right about one thing. The longer I resisted, the greater the risk. She was smaller than me, of course. If I wanted to, I could just push past her. But I also knew that that would only expose me to more of her punishments. 
 
    And so, I dropped to my knees. Chloe grinned as she watched me, drunk with her own power as I did what she said. Her panties dug in between my cheeks as I leaned forward and pressed my lips to the leather of her boot that shone underneath the robe she wore. 
 
    "Please, Goddess Chloe," I said as I raised my lips from the leather. "Please let me in." Chloe laughed loudly, and I winced at the volume, terrified it might draw attention to us. 
 
    "Okay, you can come in. Crawl. On your hands and knees." Chloe stepped aside, and I crawled over the threshold as quickly as I could. The door swung shut behind me, and I sighed with relief. Without another word, Chloe stopped deeper into the house, and I followed the sound of her echoing footsteps, crawling like a dog at her heels. She sat down on the sofa again, her boots showing from under her robe as she crossed her legs. 
 
    “Well?” She said, her face serious she looked at me. “Get up and go to the kitchen. You’re going to serve us dinner.” 
 
    "Yes, Goddess Chloe," I said. A faint smile of satisfaction returned to her face as I rose to my feet and hurried to the kitchen. There, I found Anna sliding our dinner out of the brown paper bags. The restaurant we ordered from offered a full turkey dinner with all the fixings. Chloe knew what an appalling cook I am, and wasn't willing to trust me with Christmas dinner. But a goddess doesn't cook for herself. And so she had concocted this humiliating plan to send me out for takeout.  
 
    Anna smiled as she watched me approach, still wearing the revealing panties Chloe had forced me into. 
 
    "I can handle that, Goddess Anna," I said as I approached the counter. "You go and relax with Goddess Chloe." Anna turned toward me. She placed her hand on my shoulder. I felt a crackle of desire running through me at the softness of her skin against mine. Her eyes moved over my face, that same smile of disbelief showing as she looked at me. 
 
    "You really do anything my sister says, don't you?" Anna said. Of course, she already knew that. She'd seen me do far wilder things than prepare a takeout dinner. But I knew the rules of the game. I knew I needed to play along. 
 
    "Yes, Goddess Anna," I said. 
 
    "She's so mean to you," Anna went on. "You guys always seemed so normal. I had no idea that behind closed doors, you were worshiping her as your goddess. And now me, too." 
 
    "Yes, Goddess Anna." There wasn't much else to say. It was all true, but even if it hadn't been, I would have agreed. After all, this Christmas, that was clearly my role. To say and do what these women said in the hope of some sexual pleasure of my own. I tried not to tremble as Anna's hand drifted down my body, trailing her fingers over my chest, over my stomach. Finally, her hand moved over the panties I wore, and Anna smiled as she took my caged cock and balls in her hand. I hardly dared to breathe as I stood in front of her, my girlfriend's sexy sister treating my body like it was her property. Of course, as long as she had the key to my cock dangling at her ankle, it kind of was. 
 
    "When Chloe gave me the key this morning, I thought she was nuts," Anna said in a soft voice. "I still kind of think that. I definitely think you're crazy for putting up with it. You can't help it, can you? You have to serve your goddess. Otherwise you don't get to cum. Ever." 
 
    "Yes, Goddess Anna," I whimpered as she gently squeezed my caged cock and sensitive balls. Chloe's older sister had come a long way in a short time. Just that morning, she had been doubtful and reserved. Now, she seemed to have no qualms about touching me, about fondling my most sensitive areas. That was the magic of a chastity device, I supposed. Chloe had made it abundantly clear that she owned me. And that both she and her sister had the right to do whatever they liked with my body. It was a thrill like no other to stand there in the kitchen almost naked and have this beautiful woman toying with me. 
 
    "I love being called that," Anna murmured. For a moment, she leaned even closer to me. I could smell her perfume, her shampoo, the warm scent of her body mingling with the faint leather smell of the dress she had borrowed from Chloe. For a moment, I thought she was about to kiss me. I wondered what I should do if she did. But I was spared that confusion, at least. Instead, Anna gripped my earlobe between her teeth and gently tugged on it. My cock ached inside the device as she pressed her body against mine, the smooth leather of the dress sliding over my skin and making me long for her even more than I already was. 
 
    “You worship me, don’t you?” Anna said, whispering in my ear as she draped her arms around my neck. 
 
    "Yes, Goddess Anna." 
 
    “Do it, then,” Anna whispered. “You know what I want. Get down on your knees and kiss my feet.” 
 
    "Yes, Goddess Anna." Without hesitation, I did as I was told. Her arms slid from around my neck as I shrank beneath her. She placed her hands on her hips, smiling down at me as I crouched at her feet. She stood with her feet apart, and I resisted the urge to look up her dress, focusing instead on properly worshiping her feet. I showered her high heels with kisses, moving from one foot to the other and back again, worshiping as humbly as I was able. The key to my chastity shone right in front of me, and I kissed that too, remembering how delightful Chloe had found it to make me do it earlier.  
 
    For a while, Anna just watched, smiling down at me as she savored her undeniable power. The only sound in the kitchen was that of my lips against the skin of her foot and the leather of Chloe's shoes as I kissed and licked, my cock pressing wildly against the bars of the cage at this new humiliation. Just a day earlier, Anna had simply been my girlfriend's sister. Now, she was a goddess who had the same control of my pleasure as my girlfriend did. In some strange way, though I would never dare say anything about it to Chloe, it felt even more exciting to serve Anna like this. After all, the woman wasn't even my girlfriend. Yet she had just been handed this incredible power over me. A power which it clearly excited her to use. 
 
    "Okay, that's enough," Anna abruptly said. Turning, she made her way across the kitchen in a few ringing steps. I raised my face from the floor to watch as she opened the fridge door. Her tiny leather dress exposed most of her ass as she bent forward to retrieve something from a shelf. Then she straightened up. I watched her carry a bottle of wine across the kitchen and set it on the counter next to the food. 
 
    "Chloe said you're going to serve us dinner," Anna said, smiling down at me where I kneeled on the floor. "You can serve us wine, too." 
 
    "Yes, Goddess Anna." Smiling, Anna turned. Still kneeling, I watched her strut out of the kitchen and back toward the living room, her high-heeled steps echoing on the floor as she walked. She looked unbelievably sexy, and she knew it. Just as it was with Chloe, that was the source of all her power. Only as my girlfriend's sister had vanished back into the living room did I rise to my knees to deal with the food. 
 
    Knowing I would be harshly judged for my performance, I did my best. Carefully, I removed two meals in their plastic trays and set them on the nicest plates we had. I arranged the food carefully, trying to give it as much visual appeal as possible. My stomach growled as I smelled the turkey and gravy, and it dawned on me that I'd eaten nothing but pussy all day. But as usual, I had to suppress my own appetites in favor of those of my goddess. Once I had loaded up two plates, I took a deep breath and carried them into the living room where Chloe and her sister waited. 
 
    "About time," Chloe said as I emerged. Bending, I set the meals down on the coffee table in front of the two women. Chloe took advantage of the fact I was bending over to deliver a quick slap to my ass that made Anna laugh as she watched. 
 
