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Part 1

There was a chill in the night air that seeped into the car almost as soon as Brian killed the engine. He rubbed his hands together to generate heat as he tried to work up the courage to walk inside. His last holiday break had just started and Brian, in his early twenties, was tired of being the shy wallflower of a boy who never knew how to talk to women. He wasn’t sure where he got it into his head that a porn shop was going to help with that, but maybe it would. The shop didn’t really seem to have a name, the lit up sign just said ‘Adult Books Toys & Videos.’ Right next door was a smoke shop, equally unnamed, that seemed to sell both cannabis paraphernalia as well as being a vape and smoke shop. Brian had tried vaping once and hated it, and the loss of control he had felt the one and only time he had gotten high was exciting but also made him nervous.

He sat outside watching the door, trying to convince himself to go in. His courage felt like it was failing him and he was just about to turn his car back on, both for heat, and because he was going to leave, when a talk blonde woman walked out of the smoke shop and inhaled from a large blue vape. He watched, fascinated, as the tall, attractive, blond exhaled a giant plume of vapor from her nose and mouth simultaneously. As the vape smoke cleared he saw that she had a pierced nose and eyebrow. Her hair was definitely dyed blonde. For lack of a better way to describe it he thought she looked like she could take care of herself. She would definitely be conventionally attractive if she hadn’t adopted a more alternative style, and Brian felt completely drawn to her.

She took another pull from the vape and exhaled another massive plume of vapor. Brian shook his head to snap himself out of his daydreams of what this woman might be like and was just about to leave again. But rather than go back into the smoke shop, or go on her way, the woman walked into the toy store. It was where Brian had been planning to go anyway and, he reasoned, it would give him a chance to get a closer look at the interesting blonde. Shrugging, he got out of the car and braved the cold.

He opened the door and slipped through it, letting it close quietly behind him. The room he found himself in was brightly lit and filled with stands of cheap lingerie, the walls were lined with videos and boxed toys and there were several shelves of books. There was less to look at than he expected and he nervously went to the books. Something in his mind told him that was the least sleazy part of the store to be seen in.

As he walked stiffly through the shop, feeling as though several sets of eyes were on him even though he knew, rationally, it wasn’t the case, he noticed the blonde from the smoke shop leaning over the counter talking with a woman that could almost have been her twin, were it not for her red hair and that she was probably a few inches shorter. Like the blonde she had several facial piercings and in the light he could see that they both wore dramatic makeup. He also noticed that in addition to being tall she had a very shapely ass that was put in plain view by the black leggings she was wearing.

Brian, to not get caught staring, picked up a book and started flipping through it, though he wasn’t really paying attention to what it was. He mostly used the book to hide his eyes but on the top of the page he saw the title of the book Male Submission & Masochism. Brian had, occasionally, watched femdom porn but found the idea of being put in those positions even more nerve wracking than traditional dating.

He continued to idly flip through the book as he watched the two women, increasingly fascinated with them both. After a few moments the red haired woman behind the counter disappeared into the back of the shop after leaning over and whispering something to her friend. The blonde quickly hopped over the counter and took the redhead’s place. Now facing Brian she saw him peeking at her over the top edge of the book and winked at him.

Flustered, he turned away, feeling his cheeks redden as he did so. He had no chance to compose himself though because when he turned around he almost ran directly into the redhead, who had somehow appeared behind him. If he had thought clearly about it he would have realized that the back of the store had, at least, two entrances onto the main floor but at that moment he was too flabbergasted to even figure out how she had gotten there and only wanted to escape without further embarrassment.

“Ooh, Male submission and masochism.” She took the book out of his hands. “One of my favorite subjects.”

Brian gulped. “Yeah, um, mine too.”

“Is it?” She asked him, stepping forward. “You don’t seem so sure.”

As she took a step forward Brian took a step back, “yeah. It’s interesting. I don’t have much experience though.”

She laughed. “You don’t say. Well you’ve come to the right place. Me and Britney have all kinds of experience.”

He took another step back and as he did realized there was another presence behind him.

