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A Couple of Slaves 
 
      
 
    The night before everything happened, Julie and I walked around our neighborhood. We strolled along the streets, marveling at the dark shadows of different houses, like glimmering, a few restless dogs patrolling their lawns. We chatted, and Alyssa came up. 
 
    “She’s a really sweet friend,” Julie told me. 
 
    “Yes, she is,” I agreed. “It’s just funny the way you two interact.” 
 
    “Oh?” A little hint of amusement laced her question. 
 
    “You know what I mean,” I told her. My wife squeezed my hand a little bit harder. I had nothing to worry about, but we could both chuckle over our friend. 
 
    “She’s probably just lonely,” Julie told me. “I mean, she hasn’t had a boyfriend and quite a while.” 
 
    “It’s a shame she didn’t want to date Mitchell,” I said. 
 
    Julie just shrugged. “Yeah, but what can you do? If Alyssa isn’t interested in him, then it doesn’t really matter how he feels. That spark has to be there on both sides.” 
 
    Just before we could cross the street, I grabbed my girl, my hands on her waist as I pulled her close. “And what about us? Do we have that spark?” 
 
    Julie giggled, and she was just about to say something, but I leaned in and kissed her. 
 
    One of my hands drifted up along her back, and my fingers slid into her hair. It felt so good to hold her like this. We had both been at work all day, but now I could take her. 
 
    “Oh yeah, definitely a spark. Maybe it’s a little one. But definitely there,” Julie said, teasing me. 
 
    That’s why I grabbed her, wrapping one arm around her limbs. I bent her forward and smacked her behind. Between her jeans and panties, she probably didn’t even feel it, but that was okay. She giggled as her punishment was delivered, and then we kept walking a few seconds later. 
 
    “You don’t have anything to worry about,” Julie told me. “Alyssa is a theater girl. You know how they are.” 
 
    “Theater girl?” 
 
    “Oh yeah,” Julie said, almost skipping a step. “People in the arts always get really familiar with one another. Backstage, they have to change quickly, so the boundaries are a little bit different. They get a lot more physical and intimate with one another. That’s just Alyssa.” 
 
    “As long as you know you belong to me,” I told Julie, squeezing her hand. 
 
    “Always. You belong to me too,” Julie replied. 
 
    “Nope. Only goes one way. You belong to me. I own you.” I chuckled as I said those words. She glanced up at me. In the pale lamplight, I probably looked a little bit like a ghost, but that didn’t not stop her from punching my shoulder. 
 
    “No double standards!” That was always one of her pet peeves. 
 
    “Hey, there’re lots of double standards,” I protested. “Just look at you and Alyssa. If you guys go out to a party, you can cuddle on the couch. She can hold you. Can I hold her? Can I cuddle with her?” 
 
    I did my best to grin because I didn’t want Julie to get genuinely jealous. Of course, this was also a dangerous game because Alyssa was pretty gorgeous. I love Julie, but our friend had big breasts, high cheekbones, a round face, and the kind of shiny blonde hair that would made her fit to be a model. It could be very, very hard to ignore. 
 
    Besides, pretty much all of our other friends had been attracted to Julie at one point or another. 
 
    “Well, no double standards between us then,” Julie told me. “It’s okay because we are both girls, and I’m not even attracted to her.” 
 
    “Are you sure about that? “I asked, smirking slightly. To be honest, I had never been particularly enamored of the idea of seeing two girls together. I wasn’t one of those college guys who wanted to see his girlfriend make out with one of her sorority sisters. But still, the idea intrigued me ever so slightly, probably because I knew Alyssa. We had spent a lot of time together, the three of us. 
 
    “Yes!” Julie emphasized her point by punching my shoulder once again. It didn’t hurt. It never did. 
 
    We chuckled, and then I asked, “How about tomorrow then? You sure you’re not going to go do something naughty with Alyssa? Maybe the two of you will practice kissing or something?” 
 
    “That only happens in guys’ fantasies.” 
 
    “Only because we have no idea what you girls get up to when you have your little sleepovers.” 
 
    “Nothing as interesting as that,” Julie promised. 
 
    “Right,” I replied, my eyes shining slightly as I made it clear I didn’t believe her. 
 
      
 
    While I had to go to work the next day, Julie and Alyssa were supposed to go hang out. I texted my girl occasionally, just saying nice little things to her as I always did. As far as I was concerned, we were together, but that didn’t mean I could stop putting effort into our relationship. I like reminding her that I loved her, that I cared about her, that she was pretty and sweet and funny. I sent her little happy faces, quick notes, nothing terribly difficult. 
 
    But I knew she liked it. 
 
    I wasn’t overly surprised when Julie didn’t respond. If she and Alyssa were chatting over lunch or if they had gone shopping, then Julie probably wouldn’t spend a lot of time on her phone. More than that, I always got the impression that she never wanted to make Alyssa feel bad about being single. 
 
    And then something strange happened. 
 
    It wasn’t supposed to be a big deal, but my phone buzzed just as I got back to my desk. I looked down and saw the message from Julie. Hey, lover. Any chance you could get off work? I was out with Alyssa, and maybe we got silly and maybe I bought a couple of new toys. Maybe we could try them out? 
 
    Toys? Interesting. 
 
    After another second, Julie sent me a picture. 
 
    I stared down at my screen, studying the contours of her breasts. She had flipped her shirt and taken an amazing, sexy selfie. I pressed my lips together, glanced around, making sure that no one else could see my screen. After that, I quickly sent an email to my boss saying that I wasn’t feeling well and had to get home. 
 
    Spontaneous sex sounded amazing. 
 
    Almost giddy, I tapped my steering wheel to the music as I drove back to our house. I parked outside, practically ran up the steps to the front door, and that’s when I glanced over my shoulder, surprised. Alyssa’s car was still on the street. Or was that her car? It was a pretty generic black sedan, nothing too expensive. I shrugged, assuming it wasn’t really her car. It probably belonged to a neighbor or one of their friends. 
 
    Reminding myself that I had a hot girl who wanted sex, I shoved those thoughts aside anyway. 
 
    I stepped through the door, I found Julie waiting for me. Dressed in nothing but a pair of dark red panties and a matching bra, she looked amazing. She had her hair tied back into a pair of pigtails, and she wore a little bit of makeup. Her lips glistened brightly, a shade of alluring red. 
 
    Not only that, she was right there, waiting for me. 
 
    “Hey there, lover,” she said. 
 
    Still in the doorway, I let my eyes drift up and down the length of her body. I studied the smooth contours of her gorgeous legs, the little triangle of her panties, the flat of her stomach, and the curves of her breasts. 
 
    Damn. I was a lucky man. A very lucky man. 
 
    “Mine,” I said, feeling suddenly possessive and domineering as I strode forward. 
 
    Julie reached out and touched a finger to my chest, stopping me. 
 
    Before I could reach out and grab her wrist and pull her close anyway, she smiled brightly, “No. That’s not how we are going to play this. I have some toys, and I really want to try them out on you. How do you feel about that?” 
 
    “I feel like I don’t need toys,” I said, practically growling the words. 
 
    “Too bad. Either we play with the toys or you go back to work.” 
 