    "Enjoy, Goddess Chloe. Goddess Anna," I said as I stood. Both women were grinning as they looked up at me. I returned to the kitchen and retrieved some cutlery and two wine glasses. Snatching up a bottle of wine and a corkscrew, I carried it all back into the living room and served Chloe and her sister. I could feel them both watching me as I pulled the cork from the bottle of wine and filled their glasses. Chloe took a sip, then picked up a knife and fork. 
 
    "This is awesome," she said to her sister, then turned her glowing eyes on me. "You can stand there and serve us. You get to eat after we've finished." 
 
    "Yes, Goddess Chloe," I meekly agreed, prompting another satisfied giggle from both women. My stomach growled as they began to eat. Another movie was playing on the TV, and they chatted over it, discussing the food and the movie and anything else that came into their heads as though I wasn't there. I just waited. When I saw the glasses getting low, I refilled them, like any good waiter would. And they took their time over dinner, savoring it and my total submission to them. 
 
    Finally, Chloe sat back with a sigh. My cock throbbed as her robe fell open, exposing her bare breasts above the tight corset she wore. A moment later, Anna gave the same sigh as she set down her knife and fork. 
 
    "Pour us more wine," Chloe ordered. "Then you can have your dinner. You eat in the kitchen. And be ready to serve us if we call." 
 
    "Of course, Goddess Chloe," I said. She and Anna laughed again as I poured out the last of the wine. Bending over the table, I picked up the plates and carried them with me into the kitchen. Standing at the counter, I ate quickly. It was the strangest Christmas dinner of my life. The truth was, I barely tasted the food. My mind was on other things. My body needed the fuel, that was all. In my mind, I was already back in the living room with my mistresses. 
 
    But even though I ate quickly, I clearly wasn't quick enough. Before I was finished, I heard high heels on the floor behind me. I turned to see Chloe approaching. She had left her robe in the living room, and her breasts and pussy were now completely exposed by her dominatrix outfit. Somewhere, she had picked up my collar and leash and was holding them in her hands as she moved toward me. My cock surged as though in recognition of its owner as she approached. 
 
    “How was dinner?” 
 
    "Good, Goddess Chloe." 
 
    "Good. Happy holidays, babe." Standing in front of me, Chloe leaned forward. I felt her lips against mine, and we kissed. As our lips moved against each other, our passion grew. I wrapped my arms around my goddess, feeling the narrowness of her waist in the tight corset that emphasized her maddening curves. My caged cock pressed against her thigh as she pressed her body against mine. Meanwhile, her hands reached up toward my neck. My breath grew short as I felt her wrap the collar around my neck again and buckle it in place. Finally, Chloe pulled her lips away from mine. As she stared into my face holding the leash clipped to my collar, I saw her smile. 
 
    "Are you having fun?" she asked. It was hard to put my finger on how, but I detected a change in her voice that I knew was significant. A faint crack in her demanding and dominant persona that she had been keeping up all day. A glimpse of my girlfriend instead of my dominant mistress. 
 
    "Yeah, I'm having fun," I smiled at her. "You and Anna are so sexy today. I can't believe how into this she's getting. I just really want to fuck you right now." 
 
    "Oh, poor boy," Chloe giggled as she gave a gentle tug on the leash. "You know you haven't earned that yet. And even if you had, I'm not sure I'd let you. I feel like you've already had enough orgasms for one day. Not us, though. We get to have as many as we like, however we like. And you should consider it an honor that we let you help us cum." 
 
    “I do,” I said, leaving a long pause before I added, “Goddess Chloe.” Just like that, we were back into our roles of dominant and submissive, the seamless performance moving ever onward. 
 
    "Good," Chloe smiled. "But it's not all fun stuff like worshiping our feet and eating our pussies. Boys need to work too. You have dishes to do. Come on." Turning, Chloe used her tight grip on the leash to lead me over to the kitchen sink. There, she tied it to the handle of a drawer. Gathering up the plates from dinner, she dumped them in the sink. "Get to work," she said. "And do a good job. I'll be checking." 
 
    "Yes, Goddess Chloe," I said. Reaching for the faucet, I started filling the sink with hot water. Chloe's eyes moved over my face again, as though there was something about me she couldn't quite recognize. Then she stepped closer. Once again, she kissed me, gripping the back of my neck to pull my face toward her as her tongue invaded my mouth. Then, as quickly she had started, she stopped. Releasing her grip on my neck, Chloe smiled and slapped my ass playfully. Then she turned and walked away, leaving me alone in the kitchen with my task in front of me. 
 
    Who would ever have thought that doing the dishes could be so sexy? As I scrubbed the plates and cutlery, my mind wasn't on the task, but on the woman who had assigned it to me. My hands were free, and the leash wasn't really holding me in position in a way I couldn't escape. It acted instead like a symbol of her authority, her power to make me come or make me stay wherever she wanted me to be. Every chore I did for Chloe was a reminder of her power over me, a reminder of her beauty and sex appeal and wild cruelty. While I scrubbed and rinsed, my cock surged and ached unrelentingly in my cage as I wondered what we had in store next. 
 
    I didn't have to wait long. There weren't many dishes, but even before I finished them, I heard high-heeled footsteps on the floor. Together, Chloe and Anna appeared in the kitchen, their shining eyes looking at me as I stood at the sink. My heart leaped into my throat as I saw that Chloe was once again holding the riding crop she had unwrapped under the Christmas tree that morning. 
 
    "Here he is," Chloe smiled. "Doing the dishes like a good little bitch." Anna laughed as Chloe took a position in the middle of the kitchen. The riding crop slashed the air, and I cried out as a cracked against my ass, making the skin burn again as I had just that morning.  
 
    "I could get used to having a servant like you around the house," Chloe said. "I think from now on, you're going to be more than just a sex toy for me and my sister. You're going to be our houseboy too. Our humble servant, waiting on us hand and foot. Doesn't that sound like fun?" 
 
    "Yes, Goddess Chlo - ow!" I cried out as the riding crop struck again, and the women laughed as I jumped on the spot. 
 
    “Are you done with those dishes yet?” Chloe asked. 
 
    "Yes, Goddess Chloe," I said. The last plate was in my hand, and I rinsed it off before setting in the drying rack next to the sink. Smiling, Chloe rested the riding crop across her shoulder as she stepped toward me. With her other hand, she untied the leash was tied to the drawer and wrapped it around her fist. 
 
    "Good," she said. "Now I have another job for you. You know what ordering your around does to me. It's time for you to pleasure me and Anna again. And this time, I'm going to let you fuck us." 
 
    "Yes, Goddess Chloe!" The words burst out of me before I could prevent them, even if I had wanted to. But I didn't try to disguise my joy at what my girlfriend was saying. Chloe and Anna both laughed at my enthusiasm. But there was no point denying the truth. It was what I had been dreaming of all day. "Thank you, Goddesses!" I said, provoking more feminine laughter as Chloe led me down the hall toward the bedroom. Anna followed, the leather minidress creaking with every step she took. 
 