“Were you staring at my ass?” Felt felt warm hands on his shoulders, and a deeper voice than he expected from the tall attractive blond.

He looked over his shoulder and realized she was about four inches taller than him. She smiled down at him.

“Well?” She asked him.

“Um… sorry. I just um…gosh you’re hot.” He stammered.

She chucked. “I’ll take that as a yes. Male Submission & Masochism huh? I guess maybe we should punish you.”

Brian had seen enough porn that he could imagine how that would go, maybe they would give him a spanking or something and it would lead to some kind of hot sex. He couldn’t believe that this was happening to him, but he also didn’t know what it was that was happening. What he did know was that he had gone from nervous and embarrassed to nervous, embarrassed, and with a massive hard-on in his pants as the tall woman squeezed his shoulders.

“I definitely think we should punish him, Britney. He’s clearly a bit of a perv.” The redhead took a step closer to him and leaned in and whispered in his ear, “do you want us to punish you?”

She put her hands on his chest and he suddenly felt completely trapped and completely enthralled by them both. All he could do was nod. It was almost his dream scenario and it never occurred to him that it could turn into a nightmare if they wanted it to.

“It seems like he does want to be punished, Jenna.” Britney spoke from behind him. “What do you think we should do?”

“Let’s take him to the playroom, and decide there.” The redhead, who was apparently named Jenna, smirked. “All kinds of toys and tools back there to have fun with him.”

Brian was practically in a daze as the two women led him back through the store and into a backroom that was clearly used for all kinds of BDSM activities.

“We shoot videos here and sometimes see clients. Maybe if you are lucky you can be in a video with us.” Jenna said as she pushed him up against a wall. “What’s your name?”

“Brian,” he managed to squeak out.

“Well, Brian, I don’t think you realize how fucked you are.” Britney growled at him.

Before he knew what was happening he found his wrists had been cuffed to the wall and he was almost completely helpless. He thrashed a little and kicked his legs out once, only to have one of them caught by Britney, who he immediately realized was much stronger than he would have guessed.

“Stop struggling, Brian.” She tugged on his foot showing her strength.

Jenna quickly cuffed his other ankle to the wall and then Britney did the same with the leg she had caught.

“Now,” Jenna said, poking at his chest, “we have to go close up the shops. You are going to wait here until we are done, and then we can have our fun.”

“How long will-” Brian started to ask a question but was interrupted by a hand over his mouth.

“Will you be quiet, or do we need to gag you too?” Britney’s face told him she was not goofing around.

He shook his head, not wanting to be gagged as well as bound helplessly.

“Good boy.” Jenna patted his chest.

Moments later they had both left the room, he heard a foreboding click which told him that the door was locked, which seemed unnecessary considering he couldn’t really escape anyway.


Part 2

Brian hung on the wall scarcely believing how fast everything had turned. He had been a bored, shy, wallflower less than an hour before and how he was literally hanging from a wall while two women he didn’t know, at all, were planning to do whatever it was they were planning to do to him. He wanted nothing so badly as to get out of the cuffs that were holding him to the wall and go back to his completely boring life. But at the same time he couldn’t deny that he was aroused and that both of the women were hot. They were just also intimidating, bordering on scary.

While he hung from the wall Jenna and Britney were closing up their respective stores. What Brian didn’t know was that they were a couple and that they owned the shops together. He also didn’t know that they were in the market for a slave and he had gotten their attention. This was not just a bit of slap and tickle for them, rather they were sizing him up as someone, or something, to keep.

Brian couldn’t help but look around the room and wonder what they had planned. There were toys everywhere, whips and canes, floggers and gags, and things Brian had never seen, and wasn’t sure he wanted to experience. The walls were painted dark purple and the lights dim. Soon his shoulders were aching from holding up his arms and his legs burned with the need to move. He wasn’t sure how long he had been hanging there, it could have been twenty minutes or two hours and he couldn’t tell the difference.

Finally, the door unlocked and the two women walked in, both grinning ear to ear.

“Well, work is done, now it is time to play.” Britney said as she picked up a pair of what looked like very sturdy scissors.