    My brows creased with confusion. Really? 
 
    With a sly smile, she promised, “If you just do what I want, I will make sure you feel really, really good. Does that sound nice?” 
 
    Pressing my lips together, I nodded my head. “Yeah, it does.” 
 
    She reached down, took my hand, and she led me back to our bedroom. Moments later, I stepped across the threshold. The bed had been made, and she nudged me down onto my back. 
 
    Julie came up on me. She moved with confident certainty. This was unusual actually, mostly because my girl usually seemed uncertain when it came to sex. Maybe something happened, some conversation or something. Maybe, finally, Alyssa had actually helped my relationship. 
 
    It was a nice thought, but I wasn’t really sure what to make of all of this anyway. 
 
    Then I didn’t really care because Julie was on top of me. Straddling me with her knees pressing against the sides of my chest, she leaned in, and I could feel the soft give of her breasts against me as her lips glided over mine. 
 
    Damn. She felt amazing, especially as she stroked my palms, my arms, and my neck. By this point, I was very, very hard. The anticipation had run hot through my body, but now I have this girl on top of me. 
 
    I reached up, wrapping my arms around her. Julie pulled away for just a second, long enough to say, “Don’t you even think about it.” 
 
    She knew exactly what I had intended. It would have been easy to roll her onto her back, to grab her, pin her, kiss her, and take complete control as I usually did. 
 
    Then she pulled away, and her eyes were bright. “I’m in charge. I’m going to do what I want with you. Isn’t that right?” 
 
    “Fine,” I said, “but hurry up. I’m getting really, really horny!” 
 
    A grin splashed across her lips as she sat up straight and started working the buttons of my shirt. I sat up and shrugged the garment off even as she retreated down between my legs. Kneeling between my knees, she unzipped my pants, loosened the buckle on my belt, and slid both my trousers and underwear down at the same time. 
 
    She freed my erection, only to lean forward and glide her fingers along my scrotum and over the length of my shaft. 
 
    “Someone is really, really turned on right now,” she said to me. 
 
    There was a hunger in her voice, and insatiable desire to be with me. It was addictive and alluring, and I wanted her on top of me again. 
 
    And yet, I stayed on my back, right where she wanted me because that’s how this was supposed to play out, according to Julie anyway. 
 
    I didn’t have to wait long. 
 
    My girl pounced, wading in. She put her weight on my wrists, her fingers tight around me. 
 
    “You know I’m bigger and stronger than you, right?” 
 
    “True,” she said. “But right now, I have you wrapped around my little finger, and you’re willing to do anything I want. I can tie you down. I could put a cute collar around your neck. Isn’t that right?” 
 
    Suspecting that all of this might stop if I gave her the wrong answer, I decided to tell Julie exactly what she wanted to hear. 
 
    “Whatever you say,” I told her. 
 
    “Yes, whatever I say. I’m in charge!” 
 
    Resisting the urge to roll my eyes, I waited for her to kiss me again. Her lips fell upon mine, and it felt so good. 
 
    Our tongues danced against one another, and then she leaned down. Her fingers started to brush over my shaft, touching me lightly, every caress another promise of how good it would feel when I eventually plunged into her. 
 
    “You really want to have sex, don’t you?” 
 
    “Yes,” I growled back at her. 
 
    “Too bad.” She sat up, she scratched in my chest, sending those light, flickering sensations dancing along my nerves. 
 
    “If you don’t hurry up, I might force the issue,” I said, my eyes probably sparkling with delight. 
 
    “And just like that, you make it clear I need to restrain you,” she tells me. 
 
    That’s when she jumped off of the bed. 
 
    Brows tightened again, I watched as she scurried over to a bag in the corner of the room. At first, I really didn’t know what she was getting, but then she raised up the coat. Black and made from some rough fabric, it came with different straps and buckles. 
 
    “What is that?” I asked. 
 
    “A straitjacket,” she told me. 
 
    “You have got to be kidding me,” I said. 
 
    “Nope. I’m not kidding, not even a little bit.” 
 
    “I’m not going to wear straitjacket,” I told her. 
 
    “But what if I want to play Doctor?” Julie asked coquettishly. Striding forward, she sashayed her hips from side to side. She still had on her panties, but I desperately wanted to see her naked. 
 
    “Then I get to be the Doctor,” I replied. 
 
    She stopped at the edge of the bed and answered with a slow shake of her head. She reminded me a little bit of a babysitter explaining some basic concept of authority to her charge. I felt patronized and annoyed at the same time, but Julie was in charge. 
 
    “Fine,” I growled. 
 
    “Yippee!” she giggled as she jumped up onto the bed, and I sat up again, sliding my arms into the sleeves. I told myself that this was probably just some toy anyway, so it wouldn’t really be able to hold me captive. 
 
    Second by second, however, I started to realize just how wrong I could be. Once my arms were in the sleeves, she pulled them up against my torso, one arm tucked under the other. From there, she tightened the straps around my back, pulling them through elaborate buckles and rings. 
 
    When she finished, she announced, “All done. How does that feel?” 
 
    At first, I really didn’t know how to answer. 
 
    “Well?” Julie asked. 
 
    I started to pull harder against of the confines of the straitjacket, thinking that I would be able to slip free. Or better yet, I would start to hear the fabric tear. That didn’t happen. 
 
    Apparently, the fabric was thicker than I thought, stronger too. 
 
    “Come on. Do your best! Show me if you can get out or not!” 
 
    I started to thrash from side to side, throwing too much momentum into my body as I attempted to rip my way free. After another couple of seconds, I lost my balance, fell down on my shoulder, and bounced on the mattress like an idiot. 
 
    That’s when Julie straddled me again. She laid her body down against mine, and then she looked down into my eyes. She leaned in and kissed me. She nuzzled me with the tip of her nose, and then she whispered into my ear, “I love how helpless you are right now. I think I want to tie you down to the bed.” 
 
    “No, don’t,” I started to say, but she had already pulled away. 
 
    Julie retreated back to her bag, and now she pulled out a set of ropes. Soft, silk, and red, they nonetheless looked thicker than I would have expected. They were probably going to be strong enough to hold me. 
 
    As I struggled to sit up again, she grabbed my right ankle, circled the rope around it, and tied it into a secure knot before pulling the other end of the rope to the bedposts. 
 
    “I’m serious, Julie. Don’t tie me down!” 
 
    “Are you sure you don’t want me to tie you down? It’s going to be fun,” she said. She licked her bottom lip alluringly, and I studied her breasts, her body. My eyes drifted along her bra and panties. Damn it. I really wanted her to touch me. I wanted sex! I could feel it like a hunger deep within my core. 
 
    Julie knew this; we had been together long enough that she had no trouble seducing me. 
 
    “Fine,” I allowed. 
 
    “Ask for me to tie you down.” 
 
    “What?” I snapped, on the verge of losing my temper, but I had to remember one simple fact: I was already restrained. I couldn’t get out of the stupid straitjacket on my own. I would need her help, if I pissed her off and she decided to leave me there on the bed, I would be stuck. 
 
    “Ask for me to tie you down,” she repeated. 
 
    “I’m not going to do that,” I told her. 
 