    "You're welcome, chastity boy," Chloe smiled. "It is Christmas, after all. Stand here. Anna, cuff him."  
 
    I didn't even question what the women were doing. I stood in front of the dresser where Chloe ordered me to stand and let Anna pull my arms behind my back. Handcuffs clicked as the older sister locked my wrists together. Meanwhile, still holding the leash, Chloe sat down on the bed in front of me. Setting aside the riding crop, she reached for a drawer of the dresser behind me and opened it. I watched as she pulled out a toy. It was only when she pressed its base against me that I realize what she had in mind.  
 
    It was a strap-on dildo, a large fake cock with a network of straps hanging from its base. Chloe pressed it against my body, just above my own caged member, and began to wrap the straps around me. Anna stepped forward to help her, and my trappred cock ached at the feel of two women working on my body. Finally, they were finished. The fake phallus rose from my body just above the real thing the two women clearly had no use for. 
 
    "There," Chloe said with a smile. "Look at this thing. It's much bigger than yours anyway. And it will never go soft. Finally, you have a cock worthy of us. And now you'll get what you've been wanting all day, Jamie. You get to fuck us." Speechless, I watched as my girlfriend climbed onto the bed. Still holding my leash, she crawled backward, her high heels catching in the sheets. Finally, she lay back, her legs spread. Gathering up the leash, she pulled me toward her. I had no choice but to climb onto the bed and crawled toward her, moving awkwardly with my hands cuffed behind my back. I knew just how cruel Chloe could be, of course. But I had never imagined anything quite like this. 
 
    "Get to work, babe," Chloe said. Reaching down between her spread legs, she took hold of the toy and guided it toward her dripping pussy. I saw her eyes rolling in her head as it slid between her trembling lips. Reluctantly, I inched forward, penetrating her with the obscene toy until it was sunk all the way inside her and her hot juices streamed over my chastity cage. 
 
    "Do it," I heard Anna say behind me. "Fuck her." And while shame clawed at my heart, while desire growled inside me, seemingly destined to be forever unfulfilled, I did as I was told. 
 
    

  

 
  
         
         
    7. A New Day 
 
      
 
      
 
    I’ve had my share of awkward mornings. It happens. Especially when you rush into something with someone you barely know. It all makes sense in the heart of the night, but then everything looks different in the light of day. 
 
    I was no stranger to that feeling. But I had never felt the pure crystallization of it that I did the day after Christmas. It's not regret. That would be putting it far too strongly. But it is a powerful feeling of embarrassment, of shame. And of nervous doubt about the future. Everything had changed, and the changes were so dramatic that I couldn't imagine everything ever going back to normal. Even if I wanted it to. But I had no idea what kind of shape things would take from that point forward. 
 
    I lay there for a while with my eyes open, staring at the ceiling and reliving the events of the previous day. I didn't have to search my memory for them. They were right there in front of me. Whether my eyes were open or closed, I could see Anna and Chloe teasing me, tormenting me, driving me wild with their beauty and the cruelty as though it was still happening right in front of me. Like some kind of kinky out of body experience. A strange vision of a wilder world. I was as helpless to control the visions in my head as I had been to resist the women who put them there. Even when the girls weren't tormenting me, they were. 
 
    Chloe lay beside me. Her deep and even breathing told me that she was still asleep. Tired, no doubt, from the events of the day and night before. I was tired too. But I also had that strange energy that woke me up, that kept me awake and lying there in the silence thinking about everything that had happened. Anna and Chloe had used me over and over again. I had fucked Chloe and I had fucked Anna, and in between, I had been made to worship their pussies and acknowledge them as goddesses and generally debase myself for their amusement in every way imaginable. They had taken turns to have me on top of them, to have me underneath them, riding my face and the strap-on dildo attached to my body until the room rang with their cries of wild pleasure. 
 
    The bizarre display went on into the night. But eventually, even these insatiable women ran out of steam. Finally, my dominant girlfriend took pity on me. With my hands still cuffed so they could do anything, she had unlocked my cock. And she had ridden me until I came inside her, howling and growling like an animal in the raw pleasure that had been so long denied. By the time we were done, she looked exhausted. We all were. But Chloe had still had the presence of mind to lock my cock away again, slipping the chastity device back on while I was still soft and basking in the burning pleasure of my long-denied orgasm. Once the cage was back on, she unlocked the cuffs I wore. Staggering unsteadily after all she had endured, Anna made her way to the spare room to get some sleep. Chloe hastily undressed and collapsed on the bed beside me, and we both fell immediately into a deep and exhausted slumber. 
 
    Now, the house was quiet. Looking over at the clock by the side of the bed, I saw that we had slept late. Beside me, Chloe was still fast asleep, but I didn't dare wake her. Even though I wanted nothing more. Even though my desire was clawing at me again, my locked cock testing as usual the confines of its prison as it tried to harden and swell. That pressure, that delicious pain, had been a constant companion ever since my girlfriend locked me away. But now, it was only getting worse. Even if our Christmas adventures had ended right there, even if I had never played with Chloe or her sister ever again, the memories of all the things we'd done would stay with me forever, glowing strangely in some dark cavern of the back of my mind. I wanted more. Beside me in bed, I could feel the soft warmth of my girlfriend's body, and I wanted her. I wanted her as badly as ever, as though no amount of relief could ever possibly be enough. 
 
    I rolled over. Chloe's breathing changed suddenly as I draped an arm around her, pressing my body against her. The chastity cage pressed against the firm flesh of her ass, and my cock throbbed pointlessly in its prison. Chloe groaned softly. Nuzzling against her neck from behind, I caught the smell of her shampoo mingled with the warm aroma of her body. I couldn't see her face. But the change in her breathing told me she was awake. 
 
    "Good morning," she said, her voice still fuzzy with sleep. 
 
    "Good morning," I replied, my lips brushing against the warm skin of her neck as I spoke. It was easier that way. Easier for now not to look her in the eye, to see the expression on her face. I had no idea what I might see there. Chloe wasn't a woman given to regret, and I didn't seriously think she would have many qualms about our Christmas adventure. After all, it had all been her idea. Still, I wasn't totally sure. Bringing her sister into our kinky games had been a stroke of genius, but it also represented the crossing of a pretty hard line. If Chloe had had some morning-after regrets, I would have understood. 
 
    “You’re up early,” Chloe said, still with her back turned to me. 
 
    "Not really," I said. "It's after ten." 
 
    "Is it? Oh my God," Chloe said. "It's so late." 
 
    “So? You don’t have anywhere to be.” 
 
    "That's true." Finally, Chloe moved in the bed. I rolled slightly away from her and lifted my arm as she turned over to face me. Her eyes were shining as she smiled at me. Her hair was a mess, tangled by long sleep and the wild activities of the day before. Her makeup was smeared, giving her a bleary look. But her green eyes shone and shimmered, as beautiful as ever. Chloe might not agree with me on this point. But to me, the way she looked in the morning, happy and ready for the adventures of another day, rivaled even her most beautiful looks. It was real and natural and authentic. I loved dominant Chloe, the cruel dominatrix who made me worship at the altar of her beauty. But she was more than just a mistress to me. This was my girlfriend. And as incredible as her sex appeal was, that wasn't what I most valued in this amazing woman. It was more than that. Any man would be attracted to Chloe, just as they were to her sister Anna. But no one felt about her the way that I did. 
 