“I think maybe I should just go,” Brian offered, pretending that he still had a say in what was happening.

“No, no, no.” Jenna looked at him with a mock pout. “You agreed that you needed a punishment. You can’t ruin our fun now.”

“If you really want to leave, we could let you go.” Britney paused, “but I would expect to never see you around here again.”

Brian opened his mouth to speak but before he could say anything Jenna added on.

“Or you could stick around and see where this goes. You never know, you might like it.”

Brian gulped and looked back and forth between the two women. They were, to his mind, gorgeous and they were doing something very few women had ever done, shown interest in him.

“But if you stay you have to agree that we can do what we want with you.” Britney looked at him seriously. “Don’t worry, we won’t hurt you, too much, unless you want us to.”

Brian’s cock was throbbing in his pants and they could both see it, they knew they had him. He nodded, defeated but elated, knowing this was beyond his wildest dreams. Without another word Britney walked up to him with the shears and began cutting his shirt off of him.

“Shit!” He yelled as she ripped the shirt from his chest. “What are you doing?”

As a response she slapped him across the face hard enough that he saw stars. “I said we wouldn’t hurt you. I didn’t say anything about your clothes.”

He was about to protest but she pulled her hand back again, he didn’t want to be slapped again, no matter how aroused he somehow was by all of this. He hung there, silent, as she cut all of his clothes off of him.

“What am I going to drive home in?” He asked quietly.

“I am sure we have something you can wear,” Britney smirked. “But who said anything about you going home?”

Brian looked from her, to Jenna, and then to the cage, gulping. He was in over his head, but his body, if not his mind, loved it.

“You are actually very submissive, you know that?” Jenna asked as she sauntered up, joining Britney in front of him. “I think this is going to be good for you.”

As she spoke she reached out and grabbed his hard, hot, dick and stroked it lightly. “Yes, I am pretty sure we know exactly what you need.”

Brian moaned at her touch, which was quickly joined by Britney tweaking his nippled between her fingers, and pulling them from his chest, eliciting more moans and a deep intake of breath that told them he might already be close to spewing.

Both of them pulled back and Jenna smiled at him. “Can’t be having that just yet.”

She waved a finger in his face as Britney stepped away, rummaging through a pile of toys before coming back with what even the novice, Brian, immediately realized were nipple clamps. She once again grabbed one of his nipples and rolled it through her fingers several times before attaching the clamp deeply to his chest. The pressure and bit of pain were intense but it also sent a zap of pleasure directly to his groin causing his cock to grow even harder. She repeated the procedure with the second nipple and soon his chest was burning with an intoxicating mix of pleasure and pain.

Brian moaned loudly and thrust his hips, mostly on pure reflex. He had never been so aroused in his life. The two women stepped back, chuckling.

“Now,” Britney said, “your punishment is going to be a game of truth or dare. The only one playing is you though.”

Jenna continued, almost as though they were of one mind. “And if either of us think you are lying you will be punished. If you refuse a dare at any point the game ends and you go on your way, but you are banned from our shops for life.”

Brian nodded, too aroused to imagine doing much other than what these two bizarre, beautiful women wanted him to do.

“If you get through ten rounds though, you’ll get a reward.” Britney caressed his face and he leaned into her touch. “We start now.”

Brian looked up at them, confused for a brief moment before realizing what was expected of him. “Truth,” he said quietly.

“Did you follow me into the store tonight?” Britney asked.

Brian nodded. “I did. I was already planning to go in, but I had lost my nerve, then I saw you and was fascinated. You are beautiful and just…interesting. When you walked into the store I decided that was a sign that I should too. Plus, I wanted to get a closer look at you.”

Britney stepped up to and kissed him, hard, on the mouth, probing his mouth with her tongue and not stopping until he was gasping for breath.

“Good boy.” She said, “honesty will be rewarded. Are you seeing me up close enough now?”

Brian nodded, catching his breath, a glazed over look building in his eyes as arousal and lust were being joined by something deeper. He had barely been kissed at all, let alone like that, and somewhere in his mind a voice was whispering that he would do just about anything to feel that again.