    “Yes, you will,” she promised. Julie touched her hand to my shin, and she walked her fingertips up the length of my leg, bringing her touch closer and closer to my shaft. I stayed so hard while the anticipation built, which was her entire goal. 
 
    “Go on. Say it. Ask for me to tie you down.” 
 
    I threw my head back against the mattress, locking my teeth together for a moment as I grunted like some wild animal. 
 
    “Please, please, tie me down?” 
 
    “Sure thing,” she promised with a laugh as she retreated back down between my feet. She tied down my other leg. Now there was no way for me to get up. Even if I managed to get closer to those knots, I wouldn’t be able to loosen them on my own. That was the entire point. 
 
    Just because I needed to defray some of my frustration, I pulled and twisted against of the confines of my straitjacket. I kept hoping I might get to hear something rip or pop, but that didn’t happen. The material was too strong, the quality too good. 
 
    “Now, how does that feel?” 
 
    “Frustrating,” I said. 
 
    “Don’t worry. You’ll enjoy this next part,” she promised, coming back between my legs. Her fingers moved along my inner thighs, getting closer and closer to my shaft and scrotum. 
 
    The next thing I knew, she took my member in her hand and squeezed gently, moving her palm up and down. Damn. That felt incredible! The soft, caressing friction of her body against mine made me even harder. Closing my eyes, I am braced to the sensations, letting them wash over me. 
 
    Then she pulled her hand away and looked down at me mischievously. 
 
    “What you think of this? What you think of being totally helpless on the bed, knowing full well that I can do whatever I want with you?” 
 
    I gulped. 
 
    “How about you just kiss me?” I asked. I did my best to sound flirtatious, but she slowly shook her head from side to side. “No. I think I want to make you desperate. I want to see you squirm.” 
 
    “That’s not going to happen,” I replied. 
 
    “It’s already happening,” Julie answered. 
 
    Sure enough, her hands returned to my exposed scrotum and cock. Her fingertips brushed along my circumference, soft little movements that I could hardly ignore. It almost felt as though she was tickling me, only then she wrapped her digits around my shaft, and she squeezed again. I nearly climaxed right there! I was so close to coming! 
 
    Just before that response could kick in, she pulled her hands away. 
 
    I squirmed against the confines of the straitjacket, wishing that I hadn’t allowed her to strap me into the stupid thing! 
 
    “You want to beg? You want to beg like a horny boy?” 
 
    Horny boy. Those words sounded strange, and they reminded me of something. Or maybe it was someone. Had Alyssa said something like that before? 
 
    Before I could come up with anything to say or ask, Julie reached down again, and she took me back into the palm of her hand. With hardly any effort, she sent another wave of pleasure running through my body. The anticipation seemed to sharpen, becoming undeniable. 
 
    With the pad of her thumb, she touched the tip of my shaft, rubbing me in tight little circles. Within the straitjacket, my fingers pushed down into the palms of my hands. I could feel the little grooves appear in my flesh from my fingernails. 
 
    “Come on, Julie, this isn’t fair.” I could barely keep my voice level. It was getting harder and harder to breathe normally or evenly. 
 
    “That’s kind of the point, horny boy.” 
 
    Yeah, that definitely didn’t sound like Julie, but I didn’t really think about this either. 
 
    “You’re a horny boy, and you need to beg. You need to feel completely helpless. Come on, horny boy. Beg for me.” 
 
    “I’m not going to beg!” I vowed. 
 
    But then she squeezed me again, and I raised my hips, thrusting and bucking, like I hoped that I might be able to get that extra little bit of pressure against the base of my shaft. Because if I could, then I might be able to climax! Even if Julie didn’t want it to happen, perhaps I could force the issue? Yeah, that was my only hope. 
 
    Only she pulled her hands away altogether, and I could only move a few inches in any direction, especially with my legs tied to the corners of the bed. I tried to kick my way free, yet nothing worked! 
 
    “What’s wrong? Are you getting frustrated?” Julie teased. 
 
    “Please, you have to be enjoying this. You’re getting horny too, right?” I asked. By this point, my mouth felt dry as I was panting so much. 
 
    “Maybe,” she said. “Does that mean you want to go down on me?” 
 
    “Let me out of the straitjacket?” I asked. 
 
    Julie laughed at me. “No, of course not! I would just peel back my skirt and sit down right on your face. I would shove my pussy against your mouth.” 
 
    My eyes got big when I heard those words. 
 
    To start, Julie didn’t use such crass language. She didn’t like to say something as vulgar as “pussy”. 
 
    And yet, her eyes twinkled with mischievous joy as she stared down at me. It was easy to tell that she was studying me, evaluating me as she wondered what she could do with me. 
 
    “You know what? I like that idea.” 
 
    “You’re not going to be able to do this for much longer,” I said. 
 
    “Oh? Why not? How are you going to stop me?” Julie asked. 
 
    I pulled harder against my restraints, almost as though I thought this would be the moment when a primal surge of strength might shoot through my arms, allowing me to finally rip through the thick, binding fabric. 
 
    After a few more seconds, Julie just laughed at me. She brought on hand up and covered her mouth, as though she worried about embarrassing me. 
 
    “No, you aren’t going anywhere,” she said with a chuckle. 
 
    I threw my head back against the mattress, I tried to vent some of my frustration. I growled as like a wild animal again, but that still didn’t help me. Worse, she stroked me again, touching me. She didn’t even squeeze my shaft this time. Instead, she lightly brushed her fingertips from the base of my cock all the way to the tip until I was growling with dismay, just the way she wanted. 
 
    Then she sat up, pulled her panties down, and tossed them onto the floor. I watched them sail away, the dark red glistening on the light before the silk hit the carpet. Then she climbed up on top of me. Her legs straddled my cheeks, and she lowered herself down, inch by inch. 
 
    “You’re not going to get to have an orgasm until you go down on me. For that to happen, you have to beg.” 
 
    I grimaced, hating the fact that I couldn’t see any other alternative. I didn’t want to believe that she really had this much leverage, yet it felt as though every nerve ending and cell within my body ached for the release of an orgasm. I wanted it so badly! 
 
    She knew this. 
 
    Julie was always a gorgeous girl, always sexy, always amazing. I just never imagined that she could sharpen her wiles like this. 
 
    Leaning back, she brushed my shaft again, just one more time. “Do you know, I could always just leave you here. Maybe Alyssa and I could go out for some drinks? What do you think of that?” 
 
    I imagined other guys hitting on her, chatting with her and trying to flirt with her. Obviously, I trusted her, but could she do it? Would she really leave me here tied to the bed? 
 
    When I looked up along the height of her body, I saw the curve of her lips. She didn’t seem like the girl I had left that morning when I went out to work. 
 
    It wasn’t the soft touch that drove me over the edge or forced me to surrender. It was something else, the way she seemed to stare down into me and into the distance at the same time. 
 
    Panting, I gave in, “Fine! Fine, please, please would you have sex with me?” 
 
    “That’s not how you beg,” she teased. 
 
    My fingers tensed up, and I made fists within the straitjacket, not that they could do any good. 
 