    "That was so crazy yesterday," she said. In its own way, it was almost a relief to hear her acknowledge it. After the events of the previous night, it was the proverbial elephant in the room. Talking about it was another way of reliving it, and I already knew just how difficult that would be. But I also knew that there was no way around it. That bell could never be un-rong. 
 
    "Yeah, it was," I said. Chloe's eyes moved over my face, studying my expression in that way she did when she was trying to guess what I was thinking. As though it were difficult. I was thinking about sex, of course. I usually was. When locked in chastity, I had little choice. With my cock confined and under her and Anna's lock and key, there wasn't much else I could possibly think about. 
 
    "It was so fucking hot though," Chloe went on. "And Anna seemed to really get into it. All that goddess stuff. I knew she could be kinky if she had the right encouragement."  
 
    "Well, you certainly gave her that," I said. Chloe's smile only deepened as she stared at me. 
 
    "Don't act like you didn't love it," she smirked. "Two beautiful goddesses to serve. You're in heaven. I don't know if I've ever seen you cum that hard before." I felt my cheeks coloring as she spoke. Because after all, it was the truth. Once Chloe had finally unlocked the chastity device and guided my aching cock into her streaming pussy, it felt like heaven. It had lasted only moments. I was so turned on that I couldn't have held back if I tried, even under threat of all the devious punishment a woman like Chloe could concoct. And when I had emptied myself inside her, I had felt as though I might pass out from the sheer power of the sensations I was feeling.  
 
    It was sex, technically speaking. But our night of passion and submission and domination seemed to have the same relation to regular sex that the sun does to a campfire. It was brighter and hotter and a billion times more powerful than anything I could experience before. 
 
    “It was hot,” I said in what had to be the understatement of the century. Recognizing that fact, Chloe chuckled. 
 
    "Of course it was," she said. "And it's not over yet. I can't promise you the same as what we got up to yesterday. But after all, you're still locked up. Only me and my sister can set you free. So you're going to have to keep doing what we tell you until further notice." Reaching under the blankets, Chloe's blind hand found my caged cock and patted my manhood affectionately. I suppressed the groan that rose in my throat. Chloe knew exactly what she was doing. 
 
    "Really 
 
    ?" 
 
    "Of course," Chloe grinned. "You didn't think you were going to get off that easy, did you? One day of doing as you're told, and all would be forgotten and forgiven?" 
 
    "No," I said, frowning slightly. The truth was, I barely knew what I wanted anymore. I wanted to fuck my girlfriend again. I wanted to fuck her sister. And for real this time, not with some toy. But I also wanted them to control me. To use and abuse me. Everything Chloe was saying was sending hot sparks of lust racing through my body. Still, it scared me too. "Forgiven for what? I didn't do anything." 
 
    "You were born a man," Chloe said as her fingers slid over the steel cage locked onto my cock. "That's enough. You deserve to be punished just for that. Plus, you have this pathetic little dick that's not worthy of a woman like me. That's why you have to serve. Isn't that right?" 
 
    It was always a struggle. In some ways, things were easier in the heat of the moment. Easier to lose yourself. Easier to abandon your ego and surrender to something more powerful. Every time we began a scene again, I struggled to get back into it. The humiliation was stronger, the sense of shame greater. I never thought of resistance more than I did in the cold light of day when I found myself wondering why I let Chloe treat me like this. 
 
    But these thoughts never lasted long. All I had to do was gaze on her beautiful face and see her smile of delight, and I would be just as helpless as ever. This was what I wanted, and Chloe knew that. I could pretend it was merely something I put up with, that it was all her idea really. But that was just part of the game we were playing. As Chloe love to remind me, the chastity device had been my idea. Everything else had just flowed from that. 
 
    "Yes," I grudgingly said, while Chloe giggled happily. No matter how many times she made me submit, she always took the same delight in doing it again. Every time seemed to thrill her almost as much as the first. Then again, the same could be said for me. No matter how many times we did this, I never got used to it. Of course, that was partly because Chloe never let things stagnate. 
 
    "Yes what? Don't tell me you've already forgotten what you have to call me." Of course I hadn't forgotten. It seemed unlikely I was ever going to forget. And clearly, Chloe was never going to let me. It seemed impossible that even the smallest detail of what had happened on Christmas Day woud ever be lost to me. And evidently, Chloe hadn't forgotten either. Not even the smallest detail. 
 
    "Yes, Goddess Chloe," I said with a sigh. And Chloe cackled wildly as she lay next to me, once again drunk with a sense of her own sexual power. I grunted as she took more of my manhood in her hand, gently squeezing both the cage and my balls until I cringed. 
 
    "This is so fucking awesome," she laughed, staring deep into my eyes as she spoke. "Christmas is usually so boring. But I don't think any of us are going to get bored. We have so much time to come up with new ways to humiliate and torture you. And there's absolutely nothing you can do about it. Is there?" 
 
    "No, Goddess Chloe." This time, I didn't hesitate. After all, my girlfriend had me by the balls, both figuratively and literally. Defiance would only bring more punishment. Chloe was always clear about that. 
 
    "Good," Chloe said, finally releasing her grip on my genitals. "I have to go to the bathroom. While I'm in there, why don't you go see if Anna is awake? If she isn't, don't wake her up. But if she is, I expect you to show her the proper respect you're showing me. Don't make her remind you." 
 
    "Yes, Goddess Chloe." We laughed again. As well she might, I thought to myself. We had just woken up, and already, she was in complete control. She always was. As long as the key to my cock hung around her neck, she was more than just my girlfriend. She was my owner. My mistress. My goddess. Even if I cringed at being made to say the words, it was hard to deny the truth. Both she and Anna seemed so far above me it was like we were different species. 
 
    Still smiling, Chloe climbed out of the bed. I watched her go, my cock aching dully at the sight of her. Last night, after untying my hands and locking my cock back up, she had only just managed to muster the energy to take off the dominatrix outfit. Her kinky clothes and boots lay on the floor at her side of the bed. Completely naked, she stepped over them and made her way to the bathroom. It only made sense, I suppose. I didn't know how comfortable the sisters were with being naked in front of each other in the past. But now, there were no more secrets. They had seen each other cum. They'd seen each other getting licked and getting fucked. There was no longer any point in being coy. 
 
    Not that that did anything to assuage my own sense of embarrassment as I swung my legs out of the bed. I was naked too, except for the ever-present chastity device. I thought about putting on some clothes before going to Anna's room. After all, Chloe hadn't said that I couldn't. But I knew my girlfriend well. Whatever I did, she was always going to want me to do it in the most humiliating way possible. And if her recent actions were anything to go by, I knew Anna would want the same thing. 
 