Jenna stepped forward and pulled lightly on the chain between the nipple clamps. “My turn.”

He looked at her, still feeling somewhat dazed. “Truth.”

“Okay, but once you use up five truths all you will have left is dares. So you might want to be careful.”

Brian was about to argue, those weren’t the rules he had been told, but he also knew there was little he could do, or really wanted to do, to get his way. He nodded quietly.

“Did you really want us to let you go earlier?” Jenna asked him.

Brian thought about that and realized it was not a straightforward answer, but he also knew, deep inside, the truth. “Not really, no. I was just scared. I am scared. But I think I would have regretted it by tomorrow morning. I would have wondered what I had missed out on.”

Jenna smiled and nodded at that, he was slowly but surely checking all of the boxes.

Britney leaned and sucked lightly on his neck before whispering, “the next one really should be a dare.”

“Dare,” he breathed, almost without thinking.

“We are going to edge you for five minutes. If you cum you go in the cage and we finish the game tomorrow night.”

He looked at the cage and groaned. He was sure they would do it too. He would have to find a way to hold out. Before he could say anything Jenna grabbed a bottle of lube and was very quickly covering his cock in it. Soon it was shiny and slippery and harder than it had ever been. He didn’t think he would hold out for a minute, let alone five, but they were experts and they took turns bringing him to the edge over and over again.

Soon he was crying, and begging to cum. He had never been so aroused, so needy, in his life, and it would be worth spending a day, even a week, in the cage, in order to have release. But the five minutes were, somehow, up and even though his cock was sticking out straighter than it ever had, and there was a puddle of precum at his feet, he had managed not to orgasm.

His brain on the other hand had turned completely to mush, his eyes glazed over, he looked at the two women with total adoration and need. As they stood there facing him, Britney clasped Jenna’s hand behind her back, they felt like they had found the one, and he wasn’t going to escape. It was just a matter of seeing if they could push him as far as they really wanted to.

“Dare,” he whined, once he had enough sense to continue the game.

“Let me pierce your ears.” Jenna said.

He looked at her with a certain amount of horror and thought about ending the game, though his body, wracked with lust, wanted to do no such thing. As he struggled with the choice Jenna walked up to him and cradled his rock hard cock lightly.

“Don’t worry. It will be tasteful. You’ll like them.” She cooed in his ear.

He nodded and Britney appeared with a piercing gun, hanging it to Jenna.

“I normally like to use needles, but let’s work you up to that eh?” Jenna said, before lining the gun up and piercing his first ear.

He winced more in surprise than pain, eliciting a small laugh from both women. Jenna circled around him to the other side and pierced his other ear.

“Don’t worry, they are just little silver balls.” She squeezed his balls for emphasis as she said it. “You’ll be able to think of us every time you look at them in the mirror.

In his Brian thought they were coming out as soon as he got home, but he smiled nonetheless. The idea of having something to remind him of these two vixens was undeniably hot to him.

Britney played with one of his earlobes causing him to wince again. “That’s four. What will it be now Brian?”

“Truth,” he said, his body needing a break.

Britney pulled on the earlobe, a little hard, getting him to yelp, before letting it go. “Have you ever been in a relationship?”

“No,” he admitted, too aroused to feel the normal shame he would feel around it. “I have always been too shy and the times I have tried never worked out.”

Britney saw how he was responding to their touches and could guess how experienced he was sexually too. All the better for what they had planned for him, really.

“That’s halfway,” Jenna said. “And I think it is my turn.”

“Dare,” He said, maybe believing that Jenna would go easier on him than Britney would.

“Let Britney fuck your ass,” Jenna said, dispelling any thoughts of an easy dare immediately.

Still, Brian had seen strap-on porn before and despite his inexperience was a little fascinated with the idea. He also thought, on some level, that any sort of stimulation might get him a much needed orgasm.

“Okay.” He nodded to Britney.

“I think it should be ‘Yes Mistress’ from now on,” Britney said.

Brian felt his cock twitch at that. “Yes, Mistress,” he responded.

Britney moaned quietly at that, enjoying hearing it from his mouth and thinking that if all went well she would be hearing it from him for a long time to come.