    Under normal circumstances, I should have been able to grab this girl and throw her on the bed. I should have been able to take her, radish, own her on every primal level. But because I had been restrained, I was trapped, and she knew it. 
 
    I licked my lips, leaned my head back again and tried, “Please, can I go down on you? Can I please, can I please go down on you?” 
 
    I meant to say more, but she brought her slit right down against my mouth. My lips kept moving until that moment when I started to lick her. My tongue darted up and down in crazy, frantic movements. I did everything I could to please her, to make her feel wonderful. 
 
    Apparently, it started to work because she grabbed my shoulders for balance, her fingers squeezing into my body. “Oh yes, that feels good. I feel so good. You lick pussy like an expert!” 
 
    I didn’t! 
 
    To be honest, I have always been one of those guys who hate going down on girls. Yeah, I can do it when it’s absolutely necessary and she insists and she won’t go any farther without a little bit of oral, but I’ve never viewed this as something a real man should actually do. 
 
    But now my head bobs up and down as my tongue glides over her wet sex. I lick her almost eagerly because I’m waiting for that moment when she will mount me. I want to feel my shaft slide into her. 
 
    That would be amazing, so incredibly hot! It’s what I crave; it’s what I need! 
 
    And yet, it doesn’t happen right away. 
 
    Even though I’m doing such a good job, pumping my tongue into her, it still doesn’t satisfy her right away. After nearly a minute, she squeezes down against my shoulders again. Then she arches her back, throws her head back, and lets her hair splash against her shoulders. “Damn! Damn, damn, damn! You’re so good that! Don’t, don’t stop!” 
 
    Every word turns into a frantic gasp, just a pulse of air as she enjoys every second of stimulation. 
 
    The taste of her slit overwhelms me, and I try to touch myself just a little bit. It would be so easy to come right now! But I’m trapped, I can’t, and she knows it. 
 
    Finally, she pulls away. Having cried out, screaming through the ecstasy of her own orgasm, she retreated back. Bowing her head down, panting, she worked to catch her breath, all while I squirmed on the bed, wishing that I could do something. 
 
    “That was amazing,” Julie finally tells me. “I can’t wait to tell Alyssa about it.” 
 
    “What? You talk to her about your orgasms?” I asked. Even in my own frantic state, I could still see the weirdness of that. 
 
    “Absolutely. She’s my best friend. There isn’t anything I wouldn’t tell her.” 
 
    I looked at her for a moment, but then I decided that I didn’t care because I really, really wanted her to touch me again! 
 
    Licking my lips and tasting her juices again, I plowed ahead, “Please, can we have sex? I’ve done everything you wanted!” 
 
    “Yes, you have. But I don’t think I’m ready yet.” 
 
    “What does that mean?” She had already gotten off! What else could she possibly want? 
 
    But then, someone rang the doorbell, and that’s when Julie jumped off of the bed and scurried out into the hallway. Strapped down and half naked, I didn’t know what to do, so I kept calling her name. “Julie! Julie!” 
 
    She didn’t answer me. Instead, she rushed right over to the front door, which I could hear open. 
 
    Had Julie bothered to put on pants or even her panties? 
 
    I couldn’t see the floor, but I hadn’t seen her grab anything either. 
 
    Then I heard something else, laughter. 
 
    “Where is he?” 
 
    “Exactly where you wanted him, Mistress,” Julie said. 
 
    “Good,” came the other voice, familiar now. 
 
    I recognized that tone. It could only belong to Alyssa. 
 
      
 
    Alyssa. Somewhat condescending, charismatic, beautiful, and alluring all at the same time. She knew how to tease people, how to charm, enchant, and talk to pretty much anyone. She was the kind of girl who could go to an amusement park on her own and leave at the end of the day with a dozen new friends. When people met her, they instinctively turned to take a position in her orbit. 
 
    And now, I listened as they talked. 
 
    “Mistress, are you sure you want him here? I could just take him out. Then it could be just you and me,” Julie said, her voice almost frantic. 
 
    “No. That’s not how this works. Now go fetch your collar and leash.” 
 
    “Yes, Mistress,” Julie said. She scurried back down the hallway. I heard the rush of footsteps. Then I turned my head and saw my girl standing there. She crouched down, grabbing several items from the bag. 
 
    “Julie, what the hell is going on here? Is Alyssa really here?” 
 
    Julie glanced in my direction for a moment, yet she hardly seemed to see me. Instead, she scurried back out of the room just as quickly as she had arrived. From my vantage point, I could see the leash dangle from her hand as she skipped ahead, disappearing back into the living room. 
 
    “How are you feeling?” 
 
    “Obedient and grateful, Mistress,” Julie said, her voice strong and certain. There wasn’t any doubt, no hesitation in anything she said. 
 
    How could that be happening? How could any of this be happening? 
 
    “There’s a good girl,” came Alyssa’s confident voice. Whenever she spoke, she reminded me of the nanny or babysitter, someone energetic, chipper, cheerful, but ultimately authoritative. 
 
    Of course, I had no idea what she was capable of, not until I saw Julie crawl into the bedroom. 
 
    Just a few moments ago, she had rushed in, grabbed what she wanted, and fled. But now she moved on her hands and knees. 
 
    “What the hell?” I asked, unable to believe what I was seeing. 
 
    There was my girl, moving on all fours. A collar circled her neck, and there was a leash attached to it, one that stretched up from Julie’s neck to Alyssa’s hand. 
 
    With a nervous gulp, I looked over at the other young woman. Alyssa. Beautiful with her shiny hair, big eyes, angular features, and gorgeous body. As she moved forward, part of me still noticed the curves of her big breasts and that the soft sashay of her body. 
 
    Then I forced myself to think clearly and demanded, “What the hell is going on here?” 
 
    “Julie, you go ahead and tell him,” Alyssa said, making it sound like she was somehow doing one or both of us a favor. 
 
    Julie scurried forward and crawled up onto the mattress. Still leashed, she pressed herself against my sides, her arms and knees pushing into my flanks. The heat of her body seemed to radiate into me even as she looked right into my eyes. Despite the intimacy, it felt as though she couldn’t really see me. 
 
    “So, horny boy, I’ve decided that I want to be with Alyssa from now on.” 
 
    “What?” I snapped, unable to believe what I just heard. 
 
    “Oh yeah,” she said, nodding her head down and up fast enough to make her bangs bounce. “You see, Alyssa is so gorgeous and smart and beautiful and I love the sound of her voice. She so amazing. That’s why she’s my Mistress now.” 
 
    “Julie, she has you on a leash!” 
 
    “I do,” Alyssa said with condescending confidence. 
 
    Refusing to acknowledge anything her friend said, I focused on Julie. “Please, I don’t know what has happened, but you have to snap out of this. This is crazy!” 
 
    “It’s not crazy. It’s simple. She is this perfect person, and I want to please her. She’s been generous enough to accept me as her slave. I belong to her now. I have to do whatever she says. I want to be obedient for her.” 
 
    “No way. That’s just not possible.” 
 
    “He doesn’t believe in what we have,” Alyssa said with a click of her, and a shake of her head. “Maybe you should gag him.” 
 
    “You are not going to gag me,” I said as Alyssa handed something to Julie. 
 