    So just as I was, I got out of bed and walked toward the spare room. My caged cock dangled between my legs, bouncing ludicrously with every step I took. The door to Anna's room wasn't closed all the way. As I knocked on it gently, it swung wider. The bed creaked as Anna turned over to look in my direction. She was awake. And when she saw me, her eyes, like paler imitations of Chloe's striking green, lit up with delight. 
 
    "Good morning, Goddess Anna," I stammered, intimidated by her bold stare and the smile spreading across her pink lips. "Goddess Chloe told me to see if you're awake." 
 
    "Yes I am," Anna said. "And I see you're still my sister's pathetic little bitch." 
 
    "Yes, Goddess Anna." There wasn't anything else to say. And Anna laughed out loud, delighted all over again by my capitulation. She hadn't forgotten what had happened the day before any more than I had. But I suspected she had even more doubts than I did. Anna wasn't used to these kinky games, even if she had taken to them like a natural and turned out to be almost as impressive a dominatrix as her sister was. Anna was still finding her feet in this game. And by Chloe's orders, I was making it easy for her. 
 
    "Then come here, slave boy." Anna sat up in the bed, pushing herself upright with her hands as she watched me approach. It was a cheap bed that we had bought for the spare room, something simple for the rare occasions we had overnight guests. But my heart clenched like a fist at the thought that perhaps, Anna would be staying over more often from now on. Now that my secret was out. Now that her sister had given her one of the keys to my chastity. Anna was clearly enjoying these games as much as her sister did, and I had a feeling I would be seeing a lot more of her from that point forward. The thought both delighted and terrified me, the way these games always delighted and terrified me. That was their distinct flavor, the heady mix of fear and longing that kept my heart beating like a hammer in my chest. 
 
    As I got closer to the bed, Anna boldly cast aside the blanket. Underneath, she was dressed in bra and panties. The provocative leather minidress she had borrowed from her sister lay on the floor beside the bed, I felt another shiver of lust as I looked at it and looked at her and remembered just how divine she had looked as she dominated me on Christmas Day.  
 
    Not that she looked shabby the morning after, either. Of the two sisters, I still considered Chloe to be more attractive. But Anna was certainly no slouch in the looks department either. She was a beautiful woman, and she was lying in bed in front of me wearing nothing but her underwear with a smile on her beautiful face and all kinds of kinky thoughts in her mind. If my caged cock hadn't already been aching for release, that would have been enough to start it off. 
 
    "Where's Chloe now?" she asked. 
 
    "In the bathroom, Goddess." 
 
    "Good. You can help me out while we wait. I'm horny. Make me cum." Anna laid back against the headboard as she spoke. Her words oozed confidence. I saw the faint flicker of doubt behind her smile. This was also new to her. And like me, she had probably had a kind of reset overnight. Unsure of what the future held and how these games would affect our relationship going forward. Bossing me around like that was a bold move. But it was one that paid off. Crawling onto the bed with her, I reached for her panties without a word, and her smile was triumphant as she stared down at me. 
 
    Carefully, I pulled her panties down. As I lowered my face between her legs, I could smell her pussy, and it sent another shockwave of desire roaring through me. It was ridiculous how badly I wanted these women. And they knew just how to ramp up the pressure. Both of them. Anna might not have her sister's experience at being a dominatrix, but she certainly had the right attitude. Just as I had the day before, I felt again as though every command of Anna's that I obeyed helped her confidence to grow. Every time I followed an order of hers, she felt more comfortable giving me another. Chloe was forcing me to help her sister discover her dominant side. It was clearly working. As I ran my tongue gently over Anna's soft lips, a sigh of satisfaction rose from her throat. 
 
    Desperate lust bubbled and boiled inside me. But I told myself there was no hurry. And as eager as I was to please Anna, there was no guarantee my efforts would be rewarded. Still, that was my job. And I did it as well as I could. I ran my tongue over Anna's pussy, slowly increasing the pressure, slowly gathering pace. Soon, my girlfriend's sister was squirming on the cheap bed, her sounds of her pleasure filling the room. I felt her pussy spasm against my lips, and her warm juices began to flow, anointing my face with her pleasure. As always, my cock surged pointlessly inside its unyielding steel prison. As though it could somehow break free, shatter the cage, and have what it wanted. No chance. And Anna clearly reveled in my helplessness as she moaned and screamed above me, her cries of pleasure becoming louder and more piercing by the second.  
 
    Soon, she was in ecstasy. Her long legs thrashed on the bed on either side of my head. Her feet tangled in the sheets. One hand gripped the headboard, and the other clutched at the back of my head, forcing my face deeper as she bucked her hips against me. I went on licking, savoring the taste of her pleasure even as it tormented me. It was clear eating pussy was going to be a huge part of my Christmas with these two women. I had no objection to that per se. I just wished it didn't work so well to inflame my own desire. But of course, that was all part of the fun for the women who made me do it. 
 
    Finally, Anna let out a powerful shriek of pleasure. Her whole body stiffened as though struck by lightning, and I clung to her shaking thighs as her orgasm raced through her. Her pussy spasmed against my lips and tongue, forcing out more of her delicious juices as she moaned and gasped. Then, with a great sigh, she slowly relaxed. Gently, I leaned back, sliding my tongue over her skin, tasting the residue of her bliss on her thighs while she relaxed in pleasure above me. Then, Anna lifted one foot. Placing it on my shoulder, she roughly pushed me away. I scrambled off the bed, and she watched me with a smile, clearly delighted at the direction the day was taking. I looked at her splayed out in front of me, sated and smiling, completely in control. A spasm of painful desire gripped me. 
 
    "All right," Anna said at last. "That's how I like to be woken up. What a lucky slave you are, getting to eat my pussy for breakfast."  
 
    "Yes, Goddess Anna. Thank you, Goddess Anna." 
 
    Anna shrieked with laughter at that. The sound of her amusement seemed to echo in the small space of the spare room, filling the air with her sadistic glee. 
 
    “You’re welcome,” she smirked. “But now I need to shower. Is my sister out of the bathroom?” 
 
    Cocking my head, I listened. The water wasn’t running. In our bedroom next door, I thought I detected the sound of movement. 
 
    “I think so, Goddess Anna.” 
 
    “Good,” Anna beamed. “I need to shower. And you can help me. Come on. Come with me.” Anna rolled toward the end of the bed and stood up. Still smiling, she walked past me, heading for the door of the bedroom. She had no more hesitation about being naked or nearly naked than Chloe had. Wearing nothing but a bra, she walked through our house as though she owned the place. 
 
    As she reached the bedroom door, I caught a faint glimmer against the dark mass of her discarded clothes on the floor. A bright flash of metallic silver that caught the light. My key. I almost gasped as I saw it. Still tied to one of the laces of the gorgeous high heels she had borrowed off Chloe to make her look more dominant. There it was, the key to everything I desired, lying right out in the open. All I needed to do was stoop and pick it up and free myself.  
 
    There were no cuffs on me now, no bondage I had been forced into. Unlock the cage, and I would be free to do whatever I wanted to these wicked sisters. To reclaim my pride and my manhood and stand up against the feminine tyranny I had been suffering under. My cock surged inside the device as though in recognition of the closeness of freedom. Everything I should have wanted lay there right in front of me, ripe for the taking. 
 