Jenna uncuffed him and helped him stretch to get some movement back in his limbs before helping him over to what looked like a padded saw-horse. Soon he was stretched over it and cuffed again, more comfortable than before, but his ass completely exposed. Soon he felt something cool and slippery being rubbed round his puckered anus, before feeling a finger slip in, far easier than he expected. He moaned as it happened and realized almost instantly that he enjoyed the feeling.

As more lube and more fingers explored his ass Britney stepped in front of him and began disrobing, starting with her shirt. The first thing he noticed was that her tits were perfectly shaped and not obscenely large, but were probably enhanced. She was also toned, bordering on muscular, and he was certain she could hurt someone, for real, if she wanted to.

Jenna shoved a third finger inside him, stretching him out, he moaned loudly, surprised at how good being full felt, but also feeling some intense pain at being stretched so far. He wanted to complain, to object, but he couldn’t find the words. He could also feel that his cock was still rock hard, and probably dripping, he was lost in a sea of sensation, and emotion, and the two women knew it.

Brtiney turned around and pushed her bubble but right up to his face as she shimmied out of the tight leggings, he could smell a muskiness that was somehow arousing and off putting at the same time. There was something intoxicating about the scent even as it told him she had been working all day, and had sweat plenty. She then backed up further and his face was suddenly buried in her ass, darkness enveloping him along with the scents of her body.

As she did this Jenna started working her three fingers in and out of him and he quickly became a moaning, needy, precum dripping mess. By the time they both stopped his eyes were barely focusing and he was panting desperately. Britney turned around and he immediately realized the truth of the dare he had accepted, and why she was so built, and bigger than him; hanging in front of her was a long, half erect cock, that definitely put his to shame. Part of him wondered how he didn’t realize she was trans earlier as once he knew it felt obvious, he also realized quickly that was why he thought there was something different, and fascinating, about her from the beginning.

He stared in a mixture of fascination and terror at her cock as she slowly stroked it to a full erection. She then stepped forward and rubbed it on his face. Almost instinctively he opened his mouth only for her to pull away, unsure of his intentions. However, one look at his lust filled eyes betrayed him and she grinned down at him.

“That wasn’t part of the deal, so if you want it you have to beg.” She stepped forward so she was close but just out of his reach. “Beg to suck my ladydick, boy.”

Brian was utterly confused at his reaction to this, he had never had any sort of urges like this before and while he had no issue with trans women he had also never thought he would feel so utterly lustful towards one, let alone one in circumstances like this. Somewhere in his mind though he also realized that he had never considered many of the things that were happening but he was resolved to see it through, see where it would lead him.

“Well?” She put her hands on her hips and cocked her head to the side. “What are we doing here bri-boy?”

“Please let me suck your cock, Mistress,” he finally said. “Please! I can’t believe how much I want it.”

As he begged Jenna continued to work her fingers slowly in and out of him, filling him with need. Meanwhile Britney waved her cock in his face, taunting him.

“Maybe later. Your begging needs work and we need to finish our game.” She pushed forward though. “You can kiss it though. Kiss my cock, slave.”

Brian didn’t even consciously notice that she had called him a slave, he was practically hypnotized by what was happening to him. He stretched forward as much as he could and gently kissed the tip of her dick. Moaning, quietly, as he did so.

“Good boy. Maybe we’ll come back to that later.” She patted his head and stepped away.

Simultaneously he felt Jenna pull out of his rear and he moaned, hating the sudden emptiness and now noticing how stretched he felt. He heard the squirting of more lube and felt something rest against the opening of his ass.

“Don’t worry, you won’t be empty for long, slave. Maybe if you are lucky you won’t be empty very often at all moving forward.”

Brian barely had a moment to parse what was being said, or the fact that they had ideas for him beyond the evening, before he felt Britney pressing slowly into him. It was nothing like Jenna’s fingers. Britney’s cock was thick and long, and he gasped repeatedly as she slowly pressed all seven and half inches into him. When she was fully sheathed inside him she leaned over him, and he felt her stiff nipples and breasts pressed against his back.