    Straddling me still, Julie waited for me to try to say something else. Like an idiot, I obliged, “You cannot gag me, and you cannot keep me strapped down like this! Let me go. Let me go right—” 
 
    Before I could finish the sentence, Julie shoved a rubber ball into my mouth. But that wasn’t all. She brought of the gag’s straps down around the back of my head, and she swiftly buckled them into place. 
 
    Immediately, I tried to spit the ball out, but the leather straps made sure that it remained snugly poised between my lips. Even so, I kept struggling, at least until Alyssa spoke up again, “Don’t be a stupid boy. Seriously, you’re not going to be able to spit that out.” 
 
    I jerked my head to the side and glared at her with everything I possessed. My entire body probably radiated hot anger, not that it could do any good. So long as I wear that straitjacket, I was completely helpless. 
 
    And she knew it. 
 
    Striding forward with an angelic grace, she stood above me. “Let me tell you what’s going to happen, horny boy.” There! She said it! Clearly, Julie got it from her. “Together, Julie and I are going to break you. I’m going to train you, tame you, turn you into an obedient little servant. You’re going to do whatever we want.” 
 
    I snorted, laughing at her despite the ball gag wedged between my lips. 
 
    “Get the paddle,” Alyssa said to her slave. 
 
    “Yes, Mistress,” replied Julie as she scurried off of the bed. She took her place back between my legs just a few seconds later, only now she had a wooden paddle in the grip of her hand. 
 
    I didn’t know what to do about that. 
 
    “Have you ever experienced corporal punishment as an adult?” Alyssa wanted to know. She sounded idly curious. 
 
    I didn’t shake my head, yet Alyssa had no problem guessing what my answer was going to be. “No, of course not. I’m sure you are a good kid, and I doubt you would play anything all that adventurous with your girl here. Isn’t that right?” 
 
    Still refusing to answer, I narrowed my eyes in her direction. “Don’t worry. You’re going to get a taste of it now. In fact, you’re going to learn to love quite a few new things.” Alyssa smirked slightly, one corner of her mouth rising up. 
 
    I tried to say something. 
 
    “You want me to tell you what I’ve done?” 
 
    I nodded my head. 
 
    Apparently, that was enough of a response to get her to offer me some extra information, “If you haven’t figured it out yet, I seduced Julie. She’s mine now.” 
 
    “That’s, that’s not possible,” I fought to say; despite the ball gag, it seemed like Alyssa could understand me. At the same time, I looked over at Julie. My girl still clutched the paddle in her hand, and her expression remained blankly disinterested, as though she didn’t care about what might happen in the next couple of minutes. 
 
    “You sure about that?” Alyssa wanted to know 
 
    “Yes!” I hissed back at her. Even the gag wasn’t enough to keep that word from being obvious to everyone in the room. 
 
    “Would you like a demonstration?” 
 
    What could I attempt to say? As I stared back at Alyssa, I searched for some sign of hesitancy on her face, as though she didn’t really think she could do this. Beside her, naked, collared, and leashed, Julie just waited as though totally dormant. 
 
    “I think a demonstration would be a very good idea,” Alyssa finally decided. 
 
    That beautiful girl reached under her skirt, and she pulled off her panties. With quick, deft movements, she also kicked away her sandals. Bright red covered her toenails, making her seem even more vivid and dangerous somehow. 
 
    “Come over here, Julie. Lick my feet and tell me how much you love being my slave.” 
 
    If that’s all she wanted, then why did she pull off her panties? 
 
    Julie crawled over to her Mistress’s feet. Moving with the easy obedience of a girl who had been totally enslaved, Julie didn’t pause or wait for an extra second. None of this seemed a strange or odd to her. Apparently, this kind of command had somehow become normal. 
 
    How could something like that even happen? How could something like this ever occur? 
 
    As those questions bubbled inside of my head, bouncing back and forth, I could only watch as my girl bent down. She brushed her lips along Alyssa’s toes, “I love being your slave, Mistress!” That was just the start. To make matters worse, Julie started to smile. I could hear the genuine ecstasy wound into her voice. 
 
    Julie kept going, “Thank you for enslaving me, Mistress. I know that I belong to you. I am your pet. I am your plaything. I am yours. I will always be yours! Thank you. Thank you so much for allowing me to serve you like this!” 
 
    “Do belong in a collar?” 
 
    “Yes, Mistress.” 
 
    Alyssa kept her eyes pinned on me as she continued, “And why is that?” 
 
    Again, there wasn’t any hesitation as Julie gushed, “I belong in a collar because I’m your slave! As your property, I should be marked all the time. This band of leather makes it clear that I am yours!” 
 
    “Oh? So you’re saying you don’t belong to that boy tied down to the bed?” 
 
    Julie turned around, her eyes gliding along my face for just a moment before she returned her attention to her Mistress, “Why would I belong to him?” Julie seemed to genuinely confused. 
 
    “You live with him, don’t you?” 
 
    That’s exactly what I would have asked. 
 
    Julie shrugged, “Yeah, I live with him and I care about him or whatever, but I belong to you, Mistress.” 
 
    “So you love being my slave? Is that what you’re saying?” 
 
    Julie bobbed her head down and up, nodding eagerly. “Yes! Yes, I belong to you, and I’m so grateful for the opportunity.” 
 
    “You want to serve me? You want to please me?” 
 
    “Yes, yes, yes!” Julie chirped back. 
 
    When I first walked into the house, she had greeted me with that same enthusiasm, but now she focused all of her energy and attention on another woman! Part of me didn’t know how to believe this, how to process it. If I hadn’t been so clearheaded, it would have been easy to assume I had been drugged. 
 
    “There’s a good girl,” Alyssa said, reaching down and petting Julie. 
 
    Rather than getting irritated at her or being annoyed at how she was being patronized, Julie beamed up at her Mistress, clearly grateful for the attention. 
 
    Gagged, I grunted, snarled, and I even tried to shout, but the rubber ball in my mouth absorbed most of the sounds. 
 
    It was just so easy for those two girls to ignore me. 
 
    After a few more seconds, Alyssa finally turned her attention back to me. “Maybe that stuff isn’t good enough,” she suggested. “Maybe you want a real demonstration of my power.” This is where she made it clear why she had pulled off her panties. 
 
    Alyssa leaned against the bed, and she spread her legs. 
 
    Still holding onto my girl’s leash, she tugged on it, Julie turned around, crawling closer and closer. Then Julie got up on her knees, and she started to nuzzle and lick at Alyssa’s inner thighs. 
 
    What was about to happen? 
 
    On some level, I must have been able to figure it out. The answer must have been obvious, but I blocked it out; I couldn’t face the reality of what I was about to witness. 
 
    Julie slid her face between Alyssa’s inner thighs, and then she started to lick. I watched as Julie bobbed her head down and up, as she probably moved her tongue over Alyssa’s slit. Although I couldn’t see exactly what was happening, I caught the little bit of flesh that danced along Alyssa’s cheek. 
 
    Clearly, she was turned on. To make matters worse, she glanced down at me and explained, “You probably won’t believe this, but I’m a master hypnotist. I took your girl, I tricked her, and I brainwashed her. That’s why she belongs to me. Isn’t that right, pet?” 
 