    "Come on, bitch boy," Anna said. Over by the bedroom door, she paused for a moment, looking at me. Her carefully tended eyebrows climbed her smooth forehead as she waited. Between her legs, her pussy shone. And in the next room, there was Chloe, my beautiful and dominant girlfriend concocting who knew what fresh tortures for me to endure? 
 
    "Yes, Goddess Anna." With a jolt, I snapped myself out of my reverie. The smile returned to Anna's face as she watched me hurry after her. Stepping through the door, she headed for the bathroom, and I followed her, my caged cock swinging uselessly between my legs as I humbly obeyed. 
 
      
 
    

  

 
   
         
        
    8. A Submissive New Year 
 
      
 
    The water sang as it disappeared down the drain in a shimmering swirl. Why shouldn't it sing, I thought bitterly to myself. Why shouldn't it be happy? After all, it got to touch her. 
 
    Anna stood in front of me, heedless of the water that bounced off her and splashed on the bathroom floor. It wasn't her house, and it wasn't her problem. We both knew it was me who would have to worry about cleaning up once she was done. But for now, I wasn't thinking about what came next. For now, I was too wrapped up in the moment to think about anything else. 
 
    Anna's skin was shining. The water cascaded over her body, running in thin rivers over the swell of her breasts, her indrawn stomach, her full hips. I envied the trail of moisture that snaked down between her thighs, running over the pussy I had so recently kissed. It seemed so much freer than me. 
 
    I stood in front of my girlfriend's sister with a bottle of body wash in my hand and my cock aching with despair. The cage was fully waterproof. After all, I was the one who had bought it. I had done my research before I made such an important purchase. Whatever madness had possessed me to put myself in this insane situation was still possessing me now, still sending waves of sick pleasure through me as I stood aching in the shower. Chloe was right. This was what I had wanted when I had begged her to become my keyholder. Though I had never imagined a situation exactly like this. I had never thought for a minute that Chloe's sexy sister would be so involved in our games. But there was no denying what a thrill it was to serve another woman besides my dominant girlfriend. 
 
    And judging by the smile on Anna’s face, she didn’t exactly hate this new situation either. It wasn’t just the sex, though I knew that was part of it. It was more than that. Now that I was totally submissive to the two women, they got to use me as a servant. Not just the submissive sex toy I wanted to be, but a personal valet they could boss around however they wanted. Chloe already knew that. And his sister was rapidly discovering it for herself. 
 
    "Get to work," Anna said. She raised her voice to be heard over the roar of the warm shower we stood in. She spoke calmly, smiling all the while. After all, she didn't need to shout and rage. It had only been a day since she discovered how my girlfriend dominated me, but Anna already understood the power she held. With each passing minute, Chloe's sister realized more and more clearly that I wasn't going to say no to her. That I was more or less incapable of it. That the steel chastity device locked around my cock removed that word from my vocabulary, at least where Chloe was concerned. And by extension, the same thing went for Anna. I was completely in thrall to my girlfriend, and that meant serving her older sister too. 
 
    My hands trembled as I ran them over Anna's body. Soap bubbles shone and glittered as I watched her. She stared up at me the whole time, her eyes peering deep into mine, the same happy little smile on her pretty face. Slowly, I washed her, starting with her slender shoulders and moving breathlessly downward. I held her breasts in my hands, my fingers sliding easily over the smooth skin. Her pink nipples rose through a cloud of bubbles. I felt my mouth watering as I stared down at her boobs, longing to press my face against them. Anna knew it, too. She stood with her back arched, her chest thrust out, her smile never wavering as she enjoyed my discomfort. She knew this was torture for me. That was what made it so much fun for her. And how could she not feel beautiful with a man so desperately aching for her? I knew enough about what Chloe got out of the games we played to know her sister would feel the same way. 
 
    And steadily, my hands sank lower. Reluctantly leaving the soft flesh of her breasts, I moved lower down. Her stomach was taut and toned under my hands. Bubbles shone on her hips. Slowly, tentatively, I reached between her thighs. As my fingers slid over her pussy, Anna breathed softly. Raising her arms, she draped them around my neck, hanging off me. The moment was oddly intimate. As though she, not her younger sister, were my girlfriend. 
 
    "You want to touch me, don't you?" Anna said softly. "You want to make me cum again, you greedy boy." 
 
    "Yes, Goddess." She was right. Then again, I wanted a lot more than that. But there was no point asking for what I knew I couldn't get. This game was going to play out the way Anna wanted, and I could guess what that might be. More frustration for me. More pleasure for her. That was the fundamental rule of this kinky holiday. 
 
    “Okay,” Anna giggled. “Go ahead. Make me cum.” 
 
    "Thank you, Goddess Anna." Anna chuckled again as I moved my fingers against her more forcefully. Her lips were already full and swollen from the oral sex I had given her in the bedroom. I slid my fingers over her mound, feeling the wet softness of her body, and she sighed happily as she hung from my neck gently. I curled two fingers inside her, my cock aching at the feel of her tight Percy around the digits. Anna buried her shining face against my neck, surrendering to pleasure as warm water streamed over us both. I moved my fingers inside her, searching for her G spot, and she moaned in pleasure as I found it. Her pussy felt different to Chloe's, though no less desirable. Her G spot was a little harder to find, but I got there. And as I rubbed the heel of my hand against her clit, Anna moaned and trembled. Once again, she was lost in pleasure. Once again, I was giving her what she wanted and doing my best to ignore my own desire. Once again, my cock was straining against the steel chastity that contained it, trying and failing to break the inescapable bars that kept me prisoner. 
 
    Anna moaned. This time, there was no shrieking, no ecstatic screams to come bouncing back from the walls. Instead, there was just a series of deep moans, a growling symphony of pleasure that poured gasoline on the flames of my desire just the same way her screams had. It was all I could do not to whimper as I felt Anna's pussy tighten around my fingers, gripping them in its warm and wet embrace. Anna shivered against my body. I felt her teeth nipping at my shoulder, sinking into the skin hard enough to leave marks. 
 
    As the spasm passed, I withdrew my dripping fingers. Anna smiled up at me as she lifted her face for my neck, her cheek shining with a new glow. 
 
    "Good boy," she smirked. "Two orgasms before breakfast. I'm really starting to see why my sister keeps you locked up. Most men are so selfish, but you're not. You exist just to make us happy." 
 
    "Yes, Goddess Anna," I said. Still with one hand on me for balance, Anna reached past me and picked up a bottle of Chloe's shampoo. Handing it to me, she turned her back, facing the stream of warm water. I knew what to do. Pouring shampoo onto my hand, I ran my fingers over Anna's head. She moaned in pleasure, hardly less pleased than when I had fingered her as I massaged her scalp.  
 
    She seemed to enjoy it, and so I kept doing it. While the warm water washed over us both, I ran my fingers through her hair, rubbing her head. And blindly, she reached behind herself to take my caged cock in her hand. Just the way Chloe did sometimes. As though to remind herself of the total power she had over me. 
 