“By the time I am done fucking you I bet you will do anything for us, what do you think, slave?” Her words came out breathless and husky and Brian wondered if she was right.

He didn’t answer though, he was too lost in everything that was happening. In Britney’s mind though, and Jenna’s, the question was already well answered. They were planning on keeping him. Britney slowly pulled out of him and then plunged forward again. He groaned in pain but felt his cock throbbing even more. It was as if every moment with these two women revealed something else he needed that he was completely unaware of.

She began rocking her hips against him, pulling out and pushing back in with increasing pace until they were both on the bring of orgasms. A small part of him was wondering what it would feel like when she exploded inside him and the anticipation made him want it all the more. She denied them both though, pulling out right before she, or he, had the chance to cum.

He whimpered loudly and found himself begging. “Please don’t stop. Please. Please.”

Both women laughed at that and soon Jenna and Britney were crouched down in front of them.

“I told you you’d do anything for us. I am right, aren’t I?” Britney touched his face gently and Jenna had a satisfied smirk on her face.

“Yes. Anything.” He moaned. “I never want this to stop.”

Jenna and Britney looked at one another and Britney nodded. Jenna came forward and kissed him as forcefully as Britney had at the beginning of their adventure, once again leaving him dazed and breathless.

“What if I told you it doesn’t have to? What if I told you this could be your life, but there would be a real cost to that?” Britney asked him, a serious look on her face.

His mind whirled at what they were saying. He had walked into the shop hoping for a closer look at Britney and maybe even to find the courage to flirt a little, then they wound up toying with him a bit, that was more than he could have ever expected. Now they were offering him something more, and something he didn’t know he desperately needed, but at what cost?

Jenna slapped his face several times, not hard, but enough to both get his attention and leave him a little disoriented. He looked at them both with half focused eyes and a needy smile.

“I think we can end this game a little early.” Britney smiled at him, “I really think we only need one truth and one dare. But you need to know, if you give the right answer to the truth, the dare will change your life forever.”

Brian couldn’t even imagine what that meant but his cock strained at the thought of these two women changing his life, more than they already had. He moaned, pleading with them wordlessly.

Jenna stood up and disappeared from view while Britney kissed him on the cheek and then stared intensely into his eyes.

“Okay, here is the truth. Let’s see if you make it to the dare.” She paused and took a deep breath. “If we gave you the chance to be our collared slave, our property, a permanent part of our lives but completely devoted to us, would you take it?”

Brian stared back at her, slack jawed, trying to comprehend what she was saying, what she was offering. He kind of understood what some of what she said meant but he knew he didn’t really know and was terrified almost as much as he was aroused, and completely smitten, with the two women.

He looked at her and knew that he wanted to see where things might go. “Yes, I would want that chance. I am scared. I don’t know what it means, but I would want it. I want it so badly.”

She smirked at him. “This next part is going to hurt, but once it is done we will discuss the dare.”

He didn’t know what she meant but he suddenly felt Jenna behind him grabbing his balls and stretching them out, before slipping something over them. He felt his scrotum being stretched and pulled and his balls being pulled, one at a time, through a tight space. It was almost immediately painful. He heard a click and felt something snap around his balls, squeezing his scrotum tight and increasing the pain more than he thought was possible. He let out a primal, incomprehensible scream.

“What is that? What are you doing to me?” Tears started streaming down his face. “Please make it stop. Please. I’ll do anything please.”

“This is the dare, Brian.” Britney patted his cheek sympathetically. “If you can handle this you can handle anything and your life will be very interesting, just maybe not in ways you expected.”

Jenna walked around and crouched down in front of him, her face an emotionless mask. “The dare is simple, Brian. Choose to be our slave. You don’t even have to do anything active. You just have to stay here and wait. Wait for the pain to deaden into a pleasant numbness and pressure. Wait for all of the sensation in your balls to go cold. Wait for them to die.”

“What?” he asked. “No. This is insane. Let me out of here.”

“I can do that if you want, but do you really want to fail so close to the end? So close to passing the last test. You can be ours. You can be with us.”