    “Yes, Mistress!” Julie aswered, pulling back. For a second, I could see her, and I could tell that her lips glistened with her Mistress’s juices. 
 
    Julie had really done it! She had really gone down on another girl! 
 
    She wasn’t supposed to do that. This wasn’t just my expectation. Not long after we started dating, she had giggled at the prospect of being with another girl, saying that it was impossible. She could never imagine herself licking another female. But now I watched as she did it, as she moved her head back between Alyssa’s inner thighs. Her tongue glided up and down, a frantic, desperate to please rhythm. 
 
    All the while, Alyssa teased me. “You know, if you don’t like this, you could probably try to stop her. What’s wrong? You can’t?” 
 
    No, I couldn’t, and she knew it! So did I, but that didn’t help with the frustration mounting deep within my chest. 
 
    I wanted to punch or hit something. I needed to break something. This was too much! Trapped in my straitjacket, I could only watch as Alyssa enjoyed herself. 
 
    Like an obedient slave, Julie continued to move her head up and down as her tongue traced elaborate patterns, swirling, sliding from side to side, and licking at Alyssa, all for the pleasure of her Mistress. In the meantime, Alyssa glanced down at me, her eyes bright with excitement. 
 
    She said it, “This used to be your girl, but she is mine now. She belongs to me, and shall do whatever I want.” 
 
    “No!” I fought to say, only I couldn’t shape any coherent sounds, not around to the rubber ball wedged into my mouth. 
 
    “Face it, horny boy. We can do whatever we want with you now.” 
 
    “No!” I tried to say it again, but the word still wouldn’t come out as anything articulate. Even so, she must have been able to understand that single syllabic protest. 
 
    “Yes,” Alyssa said. Languidly leaning back, she embraced of the pleasure coursing through her body, her nerves lit up with anticipatory ecstasy. At that moment, I couldn’t even tell whether she enjoyed Julie’s submission or my helplessness more. “Do you want to know how I hypnotized your girl? Do you want to know how I made her mine?” 
 
    “You didn’t!” I struggled to say. 
 
    This time, Alyssa probably couldn’t understand me because she ignored my retort. “It was easy, but only if you have the right equipment. Luckily for me, I know what I’m doing. I understand exactly what it takes to transform a girl like her into what I want.” 
 
    I bit down as hard as I could, hoping that I might be able to tear through the rubber. That didn’t happen. It gave a little bit, stretching beneath my incisors and canines, but I remained muted and bound, just the way these girls wanted me. 
 
    “If you know what you’re doing, it only takes a little while. Julie didn’t even try to fight me. Deep down, I think she always wanted to be mine. She loves being between my legs, don’t you think?” 
 
    At this point, Alyssa ran her fingers through Julie’s hair, stroking, massaging, teasing her scalp. Then she grabbed onto that thick mane and pulled Julie back. My girl looked at me for a second before returning her attention to her Mistress. 
 
    “Julie, do you like being enslaved?” 
 
    “Yes, Mistress!” 
 
    “And what do you think we should do with your horny boy?” 
 
    Julie shrugged as though she didn’t care. “That’s not for me to decide, Mistress. He belongs to you.” 
 
    “I do not!” I shouted back, but the two girls just glanced at one another as though they couldn’t possibly understand what I wished to say. 
 
    “I guess you’re right, Julie. He does belong to me, doesn’t he?” 
 
    That’s when she reached down. With one hand, she nudged Julie back into position. Without needing to be told to do so, my girl started to lick her Mistress, sliding her tongue up and down in quick, gentle movements. Then she plunged in deeper. For just a moment, it looked as though Alyssa couldn’t really think clearly. Her cheeks flushed, and she nearly climaxed, but this young woman wished to maintain control over her mind and body. 
 
    She wouldn’t be distracted. 
 
    Exhaling slowly to maintain her equilibrium, Alyssa reached down, and that’s when she stroked me. 
 
    At first, I didn’t think that was a possibility. I never imagined a scenario where she would glide her fingertips from the bottom of my balls up along my scrotum, over the base of my shaft, all the way to my tip. 
 
    Ever since Julie started teasing me and stimulating me, I had stayed hard. But now, the arousal pounded through me with twice as much force. 
 
    “You like that, don’t you? Yeah, you do. You horny, horny boy.” Alyssa grinned. 
 
    “Stop that!” I snarled at her like some wild animal, wishing that I could get her to quit. 
 
    Unfortunately for me, Alyssa was having too much fun. Maybe she enjoyed seeing me buck from side to side. She loved the way I thrashed, pulling and twisting against the confines of my straitjacket. I still couldn’t escape, and she knew it! 
 
    “You know, you could always beg for the chance to become my slave as well. I could hypnotize you, but I don’t think I want to do that. I think I want to see that look of jealousy on your face again.” 
 
    That’s when she pulled Julie away. 
 
    Alyssa leaned down and whispered something only my girl could hear. 
 
    Then Julie told me, “I would much rather be with Alyssa. She’s beautiful, smart, sexy. I love licking her. I’m so grateful that I get to belong to her!” 
 
    “Did Julie ever say anything like that to you?” Alyssa asked, turning every word into a mocking jibe. 
 
    Narrowing my eyes, I couldn’t respond. 
 
    “Don’t worry. I’m going to enslave you too.” 
 
    I shook my head from side to side. She squeezed my shaft, sending a burst of anticipatory desire running through my skin. “Are you sure about that?” 
 
    She squeezed me again. 
 
    Silently cursing, I rolled my shoulders toward the headboard, arched my back, and raised my hips. I wanted her to continue so badly! 
 
    Alyssa pulled her hand away. As my girl continued to eat her out, Alyssa just smiled down at me. “If I pulled that gag out of your mouth right now, would you beg?” 
 
    Yes! 
 
    I didn’t mean to nod my head down and up. I didn’t want to give this young woman the satisfaction of seeing my desperation, but I couldn’t help myself! Overwhelmed, I surrendered and swung my chin down and up over and over. 
 
    Alyssa pulled on Julie’s hair, and my girl immediately went to loosen the buckles on my gag. I spit the ball out, but neither Julie nor Alyssa seemed to mind. 
 
    Alyssa lightly stroked me again, her fingertips barely touching me, yet those caresses still sent electric pulses of need throughout my body. 
 
    “What do you have to say?” Alyssa teased, the words sliding out onto the air. 
 
    Hardening my lips together, I didn’t know what to do! My mind turned blank, especially because Alyssa reached down and distracted me again. I could tell that she wanted to arouse me, that she wanted to push me to new heights of desperation. Growling again like a beast, I grunted and savagely pulled against the sides of my straitjacket, but these girls had done an excellent job. Trapped, I couldn’t get away, and they both knew it. 
 
    As Alyssa pushed Julie back down between her legs, she said, “I can do this all day. I mean, I’m going to get off as much as I want. But you?” 
 
    “Fine!” That word actually jumped from my mouth before the pleading began, “Please, touch me more! Please, Alyssa, I can’t take this!” 
 
    “Address me as your Mistress.” 
 