    When she had finally had enough of the head massage, Anna turned again and washed the shampoo out of her hair. The sweet smell of soap and shampoo filled the bathroom. Finally clean, Anna told me to get out of the shower and bring her a towel. I did as I was told. Leaving wet footprints over the floor, I grabbed a fresh towel from the closet and brought it back to her. Anna stepped out of the shower, and I reluctantly wrapped the towel around her, hiding her beautiful body from my view. 
 
    "Good boy," Anna said again, her voice sending another shiver of desire down my spine. "I'm going to go see what Chloe's up to. You can clean up in here." 
 
    "Yes, Goddess." It was my house and my bathroom, mine and Chloe's. But Anna was acting as though it was her place to order me to do chores. After all, she knew it was. She knew I would do what she said. I watched her walk out of the bathroom, and the sway of her body sent another shiver of frustrated desire through me. These women were going to drive me crazy. That much was clear. 
 
    Once Anna was gone, I started to clean up the bathroom. It didn't take long. I simply mopped up the water that spilled on the floor and threw the wet towels in the hamper. To be honest, I rushed through the job a little. I could only imagine what was going on outside. I wondered if Chloe and Anna were talking about me. Probably. I wondered what they were planning, what they intended to do to me or have me do to them. Just thinking about them added to the pain of my caged cock as I raced through the chore in front of me. Once the bathroom had been restored to its former order, I went looking for the girls. I found them both sitting on the bed in my own bedroom. 
 
    "There he is," Chloe said as I stepped through the doorway. The smile that spread across her face made my heart thump in my chest. She had gotten dressed. I might have been disappointed to see she hadn't changed back into her dominatrix outfit of the day before, the black corset and stockings that made her so infinitely desirable to me, that made me want to do whatever she said. But I couldn't really complain. She still looked amazing. Her black hair shone in the light, perfectly matching the black dress she wore. Short and low-cut, it showed off miles of her legs as she sat at the foot of the bed. She had put her high-heeled boots back on, too. She might not be in full dominatrix gear, but she still looked incredibly sexy and powerful to me as I gazed at her from the depths of my frustrated lust. And I knew the outfit was meant to turn me on. It was more appropriate to wear to a nightclub than for a day spent lounging around the house. But that was the idea. And it was working. 
 
    “Yep,” Anna giggled. “He’s so obedient. You tell him to do something, and he just does it. It’s amazing.” 
 
    "He better," Chloe said, her gorgeous eyes flashing dangerously for a moment. "If he ever wants another orgasm, he knows he needs to do exactly as he's told." Both sisters laughed, and I heard again the sound that had become the agonizing soundtrack to my humiliating Christmas holiday. The women just couldn't stop laughing at me. And even while my heart burned with shame, I couldn't blame them. I was ridiculous. There was no way around it. I stood there in front of them both naked with my cock locked away and inaccessible without their permission. There was no way not to feel like an absolute fool as I waited for their instructions. 
 
    Anna was still wearing the towel I had wrapped around her. Her eyes sparkled too as she looked at me. I realize she had applied some makeup, darkening her lashes, adding color to her eyelids and lips. Maybe Chloe had suggested it, or maybe she had come up with the idea by herself. Perhaps she understood as well as her sister did that the better the two of them looked, the greater my suffering and the more readily I would obey. Either way, she looked great. They both did. 
 
    "Where's your collar?" Chloe asked, a tiny frown momentarily clouding her pretty face. Without waiting for an answer, she stood. I watched her dress tighten around the curves of her body, flaunting more than it concealed as she tugged at it. Anna watched as her sister looked around the room. Finally, she found what she was looking for on the floor. I watched her stoop, trying not to groan as her black dress strained tightly around her perfect round ass. With the collar in her hand, she straightened up again, turning and stepping toward me. I all but gulped as I watched her coming, knowing what she had in mind as she stepped closer to me and wrapped the leather around my neck.  
 
    I could feel her sister watching. As usual, I didn't resist. There was no point. My sexy girlfriend tightened the collar around my neck, and I felt more owned than ever, completely under the spell of this beautiful woman, utterly helpless to resist her. Looking around again, Chloe located the leather leash she had bought for Christmas and attached it to the collar. Twisting it around her hand, she turned and started walking toward the bedroom door. I shuffled after her, feeling Anna's eyes on me the whole way. But for now, I only had eyes for Chloe. I watched her hips swaying in her tight black dress, the high heels of her boots making her strut as she walked through the house. It was a struggle to keep my hands at my sides, not reach out for her and take her hips in my arms and pull her body against me. But of course, it wouldn't help me at all. As much as I wanted to touch her, I knew it would only heighten the agony. 
 
    Brimming with confidence, Chloe led me over to the living room sofa. She sat down, crossing her legs again so that her dress rose higher and exposed even more of her gorgeous thigh. Her tall boots shone in the light, the supple leather gripping her lower legs. Twisting the leash around her hand, she pulled me closer to her 
 
    "Kneel," she ordered, her eyes flashing again. Of course, I did as I was told. I dropped to my knees in front of the sofa, just as I had kneeled there the day before. The lights of the Christmas tree were still twinkling, and the wreckage of our opened gifts still lay strewn across the floor. There hadn't been time to tidy up. Not with all the kinky fun that had taken place the day before. And just being back there provided a jolt to my memory, another reminder of just how far I have fallen. 
 
    "Lick my boots," Chloe ordered, her tone suggesting she wouldn't stand for any kind of hesitation on my part. "Lick them clean. Show me you know your place." 
 
    "Yes, Goddess Chloe." I didn't hesitate. I heard my girlfriend laugh under her breath as I bowed my head and applied my tongue to the leather of her boots at once. Crouching on the floor at her feet, I licked and kissed as humbly as I could, my cock raging all the while in its constant prison. 
 
    “You love this, don’t you, you little slut?” Chloe mocked above me. “You love being treated so badly by me and my sister. It just makes you want us more, doesn’t it?” 
 
    "Yes, Goddess Chloe." That was simply a fact. I couldn't explain it, and I didn't waste a lot of time wondering about it. I just knew it for the truth that it was. The crueler and greedier and more selfish Chloe was, the more attractive she became to me. And as Anna began to display more and more of those same qualities, I felt myself longing for her more too. These women knew my weakness. They knew exactly how to use it against me. There was no point denying that. 
 
    "Good." I didn't raise my head from Chloe's feet when I heard a voice behind me. It was Anna, of course. And as she entered the living room, taking a seat on the sofa next to her sister, I carried on worshiping Chloe's boots while sneaking glances at the other woman. The first thing I saw was her shoes. The same shoes she had worn the day before, the strappy high heel ankle boots she had borrowed from Chloe. The key to my chastity was still dangling from the laces. And the other key hung in its usual spot above Chloe's cleavage. As my eyes slid slowly up Anna's legs, I saw that she was wearing a pale green dress, not much less revealing than the one Chloe wore. 
 
    “You look amazing,” Chloe said to her sister. 
 
    "Thank you," Anna said with a faint bashful smile. "I saw this in your closet and thought I'd try it. I mean, all I brought was T-shirts and jeans. I didn't realize we would be getting dressed up so much." 
 