Brian screwed his face up, tears still streaming down it. The pain in his groin was intensifying but it was nothing compared to the turmoil he was feeling inside. This was beyond anything he had imagined in any dream, or nightmare.”

“It is called banding, pet,” Britney explained. “It is usually used on livestock but it can also be used on people. It will stop hurting soon. Then after a few more hours we can safely remove the scrotum and your useless testicles. You will be the perfect slave, the perfect pet, and I promise you will be so happy being ours.”

Brian could feel a dull ache accompanying the sharp pain where the band squeezed off blood to his balls. He knew that he shouldn’t even be considering what Britney was saying to him, he should be telling them he was finished, that he wanted to leave. But his voice remained silent as he felt Jenna uncuffing him and helping him stand up. He let himself be led across the room and was soon standing in front of a mirror between the two women. The first thing he noticed was that, despite the pain and the fear of being castrated, his cock was still rock hard. Jenn and Britney noticed as well and Jenna started slightly stroking his cock again, causing him to shiver as he looked at the reflection; Jenna, fully clothed, stroking him, Britney naked and sporting her own erection, and him in the middle, naked, hard, and his balls turning a deeper shade of purple by the second. He felt his stomach twist as he realized that he found the whole scene wildly erotic.

“I bet the pain is starting to recede isn’t it, pet?” Jenna asked, as she continued to stroke him.

The sensation was beyond intense and she wasn’t wrong, his cock felt needier than ever, and while there was still pain it was lessening, being replaced by the dull ache and an increasing numbness from the cutting off of blood to his precious balls. He knew he had to stop it soon, but the more she stroked him the more he felt himself losing the will to fight against them, even if it would only take a word to end it, before it was too late.

“It is going to be too late sooner than you think, Brian.” Britney stepped behind him, nestling her cock between his asscheeks causing him to shudder.

She wrapped her arms across his collarbones, pulling him back into her breasts, as Jenna continued to stroke him, eventually kneeling and taking him in her mouth. He couldn’t believe how good it felt.

“You’d better make a decision. Or have you already? You haven’t said a word in minutes, and those minutes are important, at least to your balls.” Brtiney held him tight, teasing him, as Jenna expertly worked his cock in and out of her mouth.

Brian whined wordlessly, not wanting it to stop, not wanting to lose his balls. He had somehow found himself caught between the devil and the deep blue sea. It felt like no matter what he chose, there was a chance of regret and it was like there was a clock loudly ticking in his head, drowning out everything else.

“What is going to happen?” He asked, weakly.

Just at that moment Jenna deepthroated his cock and he felt completely overwhelmed by the sensation of pleasure running through him. Britney began kissing his neck and nibbling at his earlobe before finally whispering an answer.

‘It’s simple really. We’ll wait for your balls to die then remove them so you don’t get sick. You’ll move in with us and work at the stores, we’ll make porn videos with you, and you’ll just generally be our devoted, gelded, pet. You can give us your balls, and your life, or you can go home, back to whatever sad sack existence you had before you walked into our shop.”

Brian thought about what she was telling him, his life would be theirs, he would be theirs. Any plans he had for the future, any hopes of having a family, gone forever. It isn’t like anyone else would want him once he was castrated anyway. Then again, who had wanted him so far? The truth was these gorgeous, interesting, and yes crazy, women had shown him more attention and interest in the few hours he had been with them than anyone else had his entire life. It was insane that he was even considering it but, beyond graduating college, it wasn’t like he had plans, or anything exciting he was looking forward to.

“Yes. Yes. I want to be yours,” he finally said, accepting his fate.

“I knew you would make the right choice,” Britney growled in his ear, before biting and sucking on his neck.

Jenna heard too, and redoubled her efforts on his cock, the sensations of both women working him over, everything that had happened, and the dull ache inside him sent him tumbling over the edge. He felt the orgasm grow and pulse, slower than he thought was normal, over and over again as it leaked from his cock to Jenna’s mouth, who was expertly sucking him dry. He felt his body relax immediately and for a moment forgot all about what was happening to him. He let himself collapse into Britney’s arms and she lowered him to the floor, continuing to cradle him.