    My body quivered for a moment, as though I instinctively resisted the idea. For a moment, this was entirely animalistic. It had nothing to do with self-respect, independence, or any other abstract notion. No. My body wanted me to fight. 
 
    But I couldn’t. “Please, Mistress!” I had been appalled when Julie said something like that, but now it was my turn. 
 
    “There we go. That’s right,” she said, rewarding me as her hand ran up and down my shaft. She had her fingers wrapped around my circumference, and she knew precisely how to touch me. Anticipation continued to build, and then she said, “You want to be my slave, don’t you?” 
 
    “Yes, Mistress!” 
 
    “And you know that you belong to me now, don’t you?” 
 
    This was supposed to be Alyssa, her friend! But somehow, she had decided that she didn’t want to be a third wheel. Instead, she became something else, something and someone so much more powerful! 
 
    “Yes, Mistress! Yes, I want to be your slave. Please, please just don’t stop! Please, let me be your obedient slave!” I begged exactly as Julie had done. 
 
    “Okay,” Alyssa finally allowed. “I will permit you to be my slave. Both of you will belong to me. I’m going to make sure that Julie stays nice and hypnotized. She’s never going to snap out of it, horny boy. But you? You are going to obey me for very different reasons.” 
 
    She squeezed my shaft again, and I was so close to coming! 
 
    With a cruel smirk on her face, Alyssa pulled her hand away from my shaft. 
 
    My mouth became dry instantly, and I looked up at her, an expression of shock and dismay etched into my face. 
 
    “I never said I would let you climax,” Alyssa told me. Then she looked down at Julie. “Go ahead and go get the rest of the equipment.” 
 
    Equipment? What equipment? 
 
    Hoping that maybe begging would make a difference, I ignored what she said to her slave and I kept pleading with her, “No! Please, just touch me a little bit more. Please, I can’t take this!” 
 
    “Have you ever been this horny before?” 
 
    My eyes bugged and practically bulged out. 
 
    “No!” I called out to her with perfect confidence. 
 
    “That’s the thing that I find so fascinating about boys. With your girlfriend, I had to relax her. I had to make sure that she surrendered to me completely. She just listened to the sound of my voice with the right cadence rhythm. But boys? Wow. You guys are so much easier. I mean, so long as I control this,” she said, squeezing my shaft again, “I control you. Granted, your girl also belongs to me.” 
 
    As I swallowed, I didn’t know what to do. I had no idea what to make of anything she said. “Now, you begged to be my slave. As far as I’m concerned, it doesn’t matter why you said those words. You have said them, and now I’m going to accept you as my property. Say thank you.” 
 
    I didn’t know why I did it, there was something so perfect about her confidence. “Thank you.” 
 
    “Good boy,” she said, touching my cheek. Her skin was soft and warm and I actually enjoyed the way she caressed me. “I know that you’re going to relapse. They’re going to be mistakes, and that’s okay.” 
 
    Julie reappeared in the doorway. She had a cardboard box in one hand, a bowl in the other. 
 
    “Make sure that he is properly equipped,” Alyssa said to her slave. 
 
    “What does that mean?” I asked, but Alyssa got up off the bed, and she headed out. She smoothed down her skirt and disappeared from the room, leaving me alone Julie. 
 
    This was it, an opportunity. Maybe I could convince my girl to stop this. 
 
    With her hair still tied in pigtails, Julie climbed up onto the bed. She was naked, collared, and even her leash dangled down between her breasts, only to be dragged over the mattress. She set the bowl down right between my legs. I lifted my head and looked down into its contents. 
 
    Ice? Why did she have ice? 
 
    Then she reached toward the cardboard box and began to take out the different components. A tube. A plastic ring. A padlock. 
 
    Right then, I couldn’t comprehend what those different pieces would be used to construct. Instead, I focused on my girl, “Julie, I don’t know what’s going on here or how this is possible, but you have to talk to me.” 
 
    “My Mistress has instructed me to get you ready.” 
 
    “Ready? Ready for what?” 
 
    “You must be ready to be tamed.” 
 
    I was already calling her Mistress and begging to be her slave. Wasn’t that good enough? 
 
    No. It wasn’t. She could tell that I still wanted to fight her, that I still thought I had some chance. That wouldn’t last long, not when Alyssa was cruel and Julie was obedient. 
 
    But still, I had to figure some way out of this! 
 
    I slammed my head down against the back of the mattress. That seemed to get Julie to focus on me for another moment. “Please, you know you don’t really belong to her, right? You’re not supposed to wear a collar. You’re not her pet or her slave.” 
 
    Almost serenely, Julie reached down and put her hand over my mouth. I stopped talking, although I suspected she would have still been able to make out anything I tried to say. Something was important as she explained, “If you disrespect our Mistress again, I will put the gag back in your mouth. Do you understand me?” 
 
    “She isn’t our Mistress!” 
 
    “We belong to her. We both begged for the privilege of belonging to her. We will obey her and follow her commands because she is in charge.” 
 
    “But why? Why is she in charge?” 
 
    For a second, doubt seemed to flicker along Julie’s face. 
 
    “She…she…” 
 
    It really seemed like I was getting through to her, only then Julie looked down at me, and her tone shifted, suddenly becoming something closer to mechanical. “Alyssa is in charge because she is smart, beautiful, and she knows what is best. I belong to her, and so do you.” 
 
    “But—” 
 
    Before I could answer, she grabbed two pieces of ice, one in each hand, and then she gently pressed those cold shards against the sides of my cock. I didn’t see this coming. I couldn’t have predicted it, so the cold lashed at me, punching the air from my lungs. I couldn’t breathe for a second as my brain failed to process the stimulation. 
 
    The next thing I knew, I was howling out, crying for her to pull the ice away. 
 
    Julie looked down at me with a vicious grin on her face. “This is what our Mistress wants for you, so it’s what you get.” 
 
    “No! Please, please stop!” I sounded even more desperate now, but she just slid the ice along my body, teasing the different contours of my shaft, making my erection wilt away. 
 
    She grabbed the plastic tube, slipped it on to my cock. Then she grabbed the ring and pulled it up along my scrotum. She connected the pieces together, locking them in place. 
 
    Click. 
 
    I heard it happen, and then I raised my head and looked down along the length of my body once more. I saw that my member was now encased in plastic. 
 
    “What is that?” 
 
    “It’s your Chastity cage. Top-of-the-line. Now that it’s on, you’re not going to be able to get it off with anything less than a chainsaw, and I don’t think you would want to try that.” 
 
    “Julie!” 
 
    A different voice answered me. “It looks like I came back at the perfect time.” Alyssa leaned against the door frame. Striding closer and closer, she looked down at me. “Like I said, I’m not going to hypnotize you. I want you to be fully aware of what I’ve done.” 
 
    “I’m not going to be your slave, Alyssa.” 
 
    “Let him up.” 
 
    That’s when Julie removed the restraints from my ankles. I suddenly was able to move, shooting up as fast as I could, but Alyssa grabbed me, rolled me over, and shoved me down. With my arms trapped over my chest, I couldn’t resist. Off-balance, I soon fell right on my face. Fortunately, the mattress made sure I didn’t actually hurt myself. 
 