    "Well, of course, we don't have to," Chloe said. "Chastity Boy here has to serve us either way. But you know I like to tease him." 
 
    "Me too." Anna's face shone as she smiled down at me. There was no doubt about that. Looking up at the two of them from my position on the floor, it would've been hard to say which of them got more out of bossing me around. Clearly, they both loved it. Two sexy dominant sisters who now had the ultimate power over me, who now owned my cock. Two women who knew with terrible certainty that they could make me do anything they wanted. 
 
    "I've been thinking." Chloe was talking to her sister now, but I knew she wanted me to hear. As I glanced up at her, I saw her gorgeous eyes shining down on me like two bright green suns. "It'll be a new year in a couple of days. You know what that means. Resolutions." 
 
    “Oh God,” Anna chuckled. “I can’t wait to hear what’s going through your twisted little mind.” Chloe laughed at that, a bright and raucous sound that filled the living room. 
 
    "Yeah, I have a few ideas," Chloe grinned. My heart fluttered in my chest as I listened. Kneeling on the floor at their feet, I waited nervously to hear what was on my girlfriend's mind. A sharp tug on the leash reminded me the Chloe had not given me permission to stop worshiping her boots. Bowing my head, I returned to my humiliating task while the sisters discussed my fate. 
 
    "I definitely want to explore more in the new year," Chloe smirked. 
 
    “Me too,” Anna said again. 
 
    "I want to have more and better sex. Better orgasms. And slave boy's New Year's resolution is going to be to have less orgasms, I think. I mean, you can see how obedient he is when he's horny. Just imagine how much he'd do to cum if he hasn't been allowed for a month or two." 
 
    "Please, Goddess!" Involuntarily, I raised my head from Chloe's boots. A thrill of fear raced through me at the way her eyes flashed as she turned her face to me, but I couldn't help it. What she was talking about terrified me. Even a few days in chastity was enough to reduce me to a sniveling wreck. A week had me promising Chloe the moon if she would only let me cum. She had never kept me in chastity for anything close to month, let alone two. And I feared what it would do to me. I feared what I would become under the pressure of that kind of unrelieved desire. 
 
    But Chloe was in no mood for mercy. The leather leash creaked between us as she tugged on it. Raising one foot, she jabbed her sharp heel into my shoulder and twisted it. I winced in pain, and Anna's eyes shone as she watched, squeezing her thighs together and biting her lower lip in an obvious display of excitement as she watched her younger sister make me suffer. 
 
    "Shut up," Chloe snarled. "It's not up to you. You don't get to decide anything anymore. Your cock belongs to me and my sister. All you get to do is serve, in any way we see fit." 
 
    "Yes, Goddess Chloe," I growled through gritted teeth as her heel kept burrowing into my skin. "I'm sorry, Goddess Chloe." 
 
    "You will be," Chloe said menacingly. But finally, she lifted her foot from my shoulder and recrossed her legs. I could feel the dull ache where her heel had dug into the skin and knew it would form a bruise. 
 
    "I allowed you to have your pathetic orgasm yesterday, just because it was Christmas," Chloe went on. "And even though I was nice enough to do that, here you are, embarrassing me in front of my sister. Just for that, they'll be no more orgasms for you today. In fact, you're done for the year. I'm not going to unlock your worthless cock until after New Year's." 
 
    "Oh my God!" Anna shrieked in laughter, clapping her hands together in glee at her sister's cruelty. They were both enjoying my humiliation so much, both so clearly turned on by the idea of torturing me like this. It was incredible. All my life, I had dreamed of beautiful dominant women turning me into their pathetic slave. And now, it had really happened. Chloe had been my mistress for a while, but her sadism only seemed to grow over time. And now that her sexy sister was involved, it felt like Chloe's cruelty had kicked into overdrive. Like she had something to prove to her big sister. 
 
     "Now for us girls, it's a different matter," Chloe went on. She settled back in her seat as she spoke, adjusting her dress and re-crossing her legs. Her boots shone with my saliva in the Christmas lights. She looked unbelievably beautiful as she sat there holding the other end of my leash, arrogantly deciding my fate. And sitting beside her, Anna was hardly any less beautiful. Chloe knew she had me. Body and soul, she had me. Even as I feared what she had planned, I knew I wanted it. I wanted all of it. I wanted these two gorgeous sisters to carry on owning me, carry on using me, carry on humiliating me. All I wanted was to give them pleasure at the expense of my own. As crazy as it sounds, I felt lucky that they wanted the same thing. 
 
    "Women like us should be getting multiple orgasms every single day," Chloe went on. "That'll be partly your job, if we can't find anyone better. You're going to be very busy in the new year. Being a fucktoy for me and my sister is going to take up all of your free time. And when you're not pleasuring us, you'll be serving us. It will be your job to keep this house clean and tidy, and you'll do the same for my sister. Understand?" 
 
    "Yes, Goddess Chloe. Yes, Goddess Anna." Kneeling on the floor at their feet, every word Chloe was saying terrified me. But my cock was aching in the device, the pain almost transcendent as I trembled on the floor. Everything Chloe was saying was outrageous, but it was as though she were reading it right off a script written in my heart. I hadn't known I wanted something so twisted until she said it. But now, I couldn't think of anything else. 
 
    "Good," Chloe beamed. "I can't wait to have you properly house trained. It's been fun dominating you in the bedroom, but I think it's time to take this to the next level. From now on, I don't do chores. That's your job. You're our chore bitch." 
 
    "Yes, Goddess Chloe." Beside her sister, Anna spluttered with laughter. Chloe was smiling now too, delighted with how this was going. But I didn't doubt her seriousness. There is no question that Chloe meant what she said. And there was no question that I would do it, too. I wanted these women too badly. It was as simple as that. If that meant groveling at their feet and cleaning their houses and debasing myself in front of them on a daily basis, I would do it. I would do it all for the sweet reward that hung on the chain around Chloe's neck and from the top of Anna's shoe. 
 
    "This is unreal," Anna said, shaking her head. "You mean I get to have as much sex as I want with a guy who isn't allowed to cum unless I say so, and he has to clean my house afterward?" 
 
    "Exactly," Chloe grinned triumphantly. "That's exactly what he's here for. I think I'm going to demote him from boyfriend to bitch boy. Just a pathetic slave for us to use any way we want. And there's nothing he can do about it, because we both own his  
 
    cock." 
 
    "Wow, Chloe," Anna said. There was a new look of admiration for her younger sister on Anna's face as she looked at Chloe. "This is amazing. You know, when you gave me this key, I was really unsure about all this. But you're right. This is fucking amazing. Your slave's cock is the best Christmas present ever." 
 
    Once again, both women howled with laughter, and I cringed at the familiar but still tormenting sound. It really had been a Christmas to remember. And yet, that holiday season was just the beginning of my new and wilder life. A life of service and submission to not one, but two demanding mistresses. Two goddesses who took it as their right to use me and control me, to torment me with sex I couldn't have and punish me for the smallest infraction. A life devoted to making these two beautiful bitches happy, no matter what it took. A life, if I was to be honest with myself, that I wouldn't trade with anybody else on earth.  
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