Jenna let his now limp cock release from her mouth and crawled up his body, kissing him deeply, pushing some of his watery cum into his mouth as she did so, he kissed her eagerly, lost in post orgasmic bliss. She pulled back and kissed the tip of his nose playfully.

“Okay, slave,” Britney said, “it is time to sleep now.”

Before he could argue he felt a slight sting in his right arm and looked down just as she emptied a syringe into him.

“This will make it easier, and less painful for you to adjust.” She removed the needle and disinfected the spot with a wet wipe.

He wanted to say something, but his brain was confused and he couldn’t get it out before he felt the drug overtake him and send him into a slumber.


Part 3

Brian stretched his arms over his head and slowly opened his eyes, letting sunlight stream in and wake him up. He felt like he was coming out of the deepest sleep he had ever experienced and slowly started to recall the last events he could remember. His first thought was that it all had to be a dream.

But, as he looked around, he realized he was in a bedroom he didn’t recognize at all. He had woken up in an extra soft king bed, covered in plush, heavy comforters. He threw the covers back and slowly pulled himself out of the bed, almost losing his balance before steadying himself. He was just about to move towards the open doorway when he realized that a shower was running. Moments later it stopped.

As Brian was still trying to get his bearings a door swung open and the redhead, Jenna, came through wearing nothing but a towel.

“Oh, good!” She exclaimed. “You are awake.”

It wasn’t a dream.

“Let’s see how you are healing up, pet.” She said, grabbing his hands.

He let himself be led into the bathroom and was soon standing in front of a giant mirror. The first thing he noticed was that there was a thin metal hoop around his neck, he reached up and touched it tentatively.

“Do you like your collar?” She asked him. “I hope so, it is kind of permanent, or at least really difficult to take off!”

“Difficult to take off,” he mumbled, repeating her.

He looked in his reflection and slowly reached down to his penis. Somehow, it was half erect. He reached under it and felt nothing, and gasped loudly. Tears welled up in his eyes.

“No, pet. Please don’t cry.” Jenna wrapped her arms around him and pulled him to her. “I promise, things will be so good.”

He sobbed quietly, but as he looked at the reflection he noticed how interesting, and erotic, it looked to have nothing hanging beneath his increasingly erect penis.

“You’ll still be able to get hard, sometimes. You probably won’t cum much though.” She giggled lightly. “I promise we will have so much fun though.”

He looked at her in disbelief. “You really did it? You cut them off?”

“Of course, silly.” She chided him. “After a few hours they had to come off, they were dead and it would be dangerous to the rest of your body to leave them attached.”

“I’m…I’m…” Brian looked at her confused.

“You are a eunuch. A gelding. A slave. But most importantly you are ours. You are mine and Britney’s. And you are going to love your life with us, pet.” Jenna pulled him close again.

Her affection and warmth washed over him and while he wasn’t sure, he couldn’t believe what he had let happen, he wanted to believe she was right. He surrendered to her touch and she pulled him back into bed, turned him to face her and began kissing him passionately. Soon he felt himself being pressed down beneath the covers and quickly found himself with his head between her legs.

He began to lick and suck, kissing her outer labia, and enjoyed the feeling of her moving against him, showing him that she enjoyed what he was doing. She held his head firmly between her legs and soon he was probing carefully with his tongue. Her quiet moans and the ambrosic taste of her filled his awareness. He didn’t realize that anyone else was in the room until he heard Brtiney’s voice, muffled by the blankets and Jenna’s thighs.

“So he is awake and doing okay?” She asked.

Jenna moaned loudly. “Oh, fuck, yes. He is doing great.”

“Good.”

He felt the bed shift as Britney joined them, and was quickly trapped between them. He once again felt her hard cock nestle between his asscheeks and he instinctively ground against it. Then she shifted upwards and he heard the sound of his two mistresses kissing, keeping him trapped between their legs. He realized that, for better or worse, this was his life now. He sighed happily as he licked Jenna, bringing her ever closer to the brink of orgasm. This was his life, and he was glad for it.
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