    “Paddle,” Alyssa announced, holding out her hand. 
 
    Julie gave her one. Solid wood, the paddle was smooth, especially when Alyssa stroked it over the contours of my naked ass. 
 
    “I’m going to train you with pleasure and pain, horny boy.” 
 
    “You’re not going to get away with this!” 
 
    “Actually, I already have because you are trapped now. I can keep you that straitjacket as long as I want, and your girl here is going to help me. She’s going to make sure you stay in chastity, and we can keep you stimulated for as long as we want.” 
 
    “No!” I howled back at her. 
 
    “Yes. Definitely yes,” Alyssa promised. 
 
    I opened my mouth, inhaled, and I was ready to argue with her. I wanted to shout that she was wrong, that she couldn’t succeed, that I would break her hold. 
 
    CLAP! 
 
    The paddle crashed down against my backside, slamming into my naked, vulnerable buttocks. 
 
    The pain exploded through my body and instant later. It seemed to come from everywhere and nowhere at once. It was like getting electrocuted! 
 
    Still, I somehow managed to stay silent. 
 
    Alyssa wasn’t done. Oh no. She was only getting started. 
 
    She cocked her arm into the air, raising the paddle. I looked up, and part of me couldn’t really believe that I was suffering from corporal punishment. Something like this should have been completely impossible, but then that girl had decided she wanted me and Julie both. She would tame us, train us, and ensure that we obeyed her every command and serve her every whim. 
 
    More than anything, I wanted to tell her that she wasn’t going to win, but she swung down and struck again. 
 
    It felt like another bolt of lightning. The pain exploded throughout my body, nerves lighting up every inch of my skin. Sure, the pain resonated along the curves of my ass, but I still stayed silent. 
 
    CLAP! 
 
    CLAP! 
 
    CLAP! 
 
    Alyssa shattered my stoicism. 
 
    Before I knew it, I started to call out, gasping, grunting, and even begging. “Please, I can’t take it!” I tried to get up, but Alyssa reached down, placing one hand on the back of my neck. She shoved me in place once more. 
 
    “Guess what?” 
 
    My eyes watered, but I forced the words out, “What?” 
 
    “You’ve never been demeaned, not really. But that’s what’s going to happen to you right now. You’re going to go down on your girl. You’re going to give her a wonderful orgasm—while I ride you.” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “Horny boy, you need to understand that you are at the bottom of this totem pole. You don’t get to do anything without permission. I’m in charge, and then Julie will tell you what to do next.” 
 
    Julie giggled at this, like she couldn’t wait. 
 
    “No. Please,” I started to say. 
 
    CLAP! 
 
    CLAP! 
 
    CLAP! 
 
    “Are you going to try to argue again?” Alyssa asked. 
 
    “No,” I replied, my voice small and reluctant. 
 
    CLAP! 
 
    CLAP! 
 
    CLAP! 
 
    “How do you address me?” 
 
    My eyes were wet, plus my voice didn’t want to work, but I still managed to get the words out, “Mistress. I address you as Mistress.” 
 
    “That’s right. Now, I’m going to roll you over onto your back. Julie, go get the harness and a dildo.” 
 
    She said she was going to ride me. Now my eyes widened with shock and suspicion. Alyssa quickly confirmed what I had feared. She took a pink dildo from my girl, and then she pushed it down toward my mouth. “Suck on it.” 
 
    I shook my head from side to side. But then she grabbed my balls and squeezed. She could hurt me if she wanted to. 
 
    So I opened my mouth and started to suck on the dildo. “That’s right. This is how I’m  going to ride you. I’m going to pump you from behind. You’re going to feel the weight of my body. You’re going to know that I am your Mistress and that you belong to me. I have taken everything from you. You’re mine now. Nod your head because you understand.” With the sex toy seller my mouth, I bought my head down and up, exactly as Alyssa wanted. 
 
    This was it, my training. Part of me ached to believe I could hold out, but that wasn’t true. I could already feel the walls my defiance begin to break down. Something about this girl, her charisma or force of will, made it so easy to think that I would just surrender. Perhaps it became a self-fulfilling prophecy. 
 
    Either way, she pulled the dildo from my mouth. It glistened with my saliva now. Next, she pulled off her skirt, exposing her sex. Then she pulled on the harness. She slipped the dildo into place. Then she looked over at my naked girl. “Lay down and spread your legs right in front of his face. Make sure he licks your slit.” 
 
    “Yes, Mistress,” Julie said, chirping as she scurried to obey. 
 
    At moments like this, she didn’t look like a great controlled sex slave. Perhaps I started to wonder if she really had been hypnotized. Perhaps she just wanted to go along with this… 
 
    Before I could think about that, Julie spread her legs in front of my face. She reached down, put her hand on the back of my head, and she shoved my face down toward her pussy. 
 
    “Lick, slave,” Julie commanded. 
 
    I started to slide my tongue over her sex, just the way she wanted. 
 
    It was demeaning and humiliating, but things were about to get so much worse. 
 
    I could feel the bed shift as Alyssa positioned herself. She lowered herself down a little bit at a time until her artificial cock brushed along the walls of my ass. Then she pressed down, and I tried to clench up, to keep her from penetrating me, but she was forceful and insistent. The pressure built, and my body eventually relaxed even as my tongue continued to lick at Julie. 
 
    “Take it, slave. Take it and feel the simple fact that you belong to me now. You both belong to me. You’re going to do whatever I say.” 
 
    As I continued to lick, it was impossible for me to argue. 
 
    “You’re going to do whatever I say. You will cook, clean, obey every order. You are mine. You’re going to do this to her every day as long as I want,” Alyssa promised. 
 
    As I blinked at my girl’s pussy, I couldn’t argue with any of this. I couldn’t defy her. Even if I’d been allowed to speak, what words could I possibly say? 
 
    She plunged down, pumping into me. “Don’t worry about the straitjacket. I’m sure you’re only going to need to wear it for a couple of days. After that, it will just be a reminder, a way to punish you when you are defiant or disobedient.” 
 
    I couldn’t say no. 
 
    But even if I could speak, what could I really have argued with her? She had my shaft locked in a cage, and Julie would agree with anything she said. Even if I got to the police, they wouldn’t have believed me! 
 
    Alyssa pumped down, thrusting harder and faster. I could feel the friction of her shaft against of the walls of my opening. Humiliated, degraded, taken and used, I felt something inside of me break. 
 
    I whimpered even as I continued to lick. 
 
    Howling with glee, Alyssa used me. Moments later, Julie screeched through the pleasure of her orgasm. She loved every second of this. The pleasure cascaded through her body, and she pushed me away. 
 
    Alyssa pulled out, withdrawing. She pushed me onto my back. 
 
    “Are you a slave?” 
 
    This was how Alyssa turned a couple—Julie and me—into a couple of slaves. 
 
    “Yes, Mistress,” I said, turning those words into a promise. “I’m your slave. I belong to you now.” 
 
    “That’s right,” Alyssa said. “Don’t you forget it.” I wouldn’t. I couldn’t. If I messed up, the consequences would be severe. 
 
      
 
    The End 
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